

CRUSHING IT

BY STACEY ZACKERLY

Copyright (c) 2023 By Stacey Zackerly

All Rights Reserved


CHAPTER 1:

Todd Butler was gorgeous. I know that beauty is in the eye of the beholder, and all that, but speaking objectively I had to say that a great many people would likely agree with my assessment. He was tall, handsome, well-built and had great hair and a sparkly smile. And it wasn’t all just looks. He was good at sports, above average in school, and he could play the guitar. Not surprisingly he was popular with girls, which made me really jealous. I wasn’t jealous because I wished that I could have the same success with women but because I wasn’t a woman and would therefore never be included in the ranks of females throwing themselves at his feet. Of course that didn’t stop me from dreaming.


CHAPTER 2:

After that little “tease” of an introduction I think I should step back and explain things a little more clearly. My name is Jarrod Wilton and I’m a recent college graduate who’s still trying to figure out what he wants to do with his life after four years of studying a fairly eclectic mix of subjects, none of which were particularly great at landing a job in the real world.

Todd is a guy from my old neighborhood but being a bit older than me we went through the same school system but obviously not in the same class. Where our lives crossed paths was in the friendship of our two families. When our parents got together Todd and I were often expected to keep each other company. I was thrilled, because I basically idolized the guy, but it was less of a thrill for him to have to “babysit” some punk ass kid. The age difference wasn’t that extreme but when you’re a teenager even a year can seem like a huge generational gap.

Consequently Todd introduced me to a whole lot of vices, much in the way an older brother might have had I had an older brother. He introduced me to vaping, gave me my first drink of alcohol, and showed me the first pornographic video I had ever seen. I don’t want to make it sounds like Todd was a bad influence because I’m sure I would have discovered all of those things on my own eventually anyway but he was the cool older dude and I really appreciated being tutored by him on the more adult aspects of life.

I developed a crush on him at a fairly early age. So early that I really didn’t associate those feelings with overt sexuality. I didn’t even really know what homosexuality was except that if you called someone a “fag” it was about the worst insult you could hurl at them.

As I got older, and thought of myself as straight, I had to modify my infatuation with Todd and tried to think of it as a “man crush” which was the more socially acceptable way in which a man could be essentially smitten by another man without implying any sort of gay interest. I don’t know if I ever totally convinced myself that my feelings were purely platonic but since there was nothing I could do to act upon any physical impulses where he was concerned it really needed to be true.

I had seen Todd in a bathing suit when we were kids but he had definitely filled out more over the years and sometimes I did wonder what he would look like in the nude. That was kind of weird because I didn’t really spend a lot of time thinking about other men in the nude and was definitely attracted to women. I had tried watching some gay porn but it never really did it for me. I wasn’t totally turned off or offended by it but it never got me going the way straight porn tended to do, although I think I would have gladly jacked off to naked pictures of Todd.

I had a very close friend, named Betty Simmons, that I could talk to about virtually anything although I had never mentioned my man crush on Todd. Betty was a lesbian, and had been one for a long time, although we used to just call her a tomboy when we were kids. I figured if there was anyone who wasn’t likely to judge me for being attracted to a member of my own sex it would be her so I finally spilled the beans to her one day because I was dying to tell someone at last.

“So does this Todd guy have any clue that you’ve been lusting after him all these years?” asked Betty.

“No, I don’t think he even thinks about me at all. The last time I saw him was at a wedding, and he was polite to me, but it’s been a long time since we hung out together as kids,” I replied. “I mean I’m sure he could sense my hero worship back then but there would have been no reason to jump to any conclusions about my sexual motives. I didn’t really have sexual motives, at least that I was aware of, back then. I’ve just never stopped thinking about him.”

“But you have sexual motives now?” Betty inquired.

“Well, yeah...I mean no...I mean what’s the point? He’s a stud. He’s always dated hot girls. And like I said we really haven’t been in touch much in recent years. I can’t imagine walking up to him and expressing my love or offering him my body or whatever. I don’t think he’d kick my ass but he’d probably be disgusted or laugh in my face and the rejection would be totally humiliating,” I said.

“Yeah, I can dig that, but let’s say that there was a way for you to get him interested in you sexually...is that something you really want?”

“In a hypothetical scenario, sure,” I replied.

“Even though you’ve never had sex with a man before?” Betty asked, continuing her strange line of interrogation.

“I’d certainly like to see what he looks like naked, and if for some strange reason he wanted to fuck me or let me suck his dick or something I’d probably go for it but what’s the point of speculating about something that’s never going to happen?”

“Never say never my friend,” said Betty with a crooked smile.

“What are you getting at?” I asked suspiciously. “I’ve seen that look on your face and it usually means that you’re cooking up some kind of a scheme.”

“Maybe I am. Aren’t you curious to know what it might be?” she said in a tone of voice that made me both curious and nervous at the same time.

“Go on,” I said, wondering whether I would regret those two words eventually.

“You said he likes to date hot girls, right?”

“Yeah.”

“So what if you were a hot girl?”

“Might as well ask what if I was ten feet tall and could fly,” I replied.

“Not really, because there’s nothing I can do to help you be ten feet tall or fly but there is something I can do to help you become female,” said Betty.

“I don’t think I’m going to be able to fool him in drag no matter what kind of makeup I have on or how nice my hair looks,” I stated flatly.

“I’m not talking about pretending to be female I’m talking about actually being female...temporarily of course,” Betty said quite casually.

“What the hell are you saying?” I sputtered in exasperation.

“Chill out dude, I’m not fucking with you. There’s a pill out there that can temporarily change your gender. I learned about it from a very butch lesbian who was sick of wearing a strap on and wanted to know what it would be like to have a real dick. In her case she was going from female to male and back but you would obviously be doing the opposite. It works either way,” Betty explained calmly.

“Okay...let’s say I believed you. Let’s say you had access to these magic pills and I agreed to try it. What makes you think that I would turn out looking hot enough to be of interest to Todd and how would I even go about approaching him?” I asked.

“If you don’t believe me you’re a total dumbass because when have I ever lied to you? The pills I have in my possession right now. And the only way we’ll know what you look like as a girl is if you take one of the damn things so we can see what we have to work with. I can do a lot to help make a girl look pretty but I’m not a miracle worker. As for the best way to approach him that is a whole different discussion that only needs to take place if you feel like you might have a shot of getting his interest,” said Betty.

“But it would be dishonest to present myself to him as someone I wasn’t, right?” I pointed out.

“Hey, the morality of it is for you to decide. If you’re happy just getting a dick pic from the dude that you can whack off to that’s probably not too hard to arrange. What guy wouldn’t want to trade dirty pictures with a sexy slut? But if you need to feel his hot throbbing cock slamming against the back of your throat you’ll need a more elaborate plan that will no doubt involve deception. But before we figure out how to get your dreamboat humping you like an animal we need to know how fuckable you are as a female. So why not pop one of those little pills right now and let’s see what you got?” Betty suggested.

I really don’t know why her plan actually made sense to me but I guess I was kind of desperate. I had been obsessing about this man for years despite knowing that it was a hopeless cause. If there was suddenly a glimmer of hope that I might be able to finally express my feelings, either in words or deeds, I couldn’t really dismiss the idea out of hand. So I took one of the pills right there on the spot and a few moments later my whole world seemed to change.


CHAPTER 3:

“Damn girl...you look good. And believe me, I know a good-looking girl when I see one,” said Betty with a wicked grin.

“Holy shit! It actually worked,” I kind of squeaked in an unfamiliar voice.

“I told you, dumbass, I don’t lie to you. Of course it worked. I just had no idea it would work so well,” said Betty.

“God these tits are kind of heavy,” I commented.

“Well they’re pretty fucking big,” Betty pointed out. “Did you think tits were like a bag of cotton candy or something?”

“No, I never really thought about it but that’s a lot of extra flesh up there I’m not used to carrying around.”

“Well get out of those clothes bitch and let’s get a better look at you,” said Betty.

I had just taken the pill while dressed in the shirt and pants I had been wearing but my body had changed considerably so they didn’t fit very well now. I was a little reluctant to get naked in front of her but she just stood there impatiently with her hands on her hips waiting so I finally pulled off my shirt and removed my pants and my underwear.

“Well if you do end up trading dirty pictures with him you’ll have some nice goodies to show off,” Betty commented.

Knowing that Betty was a lesbian I wondered whether she was getting aroused at all by seeing me naked. That was a weird thought since we had never had any kind of a sexual relationship before. I wondered what I’d do if she made some kind of a move on me. I’d always thought that she was really attractive but knew that she wasn’t interested in men. At the moment I was much better equipped to satisfy her needs but I didn’t know if I was even her type. What I did know was that I was definitely Todd’s type, based on the women I knew he had gone out with in the past.

Todd seemed to like girls with curves, which I certainly had. My boobs were impressive full and attractively shaped without being out of proportion to the rest of my body. My waist was thin and my hips were wide giving me the classic hourglass kind of figure and there was a decent amount of booty without being obscenely large. Facially I was very pretty as well giving me the total package as far as I could tell. If Todd ever got a chance to see me like this I had a pretty good feeling that he would find me attractive.

“Making you gorgeous is going to be a piece of cake honey,” said Betty as she looked me over quite thoroughly. “I might just want to keep you for myself.”

The way she said that made it sound like a joke but I wondered whether maybe there was a hint in there as well.

“You have no idea how strange it is to look at yourself in the mirror and see a totally different person,” I said.

“But kind of exciting, I imagine,” Betty replied.

It was kind of exciting. One Halloween I went as Batman and had this great costume that made me look totally jacked. The only part of me that was exposed was my mouth and my eyes and literally nobody recognized me. I thought that was kind of cool because it confirmed that Bruce Wayne could probably hide his identity in that suit and also because people weren’t looking at me the same way. I even tried to do a deeper more raspy voice and much to my surprise I had a lot of cute girls interested in me that night that normally wouldn’t have even noticed I was in the same room with them.

This “disguise” was even better because it didn’t matter what I was wearing or whether I was wearing anything at all. With the Batman costume I knew that under the bad ass body armor was my kind of scrawny little body that would probably disappoint a girl if she saw me without the superhero getup but I didn’t have to worry about that now.

“So what do we call you?” asked Betty.

“Fuck if I know,” I replied. “Pick something.”

“Let’s see...nothing too cute, no Bambi, Candi kind of stuff...and nothing too exotic, you don’t look like an Alliah or something...how about...Nicole?” Betty finally suggested after mulling over the many options.

“Nicole,” I repeated. “Yeah, I think I like that.”

“I mean if he wants to call you Nicky or something that’s cool too. He’ll probably have a pet name for you anyway or just call you babe all the time,” Betty chuckled.

I suppose that’s when it really struck me for the first time that I might actually get away with this ruse. That the only reason I was standing in front of a mirror admiring my tits was because I was hoping to get a chance to be with Todd in an intimate way. I still didn’t have a plan for how to insert myself into his life as a total stranger but if I came up with one that worked the ultimate goal would presumably be to have sex with him and that was kind of terrifying.

Maybe it would never get that far. As Betty had suggested maybe we’d just exchange pictures or do some online kind of thing. We could be like long distance lovers who could only video chat or something. That would give me the opportunity to express my feelings for him, and if things got raunchy we could even masturbate together on camera, but I wouldn’t have to ever actually do anything with him in person.

Did I want Todd to fuck me? That was a really hard question to answer. I certainly wanted to see him naked and I wanted to tell him how hot I thought he was and I was pretty sure that I would enjoy seeing him jack off but did I really want another man to put his dick inside me? Of course it wasn’t just any man, it was the man of my dreams and the only man I had ever lusted after in my life. If I had a shot at going to bed with him maybe I’d be crazy not to take it.

When I turned away from the mirror I found Betty rummaging around in a dresser drawer. A moment later she produced a rather massive rubber dick and waved it around in front of me.

“A little gift for you to get you started,” she said.

