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CHAPTER 1:

My name is Sam Atkins and I’m a student at Foxbury Institute. I’m a Fine Arts major with a particular passion for painting, which is how I spend a lot of my free time. I’m also learning to play the violin...sort of.

I’m sure the campus has a full and vibrant social calendar, as well as the usual collegiate distractions off campus, but I was largely oblivious to that. I didn’t come to college to party I came to study, which made me a bit of an oddball but I didn’t care whether people found me antisocial or not. I had friends, and we went out sometimes to blow off a little steam, but my focus was on my work. I could lose myself for hours in front of my easel trying to find my own personal style.

I certainly wasn’t a prude, and wanted to get laid as much as any other horny college guy, but the whole frat scene didn’t appeal to me and I just wasn’t very confident hitting on girls. Unlike my good friend Marcus, who had the kind of body that made women swoon, I was small and slender and pale. I suppose there are girls who are attracted to the artistic type but hadn’t met too many of them yet, and the place was crawling with artsy guys anyway so it hardly made me stand out here.

My love of painting began when my mom got me my first little set of watercolor paints. It was one of those plastic boxes, sort of like people keep pills in to remember when to take them, except it had a variety of different paint colors in each compartment. I loved that thing and was constantly having to get new ones because I burned through them so fast.

I’m not sure I would say that I was a child prodigy but I was definitely gifted, and that was kind of a burden as well as a blessing. Great things were always expected of me and I felt the pressure to deliver, which isn’t always the best thing when you’re trying to be creative. One has to have room to fail if you’re going to expand and experiment and reach for the unexpected but I had an insatiable desire to please so that sometimes caused me to play it safe and deliver solid but conventional work.

It was kind of interesting that my closest friends didn’t tend to be artists. Marcus was an athlete, Paolo was a fitness guru and my roommate Advik was a computer guy, which worked out well because neither one of us made a lot of noise and could do our thing at the same time without bugging each other, and it was handy to have him around because I didn’t know shit about fixing computer problems and he was a whiz at it.

Maybe opposites really do attract or maybe I was sort of jealous of my artistry and didn’t want friends around who might challenge or threaten me. My non-artistic friends were always blown away by whatever I created and I think I liked the praise and attention.

My family had money, I was an only child, and I had been pretty much spoiled my whole life. Living on campus was a huge change for me but my folks made sure I had everything I needed or wanted so I wasn’t exactly roughing it.

I did enjoy going out to clubs sometimes and dancing, especially after I got a couple of drinks in me to loosen up. I always said it was to meet girls but in truth I just enjoyed the visceral experience of grooving to the music, especially if there was a decent light show. Dancing in colored lights always felt like moving inside a living painting of a kind.

Despite being a very modern school Foxbury had some wacky old traditions. One of them involved leaving an “offering” on a pile of stones out near the old ruins. Nobody seems to know why but one night I got drunk and decided to do it just for a kick. Nothing happened of course and I shakily rode my bike home and went to bed.

I have no idea how long I slept before I was gently shaken from my slumber by a very attractive girl. I had seen her around, and thought she was really cute, but I had never worked up the nerve to actually speak to her. I was still feeling a little buzzed so the whole thing seemed kind of like a dream.

“Congratulations Sam...we have accepted your gift and we are here to offer you membership in a very exclusive society,” said the cute girl.

“Huh?” I replied groggily. “Is this some kind of a joke? What time is it?”

“It’s time for you to embrace your destiny,” said another girl I hadn’t noticed before.

I glanced over at my roommate for help but his bed was empty and it looked like it hadn’t been slept in. I knew he had a date so he must have gotten lucky.

“What kind of society?” I managed to croak with my parched throat.

“An ancient and mysterious one. I can’t tell you more until you choose to join us but it is indeed a great honor and something that is not bestowed upon just anyone. We know who you are and we like what we see,” said the first girl.

I don’t know whether it was my attraction to that girl or whether I still thought I was dreaming but for some reason I agreed to join their secret club, or whatever it was. The other girl produced a package and placed it in one of the drawers in my dresser then they gave me instructions on where and when my first official meeting would take place and departed very quietly.

I went back to sleep fairly quickly and wasn’t entirely sure that It hadn’t all been a dream when I got up until I looked in my dresser and found the package that had been placed there by my mysterious visitors. Inside was a long, blue, embroidered, hooded robe and a mask that covered the eyes. It may have looked like a Halloween costume but the material and the craftsmanship of the garment were extraordinary. I tried it on and looked at myself in the mirror. I felt a bit foolish wearing it but I did really like the girl who gave it to me and if joining some secret club got me closer to her then what the heck. It wouldn’t kill me to have a reason to get out of my room once in a while.

There had been strict instructions not to tell anybody anything about this, and frankly I wasn’t in a rush to let anyone know what kind of silliness I was up to, so keeping the secret wasn’t going to be all that hard.

A couple of things sort of nagged at me though. How did they know I had made an offering? That stone thing was kind out in the middle of nowhere and it was nighttime and no one knew I was going there? And how did they know I’d be alone in my room last night?

There was probably a logical explanation for all of that, even if I couldn’t see it at the moment. And it probably didn’t hurt to be in a secret college society from a contacts standpoint. A lot of the most powerful people in the world belonged to that sort of club.

It was with a mixture of excitement and embarrassment that I climbed on my bike and headed off to my first gathering when the time came. I obviously didn’t want to be seen riding around in my robe and mask so I slipped into my costume once I found a place to stash my bicycle near the gathering point.

I could see a couple of people already standing around the stone pile as I approached but I knew I wasn’t late. What I didn’t know was that this was the start of something strange and miraculous that would change my whole life.


CHAPTER 2:

“You’re punctual...I like that,” said a cloaked woman whose voice I recognized as my secret crush. “I’m Zoe Patel, by the way. Let me introduce you to the others.”

There were only two other people at the gathering, one a girl named Saya Maeda, and another girl named Aicha Kibo. It was hard to tell what they might look like under their robes and masks but I was hoping that if I played my cards right I’d find out eventually.

First I was taught the secret greeting, which wasn’t exactly a handshake it was more of a series of hand gestures and strange words that meant nothing to me. After demonstrating that I had learned the greeting the other girls produced various offerings which they placed on the stone “altar” that I had used to unwittingly gain admittance to this club. Unlike my offering theirs were magically devoured by the stones with a big flourish of lights and sparks. I wondered how they rigged that because I couldn’t see any sort of openings where some sort of equipment might have been hidden and there was certainly no electricity out there.

For a while we just stood around and chatted casually, although I noticed that everyone seemed rather flirtatious towards everyone else, myself included. I suppose that’s when it hit me that they were all girls and I was the only guy there. My chances of getting laid seemed to be improving by the minute. I already knew that Zoe was hot but I wasn’t going to be too picky of one of the others took a fancy to me. I was still a virgin so any sex was better than no sex I figured.

“I suppose you’re wondering what this is all about,” said Zoe. “I can only tell you so much before you take the next step in your membership. We are an ancient society, one that goes back long before the college was built. It’s a magical order, but I don’t want you to think of us as witches or something demonic. We are practitioners of an arcane type of magic that serves a special purpose. I can tell you no more until you take the next step.”

“So what is this next step?” I asked.

“It’s a simple task. You must bring a rose and a crystal to this altar and place the offering there precisely at midnight. If you are worthy you will advance to the next level and more secrets will be revealed.

I had to admit that she had the whole secret society jargon down pat, but teenage girls tend to read a lot of that fantasy crap I imagine. It was probably fan fiction lifted from some movie series I didn’t know anything about. In any case I sure liked the way she said it and I could feel myself getting aroused under my robe.

I had a couple of weeks to accomplish my goal before the next meeting so I didn’t think about it too much until it was getting closer. The rose was easy enough to acquire but I wasn’t sure what they meant by a crystal. I ended up ordering one online for about ten bucks. I guess some nutty people believe they have some sort of powers or something but it was a nice-looking rock, albeit a bit expensive. Worth every penny, I figured, if it helped me get into Zoe’s panties.

I stuck my crap in a bag and peddled my way back out to to the meeting place and then put the rose and the crystal on the altar right at the stroke of midnight. This time there was a bright flash of light and little colored particles that appeared to briefly form a heart before fading away. I felt something tingling between my legs, which moved up to my stomach before going away. I attributed it to a nervous reaction to the unexpected pyrotechnics. Once again I had to tip my cap to these ladies because they sure knew how to put on a show.

When I got back to my room I felt the tingling sensation again, this time in the chest area, but it quickly vanished. Nothing a little sleep wouldn’t cure I reckoned as I put my head down on my pillow and drifted off in slumber.

When I woke up I felt kind of buzzed, although I hadn’t been drinking last night. I also felt kind of a heaviness in my chest and wondered whether it was related to the tingly feeling I had before. I figured if it got any worse I’d better see a doctor.

It wasn’t until I saw myself in the mirror that the horror of my situation began to sink in. The heaviness in my chest wasn’t the onset of a cardio-vascular condition, it was something much worse. I had big girly boobs sticking out in front of me! In fact everything about me seemed to have become female overnight. That made me freak out for a bit before I got my shit together and through on some baggy clothes and got the hell out of the building.

Fortunately I lived in a co-ed dorm so some strange girl wandering around the halls wasn’t going to attract any special attention. And also fortunately my roommate was conveniently absent so he didn’t see my messed up condition. That’s where my good fortune ran out as I literally bumped into my roomie Advik just as I was going out the door.

“Sorry,” I mumbled as I tried to keep my head down and brush by him.

“Hey, baby, don’t be in such a rush,” said Advik. “There’s always time to make new friends.”

I almost laughed at the craziness of the whole situation despite being in no mood for levity.

“Sorry dude, you’re barking up the wrong tree,” I said just before making my escape.

He probably assumed I meant I was a lesbian, but that was fine with me. Anything to extricate myself from that potentially humiliating encounter.

I needed someone to talk to and Zoe seemed like the best choice. I couldn’t be sure that the secret society had anything to do with my sudden transformation but I had my suspicions. Unfortunately she had classes all day but she agreed to meet with me at a park away from the campus later tonight. The fact that she didn’t seem to find it strange that my voice had changed entirely only added to my suspicion that she was involved with this prank somehow.

When we finally got together it was raining, which seemed quite appropriate under the circumstances. I had spent the whole day blowing off my classes and hiding out in the library pretending to be studying.

“My, don’t you look delicious?” said Zoe as I sat down across from her at a covered picnic table.

I was kind of disarmed by that comment because I rather liked the idea of Zoe finding me “delicious” even if it took being turned into a woman to hear her say it.

“So you did this to me?” I said accusingly.

“Not me directly,” she replied. “The spirits responded to your offering favorably.”

“Come on, you don’t really believe that do you?” I shot back.

“And what do you believe Sam? That this is some kind of a trick? Is it really easier to believe that everything you’ve experienced so far has some rational, scientific explanation? Why do you doubt the evidence of your own eyes? How could I turn you into a woman? I simply showed you the path and the spirits did the rest.”

“But why?” I sort of whined.

“Because our purpose is to explore and nurture all things feminine,” Zoe explained casually. “We celebrate womanhood and seek to discover the mysteries and power of being female. Some of us are born in these bodies and some of us need the help of the spirits to find our true nature.”

“What do you mean by true nature?” I asked.

“If you weren’t a woman at heart the transformation would never have happened. Not everyone’s offering is accepted.”

That was probably meant to make me feel special but it only made me even more depressed. The thought that I was somehow more natively feminine than other guys was a bitter pill to swallow.

“Don’t look so sad,” said Zoe, “rejoice in your newly discovered womanhood.”

“But I don’t want to be a woman. I’m a man.”

“Not anymore.”

“Can’t you turn me back?” I pleaded.

“I can’t do anything, but don’t despair. This will only last until the school year ends. Then you must choose whether to go back to your old life or take the final step and seek full membership,” said Zoe.

“Full membership?”

“Yes. Once you cross that bridge there is no turning back ever, but you will be invested with all of our powers.”

“So I’m stuck until the end of the school year but then I can go back,” I said, trying to confirm that there was a glimmer of hope down the line.

“Yes. But I hope you will come to see what a great gift you’ve been given.”

All I could see was a year of humiliation and embarrassment. I couldn’t force myself to go home because I felt too much shame. I ended up sleeping on a park bench, totally soaked and emotionally ruined.

In the morning I dragged myself back to my dorm and had to explain to Advik why some soaking wet woman was climbing into his roommate’s bed.


CHAPTER 3:

“Shit dude, that was you? Why didn’t you tell me?” asked Advik once I had revealed my true identity.

