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 Samantha Wilson leapt from her desk as I entered her office. “We got the gender experiment grant, Ryan!” she cried out. 
 “That’s awesome. Congratulations, Dr. Wilson.” I walked up to her, gave her a hug and kissed her cheek. I held her back and looked into her smiling eyes. Her short haircut, lack of earrings, and lack of makeup made her look more male than female, but she was still gorgeous by any measure. Smart as hell too.  
 She nodded and gave me a flat-lipped smile. “Congratulations to you, too, Dr. Jameson, for all your documentation and research.” She kissed my cheek, turned and sat back down, putting her work-boot-covered feet on her desk.  
 I sat across from her. “That’s great. Maybe we can finally put all this male-female brain stuff to rest. When do we begin the study?”  
 “Well, that’s just it. In anticipation of this, I started the search for potential candidates by asking for volunteers. It seems that even with all the males with male brains out there, there were no volunteers. The only ones who volunteered were males with female-tendency brains. We still need a male with a male brain to see if his brain will remain male after he’s transformed into a woman, appearance-wise, with the exception of his male parts.”  
 I sat in front of her desk. “We always knew this would be a potential nightmare for a male to undertake. Everyone thinks a male brain is a male brain, and it would never relate to being a female.”  
 “Of course. They’re expecting that because he still has a penis and a male brain, he’ll always be male in sexual orientation and tendencies. They think he’ll still want to do all the male things he did before, dress and act like a male and end up in a nightmare of a life. They say his brain can’t and won’t change, which I believe is true, but they think he’ll always relate to being a male because of that—even if he looks totally like a woman.”  
 “Yes, I remember the study proposal. If his brain changes, then the male-female brain theory that says the brain dictating the gender gets flipped, and the argument is then that the body and mind have the same influence in transforming the individual. It doesn’t matter what gender the brain is categorized as; what matters is the preference and comfort of the person as to which gender to identify with.”  
 “Precisely. And if his brain doesn’t change, but he has female tendencies, it’s even more profoundly a result of preference and nothing to do with the brain. I see you remember the grant request from so long ago.”  
 I laughed. “How could I not? I can’t imagine the poor guy who would be tossed into what everyone else will believe is a woman’s body. It’s horrifying to think about.”  
 She gazed at me pensively, and I waited. She asked, “I thought you felt the male would relate to being female, and his brain would change.”  
 “Well, that’s the prevalent theory. But really, Sam, I have a hard time with it, and personally, I wouldn’t want to put any guy through it. If his brain changes, he might feel great, but I doubt it will, and he’ll be in some private hell.”  
 “Right, but the question is, what gender will he relate to? If his brain doesn’t change, and he ends up relating to being a woman, we can deduce that free will and personal preference determine what gender people relate to, and that’s how it is.”  
 “Right. I just think it’s unlikely he’ll ever relate to presenting as a woman, and we’ll have created a very unhappy male.”  
 “You know it would clean up this mess we have today if our results show that body gender doesn’t relate to brain gender, and people can be the gender of their choice, rather than treating them like some lab rats and trying to classify them. For god’s sake, Ryan, you know my brain has tested as female, but look at me! I relate to being a male.” Her eyes pleaded. 
 “I know that’s why you applied for this grant. I can relate to your situation.”  
 “There are others out there in the same situation, too, Ryan. Males who relate to being female, even without a female brain. They just don’t have the balls to admit it because society looks at them like freaks, and many have such masculinized bodies, they could never transform to societal standards for a female. That’s probably a big part of why we don’t have volunteers.”  
 “You think?” I laughed. “I think I’d be scared shitless to do it too.”  
 She let out a long sigh. “Ryan, please. I need your help. Look at yourself. Your tests show a male brain, but you aren’t very masculine. Five-foot-four with gorgeous skin and hair. Highly intelligent, a passionate researcher, but not masculine despite your fully male brain. No interest in typical male pastimes. You have more female traits than male. I need you for this.”  
 I stared at her, never having thought that after I helped with the nightmare grant proposal that I’d be asked to be the guinea pig.  
 She came around the desk and rubbed my shoulders. “Relax and just give yourself some time to think about it. Don’t say no.”  
 I looked up into her eyes. “But what will happen to us? Our relationship. Our future together. Could you still love me?”  
 “Of course, I’ll love you however you are. Isn’t that what our research is all about? Getting people to understand that gender, sexual preferences, body image, all that crap has nothing to do with people loving people and letting them be who they want? If you feel like a freak afterward, then you can go back, take out the implants, and you’ll still have your male parts.”  
 I took a deep breath and let it out, looking at the floor. “It’s a lot to ask, honey.”  
 “Do it for me? I’d love to have you be a woman for me. I might even love you more. I don’t know how I could, though.” She plunked herself on my lap. I put my hand on her jeans and looked into her pleading eyes.  
 I swallowed a lump in my throat. “A round of racquetball? You win, I do it. I win, I don’t.”  
 She leapt up and gave a hoot. “Woohoo!”  
 “What? You’ll have to beat me.”  
 “Ha ha ha! You’ve never won against me yet.”  
 “Maybe I was letting you win.” 
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 She won at racquetball that evening. (What a surprise.) I let her win, the same as I always did. I’d do anything for her, and now I was about to make the biggest change in my life ever.  
 Sam said, “See, I won, but don’t think you’ve lost, honey. I think you’ve won as well. I can’t wait to get your new body on.”  
 I smirked. “Yeah, right, me too.”  
 “Oh c’mon, baby. Don’t you think it’ll be exciting? You always liked the little hotties at school. They all chased you.”  
 “They were ditzes. No intelligence to attract me like yours.”  
 “But aren’t you excited to see how it’ll be for you to be a hottie? An intelligent one though.  
 I didn’t want to admit it, that would be unmasculine. “Uh, I guess it’ll be interesting. Let’s just get it done before I change my mind. You set it up; you decide what to have done and when, and don’t tell me the when so I don’t have second thoughts. When it’s over, I don’t want to see myself all black and blue either. I want it to be like someone waved a wand—and poof!—I changed.”  
 “That was my plan all along. Anyone would have gotten the same treatment, so there would be no preparation on their part. No mental bracing to get ready, and no seeing all the work that had been done until she’s totally healed and perfect.” She slapped my back. “Phew! You really made me work for it tonight.” She took her bandana off and wiped her forehead with it. She slugged on her water bottle.  
 She looked me up and down and patted my ass with her racquet. “You will be so sweet! I’ll get things set and won’t even tell you until the day it happens. Okay?”  
 I nodded and looked away. Never having been a truly masculine guy, I always wondered what women felt like. I’d never admitted it to anyone, lest I be viewed as even less masculine than I was with my short and lithe body. It was odd that Samantha and I fell in love since she was so not feminine, and feminine women held my interest in their actions, looks, and mannerisms. But powerful and intelligent women did, as well, and Samantha carried the power of a male within her. That attracted me. What would I become after this?  
 I took a deep breath, put my hands on her shoulders, and looked into her eyes. “Okay, Sam, let’s do it.”  
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 We worked as usual, and the day came. We went to the hospital, and I was a bundle of nerves for a few hours until they put me under. When I came to, I remembered nothing except counting backwards until the anesthesia took effect.  
 I opened my eyes. Sam was sitting on a chair at the side of the bed, holding my hand. “How do you feel, Rennie?” She kissed my cheek.  
 I looked around. I looked back at her. “What?”  
 “I said, how do you feel, Rennie?”  
 I looked at my chest, which had bumps under the sheet. “Rennie, huh? I guess it’s all over, right?” Was that my voice? “Right? Shit, my voice.”  
 “Yes, a lovely voice, don’t you think? It seemed the right thing to do to make it match your new body. All done and looking beautiful. Your swelling is gone, and there should be no pain right now. Does anything hurt?”  
 I felt my body. I ran my hands over my hips, my breasts, my face. I looked at my hands. I had long, painted nails. “Uh, no pain. My nails are done.”  
 “Yes, dear. Nails, toenails, laser hair removal on your whole body, tattooed eyeliner and lipstick, cheek implants, lip implants, raised and laser-thinned eyebrows, 34D firm breasts with permanently firm and sensitive nipples, butt implants, hip implants, a new, layered, bleached-blonde hairstyle like the girls who always caught your eye, and three ear piercings for your girly earrings.” She grinned. “Don’t look so shocked, honey. You look lovely.”  
 I shook my head, glaring at her. “My voice irreversibly changed to a woman’s, tattooed lipstick and eyeshadow? I mean I can get the implants out, but those things I can’t change. What have you done?”  
 “Oops! Oh well. You said you didn’t want to know, and I couldn’t resist giving you the works. Heck, we still have one hundred and seventy thousand for the study. That’s a really nice amount for other changes you might need or want. Or to change what we can back.”  
 “Great. I think I’ve had enough things changed already, and it seems with the things I can’t change back, I’d be a freak even if I changed back the things I could. Let’s get out of here.” I slid from the bed in my hospital gown. I felt the cold breeze on my butt, and I walked into the bathroom and looked into the mirror. “Ahhhh!”  
 “What’s the matter?”  
 “I’m a woman!”  
 “No shit. Almost, at least.” She looked over my shoulder in the mirror. She grabbed my last male part. It was already hard from looking at myself. “Except for this lovely thing. See, it likes the new you.”  
 “I am freaking hot to look at. Jesus! Where are my clothes?”  
 She went into the room and took them from the dresser, putting them in a pile on the bed. “There. The same stuff I like to wear—a little on the masculine side—I thought you’d be more comfortable in them than a dress on the first day.”  
 “Thanks.”  
 I sat on the bed, slipped on panties and then slid the jeans up and over my hips. “They’re baggy. C’mon, cargo pants?”  
 “Just like mine. Hides any hips. More masculine, too, with all those pockets. You don’t even need to use the purse if you don’t want to.”  
 I put on the bra she bought for me; it was a minimizer bra, and it flattened my breasts at least a little. Over that, a men’s denim shirt. The work-boots fit perfectly. I looked in the mirror. I looked like Sam, a crossdressing woman.  
 “Sam, don’t you feel weird dressed like this? I mean I feel like a woman crossdressing as a man.” I looked at her in her similar clothing. “Except you can get away with it better. You gave me such fantastic hips, butt, and boobs, but now I’m a Barbie doll dressing like Ken, for Christ’s sake!”  
 “Yes, honey. Maybe if I looked that feminine, I wouldn’t have my gender image issues. You’ll look stunning dressed up nice and girly. When you’re ready, of course. We can go shopping today. I only bought the outfit you’re wearing