“What the hell am I supposed to do with that?” I replied.

“Ah...you stick it in your cunt, bitch. Do I have to draw you a diagram?”

“Do you think that’s really necessary?”

“Don’t you think it would be a good idea to know what it feels like to be penetrated before deciding whether to let him fuck you? And even if you just masturbate for him he’s going to think it’s pretty weird that you don’t know what the hell you’re doing?” Betty pointed out quite logically. “And besides, aren’t you curious? You have a pussy. Don’t you want to stick something in it?”

Somewhat reluctantly I reached out my hand and took the dildo from her. It was certainly quite realistic and it was not an unfamiliar sensation to have a dick in my hand only I’d never held one this big before. It was kind of intimidating actually.

“Don’t worry, it’s clean. You can put it in your pussy or you can practice sucking it but if you want to try anal I would suggest you start out with something a bit smaller that’s designed for the task,” said Betty.

Anal? Would Todd want to fuck me in the ass? And if he did it seemed kind of silly to go to all this trouble of being female because he could fuck me in the ass anytime. Of course that was also true of blowjobs so it obviously wasn’t the sex act itself that made something gay it was the whole idea of who your partner was.

“So as long as we’re talking about this personal sex stuff I was just wondering what you did when you were with another woman,” I said.

“That kind of depends on who the woman is and what she’s into. That butch dyke that I got the pills from was a top all the way. She was basically a man wannabe, hence the interest in switching her gender. I’m more of what they call a chapstick lesbian. I can get pretty soft and femme but I can wear the strap on too. I tend to be a top more than a bottom because I really like pretty girls and they tend to want to be more submissive but sometimes I like to let an aggressive gal take charge,” Betty explained quite openly.

“So what kind of lesbian do you think I would be?” I asked.

“Oh, you’d definitely be a lipstick lesbian once you learned how to do it. I’ve got a hunch that you’re ultra femme,” Betty replied unhesitatingly.

“Even though I’m really a man?”

“A man who’s so madly in love with another man that he’s willing to become a woman just so that he can fuck him,” she reminded me rather bluntly.

That was a cold dose of reality but she was probably right. Ever since I had switched into this body I had been thinking about how pretty I might be able to make myself with the right hairstyle and makeup and clothing. I wanted to be one of those beautiful creatures that Todd usually had on his arm. And in order to pull off this deception I wanted to be as feminine as possible so that he would never ever suspect that I wasn’t what I appeared to be.

“Don’t let it worry you honey,” said Betty. “We don’t all have to color between the lines. Most people are made up of all kinds of flavors and sometimes you aren’t even aware of it until you sample some forbidden fruit.”


CHAPTER 4:

I went home with a supply of pills, a big dildo, and some starter clothing in case I wanted to go out and just walk around as a girl or maybe do some shopping. It was all so freaky but also kind of fun. It was sort of like wearing the Batman costume again. I had a secret identity. By day I was boring old Jarrod Wilton but by night I turned into the sultry seductress Nicole Nicholson. After some careful deliberation I had come up with the last name because I liked the alliteration and I thought it just sounded good. Of course I was just as likely to be Nicole in the daytime as the nighttime but you get the point.

Despite my initial reservations I was pretty anxious to try out the dildo so I popped a pill, took off my clothes and hopped on my bed. It actually wasn’t quite as easy as I had assumed it would be because I had to have a good grip on the thing but if I held it by the shaft I was cutting down on its penetration potential. After watching a few videos of girls playing with toys I realized that holding it at the base with kind of a claw-like grip would probably give me the best results.

The women in the videos certainly seemed to be enjoying themselves immensely but it was pornography so that’s what they were expected to look like. I went in with a healthy skepticism but it didn’t take long for me to discover that those gals probably weren’t faking anything.

“Oh...oh...oh my God…” I found myself muttering as the big stick slid back and forth inside my gash.

I thought I knew what masturbating felt like but jerking my pole had never felt this good. For one thing the sensation wasn’t confined to a specific area, like the tip of my dick, it was flowing freely throughout my whole body. And realistically the feeling of stroking my shaft wasn’t all that great it was just the action that was required to reach the finish line and get the relief I was seeking. Masturbating as a girl was an act of supreme pleasure the whole time I was doing it and having a big “money shot” at the end didn’t seem that important to me.

The more I did it the better I felt and eventually I went into a state of perpetual bliss where I felt like I was on the greatest drug high of all time. And when I finally did cum it left me shaking and a little sore, like I had just done a really intense workout.

That had been a scary good experience and one that I could imagine was highly addictive.  It was just me and a piece of latex shaped like a dick and I did all the work but it was still fucking amazing. I could only imagine how amazing it would be to actually be fucking. In any case I had a feeling that Todd would probably enjoy watching me do what I had just done so if the opportunity came up to offer him a little peep show I wouldn’t hesitate to share the fun with him.

Of course that brought me back to the central challenge which was trying to figure out a way to let Todd become aware of Nicole. It seemed to me that I had two basic approaches to choose from. I could either orchestrate a “random” encounter where I would simply bump into him somewhere as Nicole or try to communicate with him via some form of electronic device. Bumping into him in person was risky because I couldn’t guarantee that he would “take the bait” and hit on me and I didn’t know shit about flirting as a woman so if I screwed it up the first time that would probably be the only shot I would get. And even if it did go well that would fast track us into some kind of dating situation that I still wasn’t sure I wanted to get into.

Meeting him online seemed like the best option but I had no idea how I would make that happen. I hadn’t been close to him in years so I had no idea how active he was with social media or whether he would accept some kind of “friend” request from a total stranger. He didn’t seem like the kind of guy who would use a dating app and even if he did I wouldn’t know which one and even if I knew that it would be pretty impossible to track him down specifically since people didn’t use real names on those things.

What I did have was a phone number. Of course I had no idea whether that number was still valid since I hadn’t had any reason to call him in years but it was a potential jumping off point. If that number was valid I couldn’t very well call him from my phone because he might recognize the number, which was the same phone number I’d always had. For all I knew he might not remember it or he might have my name buried somewhere in his contacts list and it would give me away as soon as I called. Even if I went the personal approach and tried to casually bump into him if I was successful he would probably want a phone number so it seemed pretty obvious to me that I needed to have a dedicated phone for my Nicole identity.

My phone was on a “family plan” and I could hardly tell my parents that I needed a second line for my secret female identity so I bought one of those phones that you could refill whenever you needed more minutes. I think criminals referred to them as “burner” phones because you could do your illicit activities and simply get rid of the phone when you were done. That actually seemed kind of appropriate because I felt a little sinister trying to trick Todd.

Once I had a phone I decided I needed an email address too so I set one up using my fake name and my burner phone for authentication, making me feel even more like a criminal. I thought it might seem weird to Todd that I had no social media presence whatsoever but I wasn’t sure what I could really do about that. I could start an account somewhere with my false identity but I wouldn’t have any followers or friends or whatever so that would just make me look like kind of a sad loser.

All of this preparation was in anticipation of finding a way to “meet” Todd as Nicole and getting him interested enough to want to begin some kind of correspondence. That was still the giant hole in my plan so I decided to get together with Betty to do some brainstorming.

“What if you say a mutual friend gave you his number?” Betty suggested after we had tossed around a bunch of different ideas.

“Okay, why would this mutual friend have done that?” I asked.

“Let’s say you saw him somewhere and thought he was hot but you didn’t get a chance to talk to him, or maybe you were too shy to talk to him but you can’t stop thinking about him so you had a mutual friend pass on his number so that you could see if he had any interest in getting better acquainted,” said Betty.

“You’re really good at this sneaky stuff aren’t you?” I joked.

“So can you think of a place where you might have seen him but not been introduced to him?” asked Betty, ignoring my jest.

“Well, yeah, maybe. The last time I actually did see him was at a wedding and it was a big wedding so there could have easily been people there that he didn’t know or didn’t particularly have any reason to notice. He was a groomsman so he was pretty busy with wedding shit but it also would have made him stand out,” I said.

“Okay, that’s all very promising,” said Betty. “So why was Nicole at the wedding?”

“Friend of the bride I guess,” I suggested.

“That works. He’s a friend of the groom, you’re a friend of the bride, you thought he was cute but he was busy being in the bridal party so you asked around about him and got his number from someone who knew both of you.”

“What if he asks who the mutual friend is?”

“Don’t tell him. Say you’re sworn to secrecy. Let him guess if he wants to. He’ll probably guess it was the bride, since that’s the most logical conclusion but if he’s interested in you he’s not really going to give a shit about how you got his number he’s just going to be glad that you did,” said Betty.

We hammered out the details of the plan which would consist of me sending him a text message outlining the basic fake story we had concocted  along with a photo of me as Nicole, ostensibly to see if he remembered seeing me at the wedding but actually to try and get him interested in me.

The shy angle seemed like a good thing to play up since I did tend to be rather shy and as a woman in a potential dating situation I didn’t have to pretend to be a little scared. I was going up against a very experienced ladies’ man when I had virtually no experience being a lady.

The next thing we debated was what kind of picture to include in the message. Should it be a tasteful portrait picture from the shoulders up or more of a casual selfie? Since I had a terrific body that seemed like a definite “selling point” but I didn’t want to come across as too forward, especially if I was playing the shy card.

The compromise we settled on was a candid selfie that showed a lot of cleavage. If I held the camera up a little bit and tilted it slightly down I would be able to display a fair amount of my ample bosom without looking like that was what I was trying to do.

Betty helped me with some basic makeup so that I looked good without looking like I was trying too hard and we got my hair looking fairly presentable and then I must have taken at least a dozen “candid” snapshots before finally settling on the perfect one.

All I had to do then was confirm that Todd’s phone number was still Todd’s phone number so I tried to think of some excuse to call him out of the blue.


CHAPTER 5:

Todd had actually given me the opening I needed at the wedding when we chatted very briefly and he sort of suggested that we should get a drink sometime and catch up. It wasn’t said with any particular enthusiasm or sense of sincerity, it was just the kind of thing you might say to someone you really didn’t have anything to talk about with. I had almost forgotten that he had mentioned it but now I realized that I had an excuse to call him. I didn’t imagine that he would actually take me up on the offer but I could at least confirm that his phone number was correct and proceed with my plan to send him the text and the photo from Nicole.

Much to my surprise he sounded very willing to meet up for a drink and we actually made arrangements to do so. Suddenly I had a date with Todd but it was going to be in the wrong body.

Now that I had a clear path to communicate with Todd as Nicole I composed my text message and attached the cleavage accentuated selfie with it and then took a deep breath before sending it off like a message in a bottle. I was pleasantly surprised by how quickly he got back to me and even more pleasantly surprised by his response.

[Todd] Hey! I am totally ashamed to admit that I don’t recognize you from the picture but that wedding was kind of a crazy day and I must have been distracted, drunk, or both to have missed such a gorgeous girl in the crowd. Perhaps you will let me make it up to you by buying you a drink or something sometime soon.

[Nicole] That sounds like a lovely idea. Let’s keep in touch and see if we can make that happen in the near future. Maybe you could send me a picture just to refresh my memory...hint, hint.

I threw a couple of emojis in there just because I figured that’s what a girl would do and the next day I got a shirtless picture of Todd looking every bit the stud I always imagined him to be. I popped a pill, propped the phone up so that I could see the photo, and masturbated my silly head off. It looked like I was about to have two dates with Todd; one as a man and one as a woman, although I was playing it coy as Nicole because I didn’t want to rush into anything.

“Well played,” said Betty when she heard of my recent exploits. “You’ve got him right where you want him while still being in control of the situation.”

“Well I owe it all to you, you know,” I said.

“I’m not sure I want to take all of the credit-slash-blame for this. I was just trying to help out an old friend,” said Betty.

“When you say something like that it makes me a little nervous,” I said.

