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CHAPTER 1:

"Well, I think that's the last of it," said Brent, the rather handsome young man who had gallantly offered to help me move my stuff into my new apartment. "If you need any help later bringing in some larger stuff like a couch, or a refrigerator, or a bed, I'm sure I can round up a couple of my buddies to help."

I noticed how he emphasized the word "bed" or at least I thought I did. It might have been my imagination. Brent had been nothing but polite and helpful, and always insisted that I go first whenever we were bringing another load of crap up from my truck. Of course I sort of suspected that he was doing that to look at my ass, which I couldn't really do much about. If someone wanted to check out my butt they were probably going to do it without going to all of the trouble of helping me move.

"Thank you, you've been so sweet already, I don't want to put you to any more trouble," I said, probably laying it on a little thick.

"No trouble at all," said Brent, flashing me a smile. "What are neighbors for?"

Brent had seen me juggling boxes in the hallway while I fished for my keys and figured out at once that I was the new tenant. Naturally he rushed to help and ultimately insisted on carrying anything remotely heavy, which left me bringing in mostly things like pillows and bedding. It made me feel kind of weak and helpless, but if someone volunteers to carry your suitcases and heavy boxes for you I figured there was no need to refuse the generosity of the offer.

Of course the fact that I was a rather attractive young woman moving into a single apartment just down the hall from him probably had a lot to do with his enthusiastic offer to assist me in any way possible. That wasn't a surprising concept to me at all, just one that took a little getting used to having it applied to me personally. For some girls it was probably old hat, but not for me. You see, up until recently I had been a man.


CHAPTER 2:

I suppose that last sentence needs some explaining. I was born Eugene Arthur Maddox, and grew up and lived my life as a pretty typical male, as far as I can tell. I did the usual "guy stuff" and even had a very stereotypically male job working in the construction industry. I was currently a woman named Jean Angela Maddox and a volunteer in a very unique research project.

Why I had volunteered was still somewhat of a mystery to me, but there was some money involved, although a lot of that would end up going to the cost of relocating and acquiring a whole new wardrobe and living until I could find employment. At the end of the program, which was to last for four years, I would receive a lump sum for my efforts, and I suppose it was enough enticement to give the thing a try. It came along at a good point in my life when things seemed kind of stalled or at a dead end and I guess I was just curious enough to be willing to subject myself to something so crazy.

Apparently there were different demographic groups being tested but I was in the single with nothing major tying me down class. I hadn't been in a serious relationship for quite a while, and work had been kind of intermittent lately, and I had no close living relatives, my parents having died in an accident a few years ago. As part of the program I was expected to move to a new residence, somewhat close to the college campus that was the center of the research study, try to find a job as quickly as possible, and basically present myself to the world as if I had always been a woman named Jean who was just getting a fresh start in a new town. That didn't sound too hard.

I was expected to make note of things like the moving incident and report on it at regularly scheduled intervals, but it wasn't the event that was of interest, in and of itself. That men and women are treated differently wasn't exactly a newsflash. What was of interest was how I felt about that treatment and reacted to it. There was a very definite method to all this madness.

The process that had transformed me rather quickly from a guy to a girl was revolutionary and not available to the general public yet, although it was just a matter of time. Let me see if I can explain how it all works as simply as possible.

Apparently the human genome is made up of 46 chromosomes that each contain hundreds or thousands of genes. The genes for the physical characteristics of each sex are spread throughout the entire genome, but male genes are turned off in females, and female genes are turned off in males. Once you know how to flip the switches, and which switches need to be flipped, which apparently the mad scientists working on this project did, you could "reprogram" the cellular structure of a human to be the opposite gender of their birth gender. Believe me, I didn't know any of this science crap before entering the program and I'm referring to the literature they gave me now so that I don't totally screw up the explanation.