because I didn’t know what you’d want.”  
 I studied myself in the mirror. “I think I look weirder this way than if I were dressed in more feminine clothes. Yes, we need to go to the mall. Can you help me pick some clothes out?”  
 “Of course, honey.” She handed me a purse. “Your wallet and things are in there. Your new license with your name changed to Dr. Rennie Jameson. I took a pic while you were sleeping and photoshopped it for the driver’s license with open eyes. They were so nice at the Department of Motor Vehicles. As soon as they saw the request for gender change documents and the picture, they did it right away. They got a kick out of the popsicle too.”  
 “Popsicle? Glad you’re having a joke at my expense and entertaining people with the new me.” I opened the purse. I had to see it. I took it out. “What!?”  
 “What’s wrong?”  
 “I’m flicking the popsicle with my tongue like it’s a sex object.”  
 “I thought you’d like that. When people card you, it’ll open a conversation.”  
 “Shit!” I stuffed it in my purse. “Let’s go.”  
 Off to the mall we went. I was no worse for wear from being in the hospital. As we went through the women’s clothing in the various stores, I tried on all kinds of things. I seemed to gravitate to clothes that actually emphasized my feminine qualities. V-neck dresses showing my luscious, creamy cleavage, high hemlines revealing my silky legs. Shoes with heels as high as I could find that emphasized my walk and the shape of my legs.  
 We walked through the mall lugging my new things. We had to make a trip out to the car since I hadn’t even gotten any underthings yet, and our arms were full. We reached the exit, and men were entering as we struggled with the door handles with full arms. They just looked at us and continued on. Some gentlemen.  
 “Bastards!” I cursed as I shoved the door open with my shoulder.  
 “Yeah, seems they don’t like helping girls dressed like us. Too tough for them, I guess.”  
 “Ah, hadn’t thought about that. But still, I think I would have helped us.”  
 “Maybe, if you’d noticed us. Girls dressed like us become invisible. Maybe that’s why I like it.”  
 We put the things in the trunk and went back into the mall. Lingerie was next. I was thrilled with all the choices, and trying on the bras was even better. I loaded up on every guy’s fantasies of what his woman should wear. Garter belts, stockings, pantyhose, panties, corsets, nighties, you name it. I couldn’t imagine passing them up and couldn’t wait to be dressed in them.  
 We left that store. “We have to go back to the shoe store, and then I need a dress before we do any more shopping. I feel stupid
in this men’s denim shirt, pants, and boots.”  
 “Okay Rennie, no problem. Settle down, princess.”  
 I found a nice pair of strappy, beige five-inch stilettos. They looked equally silly with the cargo pants, but those were soon replaced by a lovely, flowered, beige minidress with a halter top and a lightweight beige cardigan. I looked in the three-way mirror and finally felt I was appropriately dressed. I throbbed in my panties looking at myself.  
 Sam stood beside me, watching me observe myself. “That’s pretty on you, Rennie. Get it. Do you like it?”  
 “I love it. I love it so much...” I leaned to her ear and whispered, “I have a hard-on in my panties.”  
 Sam laughed. “Don’t worry, you can even set it free, and it won’t show in that dress. Try it.”  
 She grinned and took me by the hand over to the checkout. We approached the counter and she said to the girl, “May we borrow some scissors? She’d like to buy the dress and wear it.”  
 The girl handed Sam the scissors. She gave them to me and whispered, “Cut the crotch out of those pantyhose and put the panties under your globes. Then cut off the tags, and we can buy it.”  
 I ran off in my heels, my breasts tugging on my chest. I couldn’t resist the idea. I did what she told me and looked in the mirror. Hard as a rock, and no one would know. I went back to the checkout counter; the silky dress sliding against my hard rod made me even harder.  
 I was grinning at Sam and she at me as we paid with the research grant credit card. Wow, who would imagine research being so much fun!  
 Earrings, perfume, accessories, purses, more shoes, sweaters, coats, skirts, jeans, leggings—every kind of clothes for every kind of occasion or event, except sweatpants or any women’s clothing that didn’t cry woman if one wore it. I even talked Samantha into buying some really sexy minidresses and high heels for herself. She looked stunning dressed as a woman, even though she didn’t really care to.  
 On the way out, we were again laden with packages. This time the men entering the mall fought over who would hold the doors for us and even offered to carry our things to the car. I was flattered and loving it.  
 Sam said, “He was cute. They all were. You should have let them help us to the car.”  
 “The compliment and gentlemanliness was enough for me. It felt good. I don’t see why you wouldn’t like that.”  
 “It’s just not me.”  
 “Can I take you to dinner tonight, someplace nice? Maybe we can both get dressed up.”  
 “Do I have to?”  
 “Please? You have some very slinky minidresses now, and the heels will be sexy on you.”  
 “I hate heels. But okay. I guess if you were brave enough to become what you are for me, I can at least dress up for dinner.” She held my door open for me to get in the car. “Here you go, dear. Watch that your hem doesn’t get stuck in the door. I’ll drive.”  
 I slid in, slid the hem under my bottom, and looked up at her. “Thank you.”  
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 Cleaning out my old clothes and putting away all my new things was as exciting as buying them. I didn’t know what to wear first. As screwed up as this was, it was quite entertaining for me.  
 I showered, relishing running my soapy hands all over my silky, hairless body and feeling the water caressing my nipples. I nearly orgasmed in the shower from the sensuality of it all.  
 I toweled off, and Sam came in. “I’ll help you with your makeup the first few times until you feel comfortable doing it.”  
 “Thanks.”  
 “Dry your hair, and I’ll be back in.”  
 She left, and my new, very light blonde, layered hairdo floated about my head with the hairdryer’s intense wind and settled nicely without any effort from me. It was easier than my old hair and framed my face wonderfully. My raised and thinned eyebrows gave me a somewhat inquisitive look and in a way seemed to be an invitation to others to speak with me.  
 I stared into my eyes and said, “Are you always this pretty?”  
 Sam came in. “I heard that. You will be forever, and even prettier after your makeup is done.” She kissed my cheek and started explaining what was what and how to use it as I watched her in the mirror.  
 When she was done, my eyes were sexy and dramatic, my plump, high cheeks pink with blush, my eyebrows lined and accented, my lashes lengthened, my lips coated with pink gloss over the cupid’s bow of the permanently tattooed lipstick. I wanted to stuff my ever-hard thing into my face. What guy wouldn’t want to? Those plump pretty lips and that face would be the ultimate receptacle.  
 I stared in the mirror at myself, my jaw hanging.  
 “Rennie, are you okay? You look stupefied.”  
 “Uh, I want to...” I licked my lips. I put a long-nailed fingertip in my mouth and sucked it.  
 She laughed. “Oh yeah, for sure. I can see it too. What guy wouldn’t want that? You have the lips of a blow queen.” She laughed. “Can’t wait to see that!” 
 I was stuck looking at myself in the mirror like a parakeet. I tore myself from my image and turned to face her. “We can’t go out. Maybe I should put the jeans back on and take the makeup off.”  
 “Oh sweetie, you look so incredible. Why would you ever not be as pretty and sexy as you can be?”  
 “You don’t do it.”  
 “I will tonight. For you. Would you rather I don’t?”  
 I sighed. I so wanted to see her dressed up, all her feminine attributes emphasized. “I want you to, but the guys and the way I look...”  
 “We can fend them off, honey. It’s what girls do. Two lesbians, okay?”  
 I let out a sigh of relief. “Think we can?”  
 “We can. Now it’s my turn to get ready. I mixed martinis and put them in the fridge. Get dressed and then have a drink while I get ready. Relax. Feel your new body. Enjoy it.”  
 I went into the bedroom, and with all the lovely things to pick from, I finally managed to pick a minidress in black chiffon with sheer black sleeves off the shoulder and a V-neck. I slid on gossamer-thin, black European stockings and attached them to a black satin-and-lace garter belt. Black, ruffled satin, crotchless panties slid sensually up my legs and framed my hairless—and aroused—parts.  
 I slipped the sinfully high-heeled, strappy satin shoes on my pretty feet with painted toenails. Slipped the silky, flared-hem minidress up my legs and over my shoulders. No bra was needed, and my nipples rubbed deliciously against the lining, leaving barely noticeable bumps in the fabric.  
 I put in three sets of dangling earrings and wore a matching necklace that drew the eye to my breasts. Bracelets, an ankle bracelet, and perfume sprayed over my hair, body, and under my dress made me feel like a temptress.  
 I looked in the full-length mirror. I was luscious. I lusted for myself.  
 Sam came in wrapped in a towel, her makeup and hair done. My eyes popped open and I approached her, putting my arms around her. “You look wonderful, honey. I love your hair and makeup.”  
 She kissed my lips gently and moved back from me. “My god, Rennie, you look like a vision. This will be wonderful. How do you feel, princess?”  
 “Like a princess, all right. It’s incredible. I don’t know why any woman wouldn’t want to dress up like this all the time. I feel so sexy and powerful.”  
 “Good. Go have a drink outside and enjoy it while I finish getting ready.”  
 On the patio, the dirty martini tasted more robust and fuller than ever. The air was sweet, and puffy clouds drifted above. The leaves and flowers were verdant and bursting with color. The breeze blew against my legs and wafted under my dress. I sipped and ran my long-nailed hand over my sheer-stockinged thigh, relishing the sensations as I bounced one leg over the other, my male part feeling the same sensuality as the rest of my body. Everything seemed more intense and beautiful. 
 Sam came out in a robin’s-egg blue minidress with a halter top and matching stilettos. The breeze blew the hem up to flash the tops of her sheer, suntan gartered stockings. She had hips, and they moved invitingly as she walked to me, and her white teeth flashed a smile.  
 She poured a martini into a glass and sat down. “Cheers, to the new princess in town. May she fully experience what it’s like to be as gorgeous a woman as any.”  
 I lifted mine and we clinked. “Cheers!” My voice even excited me now that I was used to it. “I think we have some celebrating to do. I haven’t seen you this lovely in ages.”  
 “Thanks. I made reservations at that wonderful French restaurant we love and then we can go dancing afterward at the club. Sound good?”  
 “Dancing? I don’t know about going to a club. We’ll look like we’re trying to pick up guys.”  
 “Don’t worry about that. You need to be out and about and experience being the gorgeous creature you are. We have to see what happens to your brain, and you have to see if you want to be this way forever.”  
 It hit me. The tattooed lipstick and eyeliner, my voice… I sipped the rest of my drink down, looked at the pink gloss on the edge of the glass, my fancy fingers holding it daintily. “Forever. It’s a long time, and I’m stuck like this.”  
 “Not really.”  
 “The voice, eyes, lips.”  
 “You could just get rid of the implants and be a femguy.”  
 “Stop. That’s worse.”  
 “Stop thinking about it and enjoy it. One day at a time.” She finished her drink and stood, taking my hand. “Let’s go get you out into the world and show everyone how sexy and beautiful you are. Maybe some hot guys will buy us drinks later.”  
 “Sam!” 