“You probably should be a little nervous. You’re boldly going where few, if any, have ever gone before. There’s no rule book for what you’re doing. You need to keep your wits about you and decide exactly what you want from this experience, and maybe more importantly what you don’t want,” Betty cautioned me.

It was kind of a buzzkill but it was very good advice. I didn’t know exactly what I wanted and I wasn’t sure exactly how or when I would make that decision. I was thrilled to have an outlet where I could communicate with Todd as a sexy girl and feel free to say all of the things that I had always wanted to say to him. I ask for a picture and bang, I’m ogling his manly chest. I was pretty sure that if I said I wanted to see his penis a dick pic would be forthcoming. I had given a lot of thought over the years to the question of what his cock might look like and now I was on the verge of potentially solving that great mystery.

But what else did I want? Did I want to spread my legs for him? I did I want his hot jizz filling my mouth? And if I did and it happened where would that lead? The longer I tried to string this out the greater the chance of having my deception uncovered.

After receiving the shirtless picture I decided to reciprocate, although I wasn’t prepared to go bare-breasted just yet. Instead I had Betty take a picture of me in the new bikini I had just bought specifically for this photo opp and blasted that off to him.

[Nicole] Man you must work out quite a bit to keep in such good shape. I’m kind of lazy about exercising but I do try to watch what I eat. Bikini season is coming up and I want to look good in my new suit. What do you think?

[Todd] Wow!!!! Whatever you’re doing it’s working but if you ever want to work out together sometime exercise is usually more fun with a partner.

After all of these years I finally had a reason for Todd to notice me and even be impressed by me. The only reason we had ever been in the same orbit was the fact that our parents were friends and we were kind of forced into an acquaintance. I had always looked at him with a type of hero worship. He seemed like the definition of a type of manhood that I suspected I would never just grow into with time. Now I had something even better. I had the kind of female sex appeal that a guy like Todd might go crazy for. That little slot between my legs was a great social leveler. The fact that I was a little younger than him actually worked in my favor. I wasn’t just the tag along kid he was stuck being friends with I was a mysterious and tantalizing new presence in his life and I revelled in that feeling.

Since the texting thing was fun and the picture exchange promised to get even racier as time went by I decided not to rush into a meeting with Todd. Let the anticipation build. Keep him wanting more. But in the meantime I did have a date with him...as Jarrod.


CHAPTER 6:

“Hey buddy, it’s been a long time,” said Todd as he greeted me surprisingly warmly with a firm handshake and even a “bro hug” for good measure.

“Yeah. We kind of lost touch there since we weren’t being dragged around by our parents anymore,” I replied as I took a seat next to him at the bar.

“That’s the way things go, isn’t it? You don’t know how good you have it as a kid until you grow up and have to deal with all the stress and hassle of being an adult,” said Todd.

That was kind of a shock to hear coming from him because I always just assumed that the sun shined out of ass and the world was his oyster. I couldn’t really picture him being stressed or hassled by much of anything.

“It was cool seeing some of the old gang at Kim and Frank’s wedding,” I commented, even if I had never really part part of anyone’s gang.

“Yeah, that was quite a shindig. And something kind of trippy came out of that later. You don’t know a girl named Nicole Nicholson by any chance do you?” asked Todd.

“It’s not ringing a bell,” I replied carefully. “What does she look like?”

“She’s smoking hot, that’s what she looks like,” said Todd as he pulled out his phone and showed me the first selfie I had sent him.

“Wow, nice rack,” I commented.

“It gets even better,” said Todd as he brought up the bikini picture.

“I think I’d remember if I knew a girl like that. Kind of out of my league actually,” I said trying to be cool while my heart pounded in my chest.

“The weird thing is that she says she saw me at the wedding but I honestly never saw her there,” Todd explained.

“So how did you get in touch with her?” I asked.

“Just out of the blue she hit me up with a text and a selfie. She said she got my number from a mutual friend but I have no idea who that might be. I just thought I might as well ask if it was you since you were there at the wedding too.”

“No, I don’t know many girls who look like that. So are you going out with her?”

“Eventually, but I think she’s kind of shy, though don’t ask me why with her looks. We’re kind of taking it slow, which is sort of cool. I sure don’t want to scare her off because she’s something special,” said Todd. “I just wish I knew who that mutual friend was because I’d like to find out more about her. And maybe buy him a beer for hooking us up.”

The conversation kind of shifted to the “good old days” and I felt like Todd might be going through some kind of a rough spot despite the fact that he was in such a good mood about the mystery woman who was getting him very excited.

I expected weirdness when I began this project but I never expected quite this kind of weirdness. The man had shown me pictures of myself without knowing it was me. I felt guilty about that but thrilled at the same time because I was obviously making a good impression as Nicole. It’s all harmless fun I kept trying to tell myself but I hoped that was true. I didn’t know what Todd meant by saying that Nicole was “something special” but it kind of sounded like he might be looking for more than a one-night-stand and I hadn’t even fully committed to giving him that yet.

Perhaps weirdest of all was the fact that Todd seemed anxious to get reacquainted with me. He actually suggested that we should hang out more now that we’d reconnected. As I’ve pointed out before we had never really been anything like real friends, we were just kind of friendly when we were tossed together by our parents. Maybe the age difference didn’t matter so much now that we were both in our twenties or maybe Todd saw me as some sort of link to a happier time in his life. Ordinarily I would have been completely thrilled but since I was thinking about sucking his cock using a secret identity it kind of clouded the issue for me a little.

When we departed I felt good about the fact that he was obviously interested in Nicole but I felt bad that he seemed to be troubled by something. I felt good about the fact that he wanted to see me as Jarrod again but bad about the possibility that the closer I got to him as a friend the more guilty I would feel about tricking him.

When I got home I decided to cheer him up by letting him see my awesome titties. I took a selfie displaying my bare breasts (after taking a pill and becoming Nicole of course) and sent it off to him.

[Nicole] I realized that bikini pic wasn’t really a fair trade. Since you showed me a topless picture I figured I owed you one as well. Hope you enjoy.

[Todd] Those are the most perfect breasts I’ve ever seen and I’m not just saying that to butter your up.

[Nicole] Thanks for the compliment. I’d enjoy hearing that even if you were just trying to butter me up. LOL

[Todd] So does this mean if I sent you a more explicit picture of another part of my anatomy you’d feel compelled to reciprocate?

[Nicole] Hmm...now what part of the anatomy are you referring to? Your toes? Your left elbow?

[Todd] I was thinking more like my big hard throbbing cock but I certainly don’t want to send something like that unsolicited.

[Nicole] I think a picture of your big hard throbbing cock would be delightful.

So Todd sent me a picture of his big hard throbbing cock and it was indeed delightful. It was everything I had imagined it would be and then some. It was thick and long and bulgy and had the prettiest purplish reddish head. I had dreamed of this day for years and now, even with all the hype and build up, I was not disappointed. Todd had a cock I could really worship and give all my loving attention to. I wanted to feel it and taste it and make it cum. But first I had to repay in kind by sending him a pussy pic and that required some serious grooming.

“Can you show me how to shave my pussy?” I asked Betty when I told her of all the recent developments in my wacky trans soap opera.

“Um...yeah...I suppose so. Although you know a lot of lesbians aren’t really into that,” Betty replied.

“But you know what kind of razor to use and shit, right?”

“Sure. Let’s go in the bathroom and have a look at your muff.”

Those were words I never imagined I’d hear anyone say to me but by this point nothing really seemed strange anymore. We went into the bathroom, and I got bottomless, and Betty broke out the shaving gear and gave me a basic tutorial on removing female body hair from wherever it may not be desired.

I had shaved a little bit of pubic hair that stuck out in my bikini picture but this time we went for a pretty clean snatch. Not the total bald eagle but enough that I could clearly display all my lady bits for Todd in the next picture I sent him.

“I’ve got to say that those pills made you a much more attractive woman than they made my butch friend look as a man. You’ve got a really pretty pussy, honey,” said Betty. “And believe me I’ve seen all kinds.”

“Just as long as Todd likes it, that’s the main thing,” I said.

“He’ll like it just fine, trust me,” said Betty with a laugh.

“Well let’s get a picture so I can see what kind of reaction it gets.”


CHAPTER 7:

The reaction my pussy pic got was pretty much what I had expected. Obviously a man is not going to insult a woman’s vagina if he has any ambitions of putting his cock in it someday so I wasn’t expecting anything other than a compliment. Personally I thought it was kind of nice-looking but I’m not sure what qualities I was particularly looking for in a cunt.

Todd was more than ready to get together and inspect my body in person but I still had my reservations. I certainly wanted Todd to fuck me but once we crossed that line I feared that things could very easily get out of hand. Using my fake name and my fake phone and my fake email address had gotten me the dick pic I had craved for years but there was still an electronic wall between us that kept even something that intimate from becoming too personal.

If I wasn’t ready to meet in person I had to either call it all off or offer up an alternative so I suggested that we video chat. It wasn’t something that I was too familiar with but I understood the basic concept. We would sit in front of cameras, either built in or attached to our computers, and he would see me on his screen and I would see him on mine. Then we could talk to each other or flirt or whatever and it would sort of be like being together in person while still remaining alone in the privacy of our own bedrooms.

Apparently Todd was more familiar with the technology than I was because he told me later that he had met a girl on a trip to Europe and they had stayed in touch for a while using video chat. I didn’t press him for details about what those sessions were like but it wasn’t hard to guess.

“Man, you look really beautiful tonight,” said Todd once we were both able to see each other.

“Thank you. I wasn’t sure what one was supposed to wear for a video chat,” I joked.

“Well you certainly made a good choice...although we both might want to wear a little less depending on where the conversation leads.”

“Haven’t you already seen everything?” I teased.

“That’s not something I’m likely to get tired of seeing,” Todd replied.

We chatted a little but it was mostly flirtatious and it seemed pretty obvious to me that we were both anxious to get into the sex stuff. Todd broke the ice on that front by asking to see my tits.

“You’ve got a picture,” I reminded him. “You can see them anytime you want.”

“I know, but I want to look at them while we talk,” he said.

“Okay, but quid pro quo bro...if I go topless so do you,” I said.

“No problem,” said Todd as he pulled off his shirt.

Soon I was also naked from the waist up and I could tell from the expression on his face that Todd was very pleased. That was something I didn’t get from sending him a picture on his phone. This way I could see the lust in his eyes.

“Well, since you’ve already had the static view I suppose I should do something for the video camera,” I said as I cupped my boobs and bounced them up and down a little. “You can bounce ‘em all you want but then they always snap right back into place.”

“I may have to test that theory sometime,” said Todd.

“I may just let you...who knows?”

We exchanged a little more suggestive banter and then Todd started asking me about whether I masturbated and how I did it and finally came out and just asked if he could watch me do it.

“Just watch? You’re not going to participate?” I asked.

“Oh I will, but I have a feeling that if I just start jerking it now I’ll be done while you’re still getting warmed up,” he replied.

“I doubt that somehow. You look like a healthy young man who probably has pretty good stamina,” I said. “I’ll start but I want to see your dick. I’m sure that will inspire me. You just can’t touch it until I tell you it’s okay to do so.”

I had no idea where that had come from but I was beginning to realize that I didn’t think like me or act like me when I was Nicole. I had sort of assumed that I would just be Jarrod with tits but Nicole was very much her own woman. As myself I never would have dreamed of telling Todd what to do, nor imagined in a million years that he would follow my instructions, but I knew that he’d do damn near anything Nicole wanted him to do.

We both got naked and I was treated to the sight of his lovely prick already quite hard and obviously straining for relief. I took my dildo and licked it all over and even put it in my mouth a few times.

“That thing is huge,” Todd commented.

“So are you honey so you have nothing to worry about. I got this because it reminded me of you,” I said.

That wasn’t true, since Betty had just given me that dildo, but I was such a fucking liar already about so many things that I thought I might as well boost his ego a little. I certainly thought about Todd when I was masturbating with it so I was sort of skating by in a gray area.