“I was still hoping I had a chance to fix this but it looks like I’m stuck this way until the end of the school year,” I said with a dejected shrug.

“Wow, that’s fucking nuts man.”

“You said it.”

“So how does it feel?” asked Advik.

“It feels awful, how do you think it feels?” I replied a little hotly. “How would you like to wake up and discover you had been turned into a girl?”

“No, I mean how does it feel physically? What’s it like having tits?” Advik clarified.

“Shit, I don’t know, heavy I guess.”

“Probably feel better once you get a bra,” Advik suggested.

“Oh, Jesus,” I moaned as I put my head in my hands.

He was right. I was probably going to need some female clothes and God knows what else. I appreciated the fact that he wasn’t freaking out and was trying to be helpful but I didn’t so much appreciate the fact that he was rather obviously staring at my nipples, which showed through my wet shirt.

Of course he had tried to hit on me when he didn’t know who I was so presumably he found me somewhat attractive. That could be a problem going forward. I really didn’t need a lecherous roommate staring at my ass every time I bent over to pick something up, but for the moment it couldn’t be helped. And I honestly couldn’t blame him. If the situation were reversed I’d probably be pretty excited by the thought of sharing my room with a girl.

“So...ah...are you going to tell me what happened to you?” asked Advik.

“I don ‘t know. I just woke up this way,” I replied, not wanting to say to much about the potential of magic being involved.

“Well it’s a pretty unique opportunity, if you think about it. I mean women are a fucking mystery and it’s like you’re being let into their secret club.”

“You have no idea,” I said dryly.

I had virtually no experience with women so I wasn’t exactly sure what he meant by women being a mystery but I knew he fooled around a lot so I had to take his word for it. Girls were just people who used a different bathroom, as far as I was concerned. They tended to be neat and generally more mature than boys, and attractive ones were often standoffish, but that was about as far as my personal knowledge of women went.

“You’re going to have to hook me up with some of your hot friends,” Advik was saying in the background as I tried to focus on our conversation again. “You know that hot chicks always hang out with other hot chicks.”

“So I’m a hot chick?”

“Well, you’re not at your best admittedly, but once you get cleaned up and in some more appropriate clothes, maybe put a little makeup on, you should be pretty fine. You’ve certainly got the foundation to build on,” said Advik.

“And what the hell does that mean?” I snapped.

“It’s hard to tell from that lumpy outfit but I’m guessing you’ve got a pretty sweet little body under there. You definitely got a cute face and a nice rack.”

“Have you been looking at my tits?”

“Of course I’ve been looking at your tits. I’m not gay. It’s only natural that I would be attracted to your bosom.”

“Oh, fuck, will this nightmare never end!” I wailed.

The funny thing was I actually kind of liked hearing him praise my looks. It was sort of infuriating but flattering at the same time. Like I said before, I liked praise and attention. Usually I only got that from my art, so getting it for just being me was kind of interesting.

Of course getting hooked on that kind of praise was fraught with peril. I didn’t want a guy to think he was going to nail me just because he poured on the flattery. And if I really was a hot chick, like Advik said, then it would be pretty hard to go unnoticed by the opposite sex. I just wanted to do my work, finish the year, and get back to normal but this whole girly thing was throwing a big monkey wrench into my plans.

A more pressing concern was the fact that I had to explain my situation to the school administrators if I wanted to remain a student. I couldn’t very well just show up for my classes and hope that nobody noticed the change.

I started with my counselor, who took some convincing to accept the fact that I really was Samuel Atkins. Then I was passed up the chain from one person to another until I was meeting with Clarissa Hopkins, the Dean of Student Affairs. Much to my surprise she seemed to accept my story without question. And then she shocked me by doing the secret gesture I had been taught at my first gathering.

“You mean...you…” I stammered.

“Yes, I’m a member too,” she said with a smile as she saw the stunned reaction on my face. “The society has many members in high places. We just don’t advertise it by wearing Greek pins or sporting coffee mugs with our logo on it.”

“So it’s okay if I stay in school like this and finish the year?”

“Of course. This university is trans-friendly and inclusive. It doesn’t matter whether you transformed magically overnight or simply identify as female. It’s just a matter of some simple paperwork,” the dean assured me.

“So how did you get involved with the society anyway?” I asked.

“Like you I was recruited and made the appropriate offering. I had no idea that it was going to turn me into a woman but the spirits don’t lie. They knew me better than I knew myself.”

“You mean you used to be a man?”

“Yes, but that was a long time ago and somewhat hard to remember now.”

“So are all of the society members former men?” I asked.

“Oh, no. It’s quite rare actually. You should consider yourself very lucky you were chosen for this honor,” said Dean Hopkins.

“Forgive me, but it’s hard for me to think of this as an honor,” I said.

“That’s how you feel right now, and that’s totally understandable. You’re still in a state of gender shock I imagine. It’s a startling thing to shine a light into your soul and discover you’re not exactly who you thought you were. But give it some time. View it as an experiment, if you will. And most of all try to have fun with it,” said the dean with a wink.

“So I take it you liked being female.”

“Love is a better word, but even that may not be strong enough. It is who I am. I can’t imagine being anything else.”

“Well it’s certainly a relief to know that I can continue my studies,” I said.

“And you’re doing quite well at them too I see from your files. You’ve obviously got a good head on your shoulders, I’m sure you’ll do just fine making the necessary adjustments. And don’t be afraid to reach out to the other members for help. You’re part of a sisterhood now, and Zoe is an excellent leader. It will be her job to guide you but everyone is there for support...including me. If you ever need to talk don’t hesitate to call. This is my personal number,” she said as she handed me a card. “Just remember that we are a secret society and would like to keep it that way as much as possible...and welcome to your new life.”


CHAPTER 4:

It was an enormous relief to know that I wasn’t going to be kicked out of school or thrown in a loony bin or something. It was also good to know that one could overcome this affliction and still lead a productive life. Of course Dean Hopkins didn’t make it seem like an affliction. It sounded like she had hopped on the pussy train and never looked back.

For me that seemed inconceivable. Not because I was this big stud who went around fucking girls left and right, sadly quite the opposite was true, but I still felt like a heterosexual man. Granted, I had a lot of tendencies that people often thought of as “feminine” but that didn’t make me female. And I have to admit that I’d had a few sexual thoughts about the male body, especially the kind possessed by my friends Paolo and Marcus, but that was merely because I envied them the kind of physique that I knew I would never have. They way they sculpted their bodies was a work of art of a kind and it was hard not to appreciate it.

I took the dean’s advice and had Zoe take me shopping. For one thing I had no idea what to buy, and for another it was a good excuse to hang out with her again. She seemed delighted to assist me and knew the coolest places to shop and the hippest things to buy.

I was a little embarrassed trying on some of the skimpier things, like bathing suits and lingerie, but Zoe made the whole thing kind of fun and I definitely did have the body to wear some pretty sexy stuff with style.

“So what did you think of Dean Hopkins?” Zoe asked when we stopped for coffee during our little shopping spree.

“So you heard I talked to her I take it,” I replied.

“Yes, she called me.”

“I couldn’t believe she used to be a man,” I commented.

“Well like you, in a way she probably never was,” said Zoe.

“Now wait a minute…” I began to protest.

“Relax sweetie, you don’t have to prove your manhood right now,” said Zoe. “I only mean that if the spirits picked you to be female then there had to be a part of you that was female already and that’s a beautiful thing.”

“So just who are these spirits anyway?” I asked.

“That’s kind of hard to explain. I suppose it’s just a word that attempts to define an unseen power that influences our lives. We don’t believe in the divine power of a singular goddess, like some religions do, we believe in the collective power of eternal womanhood and that every woman has the right to contribute to that collective power,” Zoe explained.

“Like a spiritual Wikipedia,” I joked.

“I hadn’t heard that one before, it’s very good,” Zoe said with a laugh.

I liked it when she laughed. And I liked the way her eyes sparkled when she talked about all this metaphysical stuff. I certainly wasn’t going to scoff at it, since I had no scientific or logical explanation for any of this, although it was all a little hard to swallow. Fortunately Zoe had a way of speaking that made me want to believe her. I also really wanted to see her naked.

“You know in ancient religions women were often seen as the true power of the universe. It’s your more modern Judeo/Christian and Islamic religions that marginalize women and shove them into the backseat,” said Zoe.

It was hard to think of those religions as particularly “modern” but on the scale of history they actually were. I was no expert on the subject of comparative religion but I hadn’t totally slept through that class either and I knew she had a point. The whole patriarchy thing had developed over time a few thousand years ago and had something to do with farming or something. Basically as the importance of men’s physical size and strength advantage increased women were forced to become second class citizens and denied the positions of power and prestige they once held.

I assumed that was the basis for the society’s belief in some kind of ancient mystical feminine power. How that was supposed to manifest itself in modern times and what they hoped to accomplish by tapping into that power was still quite beyond me. I was still just trying to figure out the whole band size/cup size bra measuring thing.

Being an artist one thing I appreciated about being able to wear female clothing was the variety of colors and styles available to me. If a man tried to wear something with a pretty floral pattern he’d have to be prepared for a lot of verbal abuse, unless it was a Hawaiian shirt which seemed to be the one feminine-looking article of clothing that a man could wear without his masculinity being questioned, if not his taste.

For a while I had done the whole all black thing, but that was kind of old and cliched, and people kept thinking I was trying for a Goth look so I had abandoned it. Now I could wear pretty much anything I felt like. I could dress in something overtly feminine and frilly or wear jeans and a t-shirt if I wanted to and nobody would think I was trying to be “butch” or whatever they called it.

Technically I was considered a transgender student now, which was true in a way, but not the same way that most transgender students had experienced. I also hadn’t asked for this gender change so it was still really hard for me to “identify” as female, even though there was no doubt that biologically speaking I was one.

So far things had gone better than they might have. The school was supportive, I had new friends from the society, and my roommate had taken it pretty much in stride, although I suspected he had ulterior motives. There was still my family to contend with, and my more “macho” friends like Marcus and Paolo, and the general school population who would no doubt be gossiping about the “dude who turned into a chick” overnight.

Well fuck them, I thought. I didn’t ask for this. If people wanted to stare and make crude jokes so what? I wasn’t like I hadn’t been bullied before. My passion for art and dancing and classical music hadn’t always gone over well with lunkheads who thought it was “sissy” stuff. I just had to get on with my life and try to make the best of a bad situation.

I tried to continue a painting I had been working on but it just didn’t feel right anymore so I scrapped it and started over. I had been pretty pleased with the progress I had made on the old painting but my mood just seemed to guide me almost effortlessly towards something new and kind of exciting. I didn’t know if being a girl was making me paint differently or it was just the raw emotional state I was in but I liked this new direction.

I caught Advik trying to get a glimpse of my body whenever I changed clothes but I didn’t really care. I wasn’t going to run off to the bathroom every time I needed to put on a shirt, and it seemed silly to make him promise to look away. I didn’t care if he saw me in my bra or something. We shared a room, we were bound to see each other in various stages of undress.

As long as it was all looking and no touching I had nothing to worry about.


CHAPTER 5:

Next on my list of notifications was my best friend Marcus. I sent him an email briefly outlining what had happened to me along with a selfie so that he’d recognize me when we met. Since I wasn’t going to mention the secret society to anyone unless absolutely necessary my cover story was that I just woke up this way and that it was an extremely rare genetic condition. The main thing was that I wanted people to know that I hadn’t chosen to become a woman it just happened overnight, so how it happened didn’t really matter.

We had planned to go club hopping and maybe do some dancing and try to pick up girls on Friday so we went ahead with the plan...just without the picking up girls part, for me anyway. Like my roommate Marcus was shocked by my transformation but at least he’d had some warning and knew what I looked like already.

He seemed very supportive, which was reassuring, but kept looking at me kind of funny, which was less so. I guess it was only natural since it’s not every day that one of your closest friends suddenly changes gender. Marcus was the same old Marcus to me, but I was this strange new girl he had never seen before.

“Well this does open up some interesting possibilities,” he commented before we went inside the club.

“What do you mean by that?” I asked a little suspiciously.

“For one thing it should make it easier for me to pick up girls. When you walk in a place with a hot babe at your side that gives you a lot of street cred. Nothing makes a girl want a guy more than the idea that he’s attached to some other girl, especially a pretty one. No offense to your current gender but women use some pretty twisted logic sometimes,” he replied.