 
   
   

5

   
 I drove in my heels and dress, luxuriating in the sensations of femininity while Sam held my hand on the console. Dinner was a luscious indulgence as intense as everything else. It was as if we had become a couple again, enjoying every moment. Nothing was mundane about it.  
 After dinner, the music at the club pounded its sexual beat. The dancers gyrated and moved in a primitive seduction. The girls smiled and looked inviting; the guys dressed well and acted gentlemanly.  
 Sam clinked my glass. “Isn’t this fun?”  
 “It is, but I don’t like that you accepted the free drinks. It could lead to an issue.”  
 “The waitress said it was from a couple, honey. It wasn’t just a couple of guys. It’ll be fine. Maybe we’ll make some new friends.” She ran her hand over my thigh and leaned in for a kiss.  
 I kissed her and smiled. “I guess I’m being too nervous. I’m sorry.”  
 “Hi!” a perky little blonde said as she held her hand out to us. “I’m Hannah, and this is Dick. We were glad you accepted our drinks. May we join you?”  
 Sam and I shook both their hands as we introduced ourselves to them.  
 Sam stood and said, “Thank you, please do. Slide in beside us.” She motioned for Dick to go to my side of the booth, and she held Hannah’s hand to guide her alongside herself. They seated themselves. His leg pressed against mine. The girls were smiling.  
 Dick said, “You see, we thought you might enjoy some company, and we might make some new friends. You two looked intelligent and open-minded.”  
 He waved the waitress down for another round for all of us.  
 “You didn’t have to buy us more drinks. It’s our turn,” I said to him. 
 “No.” He placed his hand on my leg beneath the table. “You two were gracious enough to allow us to join you, so that’s our reciprocation.”  
 My heart raced as his huge hand gave my stockinged thigh a squeeze. I tried to cross my legs, but the leg of the table was in the way. I crossed them the other way and then my foot was against his leg. At least he didn’t have access.  
 I stuttered, “Well, thank you. That was very kind.”  
 He slid his fingers between my thighs. My heart pounded as I looked at Sam. She was engaged in animated conversation with Hannah, her hand on Hannah’s leg. The two of them were obviously very interested in each other.  
 Dick got Sam’s attention and said to both of us, “So, you girls celebrating tonight?”  
 Sam smiled. “It’s Rennie’s birthday.”  
 “Happy birthday, Rennie,” he said, followed by Hannah.  
 Our drinks arrived. Dick lifted his glass. “To many happy returns, lovely lady.”  
 I clinked it. “Thank you.” We all sipped.  
 He again placed his hand on top of my thigh. I put mine on it to keep it there. With his other hand, he grabbed mine off his and moved it to his crotch, pressing my palm on it. He was as hard as I was, but huge. It was strangely exciting, having him so interested in me. I grabbed it and rubbed him through his pants, never having felt another man before.  
 He smiled and winked at me, then leaned toward Sam while looking back and forth at us. “My wife and I have an open relationship, and she thought you and Rennie might be interested in joining us for some group sex together. Hannah loves girls, and of course, so do I. She likes watching me, and I like watching her, and we all have a wonderful time.”  
 He waited. Sam’s mouth dropped. She looked at me. Then she winked as if I should play along. Good. She was going to get us out of this before I was discovered.  
 She dug into her purse, wrote something on a sticky note, and handed it to Dick. “Dick, that’s great. Here’s our address—you can put it in the GPS. After we have some drinks, we can all go there if you want.”  

Yikes! What the hell was she doing? I glared at her. Dick pushed his crotch against my hand.  
 Sam saw what was happening and said to Dick, “Rennie loves dick, Dick, and she’d love to suck yours for her birthday present. I think Hannah and I can keep ourselves busy while you two play.”  
 I pulled my hand from his crotch and stared dumbfounded at Sam. I slugged my drink down and looked at everyone. She and Hannah were ready, and who was I to deny her that pleasure? Dick was practically frothing at the mouth, wanting to do what Sam said I wanted to do. It was perfectly natural for him. But suck him? I throbbed at the thought, for some reason. They all waited, wondering what I’d do or say.  
 If I did do that, it would keep my secret, and Sam could enjoy Hannah. He’d be busy with me, so I wouldn’t have to worry about him having sex with her. Plus, I’d be exploring a new area as my new self in our research project.  
 Dick put a hand on my shoulder and looked in my eyes while his other hand pressed my palm on his crotch. “Is something wrong? You look discombobulated.”  
 Oh, what the hell. I smiled nervously at everyone and let out a hoot. “Woo hoo! Another birthday present. I can’t wait,” I heard my female voice call out to them. Smiles went over their faces. I pressed the palm of my hand on Dick’s crotch and fondled him.  
 He put his arm around me and looked at the others. “So, another drink? Dancing? Or do we go to your house now?”  
 We all looked at each other. Sam slugged her drink down. “Ready when everyone else is.”  
 We finished our drinks. Sam stood and we followed. Outside, she said to Dick, “Why don’t you drive Rennie, and I’ll take Hannah, and then we won’t need to use the GPS. Just follow me.”  
 Dick nodded, “Good idea.” He grabbed my hand and headed to his car. I looked back, and Sam and Hannah were arm in arm going to ours.  
 I slid onto the cool leather seat as he held the passenger door for me. I crossed my legs and took in the smell of the leather. Dick climbed in and buckled his seat belt. He smiled at me. “I don’t want to make you wait for your birthday present.” He unzipped his pants and took the whole shaved and smooth package out in the moonlight. He reached for my neck and pulled me toward him. He kissed my lips deeply.  
 I smelled his cologne. His huge hand cupped my head to him, and his other hand squeezed my thigh. He pulled back from the kiss and gently applied pressure to my head in the direction of his lap.  
 I had to remember I was someone who loved doing this and wanted to do it as a present to me like Sam said. I moved toward it and put my fingers around the veiny shaft. It was velvety and firm—much larger than mine. I squeezed it feeling the girth and rigidness. I stroked it, moved my lips to it, and pressed it against my lips sniffing the clean smell of it. I licked it marveling in what was happening and the excitement it gave me. I wrapped my lips tightly around it.  
 “I knew those lips would be heaven. Oh yeah. Now, how far is your place?”  
 I popped off it and looked up at him. “Ten minutes.”  
 “Perfect,” he said as he started the car. “I’ll give you my first load by the time we’re there, and then I’ll be able to last longer for Samantha.” My eyes popped open wide. He looked forward and pressed my head back onto him. 
 He pulled behind Sam and we left.  



 
   
   

6

   