I had to reposition myself on the bed so that Todd could see what I was doing, and then I slid the sex toy into my box and began to slowly fuck myself with the fake dick. I noticed that Todd had his hand on his prick so I called him out for it.

“Hey, no touching until I say so,” I reminded him.

“Sorry.”

I couldn’t believe he was really doing what I told him to do. It was actually kind of funny but I wasn’t in a laughing mood. Masturbating in front of Todd, even if he wasn’t in the same room, was the hottest, dirtiest, most exciting thing I had ever done in my life and I was horny as hell.

“Do you like watching me stick this big cock in my pussy?” I asked.

“Well I think I’d rather be watching myself stick my big cock in your pussy but this is a close second,” he replied.

I let the poor man stew a little longer before I let him off the hook. I had been pretty busy working myself up into a sexual frenzy that I really hadn’t been watching him the whole time so he may have cheated a little but I was ready for him to go all out.

“Okay...you’ve been a good boy. You can stroke that big hard cock for me,” I moaned.

Todd wasted no time in getting busy. I’d never seen another man jacking off before and it was kind of thrilling. I knew what he was feeling. Well, I never had that much dick to work with but the sensation was no doubt basically the same. The sense of aching bordering on urgency made the whole world shrink down to the tip of your prick.

“That’s good, work it for me stud,” I purred as I felt myself building up to an orgasm. “You really want to fuck me don’t you?”

“God yes,” Todd grunted.

“And you probably also want me to suck your dick.”

“Fuck yeah I want you to suck my dick.”

“Well let’s see how compatible we are. I’m getting close to finishing. Let’s try to cum at the same time,” I said wickedly.

I was being such a little bitch but I knew he was loving it. Obviously fucking me didn’t depend on him ejaculating on cue during this video session but I knew it was important to him to at least try. He wanted me so bad, just the way I had always felt about him. Now by some weird miracle we were inching closer to that becoming a reality.

“Oh God...oh God yes...yes...I’m so close baby...so close...oh fuck go ahead and shoot it...shoot it baby!” I cried.

And just like a porn star white milky cream started spewing forth from his erection. It came out hard and it didn’t stop for a while. I tried to imagine what it would be like trying to catch all of that jizz in my mouth but I had no frame of reference to draw from.

When we finished I was pretty spent from the leg shaking orgasm and Todd obviously had a fair amount of cleaning up to do so we didn’t stay online much longer.

“Promise me we’re going to do this in person,” said Todd before we signed off.

“Okay, I promise,” I replied.

It probably wasn’t the best time to be making such a big decision but I think the decision had been made some time ago anyway. I couldn’t get this close and not make love to the man. No amount of pictures or video chats would ever be able to replace the feeling of his strong arms on my body or his hot breath on my neck. Along with the other more obvious attractions of copulating with the man.


CHAPTER 8:

“Can you teach me how to fuck a man?” I asked Betty.

“Honey, I am so not an authority on that subject,” she replied with a laugh.

“I know, but can you pretend to be a man so that I can practice a little before doing it for real?”

“I suppose I could get in touch with my butch side and walk you through some of the basic positions,” said Betty with a shrug. “You know the guy is probably going to do pretty much whatever he wants to do to you, right?”

“Yeah, I know, and I’m kind of counting on that to cover up some of my lack of experience but I’d feel better not feeling like such a virgin, even if I am one,” I said.

“Okay, strip bitch and get on the bed while I go put on my strap on.”

I got naked but Betty left a tank top on with no bra under it, which looked really sexy, but I guess she was trying to minimize her femininity for the sake of the lesson. Once she had the dildo strapped on she told me to get on my back and spread my legs open.

“We’ll start with the basic vanilla shit and move you around a few times,” said Betty as she got ready to stuff the dick substitute inside me.

The feeling of a dildo in my pussy was quite familiar by now but it was a very different experience having someone else control it. It had always been my job to decide whether to go faster or slower or deeper or even to stop all together but now someone else was driving the car and I was just a passenger.

After a while we kind of traded places as Betty stretched out on her back and I got on top of her. Since by that time both the dildo and my snatch were pretty slippery it took me a few tries to actually get the thing inside me but once I did I found that I had some of the control back. It was also harder on my legs to squat on top of someone as opposed to just being on my back but the control made it worth it.

“I think Todd is really going to enjoy seeing this,” I commented as my boobs were bouncing pretty freely as I hopped up and down on the dildo. “He really seems to like my tits.”

“Duh,” Betty replied with chuckle. “What’s not to like honey? You’ve got great tits.”

With that Betty reached up and grabbed my bouncy boobs and fondled them a bit which wasn’t easy because they seemed to have a mind of their own.

“Is this doing anything for you?” I asked.

“Well, yeah, kind of. I mean I’m fucking a hot girl so it’s hard not to be sort of excited,” said Betty.

“But you’re fucking me with a piece of rubber,” I pointed out. “You’re not really feeling anything.”

“Oh, I feel something from the dildo but it’s mostly mental stimulation. You’re very, very pretty and you make kind of cute noises when you’re getting into it.”

“I can’t help the noises I make. They just come out of me,” I said.

“Which is why they’re so awesome. You obviously love this and it makes me happy to be making you happy,” said Betty.

The next position we tried was “doggy style” with me on all fours and Betty behind me. It was the first one we had done where I couldn’t look at her and I thought that would make it kind of impersonal and less enjoyable but I was definitely wrong about that. There was something about that position that really clicked with me. I felt more submissive and vulnerable which appealed to me for some reason. I thought having control was better but I was rethinking that as Betty pounded away at my butt and my squeals got louder and louder as I felt myself about to explode.

After Betty got me off she told me to lick the dildo clean which I did quite enthusiastically, even though it was my own cum I was licking up.

“Do you want me to get you off now?” I asked once I had finished cleaning up the dildo.

“I don’t know if that’s such a good idea baby,” Betty replied. “You’re probably a little confused about things right now as it is so it might be better if you just concentrate on your big stud Todd and we keep our friendship mostly platonic.”

“Okay, I just didn’t want to leave you hanging,” I said.

“Maybe after you come to realize that men aren’t all they’re cracked up to be you’ll be ready to appreciate how awesome it is to be a lesbian,” Betty said jokingly. “And you definitely are my type baby so I’m sure we could have a good time between the sheets.”

She was right about me being a bit confused. Both my gender identity and my sexual preferences were kind of all over the map and up in the air at the moment. I wanted Todd, even when I was a man, but I had a hard time thinking of myself as gay. And I would have fucked Betty as a woman but I didn’t really think of myself as a lesbian. It seemed hard to slap a label on me, which was okay in that people tended to want to label things too much, but it did leave me wondering just who I was and what I was and what I really wanted.

In any case I felt like the “practice” session had helped prepare me for what I might encounter with Todd. He didn’t have to think of me as some big slut who fucked everything that moved but I didn’t want him to think that I was a total dork in bed. An attractive young woman my age would likely have had at least a few sex partners by now and I didn’t want to pretend like I had been saving myself for marriage or something. That would have elevated the stakes way too much. Whatever I did with Todd it was going to have to be casual and presumably fairly brief since I couldn’t string out the deception forever.

While I didn’t have a date yet with Todd as Nicole I did have one with him as Jarrod, ironically, and it was kind of a strange feeling to be sitting across from him at a table in a restaurant after having watched him jack off on a video chat.


CHAPTER 9:

“Man, that girl from the wedding, the one I showed you the picture of, she’s incredible!” said Todd enthusiastically as we waited for someone to come and take our order.

“Did you go out with her?” I asked.

“No, not yet, but I think that’ll happen soon. At least I hope it does,” Todd replied. “We’ve just been sending each other pictures and we even did a video chat thing that got pretty hot.”

“Does she not live in the area or something?”

“No, I don’t think that’s it. She says she’s really shy but I kind of think she’s just toying with me. Trying to build the anticipation, which is fucking brilliant,” said Todd. “She’s smart, and clever and sexy as hell although I don’t think she even knows how sexy she is. Sometimes the hottest girls have the biggest issues with self-esteem, which seems crazy but it’s true.”

“Well whatever she’s doing it looks like it’s working. You seem really happy,” I said.

“Oh, I am happy. She’s just what the doctor ordered for me right now. I’ve been in kind of a funk lately,” said Todd.

It blew my mind to think of Todd in a funk. He had always been my ideal. Mr. Perfect who had everything going his way in life. It was hard to think of him as just a guy who might have problems like anyone else.

“So what’s up?” I asked.

“Just a lot of shit. Pressure at work and relationship problems and the constant nagging feeling that I’m just kind of spinning my wheels, running in place, not getting anywhere,” said Todd with a heavy sigh.

“You’re still really young. You’ve got your whole life ahead of you,” I pointed out.

“Yeah, I know, but lately I’ve just been kind of depressed. Sometimes I don’t even know why I feel that way. I guess I kind of miss the old days. Seeing you triggered a lot of memories of a happier time in my life when things weren’t so serious or complicated.”

“Shit, I didn’t even know if you’d remember me,” I said with a laugh.

“Of course I remembered you. You were like a little brother to me, man. I always felt really protective of you I guess.”

I had mixed feelings about what he was saying. Having him think of me as a sibling made my lustful intentions seem a little incestuous, but hearing him talk about feeling protective of me stirred my feminine passions. Of course he might have just been romanticizing the past because he was longing for a more simple time and I reminded him of that.

It felt like a real conflict of interest for me. Everything he told me in confidence was automatically being fed to Nicole’s brain, which I just happened to share with her. I wanted to be a good friend to Todd and was thrilled to be given that opportunity at last but that little vixen Nicole just wanted to get him in the sack.

On the other hand Nicole was better equipped to drive his blues away. I could offer a sympathetic ear and maybe pat him on the back in a non-threatening male bonding way but Nicole could offer him a lot more than that.

I assumed that Todd would enjoy getting his rocks off with Nicole, the same as he would with any cute chick that he wanted to bang, but the thought that I might actually be “good” for him and could potentially lift his spirits was rather thrilling although I worried about the “relationship problems” he mentioned. If he was disappointed about not being in a serious relationship I was bound to disappoint him and makes things even worse. I had just been thinking of him as the popular jock in high school who seemed to have a different girlfriend all the time. Maybe as he had gotten older he was looking for something more substantial and not finding it and I couldn’t help him with that even if I wanted to.

The conversation lightened up after we had gotten our meal served and it was quite fun to reminisce about things that happened when we were kids. I felt kind of “validated” by not being the tag along punk anymore but I was still in awe of the man. His charisma was just as powerful as ever and it made me feel great to be more of a “buddy” than I used to be.

I knew that I was going to have sex with him as Nicole because I had come too far and gotten myself in too deep to turn back. And I knew that I had to be careful about how I handled that because the last thing in the world I wanted was to make Todd unhappy. Whatever pleasure I got from being a woman with Todd was basically a bonus as far as I was concerned. I was on a crusade to cheer the man up and make his life better because I was madly in love with him and always had been.


CHAPTER 10:

My first date with Todd as Nicole was surprisingly similar to the one that I had just experienced as Jarrod. It was a different restaurant, and I was definitely in different clothing, but otherwise it had been kind of a “dress rehearsal” although now I was actually in a dress.

Todd was kind of dressed casual/dressy with a jacket and a button up shirt but no tie and I thought he looked marvelous. I was understandably nervous but Todd seemed a little nervous too, which was strange for me to experience. I suppose first dates make everyone a little jumpy.

It was also interesting to notice the often subtle differences in the way Todd behaved and spoke around me now that I was with him as a woman instead of as a man. His tone of voice was softer and he made way more eye contact. I guess the biggest difference though was that I got the feeling that he was trying to impress me. That was a really strange turnabout for me because I had always been trying to impress him. It was funny how just putting on a dress that showed some cleavage could flip the whole dynamic of our relationship on its ear but Todd was definitely having a hard time concealing the fact that he obviously wanted to stare at my boobs.