There was also a radical form of automated surgery that involved taking living tissue from my own body, using 3D printers to fabricate new organs, and in essence subjecting me to the ultimate physical makeover. It was all done by computer and all of that data was safely stored, I hoped, so that in four years they would be able to put me back together just the way I was when I first walked in the door.

There were some potential risks, not surprisingly. My body could reject the new organs, or my cells that had been tampered with might be more susceptible to developing cancer, but if you can believe all the ads for pharmaceuticals on television these days there's a chance you can die from taking medicine to cure your dry eyes so I figured I'd roll the dice and hope that I wasn't one of the relatively few people who got totally screwed up by this whole thing.

We actually had some say in what our female bodies and faces would look like, but it was more like choosing from a menu than designing from scratch. I don't think they wanted any of us to be extraordinarily attractive, like a super model or something. That might skew the data somewhat. I was very pleased with how I turned out, and thought I was quite the looker, but I don't know that I'd be appearing on the cover of any glamour magazines anytime soon. I was certainly attractive enough that a guy like Brent would be immediately interested in becoming my knight in shining armor.

Basically the idea of this research was to see how difficult it was for someone to undergo this process and live a happy and relatively normal life in their new gender. I had been selected, in part, because I had displayed no outward symptoms of gender dysphoria or ever felt or expressed any feelings of being "trapped in the wrong body" as it were. That made me a "hard sell" test case. They certainly didn't erase my brain so I had all of my old memories and experiences as a man still floating around in my head, which would be true of any man who went through the process and became a woman, even if that was their fondest wish and desire from the start.

The internal debate that they were trying to settle was how completely did this process "re-invent" someone as the opposite gender. Physically there wasn't any question that I was 100% female, but what science wanted to know was whether psychologically I could ever be 100% female. The fact that I had no previous desire to be any percentage of female at all made me an ideal test subject. If I found myself behaving against my supposed natural inclinations then it would be proof that both mind and body could be altered completely by this process.

That was the part that scared me even more than cancer. I was instructed that sexual preference and gender identity were two very different things. Obviously you had every possible combination of gay, straight, bi-sexual, or asexual leanings potentially in anyone. On the other hand there was a school of thought that leaned rather heavily on the idea that genetics played a big role in that, and since my DNA had been flipped to the girly channel I was told to not be surprised if I started to have sexual or romantic feelings that I had never experienced before. In other words I might end up boy crazy.

I hoped that wasn't true and I believed in my heart that it would never be true, but I had already seen little signs of that creeping in. You may recall that I described my new neighbor Brent as a "rather handsome young man." I don't know exactly how I would have described him before but it probably would have been more like "some dude who lived down the hall" or something equally nondescript. That I could look at a man and immediately choose a word like "handsome" to describe him was probably scientific gold dust. Now it was a long stretch to get from acknowledging a man's physical attractiveness to actually being attracted to a man, let alone acting upon that attraction, but I had taken the first step along that road and it made me quite uneasy to say the least. Even so, I knew the job was dangerous when I signed up for it, so I figured I'd better be prepared for just about anything until the job was done.


CHAPTER 3:

I had been taking orientation classes, both before and after the change. Sort of Womanhood 101, you might say. It was a cross between charm school and sex ed. I had learned more about feminine hygiene than I had ever hoped to know in my lifetime and I could apply lipstick in a moving car on a bumpy road if I had to. These were the basics of being female that most females just learned along the way. Some things were quite obvious, like the fact that women wore a bra and weren't supposed to go around in public with no shirt on, but other things were far more subtle. Little girls usually grew up looking to older girls or women to be role models. Mothers, sisters, friends, teachers, all contributed their two cents worth to a young woman's development. Hell, in this day and age celebrities and social media probably influenced them as much as anything. I was kind of a blank slate. There was no telling what sort of a woman I would turn out to be.

My helpful neighbor Brent seemed very interested in knowing what sort of a woman I was at the moment as he kept trying to find excuses to pop by, or bump into me. Most of my heavier furnishings had been delivered and installed professionally so I hadn't needed to avail myself of Brent's moving services, but that didn't stop him from trying to see if there was anything I needed.

