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CHAPTER 1:

My name is Jerry Jordan and I'm a twenty-six-year-old college graduate who thought he had everything in the world going for him. I had a good job, a nice apartment, a cool car, and an attractive girlfriend named Julie, who I was seriously crazy about.

I thought she was crazy about me too, and I seriously assumed that wedding bells were in our future, but then I started having some suspicions about Julie's sincerity and fidelity. We were definitely in a committed relationship, which I took seriously, but little things started pointing to the possibility that she was fooling around behind my back.

Not a one-time foolish indiscretion while a little tipsy at an office party or something, but a fairly systematic and sustained series of affairs often involving friends of mine or at least people I knew. Whenever I confronted her about these things she always defended herself so passionately and accused me of being paranoid and untrusting so I always backed off and felt terrible about myself for jumping to such wild conclusions. Trust seemed like the foundation of any serious relationship and I felt like I was failing on that score big time. I hated the paranoia of doubting her words but the evidence kept piling up.

To make a long story short it turned out that everything I had suspected was true, and that she had even slept with my best friend Nate, which was the final blow. Not only was I losing my girlfriend and the woman I thought would be my wife someday, but she had wrecked a number of my friendships in the process as I couldn't bear the humiliation of being around those guys anymore.

It's one thing to break up with your girlfriend and go crying in your beer with a sympathetic buddy but she had even managed to take that away from me. Even worse was the knowledge that she had chosen to fuck my friends knowing how emasculating that would be if I ever found out. Bad enough to admit that I wasn't enough to satisfy her without the extra pain of knowing that people I knew were all part of her deception. Some people may enjoy fantasies about being a cuckold or passing their woman around to their friends but I wasn't one of those people and I wasn't given a choice in the matter. It might have been different if she had told me that she had urges that weren't being satisfied and wanted to spice things up by partner swapping or something, but she just took matters into her own hand, all the while condemning me for accusing her of what she was actually doing.

I fell into a deep funk. My orderly life seemed chaotic. My work suffered and even my health seemed to be failing me, despite the fact that I had never taken a sick day in my life. It was a bitter pill to swallow and I found it extremely hard to get over. I don't think I ever seriously considered killing myself, or anything that drastic, but I had some very dark moments and thought about quitting my job and moving to another town and starting over.

Then one day I heard about a new drug that had been developed to help people who wanted gender reassignment. It was a radically simple solution compared to all of the hormone therapy and surgery that was usually involved in physically changing from one sex to the other and more than that it was an internal solution, not an external one, that provided a complete gender transformation in every detail. It was also reversible which meant that the drug had slipped out of the laboratory and into the streets where it was being used recreationally by people who wanted the kick of changing gender temporarily.

That was when I began to hatch my devious revenge plot. Julie had messed up my life by being a scheming slut so why shouldn't I return the favor? I couldn't make her jealous as a man anymore since she had already discarded me but perhaps as a woman I could wreak havoc on her current love life and get the kind of revenge that might let me finally put the whole mess behind me and move on.

Hell hath no fury like a woman scorned, so the old saying goes, and I was scorned and furious. Now all I had to do was become a woman.


CHAPTER 2:

Getting my hands on the drug was surprisingly easy. I had an old acquaintance from college, named Frank, who always had a knack of scoring whatever drug was in fashion at the moment. I hadn't kept in touch with him but it wasn't that hard to track him down. The tricky part was trying to explain why I wanted a sex change pill.

"Hey, that's cool man. Lots of guys get off on the idea of being a chick," said Frank when he saw my discomfort with the subject.

"It's not that. I've never had the slightest desire to know what it felt like to be female. I just sort of need to be able to switch back and forth sometimes," I explained weakly.

"You in trouble with the law or something?" he asked.

"No, nothing like that. I just want to get even with somebody."

Having let the cat out of the bag I told him the whole sad story and my crazy plan to become a mysterious seductress driving a wedge between my ex and whoever she happened to be seeing at the time.

"Far out," said Frank appreciatively when he heard my scheme. "I do have to warn you that there's no guarantee that you'll turn out looking like a super model or something. It has a lot to do with your genes and your family history. There's a good chance you'll look sort of like your mother when she was your age."

That was actually kind of encouraging because my mother was still a very attractive woman. She had even entered a couple of beauty pageants when she was younger. And my younger sister Sharon was also very pretty. If I turned out looking like either one of them that would be just fine with me.

"I think you're totally justified in doing what you want to do but have you actually thought this through?" Frank inquired.

"What do you mean exactly?"

"Well...you said you never had any desire to know what it was like to be female so I assume you don't have any fantasies about having sex with men."

"No, of course not. Why would I?" I shot back.

"All I'm saying is that in order for your plan to work aren't you going to have to sleep with the guys she's dating? And if she's as attractive as you say she is you're going to have to do something special to drive these dudes away from her," Frank pointed out.

"Special in what way?"

"Special like providing mind blowing sex that they can't live without. You may be pretty enough to turn their heads but unless you can perform in the sack what's going to make them dump your ex?"

In truth I hadn't really thought this all the way through I realized. I was so blinded by my rage that I sort of skipped through the messy details but I knew that Frank was absolutely right. If Julie had her hooks in a guy I needed a way to pry them out and make the man fall head over heels for me. That would obviously mean having to do some rather unpleasant things, but that was a price that had to be paid if I wanted my plan to succeed.

"I suppose you're right," I said rather sullenly. "But I already feel degraded and humiliated, how much worse can it get?"

"You're going to have to practice, you know."

"How the fuck am I going to do that?"

"Maybe I can help you, man. I mean you need somebody who knows your secret and I don't know how many other people you want to share this with. If you want someone to put you through your paces I'm the man. I'll even provide the pills for free," Frank offered.

I knew that Frank had a lot of experience with the ladies back in college but I figured it was probably because he could get them a lot of free drugs. Of course he was kind of scruffy-looking back then but now he had a respectable job and a much more clean cut look about him. I wouldn't necessarily say that he was handsome but he wasn't bad looking at any rate and I didn't really want to tell anyone else what I was doing so his proposal made some sense.

"So it isn't going to bother you knowing that I'm really a man underneath it all?" I asked.

"No, why should it? You won't be a man. It's not like wearing a costume or something. Once those drugs kick in you'll be 100% female in every possible way. I don't know how much easier that will make it for you to wrap your head around the idea of being with a guy, but I'm sure you'll just seem like some random chick to me."

I agreed to do a "test drive" of the drug to see what would happen but made no guarantee that I'd want to go through with any actual fornicating. It was quite possible that I wouldn't turn into the kind of hot-looking seductress I would need to be to make my plan work, and it was also possible that I would get cold feet once I had undergone the transformation. A lot of things would have to fall into place for me to actually go ahead with this scheme so I figured I'd better take it one step at a time.

We agreed to make it happen at my place on Friday night after work. Frank would come by with the pills and then we'd see what happened. He suggested that I go in the bathroom and take off all my clothes before I took the pill since my body would probably change in size and shape quite a bit and I'd want to see the results as quickly as possible. He would wait for me in the bedroom and then shit would happen or it wouldn't. I was still somewhat skeptical that the drug would actually do anything at all, let alone something so miraculous, so I wasn't totally prepared mentally for the shock I received when it did just what it was supposed to do.

As I stood naked in front of the mirror I couldn't believe my eyes. I probably looked more like an older version of my sister than a younger version of my mom, but the family resemblance was definitely there. In either case it meant that I was a very attractive young woman with a pretty face and a kick ass body. It was all so sudden and surprising that I felt a little frightened and confused. Even without makeup on I knew that I had the kind of looks that would get male attention easily. That part of the project was taken care of quickly and painlessly. The next step was a little tougher.

I debated about whether to go out and face Frank but I finally decided to wrap a towel around myself and go get a second opinion on my looks.

"Wow," Frank gushed when I nervously walked into the bedroom and gave him his first look at my new appearance. "You're fucking gorgeous, honey."

"I don't know about that," I replied modestly, secretly basking in his praise and knowing that he was probably right.

"Come over here and let me get a good look at you," he suggested.

I came over to where he was sitting on the bed and twirled around a couple of times. It felt strange to be under the appraising eyes of a man but that was just something that I would have to get used to if I wanted to follow through on my plot.

"How do you feel?" he asked.

"A little strange...and kind of juggy," I replied, indicating my covered breasts. "Everything's a little different...or maybe a lot different, I can't tell yet."

"Come and sit down and let's talk about it," said Frank as he patted the spot beside him on the bed.

I sat down kind of carefully and made sure that my towel was still firmly affixed. I was suddenly glad that I had agreed to have Frank be here with me because the sensation was just so weird and kind of disorienting and I didn't want to be alone at that moment.

We chatted rather casually about nothing terribly important, which definitely helped to put me in more of a relaxed mood. Even so I thought a good stiff belt might relax me even more so I went and fixed us a couple of drinks. The small talk and cocktails actually made it seem more like a date or something, although I was dressed in just a towel and Frank had all his clothes on. Still it seemed like good practice if I wanted to go ahead with my plans and did get me more comfortable about the situation I had put myself in.

When Frank went to kiss me it seemed almost natural but I still pulled back at the last second.

"You've got to start somewhere you know," he said as he gently caressed my cheek.

"I know," I replied softly.

"Just close your eyes and leave everything to me," he said.

I did as he suggested and a moment later our lips met and I kissed a man for the first time in my life. It wasn't half bad so I let him kiss me again. After a little more kissing I felt my towel being unfastened and pulled away from my body. I was sitting down so only the top of me was exposed but that was plenty to start with and a moment later I was on my back with Frank lying beside me fondling my bare breasts. I just kept my eyes closed and wondered what the hell I was getting myself into.


CHAPTER 3:

My skin was so soft and smooth. It felt nice just running my fingertips over my arm. It also felt nice feeling Frank's fingertips running over my boobs. He was being very gentle I thought. I wasn't always that subtle about copping a feel. Once a girl gave me her bare breasts to play with I often got pretty aggressive with them. Frank was taking his time and just sort of warming them up I guess you might say. He was running little circles around my nipples with his finger and occasionally giving them the slightest little tweak. It was actually kind of thrilling.

My mind wandered back to my younger days and the wondrous discovery of sexuality. I have no idea how many times I'd jacked off by now but there had to be a first time when I masturbated, although I honestly couldn't recall the details.

My first serious make out session with a girl I could remember vividly. It was sort of a fumbling tumble in the back seat of a car with a girl named Angie Santellini. I got her top off pretty quick but the bra took a little more effort and cajoling. Once it too was removed I got my first glimpse of a woman's breasts in the flesh. I wish I could say I was as gentle as Frank was being but that probably wasn't the case. I was a teenage boy getting his hands on tits for the first time and I was kind of blown away by the experience.

This was sort of like that, in a way. I had plenty of sexual experiences of all kinds by now, but never in this body. Never as a woman before. I don't know if I was the first guy to touch Angie's boobs, but I sure as hell knew that Frank was the first guy to touch mine.

I still had my eyes firmly closed, as if somehow that would lessen my guilt. I felt somewhat safe having the bottom part of my body still covered by the towel but I could feel myself responding to Frank's touch. When he started sucking on my nipples I reached out and began to stroke his hair. If this was all there was to it I could probably handle it with little trouble, but I knew this was just foreplay and that I hadn't even begun to scratch the surface.

I tried thinking about Julie as a lover in a serious and objective way, which was difficult because I still had such strong feelings for her, even though she had betrayed me and broken my heart. When we made love I mostly thought about the human connection and believed that we were sharing something intimate between just the two of us, not realizing how many other men she was sharing it with as well.

Being totally honest I wouldn't say she was the greatest lay in the world, but she always turned me on. Like a lot of women she preferred missionary style, but she wasn't a prude and we dabbled in various positions sometimes. And she would suck my cock, although I wouldn't say that she always did it enthusiastically, and rarely did it to completion. It was more like something we might start with before moving on to fucking. Anal we never tried, although in fairness it wasn't something I really pushed for. I figured if she wanted to try it she'd let me know.

On the whole I would say that she was probably pretty average, or maybe slightly above, in the sack, which was kind of surprising given her proclivity to seek out sex from numerous partners. That would have seemed like the hallmark of some insatiable woman who just couldn't get enough sex. Of course it was possible that she was more adventurous with some of her other lovers, or that they were more demanding, but I didn't like to think about that.

I felt a tugging sensation, which snapped me back to the present reality, and realized that Frank was pulling the towel away from my lower half. I wasn't sure how I felt about that but it was done in a flash and soon his hand was between my legs exploring my mound. As his fingers gently toyed with the folds of flesh down there I felt myself becoming more and more aroused.

When he started to finger bang me I moaned softly and reached out again to pull him closer to me. We began to kiss again, but much deeper and more passionately than before. I felt so soft and small and round and helpless. He had his fingers deep inside my pussy and I didn't want him to stop for anything.

"That feels good, doesn't it?" he whispered in my ear.

"Yes," I moaned in reply.

"Do you want me to get naked?"

"Yes. But let me do it."

I finally opened my eyes and sat up a bit. It was pretty obvious from the bulge in his pants that he was as aroused as I was, but that wasn't surprising. He was probably aching to get out of those clothes. I know I would have been in his place.