They had told us in school that men were fascinated by breasts because a full bosom implied a healthy woman who could bear and raise his children but recent studies had indicated that it may go even deeper and be rooted in infancy. The theory was that men had an instinctive desire to have a nurturing bond with their female partner that was triggered by the experience of having been breastfed. I don’t know whether breastfed lesbians had the same impulses but I was tempted to ask Betty about that.

Whatever the root cause men did seem to like nice boobs and I had nice boobs and Todd was a man so it seemed perfectly natural to me that he would like my nice boobs. I liked them and I had to carry them around all day while he could just admire the view.

In some ways this was probably like the same kind of first date that millions of people went on all the time but because we had already done the video chat thing and watched each other masturbate it certainly wasn’t like any other first date I had already been on. It seemed like the “date” part of the date was just a polite excuse to get to the fornicating without admitting that we both just wanted to fornicate. It’s not that I wasn’t having a good time enjoying a meal and a conversation with Todd, much as I had recently done as Jarrod, but this wasn’t an exploration to see if we had any chemistry between us because we already knew that we did.

I’m sure I could have strung the video chat thing out longer but I was anxious to get on to  the real thing and even enjoying a pleasant dinner together was difficult because I was so aroused and feeling impatient. Even so I didn’t want to come across as too aggressive so I just waited for Todd to make the suggestion that we go back to his place after we had finished dining.

It was interesting because I had never seen where Todd was living these days. When we were kids we obviously both lived with our parents so I had been in his room many times as he had been in mine. Judging from the niceness of his apartment his depression didn’t seem to stem from a lack of funds but for all I knew he might be overextended or something.

His apartment was comfortable and manly without being too much like a bachelor crash pad. It was pretty clean and there weren’t posters of scantily clad women hanging all over the place. There was some exercise equipment in one corner and the obligatory entertainment center with computer game controllers and whatnot but it still felt like the apartment of a mature adult.

“I can’t tell you how happy I am that you tracked me down after that wedding,” said Todd as he handed me a drink before sitting next to me on the couch.

“Tracked you down makes me sound like a stalker,” I joked.

“I don’t mind being stalked by a beautiful woman,” he replied. “Although I still haven’t figured out who gave you my number.”

“Some mysteries are probably best being left unsolved,” I said as I took a sip of my drink and smiled at Todd.

He was so fucking handsome. Or maybe I just thought so because I had admired him so much for so long. Of course given his track record of dating pretty girls I probably wasn’t alone in that assessment. I wondered how many girls he had been with in his life, not counting childhood romances that probably didn’t involve anything overtly sexual aside from the stolen kiss here or there or maybe holding hands. How many women had been on this couch before me or in his bed, where I was presumably headed? Was there anything about me that really made me stand out or was I just another pretty plaything passing through a revolving door?

“I really do want to get to know you better but honestly I’m so turned on right now that all I can think about it kissing you,” said Todd.

“Then what are you waiting for? Kiss me,” I replied.

I was getting kissed by a boy for the first time in my life, and not just any boy but the one I had been crazy about for years. Of course he was really a man now but he could have kissed me at any age and I would have been thrilled.

Todd Fucking Butler was kissing me and I was kissing him and we were kissing each other. And it wasn’t just our lips that were getting busy as our hands were sort of darting all over the place. I was mostly rubbing his back but he was touching my cheek one moment and lightly cupping one of my breasts the next. Then I felt the zipper on the back of my dress going down and I hadn’t even been aware that he had reached behind me. That seemed like the smooth move of an operator who had done this kind of thing many times before, which was fine because at heart I was just a scared little virgin who wanted someone to take charge and make everything go right.

I did my part by starting to pull his jacket off but he quickly removed it without any further assistance from me. One more layer of clothing removed that was just getting in the way of our bare flesh. With the zipper down Todd pulled the top of my dress from my shoulders and had my bra unhooked in a flash. I pulled it away and my breasts, that Todd obviously coveted so much, were finally free for him to play with.

“I’m totally obsessed by your tits,” said Todd as he began to fondle them lovingly.

“I kind of got that impression.” I said with a laugh. “Feel free to obsess all you like.”

I was feeling...well...smug isn’t exactly the word but I could certainly see the power of sex appeal. I had something Todd wanted desperately and I could give it to him freely or make him work for it or deny it to him completely. Of course that wasn’t totally a one-way street because he had something I wanted too but he was showing his cards while I didn’t have to reveal my hand yet. It was the first time where I ever felt like I had the advantage, even though it was slight and probably short-lived.

He crushed me in arm wrestling. He torched me in a foot race, either a sprint or over distance. He didn’t even have the decency to be dumb so that I could lord my vast intellectual superiority over him. If there was something I did better than him it was probably something he didn’t give a shit about anyway. But I definitely had great tits, and from the way he was suckling on my nipples I got the distinct impression that he might be one of those guys who had a really strong attachment to his old breastfeeding days.

“Let’s go in the bedroom,” Todd suggested.

“Okay,” I said softly as I stood up and wiggled out of my dress that was already half way off.

He took my hand and I followed him off to his room clad only in my panties and shoes and I tried to prepare myself for what might be the biggest event of my relatively young life.


CHAPTER 11:

“You’re so fucking gorgeous,” said Todd as we resumed kissing almost as soon as we had stepped inside the bedroom.

“So are you. I’ve always thought that,” I replied.

“You haven’t known me that long,” Todd said with a chuckle.

I knew I had made a stupid blunder. That was just the kind of trap that I had been so worried about falling into. I knew I had to recover quickly.

“I mean ever since I saw you at that wedding I’ve thought your were gorgeous,” I quickly offered as explanation.

“Well since I shamefully don’t remember you from the wedding I’ve only known about your extraordinary beauty since you sent me that first picture,” said Todd.

Somewhere along the line his shirt had gotten unbuttoned but for the life of me I couldn’t remember seeing that happen. Maybe he had done it with one hand while he took me to the bedroom. It didn’t really matter. He was obviously good at stealth undressing. I took advantage of that to pull his shirt off and let it fall to the floor before using my hands to explore his hard manly chest.

Then I knew exactly what I wanted to do as if a light bulb had suddenly gone off over my head. I squatted down in front of him and fished his dick out of his trousers. It was pretty erect at that point but a little stroking got the job done rather quickly and then I was face-to-face with his very large and very hard throbbing penis.

I knew that blowjobs were usually a pretty big deal for a guy, even a guy who probably got more than most, and I wanted to just dive right in there and do it. It was my turn to be obsessed because I was absolutely crazy about his cock and sucking it was something I had fantasized about long before I even knew what it looked like.

I took my time, partly because I thought he would enjoy that, and partly because I was quite honestly frightened of that big beast and worried that I’d do a terrible job of sucking it and ruin the whole evening. I realized that was probably a pretty silly concern since a man wasn’t likely to reject a BJ no matter how poorly executed it was.

After licking and stroking and kissing his shaft for a bit I finally let the tip of his dick rest on my tongue. The I wrapped my lips around it and pressed my head down so that I took a couple of inches of his meat in my mouth. Pulling back slowly I let the tip rest on my tongue again before repeating the process. Pretty soon I was just sucking his cock like it was the most natural thing in the world to be doing.

“Oh, man...that is so awesome,” Todd moaned.

I wondered whether he said that because it was better than he expected or better than he was used to or just because that’s what he always said to bitches who were giving him head. Of course it didn’t really matter what the truth was. He was trying to tell me that he was enjoying what I was doing and that’s all I cared about at that moment.

I’m not really claiming to be a martyr or a saint or the most unselfish person in the world but Todd’s happiness and pleasure honestly was my highest priority. Pleasing him really pleased me. I don’t know if that’s a typical female emotion or I just felt that way because of the crush I’d had on him all those years but I was squarely focused on making that man’s dick feel like the center of the universe.

Despite what I thought was a pretty good effort when I came up for air Todd lifted me up from the floor. I was so afraid that I had screwed up or something but apparently that wasn’t the case.

“Okay, panties off,” Todd instructed.

I didn’t ask what he was planning to do I just quickly removed my underwear and stood there looking at him.

“Now hop up,” he said as he held out both arms forming kind of a seat.

“For real?” I asked.

“Yeah, just hop on up. I’ll catch you,” Todd replied.

I did as I was told and he did indeed catch me. I threw my arms around his neck and wrapped my legs around his back so I had some sort of feeling of support aside from his hands on my butt.

“Oh, my God...this is crazy,” I said.

“No, it’ll be fun,” said Todd.

A moment later I felt my rear end being lowered onto his big cock which slid right into my wet pussy with relative ease.

“Dude, I’m too heavy,” I protested.

“You’re light as a feather,” said Todd as he began to bounce me up and down on his dick.

All of a sudden I didn’t feel so bad about losing all those arm wrestling matches to Todd in our youth. The strength of his powerful biceps were now working to my advantage. This was not a position that Betty and I had practiced. I was bigger than Betty, for one thing, and we probably both would have fallen over in a heap if I had tried to jump up on her.

Then it finally hit me. Todd Butler was fucking me. My virgin pussy was virgin no more and my lifelong quest to make love to the man was finally being fulfilled. Not the way I might have imagined it would happen but what did that matter? This was an impressive display of manhood that just reinforced all my years of believing in his masculine superiority. As Jarrod that might make me feel diminished but as Nicole it just made me feel very happy that I was a woman at the moment.

Colliding thoughts and conflicting emotions were crashing through me. Did fantasizing about fucking Todd when I was a man make me gay even though I wasn’t fantasizing about any other men? Was I a terrible person for fooling Todd into thinking that I was really a woman even though we were both obviously enjoying the experience? Could I ever go back to really being a man after this? Had I ever been a man or had I just been a woman forced to live in a man’s body? Would it hurt a lot if Todd lost his grip on me and I fell on the floor? Then I just let it all go and rode his cock to glory.

“Oh gaaaaawd Todd...this is so awesome! You’re so strong and big and hard and big…”

“You already mentioned big,” Todd pointed out.

“It bears repeating.”

When he made me cum I just sort of freaked out and started squealing like a lunatic and then kissing him wildly and begging him not to stop. Somehow he kept going and I kept squealing and kissing until finally he started to ejaculate inside me and all I could think about was how amazing it would be to be the mother of his children.

It was kind of a weird fantasy to imagine myself getting knocked up, giving birth and raising a child but there was just something about a man putting his sperm inside my pussy for the first time that triggered these unfamiliar maternal instincts.

“That was incredible,” I said as I gazed into Todd’s eyes. “You were even better than I thought you’d be...and I thought you’d be pretty incredible.”

“So were you baby,” Todd replied.

“I was just along for the ride,” I said with a girlish giggle.

“Well I meant before that,” Todd clarified. “You were giving such a great blowjob I hesitated to stop you but I really needed to fuck you desperately.”

“There’s plenty of time for more of both,” I said. “I’m in no hurry to get out of here unless you’re done with me now that you’ve conquered my pussy.”

“Oh, baby I haven’t begun to conquer your pussy. That was just getting acquainted. I won’t have conquered your pussy until you can’t imagine giving it to anyone else.”

I didn’t tell him that he had already won that battle because I was quite happy to see what more he might be capable of doing in his quest to “own” my vagina. Obviously I couldn’t tell him that I only had a vagina so that he could stick his dick in it. It was just one of those little secrets that I had to keep to myself.


CHAPTER 12:

Spending the night with Todd honestly couldn’t have been any better. The man was virile as all fuck and it seemed like he could bounce back with a fresh erection in no time at all. That was good because it was such a treat to just look at his prick let alone touch or taste it but it was also good because it didn’t give us a lot of time to talk in between hard-ons. Now I’m sure that pillow talk in the afterglow of really great sex is one of the traditional highlights of going to bed with someone but since I was a fraud with a shaky cover story it was tricky for me to sustain a conversation that might include too much personal information.