The fact that Marcus indirectly referred to me as “pretty” and “a hot babe” was a little hard for me to wrap my head around, but like I said I enjoy praise so I took it as a compliment rather than as a warning but I did notice that he acted differently around me all night. He wouldn’t let me pay for any drinks and danced a lot closer to me than usual. Usually he did a lot of flirting with any number of girls but he seemed to be giving me his undivided attention. As ridiculous as it was it felt more like we were on a date than two buddies hanging out together.

I chalked it up to the newness of the situation. He had never been out with me when I was a girl before so he probably wasn’t sure how to behave and just kicked into his old habits. Nothing had changed about me except my physical appearance but that change was so dramatic it was probably a little hard for him to process. The important thing was that the cat was out of the bag and hopefully in time things would settle into a more normal routine between us.

When I went to the next gathering of the society I knew they’d all know about what happened to me so at least I wouldn’t have to explain myself. I wasn’t quite sure what to expect but I was welcomed with open arms. Everyone seemed so delighted that my offering had been accepted and treated me almost like a celebrity or something.

“Now Samantha is truly one of us and we should celebrate her passage into womanhood,” Zoe announced.

I knew that my name had been officially changed from Samuel to Samantha on my records but it was still strange to hear myself called that. Fortunately Sam was a name that could work either way so I planned on just sticking with that as much as possible.

The “celebration” began with each of the girls stepping up to me and doing the secret shimmy before giving me a huge wet kiss, tongue and all. Zoe was last but she held it the longest as she pulled my hood down and grabbed the back of my hair. If I still had a dick I’m sure it would have been hard as a rock but I could feel some moisture between my legs and knew that I was horny as hell without a penis.

Next my robe was ceremoniously removed, as well as the clothing beneath it, and I was made to stand naked in front of the altar. Then everyone recited some kind of speech as they touched my breasts and my vagina and rubbed my body all over. It was some kind of ritualistic thing about fertility and nurturing and life giving but I was so turned on I wasn’t really paying that much attention.

Suddenly one of the girls dropped her robe and I was surprised to see that she had on only a bra and panties underneath it but the panties were quickly removed and I was gently pushed to my knees in front of her and my head forced into her crotch. I didn’t need to be forced into being in that position and I didn’t hesitate to get my tongue to work on her sweet little pussy.

That process was repeated until I had licked every wet gash available, including Zoe’s, which really got me going. Then a full on lesbian orgy broke out with everybody fucking everybody.

It was the greatest pornographic fantasy coming true and what I had hoped for when I joined the society in the first place. The only difference was that I didn’t have a cock to worry about and could easily go all night with these gals without stopping.

The highlight of the festivities is when we all formed a chain, with me standing at the front, Zoe kneeling behind me with her face in my snatch, Saya on her back licking Zoe’s pussy above her, and Aicha crouching down with Saya’s cunt in her face. We licked and rubbed like crazy, and all of us switched places at various points so I think just about every combination got covered.

I have to admit that being out in that strange meadow, physically connected to all my new sisters, was a spiritual experience as well as a sexual one. The girls obviously loved girls and loved being girls and they were starting to make me wonder if I might love being a girl too. The fact that we were all still wearing our masks gave the whole thing kind of a kinky religious vibe too I suppose, but I genuinely felt moved by the communal coupling.

For someone with very little previous sexual experience it was quite an eye opener. It was like being tossed in the deep end of the pool where you had to sink or swim, but I would say that I swam in that pool of pussy like I had been doing it my whole life.

I got home quite late that night and Advik was already asleep. When I was a guy I probably would have told him all about my sexy adventure with three hot girls but now I didn’t feel totally comfortable talking to him about sex. I suppose I didn’t want him thinking about me in a sexual way, even if the sex was lesbian in nature, and I certainly didn’t want him to try and pressure me to hook him up with someone from the group. It was a secret society anyway, so what we did was better kept secret I figured, even though I was bursting to tell someone about my experience.

For the time being, at any rate, it was just my delightfully dirty little secret. I snuggled into bed happily thinking about all the pussy I’d licked and ass I’d grabbed and nipples I’d sucked, and how all of that had been done to me as well. When they say membership has its privileges that’s what they’re talking about.


CHAPTER 6:

A number of things changed for me after that orgiastic encounter. For one thing I became much more interested in campus activities. I bought some gear with the team logo on it and went to School Spirit Day, which was basically like a pep rally. I kicked a soccer ball around and took a selfie with the team mascots and even tried my hand at beer pong, which I played terribly but had fun trying.

Being a new person was kind of liberating I guess and being female seemed to help me come out of my shell. My fears about being the butt of everybody’s jokes didn’t seem to be coming true, which was a relief. If anything I seemed much more popular now and people wanted to hang out with me or talk to me or flirt with me. I wasn’t used to that but I was learning to like it.

Another thing I was learning to like was my body. My male body was never anything I was especially proud of and no amount of exercise ever seemed to get me anywhere close to the manly physiques of my studly friends. Now I was sporting a killer body and had no desire to become some musclebound weightlifter but I did want to keep in shape. That’s where Paolo comes in because he was a fitness nut and always trying to get me to join him in the gym. Now I was much more eager to work out with him than I had been before so we hooked up at the place where he worked part-time as an instructor.

I had warned him via email about my change, as I had with Marcus, and once again I got the pleasantly surprised reaction. The only difference was that Paolo didn’t try to hide his obvious lust for me and I found that directness surprisingly appealing.

“No offense, but I think I like you better this way,” said Paolo as he scoped out my body from top to bottom with an appraising eye. “I think we are going to have a lot more fun now.”

“What makes you think I’m suddenly attracted to men?” I asked.

Paolo just pulled off his shirt and grinned at me as he flexed his muscles. It was an impressive display which made a compelling argument.

“Time to play later. First we work out,” he announced as we headed for the treadmills.

Paolo definitely knew his stuff and guided me through my workout quite expertly but I noticed he also took quite a few liberties that I don’t think he would have gotten away with with most clients. Pressing my tummy was one thing but slipping his fingers under the waistband of my shorts was probably not regulation procedure.

When we’d finished he announced that it was time to hit the showers so I followed him down to the locker room and stripped out of my workout clothes. I got in the shower stall, shut the door, and turned on the water. A few moments later I was surprised when the door opened and there stood Paolo, buck naked, and sporting a huge fucking erection.

“Aren’t you going to invite me in?” he asked with a wicked grin on his face.

I was mesmerized by the sight of his naked body. From a painter’s perspective it was about as perfect a specimen of manhood as one could ask for. I marveled at its beauty and tingled between the legs with excitement.

I found myself reaching out and grabbing his dick. I’d never felt another man’s cock in my hand but I knew what to do with it. I stood in the shower and slowly stroked him as he stood just outside the door. I think I still harbored some kind of crazy thought that if I just touched him a little that would be enough and I would take my shower and go home but it was way too late for that now.

“Don’t you think I should probably come inside?” suggested.

I never stopped jerking him off as he joined me in the shower and shut the door. Even as we started to kiss I still had hiss throbbing member in my hand. Obviously I always knew that Paolo was attractive, but I think I had tried to dismiss that as my artistic eye. I was trained to see beauty in all places and forms and I had admired his form as I might have admired a classical statue of a Greek god or something. Of course I’d never kissed a statue while I was taking a shower so the real flesh and blood aspects of my admiration were a little hard to dismiss. My pulse was racing and I felt myself losing all control as he leaned my shoulders back against the wall of the shower and squatted down a little to get his big cock lined up with my pussy.

I put my arms around his neck and looked down in fascination as he entered me. I was a virgin, of course, and it took a moment or two for him to press on through but he accomplished that with ease and then I was a virgin no more.

“Oh, Paolo. I’ve never been fucked before,” I moaned softly.

“How do you like it?” I asked.

“I’m not sure...I think I like it a lot,” I replied.

“It gets better as it goes along, I promise you,” he said with a chuckle.

I honestly had no idea that I was going to do this when I agreed to work out with Paolo but I think I also sort of knew that it was probably going to happen. I was so curious to know what it would be like to have sex with a man, and Paolo was such a sexy man, it seemed only logical that we would copulate.

With the water cascading off our naked bodies, and my tits bouncing with every thrust as the little cubicle filled with steam it was the most sensual experience of my life as a man or a woman. I had never been a big pleasure seeker but some of my recent activities had been positively hedonistic and I was beginning to really succumb to the ways of the flesh.

“It’s good to have a man inside you, isn’t it?” said Paolo.

“Yes...it’s very good,” I panted.

“I’ll bet you’re glad now that you turned into a woman.”

Was I? Was I really ready to concede that? I wasn’t sure. Having Paolo’s big hard cock in my pussy was the most amazing thing I’d ever felt on a physical level, but was that enough to make me prefer being female? That seemed awfully shallow and superficial. I was certainly glad that becoming a woman had some definite upside, but I had been born and raised a man and I couldn’t surrender that so lightly. My sexuality was definitely up for grabs, that was for sure. I had no problem at all having lesbian sex with my fellow society members so maybe if I had let Paolo seduce me as a man I would have enjoyed it just as much as I was enjoying it now. Conceding my potential bi-sexuality was a lot easier than conceding my manhood in general.

Fortunately it didn’t matter at the moment. He was a guy, I was a girl, he had a cock, and I had a pussy, and we were just doing what billions of other people had done throughout the ages. In these bodies we found each other attractive and we were acting on those impulses. There was no need to go deeper than that.

“Oh, God...give it to me...go deeper...deeper,” I moaned once Paolo had turned me around to face the wall and taken me from behind. “Oh, Paolo...I didn’t know it could feel like this.”

My pussy was dripping wet but I knew it was from the inside and not the result of the shower. Strange little electrical impulses were snapping in my brain like firecrackers and I was shaking. He was definitely right about it getting better as it went along, although at this point I was quite happy if this was a good as it got.

My head was spinning as Paolo put a load of his cum inside me. It was a good thing that Zoe had turned me on to birth control pills right away or I might have been freaking out. This was definitely not a planned thing and getting knocked up right now would be a total disaster.

When we finished we toweled off and I looked at Paolo with very different eyes. He wasn’t just my friend anymore he was my first male lover and the man who took my virginity.

“You were awesome Paolo!” was the most profound thing I could think of to say at this big moment in my life.

“Any time baby. Paolo knows how to give a girl a good workout,” he said, flashing that wicked little grin of his.

He would get no argument from me.


CHAPTER 7:

As I rode my bike back home the whole world just seemed more beautiful to me. I actually stopped riding at one point and started dancing in front of some fountains on the campus grounds. It was like something out of a movie, I suppose, and I probably looked like a dork for doing it but I didn’t care. I’d lost my virginity at last and never felt better in my life.

My first sexual encounter had been an outdoor lesbian orgy and my second had been a torrid fuck fest in a shower with a fitness instructor. My life was becoming more and more like an erotic romance novel every day.

I used to sort of wonder what all the fuss was about. I knew from masturbating that getting my rocks off was a very pleasant sensation, at least briefly at the end when I was getting some relief, but I never would have guessed that the human interaction part would add so much to the experience, or that being female would be so stimulating regardless of the gender of my partner.

Paolo had been inside me. I mean you just couldn’t get a more intimate exchange than that. I was already close to him as a friend but letting him fuck me took things to a whole new level. Of course Paolo fucked a lot of girls so maybe now I was just another notch on his bedpost or a number in his little black book. I wondered how this might affect our friendship. Paolo didn’t tend to have female friends he had a list of girls that he liked to hook up with. Would he still think of me as a friend or would I just be one of those hookup girls?

I suppose it didn’t really matter that much. We didn’t have a lot in common anyway, and if we got together again just so that he could bone me I wouldn’t really mind that. And this was only temporary anyway. Once I was back to my old self everything would probably go back to being the way it was.

That was actually kind of a sad thought because I liked fucking Paolo and looked forward to a repeat performance soon. But that was just me thinking with my snatch. I was still in the glow of the freshly fucked and everything seemed to revolve around sex. Once this feeling wore off I’d be able to think clearly and rationally again. Right now I just wanted to dance and jump around like an idiot.

When Zoe dropped by to see me at my dorm a few days later I was actually a little hesitant to tell her that I had been with a man. Nobody had told me that I wasn’t supposed to do that but the society was all about worshiping femininity, and there was obviously a big lesbian component to the rituals and whatnot so I wasn’t sure how she would react. Fortunately she seemed delighted with the news.

“Good for you girl!” she exclaimed enthusiastically. “Having sex with guys is one of the best parts of being female.”

“It was pretty fucking mind blowing,” I said with a giggle.

“Of course you can still play with girls if you want to,” said Zoe with a suggestive look that made me feel a little shiver of excitement run down my spine.