I started by pulling off his shirt and then I ran my hands across his chest like a blind person trying to memorize someone's face by touching it all over. He was no body builder, that was for sure, and a little on the hairy side but that didn't really bother me. He was being very nice to me and not rushing to take advantage of my weakness. I appreciated that.

It took a little work to get his pants unfastened and pulled off, and I think my hands might have been shaking a bit as I went to help him out of his shorts but I knew it was something I needed to do. The shy virgin was not likely to get my foot in the door with any of Julie's boyfriends. I needed to be bold and brave and very straightforward about the fact that I wanted to get laid.

When I finally did get Frank's underwear off, and his cock jumped out at me, I had the weirdest sensation. It was like touching Angie Santellini's boobs or something. Like I had never seen a dick before. I was both appalled by and attracted to it in somewhat equal measures. It looked rude and threatening, yet intriguing as well. I took it in my hand, cautiously at first, but then I realized how familiar it felt. I knew that Frank would like me to stroke it so I did.

"Sorry it's not bigger," said Frank, trying not to sound too sad about it.

"It's plenty big enough for me," I replied.

My heart really went out to him because I knew that feeling of fear. Guys in porn videos usually had a huge schlong and no man wanted to be thought of as inferior. And what did I care how big his prick was? I wasn't even sure yet if I was going to do anything more than stroke it. In all honesty a huge cock might have scared me off. It was terrifying enough just thinking of anything like that being stuffed inside me.

As I stroked him Frank lay back flat and soon sort of pulled me on top of him. I just lay there while we kissed for a time but I could feel his erection pulsating against my stomach.

'Why don't we do it with you on top? That way you can control things better and won't be as nervous," said Frank.

"I don't think anything's going to keep me from being nervous," I joked.

"Well, once you get started that nervousness might go away."

I hesitated. It was a moment of truth. What I had done so far was troublesome but mostly it had been Frank feeling me up. Once I took his cock in my pussy that would be a hard thing to live down, or maybe even to live with. If I was depressed before about getting dumped by my girlfriend how much more depressed might I be if I allowed myself to become some kind of a queer? My manhood was already on such shaky ground from the public humiliation I had suffered. Climbing on a guy's dick and letting him fuck me seemed to only confirm my fears that I wasn't man enough for Julie.

I don't know whether I suddenly found the courage or simply resigned myself to the inevitable but I positioned my body so that I was straddling him and slowly let myself down on his throbbing member.

"Oh, God," I moaned as I felt him slipping deep inside me.

"Are you okay?" asked Frank.

"Yeah...I think so."

Then I began to push myself up and down on his pole. It was like nothing I had ever experienced before. It was sort of like sex that I knew, but still quite different. The stimulation didn't seem to be confined to my pussy. I was feeling it all over, which was quite a surprise.

"You're so beautiful, you know that?" said Frank.

"I'm not sure what I know at the moment," I replied.

"It must be a total trip to know what it feels like both ways."

"It's something all right."

He was right about being in control. For one thing I wasn't pinned down so I could jump off at any point if I wanted to, not that I had any intention of doing so. And I could take as much or as little as I wanted and vary the speed as well. If I were lying under a man he'd be pounding away as he pleased, but I took some comfort in being able to keep things at my own pace.

"I think I like it," I finally announced after some time.

"Cool, because I'm sure liking it," Frank said with a laugh.

As I continued to bounce up and down we sort of alternated between me sitting upright, while Frank grabbed my boobs, and me leaning forward while we kissed. I liked both, and I liked the way that the sensation changed as I changed my angle, even though we were basically in the same position the whole time.

"Maybe we should stop, because I don't know how much longer I can hold out and you might want to try some other stuff,": Frank groaned.

"That's okay. We've got all night as far as I'm concerned," I replied as I began to ride him faster and faster, feeling my own climax beginning to grip my insides.

Soon I was softly whimpering and Frank was trying his hardest to last as long as he could but I suddenly heard him let out a heavy moan as he began to cum inside me. I bent down and kissed him almost frantically as he drained his rod inside me and then I gently got off of him and cuddled up at his side.

"That was pretty awesome Frank," I said softly as I rubbed his chest hairs.

"You can say that again. You want to get high?"

"I think I already am."


CHAPTER 4:

How easily I slipped into the female role, I thought. After all my doubts and misgivings all it really took was getting fucked by a man to make me feel like a woman. I should have felt completely disgraced knowing that an old college acquaintance had just slammed his jizz into me, but I didn't feel that way at all. This girl hadn't gone to college with Frank. She was someone else entirely. Well, if not entirely, than different enough for me to make the distinction.

"I need a name, don't I?" I suddenly asked out of the blue.

"You could still be Jerry just spell it with a 'G' or something like that," Frank suggested.

"No, I need to be someone else. Someone new and different. I don't want to think about that other person when I'm like this. And I want it to be sexy."

"Well, you're free to pick any name you like, as far as I can tell. How about Chanel?"

"Sounds too French and kind of serious. I want it to be sexy but fun," I replied.

"Brandi?"

"That's closer."

"Tiffany?"

"That's it! Tiffany. Tiffany...Taylor."

"Tiffany Isabella Taylor," Frank quickly added.

"Why Isabella?" I asked.

"Think about your initials," he said with a grin.

It took a moment for that to sink in but then I started laughing pretty hard.

"It would certainly stand out on a monogrammed bathrobe," I joked.

"Speaking of clothes, do you know anything about that kind of stuff?"

"Not really," I replied.

"I can help you practice your sex technique but I'm pretty useless when it comes to cosmetics and fashion tips," Frank said with a laugh. "Do you know anyone who could help?"

"Well...my sister, maybe. We're probably about the same size so she might have some junk I could borrow. But that would mean telling her what I was doing."

"So tell her. Who cares? She'll probably get off on it. You know how chicks love to shop and give makeovers and shit. Get a hold of her and set something up. You've got the whole weekend to be female before you have to change back for work on Monday," Frank pointed out.

"You mean stay like this for the whole weekend?"

"Of course. You need all the practice you can get if you really want to pull this off. You've got to get used to being Tiffany in all kinds of situations. You look like a chick but you've got to act like one too."

"You mean be a faithless bitch who can't keep her legs closed?" I said sarcastically.

"Now, now...all women aren't like that."

"I know, I know, I'm just blowing off steam."

"Speaking of blowing..." Frank said with a grin.

"Oh, God," I moaned.

"If you want to win a man over being a good cocksucker is probably the most important thing," said Frank. "Do you think you can do it?"

"I can try," I said with a shrug.

"That's the spirit," Frank chuckled. "Now it's sort of like being on top because you get to control the action."

"Unless the guy grabs my head and starts throat fucking me."

"Well I'm not going to do that. Not yet, at any rate. Just relax and take your time and go in little stages."

Frank was actually a pretty cool teacher I thought. He knew this wasn't easy for me and was being very patient and gentle. I had no way of knowing that when I agreed to let him be my practice partner but I was sure glad it had turned out that way.

"Just get in a comfortable position and stroke it for a little while. Let it get close to your face," Frank suggested.

I crawled down to his waist and took his cock in my hand. He had recovered his erection remarkably fast, I thought, but I tended to bounce back pretty quick when I was really horny. Well, Jerry, not me. I had to keep reminding myself that I was a girl named Tiffany and it was some other guy who had the cock and balls.

"Why don't you kiss it?" said Frank.

I puckered my lips and planted a kiss on the tip of Frank's dick. I wasn't struck by lightning and my lips didn't turn to stone so I kissed it again. Then I started to kiss his prick all over, even going down to his balls.

"That's good. Now lick it like a candy cane," Frank instructed.

I stuck my tongue out and started licking his dick. The action was certainly like licking a candy cane but the taste was more like leather. Not unpleasant, really, but definitely not sweet. While I licked him Frank reached behind me and started fingering my pussy. I was already kind of turned on by the wickedness of kissing and caressing a man's cock so the extra stimulation really helped put me in the mood. Suddenly I just opened my mouth and let it go down on his cock.

"That's good, baby. That's very good," Franked said encouragingly. "Remember to try and keep your teeth covered as much as you can."

I was giving head! That seemed so surreal to me. A couple of hours ago I was a man and now I was a woman sucking the cock of the guy who used to sell me weed in college. Had Julie really stripped me of my manhood that much? I was sucking cock and I didn't really mind it at all.

"You're doing great, honey, I'm proud of you. You've got the makings of a great little cocksucker," said Frank.

It was funny but I sort of liked being called "babe" and "honey" and talked to like a girl. It should have offended me but instead it made it easier for me to believe in myself as Tiffany. And I liked the praise, even if Frank probably was just trying to be nice. Getting a man's approval seemed way more important to me than I ever would have imagined it would.

I just kept sucking, and Frank kept tossing in little words of encouragement, or bits of advice. I knew I was getting kind of sloppy but Frank didn't seem to mind. When he stuck a finger in my ass I was totally freaked out for a moment, but that seemed to kick me into a higher gear and I started to really go to town on his pecker.

"What do you want to do when I cum?" Frank asked.

"Jeez, what should I do?" I asked in reply, taking his dick out of my mouth for a moment.

"Well, you can always spit it in your hand I suppose, but you should probably take it in your mouth so that you can get a little taste of it," Frank recommended. "If you want to save swallowing for another day that's perfectly understandable."

"Okay," I said, not sure exactly what I was going to do when the time came.

I had a little warning from the pre-cum that started leaking out, and then I felt him tense up and knew the moment was at hand. Frank was finger fucking both my pussy and my asshole pretty vigorously and I was in a high state of arousal. When the first spurt of his jizz hit the back of my throat I just instinctively swallowed it down. As each subsequent blast shot inside me I tried to collect it on my tongue. I was confused and horny and didn't really like the idea of having my hand full of that sticky goo so I just gulped it all down and almost gagged in the process.

"Salty," I said, licking my lips when he had finished.

"Are you all right?" asked Frank.

"Yeah, I think so. Did I do an okay job?"

"You were fantastic, honey," said Frank with a grin as he pulled me over to lie next to him again. "You're going to be the best heart-breaking home wrecker of all time!"


CHAPTER 5:

My sister Sharon couldn't stop laughing or teasing me when I told her my plan on the phone. She didn't even believe it was really me at first, since my voice sounded so different, but once I convinced her she just started laughing again. When we actually met on Saturday afternoon I got a very different reaction.

"Holy crap. It's like looking in a mirror," said Sharon as I entered her apartment wearing my tightest pair of jeans and a sweatshirt with nothing under it. "Aside from dressing like a homeless dude."

Sharon was about two years younger than me. She was a college grad working in marketing and had an apartment of her own. If she thought that this was still some kind of elaborate hoax she was convinced that it wasn't when she saw how much I looked like her. It must have been kind of freaky. We weren't like identical twins, or anything, but it would be easy to mistake one for the other, especially if we were dressed the same and had the same hair and makeup.

Both being busy and living on our own we hadn't been terribly close in recent years so it felt kind of funny sharing this big dark secret with her but I didn't really know where else to turn for female advice. I'd probably never live this down yet I was in kind of a corner here with nowhere else to turn.

"So...sis...am I going to have to teach you about the birds and the bees?" Sharon teased as she poured me a drink.

"No, that's okay, I'm doing fine in that area on my own," I replied dryly.

"Really? Do tell."

"Look, I came to you for fashion help, not to gossip about my sex life."

"So you have a sex life?" Sharon said as she raised an eyebrow at me.

"I'm not a virgin as a girl, can we just leave it at that?"

"Why you wicked little slut. I need the details."

I broke down and told her about my "practice" sessions with Frank and I assumed that she would start laughing again but instead she just sort of nodded her head.

"It's not going to be as easy as you think if you're really planning on breaking up someone's relationship," said Sharon. "Any guy will fuck you if you let them, because you're pretty and you're willing, but if they just think of you as a whore they're not going to dump their girlfriend over you. You've got to seem like an upgrade."

"Wow, that's harsh," I said.

"Yes, but true though."

"Well I was thinking more of a quick strike approach. Get in, get it on, take some compromising pictures and send them to Julie. Knowing her I think she would take care of the dumping part of the equation."

"That might work but it would probably still be best to let the guy think that you were interested in something more long range. Maybe play a little hard to get at first. You don't want to just be the disposable one-night-stand. He might even be able to bullshit his way out of that," said Sharon.

"Man, you sure seem to know this business."

"It's just common sense. And besides, I've been in more relationships with men than you have...I assume."

"What's that supposed to mean?" I shot back at her.

"Well, I don't know. It is kind of weird that you decided to turn into a girl so that you could fuck your ex's boyfriends. That's not exactly normal, would you say?"

"I'm not gay, if that's what you're implying. And I'm not getting any pleasure out of this," I replied.

"Really? Then I'd say don't do it. If you're not going to enjoy the experience then just forget about the bitch and move on. Everybody gets dumped. You shouldn't have to be hearing that from your younger sister."

"I'm not saying that there isn't some physical sensation from doing it as a girl. It's still sex after all. It's just not the primary objective," I explained.

"Okay, whatever you say. Just know that you're kind of playing with fire. If you go to all the trouble of seducing some guy and having him fall in love with you how do you know you won't fall in love with him?" asked Sharon.

"That's ridiculous. I hate these guys. These are the men who stole my girlfriend from me," I reminded her.

"That doesn't mean you won't fall for them too. They must have something going for them."