The talking part was actually very tricky for me in a number of ways. Because I knew all about Todd’s childhood I had to be careful not to correct him if he misremembered something. Of course there were a lot of gaps in his life that I knew very little about since we hadn’t been in touch for a number of years so it was fascinating to hear anything he had to say about that but I did notice that he wasn’t mentioning any of the recent stress that he had confided to me as Jarrod. I suppose he was just trying to make a good impression on a first date and didn’t want to come across as some kind of depressed guy with a lot of problems. I kind if hoped that he would open up more to me about that sometime because I really wanted to use my nurturing feminine instincts to make him feel better. Of course letting him bust a nut in my mouth probably made him feel a whole lot better about a lot of things but I wanted to provide emotional support as well.

Which brings us to the topic of the taste of semen. I obviously understood biology enough to know that if I let Todd cum in my mouth I would get a big load of jizz to deal with. I was also totally resolved that whatever sperm landed in my mouth was going to end up in my stomach. I had read plenty of opinions online about swallowing cum, both pro and con, but I knew I wasn’t going to be one of those girls who spat it out. I’d also read a ton of opinions about what cum tasted like and I’m not sure that I totally agreed with any of them after tasting Todd. It was a little salty, like many people reported, but it wasn’t really a flavor I could put my finger on. Ultimately it didn’t matter because I would have swallowed it no matter what it tasted like but from a scientific standpoint I’m afraid that I don’t have much to contribute. It tasted like cum. If you really want to know you should probably just go suck somebody’s dick and find out for yourself.

When we finally did call it a night I found that sleeping with Todd was a pretty wonderful experience. I usually slept alone and tended to be kind of restless but I just curled up next to him and slept the most marvelous deep sleep imaginable. I felt so warm and snug and secure and safe. When people say they “slept” with someone they’re usually referring to the sex they had before slumber but for me the actual sleeping part was an added treat.

In the morning he woke up with an erection and I just let him lay there while I crawled down to his waist and gave him a nice wake up BJ to start the day off right. He looked so comfortable and happy with his arms folded behind his head on the propped up pillows and I began to think that maybe this really was the best way to help him deal with his troubles. He certainly looked like a man without a care in the world.

Then I wasn’t sure what to do. I had a sudden impulse to offer to do something traditionally feminine like make breakfast but I wasn’t really very talented in the kitchen so I wasn’t sure how much of a treat that would turn out to be. Fortunately Todd suggested that we take a shower together and head over to the local waffle house that was within walking distance of his apartment.

Showering with Todd turned out to be one of those bonus experiences that I hadn’t planned on but totally adored. I was just so smooth all over and the feeling of our slippery naked skin rubbing up against each other was heavenly. We didn’t even have sex, we just took a shower, but it was still a supremely sensual experience.

I felt kind of funny and a bit overdressed getting back into my clothes of the previous night but I made a mental note to pack a little overnight bag if we were ever to have a reprise of this event. They say things are getting serious when someone lets you leave your toothbrush at their place and I wondered whether there was any truth to that.

We held hands as we walked to the waffle house and I felt like I was walking on air. I knew that people would think I was Todd’s girlfriend or something and that made me feel very proud. I liked the idea of being linked to him like that even if it wasn’t a very practical long-term goal.

As much as I wanted to just spend the whole day fucking after breakfast I decided that it was probably best to head for home. I was all cleaned up and dressed and I did have some errands that I wanted to run and it felt like we couldn’t just do it one more time and then call it a wrap. If I got out of that dress again the sex marathon would be on and I needed to regroup and take stock of the situation.


CHAPTER 13:

“Taking stock” of my situation wasn’t all that easy because I wanted to be clear-headed and objective but I was just so darn happy and giddy that I couldn’t really think straight. I decided to go consult with Betty who had become my feminine mentor, sex guru, and confessor.

“So you did the deed, huh?” said Betty with a slightly bemused look on her face.

“Oh yeah...a whole bunch of times,” I giggled.

“So now I suppose you’re some loopy love-sick cunt who thinks she’s going to live happily ever after with the man of her dreams.”

“Well...would that be so bad?” I asked.

“Not if your pussy didn’t come from a bottle,” she replied.

“I know. I can be so stupid when I’m a girl. Not that I’m saying that being female makes me dumber but I just get so worked up over Todd’s big dick that nothing else seems to matter,” I said with a heavy sigh.

“Lots of men let a penis do their thinking for them but it’s not usually someone else’s penis,” Betty pointed out astutely.

“God I am such a little queer,” I said. “Again, not implying that there’s anything wrong with being gay or queer or whatever, it’s just that I never really thought of myself that way.”

“Despite the fact that you’ve been dreaming about having sex with another man for years?” said Betty with one eyebrow dramatically raised.

“I know, I know, I know, it’s totally fucked up and I don’t understand it. You know I’ve actually tried to be gay.”

“It doesn’t really work that way.”

“Yeah, I know, but I figured if I could be turned on by Todd when I was a guy maybe I could be turned on by other guys when I was a guy but I just could never get into it,” I explained.

“That doesn’t mean you’re not gay it just means you’re so obsessed with one man that it feels like cheating to think about other men,” Betty suggested.

“You may be right. Or maybe because I’ve known Todd for years and like him so much as a person that just gives me permission in my head to lust after him as opposed to just looking at a picture or a video of some stranger.”

“What I’m curious about is whether you find other men attractive when you’re female,” said Nicole. “I know, Todd’s the one and the only reason you’re female at all, but even if you were married to the man it wouldn’t normally stop you from admiring the looks of other men. Like when you masturbate as a girl, what do you use for inspiration?”

“Pictures of Todd.”

“Jesus.”

“Is it bad to just love one man?” I asked.

“Well it’s one more than I’ve ever been in love with but transposing that thought to my sexual preferences it’s not bad to love only one person in your life but it’s not necessarily all that realistic. Shit happens. People change. There’s always temptation. That’s one of the hardest parts about a relationship. You can’t control what your partner thinks or does. They could stop loving you or they could find someone else that they think they love more. Even if you had been born exactly the way you are right now it would be somewhat dangerous to tie all of your hopes up in the first guy you ever went out with but under your unique circumstances things are even more complicated,” said Betty.

Of course she was right. It was absolutely crazy for me to get too swept away by what was happening with Todd. I wasn’t a girl and I didn’t see how I could just go on pretending to be one indefinitely without some potential consequences. The guilt already weighed on my conscience pretty heavily. And my lack of a life as Nicole was just going to get harder and harder to cover up. I could tell him some very general stuff, like what foods I liked and what my favorite color was and even where I went to college just using real life information but if I was pressed to talk about my job or my family or my childhood I would have to dig myself even deeper into a pit of lies.

The best thing would have been if Todd had turned out to be kind of a dick who just wanted to tap my ass a couple of times and then ghosted me. I’d always have the naked pictures to enjoy and the memories of his beautiful cock inside my body but I could go back to my real life and know that it was pointless to have any romantic fantasies about the man. Instead he had done everything I could have wanted him to do to show a serious interest in me as a person and a lover, which just made me love him even more.

I seriously thought about telling him the truth but I had heard stories about men who literally killed other men for professing their feelings of love for them and that made me a little nervous. I didn’t really think Todd will kill me but obviously some men took it as a great insult that another man would be attracted to them. It played on their insecurities and implied that there must be something kind of gay about them for another man to even consider making advances on them.

I also worried about the “relationship problems” that Todd had mentioned to me when I was Jarrod. Had he been cheated on? Had he been dumped by someone he really cared about? It was hard for me to imagine any woman who was lucky enough to be dating Todd actually pissing that away but like Betty said you can’t control what other people do and shit happens. I’d only been on one date with Todd and that was mostly all just fucking. Maybe if I actually went out with him for some length of time I would see a side of him that I didn’t know and might not like. It was just so damn hard to base your whole life on a bunch of hypothetical possibilities.

Ultimately I decided that I had to tell him the truth sooner rather than later and let the chips fall where they may. I mean looking at it from my perspective what I was doing was pretty darn flattering. I was totally emasculating myself so that I could express my love for him in a form that he would appreciate. I don’t know how many men would have given up their cock and balls just to be able to kiss another man. And while I enjoyed the fact that we were getting to be friends as two men I had lived most of my adult life with little or no contact with him so if I had to break clean from Todd completely it would really just be business as usual.

Unfortunately I couldn’t decide how soon the sooner would be. I already had another date with him and I couldn’t stomach the thought of breaking that. I felt like a junkie probably felt. I knew what I was doing was bad for me in the long run but it made me feel so good in the here and now that I couldn’t find the will to cut myself off. I figured I might be the first person to ever OD on a man’s cum.


CHAPTER 14:

“God, Nicole is so amazing, but she’s really mysterious too.”

We flash forward a few weeks and find ourselves sitting in a bar with Todd and me as Jarrod. Ironically my developing male friendship with Todd has been kind of curtailed by the amount of time I have been spending with him as Nicole. I guess there’s just not enough Todd to go around for everybody.

“Mysterious? How so?” I asked innocently.

“Most girls like to talk about pretty much everything. They either want to do a deep dive into your past to see if it turns up any red flags or they want to gossip about people you don’t even know or complain about work or something. But Nicole doesn’t volunteer much of anything and usually deflects if I bring something up that she doesn’t seem to want to discuss,” Todd explained.

“You think she’s hiding something?”

“I don’t know, maybe. I’ve always kind of wondered about this whole shyness thing. Let me tell you that woman is not shy at all when it comes to sex. She’s the most passionate and enthusiastic lover I’ve ever had. Sometimes it feels like I’m just there to provide her with a cock to jump on. Not that I’m complaining about that. She can jump on my cock as much as she likes, but it’s kind of weird behavior for someone that smart and beautiful and sexy. I wonder why she’s not married or dating a whole bunch of guys or something. I mean she would have no trouble getting men but I sometimes get the feeling that she’s not as experienced as I assume she is,” Todd explained.

“Maybe she just hadn’t met the right guy before,” I suggested, feeling myself starting to squirm in my chair a little.

“Or maybe she’s got some sort of dark past like prostitution or porn or something. Not that I’d hold that against her but it would explain why she doesn’t want to talk about her life very much,” said Todd.

“Oh, it’s probably nothing that dramatic,” I said.

“Well another thing that’s kind of weird is the fact that she doesn’t seem to have any social media presence,” Todd continued. “I mean what kind of hot chick isn’t all over that shit these days? It used to drive me nuts when some of the girls I went out with seemed more interested in posting pictures of what we were doing than actually doing those things. We were supposedly on a date but they’d spend most of their time on their phones.”

“Sounds like a good thing then that she’s not like that,” I pointed out.

“I know, but it’s weird. She just seems too good to be true and that makes me worry that this is all going to blow up in my face, which would suck because she sure seems like a woman I could get really serious about,” said Todd.

“Okay, fuck it, I can’t do this anymore,” I said. “You’re right, there is something weird about her. She’s not what you think she is. Realistically she’s not even a she.”

“How do you know so much about her?” asked Todd with a look of bewilderment on his face.

“I know because I am her.”


CHAPTER 15:

Todd looked totally confused by my sudden confession and I knew that there was no way that he could just guess what I was implying so I took a deep breath and tried to lay it all out for him.

“I’ve had a crush on you since we were kids,” I began. “Nothing sexual at first, you were just my hero and my idol. I wanted your attention and your praise more than anything else in the world but I was just a little kid that you got stuck hanging out with because our parents were friends. I don’t know if that’s exactly the way you remember it but that’s what it always felt like to me. As we got older I started fantasizing about you romantically but I knew you weren’t gay and honestly I didn’t think I was either because I wasn’t interested in other men, just you.”

“Fuck dude, I had no idea,” said Todd in dismay.

“Why would you? We didn’t see each other very much after we were kids. I thought it was just some kind of a phase that I would grow out of but I never did. I never stopped thinking about you or wishing that there was some way we could be together. Then one day a friend of mine told me about this temporary gender changing pill and I came up with the crazy idea that if I was a girl I could do and say all of things I longed to do and say without offending you or driving you away. So I created Nicole.”