Shit! I thought as I bobbed my head on his shaft loving every bit of it.. If I did a shitty job on him and he didn’t finish, he’d not last as long with Sam. Good. If she even let him do her. If I did it well, he’d last a long time. Either way, I would still keep my secret. But what about Hannah?  
 Dick groaned and thrust upward gently. “Use your tongue, baby.”  
 I ran my tongue around his shaft and tip.  
 “Oh yeah,” he said. I focused on the task at hand. It was incredible having someone respond so favorably to me giving him pleasure. I bobbed my head furiously while running my tongue around it and tugging his balls. It was incredible how good it felt to do. My hardness was sliding against my dress, and my whole body felt electric. I went wild on him.  
 “Rennie, baby, that’s so...Ungh!”  
 Dick got really hard, and I felt the gush shoot through it into my mouth. I panicked and swallowed as best I could. Meanwhile, I couldn’t help squirting wildly under my dress. It was incredible. I relished each drop he had and came as much as he did. When we were both done, I slid off. He glanced at me and patted my head. “Happy birthday, Rennie.”  
 “Thanks, it was wonderful.” I pressed my dress against me and tried to make sure I wiped up all of my mess with it. I crossed my legs and pushed myself between them, looking out the window. I wiped my chin and licked my fingers. Crap. I had no sexual interest at that point and couldn’t believe what I had just done. Now I’d have to watch Sam get laid by this Dick guy. If she let him. What kind of research was this? 
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 We went into the house together, the girls holding each other’s arms and Dick’s arm around me. In the kitchen, Sam poured drinks. The girls kissed and fondled each other, feeling each other’s breasts, rubbing their crotches. Soon, Sam’s top was tugged under her breasts, and Hannah was sucking her nipple.  
 Dick put his hand on my bottom. “They look great, don’t they?”  
 “Mmm,” I said.  
 He slid behind me; his one hand squeezed my breast, the other slipped his cock between my butt cheeks. He thrusted slowly, both hands now squeezing my breasts as we watched. This was getting too dangerous for me. I moved away and went to the girls. “Let’s go upstairs. We’ll be more comfortable.”  
 Sam ran upstairs. Hannah came over to Dick and put her arms around his shoulders. “Having fun, baby?”  
 “Oh yeah. I can’t make up my mind, though.”  
 “Good.” She laughed. “Let’s go, she’s waiting for us.” She looked at me and waved for me to follow. “C’mon Rennie!”  
 We all went upstairs. When we entered the bedroom, Sam was wearing her strap-on. She held it out in front of her. “Get me ready for Hannah, Rennie. On your knees, baby.”  
 I knelt before her. She thrust it in and out of my mouth like she had so many times before, and then she’d take me with it. Now it seemed more appropriate that I should do this, since at least I looked like a woman. Hannah held my head while Sam thrusted. I drooled around it, imagining it was Dick’s cock that I had enjoyed.  
 Hannah took Sam by the hand. “C’mon. I want that.” They climbed onto the bed. Sam spread Hannah’s legs and entered her. She looked back at Dick and me while we watched. “Dick, put it in me,” Sam said. “In front. Save me some work doing Hannah. You do the work.”  
 She laughed as she thrust into Hannah, holding Hannah’s heels behind her head. Hannah squeezed Sam’s bottom. Dick slid behind them and found her front hole, and shoved it in hard and deep.  
 Sam turned back to him. “Oh yeah, baby. Nice. Now get at it and do it good for us.”  
 I watched as he nailed Sam, and Sam nailed a gorgeous girl beneath her. They were a pulsing, moaning, thrusting pile of flesh, all of them writhing and interlocked. I couldn’t help getting hard watching it all. I stood there and wrapped my dress around it and squeezed it as they went at it. They’d never see me, as engaged as they were. I took my breasts out of the dress top and squeezed my nipples with my other hand, going back and forth between them while I jerked it in my dress. My body was electric. I wanted more.  
 Dick did last a good amount of time. Much longer than I ever did—more like as long as Sam did when she pegged me. As I thought about her pegging me, I wanted it more now than before. I could imagine being penetrated. I watched as Dick’s dick went in and out of Sam all wet, and I wanted that. It was huge, though, compared to the strap-on, and I didn’t know if something like that wouldn’t break me in two.  
 “Oh, Sam!” Hannah cried as she started shaking and twitching. She squirted all over. Dick sped up and rammed Sam harder.  
 Sam called out, “Yes, Dick, that’s it! Don’t stop.” Sam began to squirt and twitch, Hannah still shuddering and spasming beneath her.  
 Dick cried out. “This is it!” He rammed, and they all tensed as he shot his loads into Samantha. I immediately came in my dress, and my knees became weak, almost dropping me to the floor. I knelt down, wiped myself with my dress, pulled my top back up.  
 I had just seen my love nailed and flooded by a stranger while I was masquerading as a woman and enjoying the show immensely. I felt a fool.  
 Dick came over to me. He put his hand on my head. I looked up at him. He said, “Nice, huh? They make a hot couple, those two, don’t they?” He wagged his glistening dick in front of my face. “How about getting me going again, baby? I think they can do another round yet. Unless you want it, huh?” He stroked my hair. “It is your birthday, Rennie.”  
 I looked up at the guy that just nailed my love, his dick in my face. I took it in my hand and looked up at him. I had no desire for sex, having come twice in an hour or so. “I’m okay. She deserves it. I’m getting tired.” I smiled, wrapped my lips around it and worked at getting him ready to pound Sam again.  
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 Sam and I had to sleep in the spare room after messing the sheets on our bed. I woke with a start. Sam wasn’t in bed. I had breasts. I tried to remember if maybe she was sleeping with Dick and Hannah in our bed. Nah. I remembered Dick kissing me as they left.  
 I went to the bathroom, peed, stripped, showered, and threw on one of my new, short robes. A silky pink one. I slipped into a pair of high-heel mules and went downstairs.  
 “Hi, honey,” Sam said as I poured a coffee.  
 “Hi, sweetie.” I sat and watched her cook breakfast.  
 She smiled at me. “Did you have fun last night? I hope you didn’t feel left out.”  
 “It was fine. I didn’t have much of a choice. I mean, he’d find out. Looked like you really enjoyed it. You had the best of both worlds.”  
 “I know. You don’t feel jealous, do you?”  
 I looked at the table. “Nah.”  
 “Good. I wanted to get together with them tonight so we could have Dick dick you, but they’re going away to Europe for a month.”  
 “Good. I don’t think I’m ready for Dick dicking me. Dick probably wouldn’t want to either.”  
 She put the food in front of us. She kissed my cheek and sat. “You’re wrong. After he pounded me, he whispered he wanted you next. I told him what you were. He still wanted to.”  
 “You what?”  
 “Honey, why hide it? They’re very open-minded.”  
 I ate and thought. I guess that would be one way to experience it, and it would be better from him than surprising some other guy. Especially since Dick was a really nice guy, and I loved his dick. I pushed my hard-on down and crossed a leg over it.  
 Sam put her hand on mine. “Honey?”  
 I looked into her eyes. “Uh, you’re right. Too bad they’re gone for a month. He’d be good for it. I liked him. Might be different than you pegging me, being real and all, and me being like I am now. When I looked at Dick’s dick spreading you out like it did, I wondered if it would fit in me. I mean, it’s substantial.”  
 Sam rolled her eyes and smiled. “It sure is. I never had one so good. I could have that thing in me every waking moment. I squirted like a fire-hydrant, and so did he. Dick has real man meat. Of course, half the time I was wishing it were mine though, so I could be the one doing that. I wonder if I should get a bigger strap-on to use on Hannah. She’s probably used to his size... I think I will.”  
 I nodded, thinking about how hot it would be, Sam pounding Hannah and Dick pounding me. I ate my toast and stared out the window, wanting Dick, but he wouldn’t be around for a month.  
 Sam waved a hand in front of my glazed-over face. “Earth to Rennie!”  
 “Sorry.”  
 “So, penny for your thoughts.”  
 “Yes, we should do it... Get together when they come back.”  
 “Good. Oh, by the way, Dick said you gave him an awesome BJ in his car. Good girl. I’m proud you’ve broken all your useless paradigms and are immersed in yourself and your feelings. How did you like it?”  
 I grinned and rolled my eyes. I licked my lips. “I don’t know if I can wait a whole month. It was incredible making someone feel so good, and very flattering too.”  
 She patted my head. “I see the new you having some addictive desires coming on. We need clothes for you for work so we can go in and start the documentation and brain-mapping to see if it’s changing.”  
 “Mall?”  
 “Mall. And something to help you be able to take Dick on in a month and something for me to use on Hannah. So mall, and toy store. Let’s clean up and go.”  
 “Sounds like a great day to me. I never liked shopping before, but it’s wonderful now.”  
 “See? I knew you’d be glad you did this.”  
 I showered, did my makeup, slipped on a flared denim miniskirt, sheer suntan pantyhose with the crotch cut out, pink panties, pink V-neck sweater, and some pink stilettos then sprayed perfume all over me, and we were off.  
 The thought of going into work as Rennie was unsettling, but I had to do it. I told myself they’d all understand this was for research and treat me with the same respect as they always had.  
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 “Not gonna work, sweetie.” Sam looked around. “Go change back.”  
 “I know. It’s ridiculous.” I was trying on a pair of pants. I hoped I could wear a pair of women’s khakis for work like the men’s khakis I had worn before. I wasn’t flat enough in front for it, even without an erection. And I even tried tucking into the tight panties I was wearing.  
 I looked at Sam and shook my head and with a grimace. “No way. That’s okay, though. I don’t want to wear boring, flat shoes either.”  
 I tried on some skirt suits. I liked the skirts on me better than pants anyway. Pants were boring now.  
 Sam assessed the look as she moved around me while I stood in front of the three-way mirror. She ran her hand over the front of the skirt. “These skirts are much flatter than the dresses you have. They follow your hips and butt well, but there’s still a trace of man showing in front. Not much, but a trace. I think we can fix that, though. I can get something for that.” Sam took off in the store.  
 I sat in the chair and waited for her, and she returned with several different colored things in her hands. “Here, try one of these on under the skirt. They’re girdle slips.” She tugged the sides of one. “Stretchy yet firm.”  
 I tried it on and came out. Same ran her hand over the front of my skirt. “Looks good. How does it feel?” She felt my ass. “Not too tight?”  
 “Feels okay. Kind of sensual, actually. I don’t think I’ll ever show with it, because it aroused me as I slid it over my hips and ass, and I’m completely hard right now.” I looked at the front of the skirt as I throbbed beneath it. “Nope. Perfect.”  
 “Okay.” Sam slapped my tight ass. “Wow, tight as ever now.” She stood back, “Turn around.”  
 I turned, looking into the mirror. The skirt and jacket were a perfect fit. The skirt was a bit short, a few inches above my knee, but not bad. The jacket followed my waist and buttoned well over my breasts. I’d look much more professional than I did before. “I like it. I’ll get a few suits in the same style and different colors, then all we need are blouses.”  
 She laughed. “You’ll be so professional at work, you’ll put me to shame. I can’t wait to see the looks on their faces when they see Dr. Ryan Jameson as Dr. Rennie Jameson.”  
 We bought more suits and blouses and went to the adult toy store. Sam led the way to a display. She started handling the items. “Do you think this is as big as Dick?” She handed me a very realistic strap-on dildo. I wrapped my hands around it, trying to remember his from the ride home. “Hmm, I think you hit it.” I held it in front of my face. “Yeah, this is it.”  
 She took it. “Good.” She worked her way around the store. She took an item off the wall. “This will work well.” She showed it to me. “It’s inflatable so you can work your way up in size, and it vibrates quietly so you can have it on all the time, which will make it more comfortable. It says it’ll last 24 hours on one set of batteries.” She handed it to me.  
 I held it. “It looks frightening.”  
 “You’ll get used to it, and it’s small when it goes in. You’ll see. You have a month to get ready.”  
 We went to the counter. A handsome young guy was there. Maybe twenty or so. His eyes devoured my body, and his face flushed. Sam put the things on the counter. He looked at them and looked at me as he rang them up.  
 Sam poked me in the ribs and whispered in my ear. “I think he likes you. I bet he’s hard right now.”  
 “Shh! Stop,” I whispered back, glaring at her. She laughed. She smiled at the clerk. “So, any discounts today? Those aren’t the cheap versions, but maybe there’s something...” She stuck her finger in her lips and sucked it, then flicked the tip with her tongue while she motioned her head toward me. “...that my girlfriend could do for you.”  
 I glared at her, then at him. “No, don’t listen to her.”  
 The guy grinned and leaned back against the back counter. He rubbed his crotch, showing the outline. It was as big as the one we were buying.  
 He looked into my eyes. “Yeah, that’s right, we have a discount I can give you. I think you’d love it. It’s similar to what you’re buying. You said no, but I bet your brain says yes. You’re too hot not to want it.”  
 My heart raced in my chest. He came around the counter. Sam moved aside so he could get near me. He put his hand on my bottom and caressed it through my skirt. “Mmm...” He breathed in my perfume. “Smell nice too. You can have them for free if you let me stick it in you. I’ll wear a rubber.”  