When Zoe invited me for a “spa day” I didn’t know what it meant but I didn’t hesitate to accept. Apparently is was kind of an orgy of pampering and indulgent relaxation. I don’t know if men were excluded but it was definitely something for the ladies. I soaked in a mud bath with cucumbers on my eyes, which was kind of weird, but supposedly it treated black circles and puffy skin, which I didn’t really have but “an ounce of prevention” and all that.

Then I had a foot massage, took a yoga class, and had a full body massage with hot stones moved around all over the place, which felt amazing. When Zoe and I found ourselves alone in the sauna I felt more relaxed than I thought I could feel, but apparently we weren’t there to just sit around.

“Now this is the best part of spa day,” said Zoe as she dropped her towel exposing her tight little body.

I also disrobed and soon we were in each other’s arms with our lips locked before Zoe reached between my legs and started feeling me up. While she fingered me with one hand she squeezed my boobs with the other and sucked on my nipples. I just stood there feeling great and starting to moan very softly.

Next she had me put an outstretched arm on the seat of the bench, which caused me to bend over a bit. She started to finger me from behind but mixed in a few slaps to my rump as well. She even pulled my ponytail a couple of times. My delighted reaction seemed to please her.

“I think you’re definitely bottom material,” she commented.

“Is that bad?” I asked.

“Not at all. It just means you like to be dominated, which can be totally awesome,” Zoe replied. “I tend to be a top with other girls, but that’s just my aggressive nature. Put me in a room with an alpha male and I’ll happily be his bottom.”

“What is an alpha male anyway?” I asked. “I mean I’ve heard the expression but I don’t really know what it means.”

“Well in the animal world it’s the leader of the pack, which pretty much sums up the human experience as well. They tend to be big and strong...and well hung...and they know how hot they are. They’re take charge kind of guys who like to be the boss and dominate. They can be total sexist assholes but they can also be the greatest fuck you’ve ever had if you’re in the right mood.”

“That sounds kind of like Paolo...the guy I…”

“Got your brains fucked out by?”

“Ah, yeah,” I said sheepishly. “He’s certainly big and strong and well hung and kind of aggressive but I don’t think he’s an asshole. Of course we didn’t have a lot of time in that shower.”

“But you liked it when he took charge?” asked Zoe.

“Yeah. Of course I didn’t have any experience so it was kind of nice to have someone there who knew what they were doing,” I replied.

“Well let’s see how you like this. Get down on your knees like a good little bitch and lick my pussy,” Zoe suddenly demanded.

I was kind of caught off guard by the tone of her voice but I gladly complied and got down with my face in her box. Zoe grabbed the back of my head and pressed my face tightly against her pelvis.

“Oh my God, baby, that’s fantastic!” she moaned. “If you suck cock as enthusiastically as you lick pussy you’re going to be a very popular girl.”

Once again I had found myself in a completely pornographic situation. When we first took off our towels I was nervous and afraid that someone might walk in and see us, but once we got rolling I didn’t give a shit anymore. The fact that we were in a semi-public place just made it all the more exciting. And I wasn’t used to all of this open and frank discussion about sex, which was very exciting too. I had listened to my male friends brag about their sexual exploits but we never actually talked about sex and I never really learned anything except that my friends got laid all the time and I didn’t.

After I got Zoe off with my tongue she got me off with her fingers and then we just kind of stood around touching each other all over.

“Don’t you just love being a girl?” asked Zoe.

Yes I do, I thought.


CHAPTER 8:

I certainly loved being a girl when sex was involved, but that was probably partly due to the fact that I was getting a lot of sex for the first time in my life and there was no denying that sex felt great. And I liked the confidence that my new looks gave me and the popularity. I also liked the clothing options. I wasn’t so crazy about all the grooming being female seemed to require and the time it took to get ready to go out but those were fairly minor inconveniences. I hadn’t experienced my first period yet but I was prepared for it with a handy tampon always at the ready in my purse.

While I had thoroughly enjoyed my spa day with Zoe a couple of things were kind of disconcerting later when I thought about them. Zoe made it sound like being a “bottom” was a perfectly good and natural thing but it seemed odd to me that I would ever aspire to be dominated by someone else. Although I was not an aggressive person, from a personality standpoint, I was very ambitious when it came to my art and very competitive in school. I had high standards and demanded a lot of myself. The idea that some muscle-bound lunk would come along and pull my hair and push me around seemed like the kind of bullying I had been trying to avoid my whole life.

On the other hand the thought of it did make me hot, and Zoe, who was usually a top, said that she really enjoyed being dominated by a man sometimes. Sexually I was still so inexperienced, and so grateful to be getting laid at all, that I would have gone along with just about anything anyone suggested. It was kind of funny but I could honestly see being submissive in the bedroom while still being a go-getter in the rest of my life. Maybe sex roles didn’t have to reflect your total personality.

Another thing she mentioned was sucking cock. I had no idea how to suck a cock. Nobody had ever sucked mine so I didn’t even know what it was supposed to feel like. I wasn’t turned off or appalled by the concept of giving head, I just didn’t have a clue about how one went about it. I’d only been with one man, and his dick was huge, as far as I was concerned, and I couldn’t imagine how I would get something that large into my mouth.

I thought about asking Zoe to teach me but figured it was probably time for me to figure some of this stuff out on my own. To that end I ordered a dildo online that was very realistic-looking. It was crazy big but I figured if I could learn to handle that I’d probably be able to handle just about anything.

Getting the dildo was one thing, figuring out where and when to use it was another. There’s not a lot of privacy in a dorm. I could sneak it into a bathroom stall, or wait until I was sure my roommate wouldn’t be back for a while, or I could get in bed, pull the blankets over my head, and shove the fake dick down my throat under wraps. I really didn’t need to have anyone know that I was practicing giving head. I was afraid it might give people the wrong impression.

The dildo was very realistic but it lacked the warmth and the life of the real thing, even so it reminded me of holding Paolo’s cock in my hand and that got me horny. Apparently what I needed to be was relaxed, at least in the throat area. Fortunately I didn’t have much of a gag reaction so I was able to take quite a bit of the dildo down without much trouble. From the porn videos I watched for inspiration it looked like one could give a totally respectable BJ by only taking three or four inches at a time, especially if one used their hand to stroke the shaft while sucking the head.

Going balls deep was impressive looking, but I didn’t think most men would probably expect that of me. I knew from my personal experience as a man that most of the action took place up at the tip anyway so as long as the dick was in my mouth and getting some play I could probably get by without cramming the whole thing down my throat. And Zoe had pointed out my enthusiasm as being the key to good oral sex so as long as I attacked the cock with vigor that was probably as important as good technique.

I felt kind of silly hiding under my blankets shoving a rubber dick in my mouth but it was kind of sexy too. I was doing something naughty that I didn’t want people to know about and fantasizing about having a real cock in my mouth so while it was basically homework it was a lot more fun than my usual class assignments.

The irony of the situation didn’t really hit me right away. I had gone from trying to avoid any contact with men for fear that they might try to hit on me to studying how to give the best BJ in remarkably short time. I suppose the fact that as a man I was not the homophobic type and not totally wrapped up in trying to prove my manhood all the time probably helped ease me in that transition. I had probably tried to deny or repress some of my homoerotic urges but now I felt free to do whatever I liked, and what I seemed to really like was sex, sex, and more sex.

Of course woman does not live by sex alone and I still had my classes to attend and my painting to work on. Somewhat to my surprise my new sexual appetite didn’t distract my from my work, rather it seemed to make me more focused, if anything. That kind of surprised me because in a lot of ways I had become a lot more fun-loving and silly since I had turned female. Being more frivolous and more focused seemed to be at odds with each other.

I suppose it was a matter of timing. One didn’t want to be silly when knee deep in serious work, but that didn’t mean that you had to go around in a dark, gloomy, funk all the time. I was obviously a complex and multi-faceted creature so there was no reason I couldn’t be a combination of a whole lot of things.

I suppose a lot of women were that way. Working moms who had to be career minded as well as family oriented. Wearing many hats. Competing against men in the office while being nurturing and maternal at home and playing whatever role in the bedroom they chose to play.

My father was a nice man but most of his energy was spent on making big piles of money, which was cool because I liked being able to whip out that gold card without worrying, but his limited free time was often spent on the golf course or sipping Scotch while he listened to Classical music in his den. I suppose some of that might have been my fault because I wasn’t the kind of son that you tended to toss a football around with, and basically preferred to be alone with my paints anyway, but my mother had been the one I connected with and bonded with throughout my childhood.

It would be foolish to imply that all men were more self-centered and all women were more giving, but I could see how the different sexes often expressed their self-sacrifice in difference ways. My dad made a good living but we weren’t super-rich people who lived in a mansion and had maids and cooks and butlers so my mother handled the domestic chores and still managed to find time for me somehow so that I never felt shortchanged.

I still hadn’t seen my mother since my transformation, although my family knew all about it by this time, but I was determined that when I did see her I would thank her for everything she had done for me.


CHAPTER 9:

It is said that Vincent van Gogh only sold one painting in his life, which probably isn’t true but is close enough to the truth to be relevant. Like many great artists he wasn’t appreciated in his time and had difficulty making ends meet while pursuing his craft. I, on the other hand, had already sold at least half a dozen paintings, and not just to relatives or friends of the family. I don’t mention this as a boast, or suggest that somehow that made me superior to van Gogh, but it was a source of pride and always gave me kind of a rush when I thought about the fact that some stranger would give me money for my art.

Most of the things I had sold had been at festivals or competitions I had entered so when I found out that an actual gallery wanted to buy one of my works and put it on display I was absolutely floored. One of my teachers had called their attention to something I had created recently and I guess they were pretty impressed.

It was something I had painted entirely after becoming female, which made the whole thing even more surprising. I knew my work was going in a new direction, and I thought it was pretty interesting, but I had no idea that it would go over that well.

Advik was there when I got the news and we hugged and danced around the room and he managed to scrounge up a bottle of champagne from somewhere and we toasted my success. We probably toasted it quite a lot because I was feeling very good and kind of flirty in no time. Our dancing turned to slow dancing and when his hand slipped down and cupped my butt cheek I didn’t protest. And when he squeezed my breasts together I didn’t try to stop him. And when he dropped his pants and showed me his cock I locked the door, got undressed, and bent over so that I was leaning my hands on my easel as he took me from behind.

I let him fuck me for a while and then decided that it was time to pt my blowjob practice to some real life testing so he leaned back against the easel while I got on my knees and grabbed his throbbing member. It was good to feel a warm cock in my hand again and I wondered what it would feel like to have it in my mouth. I felt that I knew what I was doing now but it was still kind of a big deal to be giving head for the first time.

I thought I was going to start out kind of slowly and lick and kiss him all over but once I was down there, and his prick was right in my face, I threw my technique out the window and started sucking him greedily.

“Looks like all of that practice paid off,” said Advik as he folded his arms behind his head and looked quite content.

“You know about that?” I asked, feeling a bit embarrassed.

“Yeah, I’ve seen you when you thought I was asleep. It wasn’t too hard to figure out what you were doing under the covers,” he replied with a grin.

“Oh, my God. I feel like such a slut.”

“Don’t make that sound like a bad thing. Some of my best friends are sluts. I only wish you had asked to practice with me instead of that dildo.”

“Well, you’re my first real BJ so I guess this kind of is still practice,” I joked. “Don’t expect great results.”

“Just go back to doing what you were doing honey. You seem to have it all figured out pretty well.”

I grabbed the back of his legs and opened my mouth wide. He thrust his cock forward and soon I was bobbing my head on his rod like a crazy person. It was wet and sloppy but enthusiastic, and Zoe had pointed out the importance of enthusiasm so I hoped she was right.

“I think I’m getting about ready here,” said Advik. “What do you want me to do?”

“I want you to cum all over my slutty face,” a gasped, taking just long enough to spit the words out before gobbling his pecker again.

“You mean the face of the talented Ms. Atkins, rising star in the world of art?” Advik joked.

“Yes,” I replied. “Paint my face with your hot sticky jizz.”

I suppose it was a pretty hard invitation to turn down and I’m not even sure why I said it, but I think I kind of wanted to watch the cum fly out of his dick for some reason. Or maybe I was just so horny that nothing less than a facial would do for the finale of my first BJ.

With many grunts and groans Advik let me have it. I opened my mouth and got a little taste of some of his essence but I think the bulk of it ended up on my chin and cheeks and nose. We were both breathing heavily and I just looked up at him with what I can only imagine was a pretty goofy grin.

“So how was it?” I asked.

“Baby, you don’t have to ask,” chuckled Advik as he pulled his pants up. “Just go look in a mirror.”