"Can we change the subject? I'm here for some fashion guidance."

"Sure thing sweetie. Let's go see what we can do."

I went with Sharon into her bedroom and felt incredibly weird when she told me to strip, especially since I wasn't wearing any underwear. That was rectified fairly quickly as she got me into some panties and a bra. Fortunately we were essentially the same size so everything she had fit me pretty well but I was really just looking for some stuff to borrow in the short term so that I could get to the store and buy my own things. I really didn't want to go around wearing my sister's underwear if I could help it.

After playing dress up for a while I got a crash course in cosmetics. Frank was right that Sharon would enjoy teaching me how to put lipstick on painting my nails. I felt like we should have been wearing baggy pajamas and listening to some boy band. I guess she was reveling in the sisterhood experience she never had growing up.

As for me I admit that I kind of liked it too, although the makeup thing seemed rather complicated to one so uninitiated. It did get results though, and I knew that I would need to master these techniques in order to take my game to the high level I was aspiring to.

Once I was presentable we headed off to do some shopping, which turned into a rather pleasant afternoon. Sharon knew what a young woman my age should wear and what would look especially good on my body, since it was basically the same as hers, and before I knew it I had a whole wardrobe suitable for a wide variety of occasions. We had lunch and then I headed for home. Frank was coming over again and I wanted to show off some of my new things when he got there.

I greeted Frank at the door wearing some incredibly sexy lingerie and I barely let the poor man step inside before I was all over him. Just putting on this stuff had gotten me really excited and I was anxious to pick up where we had left off. We had ended up spending the whole night together fucking and cuddling until we finally both passed out from exhaustion. I was hoping for a repeat performance.

"A man could get used to a greeting like that," Frank joked after we had been kissing for a while.

"Well, it gets even better," I said as I dropped to my knees and pulled his cock out of his pants.

Without hesitation I went to work giving him a BJ right by the doorway. At least I had bothered to close it behind us first, but I don't know that it would have mattered in the mood I was in. I was so hopped up on girlishness from the shopping and the makeover and the lingerie that I honestly couldn't wait to get that man meat in my mouth.

Frank didn't have to give many pointers this time and just stood there stroking my hair and praising me, which I lapped up with a spoon. I needed to be very good at this if my plan was to succeed and I appreciated all the encouragement I could get.

I don't know why I didn't tell Sharon how much I had enjoyed getting fucked as a woman, but I guess it was hard to admit out loud. She was right that it wasn't exactly a normal thing to do so I felt a bit ashamed of how easily a man could make me cum.

My mind was a jumble of confused thoughts and feelings. I wasn't exactly experiencing self-loathing, but there was an element of feeling like this was what I "deserved" for being unable to satisfy Julie. I was a cuckold. I was emasculated. I was probably the laughingstock of my friends. They were "real men" who could give her what she wanted so I might as well accept the fact that I belonged on my knees with a dick in my mouth. If I couldn't be man enough for her I could at least be more woman than she ever was and show her how it felt to be rejected and cheated on.

Frank and I basically didn't stop fucking until Sunday evening, when I reluctantly took the pill that would change me back. I wanted Frank to be there in case there was some problem with the transformation but everything went smoothly and I was Jerry again. It was a little embarrassing being with Frank as a man after everything we had done that weekend but he was very casual about it and wished me luck. I didn't know if we would ever fuck again but I knew that I would always cherish the memory of what he had done for me.


CHAPTER 6:

There was an element of spy work involved in my plans. I knew who Julie had fucked but I needed to know if she was still seeing them and if there were any other men in the picture that I didn't know about. It wouldn't do any good to sleep with some dude who only banged her once or twice and never saw her again. If I was going to twist the knife I wanted it to hurt.

My first target was a guy named Dave that was a co-worker of mine. We had never been really close friends but he had met Julie through me and obviously had no compunctions about screwing her behind my back. Needless to say things were quite frosty between us at work these days.

The main thing was I knew him well enough to know where he lived, and what his interests were, and office gossip being what it is I was able to pick up some valuable information about his private life. Because Julie had fucked one of my co-workers the news spread rather quickly. It was just the kind of juicy gossip that made for excellent water cooler conversation.

I was able to enlist the aid of a sympathetic secretary who had felt bad for me when she heard about my misfortune. I was able to mine her for some information about Dave and Julie's current status and it appeared that they were still seeing each other, although I didn't know how serious it might be.

Like some private detective in a movie I staked out his place and followed him to Julie's apartment one night. That gave me the confirmation I needed that they were still getting together so Dave became my first target.

I knew that Dave was a big sports fan and had a favorite bar that he liked to go to for watching games. We had gone there together a number of times and I figured that it was a likely spot to find him, and that my interest in the same sports and teams would be very helpful in getting his attention. Julie didn't care for sports much at all so this was an area where I could worm my way into his good graces.

I got a crop top version of our favorite team's jersey and matched that with some very tight shorts, also in the team colors. I put my hair in a ponytail, and thought about wearing a team cap as well, but I didn't want to look too butch. I wanted to be every man's dream of a sexy woman who loved sports as much as he did, and I think I looked every inch the part.

Waiting for a big enough game that I figured he wouldn't be able to resist I sprung my trap. I found him sitting at the bar drinking a beer and took a seat a couple of places down from him. I also ordered a beer but before I could pay for it Dave had come down and taken the seat next to me and offered to buy my drink. I let him.

I almost didn't go through with it when I first walked through the door and spotted him because I was initially filled with anger and disgust at seeing him, as I always was these days, but I had gone to a lot of trouble to get fixed up and once I saw how well my plan was working I decided to just go with it.

"I've never seen you here before," said Dave after we had made our introductions.

"No, first time. I heard about this place and thought I'd give it a try," I said taking a swig of my beer.

"Well, I'm glad you did."

We watched the game, and Dave ordered a pitcher of beer for us, and he was suitably impressed by both my knowledge and enthusiasm, as well as my willingness to chug beer with him like one of the boys. I did, however, make a point of kind of jumping around and shaking my tits whenever something especially good happened in the game. He had taken the bait, now the question was how to reel him in.

I remembered what my sister had said about playing hard to get so I decided that I wouldn't jump at the first opportunity to go back to his place, which he did indeed offer.

"Hey, you know I can tickets through my work. They're pretty good seats if you're free next Saturday," Dave suggested.

"That sounds like fun," I told him. "Why don't we meet here first and grab a drink and then we can carpool to the game?"

I realized that my apartment and possibly even my car were going to be problems when dealing with people who knew me. I left before Dave so he never saw me get into my car but I figured that maybe I'd have to swap with Sharon on Saturday just to be safe.

Maybe it was the beers, or my smug satisfaction in knowing that I was going to mess with his head, but it wasn't as hard pretending to like Dave as I thought it would be. He was a lot more charming around me as a woman, I noted. But that also made me think about Sharon's warning that I was playing with fire. If a couple of beers and some camaraderie at a sports bar made me soften up this much what else was I capable of feeling once we had actually become intimate? Convincing myself that I was really Tiffany was a double-edged sword. On the one hand it made it easier for me to do the nasty things I had to do to complete my mission, but on the other it made it harder for me to remember that I was actually a man who had no romantic interest whatsoever in other men. It was kind of a delicate tightrope that I had to walk.

Despite my reservations about what I was walking into I found that I actually looked forward to Saturday. Frank was keeping me well-supplied with pills so I could change back and forth pretty freely, although I felt bad that he wouldn't accept any money for them. Hopefully I could pay him back someday in some other way.

Everything went off without a hitch, and we enjoyed the game together, although I did almost fuck up by walking into the men's room. Fortunately I caught myself at the last moment and headed for the correct door for my current gender.

When the game was over Dave drove us back to the sports bar, where my borrowed car was parked, and when he suggested that we might go back to his place I took him up on the offer this time, following him in Sharon's car as if I didn't know where he lived.

He put some music on, and fixed a couple of drinks, which I definitely didn't need at that point, and before too long we were making out on his couch. Dave was a very smooth operator, I had to give him that. He knew how to turn on the charm, and pushed my buttons so well I wondered who was doing the seducing here.

I felt a tingle of excitement when he pulled off my top and started admiring my bosom. I hadn't had sex since the last time with Frank so I was kind of ready to get laid again. If he was seeing Julie he certainly didn't seem hesitant at all about getting it on with me. That made it a little easier to think of him as a scumbag who deserved whatever he was going to get.

At the moment what he was getting was a face full of my tits as I hadn't even noticed him removing my bra. I felt kind of proud of my boobs, even if I hadn't done anything to acquire them except take a little pill from a bottle. I knew they were nice and I knew that men liked to look at them. I noticed that wherever I went as Tiffany. I'm sure they tried not to be obvious about it but they couldn't help but stare. It was a powerful weapon in my arsenal.

I had planned to start by sucking Dave's cock but he had plans of his own. I found myself buck naked on the couch while he was still fully dressed, much like things had been with Frank the first time. It's a very vulnerable position to be in but also kind of sexy.

He surprised me by getting on the floor in front of the couch and spreading my legs. He just looked at me and smiled while he started to rub my pussy lips. I felt like he was sort of toying with me, waiting for his moment to pounce. When he did make his move he surprised me even more by going down on my snatch.

If I felt vulnerable before I was beginning to feel completely at his mercy. Dave seemed to know what he was doing down there and he didn't seem to just be going through the motions. He was making me really squirm and moan in no time at all. When he started to trace little circles around my clit with his tongue I almost screamed.

Okay, he was charming and really knew how to lick a pussy. I had to give him credit for those things. Combined with the fact that he was rather good-looking certainly could explain why he behaved like such a player, and maybe even why Julie would have been tempted to stray, but it certainly didn't justify anything.

I wondered if Julie had ever been naked on this couch getting her gash licked like I was. That should have probably ruined the mood for me but it actually kind of added to my arousal. I could picture her pretty pussy lips being spread open by Dave's tongue. I could hear the little "oooooo" sound she made with heavy breaths whenever she was really turned on.

Then I was lost in my own thoughts and sounds as an orgasm began to spread through my body like wildfire.


CHAPTER 7:

Dave didn't get undressed until we finally went into the bedroom and when he did I was kind of blown away by his cock. It looked positively majestic the way it stood out proudly from his groin, with just a bit of an upturn for good measure. He was much bigger than Frank and I was honestly a little intimidated.

I had been sitting on the foot of the bed watching him strip, and when he walked over and presented that big beautiful cock to me I knew exactly what he wanted. Fortunately I wanted it too so I began to suck him enthusiastically. While I did I sort of absent-mindedly played with myself, not that I needed any more stimulation at that moment. Every part of my body and brain was totally obsessed with sex.

It surprised me how impressed I was by a big dick. Frank was pretty average but he satisfied me completely. It wasn't like I was lying there wishing he was bigger. It certainly didn't make it easier for me to give head with such a monster pole in my mouth, and like I said before, I actually found it intimidating. Even so the moment I saw it my head started spinning and I couldn't take my eyes off it. It was just so fucking manly.

Maybe that was it. The emasculating sensation again. He was much, much, bigger than Jerry and with all those veins popping out it looked so fierce. It underscored that I wasn't a big strong man with a huge dick, I was a soft little girl with a tight pink pussy. Any fears I had about being with "another" man went right out the window because he was so obviously the only man in the room.

"Good girl," said Dave, as he stood looking down at me as I blew him. "I knew those lips would look amazing wrapped around my dick the moment I met you. I've been having dreams about you, you know."

I obviously didn't know but it pleased me to hear it. It sounded like I had gotten into his head with my clever deception. Of course he was definitely in my head now too, both physically and mentally. I was greedily devouring his cock like a hungry dog who had just been tossed a bone.

I played up the sex kitten role for impact but I wasn't fooling around when it came to the actual BJ. I was learning to like giving head and the fact that Dave was so large only made it more of a challenge. I had read as much as I could about fellatio, and of course watched a lot of videos, trying to figure out what made the perfect blowjob. I knew that enthusiasm and eye contact were huge, but there were also all kinds of little techniques you could employ to enhance the experience. I tried to use some of them but mainly I just wanted him to see how much I loved sucking his cock. It seemed to be working, judging by the reaction I was getting.

After what seemed like an incredibly long time my jaw was getting a little sore but Dave took care of that problem by taking his dick out of my mouth and putting it in my pussy. I was still seated at the foot of the bed but Dave put my feet up on the mattress and I sort of leaned back, propped up on my arms as he stood in front of me.

I looked down in fascination and watched as his huge rod slid slowly up inside me. I had this image of a balloon being so full of air that it was being stretched to the breaking point, but my resilient little cunt seemed to be taking the whole length of the man with no trouble.

And then he started fucking me. I grabbed my tits, for some reason, and squeezed them as he worked his magic wand back and forth inside my box.

"Oh, Dave...you're so big," I said with a tone of wonder in my voice.

"Don't you like it big?" he asked.

"Of course I do...but it takes a little getting used to."

"I'll go easy on you if you like," he suggested.

"That's okay. Just do what you normally do."

I almost said just do what you do to Julie but I caught myself just in time. Okay, he was attractive, charming, knew how to lick pussy, and had a big cock, plus a lot of stamina it appeared. I could sort of see how a girl like Julie might be drawn to such a man. We had been in a relationship for a very long time and I had certainly been tempted to stray on more than one occasion, only I had shown some restraint.