Great. He wants to stick it in me. Seems everyone does these days. 

 Sam came to the rescue. “Uh, she has her period, but she’d love to do other things. Don’t you like her lips?”  
 Some way out, I thought. He rubbed his outline, looking at me. Now Sam was turning me into a slut. I was hard under my skirt, though. The thought of making him feel so good was enticing. He was cute too. He looked at us both. “Okay, heck, maybe you’ll be return customers. It’s all free for a BJ from your hot slut friend.”  
 He walked over to the door and locked it, putting an “Out to Lunch” sign on it. He came back to us. “Follow me.”  
 We followed him into the office. He sat on the edge of the desk. “Okay, hottie, take the pillow off the couch, put it on the floor, get on your knees, and open your mouth. He took it out and stroked it. It was shaved, as were his balls, and it was as large as Dick’s.  
 I knelt down and took it in both hands. It was warm, velvety, and throbbing, and there was a glistening drop on the tip. I was throbbing in my panties. I should have felt like I was being used, and maybe I did feel that way, but it was something I wanted right then.  
 He grabbed my head, moved my face closer to it, pressed the tip against my lips, and said, “Take it. What are you waiting for? You know you want it.”  
 And I sure did. I dove onto it with passion. I ran my tongue around it while I bobbed my head on it. I looked up at him as he smiled and rolled his eyes. “That’s it slut. Suck that thing.”  
 I squeezed a hand around his shaft, marking the maximum depth I could take it, and with the other hand I tugged on his shaved balls and rolled them in my hand. I was in heaven feeling his passion as he put both hands on my head and held it tight.  
 He began thrusting into my face. “Look at me, bitch!” he said. “Yeah, like that.” He was shoving it in and out, my head held fast. “It makes you look like you’re begging for me to shoot it in you.”  
 I nodded and mumbled around it. “Mmm.” I was begging.  
 “I know that’s what you want. I’m gonna flood you, so be ready.”  
 His hips thrusted as I held tight with my fist and ran my tongue around his slippery velvet shaft, flicking the tip as it passed.  
 “Ungh, yeah!” He shoved it and held it there as it shot the first load. I struggled to swallow and managed to get most of it before the next one filled my mouth, followed by one huge gush after the other. It slipped out momentarily, and then I got on it again. After he was done, I licked him clean, and he patted my head. “You are a hottie.” He tucked it away and zipped.  
 I stood, and we followed him to the counter. He bagged our things and handed them to Sam. “Anytime you need some toys, come see me, ladies.”  
 When we’d gotten back to the car, Sam wiped some of his leftovers from my hair and face with a tissue. “Missed a little bit. You did well, though. I saw you swallowing so much! Was that nice for you?”  
 “I guess. I should feel used, but I don’t. It was exciting, yes. I think I love doing that. Driving men wild is thrilling and flattering.”  
 “Good. You sure got passionate about it. It didn’t take you long to finish him off. So what shall we do next, Ryan?”  
 “Ryan? Bite your tongue. Ryan would never do such things. I’m not a male anymore.”  
 Sam laughed. “Then what is your skirt wrapped around that you’re rubbing?”  
 I was, without thinking about it. I took my hand away. “Well, I do have that, but I am not a male, not really.”  
 “We’ll see at work what the brain scans show now.” 
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 Sam and I had a nice dinner out. The next day we were going into work to document and test. At bedtime, Sam put on her boxer briefs, a tank top over her wrapped breasts, and her strap-on. I was wearing a pretty pink baby-doll with matching panties and heels.  
 “How about on your face for a change?” she asked as she kissed my forehead and ran her hand through my hair. I really didn’t want that for some reason. Of course, I’d never really wanted it as Ryan either.  
 “Uh, on my back, okay?”  
 “Sure.”  
 I slid onto the bed. She slid above me and sucked my breasts, bit my nipples. It felt fabulous. We kissed as she stroked me, and I stroked her strap-on. She slid up to my face. “Suck it like you did that guy today.”  
 I did, but it didn’t excite me the way the clerk’s had. Sam thrusted and moaned. She shoved me off and pushed me back onto the bed. She slid between my legs and pressed it into me. She held my ankles by my head and looked into my eyes. I stared at her while she pumped away.  
 Sam soon came and rolled off me. “I needed that.”  
 I looked over at her. “Glad to be of help. Sorry I wasn’t as much into it as Hannah.”  
 “Oh yeah, Hannah was something. I felt like a trucker screwing his hot wife. Maybe you should try her sometime.” She laughed, rolled over, and fell asleep. I slid out of bed, had a double whiskey on the deck, then went to bed and fell asleep.  
 In the morning, I was up before Sam and made breakfast for us. She told me to clean out like I did before she pegged me. I guessed it was time to start getting ready for Dick. We both showered, and when I was done, Sam came into the bathroom.  
 “Did you get it in?” She looked at my bottom.  
 I bent over. “Yes. It was easy. I inflated it, too, and it actually feels pretty good. Hard to say how big it is, since I can’t see it now.”  
 “Count the pumps, and then when it’s out, count them and see.”  
 “Good idea.”  
 We dressed for work. I looked like a lawyer in my suit, but with the bleached blonde hair, I still looked like a hottie. I think Sam picked that particular color and cut to make sure I always look that way. That was okay, though, since I liked seeing myself looking like the girls I’d drool over.  
 At work the first thing we did was make an outline for the documentation and then, while I was being scanned, Sam entered the details into the shared research document directory that our department used.  
 We had a meeting to debrief everyone at 4:00 that afternoon in the conference room. I sat at the head of the table as usual. Everyone came in and greeted us. I could see by the looks on their faces that they were stunned by the change in me.  
 My workmate and buddy, Dr. Seth Minster, sat by me and stared into my eyes. “Is that really you, Ryan?” 
 I nodded. “Yes, it is, except it’s Rennie now, not Ryan.”  
 “Right.” He nodded. “Can we still go out for beers after work? Will you and Sam still go to the dump we always go to? I mean, you’re so dressy now.”  
 “I don’t care. I’ll still go. Why not?”  
 Sam came in and went to the podium. She got the projector going and began. “Here is a comparison of the brain scans from Ryan and today’s scans from Rennie. Identical. She still has a male brain. Thus, all the changes are happening as a result of preferences for looking like a woman even though she still has a penis. The obsession with giving men fellatio, the increased libido, and a desire to be penetrated—all of this indicates change, but not within the brain; that hasn’t changed from male.”  
 I glared at her. “What?”  
 “You heard me, Dr. Jameson. Your brain hasn’t changed, and yes, everyone in this room has read our documentation in the shared folder for this project.”  
 “You put in all the details?”  
 “Yes, of course.”  
 My face flushed as I looked around the room. All the guys were grinning and winking at me. They’d read all about my sexual longings and doings. They knew I loved to suck men.  
 My buddy Seth laughed. “I think it’s great. Turning you into a woman in appearance alone has somehow made you despise men’s clothing, be excited to go shopping, made your senses more intense, and boosted your sexual interests, along with making you enjoy satisfying men anytime you can. It proves that it isn’t just the brain that drives behavior or gender identity.”  
 Sam banged excitedly on the table where she sat. “Exactly! Rennie is a full blown, cock-sucking slut now, who wants to be taken and penetrated like a woman by a real man, and her brain is still a male’s. Of course, her brain still could change with time, so we’ll give it a few more weeks. Ultimately though, I think Rennie will be like me. I have a female brain, but I have male tendencies. Always have. It’s my preference, my free will, just like this is her free will. Questions?”  
 The guys around the conference table looked at each other with horror that something like this could happen. Seth said, “So if I do what Rennie did, I’d be the same?”  
 Sam said, “Not necessarily. It’s personal preference. You, or anyone in this room, or any male in society, might enjoy the female form so much that you would make the same transformation. Rennie obviously has a personal preference for the actions she’s taken. Maybe she always did. and this has freed her to pursue them with great passion.”  
 A murmur went through the room. I could tell the guys were threatened by it. I waved my hand to them. “Guys, guys.”  
 It seemed weird sitting at the head of this table looking and sounding like a hottie and trying to get their attention. No one paid attention to me.  
 I tried again. “Hey boys, hey!”  
 Finally, Sam banged on the table “Hey! Dr. Jameson has something to say.”  
 I was furious. They settled down as I stood in my heels, leaning on the table and glaring at them, my breasts straining against my blouse. I grabbed my breast and squeezed it. “If you had these gorgeous things and looked as good as I do, you’d be doing the same thing, and it would be your preference.”  
 Sam nodded and looked at me. “Maybe they would. Why wouldn’t they?”  
 I sat back down. “Meeting adjourned.” 
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 Seth, Sam, and I went to our regular dive bar for a beer. I was given plenty of looks; no one knew who I was, other than a hot chick in a suit. The place soon went back to playing darts and pool and chatting. We took seats at the bar.  
 Our regular bartender came over. “Don’t think we’ve met.” he flung his hand out. “I’m Pete.”  
 I shook it. “Yeah, I’m Rennie. Nice to meet you.”  
 “Beer?”  
 “Can you make me a pomegranate martini? I hate beer.”  
 “Sure, babe. I can do anything a hot babe like you wants.” He winked and took Seth and Sam’s orders.  
 I crossed my stockinged leg and tried to relax from the meeting. Sam rubbed my shoulders, and Seth stared at me. The bartender brought our drinks. “Yours is on the house, Rennie. Think of it as an offering to our new goddess who’s gracing us with her beauty.” He smiled.  
 “Thanks. Such a gentleman.”  
 He blushed and left.  
 Seth leaned into me. “Wow, you really have an effect on guys.”  
 “See? It just happens. Wouldn’t you feel the same way as me?”  
 Seth put his hand on my thigh and glided it up and down, slipping it under the edge of my skirt. “I don’t think I’d ever feel this nice, buddy.”  
 Seth and I were buddies, and I didn’t think of his touching me as anything weird or too forward. I laughed and put my hand on his, gliding it over my silky thigh some more. I whispered in his ear. “You should feel how good these boobs feel to me.”  