CHAPTER 10:

I suppose it was inevitable that I would have sex with my roommate. He was cute, if kind of funky, and I really liked him, and I had deliberately tortured him a few times by letting him catch a glimpse of some bare body part. I always acted like I was shocked but I think he knew I was teasing him. One thing I definitely didn’t want to be known as was a cock tease, so I figured he would probably make a move at some point and I would probably let him.

Sucking dick had been pretty awesome, although I sort of wished that I had shown a little more self-control and applied some of the nifty tricks I had learned, but there was time for that later. I was a crazed little cock weasel and I wanted his man meat desperately so there wasn’t much I could do to contain myself.

It actually kind of scared me a little the way I had become almost demonically possessed with lust but I suppose there are worse things in the world than being really into sex. It kind of seemed to go hand-in-hand with being less inhibited and uptight in general. I used to try and keep my emotions in check but these days I tended to wear them on my sleeve. That was a change that I was enjoying because it was so liberating.

Was it because I was female and there was something different in my DNA that was making me feel this way? Or was it the confidence I felt from feeling so good about my looks? Or maybe it was the idea that I was a new person and felt free to forge a new personality. Or maybe it was some combination of those things. Whatever it was I approved of it.

On the other hand my mood swings were sometimes a little hard to comprehend. Sometimes some trivial little thing that would never have really bothered me before could trigger a burst of anger that seemed to have come out of nowhere, and I could feel myself getting all misty-eyed over some soppy thing on TV. It wasn’t just that I displayed my emotions more I was actually more emotional, for better or worse. Maybe it sounds sexist to say it but I knew that in my case at least it was true. I felt things more deeply and more profoundly more often.

One thing I didn’t want to feel was love. Not that I didn’t want to be loved, or to love in a platonic way, but I knew I should probably avoid any serious romantic entanglements. There was just no future in it. When the school year ended I’d be back to being a man and there was no point in investing in a relationship that had such a short shelf life.

Don’t get me wrong, my girlish heart yearned for a taste of real romance, but I needed to stay focused on being a slut, a party girl, and easy lay, whatever you wanted to call it. Boys needed to know that I was up for anything as long as there weren’t any strings attached.

I suppose that’s why I hadn’t fucked Marcus yet, although we had fooled around a little and I figured it was just a matter of time before we did the deed. In a strange sort of way Marcus and I actually fit together better as a guy and a girl because we were always such an odd couple as two male buddies. He had been a poor black kid growing up in a rough neighborhood until he was sent to live with his aunt and uncle who were pretty well off and lived just a block away from us. That’s how I met Marcus.

We just hit it off for some reason. I guess as kids we didn’t really see the differences between us all that much. I was impressed by his strength and athletic ability, and he was impressed by my artistic skills. I helped him with his homework and he was kind of my protector. On paper it probably wasn’t a friendship that was supposed to work but it did.

Now that I was a girl it didn’t seem as strange. Nobody expected me to be his physical equal and he was still my protector and I still helped him with his homework. The big difference was that now we had a physical attraction between us, and that seemed to make everything else make sense. That was what made Marcus kind of dangerous. We were much better as a couple than as platonic male friends, but I couldn’t let that go too far.

When I invited Marcus to the exhibition opening at the gallery where my painting was to be displayed he seemed very pleased to have been asked. He also insisted that he wanted to get me something special for the occasion so he took me shopping to a very elegant store. I was worried that it might be out of his price range but I was determined not to let him go crazy and spend too much.

Unfortunately we got caught in a terrible snow storm and were kind of stuck in the store while we waited for the weather to hopefully improve a bit.

“Come on,” said Marcus as he took my hand and we sneakily went to the back of the shop where there was a door leading to what I assumed was a supply closet or something.

“Do you think we should?” I asked nervously as I looked around to see if anyone was watching us.

“Why not? I don’t think they’re going to kick us out in a blizzard and it’s a hell of a way to pass the time.”

The door wasn’t locked so we let ourselves in quietly. It was a mostly empty supply closet, as I had suspected, and it appeared that it was going to be the place where I had sex with my best friend for the first time.

“Are you scared?” asked Marcus.

“Not really. We can lock the door from the inside so nobody can burst in on us,” I pointed out.

“I meant about having sex,” Marcus replied.

“Oh...that...well the thing of it is I...I sort of…”

“That’s cool, baby,” said Marcus taking me in his arms. “You don’t have to explain. Who wouldn’t want to tap that hot little body of yours? I guess you must have liked it if you want to try it again.”

Marcus turned me around and pulled my skirt and panties down. Then I heard him undoing his pants and a moment later I felt his big black cock sliding around the lips of my pussy before plunging in.

I knew that sooner or later Marcus and I would probably have sex but I never quite pictured it happening in a storage closet in the back of a store. Of course all of my sexual encounters had been in kind of unconventional or semi-public places so far so this was just par for the course. People use the expression “going to bed with someone” as a euphemism for having sex but so far I’d never had sex in a bed.

We had started in kind of a slow rhythmic almost dance-like motion where he’d thrust forward and I’d push my butt back to meet his thrust but as things went along he pinned my arm behind me and began to give it to me with more speed and power.

“You may have been fucked before, baby, but I’m going to see to it that you’ve never been fucked like this,” Marcus said in a raspy sort of whisper.

I knew he was a little jealous, which I found very flattering. It was also good for him to know that he couldn’t stake any sort of exclusive claim to me, even if that thought sounded rather appealing right about now.

Next he lifted one of my legs up and held it and I leaned my head back on his shoulder.

“Did you ever think we’d be doing this someday?” I said dreamily.

“Well, not when you were a dude,” he chuckled, “but that’s just about all I’ve been thinking about since you became a girl.”

As things were building up Marcus pressed my back down and grabbed both of my wrists. Now I was leaning way forward with my arms outstretched behind me as he began to fuck me senseless. I wanted to cry out but I bit my lip and whimpered instead.

“Oh, God yes...yes baby...fuck me...fuck me...ooooowwwwww…fuck my pink little pussy with your big black cock you fucking stud…”

“Girl, you got a filthy mouth on you,” Marcus commented with a laugh.

“I know, I can’t fucking help it,” I replied.

“Doesn’t bother me.”

There wasn’t much talking after that, but a lot of moaning and grunting. Anyone standing near the door could probably hear us but it was too late to worry about that now. When I felt Marcus begin to cum inside me I had this blinding flash in my brain that we were making a baby, which of course we weren’t because I was totally on top of my birth control pill schedule, but it wasn’t fear that was in my brain. It was a weird sort of warm feeling that I can’t possibly describe.

When he finished he pulled out and rubbed his sticky dick all over my butt before he tucked it back in his pants. I quickly pulled up my panties and my skirt and we kissed briefly before letting ourselves out of the storeroom as quietly as we could.

Our timing couldn’t have been better because there appeared to be a break in the storm so we had a chance to make our escape. Marcus stopped at the door suddenly remembering that we hadn’t bought anything, which was the whole purpose of coming here in the first place.

“Don’t worry baby...you gave me the gift I really wanted,” I said as I squeezed his hand and we dashed out into the cold.


CHAPTER 11:

So Marcus had put his cock in me. No big deal really if you thought about it. A couple of horny college students had a quickie in a closet. Not exactly news. But to me it was kind of a big deal. I had always been in awe of his physical abilities. Like a lot of kids who grow up in the ghetto sports seems like a potential way out, but even after Marcus had moved into better circumstances he was still a great athlete who loved competing so sports were still very important to him.

Now I had a chance to fully appreciate his physical prowess instead of just admiring it from the sidelines. I felt completely weak and helpless and at his mercy when he took me and I absolutely loved the feeling of being overpowered by him. Being bent over with his dick inside me felt like the most natural thing in the world. I loved that he wanted me and lusted after me and filled me with his sperm.

Of course Marcus stuck his dick in lots of girls so that hardly made me special but that was probably just as well anyway since I couldn’t hope for anything other than being one of his many lays. Hopefully it wouldn’t mess with our friendship too much once I went back to being male, but there was no way to know that for certain.

In the meantime life just kept sailing on. I had classes to attend and reports to complete and exams to study for, and of course I was always painting. I also had to keep making offerings at the altar and attending gatherings to stay in good with the secret society that meant so much to me now.

At first I sort of thought the whole thing was just an excuse for a bunch of lesbians to get together and lick pussy, which would have been fine by me, but Zoe and the others took it much more seriously so I tried to as well.

Part of their agenda seemed to be pretty feminist in nature, decrying the way women have gotten the shaft through the centuries by a male dominated society that actively worked to suppress and diminish them, and part of it seemed kind of old school with a heavy emphasis on the importance of child bearing and preparing yourself to be a good mate for a man someday...or a woman if you did happen to be a lesbian.

These were definitely not man haters, but neither were they advocating that a woman’s place was barefoot pregnant and in the kitchen. At first I found things seeming to be kind of contradictory but then I started to realize that it was all part of what I had known all along, that women were a study in contradictions and capable of an astonishing variety of thoughts, feelings, and aspirations. You didn’t have to be one thing or another, or bound by labels and stereotypes.

I found that all very inspirational, although of course it wouldn’t impact my life personally for too long. At least my time being a woman would hopefully provide me with better insight and an understanding of females once I had turned back.

The thing I was still very confused about was the “magical” aspect of the society, for lack of a better word. Somehow I had been transformed into a woman overnight, and would hopefully be turned back into a man just as easily. And all those pyrotechnics at the altar obviously weren’t stage effects. There was some kind of magic, or witchcraft, or spell casting going on but so far nobody had said a word about it to me.

Before experiencing these wonders for myself I never would have believed in anything supernatural but it was pretty hard to deny its existence now. Where did that power come from and what else were they able to do with it?

It was a puzzle and all part of the greater mystery which was why did they choose me? Other men had obviously done the same thing I did and remained men. What made me turn female?

I suppose it sort of made sense. There had always been things about me that people would describe as effeminate, if they were being nice. A little boy who liked to paint and played the violin was not exactly the textbook example of being macho in most people’s eyes. And I had a small, slender frame and what my mother described as “delicate” features. Thank goodness I had Marcus as a friend because nobody was going to mess with me with him around, and usually once they found out we were buddies I was welcomed into circles that I probably normally wouldn’t have been.

But did that really make me female? God knows that I certainly took to it like a duck to water, and I didn’t mind the thought as much as I did at the start, but it still puzzled me a little. I suppose I had never given my gender identity much thought at all, other than to defend myself whenever someone suggested I might be queer or a sissy or something. And I wanted sex because everyone wants sex and I was curious, but I never questioned whether I had any sort of gay or bi-sexual leanings. As long as I had my canvass I could escape into a world of my own creation, and that was good enough for me.

Now I was living in a very different world. A world I obviously never thought I would live in. It was a world of magic, both literal and metaphorical. I no longer turned to my canvass for escape as much as for self-expression. I painted what I felt, not what I thought would make a good painting.

If there really was something about me that made me more feminine than most men I didn’t feel ashamed about it anymore. And who was I to argue with the powers of unseen magic? If they decided that I had some special qualities that made me an ideal candidate to sample womanhood I should be grateful and appreciate the rare and unique opportunity I was being given.

The indoctrination was working on me quite well. So well in fact that I began to wonder how I would feel when my time being female was up and I went back to my old self. In many ways I felt like I was just beginning to scratch the surface of what it meant to be a woman and I wanted to explore that as much as I could.

I had been video chatting with my mom but when I finally went home for a visit it still felt a little awkward at first. Fortunately that passed pretty quickly. My mother seemed very happy that I was getting along as a girl so well and insisted that we go shopping together. I’m not sure whether she didn’t approve of some of my wardrobe choices or just wanted to experience some mother/daughter time together but I was happy to go. I had always been close to my mom but being the same gender just seemed to make us even closer...and I got some good swag in the deal too!

My father was more indifferent, but that was my dad. I don’t think he honestly cared one way or the other whether I was a man or a woman. I was still the same person with the same interests I just looked different so in his pragmatic mind nothing really changed from his perspective. He was still paying the bills whether I had a pussy or a dick.

My mom kind of pressed me, indirectly, to find out if I had been dating as a girl and I finally told her I had. I think she sort of wanted to give me the big sex talk but I managed to convince her that everything was cool and I knew what I was doing.

It was kind of reassuring to know that things hadn’t gotten too weird at home. They’d be back to normal soon enough anyway, but I had been a little nervous about actually showing up as a girl.


CHAPTER 12:

When I got back to school everything was more or less as I had left it. I had the same classes to get to, another gathering to attend, and even my unfinished painting was still sitting on the easel waiting for me to be inspired again. I also had a list of lovers who were anxious to see me. Everything was the same, and yet in a way I felt it had changed too.