But was that really the case or was it more the fear of getting caught? Or perhaps it was the fear of getting rejected. Even flirting with a girl was risky when you were in a relationship. People talk and word gets around. And it wasn't like girls were just throwing themselves at me all the time. Men tended to be so much more aggressive and transparent about their motives. All Julie had to do was say yes when a man propositioned her. That was so easy. One little word. Three little letters. If a woman had ever blatantly asked me to fuck I might have said yes too.

"Yes...yes...YESSSSSSSSSSSSSS!"

I was certainly saying it now as Dave induced another orgasm in me. My pussy felt like a leaky faucet the way my cum was dripping. I had collapsed on my back by this point and just welcomed each thrust with another little whimper of pleasure.

Dave had gotten progressively more intense with his thrusting and now we were both going at it full tilt. My dreamy state suddenly passed and I sat up on my elbows almost glaring at him with fire.

"That's it baby, fuck me...fuck me harder...harder, harder, harder!" I snapped.

Dave just grunted and continued to pound me with all his might. We were like some kind of mechanical device, our bodies rocking in perfect synchronicity.

"Cum inside me baby. Cum in my pussy!" I cried. "Give me a big load of your hot jizz!"

He did, and it was awesome. By the time we finally crawled up on the bed together and began cuddling I felt incredibly well-fucked and satiated. I also felt a little jealous, but I couldn't tell whether I was jealous that Dave had fucked my girlfriend or jealous of my girlfriend for fucking Dave. It was all so confusing and almost funny when I thought about the fact that Julie and I both knew what it felt like to have Dave cum inside us. We had probably both sucked that big cock and felt it stretching our pussies. It was something I never imagined having in common with my ex-girlfriend.

We spent the night together and enjoyed much more vigorous and entertaining fornication before I curled up in his arms and went to sleep with my head resting on his firm and manly chest. I had completely forgotten to take any pictures, which was kind of the whole point of being there. It honestly never entered my mind.


CHAPTER 8:

Dave never mentioned Julie, and there was no evidence of her presence in his home. No pictures on the bedside table, no extra toothbrush in the rack in the bathroom. Of course he might have put those things away knowing that I was likely coming over, but he didn't seem nervous at all, like a man might be when having an affair. Maybe their relationship was very casual. Dave certainly seemed to have free time on his hands. Perhaps they both knew that they were seeing other people. That would sort of mess up my whole revenge plot. Even so when Dave asked me for another date I accepted. I wasn't ready to give up that easily.

At work on Monday I had the strangest reaction to seeing Dave. I actually felt my dick getting hard in my pants. I suppose it wasn't that surprising considering all the sex we'd had, but it was disconcerting to see those memories manifesting themselves in my arousal while in my male body. I tried not to think about the fact that I knew what it was like to suck his cock but the image wouldn't leave my head. Suddenly I freaked out so much that I raced for the bathroom and threw up.

It was just fun when he was fucking me as Tiffany but now I felt terribly ashamed. I wondered whether Dave would brag to his friends about the new piece of ass he was banging. As Tiffany I sort of liked the idea that I was hot enough to brag about, but as Jerry it made me feel totally gay. Of course nobody would ever know that it was actually me that had been squealing with delight at the feel of his manly cock inside me, but I knew, and that was hard to cope with.

I still needed pictures so I decided to keep my next date with Dave but I realized fairly quickly that it would be kind of hard to get the sort of pictures I wanted. I got a couple of snaps of me sucking his prick, but you couldn't see his face in the photos. Maybe Julie would recognize his cock, but it wasn't the damning evidence I was going for. I did manage to get a pretty clear shot of him fucking me while I was on my back, but of course my face wasn't in that one. Even so it was obvious that he was fucking someone other than Julie and it wouldn't take much imagination to connect the dots once she saw all of the pictures I managed to take.

The problem was I didn't really want to send them. I liked looking at them, and even jacked off to them a few times, but I was super reluctant to pass them along to Julie. For one thing I still had no idea whether she would even care that Dave was fucking another chick. For another I knew it would likely piss Dave off and probably end things between us, which I wasn't so anxious to do. I didn't feel particularly romantic towards the guy but I sure did like hitting the sheets with him, and rooting for my favorite team had never been more enjoyable. We had a good thing going and it seemed like a shame to end it too quick.

What I really needed was more inside information about Julie and where her head and heart was at. I decided to try her friend Angie. She had always been very nice to me and seemed genuinely sad when we had broken up. I thought that perhaps if I told her that I wanted to try and get back together with Julie she'd open up and tell me what Julie's love life was like these days.

That worked surprisingly well because Angie was kind of a hopeless romantic and always thought that Julie and I made a terrific couple. Of course so did I before I realized that Julie was the town whore spreading her legs for every man that came within ten yards of her.

I discovered, much to my disappointment, that she was particularly smitten with my former best friend Nate, although she was still seeing a couple of other guys on the side, which I of course already knew. Apparently her affair with Nate had been going on even longer than I thought, which kind of made my blood boil. As far as Angie knew Nate didn't know that Julie was still banging other guys, like Dave, but Julie didn't think of them as anything serious. Nate was definitely her boyfriend, and while they still hadn't made the kind of commitment that Julie and I had made, it was sort of implied.

"I think it's awesome that you want to get her back, but it's going to be tough. She fell pretty hard for Nate from the moment she met him," Angie cautioned.

"So why is she still screwing around with these other guys?" I asked.

"I don't know," said Angie with an exasperated shrug. "Pick one guy and stick with him I always tell her, but she just kind of laughs and tells me that I'm old fashioned."

Poor lovesick Angie. She was always searching for Mr. Right but nothing ever seemed to last for very long. She was such a sweet girl too. I had no idea why she had so much dating trouble. Maybe she was too old fashioned. Probably guarded her pussy too closely, which was no way to win over a man these days I thought. Then I realized how ridiculous it was for me to be thinking of dating advice for her when I was such a fucked up mess of a queer with a revenge scheme that involved me turning female and fucking Julie's lovers.

For a moment I actually thought about asking Angie out on a date. I had always liked her and she certainly didn't seem like the kind of a girl who would cheat, but that was kind of impossible at the moment since I was trying to use her for information that would supposedly help me get back together with Julie. It was all getting so complicated and confusing.

I knew that I was going to have to go after Nate and that bothered the shit out of me for so many reasons. I think I was actually more angry with Nate than with Julie because he had violated the "guy code" in my estimation. You just don't sleep with your buddy's girlfriend unless you're in some kind of a weird open relationship and everybody's on board with it. Women tended to come and go in your life but your friends were supposed to always be your friends. He had betrayed me in the worst way possible and now I had to act like I was crazy about him if I wanted to get even.

Much like Dave I had some definite advantages when it came to impressing Nate. I knew everything about him and all the right buttons to push. And we did have a lot in common anyway, which is probably why we became such good friends. I missed that friendship because I didn't have anybody in my life that I was that close to.

Nate was really into working out so I figured that was my key to "meeting" him. I knew the gym he went to all the time, and basically the schedule he kept, so all I had to do was show up there in some suitably sexy workout clothes and find some excuse to spark up a conversation with him.

Unlike Dave, who I was forced to see at work every day, I hadn't seen Nate since I discovered the shocking truth about him. I had hoped that I would never see him again, even by accident, but here I was putting on my sports bra hoping to flirt my way into his bed. God, life could be very strange sometimes.

Once again my plan worked to perfection and I found him at the gym, pumping iron in a sweaty gray tank top and black shorts. I had to admit that he had one hell of a body, although I had never thought of it quite the way I was thinking of it now. Although we had a lot in common hitting the gym wasn't one of those things. I enjoyed athletics, but I was more on the quick and lean side.

Consequently I didn't try to join him now in lifting weights and simply stationed myself on a treadmill where I could go at a fairly leisurely pace and kind of keep an eye on him. When I saw him get up and go to a vending machine to get a bottle of water I figured that was my cue to bump into him.

Not too surprisingly he hit on me almost right away. I flirted and praised his physique but I didn't act too interested immediately. I acted like I was late for something and had to get home right away and cut things off before they got too involved.

"See you around big guy," I said casually over my shoulder as I grabbed my stuff and headed for the door.

"I sure hope so," he called after me.

I think my knees were actually shaking as I hit the parking lot. I had acted so cool and casual but my head was on fire the whole time. I was so new at this flirting as a female business but it just came out of me quite naturally. I was actually a lot better at it than I was as a man. Of course I had a killer body, which gave me a ton of confidence, and I could tell that Nate was sizing me up and liked what he saw.

The scary part was that I was doing the same.


CHAPTER 9:

I remembered what my sister had said about how hating a guy for stealing my woman might not keep me from falling for them and the words kind of stung. That seemed so ridiculous to me that I found it hard to take her warning seriously. Now I had second thoughts. Even though the first time I saw Dave at work after sleeping with him caused me to literally puke it didn't prevent me from getting a hard on. There was some kind of division within my brain that allowed me to both despise these men for their behavior towards Jerry while craving their physical contact with Tiffany.

I was getting horny looking at Nate's bulging biceps and burly chest. Even his sweat was kind of a turn on. He was so fucking manly and I was so...whatever the hell I was. I went into that gym wanting revenge and I staggered out wanting Nate's cock.

I went home and called Frank and asked him if he wanted to fuck. Not surprisingly he did so when he arrived at my place I took him straight to the bedroom and pulled down his pants. A moment later I was on my knees sucking Frank down to the balls. After blowing Dave a few times I had no trouble at all taking all of Frank down my throat.

After he blasted a load of cum into my mouth we got in bed and he finger banged me while I got him caught up on all of my amorous adventures.

"I'm so sorry Frank. It must seem like I'm just using you because I was so horny and frustrated," I said.

"Hey, you can use me like that anytime you like," he replied cheerfully. "I was just eating microwave popcorn and watching TV. This is much more enjoyable."

"I'm afraid maybe you taught me too well. I seem to have become some kind of a sex maniac."

"I doubt that somehow. I think you've just become a woman and you're excited by discovering your new sexuality."

"Is that really what I am now? A woman? Or maybe I should say a woman trapped in a man's body in between pills?"

"That's not exactly what I meant but I guess you're the only one who knows how true that might be or not," said Frank. "I just meant that women have sex urges and when you're in a woman's body it's only natural that you would want to satisfy those urges."

"But these guys are fucking pigs who ruined my life," I blurted out.

"True, what they did wasn't cool, but I'm not sure that your life is ruined. Your feelings got hurt and your heart was broken but life goes on."

"How come you don't have a girlfriend Frank? You had lots of chicks back in college?"

"Didn't we all?" he said with a chuckle. "I go out sometimes but it's not quite as easy as it was back then. I'm semi-respectable now and can't party quite like I used to."

"Maybe I should quit this whole gender changing business and just stick to being myself," I said, trying to sound firm and resolved.

"If that's what you think is best," Frank replied.

"But I like cock so much," I whined a moment later.

"You could always be gay."

"God, I think I must be. I was practically drooling over myself looking at Nate's hard body."

"People aren't always just one thing or another," Frank pointed out.

"You think I'm totally crazy, don't you?"

"No crazier than a lot of other chicks I know."

"That's comforting," I said with a laugh.

"Don't stress out over this thing. If you want to fuck this guy for revenge then fuck him. If you want to fuck him because you think he's hot then fuck him. Who cares? Just go with your feelings and see what happens," Frank suggested. "Now speaking of fucking...I'm getting hard again. Since you like cock so much would you like me to put mine in your pussy?"

"Yes Frank I would like that very much," I said as I spread my legs open wide and waited for him to take me.


CHAPTER 10:

I dragged out the gym thing a few more times before finally giving in and agreeing to go on a date with Nate. I was partly trying to build anticipation with him and partly trying to give myself time to come to my senses and run away from the whole mess but once I accepted his offer I knew it was probably inevitable anyway.

Our first date was pleasant but unspectacular, although I did notice that he seemed a bit more nervous than Dave had been. He took me to a restaurant that was kind of far from our usual stomping grounds and I suspected that he was at least a little concerned about being seen out and about with another woman.

We necked a little in the car but that was as far as I let him go that first time, even though I was pretty sexually charged up and ready for action. He wasn't going to get in my panties that easily no matter how much I was tempted to let him.

The second date we made it to his house and he got one of my boobs out before I put the brakes on. That was tough because it would have been so easy to just keep going but I wanted to make him work for it.

By the third date I knew I was going to give in. The love/hate thing was still tormenting my brain but oh, my God...that body! First though I wanted to poke the bear a little.

"You have a girlfriend, don't you?" I said as we were getting cozy on his sofa.

"What makes you say that?" he replied nervously.

"Oh, little things. Either you have a girlfriend or you owe a lot of money to loan sharks or something. You're too tense to be a completely innocent man," I joked.

"Well, yeah, I am seeing someone, but it's not like we're engaged or anything," he said defensively.

"Relax, baby. Haven't you heard that women are more attracted to men who are already taken? It's like getting the Good Housekeeping Seal of Approval."

"I'm glad you're so understanding."

"Now that we have that out of the way maybe you can relax and enjoy yourself," I suggested.

I had him turn his back to me on the couch and started to rub his shoulders. Fuck they were firm I noticed.

"Let's see if Tiffany can make all that nasty tension go away," I purred as I gave him a nice back rub.