One night he appeared at my door holding what looked like a rather nice bottle of wine and two glasses.

"Not too late or too early for a housewarming party I hope?" he said with a grin. "I didn't know if you had unpacked any glasses yet so I brought these along just in case."

"That was thoughtful of you. I take it this is a party of two?" I said as indicated the glasses in his hand.

"I've only got two clean wine glasses so I hoped this would do, but we can always go get some paper cups if you've got other company coming over."

"I should warn you that I hold my liquor really well, in case you're the kind of a man who might try to ply a woman with drink in order to have your way with her," I teased.

"Do I look like the sort of a man who would do that?" he replied.

"From my experience just about every man is that sort of a man under the right circumstances," I said with a chuckle.

"Well, you can keep the bottle as my gift, and the glasses too for that matter, and enjoy it with whoever you like," said Brent, actually sounding a little offended.

"Don't be so sensitive. I'd be happy to have a drink with you. Come on in," I said as I opened the door fully.

"I would say I like what you've done with the place, but you haven't really done too much yet have you?" he joked.

"No I guess I've been kind of lazy about that," I said as I rummaged around for a corkscrew with no success.

"Looking for one of these?" Brent said as he produced a corkscrew from his coat pocket.

"You're a regular Boy Scout, aren't you?"

"Always be prepared. You never know what else I might have in my pockets."

I had no idea what he might be implying by that comment. He might have meant that he had drugs of some kind, in case wine wasn't enough to give us the proper buzz, or he might have meant that he had condoms, in case things went really well for him, or he might have not meant anything at all and was just making a joke. On a snap judgment basis I decided that I kind of liked this guy. He had been a bit pushy, but always in the most polite way possible, and I suppose I sort of admired his persistence. I know that's not really in style these days, but I found it kind of flattering.

We opened the wine, and I let him pour, and we drank a toast to something or other and then settled down on my brand new sofa, close to each other, but not too close. I just prayed that we wouldn't spill wine on it only a couple of days after it had been delivered.

I learned a lot about Brent, and he learned very little about me, which was kind of the way things had to be for now. Much of my past was applicable regardless of my current gender, but I also had to be careful not to say anything that would give away my secret. That was very important to the project. People needed to see me as any other woman they might meet, otherwise it might greatly color the way they interacted with me. I don't think I gave Brent any reason to suspect that I had a cock and balls hanging between my legs before I moved into this apartment, either that or he didn't care because he seemed to be creeping slightly closer to me on the sofa all the time.

"So are you always this generous and helpful with every new tenant who moves into this building?" I asked.

"No, just the beautiful ones with gorgeous green eyes," he replied as he let his hand rest on top of mine as he fixed his gaze on me.

I learned a few things at that moment. One, I wasn't able to hold my liquor quite as well as I thought because the wine was definitely going to my head a little. Two, Brent really was a good-looking guy and pleasant company to be around. I didn't really have any friends at the moment, and I didn't know anyone else in the building very well yet, so I think I was kind of lonely. Three, when a man calls you beautiful and tells you that you have gorgeous green eyes while he's staring right into them it can make your heart flutter a little, especially if you're a little buzzed on wine, as referenced in Section One.

Without really breaking our gaze Brent set his glass down and took the glass from my hand as well. It appeared as if my upholstery was going to be safe, even if nothing else was. Then he sort of took my face in his hands and kissed me. It was mostly on the lips but I could feel his tongue making an exploratory probe towards my mouth. It didn't last too long and I sat back when it was done and kind of looked at him appraisingly.

"That was nice," I said as I reached for my glass and took another sip of wine.

"I thought so too," he said with a pleasant smile. "Maybe we should do it again sometime."

"New Year's Eve perhaps?"

"I was thinking maybe a bit sooner."

"I'll have to check my calendar."