“Are you saying that when you take some pill you actually become that woman?” asked Todd.

“Absolutely. I’ve got pictures of your dick on my other phone if you really want me to prove it. Or I could take the pill in front of you and you could watch me change,” I said. “I’ve hated myself for deceiving you but I assure you that any sentiments I have expressed as Nicole are completely genuine. I knew that I should have stopped it sooner but dating you has been the happiest time of my life and I didn’t want it to end. I wish I really was that woman, dude, because I would love you with all my heart and soul but I’m only her when I take one of those pills.”

“So this isn’t a prank or a stunt or some kind of a joke?” said Todd. “You really want to be with me so badly that you’re willing to become a woman to do it?”

“Yeah, that’s about the size of it,” I said with a shrug. “I’m so, so, so sorry that I had to lie to you to get what I wanted but I didn’t see any other way to get there.”

“It kind of sucks that you tricked me but it’s kind of cool that you’d be willing to go that far just to be with me,” said Todd. “You know if you were going to tell me this it would probably have been easier to tell me when you were a woman. It’s kind of weird hearing you talk about being attracted to me and everything while we’re two guys out having a beer,” Todd pointed out.

“I know, and I probably would have done it that way if I had ever worked up the courage to just spill the beans voluntarily but I couldn’t let you twist in the wind any longer. I mean you obviously really like Nicole but you were starting to figure out that there was something kind of wrong with her, and Nicole really likes you and would never want to do anything to hurt you. I just kind of feel like the middleman in all of this, facilitating a romance between two people who obviously dig each other and have some crazy great chemistry,” I said.

“Well, now that the cat’s out of the bag what should we do about it?” asked Todd.

“If it were up to me I’d just keep taking those pills and being Nicole with you every chance I got,” I said. “It would sure be a great weight lifted from my shoulders and I wouldn’t have to make up a bunch of BS to try and cover my tracks. If you still want Nicole she’s more than happy to give you whatever she can.”

“I think we can try that,” said Todd after mulling the idea over in his head for a bit. “I mean it’s not your fault you weren’t born a girl. Being Nicole seems to make you happy and it sure makes me happy so it would pretty dumb to take that happiness away from both of us.”

I wanted to kiss him right there on the spot but I figured that would be pushing my luck. The important thing was that I would be able to go on kissing him as much as I liked and be able to do it with a clear conscience. The Bible says something about the truth making you free and I certainly felt like that was the case here. I wasn’t just free I was liberated. And I also felt kind of vindicated too for loving Todd so much. A lot of guys would not have taken his open-minded view of our situation and would have been far more likely to kick my ass than want to go on squeezing it.

I had a feeling that I wouldn’t likely be seeing Todd anymore when I was Jarrod, but that was a sacrifice I was willing to make for what I was getting in exchange. Maybe someday, when this had all run its course, we could have a beer together again and laugh about the whole experience but at the moment I was totally focusing on how appreciative I was that Todd was giving me a chance and trying to figure out the best way to show that appreciation.


CHAPTER 16:

Whenever I was Nicole I usually tended to let Todd pay for things, which I know is kind of sexist and old-fashioned, but he insisted and I wasn’t going to make a big thing of it. Instead I decided to treat him to a romantic weekend where I would pick up the tab for the whole thing and we would start our life together clean with no more secrets and lies, at least on my part. You never really knew what someone else was thinking but Todd had always seemed like a pretty honest guy so I trusted that he’d welcome the new openness as much as I did.

I had booked us a room in a really nice hotel that had a pretty terrific view from the floor we were on but I didn’t think we would spend too much time staring out the window. After coming back from dinner I had excused myself to the bathroom where I changed into some incredibly hot lingerie that I had picked out for the occasion. Sexy lingerie was actually kind of an impediment to the actual act of having sex if it had too many straps and buckles and whatnot but men tend to love seeing their women in that kind of thing and it definitely made me feel ultra feminine so practicality was not a major concern.

“Wow, and it’s not even my birthday,” Todd joked when I came out of the bathroom and gave him a twirl so that he could see the outfit from all sides.

“No, but it kind of feels like my birthday. The birthday of the new Nicole. The Nicole who’s not hiding anything anymore,” I said.

“Well not in that getup you’re not.”

“Do you really like it?” I asked.

“Are you kidding? I love it,” Todd replied.

“It makes me feel very womanly.”

“It makes me very horny so why don’t you get over here woman and let me start feeling manly.”

I came over and sat next to where he was sitting on the side of the bed. He took me in his arms and we kissed for a long time.

“If it’s your birthday shouldn’t you be in your birthday suit?” Todd teased.

“I’m sure I’ll get there in due time. But feel free to expose whatever part of my body you want to enjoy,” I suggested.

“That’s an invitation I won’t pass up,” said Todd as he got the top of my lingerie down and went to work on my boobs.

“You’re so predictable,” I joked. “I would have bet money that you’d go right for my tits.”

“But your tits are so awesome baby I just can’t help it,” Todd replied.

“Believe me, I’m not complaining I’m just pointing out a fact,” I said with a laugh. “I love it when you go to town on my hooters.”

And Todd didn’t disappoint me as he did indeed go to town on my tits. I got suitably squeezed and sucked and pinched and tweaked before he was ready to move on to something else.

The something else was some serious making out where much clothing was either removed or kind of pushed aside so that everyone could get their hands on whatever they wanted to touch at the moment. Suddenly Todd was on top of me and I felt that exquisite sense of fullness as he stuffed his massive prick inside me. He pinned my arms down on the mattress and I spread my legs back wide and welcomed his assault joyfully.

“That’s it baby...yes...yes...it’s so good when you fuck me...when you fuck me hard like the little slut I am,” I moaned.

“And you wonder why I thought you might have been a former porn star,” Todd joked.

“Well I’ll make private porn with you honey anytime you want,” I volunteered.

“I might just take you up on that someday. But at the moment I’m quite happy with the view I have,” said Todd.

“Me too,” I replied.

Todd was really giving it to me hard and he had me yelping pretty loud in no time. I didn’t know how thick the walls were in that hotel but I had a feeling that if there was someone in the next room they’d probably be able to hear me. Of course there wasn’t much I could do about that unless Todd stuck a gag in my mouth since my hands weren’t free to cover my face with a pillow or anything like that. So he just kept fucking and I just kept yelping until I started to cum when my voice changed to more of a whimpering moan.

Todd showed me no mercy and if anything fucked me even harder. His dick was like some piece of industrial machinery programmed to thrust over and over again without stopping until someone switched it off. Suddenly I felt another orgasm starting to surge through my body while I was still trying to recover from the last one. I tried to free my hands so that I could throw them around Todd’s neck but he held me firmly in place.

“Oh my Gaaaaaaaaaaaaawwwwwwddddddddd! God baby what are you doing to me? It’s too much...too much...no it isn’t...don’t listen to me I’m not making any sense...fuck baby...fuck...cum inside me...please cum inside me...please, please, please!” I jabbered like a madwoman.

Someone must have finally switched the machine off because Todd let out a mighty groan as he began to drain his heavy balls deep in my snatch. Once again my maternal impulses kicked in and I could imagine us conceiving a child in a moment of passion just like this. It was just a fleeting thought in my head but it was a very beautiful one and made me feel warm all over.

When Todd was done ejaculating he finally let go of my arms and rolled over on his back beside me. I reached into the drawer on the little night table next to the bed and pulled out a piece of paper which I handed to Todd.

“What’s this?” he asked.

“Read it and see,” I replied.

I had printed up a little document on my computer granting Todd Butler exclusive ownership rights to use my vagina whenever and however he pleased. It was kind of silly but cute I thought.

“You’re totally nuts, you know that right?” said Todd after he read the document.

“Someone recently called me a loopy cunt which is probably a pretty good description,” I replied.

“I think I should frame this and hang it on the wall of my office,” Todd joked.

“That might raise a few eyebrows. Probably better to hang it in your bedroom,” I suggested. “That way I can see it too.”

“Oh, you plan to be in my bedroom a lot?”

“As often as you’ll have me lover.”

“I’m going to hold you to that,” Todd teased.

“Good. I like it when you hold me,” I said as I rested my head on his shoulder and draped one arm over his chest, pressing myself quite close to his warm body.

As date nights went this one was really off to a flying start as far as I was concerned.


CHAPTER 17:

The sexy lingerie and the pussy certificate weren’t the only surprises I had in store for Todd that weekend. I had been prepping my ass for anal sex and was going to invite him to butt fuck me, an invitation I knew he wouldn’t refuse.

We were somewhere in the middle of the festivities when I decided it was time to spring the surprise on him. I had just gotten him nice and hard after some playful necking so I reached into the drawer next to the bed again and this time produced a tube of lubricating gel.

“Be a good boy and slap this all over your dick,” I said as I tossed him the lube.

“Your pussy seems pretty wet to me already,” he pointed out from having serviced me orally a little earlier.

“It’s not going in my pussy babe,” I replied as I got on all fours with my rear end facing him. “Okay, now stick a bunch of that goop up my ass.”

I could kind of see him over my shoulder but I could definitely feel his fingers pressing a liberal amount of lube into my anus. I knew it was probably going to be a little rough going the first time, especially since his prick was so big and my asshole wasn’t designed specifically to accommodate something like that, but I wanted him to have full use of my body and I knew that a lot of men craved anal sex even more than oral sex, if such a thing was possible.

“Alrighty then, it’s time for you to claim some more virgin territory. Just maybe try to take it easy a little the first time. I don’t want to be totally wrecked for the rest of the weekend,” I said.

“Don’t worry, I’ll be gentle baby. I would never do anything to hurt you,” said Todd as he slowly pressed the tip of his dick into my anus and then let a little more slide in as well.

I liked hearing Todd say that he would never do anything to hurt me because I knew he meant it. I had always trusted him and felt safe in his presence when we were kids, even if he was tempting me to do something kind of naughty. He gave me my first taste of booze, but he was never going to let me get drunk. He could have just been a total jerk and gotten me into all kinds of troubles for a few immature laughs at my expense but he wasn’t like that. He looked after me. And now I was trying to thank him for that kindness by letting him put his penis in my asshole.

“How does that feel?” asked Todd as he slowly slid a few inches back and forth inside me.

“Big, big, big, big, big...you have a very BIG cock,” I said.

“Too big for your ass?”

“No, no, I wouldn’t say that. Just commenting on how big it feels when stuffed into something as small and tight as my ass,” I replied.

“Yeah, it is fucking tight,” Todd commented.

“I’m sure it won’t be for long.”

I had practiced so I wasn’t going into this totally unaware of the sensation but it was very different when you were giving all the power to another person. Thankfully Todd really was gentle about it and after a while I encouraged him to go deeper or pick up the pace. I discovered that my anal sex sound was different than my usual sexual moaning. Apparently it sounded sort of like crying because Todd kept asking me if I was alright, which I thought was rather sweet of him.

I had seen girls in porn videos who did anal like it was just another pussy but I wasn’t quite ready for that. Even so it was definitely something that got easier and more pleasant the longer I did it so by the time Todd popped inside me I felt like we had both had a very good time.

“You know you don’t have to do anything special because you feel guilty about tricking me,” said Todd as we flopped together after my inaugural anal probe.

“Now you tell me,” I joked.

“Seriously, I wouldn’t be here if I didn’t love you so damn much. And I know you only did what you did because you love me,” said Todd.

“Oh, honey, I do love you so much,” I said as I sat upright and took his hand in mine. “I want to give you every bit of my love and devotion and support. I’ve always thought you were the coolest guy I’ve ever known and that opinion has only increased now that I know what a great lover you are too.”

“Honestly I don’t know what I’ve done to deserve that kind of praise,” said Todd. “I really don’t think of myself as anything that special. I’m just a normal guy and I have problems like anyone else.”