My mother had just accepted me as her daughter as if it was the most natural thing in the world. It wasn’t like she made me feel like she never wanted a son, it was more like this was the role I was always meant to play and now I was finally playing it. Did she, like the spirits, know something about me that I didn’t know? That was probably paranoia on my part because my mother was very nice and loved me and was probably just trying to make me feel comfortable in what was, after all, a very strange and potentially embarrassing situation.

As for the anxious lovers Marcus hit me up right away with a proposal to go on a double date with a friend of his and some other girl. It sounded like fun and I figured we could always ditch the other couple if we wanted to be alone so I accepted.

I was in for quite a shock when I discovered that the friend Marcus was speaking of was none other than Paolo, the man I had lost my virginity to at the gym. Of course I knew that Marcus and Paolo were friends but it never crossed my mind that he would be the friend Marcus had invited on the double date.

“It’s good to see you again,” said Paolo as he hugged me and kissed me on the cheek.

I almost freaked out but then I remembered that Paolo and I were friends long before I became a woman so there was nothing odd about greeting me as a friend. Still the fact that I had been fucked by both of the men on the date made me feel a little weird. It wasn’t like I had any kind of a commitment with either of them but I wondered how much they knew.

Paolo’s date was a cute babe with turquoise hair named Vanessa. I didn’t recognize her from anywhere but Paolo knew a lot of girls so maybe they met at the gym or something. She had a bubbly personality and I liked her right off the bat, even if she was dating a guy that I had seriously lustful thoughts about.

To make things even weirder we had a picnic up at the old ruins that overlooked the meadow where our secret society gatherings took place. Of course nobody knew that but me but it still seemed odd to be frolicking about so near there.

“Paolo told me about your...situation,” said Vanessa when we were enjoying our picnic lunch. “It’s hard to believe that you haven’t always been a girl.”

“Sometimes it’s a little hard for me to believe it too,” I replied.

“So how do you like it?” asked Vanessa.

“I like it just fine, which is good, because I didn’t have any choice in the matter,” I pointed out.

A little later Paolo and Marcus were tossing a Frisbee around while Vanessa and I sat and watched. Both guys were quite good at it, making athletic leaping catches or tossing it behind their back or between their legs. I realized that they were showing off for our benefit, which I thought was kind of cute.

“So did you like boys before you became a girl or did that just happen?” asked Vanessa.

“It just happened, I guess,” I said with a shrug. “I still like girls too but there is something about a big strong guy that’s hard to resist.”

“You can say that again...especially if they’re big in the right places,” Vanessa said with a giggle.

“So how well do you know Paolo?” I inquired.

“Not well at all. I see him around the gym a lot but I’ve only gone out with him once before,” Vanessa replied. “But you guys were all buddies when you were a guy, weren’t you?”

“Yeah.”

“Does that make it easier or kind of weird for you?”

“A little of both I think,” I said with a laugh.

When Paolo and Marcus came back over to us the necking started almost immediately. I was a little surprised that we were doing it out in the open in broad daylight, but I was kind of getting used to that whole thing by now. Still, when the boys stood up and whipped out their big cocks I was a little taken aback. A little PDA was one thing, but sucking dick in the park seemed like the sort of thing that could land you in jail.

“I hope you ladies still have an appetite after lunch,” Marcus joked.

I shot a glance at Vanessa, and we both giggled, then we got on our knees in front of our men and prepared to feast.


CHAPTER 13:

It felt so wicked to be giving head out in the open like that but I soon lost all my apprehension as my lust overtook everything else. It was my first time giving Marcus a BJ and I was thrilled for the opportunity, even if the surroundings were less than ideal.

Out of the corner of my eye I could see Vanessa stroking Paolo’s shaft and licking the tip of his dick. She was taking her time, but it wasn’t like she was scared, I think she was just good at cock sucking and building up the tension. I tried to do the same but I was hopelessly addicted to dick and had to gulp down as much of Marcus as I could.

Did Marcus know I had fucked Paolo? It would have been a very guy thing to do to talk about it. I wondered if they compared notes. That was a weird thought. If they did hopefully they said nice things about me.

As for me I was doing a little comparative analysis myself trying to determine who had the bigger cock. It was a little hard to tell since both of them kept disappearing down our throats but it looked to be a pretty even contest.

I had been in a four-way before, but that was with three other girls, so the math was a little different this time. When the first switch came I wasn’t prepared for it at all but Marcus and Paolo seemed to know exactly what they wanted to do, which made me a little suspicious. Vanessa stayed on her knees, only now she was blowing Marcus, and I was lying flat on her back with my legs sticking up in the air and Paolo holding up my butt while he pounded my pussy.

It was definitely planned, because nobody would ever just end up in that position naturally, and I was a little miffed that we girls weren’t even consulted, but the feeling of Paolo’s manhood in my wet gash took away any unpleasant thoughts I might have been having.

I couldn’t see Vanessa but I could hear her slurping away and the contented moans coming from Marcus. Instead of feeling jealous I was happy for the chance to be with Paolo again, especially after ogling his cock for some time. Now that beautiful rod was driving into me again and sending waves of pleasure surging throughout my body.

It would have been fascinating to know what the guys were thinking or what they might have said but I wasn’t going to spoil the mood by getting too indignant. Maybe Vanessa and I were just interchangeable parts; a couple of slutty bitches with a random variety of holes to be stuffed, or maybe this whole thing was some kind of compromise between Marcus and Paolo over their desire to both be with me or something. Given my limited availability it was probably best if I was just another horny babe for them to screw. I couldn’t offer much more or ask for anything serious in return.

“Ooooohhhhh...you suck a mean dick baby,” I heard Marcus croon.

That did make me jealous but I knew he was right. I had already figured out that Vanessa knew what she was doing with a cock in her mouth. It just made me more determined than ever to try and be more patient next time and demonstrate the full range of my skills.

Marcus suddenly reached forward and stuck a finger in my mouth, which I sucked on happily as I looked at Paolo who was drilling my brains out. I suddenly wished that I had both of them to myself, but perhaps that was something for another day.

For the finale I got my wish and then some. Vanessa lay on her back as I straddled her with my knees pressed against her hips. My upper body was bent over parallel with the ground while Marcus held my outstretched arms from behind and Paolo fed me his prick from in front. Vanessa had my tits in her hands and was rather sweetly sucking my nipples in the process.

Since Marcus was giving it to me from the back I felt kind of bad that Vanessa wasn’t getting any cock at all but I discovered later that it was “that time of the month” so she had limited herself to oral only. That left me free to enjoy being double-teamed by my two closest male friends, and enjoy it I did.

When they finished I had a nice big load of cum in my pussy and another in my mouth which I swallowed down and would have asked for seconds if Paolo had been superhuman. Both he and Marcus were already super-studs in my book so it would have been greedy to ask for more.

“So was this all planned out in advance?” I asked Marcus once we had dressed and resumed our picnic facade.

“Sort of...are you mad?” he replied.

“Quite the contrary. But just know that in the future if you and Paolo both want to do me at the same time all you have to do is ask, you don’t have to go to any elaborate measures,” I told him with a wink.

“That’s a relief. We both wanted to ask you out but rather than get in a fight over it it seemed like it might be best if we tried to figure out a way to share you.”

“I’m flattered, but don’t forget about Vanessa,” I said. “She seems really cool, and from what I gather she knows a thing or two about fellatio.”

“Ah...yeah...you could say that,” Marcus said a little sheepishly.

“That’s okay baby, I admire her for that, and if someone else is going to suck your dick I’d rather she was really good at it.”

“Honestly?”

“Well, maybe not that good, but I want you to enjoy yourself,” I said with a sly smile.

“I don’t know what I expected when you turned female but I never expected you to be like this.”

“I hope that’s a compliment,” I teased.

“Most definitely.”

The guys decided to lock horns again by racing each other but instead of watching them Vanessa and I did a little smooching.

“Are you cool with all this craziness?” I asked her.

“Oh, yeah. I could see where this was heading right off the bat,” she replied.

“Did you? Your instincts must be a lot better than mine.”

“Just feminine intuition.”

“Well you’ve had more practice at that than I have. Hopefully I figure that out somewhere along the line,” I said with a chuckle.

“Honey, I’d say just keep doing whatever you’re doing now because it seems to be working like a charm.”


CHAPTER 14:

“Charm” was an interesting choice of words because my whole existence as a woman was the result of some kind of magic. Sometimes I wondered whether the magic that had transformed me into a female was somehow inducing my seemingly insatiable appetite for sex. It couldn’t be normal, could it? I never thought of girls being as horny as guys for some reason, but my experience had been very limited. When a dick popped in front of my face I wanted to suck the hell out of it, but was that really me or was there some kind of a spell making me act like such a whore, not that I really minded that at all, but maybe that was part of the spell too.

The cat was certainly out of the bag with Marcus and Paolo. I had pretty much invited them to double-team anytime they wished, and I honestly hoped they would take me up on that offer, but was that really me making that offer? It would certainly make things easier for me when I turned back into a man if I could blame the whole thing on some kind of witchcraft, but I didn’t want to totally believe that I had no free will in this matter at all.

Whatever the cause it was going to be difficult to go back because once you’ve tasted a man’s cum it’s pretty hard to look him in the eye quite the same way again. Even if I no longer had sexual urges for men I wouldn’t easily forget everything I had done in my slutty stint as a college coed.

That made me think about Zoe. She was the main reason I accepted the crazy invitation to join the secret society in the first place. I was crazy about her as both a lover and a friend but I wondered what she would think of me once I was back to my old male state. I knew she liked guys but would she like me as a guy, especially after all the fun we had had as girls?

Suddenly Dean Hopkins popped into my head. She had supposedly started out a man like me but here she was, all these years later, still a woman. She had opted for the “full membership” Zoe had spoken of but I still had no idea what that meant exactly. As much as I hated to admit it I was extremely curious about the idea of staying female forever. All along I had been telling myself that it was only temporary so I didn’t need to worry about anything too much but it was getting harder and harder to imagine going back to my old life. But that didn’t seem like a choice that should be made under the influence of spirits, alcoholic or otherworldly. If I chose to be a woman for the rest of my life I wanted to be sure that I was really making that choice on my own so I decided it was time to ask Zoe a few questions.

“So you want to know more about full membership...well we’re close enough to the finish line that I think I can tell you a bit more,” said Zoe when we had gotten together for a friendly chat. “Basically you have to go through a ritual that involves a lot of sex, which I think you’ll probably like, and you have to be adorned with certain magical amulets, which means you have to get your nipples pierced, which you may not like. And there are some other ceremonial aspects leading up to it, but nothing bad I assure you. It’s kind of like preparing for your wedding day, in a way.”

“So what are these amulets you mentioned?” I inquired.

“Well there’s a bracelet, and a necklace, and a chain that attaches to each breast, hence the nipple piercing,” Zoe explained. “These are very ancient artifacts that were discovered here at the ruins by the founding members of our society many years ago. That’s why our gatherings are held so close to the ruins...it’s kind of sacred ground for us and the place where our magic is the strongest.”

“Speaking of magic...just how much magic is controlling my life right now?” I asked.

“What do you mean?”

“Well, I know that magic turned me into a woman, but did it do anything else to me? Is it making me think or behave in a certain way?”

“Not at all, Sam. Your body was transformed but you’re still you,” said Zoe. “Of course you’re a female you with different chemistry so you may experience things like PMS but that’s science not magic.”

“So I like sex so much because I’m just naturally a slut?”

“Oh you wicked little thing!” Zoe said with a laugh. “You like sex so much because it’s beautiful and awesome and one of the best parts of being a woman. And liking sex doesn’t make you a slut it just proves you’re human and alive. And if you are a slut who cares? Men are all sluts so why shouldn’t women be too?”

“That’s very reassuring. I didn’t want to make such a big decision without being sure that I wasn’t being manipulated somehow. I want to come to that choice on my own,” I stated firmly.

“Have no fear about that. Whatever you choose will come from a free heart and a free mind.”

“Good, because I’m leaning very strongly in the direction of womanhood.”

“That makes me very happy to hear,” said Zoe. “And don’t worry, I’ll be with you every step of the way if you do decide to accept full membership. I can’t tell you all of the details yet but hopefully you know enough to make the right decision.”

I was glad that Zoe had set my mind at ease about some things because I felt myself being drawn ever closer to the decision to remain female forever. It was still a scary thought because even a school year wasn’t a lot of time to discover everything about being a woman but most women didn’t get any choice at all so I’d be no worse off than 51% of the world’s population.