"I think you might be rubbing the wrong place for that," said Nate as he turned back to face me and held me tightly as we kissed.

We both got topless pretty fast and I was ready to get his dick out and go down on him but he took me by the hand and started leading me to the bedroom. Suddenly he stopped and pinned me up against the wall.

"No, I changed my mind. I don't think I can wait for the bedroom," he said as he spun me around and reached up under my short skirt to pull my panties down.

The move caught me completely off guard and wasn't at all what I had been expecting but the aggressiveness of it took my breath away. I waited with my arms pressed up against the wall while I heard the sound of his pants being unfastened. I wanted to see his cock badly but he was already pressed up right behind me, rubbing the head of his prick up and down my slit.

"You can't fool me, you know," he said with a somewhat sinister tone that made my heart stop beating. "You're a dirty girl and you like it rough, don't you?"

I was relieved that he hadn't discovered my true identity somehow but a bit confused as to how to answer his question. I didn't know what classified one as a "dirty girl" and I had no idea what his definition of "rough" was.

"Maybe," I said tentatively.

"Arch your back," he commanded.

I stuck my butt out as far as I could and got spanked for my efforts. It stung but it also thrilled me. Maybe I did like it rough.

"I should probably punish you for torturing me the way you did. You drive me wild with desire."

"I guess I have been a naughty girl," I said softly.

Obviously he agreed as he spanked me some more. I felt like I deserved it, though at that moment I wasn't quite clear on why I felt that way. A moment later he lunged his cock into me and I felt something entirely different.

"Holy fuck!" I cried out.

"You know you want it as bad as I do," Nate almost snarled.

"Fuck yes...I do, I do."

"I know you do. I can feel how wet and slippery you are."

I couldn't see his cock but I knew that it was big. I suppose I always knew that but never wanted to think about it before. I guess I always hoped that the bulge in his pants was there because he stuffed socks in his shorts or something. As he stuffed me now with his naked prick I knew for certain that there was no padding involved. Just big hot man meat drilling me hard against the wall.

He grabbed my butt cheeks and squeezed them tightly before spreading them wide apart. Then I got a few more slaps across my bottom before he switched up and cupped my boobs. I realized that he wasn't trying to win me over he was claiming me right on the spot. He wanted to own my pussy and he was making a very convincing argument for it.

"Oh, Nate...I am a dirty girl...such a dirty girl," I moaned.

"Good. Prissy little virgins are so boring," he said with a laugh. "We'll have a lot more fun this way."

I wondered if he thought of Julie as a dirty girl. It was hard to think of her as a prissy little virgin. Maybe she was something else in between. In any case I knew she'd be green with envy if she could see her man fucking me like this. A photo would be lovely but this wasn't the time to stop and grab my phone.

After a while Nate used my tits like handlebars on a bike and turned me sideways. He pushed on my back and I bent forward even more, but it was hard to keep my balance. I put one arm on the wall next to me and the other on my leg but it was still difficult not to fall forward. Fortunately I had kicked my panties off somewhere along the line so I could spread my legs a bit more for balance but it wasn't the perfect solution.

Suddenly Nate got his hand on the back of my head and I could feel him taking a grasp on my hair. Once it was firmly in his grip he tugged on it and my head jerked back. A moment later I started to cum and my legs became even more shaky. I tried to stick both of my arms out and rest my hands on the floor but that just made the hair pulling hurt too much so I just stood bent over clutching at my boobs and whimpering like a puppy.

"Do you fuck your girlfriend like this?" I managed to gasp.

"When I feel like it," he replied.

I could picture Julie being bent over like this, her firm little butt getting pounded by this savage beast. I never dreamed of treating her like that but maybe I should have. Of course I didn't have Nate's body or his huge dick so it probably wouldn't have gone down quite as well.

I had never been fucked like this, and I would never have imagined how much I would love it. It was awkward and even a little painful at times but I didn't want it to stop for anything. Both the male and the female side of me were surrendering to his awesome masculine dominance.

You could say that my plan was working really well because it was obvious that he desired me greatly, but on the other hand he was completely in control and using me like a whore. Maybe I had done my job too well. I was afraid he was just going to screw me and then kick me out the door naked throwing my clothes behind me in contempt. If he did I probably would deserve it since I was just there to try and mess things up between him and Julie. That made me feel like such an evil bitch.

Suddenly he stopped fucking me and I was afraid he was going to give me the boot before he even climaxed. Instead he turned me around and pushed me to the floor. He still had a good grip on my hair and basically shoved his cock into my face. I finally got a look at it and I liked what I saw. I opened my mouth and stuck out my tongue just as the first blast of his jizz sprung forth from the tip of his dick.

"Here's a little treat for you for being such a good girl," Nate said as he blasted his cum into my mouth.

It actually did seem like a treat, especially as I got to finally watch his beautiful trouser snake in action. Cum was dripping down my chin as I looked up at him with wide-eyed wonder and hope. I so wanted him to be pleased.

"Come on you," he said as he helped me to my feet and began to lead me to the bed. "We're just getting started."


CHAPTER 11:

Once on the bed he rolled me over and pulled my butt up so that I was resting on my knees with my face flat on the mattress. I could believe he was hard again but a moment later I realized that he was slurping at my snatch from behind. If he wanted to taste me he was getting a great opportunity because I was so wet already and didn't seem to be slowing down. My nipples felt like bullets sticking out from the tip of my tits and I clutched at the bedding as I could feel another orgasm coming on. Maybe it was all one big orgasm but whatever it was I was definitely in the middle of a serious cumfest.

My old buddy Nate. First I milked him dry and now he was lapping up my cream and he had absolutely no clue who I really was. He probably wouldn't even believe me if I told him, not that I had any intention of doing that. Why would he believe it? It was too crazy. Too absurd. It really was crazy and absurd. Absurdly awesome!

After making me cum so hard I was practically hyperventilating Nate finally took mercy on my pussy and we got to cuddle up and enjoy the afterglow at last. He had conquered me so quickly I felt a little ashamed of myself but what's a girl to do? He had some powerful sexual charisma to go along with that ripped body and big cock. It was a hard combination to resist. First Nate had conquered my girlfriend and now he had me as well and I could begin to see why Julie might have surrendered to him as easily as I had. I was a nice guy, and I don't think I was a terrible lay, but I didn't have what Nate obviously had. Maybe if I did Julie would never have left me and I would never have become a woman and I wouldn't be lying here in Nate's arms. I had kind of mixed feelings about that.

Once I discovered how good it could be to play the female role in bed things had become very confusing for me. And being with men who were such outstanding sex partners just made things even more complicated in my brain. Why go back to being just an average guy when I could be a completely above average girl teamed up with superior men? Jerry didn't have a huge cock but Tiffany had fabulous tits. Jerry didn't have a lot of strength of stamina, but Tiffany was getting to be quite skilled at giving head. And I wasn't crazy about the idea of going through life being scared that my girlfriend would jump ship for some stud that happened to come along and rock her world sexually.

Lying here with Nate sort of felt like we had reconciled, which of course wasn't the case at all, but it was hard to shake the feeling. We had been friends for a long time and I missed his company. Now we might be able to be friends again, only this time it would be friends with some serious benefits. Of course it could never be quite the same because I couldn't reference things that we had done in the past when I was Jerry but we had a lot of new things to do to create our own memories.

"I'm glad you're into cardio and not lifting," said Nate. "I like healthy athletic girls but when they bulk up too much I think they sort of lose some of their femininity."

"I agree. And you've got enough muscles for the both of us," I said as I playfully squeezed his arm.

He stretched and turned it into a muscle flex and I think I almost swooned. It was just so different looking at my old friend through female eyes. Of course it was very different looking at any man through female eyes because it affected me in ways I never dreamed of. Like I never thought about a guy's butt one way or the other but now I definitely noticed them and rated them accordingly. I knew that men are biologically attracted to women's hips and butts because most male animals naturally mate from behind, and wide hips implies a good breeder, but I had no clue as to why I liked looking at a man's ass these days. I just knew that I did.

At first I feared that it was another sign of my closeted gayness, but it turns out that a lot of ladies like men to have cute butts so I felt somewhat relieved that I wasn't alone in this new obsession.

I really wanted to hold onto my hatred of Nate but it was so hard to hate someone who had just made me feel so good. He was so bold and cocky in the way he pushed me around and pulled my hair and slapped my ass, but then he turned right around and started servicing my pussy, and now we were like some honeymooning couple relaxing sweetly in between sex acts with cuddling and caressing and casual small talk. I was having a simply marvelous time.

"So what about you?" Nate suddenly asked.

"What about me...what?" I replied.

"Is there a guy waiting for you at home?"

"Nope."

"No boyfriend you have to check in with?"

"Nope."

"How come?"

"Well, I was in a long relationship but we broke up," I said, truthfully in detail if not in spirit. "I've been with other guys since then but I'm not attached to anyone at the moment."

"Good, because I don't want you to go," said Nate.

"What about your girlfriend? Do you have to check in with her?" I asked.

"Yeah, I probably should give her a call if you don't mind."

"Go right ahead."

I actually enjoyed the thought of Nate calling Julie to tell her some bullshit lie about what he was doing tonight. Julie had certainly lied to me countless times, and even when I caught her in the middle of an obvious lie she still turned it around to attack me for my lack of trust. I was tempted to try and spy on their conversation but instead I just waited in bed while Nate went into another room and placed the call.

"Well, that's out of the way," said Nate with a grin as he walked back into the bedroom. "Now I can concentrate all of my attention on you baby."

"Good," I said as I spread my legs and began to lightly rub my gash. "I think I'm going to need a lot of attention tonight."


CHAPTER 12:

So I began my clandestine affair with Nate. I was glad that I knew Julie and knew that she deserved getting cheated on because I think I would have been terribly uncomfortable if Nate's woman was someone I didn't know. Of course if that were the case I would never have been in this situation at all.

I sort of wondered why Nate would want to be in this situation. While he and Julie didn't have a hard commitment it was obvious that he wanted to keep our relationship a secret from her. I also wondered whether he knew anything about Dave or the other guys Julie might be seeing. Of course maybe Nate just liked the whole idea of having an affair. I knew he had cheated on girlfriends in the past, and I knew he once had an affair with a married woman, so maybe the fact that Julie was my girlfriend was a part of the appeal to him, as messed up as that would be. The fact that she preferred him to me was probably an ego boost. I was kind of getting a taste of that thrill now as I knew that whatever his relationship with Julie was he definitely wanted to make time to be with me.

The scheduling was tricky, since he had to make time for his primary love interest, but we managed to sneak in a number of outings. And even though I hadn't gotten around to taking any pictures of us yet I did send him a few nude selfies to keep his interest up in between dates. I knew that was kind of risky because Julie might find them on his phone or his computer or wherever he stashed them, but that would surely piss her off big time and cause him to do some fancy explaining. Oddly that should have been what I wanted all along, but I actually kind of dreaded the thought of getting caught so soon. I liked being able to hang out with Nate again and I sure liked the way he fucked me.

We'd meet at the gym sometimes, because that was a place that Julie knew he would be busy at for a couple of hours, and then we'd slip off and make out in the car or something. One time he surprised me by taking me by the hand and leading me around the side of the building. It was kind of secluded and there was a large trash container that provided a bit of cover. It wasn't likely that anyone was going to come back there but we were still out in the open in a public place.

"Let's do it here," Nate said as he grabbed one of my boobs and pressed me up against the trash container.

"Are you nuts? Let's just go to the car like usual," I protested.

"I can't fuck you properly in the car," he replied as he stuck his hand down my pants and started feeling me up.

"You pervert. What if we get caught?"

"We're not going to get caught."

"Do you fuck your girlfriend in public like this?" I shot back.

"No, but she's not as much fun as you are," he said with a grin as his finger started flicking my clitoris.

That sealed the deal for me. Well, both the clit thing and the idea that I was more "fun" than Julie. If he had said that he and Julie did it like this all the time I wouldn't have believed him. That was just not her style at all. The fact that he admitted it made me feel strangely empowered.

I squatted down, since I really didn't want to get on my knees in that crappy trash dump, and pulled Nate's cock out of his pants. It was easy with no belt or zipper to worry about and just an elastic band. I had to admit that the thrill of potentially getting caught added to my excitement and soon I was blowing him enthusiastically while trying to keep my ears peeled for the sound of any approaching vehicles. I was always in fear of being stopped by the police because I didn't have any identification as Tiffany. It made me drive very, very carefully so I figured if the cops showed up I might have to make a run for it.

After giving him head for a while he grabbed me and pushed me towards the trash container. I knew what was coming next so I reached out and grabbed the top of the thing while I bent over as much as I could. Then my pants were pulled down and I stepped out of one leg so that I could spread myself more while still being able to pull them back up in a hurry.

When Nate got behind me I expected him to stick his cock in my pussy right away but instead he kind of stood there groping my butt. Then I guess he stuck a finger in his mouth because a moment later I felt a wet finger rubbing around my anus.

"Have you ever been fucked in the ass?" he asked.

"No," I replied truthfully.

"I'm going to do it sometime," he replied.

"Says who?" I said over my shoulder.

Then the finger pressed into my asshole and I gasped. Soon he was finger fucking me and leaning over my back.

"Don't you think you could handle it?" he whispered.

"Jeez, I can barely handle your tree trunk in my pussy."