"If you can manage to squeeze me in I'd be happy to show you around. I know you're new in town and I'd love to show you the sights."

"Are there any?"

"Some," he said with a chuckle. "I'd love to at least be able to take you to dinner. Do you like Sushi?"

"Nope."

"Me neither, but I always ask. I'm pretty fond of Italian food."

"So am I, what a coincidence," I said as I took another sip and looked at him over the rim of my glass.

"I know a great place not too far from here," he volunteered.

"Then I suppose it would be foolish of me not to let you take me there."

"When?" he asked hopefully.

"Friday," I replied after looking thoughtful for a moment or two.

"Great! It's a date!"


CHAPTER 4:

I hadn't even finished unpacking yet and I already had a date with a guy named Brent who lived on my floor and thought I had gorgeous green eyes. I wanted to blame it on being drunk and call the whole thing off, which was partly why I chose the end of the week for our date, but I had also said Friday because I wanted time to buy a new dress and get my hair done in case I actually decided to go through with the thing.

This was definitely going to float somebody's boat back at the old campus whenever I made my next report. I found that I really had no good reason to call it off, so instead I went shopping and to the hair salon. Of course I had the reason that I had always been a heterosexual male but that didn't seem to be weighing me down unduly. As I said I was kind of lonely, and I hadn't been laid in quite a while, as either a man or a woman, which made me feel a little pent up sexually. Kissing Brent had been nice. It had been pretty much like kissing anyone else I had ever kissed, aside from the fact that he was a man, but my eyes had been closed at the time so I hadn't really been forced to think about that too much.

I must also say, for the record, that I was incredibly curious about my new body. I had masturbated several times already, and that had even been discussed in my orientation. There was a whole section on using your hand versus using toys, and even what the different types of toys were supposed to do for you. We didn't actually whack off in the classroom or anything, but there was a pretty spicy video that definitely got my attention.

In all honesty I think I had already resigned myself to the idea that at some point over the next four years I would probably end up having sex with a man, out of curiosity if nothing else. I just hadn't expected that possibility to rear its ugly head quite so fast. Of course I was just going out on a first date. I had been on plenty of those as a man where my lady friend and I never hit the sheets, but I had absolutely no idea what the prevailing social attitude might be about what a woman was expected to do, or not do, on a first date.

This was one of those areas where it felt like my lack of previous experience as a female might be problematic. I had known plenty of women who seemed to have it all mapped out in advance. One of them, Candice Flannigan was her name, had it all planned from the day she met a guy to their wedding night, and beyond for all I know. I don't know how religiously she stuck to that blueprint, because I never got past the second date, and never got close to putting my dick inside her.

Then there were the one-night-stands I had picked up in a bar, usually near closing time. For the price of a drink or two, and maybe a little light conversation I ended up spending the whole night with those ladies. There was even the girl I met at an outdoor rock festival who gave me head in a portable toilet. I have no idea whether the music turned her on, or she was high on something, or she was just the kind of girl who liked to give strange men blowjobs in a Port-a-John. I never learned her name but I never forgot that BJ.

As a man it was always taken for granted that you wanted to get as far as you could possibly go as soon as possible with any woman you had a shot at. It probably sounds crass and stereotypical but it had proven to be pretty damn true in my experience. A truly successful date for a man ended with him getting his dick wet. Obviously a lot of women operated from a different playbook, otherwise everyone would be fucking everyone all the time, and the world would probably be a much happier place.

Of course it didn't really matter what other people did, or what they thought. If for some reason I found myself wanting to have sex with Brent than I should probably do it. I just wished that I had some female friends to discuss the subject with. I didn't really want to get a reputation as the apartment complex slut, and I didn't really want Brent to get the idea that I was looking for a boyfriend, and I knew that I should probably call the whole thing off. If you're worried about drowning it's probably best to avoid going in the water as much as you can. On the other hand a nice Italian meal, with someone else picking up the check, sounded very pleasant and appealing. Having paid for many a meal in my time I didn't feel guilty at all about perpetuating the old custom of letting the man pay. It was just a chance to redress the balance a little, as far as I was concerned.