 He looked at my cleavage. “Love to feel them.” He moved his hand toward them. I pushed it away. “Not here, dummy.”  
 I slugged my drink down. Sam was looking around the dump. There was nothing here of interest to her. She chugged her beer. The bartender grabbed my empty glass. “Next one’s on me, too, goddess.”  
 I winked at him.  
 Sam stood. “I’m gonna get going. Can Seth give you a ride home?”  
 Seth said, “Of course. Almost always did before. No different now.”  
 Sam kissed my cheek. “See you at home, honey. Have fun with Seth.”  
 “Okay, sweetie.”  
 Seth and I drank and talked and drank and talked. I sat closer to him than usual and couldn’t help letting my leg rub his under the bar with my legs crossed and his hand caressing my thigh. It was weird doing that with my buddy, yet it wasn’t.  
 I had a pleasant buzz from the drinks and felt nice and relaxed, enjoying my friend’s company. I slid my hand on his crotch and whispered, “Want to see how good I can make you feel, bud?”  
 “Uh...” His hand left my leg. He drank his beer and looked into my eyes. He wiped his brow with the bar napkin.  
 I rubbed his crotch. He wasn’t hard. “What’s wrong, Seth?”  
 “I don’t know. For a while it was a nice illusion. But now, I look into your eyes, and I know you’re Ryan inside that hot, sexy woman’s body and under your skirt. You have a male brain inside. It just makes you freaky now. Sorry.” He moved my hand off his lap.  
 I sipped my drink. I whispered to him, “C’mon, bud. You can suck my nipples even. Think about it. Put your hand back on my silky thigh. Imagine my hot lips wrapped around it and sucking.” I rubbed my buddy’s back with my hand, ran my long nails over his shirt, my head next to his.  
 He shook his head. “Sorry, Ryan. Don’t be offended, okay?”  
 “I’m Rennie now, not Ryan... Okay. Let’s go home then. I can do it in the car for you. You’re my buddy. I want to make you feel good. I want to taste you shooting into my mouth.”  
 Seth shook his head. “If you’re planning that, you’ll have to sit in back. Promise me you won’t.”  
 I felt like crying. My best friend was pushing me away the first time I could ever give him something to make him feel so good.  
 I put my purse over my shoulder. “Okay, asshole, I promise. Let’s go.” 
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 At home I poured myself another drink and went onto the patio where Sam was. I sat on the chaise and crossed my legs.  
 She looked over at me. “Haven’t you had enough to drink? What’s the matter?”  
 “Seth turned me down. I wanted to make him feel good and thought I was going to for a while, with him rubbing my legs and all. But all of a sudden, he saw Ryan inside me and remembered I had something under my skirt, and he called me a freak.”  
 “Ah, no big deal. People have paradigms, sweetie. You know that. It shouldn’t be an insult to you. Just have your drink and go to bed, and in the morning you’ll be back in your skin feeling sexy, feminine, and like a pretty girl again.” She stood and leaned down to kiss my cheek. “Goodnight, princess.”  
 A pretty girl again. A girl with a dick that her best buddy can’t get past. A freak longing for things a man normally wouldn’t but that this newly made woman couldn’t resist. Or could she? 
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 Sam was already up when I woke. I showered, grabbed some nuts and juice for breakfast and was ready to go out.  
 Sam said, “Why are you racing around? Where are you going?”  
 “I just need some new clothes. I’ll be back in an hour or so.”  
 “Wait for me to get dressed, and I’ll go with you to help you pick them out.”  
 “Thanks, but it won’t take long, and I know what I want.”  
 I slung my purse over my shoulder and took off.  
 I came back with my bags of things, and Sam was on the deck in the sun. I ran into the bedroom and changed, then went out with an iced tea.  
 Sam sat up on the chaise. She was in a tee shirt and shorts. I was wearing a baggy short-sleeve men’s shirt and men’s cargo shorts with men’s sandals. I had my hair pulled back, no earrings or makeup, except my damned tattooed lipstick and eyeliner, which I couldn’t get rid of.  
 She stared at me in horror. “Rennie! What the hell is wrong with you? You look like shit. You look like a bum.”  
 I walked over to her and tugged on her tee shirt. “Me? What about you?”  
 “This is normal for me. For the new you, it’s not. What’s the matter?”  
 “I’m sick of this charade. I’m a freak now. My best friend won’t be my best friend anymore and won’t let me touch him. You talk about Dick’s real man meat and how great it is. You peg me, and I get nothing from it except your momentary entertainment. I try to get people’s attention at our meeting, and no one listens. I want to immerse myself in this role of being feminine and sexy and womanly, but I keep getting contrary signals from it all.”  
 “But don’t you feel sexy and feminine with your new body? You did before.”  
 I sat on the chaise and sipped my tea, looking out into the yard.  
 “I don’t know. It’s not what it was, for some reason. I don’t feel sexy; I have no interest in it at all. I stopped using the plug in preparation for Dick. Maybe it’s my male brain telling me this isn’t my preference.”  
 “Or maybe it’s your paradigms of what you are and aren’t. You’re letting your ego and other people influence how you feel about yourself.”  
 “Maybe, but isn’t that life?”  
 She looked off in the distance. Her phone rang. She looked at it and smiled. “Maybe we can make you feel better.” She answered it. “Hi, Hannah! How’s your trip going?” She looked at me and smiled. “Really? Sure. I think that’s a great idea. It’s perfect timing too. We need a break. We’ll be there on the next flight. I’ll text you the details.”  
 She hung up and put the phone down. “We’re going to Prague. Pack your bags, honey.”  
 “What?”  
 “Hannah has stayed in touch since she and Dick went to Europe. We’ve had some nice conversations and talked about their views on things. Dick and Hannah are both interested in getting to know you better. They’re intrigued with our experiment and love the idea of what you are. They want us to join them.” She smiled and winked at me. “Maybe if you’re with people who accept you, you’ll feel better about all of it again.”  
 “What about work?”  
 “This is work, isn’t it? Every day of this is work, doing the research to find what makes someone relate to being another gender. You still have the male brain and a remaining part, but will you fit in your body? I think acceptance is a part of it, and this could help.  
 I sipped my tea and looked at the boys’ clothes I was wearing. I was a freak this way too. I guess I had some hope this would help. I looked up at her sheepishly. “Hannah is interested in me?”  
 “Oh yes, she’s very interested, and so is Dick. I’m somewhat boring to them, compared to you. C’mon, they seem really nice, and we don’t have to pay for a hotel, even, since they rented a villa.” She stood and came over to me. She leaned down and ran her hand through my hair. She kissed my cheek. “Now get dressed like the lovely woman you are and pack your bags. You can get a stamp from Prague on your new passport and travel like the classy lady you are. You’ll love it.” 
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 We were able to get a flight after lunch and arrived at lunch time in Prague. Of course, our body clocks said it was really late, but we had to stay awake and adapt to the time zone. The trip itself was wonderful. Everyone was so nice to me, holding doors and offering help and seats. It was a pleasure, and I was feeling lovely by the time we arrived.  
 Hannah came with a driver to pick us up. He opened her door, and she shot out of the back seat, her eyes wide and a smile ear to ear as she wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed both of my cheeks. “I’m so excited! Thanks for coming, you two.”  
 She went to Sam and gave her a hug. “Thanks for doing this.”  
 “Thanks for inviting us,” Sam said. “This is exciting, and I think it’s exactly what Rennie needs right now.”  
 The chauffeur put our bags in the trunk of the BMW 750i with black-out windows. The three of us slid into the back seat of the car and drove off.  
 Hannah sat with her hand on my thigh. She squeezed my leg. “Was the trip good?”  
 “Very. I was never treated so well,” I said.  
 Sam said, “Everyone treated Rennie like she was some sort of royalty, for god’s sake. I should start dressing like her. My cargo pants didn’t elicit the same response.”  
 Hannah laughed. “Of course, not that you’re a slouch, Sam, but you aren’t really a feminine woman—no offense. Now Rennie here… Well, she’s just plain old-fashioned femininity, gracefulness, and sensuality. I can’t wait to show you two the sights, go shopping, and get to know you both better. Dick is very excited too. We don’t usually meet couples as open as you two, and we’re hoping we might be long-term friends.”  
 “That would be nice. We don’t have many friends,” I said.  
 She touched my cheek with her soft, tiny hand, and her eyes flitted about my face, ending up locked on my eyes. She said, “I hope this won’t be too forward, but...” She leaned into my face, tilted her head to align our lips, and I could feel her breath. I moved toward her. We kissed deeply; her hand slid under my dress and felt for my very hard rod in my panties. She wrapped her tiny hand around it and stroked it. Still kissing, she moaned, “Mmm.”  
 She pulled back. She looked at Sam.  
 Sam tilted her head. Hannah leaned toward her and gave her a kiss in the same way. When they finished, Hannah sat back, gave a sigh with a hand on each of our legs. “This will be a week to remember.” 
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 The villa was gorgeous. The car rumbled up the drive, over the granite pavers like those that covered the streets of Prague, around a landscaped fountain and the driver pulled up to the steps. We all got out and I stared up at the mansion in amazement as he took our bags up the stairs and inside.  
 Hannah said, “He’ll be back for the rest. He’ll put them in your room. Like it?”  
 “Like it? It’s gorgeous! Are you renting it?”  
 “Oh no, this is our European home. We spend a lot of time here. We love it. You’re welcome here anytime, even if we aren’t here. Now come in and get settled. I’ll bet you’re both tired, so we didn’t plan anything for today. Just relax, eat and drink, and try to stay awake until bedtime.” She took both our hands and climbed the granite steps.  
 Dick stood at the top, his arms out to us. “Welcome to our home.” We reached the top; he leaned down to me and gave me a big hug. He kissed both cheeks. “So happy you decided to come visit.”  
 He gave Sam a big hug. “Let’s get you some refreshments and food.”  
 We sat in the shade on the patio overlooking the garden, eating fresh fruits, spiced wine on ice, sliced meats and cheese, and fresh-baked bread. It was as if we had been transported to heaven.  