"It's making you horny though thinking about it, isn't it?"

"I was horny enough already."

"A girl can't ever be too horny you know. At least not the girls I like to fuck," he said with a chuckle.

"Do you fuck your girlfriend in the ass?"

"Sometimes."

"Honestly?"

"Yup."

He might have been lying but I figured he had probably been honest about the public sex thing so maybe Julie had taken it up the butt with him. I had always wanted to try it with her but never worked up the nerve to suggest it. Nate obviously didn't have that problem so maybe Julie wasn't as reluctant to do it as I assumed she would be.

"Well...I don't want to be a spoilsport," I said

"I'm not going to do it now but you should probably practice," said Nate. "You never know when I might just jump on that hot little ass of yours."

With that he pulled his finger out and stuck his cock in my snatch, but not before poking the tip of his dick around my asshole enough to make me wonder whether he was going to do it anyway despite saying that he wouldn't.

All this anal sex stuff had gotten me super aroused and when he finally gave me his cock I was already about to cream. It was hot picturing Julie bent over while Nate rammed his big prick up her ass. It shouldn't have been hot, it should have been horrifying, but it painted a picture that seemed very sexy to me in that moment.

Soon enough I forgot all about that and just focused on how fantastic it felt to be fucked by Nate, even if it was in a semi-public place. It made it seem especially dirty and that always appealed to me.

When we finished we pulled ourselves together as quickly as possible and headed back to the main parking lot. Hopefully they didn't have security cameras back there but if they did the guy who was monitoring them must have gotten quite a treat. I know I did.


CHAPTER 13:

"I want you to fuck me in the ass."

"Okay," said Frank with a shrug.

I was on all fours on top of the bed and Frank happily got behind me and prepared to fulfill my request.

"Use this first," I said, tossing him a tube of lubrication.

I had been practicing at home, starting with my fingers and working up to a sex toy, but I wanted to feel the real thing and Frank was much less frightening than Nate. I had him rub lube up into my ass and all over his prick before I signaled that it was time to do the deed for real. It was basically like doing it doggy style except that Frank would aim for the upper hole.

"You must hate me for using you like this," I said as he prepared to enter me.

"No, I love you for using me like this," he said from behind me. "You're beautiful and you've become a spectacular lay."

"You really think so?"

"Of course. I've waited my whole life to hear a woman ask me to fuck her in the ass."

"Well you better do it before I change my mind," I joked.

Frank, gentle as ever, took his time and very slowly let me feel his dick in my anus. Just the tip, at first, then a little more and a little more. He sort of slid it in and out, maybe going a little deeper sometimes, but then pulling back and giving me just an inch or two. He was such a great trainer I didn't know what I would have done without him.

"So how is it?" asked Frank.

"It's actually kind of strange...but in a good way I think. How is it for you?"

"Very snug...but definitely in a good way," he said with a laugh.

"I'm glad I've been practicing," I said.

"Wow, I remember when you were nervous about taking off your towel, now you're sitting around at home shoving things up your ass."

"I guess I have come a ways from that first time."

"I think I'm going to fuck you a little harder now."

"Please do."

I had such a strange but cool relationship with Frank. When I was fucking guys like Dave or Nate it always felt kind of like a performance. I wanted to say and do all the right things. Be the hot slut who was up for anything. But with Frank I could just be honest and say what I thought or felt or wanted or didn't want. He knew who I really was underneath this chemically induced female exterior and it never seemed to bother him.

I had no idea whether Frank had any kind of a crush on me. If he did he didn't show it. I hated the idea of him being jealous of the men I was fucking, especially since he was the one making it possible. He wasn't as handsome and well-hung as Dave or Nate, and he was a drug dealer and everything, but he was a pretty terrific lover in his own way. Even though I was developing quite a taste for Nate's rough-and-tumble banging I still appreciated tenderness and thoughtful concern.

I guess either the tightness or the excitement of doing anal caused Frank to blow his wad quicker than I expected, which was okay, because having a dick in your ass is interesting but it's not necessarily something that you need to savor for an especially long time. I was still just getting used to the sensation. Supposedly it was something that got easier the more you did it so I figured it wasn't bad for a first try.

It was kind of funky having a rectum full of cum, and some of it seeped out when Frank removed his penis, but it was a very sexy feeling too. Anal always seemed kind of taboo to me, or like something you only saw in porn or paid for with a prostitute. I kind of liked that I had crossed that bridge and added it to my arsenal of sexual practices.

I knew that taking Nate's cock up my ass was going to be trickier and possibly even painful but I was glad that I was preparing myself as much as possible. And if Julie's ass was really open to Nate I sure as hell wasn't going to deny mine to him. I had begun to feel really competitive towards her concerning Nate's attention.

That was really strange because it wasn't at all what I had set out to accomplish. I was furious with both of them for betraying me and I wanted the satisfaction of making them pay for what they had done to me. Now I wasn't sure what I wanted. I had so many crazy ideas crashing around in my head. Sometimes I was turned on by the thought of Julie having sex with Nate and sometimes it made me green with envy. Sometimes I felt like Nate really belonged to me because we had been friends long before he ever met Julie, but of course that was when we were both men so that argument didn't really hold a lot of water. Sometimes I still wanted to get even but sometimes I just wanted to break them up so that I could have Nate all to myself.

Of course that idea might have been the craziest of all, because how could I really "have" Nate, or any man for that matter, when I was just something conjured up out of a pill bottle? And even if I were a normal fulltime woman how could I ever trust Nate knowing how easily he might cheat on me? It would really suck to lose him as a friend as both a man and a woman because of his infidelity.

Sharon had said that I might end up falling in love with one of these guys and I wondered if I already had. Sex with Nate was incredible, and the times in between when we were going on dates or just hanging out was a lot like old times, but what I almost enjoyed the most was the post coital cuddling. That warm and fuzzy feeling when I had just been fucked and I could feel his cum inside me or taste it on my tongue and lips. The cooling off period where we lay close to each other and chatted so easily and freely. It was kind of the difference between being a lover and just a lay. I always felt safe and snug in his arms. It made me feel like he cared about me. Since I had lost Julie I wanted that feeling more than anything.

It was actually shocking to me how easily I accepted the idea of being friends with Nate again while giving up my male "equality" if you will. I certainly didn't feel mentally inferior to Nate when I was with him as a woman, but there was a definite difference in the "vibe" between us in this gender configuration. And in the bedroom his physical superiority was often on display. I wasn't going to beat him in an arm wrestling contest as a man, but as a woman I could care less about that. The fact that he was bigger and stronger just made him all the more appealing to me.

Of course I had my own kind of power over him in that I could give him the kind of sex he wanted or not. No matter how much of a stud a guy is, or how many women he has in his stable, if he's expecting to get laid on a date he's going to be very disappointed if he doesn't.

I had started realizing that power fairly recently when I was out shopping as Tiffany and kept getting hit on. It struck me that if I walked up to some random man and asked him if he wanted to fuck there was about a 99.9% chance (assuming the dude was straight) that the guy would think it was the luckiest day of his life, whereas if I tried that stunt as Jerry I'd probably get arrested. Even Nate would have a hard time with that kind of approach.

I was a pretty girl so men wanted to see me naked and put their cocks inside me. That thought also had kind of a scary side to it that made me try to avoid walking alone down a poorly lit street at night, but mostly it made me feel powerful, even if it meant that I would allow myself to be overpowered by strong man once I agreed to let him into my box.

The only thing I was really sure about was the fact that I wanted to see Nate as much as I could. Where that might lead I had no idea but I wasn't ready to give him up just yet for any reason.


CHAPTER 14:

It was a Saturday night and Nate and I were coming back to his place after going out for drinks. We were both in a very good mood and kind of laughing and clinging to each other as we walked up to his door. I knew that we'd soon be fucking and I couldn't wait to get to the bedroom and get started. Nate seemed like he might be even more anxious and we started smooching pretty hard right on the porch.

"Baby, don't you think we ought to go inside?" I said.

"I can't wait that long. I want to fuck you right here," he replied.

"What will the neighbors think?" I teased.

"Who cares?" he said as he grabbed my ass and started squeezing it.

After what had happened at the gym I was a little worried that Nate might actually be serious about wanting to do it on the porch but I was up for just about anything.

"So this is why you keep blowing me off," said a very familiar voice from somewhere nearby.

Suddenly Julie stepped out from behind a bush and stood confronting us with a look of furious rage in her eyes. I got a lump in my throat so big that I thought I was going to choke to death right on the spot.

"Hey...honey...what are you doing here?" Nate asked lamely.

"So is this your cousin Pete from Philadelphia that you had to have dinner with or is this your idea of working late at the office?" Julie hissed.

"Look baby I can explain..." Nate sort of mumbled.

"I knew you couldn't keep your dick in your pants," said Julie. "And who is this skank, anyway? Some cocktail waitress you picked up on a bender?"

"Hey, wait a minute," I started to protest but Julie wasn't through with her tirade.

"Shut up bitch, I'm not talking to you! I knew I couldn't trust you," she snarled at Nate.

"You should talk. I'm surprised you took Dave's cock out of your mouth long enough to drive over here," I blurted out.

"How the hell do you know about Dave?" Julie shrieked.

"Who the hell is Dave?" Nate asked sounding completely bewildered.

"You're a great one to talk about fidelity," I snapped. "When have you ever been faithful to anyone?"

"You fucking cunt! You're asking for it?"

"Who's Dave?" Nate repeated.

"Just one of the many men this little whore spreads her legs for," I replied.

"That's it...you're dead!" Julie practically screamed.

"Hold on, hold on," said Nate jumping in between us and holding us at arm's length. "I think we should go inside and discuss this like adults."

Fortunately Nate was strong enough to keep us apart while he dragged us both into the house and shut the door. Almost instantly Julie was right up in my face again.

"I don't know what kind of lies you've heard about..." Julie started to say.

"Lies? Lies! You have to gall to stand here and talk about lies...to me?" I spat with furious venom.

"Ladies, come on. Let's try and be civil," said Nate, hoping to diffuse the situation without much luck.

"Look sister I don't know what your game is but that's my boyfriend you're messing around with and I'm giving you ten seconds to get your sorry ass out that door and never come back," said Julie jabbing her finger in my chest for emphasis.

"Oh, yeah? And you think you can make me?" I said defiantly as I jabbed her right back.

Then it was on. We sort of both just lunged at either simultaneously. All of my pent up rage against Julie came tumbling out in the one way I never expected...physical confrontation. As a man I never once thought about laying a hand on her in anger but as a woman I was more than ready to kick her ass. Of course she was majorly pissed off at me for entirely different reasons and seemed quite ready to take on the challenge.

It must have been quite a sight as the two of us kind of wrestled around the room, slapping at each other and trying to grab the other one's hair. I'm sure Nate could have stopped us if he really wanted to but I imagine he was probably getting a bit turned on by this catfight in his living room.

I had never been in a fight with anyone before, which was probably good because I didn't instinctively resort to throwing punches as much as kind of clawing and tugging at my opponent the way she was doing to me. I guess I just fought like a girl because I was one and it all just sort of happened in the heat of passion.

Eventually we hit the floor and continued to roll around clutching at each other. I grabbed the front of her blouse and ripped it open causing buttons to fly everywhere. She retaliated by trying to tear my dress but it resisted her attempts at shredding it.

Somewhere along the line I started getting kind of horny. I think seeing Julie's bra probably had something to do with that. I had loved this woman with all my heart and hoped that we would be married someday and feeling those familiar curves in my hand, even if it was in the way of combat, stirred a lot of erotic memories for me.

We were both getting kind of worn out from the exertion when Nate finally jumped in and called a halt to our battle. Since we were already on the ground he grabbed both of us by the waist and lifted us up on our knees. Then he flipped up the bottom of my dress and did the same to Julie's skirt and before I knew what was happening he had our panties pulled down and was spanking us simultaneously. He was hitting us so hard we both started crying and Julie grabbed my hand.

"You bitches had better calm down and act civilized or there's no more cock for either one of you," he said very seriously as he slapped our rumps repeatedly.

That was so absurdly funny that we couldn't help but sort of laugh through our tears. It was the most bizarre moment of my life. Things got even more bizarre when Nate stopped spanking us and began to finger bang us instead. Before too long we were both whimpering away like crazy. After making us both cum Nate sat on the floor between us and had us sit next to him wrapped in his arms.

"Now look, it sounds like there's been a whole lot of screwing around going on and since nobody's married or anything I don't see what the big problem is," said Nate as he casually undid his pants and pulled out his very hard erect member. "Don't you think there's enough here to satisfy the both of you?"

The sight of his cock had the desired effect on me and I couldn't take my eyes off it as I felt my mouth begin to water. I guess it did the same for Julie because she seemed pretty fixated on his stiffy as well.

"Now I want you to kiss and make up so that we can all be friends. Otherwise I'm going to kick both of you crazy bitches out of here and you can fight to the death on my lawn if you want to," said Nate firmly.

I looked at Julie and she looked at me and then we both leaned across Nate's chest and our lips met. It was the first time I had kissed Julie in ages but it still seemed so familiar. I never in a million years imagined we would ever kiss again, especially under such unusual circumstances.

"I'm sorry I tore your blouse," I said with genuine sincerity. "It was so pretty. I'll buy you a new one."