What to wear was another of those questions that plagued me. I tried to rack my brain and think about what women wore on dates with me but I had to honestly admit that it hadn't really made much of an impression on me, unless the skirt was unusually short or the top unusually low-cut. They seemed to always look nice and were incredibly well-groomed, unless they were going for the "fuck it, this is who I am, I don't need to impress anybody" look, which was of course designed to impress people by how "hip" and "genuine" they were.

For a moment I thought I had stumbled on the secret by just trying to wear whatever I would have wanted to see a woman wear on a date, but I realized that would probably be a fishnet body stocking with nothing on under it and maybe some thigh-high boots or stiletto heels, so it didn't look like that was going to be a good rule of thumb to base my fashion choices on.

If it sounds like I was sort of obsessing over this simple little date I definitely was. It wasn't just my first date with Brent, it was my first date as a woman, after all, and that seemed like kind of a big deal. Of course the more I stressed out about it the more likely it was that the evening wouldn't go well so I managed to calm myself down as much as possible and tried to just keep an open mind.

I ended up choosing a red print dress with a black jacket over it, black handbag, black shoes, and sheer black stockings. The dress showed some cleavage, without showing too much, and it was a bit on the short side, but not too short. I actually felt kind of pleased with myself for being able to come up with something that I thought looked very nice and showed a bit of my body without looking like a truck stop prostitute.

I was already pretty good at choosing and applying makeup and with my hair and nails done professionally I felt very pretty as I checked myself in the mirror one last time before Brent called for me. I found that I liked feeling pretty, which was something else for the notebook. Now obviously just about everybody likes to feel attractive, whether they're male or female, but feeling pretty was definitely something that I had never desired before. Being called a "pretty boy" was usually a very disparaging comment that implied that you didn't look masculine, which suggested that you were probably gay. Nobody had ever called me that, and they weren't likely to have done so, but if they had I would probably have kicked their ass. That would have been a major insult. Now I was quite happy to be pretty and hoped that Brent would think that I was too. Since he had already called me beautiful without seeing me all fixed up I was pretty certain that I had nothing to worry about in that department.

The restaurant turned out to be just the kind of place I liked. It was kind of small, kind of old, kind of dark, and slightly shabby compared to modern chain establishments, but the atmosphere was warm, the portions generous, and the food fantastic. Brent looked very sharp in his sports coat and slacks outfit and I appreciated the fact that he had dressed up a bit for the occasion. People tend to be too casual these days I thought. It's nice to do some things where you look like you put some thought or effort into it.

The conversation was basically a continuation of what we had started on the sofa and I tried to open up a little bit more. Naturally I still had to be careful about things since I had never done any typically female activities like selling Girl Scout cookies or being a cheerleader or anything like that and I guess Brent kind of picked up on that.

"Sounds like you were a bit of a tomboy," he said with a smile as he poured me another glass of wine.

"You could say that," I replied. "I think I sort of grew out of it."

"Well I never would have guessed it based on the way you look now...so smart and sexy and feminine."

"I was definitely a late bloomer," I said quite truthfully.

"I love what you did with your hair, by the way."

God this guy was good, I thought. He obviously knew a thing or two about women. He listened really well but wasn't shy at all about speaking up, was good with flattery without going over the top, and seemed totally relaxed, comfortable and confident. It was funny but I was definitely judging him more from the perspective of a man studying another man's technique than as a woman sizing up her date as a potential love interest. Maybe that was sort of a defense mechanism. My brain trying to remind me that I wasn't exactly what I appeared to be.