 We talked about what we’d like to do and options, talked about what they did for a living, and what our jobs were like. They were very interested in our experiment and our general views on gender. It was a good, intelligent discussion and made me feel at home and in my proper skin. I felt good about what I had become, and they helped me realize it’s what I actually do prefer. At least right then I did.  
 Dinner was rabbit, fresh brook trout, cabbage and potato dumplings, and roasted vegetables. I ate like a pig.  
 “I can’t keep eating this way. I’ll ruin my new body,” I laughed as I sat back, my hand on my belly.  
 Dick lifted his glass of wine. “It’s vacation. You can limit your intake later. For now, enjoy and live life well. You of all people need to relax after what you’ve gone though. Let’s go have coffee and cigars on the patio.” He came over to me and held my chair. He took my hand. Hannah took Sam’s hand, and they led us to the patio.  
 We went to where we had sat during the day. The sun was setting and giving a brilliant purple glow behind the trees. Dick and I sat on the loveseat. He poured coffee for us all. I mixed mine on the coffee table and sat back as Dick lit cigars for all of us.  
 When he was done, he put his arm around my shoulders on the back of the sofa. “To a wonderful time for you both.” He raised his coffee. We all sipped and puffed. The nicotine and coffee was giving me a little energy boost.  
 Dick finished his coffee and put his cup back down on the table. He ran his hand along my thigh. “You are lovely, my dear. So glad you came. I’d love to make you feel as nice as you did me.”  
 I glanced at his pants. He was hard in them. Sam and Hannah were wrapped in each other and kissing and touching each other passionately. I put my hand on his hardness. He unzipped his pants and took out the cleanly shaved package. I wrapped both hands around the shaft and leaned down, taking it into my hungry mouth. I wanted it.  
 I sucked and bobbed my head on it, tugging his balls and running my tongue around the velvety shaft. I could taste his precum as his hands wrapped around my skull and he thrusted gently. “Yes, princess, that is lovely. Maybe sometime you’ll allow me to make love to you.”  
 I nodded and moaned around his shaft. His hand slid under my dress, moved my panties to the side and wrapped his fingers around my shaft. I thrusted into his huge yet soft hand while he thrusted into to my mouth. He took his hand away, and I whimpered. Then he wrapped my silky dress around it and stroked me again.  
 I looked up at him. “Oh, Dick, thank you. That feels wonderful.” I went back onto his dick and continued gazing up at him.  
 He took a deep breath and thrusted faster. “I’m sorry, I can’t resist you.” He squeezed my head tight and fucked my face. He came in gushes, which I swallowed greedily as I simultaneously came in his hand, wetting my silky dress. When he was done, he slid his hand from me and licked it off his hand. “Mmm, lovely,” he said as he gazed into my eyes. He tucked himself away. “Thank you.”  
 “No, thank you. You don’t know what that meant to me. I’m so glad you enjoyed all of it.” I cuddled up to him and put my head on his shoulder.  
 He wrapped his arm around me and hugged me. He kissed my head. “Now rest, you’ve been up long enough. Tomorrow we show you Prague.” 
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 I slept like the dead. I had the whole bed to myself, and I slid all around in it, luxuriating on the satin sheets as I woke to the sunshine and the birds outside the window.  
 I wrapped a short satin robe around me, slid on a pair of high-heeled mules and went downstairs. Everyone was eating breakfast.  
 Dick grabbed a chair for me and held it. “Have a seat, and I’ll get what you want.”  
 I sat as he pushed the chair in under me. We ate, talking about the day’s plans, and then I showered and dressed. I wore a pretty, floral, cotton minidress with a halter top. My hard nipples showed lightly through the fabric. I slipped on some strappy, flowered high heels, did my makeup and spritzed perfume over me. A last look in the full-length mirror, and I slung my purse over my shoulder and went downstairs.  
 The day was wonderful. Perfect weather, wonderful stores, gourmet food. The Charles Bridge, Saint Vitus’ Cathedral, Prague Castle, freshly made cinnamon rolls made over charcoal from a vendor’s cart. We had a ball.  
 It was very different in Prague, with the small granite squares that paved the streets and walkways. When I first looked at the gaps between the paving stones, I thought I’d break an ankle in my heels. Watching the other women navigate them in their high heels gave me the confidence to do it. The women all carried themselves so sexily, and they all wore heels, short skirts, and sheer stockings. Very sexy, very feminine.  
 The night hours we spent dancing at the clubs to the throbbing music, gyrating in our sexual dances with each other like the rest of the clientele. By the time we returned to the villa, we were all spent from the day and night. We were all falling in love with each other’s company, and I knew I really wanted to have Dick make love to me.  
 The next day, after my toilet, I cleaned out and started using the expandable, vibrating plug again to get ready for his huge, alluring impaler.  
 Dick walked with Sam. Hannah held my hand as we walked and said, “We better take it easy today. I think we all did too much yesterday. I was beat.”  
 “Me too.”  
 As we walked, each step in my heels made me feel sexier, with the plug vibrating and massaging me inside. I was rigid in my crotchless panties under the flared hem of my minidress as it swished and rubbed my ever-hard under it delightfully. I’d never felt so horny.  
 I said to Hannah, “I want to save some energy for the evening at your villa.”  
 She wrapped her hands around my arm as we walked and squeezed it. She breathed in a sexy voice to me, “I want to enjoy the evening too. I think we all do. Sam wanted to plan something special for you as well. She said she could tell you were wearing your plug to get ready for Dick. Dick wants to fill you. Are you ready?”  
 I laughed. “Never been more ready. I want to be taken. Sam said she wanted it for me too? That’s nice. I’ve been wondering how she felt about me these days. I know she loves me but...” 
 “She does, we all do. We want you to love yourself too.”  
 We bought some Prague jewelry made from the garnets that are prevalent there. Hannah and I shopped for some special clothing for the evening, while Sam and Dick went off to an adult toy store. We returned to the villa mid-afternoon. We all took naps and then showered. I took my plug out and cleaned out well. I was ready.  
 I put on my makeup and jewelry and fluffed my hair with spray. Hannah helped me get dressed as we both prepared for the evening. I was soo excited.  
 I sat and put on the black lace crotchless panties, my ever-hard standing proudly from them. Hannah briefly took it into her hot mouth. I almost came. She popped off of it and looked up at me, wagging her finger. “Not yet, we need to build the anticipation.” She stood.  
 I wrapped the black satin corset around my waist. Hannah pulled the strings in back, cinching it tightly. “That’s not too tight, honey, is it?”  
 “Feels nice.”  
 “Good.”  
 The front of the corset had a shelf for my breasts, lifting them but allowing the nipples to be free. I sat and slid on the ultra-sheer black stockings with lace tops and attached them to the straps of the corset. To further decorate my legs, Hannah handed me black satin and lace garters which I slid up to where the stockings were clasped.  
 Hannah slid the sinfully thin-heeled, strappy and fetish-height heels on my feet and secured them with the straps. She laughed, “Wouldn’t want to walk the town in these, but they sure look sexy, and I’ll bet walking in them feels seductive. Try them.”  
 I walked in them, my rod flailing around in the air. They were wonderful. I felt totally vulnerable and sexy in them. My hips swung side to side in my tiny mincing strides. My breasts bounced. Hannah watched me. “My god, girl, you are heavenly, especially with that added something of yours. It’s so sexy.”  
 She opened the nooses of the necklace and slid one noose over one nipple, tugging the nipple through it. She tightened the noose around it, making my nipple stand like an eraser and feel like a sexual organ. She put the other one on me, then licked and sucked each one, driving me wild for a few moments. “Mmm, lovely. I can’t wait to put mine on,” she said.  
 She held the black chiffon dress while I gripped her shoulder for balance and stepped into it. I slipped it on and over my shoulders. The soft, silky crinoline liner made the short chiffon hem puff. It slipped against me, making me ooze onto it. “Oh, Hannah, this feels so nice. I don’t know if I can take all the sensations.”  
 She stood inspecting me. “It looks lovely. Now for the finishing touches.” She took a pair of scissors, lifted the hem of the dress and was ready to cut it. 
 I grabbed her hand. “Wait, why are you cutting the dress? It’s so lovely.”  
 She smiled up at me. To make you ever the more lovely. You’ll see. Trust me.”  
 She cut a hole through the crinoline to allow my balls and ever-hard to stick through it. She lowered the dress and cut through the chiffon in the same location and tugged it all out. It proudly stood at attention on the front of my dress, like an animal head on a plaque above a fireplace.  
 She slid a sheer, open-ended black sheath over my shaft and a pouch portion over my balls. She looped a soft silver ribbon around the shaft and globes and tied it in a bow. She tied another ribbon above the globes but under the shaft to make them firm and stand out as well. She hung a small silver bell from the bottom. She took twenty-four-hour lipstick in hot pink and painted the head of my throbbing shaft. She admired her work. “Lovely. Now we all can see what you are and enjoy it more. Stand still.”  
 She went to the back of my dress, lifted it and began to cut. When she was done I could feel the cool air blowing on me. I tried to see but couldn’t. She arranged my crotchless panties and came around front. “Now go to the mirror so you can see.”  
 I walked over and looked while she rummaged in a drawer. She had cut out an opening that was just below my butt cheeks and up to just below my lower back. My ass was framed in crinoline and chiffon and surrounded by the ruffles of the crotchless panties.  
 She came back behind me and put her hand on my shoulder. “Now relax. This will make that lovely ass of yours even prettier and more inviting.” She kissed my lips, and I felt a cold wetness press between my butt cheeks as she pushed it against my hole. “Relax, it’s small.” She pressed it in and moved back to admire it. “Lovely.”  
 I looked in the mirror. There was a tail lifting from my bottom of black satin and lace with a bell at the end. I shook my bottom. It rang. I laughed.  