"That's okay. I'm sorry I called you a skank. You're actually very beautiful. I'm Julie, by the way," she replied, offering her hand.

"I know. And I'm Tiffany," I said as I shook her offered hand.

"Isn't this much nicer?" said Nate as he pulled off Julie's ruined blouse and lifted my dress off of me.

Our panties were still down around our ankles so we were left just sitting there in our bras. Julie looked fantastic as ever, even though our hair and makeup had been totally wrecked in the fight. When Nate gently pushed our heads down towards his throbbing cock we both willing let him and a moment later we were sharing his prick in a tag team BJ.


CHAPTER 15:

When I first discovered that Julie was sleeping with my best friend I was so appalled that the thought of it made me literally sick to my stomach. I did everything I could to keep that image out of my mind. Then somewhere along the line, once I had become Nate's lover, I had these flashes of her with him that turned me on for some reason. It seemed so twisted and wrong and completely at odds with what I should have been feeling, but it happened anyway and I couldn't deny it. Now I was actually in the same room with her, taking turns sucking Nate's cock, and more sexually aroused than I had ever been in my life.

Nate was obviously a common thread between us. He had been my friend first, when I was a man, then Julie's lover, while she was still my girlfriend, and then my lover when I was a woman, while Julie was his girlfriend. It had all kind of gone around in a big circle until we ended up here, in a weird sweaty threesome on the floor.

While I was busily sucking Nate's dick Julie took the opportunity to remove her bra and I got to see those wonderful titties again. They were so utterly perfect and I had missed seeing them very much. When she resumed her cock sucking duties I followed her lead and gave her a look at my jugs, which were nothing to sneeze at either. Then totally on impulse I reached over and started fingering her snatch while she had Nate's prick in her mouth. I think it surprised her but she didn't stop sucking or try to push my hand away.

God it felt good to touch her pussy again. Somewhat surprisingly I hadn't felt any lesbian leanings while Tiffany before this, despite a lifetime of having lusted after women. I guess it was the familiarity of Julie combined with the excitement of my first group sex activity.

When it was my turn to blow Nate again Julie returned the favor and started to feel me up. It all seemed like a weird but very erotic dream to me. A little while ago I was slapping her face and trying to pull her hair out. When Nate said that we should kiss and make up he had no idea what those words really meant to me. I never thought I'd forgive her, but I also never thought that I'd forgive Nate, and yet here we all were getting very intimate with each other.

"Okay, back on your knees again," Nate suddenly announced.

"You're not going to spank us again, are you?" I said, whining a bit more than I had intended.

"No, I'm not going to spank you. At least, not much probably. Now just do it," Nate commanded.

Julie and I quickly resumed taking the position we had been in when Nate broke up our catfight. In this head down ass up arrangement I couldn't see what he was doing clearly but I could tell that Nate was getting behind Julie first. While we stayed in our pose Nate stood up and peeled off his clothing, then he got down close to Julie's rump and slid his enormous pecker deep inside her snatch.

"Mmmmmmmm..." Julie moaned happily as he began to thrust inside her.

I was jealous, but I figured it was just a matter of time before I would get my turn. Fortunately Nate didn't forget about me as he reached over and poked a finger in my pussy and another one in my ass. Soon I was moaning just as much as Julie.

My God, I thought, I had fucked Julie so many times but this seemed even more intense and intimate in some ways. We were two girls who had literally fought over the same man and now he was taming us with his animalistic manhood. I looked at the expression on Julie's face and thought that she had never looked lovelier. I wanted to kiss her so much, but we weren't in a position for that so I just squeezed her hand, as she had squeezed mine earlier.

"You see...we can all play nice if we try," said Nate. "This is what you really want, isn't it baby?"

"Yes dear," Julie groaned meekly.

Then it was my turn to get fucked and I couldn't wait. I was dripping wet and so horny I felt like I was about to burst.

"Uh, uh, uh," I started yelping almost as soon as his cock had slid into me.

"That's better. That's what I like to hear. Baby likes having this big cock up her wet snatch, doesn't she?" Nate chuckled.

"Yes dear," I gasped, repeating Julie's reply.

"Now...who's this Dave character?" Nate asked.

"Just a guy..." Julie replied haltingly.

"And you've been fucking him?" Nate pressed.

"Well...yeah..." Julie stammered.

"Naughty girl," said Nate as he slapped her butt cheek.

"Me too," I confessed.

"What?" said Julie, suddenly shooting a puzzled look at me.

"And you're a naughty girl too," said Nate as my ass received a quick spank.

"Now let's get something clear. You're my bitch, right?" said Nate rather seriously.

"Yes...I'm your bitch," I replied.

"And you're also my bitch," said Nate as he suddenly pulled out of me and jumped on Julie's behind again.

"Yes, I'm also your bitch," she moaned.

"Good. So forget about Dave, or any other guy, and come to me when you want cock and we'll have no more sneaking around."

"Yes dear," Julie and I said in unison.

The fucking and fingering continued until Nate was convinced that we had both gotten off sufficiently and then he told us to get on our knees, which we did at once. Nate stood up and started to jack off in our faces, which we pressed very closely together. I opened my mouth but Nate just sprayed us all over, blatantly marking his territory. When he was done I couldn't help myself and grabbed Julie's face as I began to kiss her with the same pent up passion that had led me to ripping her clothing.

Before I knew it we were rolling around the floor again, but as lovers, not enemies. We were both such a hot sticky mess but I didn't care about that at all. I was with my beloved Julie again, while my beloved Nate looked on proudly like a sultan in his harem. His corny macho bravado had won me over completely and I imagine Julie felt the same way. We both wanted to please him so much, although at the moment we were quite intent on pleasing each other, and doing a very good job of it.

It made me wonder whether Julie had ever been with a woman before. If she had she had never mentioned it to me, but of course she had kept lots of secrets so maybe this was just another one. I at least had plenty of experience fooling around with women in general, and with her in particular, and I was happy to see that I could still push her buttons.

I tried to lick her pussy but she wiggled around so that she was on top of me with her butt in my face. Obviously she was just as anxious to get at my gash so we went to town licking each other like mad. My experience gave me a definite advantage because I knew just what she liked. There was a little pattern I used to make with my tongue and my fingers that always drove her wild and without even thinking about it I employed my secret technique. It obviously still worked because I had her creaming in my face in no time. It was probably dumb to use a method that was so distinctly Jerry's signature, but she would never in a billion years connect those dots, even if she thought about it, which I doubted that she would. It was just my little inside joke, or maybe my way of saying that I forgave her.


CHAPTER 16:

Nate had sent us off to the showers to clean up when we finally stopped licking each other, but that only started us up again once we were under the spray of hot water. There was a big sponge and we took turns washing each other's boobs and ass with it before we resumed kissing and fingering each other until the water started turning cold and we toweled each other off.

Walking hand in hand we went into the bedroom and found Nate stretched out on the bed looking quite comfortable.

"There are my girls," he said as he patted the bed and we climbed up to lie on either side of him. "See? The bed's big enough for the three of us."

I didn't know if he meant that literally or figuratively but it seemed true enough to me either way. I didn't want to fight Julie or make her feel bad when we both just wanted the same thing. Nate's cock had divided us, but now it had brought us all back together. What a wonderful thing cocks are, I thought. There's an old expression in sports that says "let the best man win." Well, he did, and I was eternally glad about it.

"I'm glad you both became bosom buddies so quickly," said Nate as he tweaked one of my nipples with one hand and one of Julie's with the other.

"Very funny," said Julie sarcastically.

"I've got to say that watching you fight was an incredible turn on but watching you fuck was even hotter," said Nate as he continued to fondle our breasts.

"I like that better too," I said with a grin as I looked right into Julie's eyes.

It was pretty late by that time, and I was a bit worn out and sore from all the fighting and fucking, so we all just got under the covers and went to sleep together. It was such a beautiful feeling just to share a bed with Nate and Julie. I was reunited with two of the people I was closest to in the whole world and it was so much nicer than any satisfaction I might have received from some sort of revenge.

In the morning Julie woke me quietly and we slipped off to the kitchen to make breakfast to surprise Nate when he woke up. Unlike a lot of bachelors I knew how to cook pretty well, certainly as well as Julie, so we managed to whip up something pretty tasty. We were both still buck naked, which isn't the greatest idea for cooking, so we had to be very careful around the stove. Our clothing, or what was left of it, was lying around in the living room somewhere.

"Hey, I just wanted to say that last night was my first time with a woman and I was really surprised at how much I enjoyed it," said Julie.

"Me too. I mean the enjoyment part. I've actually been with a few women before," I told her.

"I kind of suspected that," Julie replied. "The way you licked my pussy was incredible. It kind of reminded me of my ex-boyfriend, and he was the best."

I suddenly felt a little light headed and sat down for a moment. She had caught me completely off guard with that comment and I was thrown for a loop. Apparently she had recognized my tongue technique and even praised Jerry for it. Did she suspect something? How could she? And I never in my wildest dreams thought I'd hear her praise Jerry about anything. I assumed that if she ever talked about me these days it was to make fun of me for being so weak and un-masculine. It was hard for my brain as Tiffany to process Julie talking about Jerry.

"I don't mind sharing Nate with you, if you're really cool with the arrangement," Julie continued, "but I'm also curious to see where being with you takes us. I never thought of myself as gay or bi or whatever in the slightest, but I felt a real connection with you. A lot of chemistry. Sort of like we were old lovers already, as crazy as that sounds."

"I know exactly what you mean," I said as I got up from the chair and put my arms around her waist.

We just gazed deeply into each other's eyes for a long time and then began to kiss very passionately.

"Wow, looks like I've created a monster," said Nate, who had wondered into the kitchen as naked as we were.

"How long have you been standing there?" Julie asked.

"Long enough to feel like I'm getting a boner," Nate replied.

"Well eat first," I suggested as Julie and I guided him to the head of the table and had him sit down. "I don't want the food to get cold."

So the three of us sat there in the nude enjoying a very pleasant breakfast together. It was interesting how the dynamic changed when Nate was added into the equation. Julie and I made a big point of serving Nate his food or pouring his coffee. He must have felt like a king and it wasn't even his birthday or anything.

In all the years I had known Nate I never knew how differently I would feel about him as a woman. We were still able to be friends, and enjoyed a lot of the same things, but his dick and his hard body and his animal magnetism was intoxicating to me, and it looked like Julie felt the same way. There must have been something in my female DNA that made me feel that way but I didn't mind it at all. I was beginning to appreciate that femaleness rather than accept it as punishment for my lack of manhood. It was sad that I felt ashamed of thinking less of myself as a gay man when I had absolutely no trouble at all thinking of myself as a bi-sexual woman.

After breakfast we cleared the dishes away and then Nate stationed us on top of the table with our legs spread wide and our feet right at the edge. He got between my legs first this time and gave me his cock while Julie and I kissed and she fingered herself with one hand and fooled around with my breasts with the other. When Nate moved over to service her I switched it up a little and sucked on her closest nipple, which she seemed to enjoy very much.

You might think that having a guy pull out right when you're in the middle of a good boning would be awful but it wasn't. Watching Nate drilling Julie, and seeing her expressions, and hearing her moans of pleasure, was so hot that it was almost as good as being the one getting nailed. Almost...but not quite. I was always quite happy to receive Nate's cock again when my turn came around, but the waiting kind of built up the anticipation.

I really didn't know what to think of Julie at that point. It was logical that I would still be physically attracted to her, even if I was in a female body, and she had sort of gone gay for me and liked it, yet we both were obviously still very much under Nate's spell. I wondered whether she had any intention of being faithful to Nate now or whether she had just said she would in the heat of the moment. Why did she screw around so much anyway? Nate was more than enough man for me and if he wanted me to be his bitch I was happy to comply, especially if I got to play with Julie too.

Maybe she couldn't help herself, or maybe she was looking for something and hadn't found it yet. Then I realized that I was kind of looking at it with a double standard. Men cheated all the time and people just tended to chalk it up to the male sex drive, but when a woman did it she was usually criticized for being a slut or a whore. Girls were expected to be the ones pushing for a permanent relationship but in our case I had been the one who insisted on monogamy. Perhaps I should have realized that it wasn't what Julie really wanted at the time, even if she agreed to it.

Nate ended up shooting his load into Julie but I quickly jumped off the table and licked some of that cum out of her sweet pussy. Then I licked whatever I could get off of Nate's fading dick before going back to Julie and treating her to some more of that old magic tongue technique. It looked like it was going to be a very fun day for all of us.


CHAPTER 17:

Julie had a big advantage on me in that she was a girl 24/7 and I could only squeeze in as much girlie time as I could schedule around work and my other activities that required me being male. I started to feel really resentful, not of her, but of the fact that I had to be a man so much of the time.

At the start of this story I told you that I thought I had everything going for me until Julie left me, but that was before I knew what being a woman was like. Okay, sure, I didn't have the chance to live most of my life being female so my perspective was probably skewed a little because I mostly turned girlie for the purpose of kick ass sex. But even when I was doing slightly more mundane things I found that womanhood suited me right down to the ground.

Julie started texting me sometimes during the day, which was really weird because I was usually Jerry at the time and had to remember that she thought she was talking to Tiffany, not her ex-boyfriend. It made me wonder whether anyone else had ever fallen in love with the same person as both a man and a woman, because I was definitely rekindling my old passion. Of course I was also madly in love with Nate. That probably should have really complicated things in my head but instead it made it much clearer for me. We were all much happier as a threesome than we would have been in any other combination.