It was odd that women tended to be thought of as a minority group when they actually made up the majority but that just underscored how oppressed they actually were. The struggle for equal rights had been a long and hard one. At one time, if I had thought about that at all, I would have just shrugged and felt lucky to have been born male, but now it made me a little angry but very proud to be among the female ranks. I had proven to myself, if nothing else, that I was any day as capable, if not more so, than I had been as a man. I had gained confidence, and a bit of wisdom I think, and my whole life had benefited from the change.

I had been so scared of what people would think or say or feel about me switching teams but now I didn’t feel afraid of anything. Well, I was a little afraid of someone poking holes in my nipples but I was sure that it was a small price to pay to make my womanhood a permanent thing.

As for the sexual part of the ritual I was pretty sure I could handle whatever that entailed. All I really had to do now was make up my mind for certain, although I think I already knew what my decision would be.


CHAPTER 15:

When I became a woman I naturally didn’t tell anyone the real reason for why it happened because I didn’t want to give away any of the society’s secrets. They just assumed it was a freakish occurrence and quite out of my control. That was fine with me back then because I didn’t want anyone thinking I had chosen to change my gender. Now that I was planning on making the change permanent I wasn’t sure whether I would explain that to anybody or not. Part of me wanted people to know that I had proudly chosen to give up my male life forever for a female one, but that was hard to do without explaining the whole secret society magic thing.

Obviously members of the society would know but in the end I decided not to tell anyone else right away. If the need arose I would let them in on the secret but otherwise I figured it was best to just let everyone go on thinking that there was some scientific explanation for my remarkable transformation.

Zoe would be my guide through the process and helped me prepare for the rituals that were ahead of me. The first step was the nipple piercing, which was probably the scariest part, but with her help I got through that with a minimal amount of pain and discomfort.

Once that was complete Zoe did my hair and makeup and put a wreath of flowers on my head.

“You must become the goddess that’s inside you,” she explained as she did my makeover, and I have to admit I felt sort of like a goddess when she was through.

The next step turned out to be kind of freaky as I was taken to the alter, buck naked aside from the wreath and the magical amulets, and told to recite some chant that would open a portal to another dimension. That was actually more frightening than getting my nipples pierced, but there was no way I was going to back out now.

There was kind of a lump in my throat as I repeated the words of the chant but I must have articulated enough to get the job done because all of a sudden there was a bright flash and I felt myself being sucked into some kind of powerful energy field.

A moment later I found myself at the gates of what Zoe had called the Love Garden. I walked in and found that it was a beautiful little spot filled with flowers and statues and a big fountain right in the middle. There was also an ornate wishing well off to one side that was my purpose for being here.

Zoe had given me a special coin that I was clutching in my palm for safe keeping. I was to concentrate very hard and wish for the chance to live my life as a woman forever before flipping the coin into the fountain. If the spirits believed I was sincere they would grant me permission to continue on my journey. If they doubted me I would have to try again some other time, but I was really hoping that I wouldn’t have to. Having decided to go through with this I didn’t want any setbacks along the way.

There was certainly no doubt in my mind that I craved womanhood. Hopefully the spirits would be able to see that but I obviously had no way of knowing how the spirits went about their business.

When I was sure my mind was focused I tossed my coin into the well and was greeted with what I assumed was a positive response as I felt a sense of warmth and happiness course through my veins. Then suddenly I felt like I was going into a sort of a trance or something. The garden disappeared and I felt like I was traveling through time and space or into another dimension. I knew the Love Garden was not an earthly location but I just sort of zapped there after reciting the chant but this felt like I was moving even though my body was absolutely still.

Then images began to flash before my eyes. I was shooting baskets with Marcus as I had done many times, only now I looked a lot cuter doing it. Then I was painting something. Next I was out dancing. Then I was accepting some kind of an award. A whole kaleidoscope of imagery raced through my head. I saw myself as a graduate, a bride and even a pregnant mother to be. Was this my future or just my potential future? Either way the images filled me with hope and optimism.

And then suddenly I was back where I started, standing in front of the stone altar. Where had I really been and what did it all mean? I wasn’t really into drugs so I didn’t have much experience with hallucinations or weird trips but I had certainly been tripping tonight.

Then I realized I was still naked and grabbed my gym bag, which was fortunately right where I had left it, threw on some sweatpants and a tank top and rode my bike back to my dorm. When I reached the familiar campus grounds I started to think about what a weird thing I was doing. I used to be a fairly normal college kid just trying to do well in school and get along the best I could. Now I was some magical gender bender whisking through time portals to another dimension and wearing charmed amulets in my nipples. I had gotten about as far away from normal as you could get.

“So was that my future?” I asked Zoe when I had a chance to talk to her the next day.

“Let’s say more your potential future,” she replied. “You saw things that you’ve thought about before, or secretly desire. It was more like a dream than a prophecy.”

“Seeing myself as a bride was one thing but seeing myself pregnant was kind of a mind bender,” I said with a laugh.

“And yet I’ll guess the thought of motherhood has at least crept into your mind.”

“I suppose it has. I mean it does now because I have to remember to take my birth control pills but someday…”

“I know, sweetie, we all think about it,” said Zoe very warmly. “It’s a huge part of the glory and the joy of being a woman. When the time is right you’ll know it.”

Naturally I had thought about being a mother pretty much from the moment I became female. It was impossible not to. There was just something so deeply embedded in a woman’s DNA I guess. It wasn’t right for me now while I was finishing school and just getting my career started but there would probably come a day where I was ready for that challenge.

When I was a man I guess I tended to think of pregnancy as sounding like something unpleasant and painful, when I thought about it at all, which wasn’t very often. Now it seemed like so much more and the prospect of bringing a new life into the world was really awe inspiring. If the time did come I hoped that I’d take after my own mom and be a good, supportive, loving mother, who fortunately was a very good role model.


CHAPTER 16:

“I think you’re going to enjoy this next one,” said Zoe with a wicked grin as she prepared me for the next ritual. “You’re going back to the Love Garden where you will drink from the cauldron.”

“What happens then?” I asked.

“Your deepest sexual fantasies will be revealed,” Zoe replied.

“Meaning what exactly?”

“Things will happen spontaneously. Sexual things. None of it real, but it will feel completely real while it’s happening. You won’t be able to control it or stop it, but believe me you won’t want to.”

“That sounds a little intimidating,” I said.

“Just let yourself go, no matter what happens.”

I was adorned with the amulets again and wore the floral wreath on my hair as I recited the incantation that opened the portal to the Love Garden. Just like the first time I was there in a flash and wasted no time in finding the cauldron and drinking its liquid, which looked and tasted like plain water.

Suddenly there was another flash of intense light and I found myself sitting on a stone bench in one corner of the garden, but I wasn’t alone. I was kissing a blonde dude with short cropped hair, a soul patch, tattoos on both arms, and a totally ripped body to die for. As we kissed my hand strayed down to his crotch and took hold of his rigid member. I had never seen him before and he didn’t tell me his name so for the sake of this narrative I’ll refer to him as Ron.

“Yeah, baby, stroke that big cock,” said Ron as I continued to jerk him off.

Then he had me over his knees and was spanking me. He wasn’t striking me too hard but I still let out little yelps with each whack on my bottom.

From there I found myself on my knees between his legs as I sucked his cock, swallowing him balls deep. He seemed to be enjoying it from the sounds he was making which pleased me very much, even though I didn’t know this guy and he wasn’t even real, as far as I knew.

“You suck like a real whore, baby. Now let’s see how you fuck,” said Ron.

I got up and turned around so that I could lower myself down on his staff. There was absolutely nothing in the world I loved more than that feeling when a cock first pokes into your gash. There’s the anticipation as the cock gets lined up and starts to press inward and then that exquisite moment when you realize it’s found its mark and is beginning to plunge into you, and then the joyous sensation of being complete again, and full. I still enjoyed having sex with women but nothing beat the feeling of a big hard cock in my pussy.

Once I was securely mounted I rode that big stud until he pushed me to my hands and knees and pounced on me from behind. I had been in control while I was on top of him but now he had a firm grip on my hair and he was back in charge, a duty I was happy to relinquish.

Flash! Another sudden change, only this one more startling and dramatic than the others. Now I was on my knees in an outdoor open shower in the garden with a big cock sliding up and down between my boobs. Only this was a different man with darker hair and complexion, with a goatee and a mustache, although any day as jacked as Ron was. I shall call him Duke for no special reason.

After watching Duke’s manly prick popping up in my cleavage I felt an overwhelming desire to taste him so I bent my neck and let him enter my mouth. Duke kept a firm grip on the back of my head to make sure that I gave him the full-throated treatment Ron had received but it wasn’t really necessary as I wanted to suck his cock more than anything at that moment.

Another flash signaled that Ron had joined us and now I had two gorgeous throbbing monsters to feast on, which I did with much glee, although apparently the guys had their own agenda because Duke soon lifted me up and held me suspended in the air while Ron slipped his dick inside my pussy from the front. Then I felt Duke’s pecker pressing up into my asshole and we were off and running.

With two hot men grabbing me, hot water cascading over us, and hot cocks in both my ass and my cunt I could easily describe the sensation as the hottest experience of my life. Since Ron was in front of me I kissed him passionately as we fucked but I was desperate for Duke’s lips as well, especially since I hadn’t had the pleasure of spending as much time alone with him as I had with Ron.

“You like that don’t you girl?” asked Duke from over my shoulder.

“Oh yesssssssss…” I replied in a heavy sigh.

“Bitch just can’t get enough cock,” Ron chuckled.

He was so right. I wanted all the cock I could get, wherever I could get it. My mouth, my ass, my pussy. If a third man suddenly appeared I was quite ready to get all of my holes stuffed at once. Hell, I still had my hands free so I could probably keep five guys happy if I had the chance.

After the double penetration I was back on the floor with Ron and Duke jacking off furiously in my face. I knew it was just a matter of time before they started to ejaculate but what I didn’t expect was the sustained volume of their cum. I don’t know whether I was more soaked from the shower or from their jizz but they bathed me with their sperm until I was positively drunk from it. My tongue was hanging out like a dog on a hot day and I wondered whether it was possible to die from an overdose of semen. Well, there were worse ways to go I figured.

Than zap! It was over and we were sitting on a bench in the garden...only it wasn’t over. Somehow they were both still hard as they each took a nipple between their teeth.

“You guys were amazing,” I said erroneously in the past tense.

“You don’t get off that easy,” said Duke with a laugh.

“You guys just shot like fifteen gallons of cum all over me,” I pointed out.

“Plenty more where that came from,” said Ron with a grin. “Unless you’ve had enough.”

“Are you kidding?” I replied. “There’s no such thing as enough.”


CHAPTER 17:

I was on my knees again, stroking one cock while I sucked the other. My jaw was starting to hurt and my knees were getting a little banged up but nothing was going to stop me now.

“Oooo, yeah, suck it bitch. Suck it good,” Ron hissed.

“You know I’ll suck it good, baby,” I replied before switching my attention back to Duke’s prick.

I wasn’t just a goddess, I was Queen of the Cocksuckers now. Of course being a queen or a goddess was no match for two studs who wanted to use me at their will so I found myself stretched out on the ground with Ron throat fucking me with my head upside down as Duke drilled my wet pussy at the other end of the line.

“Take it bitch. Take it all,” snarled Duke, as if I had any intention of doing anything else.

Then we were standing with me sandwiched between them again, only this time Duke was in front ramming my box while Ron held me by the waist as he shoved his big dick up my ass. I was drifting into a strange reverie I had never felt before and it was like I was just a rag doll being poked and pounded relentlessly. I had cum so many times it was hard to remember what it felt like being normal.

Then I was on all fours again taking it from behind by Duke while I sucked off Ron in front of me. At least I think that was what happened. It might have been the other way around, or maybe they switched up at some point. My brain had turned to mush by that point so I wasn’t thinking too clearly, when I was able to think at all.

Finally we reached another climax and I waited with my mouth open wide and my tongue sticking out as far as I could stick it as Ron and Duke stroked themselves in front of my face. And then they started to cum...and after that they came so more...then they poured on some more cum for good measure...and they topped it all off with some additional steaming ropes of cum. But was that finally the end of it? Of course not. They made me clean their cocks like a good girl and nothing gave me greater pleasure.

And then they were gone and I was on my knees in a fantasy garden completely covered in jizz. I waited a few moments to see if they would be back but suddenly I was transported back to the meadow and standing in front of the stone altar where this whole crazy episode had begun.