“And I want to help you with those problems, if I can,” I said sincerely. “I want to be your helpmate, even if it’s just being a sympathetic listener or someone to give you a nice rub down to take away some of your tension.”

“Honestly babe I think you’re the one who’s special. I’ve never have a girlfriend who was so totally focused on my needs and happiness. People today tend to be kind of wrapped up in themselves,” said Todd.

“Is that what I am? Am I really your girlfriend?” I asked hopefully.

“Well, yeah, of course. What else would you be?” Todd replied.

“I don’t know...just some horny little slut who lets you fuck her in the ass,” I said.

“You can be that and still be my girlfriend,” Todd joked. “In fact it’s kind of an asset.”

“I’m Todd’s girlfriend, I’m Todd’s girlfriend, I’m Todd’s girlfriend,” I said in a childish singsong voice as I bounced up and down on the bed before Todd pinned me on my back again.

“Look you crazy bitch…” he started to say.

“That’s loopy cunt to you,” I replied.

“Whatever. You shouldn’t put all that pressure on me to be some sort of perfect man. I don’t want to disappoint you.”

“I’ve been crazy about you forever and I haven’t been disappointed so far so I think I’ll roll the dice and keep on being crazy about you, I said.

“Crazy being the operative word.”

I accepted the fact that I was kind of nutty where Todd was concerned. I had wanted to be a very important part of his life for a very long time and now I was, and I even had a title to prove it. Despite that there was still a little nagging voice in my head reminding me that Todd was a handsome and charismatic man who might want to get serious and settle down with some woman who he could start a family with and sadly I wasn’t an option for that.

Or was I?


CHAPTER 18:

“So how much do you know about these pills I’ve been taking?” I asked Betty shortly after my glorious weekend getaway with Todd had come to an end.

“Like what do you want to know?” Betty replied. “You take one and grow tits, you take another and they go away. It’s been working, right?”

“Yeah, it works great,” I said. “What I’m wondering is what happens if I stop taking them?”

“Then you obviously don’t turn into a woman again knucklehead. Or are you asking if you’re going to go through some kind of withdrawal or something?”

“No, I mean what happens if I stop taking it when I am a woman. Am I just a normal woman from that point on like any other woman?” I asked.

“Wow, you’re really serious about this guy aren’t you?”

“Of course I am. I’m madly in love with him and I’d happily marry him if he asked, but he’s not likely to ask if he thinks I’m only a part-time woman.”

“I definitely did not anticipate this happening,” said Betty. “I thought you’d probably get tired of being a woman pretty fast or seeing this Todd guy through different eyes would take away some of the magic but you’re actually willing to permanently change your gender and even marry this guy if he asks,” said Betty.

“In a heartbeat, in the blink of an eye, without hesitation, in short...fuck yes,” I said. “So how much do you know about these pills?”

“Okay, I’ll tell you. If you just stop taking the pill you’ll be whatever gender you are at the time indefinitely until you take another pill again,” Betty explained. “Pretty much what you probably assumed.”

“Would I be able to get pregnant?” I asked.

“No. You’d have to make the change irreversible for that to happen,” said Betty.

“And how would I do that?”

“Well this is going to sound weird but the next time you’re male you take three pills at once and then if you swallow a fourth pill along with some male sperm within 24 hours there’s no turning back ever,” said Betty.

“You’re fucking with me, right?” I said skeptically. “That sounds like something out of bad erotic fiction.”

“Nope that’s the deal. Don’t ask me why that works or how anybody figured that out but that’s the story at any rate.”

“And I could have a baby?”

“Well you’d probably have to see a doctor about that but in theory, yes.”

“Wow...I could be a mother,” I said.

“Honey, is that really what you want?” asked Betty.

“Maybe not right now, but definitely someday. It just feels right. It feels like it’s what I’ve always wanted but had no way of knowing it before. You know I’ve always been drifting, not sure of what I really wanted or what direction to go in. I know it’s not very modern thinking but I feel like I could really kick ass as a wife and mother. I would really love to build a home with a great guy like Todd and raise a family,” I said.

“Hey, whatever works for you honey,” said Betty. “It’s obviously not my idea of paradise but to each her own. I just don’t think I’d probably be the right woman to organize your baby shower or shit like that. My inbox doesn’t accept deposits from actual ejaculating cocks.”

“But you could be my Maid of Honor,” I suggested.

“Yeah, I could probably rock a bridal party gown but I think we’re getting ahead of ourselves here. First you have to actually make the commitment to become a full-time female and then you have to get Prince Charming to actually pop the question. You seem like you’re still all hopped up on love juice from your romantic weekend so maybe take a little time to think this out before you start guzzling a fist full of pills and washing it down with a semen chaser.”


CHAPTER 19:

I took Betty’s advice and tried to think of all the reasons why I wouldn’t want to be a woman for the rest of my life and honestly couldn’t think of too many. My family would be pretty mind-blown but if I actually did end up marrying Todd it was hard to see how they would object to that considering how close our two families had always been. In fact my mother once joked that it was too bad that I wasn’t a girl because I could have married Todd and the Butler and Wilton families would have then been related. I thought it was kind of strange that she didn’t say that it was too bad that Todd wasn’t a girl so that I could marry her but maybe she knew something I didn’t at that time.

And I loved Todd’s family. I certainly couldn’t think of anyone I’d rather have as in-laws. I could certainly picture family gatherings being a pretty joyous occasion, especially once Todd and I had children of our own.

It really didn’t take me too long to decide that I would be happier being Nicole than Jarrod but I honestly did know how Todd would feel about that. Whenever we got together I was already transformed into a woman but he knew it was a temporary thing so we never really talked about long range future plans. He had dropped a few hints about feeling the urge to settle down and start a family but I tended tend to press that line of conversation since I wasn’t anxious to be replaced as the woman in his life due to my inconveniently having been born a man. Now I was much more open to the subject and curious to see where Todd really stood on the question of marriage and family.

“Absolutely I’d like to start a family,” said Todd in answer to my inquiry.

We were cuddling after some excellent fucking and I had tried to casually bring the subject up without seeming too pushy or obvious.

“Me too,” I chimed in. “In fact I’ve been thinking about that quite a lot lately.”

“Why, did I knock you up or something?” Todd joked.

“No, but you could if I wanted you to,” I replied.

“What do you mean?” asked Todd.

I explained the whole wacky procedure that had to take place in order to make my change permanent and he listened quite intently.

“So is that what you really want to do?” he finally asked as he looked deeply into my eyes.

“Absolutely. 100% sure that’s what I want. But I don’t want to make you feel like I’m trying to pressure you into making some big life decisions that you don’t want to make,” I said. “I want to do it for me but of course I would love it if it was something that made you happy too.”

“Are you kidding? It would make me ecstatic. I’d have to be crazy not to want you to be female forever and we’ve already got one nut job in the family,” Todd said with a laugh.

I liked hearing Todd refer to us as a “family” even if he was calling me crazy in the process.

“So when were you thinking of making this happen?” Todd asked.

“Well, I’m ready anytime. All I have to do is take three pills at once the next time I’m male and then find some guy who can give me some sperm to swallow with another pill and that should do the trick,” I said.

“If I’m going to be your future husband it would seem appropriate for me to provide you with that sperm,” Todd suggested.

“Are you going to be my future husband?” I asked.

“If you want me to be,” he said.

“Funny you should mention that. There really isn’t anything in the world I want more than for you to be my future husband...and the father of my children.”

“Sounds like we’re on the same page. Let’s make it happen.”


CHAPTER 20:

For my official conversion to womanhood we decided to make it a little ceremonial. I took the three pills as required to start the process then when I got together with Todd we both stripped totally naked and he carried me over to the bed and placed me on my back. Then he got between my legs and prepared to enter me.

“Make me your woman tonight, my love, and I will be your woman for the rest of my life,” I said in my little vow that I had prepared for the occasion.

Todd slid his cock into my pussy and began to fuck me and the full import of what we were doing finally all hit me at once and I started crying.

“What’s wrong honey?” asked Todd.

“I’m just so happy,” I sobbed. “It’s like my wildest dreams are all coming true.”

“Then just relax and enjoy it,” Todd suggested as he resumed his thrusting.

Although vaginal penetration wasn’t required for the process to work I felt that it was appropriate to begin that way. Realistically Todd could have just jacked off into a paper cup and the whole thing could have been over in a flash but I wanted to feel like he was literally fucking the manhood out of me. Of course I would have to have him pull out and cum in my mouth when he was ready and I had the final pill close at hand to take with his all important jizz.

Someday we would hopefully come together like this and use his magical seed to plant a baby in me but tonight it would be needed for a different kind of birth. My rebirth as a woman.

We exchanged some more spontaneous vows as Todd continued to drill me and then I was reduced to moaning and whimpering. I couldn’t believe that it was actually happening and that something that once seemed totally impossible was surprisingly easy to accomplish and very enjoyable to boot.

“I’m getting close,” Todd announced after he had been sticking it to me for quite some time so we both got off the bed and I fetched the final pill.

Todd was standing with his dick in his hand, trying to keep his erection without popping too soon, so I quickly got down on my knees and grabbed his dick with one hand while I kept the pill in the other.

“Cum in my mouth baby and make me a real woman,” I said as I began to jerk him faster and faster.

It wasn’t quite as poetic as some of the things we had said to each other previously but I had a feeling it would help get the result we needed and it wasn’t long before I felt him start to spasm and I slapped the pill in my mouth and waited until he had given me enough cum to wash it down with to swallow. And that was presumably the last thing I would ever do as a man. It actually seemed kind of appropriate to end my manhood on my knees with another man’s dick in my mouth. This was where I really belonged and where I hoped to find myself many times in the future.

When he was done ejaculating, and I had licked up every drop for good measure, Todd carried me back to the bed and we hugged and kissed and professed our love for each other for the longest time.

“I think we should stick to anal and oral until I’ve had a chance to see a doctor and make sure that everything is the way it should be and to get myself started on birth control pills,” I suggested.

“I probably should be disappointed by that but it’s kind of hard not to be excited by hearing a girl say that she wants to give head and get fucked in the ass,” Todd chuckled.

“I didn’t think you’d mind too much,” I said with a grin.


CHAPTER 21:

In case you were wondering how things turned out after our little ceremony I thought I’d provide this update.

We had another ceremony, much larger and more public, where I became Todd’s bride. It was very beautiful and both of our families were delighted that a “miracle” had happened that allowed us all to be joined together. So I was Nicole Butler instead of Jarrod Wilton. That took a little getting used to but not for very long.

As for my doctor visit it turned out that the whole crazy pill and cum cocktail thing worked just like it was supposed to do. I was a woman in every possible way, including the ability to give birth, which incidentally I will be doing in about five months.

It was totally wild that I had gone from hero worshiping Todd as a child, to having a man crush on him, to experiencing puppy love from a distance, and finally completing the journey by somehow becoming his wife, even though he knew I had deceived him about my identity at the start. And soon I’ll be able to add mother of his children to my resume, and honestly I couldn’t be happier. I may not have been born female but I feel like I’ve made up for lost time extremely well. In fact you could say I’m crushing it.


AUTHOR’S NOTES:

This one’s kind of different for me. Yes, I’ve written lots of stories about men who become women and end up in love with an old friend or a roommate or something, but usually there’s more of a roundabout path to getting there. Jarrod/Nicole just knows that Todd is Mr. Right and it’s just a matter of moving heaven and earth to make it happen.

It’s also a little different in than the protagonist only has one real sex partner. Betty, a confirmed lesbian, helps out by being a stand-in cock for a practice session, but they never even explore the girl-on-girl possibilities available to them. I was just driven to bring Nicole and Todd together as much as Nicole was I guess. Don’t worry, I haven’t gone completely soft. I have plenty of books coming up that are packed with swinging, swapping, orgies, and multiple sex partners galore!
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