 “Oh my god, Hannah. It looks so cute. Feels nice too.”  
 “Thanks. Glad you like it.” She turned me around and inspected me. She went to the dresser, took a bottle of perfume and sprayed me head to toe, engulfing me in the loveliest, most sensual scent I could imagine. “It’s pheromone perfume. It’ll drive you and Dick crazy. Now I need to get dressed. Want to help?”  
 She took off her short robe. Her body was tiny and perfect, no more than five feet with tiny, painted toenails. I took her in as I throbbed in the air. She pushed me back on the bed. I sat, and she sat on my lap facing me and slid her wetness against my flagpole. We kissed while she rubbed against me. She was dripping on my leg. I was oozing from my cock and wanting her. I moved to try to gain entry.  
 “Oh no you don’t! Sorry, baby. You can’t go there.”  
 “Why?”  
 “Because I said so.” She laughed and hopped off. I helped her dress that delicate body. Her outfit was in all white but the same style as mine. She had me cut the front hem of her dress in an arch to show her garters and glistening pink, inviting folds on either side of her hairless and smooth slit, framed like a work of art by her crotchless panties. “Am I inviting?” she asked me as she looked in the mirror. “Do I look like someone on her wedding night? I feel like it.”  
 “You’re lovely, Hannah. Sam will love taking you like that.”  
 “Good.”  
 She finished with her perfume, and we took our purses and walked hand in hand down the curved staircase to the two-story foyer. The house smelled of exotic, spicy incense from the large censers on stands and fresh air from the breeze outside.  
 “Smells incredible,” I said.  
 “All special for you, honey,” Hannah said as she held my arm. I walked in my short stride, bells ringing as my tail wagged behind me. My decorated and pink-painted tail in front wagged and rang just as much.  
 Sam and Dick looked up at us as we entered the parlor. They stood from the couch. They wore matching tuxedos. Sam’s eyes went wide, and her hand covered her mouth. “You two look stunning!” She came over to me and inspected me from all angles. “Perfect. It shows how exotic and beautiful you truly are.” She inspected Hannah and gave her a light kiss on the lips. “And you look like a bride on her wedding night.”  
 “Thank you,” Hannah smiled and moved to a sofa to sit. I moved my tail to one side and sat next to her.  
 Dick poured us martinis from the pitcher. “Wow, you two are marvelous. I don’t know if I’ll make it through drinks and dinner, though. I may mess my pants just thinking about it and looking at you.”  
 “I’ll take that as a compliment. Thank you, Dick,” I said as I raised my glass. “To a new experience.”  
 Everyone raised their glasses. Dick said, “And to all of us being together always. Hannah and I would like to live with you two as much as our jobs allow... Forever.”  
 My heart raced. I looked at Sam. She shrugged. “Why not, baby? We’d be like two married couples.”  
 “But we can’t marry all of us.”  
 Dick waved his hand. “We can make an agreement and put it in writing. Hannah and I don’t want to continue our current lifestyle, having to meet new people all the time. We know we just want you two. Please, join us in life. If after tonight you don’t want to, then don’t, but I think you both will.”  
 Hannah brushed her tiny hand on my stockinged leg, caressing it. “Please, Rennie, give it some serious thought. We’d be negligent not asking you two. We know now after the time we’ve spent together that there isn’t anyone like you two. So let tonight be a celebration and an act of bonding forever.” She kissed my lips.  
 Wow. I hadn’t expected that. But as I thought about it, Sam and I had never had more fun and been happier than we had with them. I’d never felt so accepted and wanted and loved before. I’d never felt so lovely in my skin and so much myself. I looked into Sam’s eyes, nodded, kissed her lips. “Okay. We’ll see.” I felt my love for them.  
 We had an elaborate Czech supper—raw oysters, clams, smoked brook trout, and fine wines. Espresso and French cigarettes boosted our energy. When we had completed the dining ritual, I was so ready.  
 Upstairs in Dick and Hannah’s bedroom they had a round, satin-covered bed the size of a swimming pool. Hannah and Sam slid onto it and embraced each other. Dick lifted me and slid me onto the bed. “Finally,” he said. “I get to make love to my lovely goddess.”  
 I pulled the plug out, dropping it on the floor. I shimmied up to the headboard to lean against the pillow, and I gazed longingly at him. He took all his clothes off, revealing a silk-smooth, hairless, and gorgeous male form. His real man meat, as Sam called it, led the way.  
 I held my arms out and opened my mouth, licking my lips as I sat up. He stuck it in my mouth, and I savored every inch. Sam and Hannah moaned and caressed each other. Sam was shoving her fingers into Hannah, and Hannah was writhing on them.  
 “Oh, baby,” Dick said as he pulled from my mouth. He went between my legs and sucked me. I watched him, loving his attention to me and lack of revulsion. I pulled his head off me. “I want you inside me,” I said as he looked up at me. “Please.”  
 He slid up and held it like a baseball bat as he maneuvered it closer. He slipped it under my bottom, pulled me down, pushed my ankles by my ears, and held them with one hand. He looked into my eyes as he guided it. “I’ll go slowly,” he said. “Tell me if it’s too much.”  
 I nodded as I watched it press and felt it stretch me. I pushed myself onto it while he pushed. “Oh yes, it’s in,” I breathed. “Ungh. Push it, Dick.”  
 He pushed slowly, causing an electric current to fill my body. He drove it until I thought it would push my head off my shoulders. I oozed from my rod. He began to thrust slowly. “Are you okay? You feel heavenly to me.”  
 “Mmm, heavenly, yes.” I dug my fingernails into his hard ass and made him thrust harder and faster. He pounded me, and our breath became fast and deep, the corset limiting how much I could take in. Just as I was about to come, he stopped and pulled out. “Hannah. Now.” He slipped out of me and flipped me like a doll onto my side. Hannah slid over and next to me. She lifted her legs back exposing her beautifully framed, dripping wetness. “Take me Rennie. Fill me.”  
 Sam came over and held Hannah’s legs back by her ears for me. She looked into my eyes. “Let me see you come inside her, baby.” She winked and smiled.  
 I slid up to Hannah and held my decorated shaft as I guided it into her. Hannah whispered, “Now you can do it, honey. Before was too early. Take your bride...” She rolled her eyes as I entered her. Behind me, I felt Dick maneuvering as his huge wet baseball bat slid back into me. He began to thrust hard and fast, forcing me to thrust the same way into Hannah. We made a sandwich that filled me with sensation. Sam kept us all from sliding by being the anchor.  
 Bells rang in delicate time with Dick’s thrusting and pounding. Hannah whimpered in delight as I slid in her tight and hot space. “Oh Rennie, I love you, thank you. Come for me, baby. Come inside me.” She had a body-tensing orgasm.  
 Dick squeezed my corseted waist. “This is it.” He grunted and shoved hard into me, holding it deep. I felt him shudder as he pushed every bit of his flood into me. I did the same to Hannah, releasing it to leak from her onto the bed. I felt Dick’s leaking out and down my butt to my thighs. I collapsed onto Hannah while she stroked my hair and kissed my cheeks. “Oh Rennie, that was heavenly,” she whispered.  
 Dick kissed my neck and said, “That was heavenly, Rennie.”  
 He looked at Sam. “You okay, Samantha?”  
 “Better than ever.” She lay down beside us as we all rested. 
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 In the morning, we all met downstairs for breakfast after our showers, ready for another day. Hannah sat on my lap in her baby-doll. I squeezed her nipple as we kissed. Sam sat watching us.  
 “Okay, you two. Take a break and come up for air, will ya?” She laughed.  
 Hannah hopped off me and took a seat. “This is wonderful. I have the best of all worlds now. A masculine female, a fully feminized male, a big strapping and intelligent male who isn’t afraid of any kind of sex, and a life to be dreamt of. Thank you guys for helping us get here.”  
 Dick rubbed my shoulders as he stood behind me. He kissed my cheek. “So, are we together?” He sat and looked at Sam and me. Hannah was sitting on Sam’s lap, running her hand through Sam’s hair and gazing lovingly at her. Sam looked around her to me.  
 I shook my head. “No. I have a male brain, and I know it will turn out that it hasn’t changed, so I can’t possibly stay this way.”  
 Sam glared at me. “What?! Are you nuts?”  
 I looked at the table, hanging my head, hiding my face with my hands. “It’s not me. It isn’t fun being this way! I don’t feel like this is the real me. I’m a man and always will be!”  
 I felt them all looking at each other. Dick walked over to me. He lifted my head so they could see my face. I was smiling ear to ear. I was so happy with my new life. “Fooled ya! Of course we want to be with you two forever, right, Sam?”  
 Sam smiled and nodded. “Right on, baby. You’re my girl all right. Oh, and Hannah is too, of course. “I’m proud of you, Rennie, for letting go and seeing where this went. Now we know it’s free will that determines gender choices, but only if acceptance can be found. Seems you’ve done that and exercised your free will and overridden that male brain. The tests will tell, but it seems obvious. You like your feminine identity.”  
 I bounced a leg over my other leg, my toes pointed in the high heels. I held my mug, pinky pointed. I looked at my hands, feet, breasts. I looked at Samantha. “Yes, dear, I love my feminine identity. It’s what I was always missing but didn’t realize it, or couldn’t face it. Must be how and why I found you to begin with. You must have seen it in me.”  
 Sam came over and sat on my lap. She wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed me. “I love you. I always have, and I wanted you to love yourself too. Why do you think I worked so hard to get this grant?”  
 “You always knew I’d be the guinea pig?”  
 “Of course. That’s why I worked so hard for it. I knew researching and supporting my project would be the only excuse to get you to face the truth.”  
 “I love you, Sam.”  
 Hannah and Dick came over and gave us all a group hug.  
 Dick stood. “Now come, girls. Prague and the rest of our wonderful lives await us.” 



 
   
 If you enjoyed this book, it would be great if you could leave a review telling everyone how it was for you. Tell a friend about it. Blog it out. Any help is greatly appreciated. Thanks! 
 Barb and Thom 
 For more of our books, both fiction and non-fiction, go to: 
 Amazon: 

http://www.amazon.com/Barbara-Deloto/e/B00J21HWA4/ 
 Don’t forget our website, which has more links to things you might like, as well as other places to get our works. 

http://www.ShapeShifterBook.com  
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