I also found that the more we talked the more comfortable I became around him and yet the more nervous that made me because I felt my resistance weakening. He was good at getting me to laugh, or getting my pulse racing a little when he gave me a compliment. I knew beyond the shadow of a doubt that he wanted to fuck me, that he had wanted to fuck me from the day we met, and had been doing whatever he could to get me to the point where I wanted to fuck him ever since. I knew that men would do or say whatever they thought would work to accomplish that goal and figured that he had probably said exactly the same things to who knows how many other women he had brought to this place, or somewhere like it. I knew all of that but I also knew that I wanted him to touch me. I wanted to kiss him again. I wanted him to hold me. I could decide after that if I wanted anything more.

"The night is still young, as they say, shall we keep the ball rolling?" asked Brent once we had finally left the restaurant.

"What did you have in mind?" I inquired, knowing full well exactly what he had in mind.

"Whatever you think. There's still time to catch a movie, or we could go for some coffee, or take a walk or something," Brent suggested.

"You know I haven't seen your apartment yet. You've seen mine plenty of times but I have no idea what yours looks like. Maybe we could have a drink or something, unless you've got something to hide," I joked.

"No I've already stashed all my dirty laundry under the bed and I'm not running a meth lab in there," he replied with a grin. "I'm sure I could scrounge up something for us to drink, although I seem to be missing two wine glasses."

"We can always stop and pick them up on the way, if you want. We do live just down the hall from each other," I pointed.

"I'm sure we'll manage without them."

I was quite sure that he was correct about that.


CHAPTER 5:

His apartment was surprisingly neat and well-decorated, I thought. Not the typical bachelor pad. Certainly not the kind of bachelor pads I had always lived in. Yet it was still masculine. There was no question that this was a man's apartment. It was just a man with a little taste who wasn't a total slob.

Brent fixed a couple of drinks and soon we were chatting on the sofa again, although this time it was his sofa in his apartment and we had come here after being on an official date. That kind of elevated the stakes in my eyes. Whenever I got a woman back to my place that usually implied that she was at least open to the idea of fucking, and more times than not that's what ended up happening. I figured Brent had the same impression and I knew that I was going to be tested on it at some point.

The kissing started pretty quickly. I don't think either one of us finished their drink, and I don't think we had a whole lot more small talk to get out of the way. He made the first move and I responded favorably. When he tried to put his tongue in my mouth I let him. Then I put my tongue in his mouth.

It probably sounds pretty ridiculous to hear such mundane details about such a routine thing as two people kissing on a date, but these were all firsts for me and therefore magnified in their importance.

I had taken my jacket off so my arms and shoulders were bare and he had a much better view of my cleavage. He hands found my bare skin quickly enough and I liked the way it felt. My skin was so incredibly smooth and soft compared to what I was used to. It also seemed more sensitive in a way. Someone touching my shoulder would never have seemed terribly erotic before, but it kind of sent a little shiver of excitement down my back now. And when he started kissing my shoulder, and then my neck, and then under my ear I got the distinct impression that I was getting turned on.

It seemed funny to me that I wouldn't just automatically know whether I was horny or not. As a guy it was pretty much instantaneous and there was incontrovertible proof growing hard in my pants. Now I felt sort of like a car with a weak battery where you kept turning the key and thinking that it was close to starting but never really being sure until it finally turned over and you heard the motor running.

I wasn't sure how to touch him. I know, I know, that must sound stupid, but I didn't really know what to do with my hands. I had made out with girls countless times in my life, but like their wardrobe choices I couldn't clearly recall all of the details from their perspective. I put my hands under his arms and on his back, and I sort of let my hand explore his chest a bit, and I got a hand on his thigh but I still hadn't moved to touch his crotch or anything.

"We could go in the bedroom if you'd feel more comfortable in there," Brent suggested, perhaps sensing that I wasn't being quite as responsive as he might have hoped.

"Okay," I replied softly.

Brent escorted me to his room and I gave it a quick look around, just to be polite, but when I turned back to face him I was in his arms again and this time he was much more forceful. We had been kind of lightly touching and caressing but now he held me tight and pulled me close as we kissed very deeply. His hand got under my skirt and cupped one of my butt cheeks while his other arm was around my waist.