I felt like a kid who had just gotten off the greatest amusement park ride ever and wanted to run right back and get in line again. This was obviously the best type of “virtual reality” ever. But aside from being giddy with lust I was also feeling some very deep and profound thoughts. I wasn’t just playing a game or going on an amusement park ride, I had conjured all of this out of my own dirty mind and it was hard to escape the conclusion that I was one horny little slut.

That I liked muscular men came as no shock to me. My two best friends were very well-built young men, and who doesn’t like a big cock when it’s offered to you? I had been with both Marcus and Paolo at the same time so obviously the thought of being taken by two men at once was something I was somewhat familiar with.

Being so thoroughly dominated and used as a fuck toy...and loving every minute of it, was something a little more surprising but not totally unexpected. Letting a man take charge was no big deal to me. I was a straight A student and a promising artist with a bright future. That didn’t change because a man pulled my hair and called me a bitch.

As for the cum baths, well, I guess that was a little kinky, but I liked seeing men ejaculate and when I was really cranked up I especially enjoyed the taste. And who wouldn’t want lovers who didn’t need time to recover and never got tired out? It was a fantasy after all so a little over-indulgence wasn’t the worst thing.

What surprised me most was the fact that these two men were both total strangers to me and yet I was totally focused on making them happy. The three men I had fucked in real life were all friends, one of them my oldest and dearest friend. It made sense to me that I would want to make my friends feel good but maybe I just got off on pleasing men. God knows I loved the attention.

I figured I would probably be thinking about this for quite a while so I decided to get dressed and go home. This goddess business was pretty cool but I had class in the morning and I needed some sleep.


CHAPTER 18:

There was one more step in the process. I had to go to the altar nude and sans magical items and make a special offering. Then I would be zapped with some kind of energy. If the spirits had made me female for life I would be exactly the sane after the energy wore off, and if they hadn’t I would be back to my old my self. I felt pretty confident that things were going right but it was still a scary thought to think that all of this might have been in vain.

The special offering was also a little tricky because it had to be a container of semen that I had extracted from a willing male donor. Now getting a man to cum was no problem but I had to put the stuff in a bottle or something. That might be a little hard to explain but I had to do what had to be done.

I decided that my roommate Advik was the most likely candidate for that task since he was conveniently located in the bed next to me and I could stash the stuff in my mini fridge until dark when I would go out to the gathering place and do my thing.

“Hey buddy, I need some of your cum,” I said bluntly as we sat in our room shooting the breeze after class.

“That’s an interesting way of putting it but I’ll happily give you all the cum I can produce,” Advik replied.

“Well I mean I need to capture some of it for a project I’m working on,” I explained.

“You mean you want me to like go in the bathroom and give you a sample in a jar or something?”

“No, I need to make you cum, but yes I need you to cum in a jar.”

“You are one freaky chick...but I like that about you. You aren’t going to like use it to become pregnant or something are you?” asked Advik.

“No, I’m not going to do anything like that. I just need some of your jizz.”

“Now?”

“Whatever works for you,” I replied.

Advik grinned as he pulled down his pants and I came over and started stroking his cock.

“You know I could blow you if you want as long as I can gather enough cum,” I volunteered.

“You’re the boss baby I’m just the sperm donor,” he replied.

It was more fun to suck Advik’s cock and after getting him all hard and throbbing it looked really tasty. All I had to do was make sure not to swallow all of his jizz, which knowing me might be a bit of a problem.

When he popped I let him cum all over my face but I made sure to gather a good sample in my mouth which I quickly transferred to a container. Nobody had specified how much sperm was required so I hoped that it was the thought that counted.

“So what do you need my cum for?” asked Advik when we were through.

“It’s for a good cause, I assure you, and one that I think you would support wholeheartedly,” I told him.

“Fuck, woman, you’re just full of surprises aren’t you?” said Advik with a chuckle.

“Hopefully soon I’ll be full of your awesome cum again you big stud,” I replied.

I stashed my precious cargo in the fridge and waited until dark. Then the big moment was at hand and I carefully placed my jizz bottle in my backpack and rode out to the stone altar. Next I stripped totally naked and prepared to make my offering.

It was funny that a few months ago I couldn’t wait for the chance to be male again and now I was desperately hoping that I never would be. I wondered whether my nipples would still be pierced if I did turn back into a man but that was hardly a major concern one way or the other.

There was really no point in dragging things out so I put my offering on the altar and waited to see what would happen. Thankfully nothing did. Well, there was a quick burst of supernatural energy coursing through my body and a blinding flash of light but afterwards I could still see my awesome titties sticking out in front of me and a quick check between the legs confirmed that my beautiful pink pussy was still intact so I breathed a heavy sigh of relief. I guess I could have brought a mirror along or something but I knew I was a woman without needing to look. This was the real me at last and for all time.

I felt tears welling up in my eyes and it wasn’t long before I was sobbing like a complete ninny for no good reason at all. Girls are so emotional I thought, but that made me laugh and before long I was laughing so hard I was crying again.

“I’m a woman!” I shouted up to the sky.

I was also a naked woman standing out in a field but I didn’t really care if anyone heard or saw me. I loved my body and wasn’t ashamed to show it off. Of course walking around town in the buff could get me arrested or expelled from school so I decided the prudent thing was to put my clothes back on.

Zoe was the first to get the news and she was thrilled, but not surprised.

“Of course you’re still a woman, sweetie,” she said. “You’ve always been a woman, you just hadn’t discovered that yet.”

“I guess you’re right,” I replied. “When you first suggested that concept I was so bummed out because I thought it would ruin my life but now I see that my life is really just beginning, and it’s so full of so many wondrous possibilities.”

“Of course it is, and I know you’ll make the most of them.”

“Thank you so much for everything. None of this would have happened without you,” I said sincerely.

“Oh, I don’t know about that. It might have taken a little more time but you might have gotten here in the end anyway. Now you should go out and celebrate...you’ve earned it.”

I had already planned my celebration but it wouldn’t take place until the weekend so I had a couple of days to anticipate the festivities. There would be lots of sex, naturally, and lots of cum, but this time I didn’t have to worry about bottling it up.

I had booked a hotel room and invited Marcus, Paolo, and Advik to join me there for a special party. I really couldn’t think of any better way to celebrate my womanhood than to be with three hot guys.


CHAPTER 19:

“Boys I can’t tell you what we’re celebrating other than to say this is a very special time in my life and I want to share it with the three men I love. So why don’t we just get down to fucking and let the party begin!”

It was no trouble getting the three guys to agree to join me at the hotel, and it was even less trouble getting them to agree to all have sex with me at the same time. I wasn’t really trying to prove how much of a slut I was I just genuinely wanted to be with my three best male friends, who also happened to be my lovers.

The men quickly surrounded me and started groping and squeezing everything they could get their hands on. Considering the hotel setting and the fact that I was dressed like a Vegas hooker it was hard not to feel like kind of a whore the way I was being manhandled, but of course unlike a prostitute I had paid for this whole party and I had a feeling I was going to get what I paid for.

Soon it was time for the boys to get their pants off and for me to squat down and get to work. I’d never had three big cocks in my face before but it was a very welcome sight. I kept two busy with my gloved hands as I sucked the third and worked my way around the trio trying to make sure that everybody got equal attention.

After a reasonable amount of time spent stroking and sucking Paolo and Advik lifted me up and held me suspended in the air while Marcus got between my legs and started licking my snatch while he also fingered me up at the same time.

“I’ve got to hand it to you baby, you really know how to celebrate whatever it is you’re celebrating,” Advik joked.

I wanted to tell them but I really couldn’t. They already assumed I was going to be a woman indefinitely but they also assumed it was some kind of freak of nature. They didn’t know that it was caused by joining a secret society or that it had only been a temporary condition until I chose to make it permanent. It was hard to think of a way to explain all of that without revealing anything about the secret society so I figured it was best to leave them in the dark and hope that fucking me would be enough to keep them occupied so that they wouldn’t ask a lot of questions.

To that end my plan seemed to be working well because the boys were definitely focused on fucking me up one side of the room and down the other. There was a brief pause as everybody finally got naked but then we were right back at it.

I was on all fours, where I often seemed to be, with Paolo lying under me with his cock in my pussy while Advik crouched down over my butt and fucked me in the ass. Marcus was kneeling on one leg in front of me and I had his dick in my mouth. It was my first triple penetration and pretty much exactly what I had been hoping for when I concocted this party plan in the first place.

Having three guys all do you at once is something that’s kind of tricky to facilitate on a physical side with all the moving parts involved but mentally it’s a turn on like no other. All that thrusting, pulsating, raging manhood attacking you from all sides overloads your senses because you can’t focus on any one part of your body or even any one partner in particular. You’re just a cog in a great carnal wheel of unbridled lust, and as the girl with three guys you were definitely the star attraction.

The next variation found me in kind of a reverse cowgirl on Advik’s lap while I did the stroke and suck with Paolo and Marcus who were standing on either side of me. So many cocks and just one little me to keep them all busy!

Somewhere along the line we shifted over to the bed and I found all three holes getting drilled again. Somehow the anal stuff seemed easier when there was a dick in my pussy at the same time or maybe I was just getting used to being ass fucked. The main thing was that everybody wanted to do me in every possible way and I was trying my best to oblige.

It dawned on me that this was the first time I’d ever had sex in a bed and that made me literally start to laugh. Of course there was a big cock in my mouth at the time so nobody heard me but it probably felt like a hummer to the guy I was blowing.

The guys weren’t terribly gentle with me but it was a gang bang so I didn’t expect a lot of hearts and flowers. Avik was kind of the outsider in the group as he was my friend and didn’t know the other guys all that well but he seemed to get into the “bro” mentality of the others, which I thought was kind of cute. I think I probably would have been too scared to be part of something like this when I was a guy because I’d be worried about my dick being too small or my body not as ripped as everyone else and I was generally pretty shy about getting naked around other people. This way worked out much better for me, and for the three guys involved, because I wasn’t shy in the least now and was very comfortable being naked.

Unlike my fantasy fuck in the Love Garden these were very human men who were going to cum at different times and needed to recover so lovers began to drop by the wayside as they burst their load. All things considered their stamina would do a porn star proud. I kind of regretted not inviting Zoe to the party because she could have added a lot and we would have been able to fuck while the boys were recovering, but I had really wanted all three of these men for myself tonight.

Fortunately I had the room for the whole night and nobody seemed in any hurry to be somewhere else so we had plenty of time to mix and match to our heart’s content. I knew I was going to get quite a workout but that was okay. The happy memories of this night would last long after any aches and pains had vanished.


CHAPTER 20:

I did have a party with Zoe later but it was a more intimate affair where we talked as much as we fucked. Since neither one of us considered ourselves full time lesbians we were more like fuck buddies although I also loved her like the sister I never had.

“So are you excited about your future as a woman?” asked Zoe.

“Excited...and a little scared. I’ve only been female for a few months and originally thought that it was just temporary so there’s still so much to learn and to experience,” I replied.

“Well if it’s any consolation I feel that way too and I’ve been female all of my life,” said Zoe. “College isn’t the real world, its kind of a world unto itself. It’s sort of a sheltered existence.”

“That’s true,” I said. “But I am anxious to get out into the world and make something of my life.”

“And I know you will, baby. You have so much talent and now you have the confidence that goes with knowing you’re finally living as your true self.”

“How did you know this was my true self? Was I that effeminate or something?” I asked.

“I didn’t know anything about you, but the spirits knew.”

“It’s still hard for me sometimes to believe in the supernatural, even after everything I’ve seen and experienced. You just don’t expect magic to exist in real life.”

“But it’s all around us. It exists in places where you would never think to look for it. You just have to be receptive to it,” Zoe explained. “You’ll learn more about that when you take over for me as the head of the society.”

“Me? Why would you want to do that? I’m the newest member.”

“Yes, but you’re also the only transformed member and that gives you a great deal of power. Traditionally transformed members always lead the group, but there are so few of them that someone else has to do it. You won’t take over from me until next school year so we’ve got plenty of time to get you up to speed, and Dean Hopkins will help you too.”

“If you think that’s best,” I said with a shrug. “I’m just happy being one of the girls.”

“And I’m happy that you’re always going to be one of the girls.”

Kids do a lot of crazy things in college and there are all kinds of funky traditions that seem pretty silly but for me what started as a lark turned into the most profound life changing experience possible, so I guess it pays to keep your mind open. You never know where opportunity might come from. And if a couple of ladies in hooded robes and masks turn up in your room in the middle of the night offering to let you join their secret society don’t freak out, it might be the best move you ever made...especially if they offer you full membership.


EXTRA SPECIAL AUTHOR’S NOTES!
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