At the same time my increased female activity put a lot of strain on me to come up with a life story. I had basically swapped my car with Sharon, which was a good deal for her because mine was a lot nicer, but I had to make up a bunch of details about what I did for a living and basically everything else about myself because Julie and Nate knew everything about Jerry so I was sort of trapped into fabricating my history.

It was a bit easier with Nate because I could usually change the subject by grabbing his dick or something but Julie seemed more interested in being friends outside of our mutual attraction to Nate. It was also tricky for me to keep track of what I was supposed to know or not know about their lives. I knew so much about both of them but I had to pretend like I was hearing things for the first time.

As far as the sex went everything was peachy keen. Sometimes we just got together and fucked but we also went out on a lot of dates as a threesome and always got a kick out of both girls fussing over Nate and walking around with each of us in one of his arms. I'm sure there were a lot of jealous men who wondered how he got so lucky, and a few jealous women who probably figured out that Nate must be a total stud and wished that they could get in on it.

And Nate was a total stud, as far as I was concerned. It's honestly not that easy to satisfy two women at once, even if they take care of each other in between, but Nate was doing a hell of a job of it. It wasn't like he was rich or famous or in some position to boost our careers. He was just our man and did things to us that turned us both into slobbering cock whores the moment he dropped his pants.

The real dilemma for me was trying to figure out how long this could last. My revenge plot had completely backfired and now I was part of a very intense ménages à trois that I had no desire to end. I had figured that my transformation into Tiffany would be over by now and that I'd have no need or desire to ever be her again. Instead I wanted to go right on being her as much as humanly possible.

"So why not make it permanent?" Sharon suggested one afternoon when we were having a "sisters" lunch together.

"What, you mean have a sex change?" I said.

"You already do change your sex constantly and it seems to make you very happy. Why not legally change your gender and just stay this way?"

"Oh, wow...that's a lot to think about," I replied.

"You must have considered that before now."

"Not really. I mean what about my job? And how would mom and dad feel about it?"

"Probably pretty shocked at first, but they'd get used to it. I did," Sharon pointed out. "You're actually pretty cool this way."

"You're just saying that because you want to keep my car," I teased.

"That's pretty cool too, but I mean it. It just seems so natural being with you like this now. I'd kind of miss not having a sister again."

"I'd miss that too," I said as I reached across the table and touched her hand. "And you've been such a wonderful help to me through all of this."

"Honestly I'm glad that things turned out this way instead of you running around town trying to bust up people's relationships. I can't say that I totally understand the whole threesome thing you've got going but they are both really special people to you so if this keeps you all together and happy I'm all for it."

I was too. But was I really all for it? Did I really want to shave my legs all the time and work for less pay and worry about yeast infections and things like that? The funny thing was I didn't really care about giving up my manhood. I had already surrendered that in my mind some time ago. It would actually be a relief to just say fuck it, I'm a woman, here I am world, take it or leave it, but I was scared too. Scared of the things I didn't know about being female. The things that little girls must learn growing up.

Ultimately I didn't even know if it was possible. Maybe the drug would just wear off eventually for all I knew. And as far as the legal aspects I was pretty clueless. I knew that people could change their gender officially but I didn't know what steps were involved in that.

It appeared that I needed to do some research. And some heavy soul searching as well.


CHAPTER 18:

About half way through my research I came to the conclusion that it was something I could do, and more than that, something I really wanted to do. The more I thought about it the more excited I became. I discovered that the pill I was taking was only temporary in nature but that there was a way to make it permanent by taking an additional pill every day for a period of three weeks at which time no more pills would be necessary and I would be a woman for the rest of my life. Of course once I started that process I couldn't change back so the timing of things might get a little tricky. I had no desire to come out as trans at my old company, especially with Dave still working there. I was afraid it would be too disruptive and when I explained my situation to the HR people they were more than happy to write me a glowing letter of recommendation so finding a new job was probably not going to be that difficult.

Sharon had been helping to pave the way for me with our parents and we were all going to go out for a family dinner where they would meet their new daughter Tiffany. They were very polite people so I knew they wouldn't make a scene or anything like that, but I really hoped that they would learn to accept the new me without too much stress.

The last big hurdle was trying to decide whether I should tell Julie and or Nate the truth. It would certainly make life easier for me because I wouldn't have to keep tap dancing around the details of my life and I could go back to my real last name of Jordan. Hell, I could even drive my car again, although I think Sharon had grown rather fond of it and I did owe her a lot so maybe I'd just have to get a new one that suited my new personality.

As much as I wanted to tell Julie and Nate I had a lot of fear about doing so. If either one of them rejected me it would mess up the lovely relationship we had going and if they both did Id be right back to being alone and cut off from my dearest friends. Of course it wasn't like I'd have a hard time getting a date so I might bounce back a little better this time around, but I still dreaded the thought of losing them both for a second time.

Ultimately I decided that I had to tell them and I chose to tell Julie first. I think I had been trying to tell her all along in subtle ways but I truly wanted her to know. We were going to meet at her place for a drink after she got off work one evening so I figured that was the ideal time to spring the news on her, if there ever was an ideal time to tell your lesbian lover that you were really her ex-boyfriend she had dumped to sleep with the man you were now also sleeping with.

"Look, I don't know how you're going to take this but I feel like I have to come clean with you, especially now that it's official," I said nervously, taking a deep drink to fortify myself. "There's a reason I've been so evasive about opening up and sharing details about my life but there's something you should know."

"You used to be my ex-boyfriend Jerry Jordan," Julie said casually as she sipped her drink.

"Fuck me with a spoon! You knew that?"

"Well, I had my suspicions. That thing you do with your tongue was kind of a clue, and I just sort of knew that I knew you from somewhere but I couldn't quite place it until I looked really deeply into your eyes. Everything else about you changed but not your eyes. Then I thought about it and realized how much you look like your sister and it all sort of fell into place. That, and the fact that I snuck a look in your purse and saw your driver's license," she said with a smile.

"It doesn't bother you?" I asked.

"No, I think it's wonderful. I think it's what you always wanted, whether you knew it or not. You had a lot of feminine traits, you know."

"I didn't know."

"Well that doesn't matter now," said Julie as she leaned over and kissed me. "You make a pretty awesome girl, as far as I'm concerned."

"You know I only did this to try and get revenge on you and Nate. I wanted to break you guys up, and mess with any of your other relationships. It was pretty awful of me," I confessed.

"It was pretty human of you," she replied. "I treated you like shit. You caught me cheating and I tried to turn it around and make you the villain. I'm so sorry baby. I should have been honest. I think I was just going through kind of a weird phase."

"Hopefully we won't have any more secrets and lies to deal with. It's been killing me walking around with the burden of my deception hanging over my head."

"That's because you've got a good heart. I should have appreciated that more even if I didn't appreciate everything else about you. But now you're where you belong and who you were meant to be and we're together again. That's what matters," said Julie before kissing me again.

"How do you think Nate will take the news?" I asked.

"I don't know, but it's got to be flattering. You were so in love with his cock that you were willing to become a woman. What man's ego wouldn't enjoy that?" she said with a laugh.

"And Nate's got a pretty big ego," I added.

"To go along with that big cock that we both love so much," Julie giggled.

"What is it about big cocks that's so appealing anyway?" I said almost rhetorically. "I mean smaller ones get you off just as well, and sometimes it's kind of uncomfortable when Nate is really pounding away giving you the whole thing."

"Especially in the ass," Julie chimed in. "Oh, my God! The first time he shoved it up there I could barely walk the next day.

We both started laughing at that and then fell into each other's arms. There are times in life when something bad happens and someone says something about looking back on it later and laughing, and maybe this was one of those times. I thought my life was ruined when Julie dumped me for Nate but here we were laughing and joking about having his cock in our ass.

"So how come you didn't say anything if you figured out who I really was?" I asked.

"I don't know. I suppose I didn't want you to know that I was snooping around in your purse, for one thing. And I figured you'd tell me eventually if you wanted me to know."

"So you really don't mind sharing Nate?" I asked.

"No, I don't mind. But sometimes I'd like to have you to myself," Julie replied as she kissed me.

I could feel her hand cupping my breast and our kissing intensified. I felt so relieved having told her the truth and having put all my revenge thoughts behind me. I really hadn't expected us to fool around and worried that she was going to tell me to go to hell for tricking her. Instead we were reunited as a couple, in a way, which was much more satisfying.

"You know, I never would have guessed how much I would enjoy lesbian sex," said Julie as she slipped her hand under my skirt and began to finger me.

"Me neither," I replied with a grin as I returned the favor.


CHAPTER 19:

When I told Nate the truth he seemed pretty thunderstruck by the surprise of it all. Unlike Julie he had no clue. Of course I hadn't been able to perform my signature pussy licking moves on him, and I guess he wasn't as good at reading a person's eyes as Julie was. Probably he was just too busy looking at my tits to really notice my eyes. Typical man I thought.

"Well I'll be damned. You went to all this trouble just to get even with Julie for cheating on you?" said Nate.

"Hell hath no fury," I said with a shrug.

"Well I'll be damned," Nate repeated.

"I'm probably the one who should worry about that since I've tampered with nature and given up my birth gender to be part of a steamy bi-sexual threesome, but I hope it doesn't come to anything that drastic," I joked. "I'd much rather live a life motivated by love not hate. So I'm prepared to accept my punishment for trying to trick you and messing with your relationship with Julie."

"It does seem only right that you pay a price for this. Take your panties off and come over here," said Nate sternly.

I reached under my skirt and pulled my panties down and then stepped out of them. Nate had taken a seat on the couch so I came over and lay down across his lap. He pulled my skirt up, exposing my bare bottom, and I prepared for the spanking I knew I was about to get.

"You're a very naughty girl," he said as he gave me my first smack.

"I know I am, and I'm so sorry," I replied.

"So you were really a boy when I was fucking you."

Whack.

"No, I was never a boy, I just didn't know it then."

"But you're not a boy now, are you?"

Whack.

"No, and I never will be again. I'm a girl, now and forever."

"That's right. You're my girl."

Whack.

"Yes, yes I am. I'm your bitch...if you still want me."

"Well, why don't you suck my cock and I'll think about it," said Nate as he gave me one more swat for good measure.

I climbed off his lap and got on the floor in front of him. Then I unfastened his pants and pulled out his cock. Thank God men are such simple horny creatures, I thought. He could have been really pissed off at me but once he got a look at my bare ass all he could think about was getting his rocks off. Of course I probably deserved some kind of punishment so I didn't mind having a sore buttocks if that put me back in his good graces.

As I sucked on Nate's big cock I thought about all the good times we'd had as two guys. We'd had a lot of fun and shared a lot of experiences in that male bonding way where someone becomes your "bro" and he's got your back and you're there for him. It usually wasn't a very emotional thing, because that's not what guys do. If someone was depressed the solution was to go have a beer. If someone was feeling lovesick a trip to a strip club would cure all ills. I knew my friendship with Nate would never be exactly the same as before but I was quite happy to shift into something else.

Nate won the who's more manly contest hands down as I had surrendered the field entirely. So much so that I let him spank me and willingly became one of his bitches, along with my own ex-girlfriend. I accepted a sexually submissive posture to a man who had been a rival for my own woman's affections.

Instead of being humiliated by this turn of events I felt liberated. Losing Julie to him felt humiliating but winning them both back, even at the cost of my original gender, felt like a total triumph.

I honestly have no idea whether this was something I should have known about myself all along. The fact that I would choose to turn myself into a woman to get even with my ex was probably a bit suspicious. I don't think that would be the plan that most guys would opt for. Julie certainly seemed to think that this was what I always secretly wanted and she knew me about as well as anybody. The more I thought about it the more sense it made but it didn't really matter now. The life I had lived before was behind me and I was starting out on a whole new adventure.

I was just so happy that I could be with the people I loved and cared about and love them openly and physically. What the future would bring was anybody's guess. Perhaps as I continued to learn and grow as a woman I would develop a different personality, or find that I was more comfortable in a monogamous relationship, be it with a man or a woman. It seemed doubtful that we would all stay a happy threesome forever, but one never knew. My road to becoming female wasn't terribly conventional so maybe I was meant for unconventional relationships, or maybe I'd just end up a respectable housewife someday with a hubby and kids.

Whatever I did from now on I knew I was doing it in the pursuit of happiness and love, not anger and revenge. I had set out to get even but in the end I got something even better; the return of my friendships and all the cock and pussy I could handle.


AUTHOR'S NOTES:

This one was inspired by real life situations. I know of a guy whose girlfriend started having an affair with his best friend and even though he kept producing evidence of it the girl wouldn't admit to anything and always tried to make the poor guy seem like a paranoid dickhead for not trusting her. This dragged on for the longest time before the guy finally had enough and walked away but it took a serious toll on him. Fortunately he didn't plot any sort of revenge but he did spend years trying to win his girlfriend back, with on again off again success before it ended for good. I don't know whether he would have been willing to turn himself into a woman to get even, if such a thing was actually possible, but I believe that he might have. I know he felt that his manhood was crushed by the fact that his girlfriend chose his friend over him so maybe he would have followed a similar path to the leading character in this story.
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