Then, very casually, Brent took the straps that were holding my dress up and pulled them down, pulling the whole top of my dress down in the process. The dress had a sort of belt thing around the waist and I unfastened it. After a few shimmies of my hips I was able to make the whole thing fall to the floor, which felt like an incredibly sexy thing to do.

He had taken off his coat when I did so while I danced my way out of my dress he took off his shirt. Now I was clad in my bra and panties and my thigh high stockings and shoes. Brent took me forcefully into his arms again and the kissing resumed.

I'm sure I will have plenty to say about tits along the way but for now I will just comment that it feels kind of funny to have something that big sticking out in front of you while you're being embraced tightly. It was hard not to be aware of them. It was especially hard to not be aware of them when I felt my bra being unfastened and realizing that I was about to be naked from the waist up.

At that point things moved pretty quickly so that we both ended up on top of the bed. I was down to my panties and stockings, and he was down to his boxer shorts. In a reclining position, with so much bare skin available, we did a fair amount of rolling around with our kissing and caressing.

His hand got between my legs and started rubbing me through my panties, and I guess when I offered no objection he put his hand inside my pants and began to finger me. While that was going on below he was sucking my nipples up top. This was probably the point where I had no doubt that my motor was now running hard and strong. I actually admired the man for his seeming appreciation of the value of good foreplay. I confess that I have not always been quite so patient. When I was a horny man I was pretty much obsessed with alleviating that horniness in a timely fashion. I don't think I was a terrible lover by any means, but I do admit to having times where I was probably in too much of a rush to get inside the woman's box without worrying enough about getting into her head first.

"Leave your stockings on," said Brent during a moment where his mouth wasn't full of tit. "They're incredibly sexy."

I read a couple of things into that simple sentence. First, he was telling me, not asking me or even making it sound like a suggestion. Second, he obviously thought it was time for me to take my panties off.

I wasn't terribly used to being told what to do in bed, although there was a girl named Shauna Marcum who kept yelling at me to stick a finger in her ass all the time. Of course that was always when we were already hot and heavy and a woman is more inclined to make demands like "faster," "harder," "deeper," and so on.

There was still a little thought in my mind that maybe we could just do what we had been doing for a while longer and then call it a night but as I said before my motor was running pretty hard now and I had a feeling that neither one of us would be totally satisfied by just getting to first base, or second base, or whatever base we were currently occupying.

I pulled my legs back, which immediately made me feel totally exposed and vulnerable, then wiggled my panties off and tossed them aside. Before I could put my legs back down Brent had gotten between them and he held my legs up by the thighs as his head disappeared down below.

It was kind of a shock to realize how wet I was already, but my panties seemed positively soaked when I pulled them off. That seemed kind of creepy, like I had pissed my pants or something, but that obviously wasn't the case. I knew that my pussy would get wet when it was aroused, and I had felt it when I was masturbating, but I think the surprise was that I had gotten so moist long before Brent had even touched me down there. I guess my body was telling me that I was really turned on before my brain had totally gotten the message.

Brent licked my pussy and I really enjoyed it. That's kind of a simple statement but having not had a pussy for long I had no idea if he was especially good at it or it just felt especially good to have it done.

It must have been pretty obvious to Brent that I was as ready and willing as I was probably ever going to be because he suddenly stopped licking and yanked his shorts off rather quickly. My legs were still in the air, even without him propping them up, and he hurriedly scrambled to get between them again but for an obviously different purpose.

"Let me see it first," I suddenly blurted out.

Brent gave me the biggest, most wicked grin I had ever seen as he came over and kind of gently sat on my stomach. His dick was of above average size, I would estimate, though probably not bigger than my own had been, and it seemed terribly hard and was kind of twitching a little as it pointed straight at me.

"Do you approve?" he asked rather proudly.

I found myself reaching out and touching his cock with my hand. It felt incredibly warm and it was definitely throbbing. It didn't really freak me out to touch it, perhaps because I had touched my own so many times.  What did freak me out was the idea that he was about to put it inside me...and that I actually looked forward to that happening.

"Not bad...not bad," I teased. "Now let's see what you can do with it."


CHAPTER 6:

The first thing Brent did with it was put it in my pussy. I had received instruction on masturbating technique and I felt that I was a fairly accomplished practitioner by this point, so I knew what a penis shaped object would feel like when inserted into my vagina. What I didn't know was how radically different it would feel to have a real penis inserted into my vagina by an actual living human male. Cock + Pussy = Fun was a fairly well-established equation, but I never would have guessed how much fun it could be for the one with the pussy.

I seemed to be making a very strong case for the argument that said that even a totally straight male would find it possible to tolerate, or even enjoy having sex with another man if his body had been "hotwired" to think it had always been female. I was still conflicted, there's no doubt about that, but it had been a surprisingly easy path from the idea of being totally repulsed by the thought of ever touching another man in an intimate way to pulling my legs back and accepting his cock inside me. And in all honesty my apprehension had probably been more from the fact that I was technically a virgin and didn't know what to expect.

As I looked at Brent, straining away as he pumped me between my legs, I thought he looked rather sexy. He wasn't terribly well-built, or anything, but he was fit enough. In the construction business I was used to being around some pretty muscular, hard body type men, often with shaved heads and tattoos, just like the stereotype you might imagine. I had been pretty buffed out myself.

Brent didn't seem like the kind of guy who would be shirtless, in a hardhat, swinging a hammer on a roof in 100 degree heat, but I thought he might look kind of cute doing it. He was certainly starting to work up a sweat as he hammered my pussy, but I really didn't think a hardhat was probably necessary, unless he had some really crazy shit in mind that I couldn't even begin to imagine.

Brent had an office job in the financial industry. It had something to do with investments and money management, but that wasn't my world at all and I think my eyes kind of glazed over a little when he hit me with too much jargon that meant nothing to me. Still, if I ever had any money that needed managing he would probably be a pretty good guy to hit up for advice.

"Oh, man that feels so awesome," I said out loud without totally meaning to.

"That's because you're so amazing, baby. You bring out the best in me," Brent grunted in reply.

I suddenly realized that he had interpreted my utterance of surprise as a compliment to the uniqueness of his skill or technique or his remarkable size. I was actually just surprised that I wasn't throwing up or in physical agony from having something repeatedly jammed into my snatch with so much intensity, but I let him bask in the glow of my assumed praise. He may have been doing something totally awesome that set him apart from most men but for all I knew other women might think he was a lousy lay. If you'd only tasted canned spaghetti you might think that was as good as it got until somebody's Italian grandmother made you the real deal.

The important things to me were that I liked Brent and could think of him as "cute" or "handsome" or "attractive," that his cock felt really good in my pussy, and that I didn't really seem to mind being in a totally different role in the sack than I was used to. It wasn't nearly as hard to be a girl in bed as I had assumed it would be.

We stayed in the basic missionary position until he finished, although I did have my legs repositioned a couple of times along the way. I obviously couldn't see his cum spurting into me but I knew it was there. That was followed by some more kissing and touching and whatnot, and then some more conversation before I announced that I needed to be getting home. He offered to let me stay the night but I thought it was probably best not to push things too fast. I actually found myself uttering the words "not on the first date," which sounded ridiculous to me but Brent seemed to understand and he took it in stride, probably as I would have done if some crazy bitch I just fucked suddenly informed me that she was playing by some arbitrary rulebook that was entirely in her head.

I think the main reason I really wanted to get out while the going was good was my fear that by spending the night, and being there the next morning, I would be expected to suck his cock at some point. Not that I thought he was going to force my head down on him or anything, but I figured the subject would come up sooner or later. I didn't want to come across like some scared teenager, or admit that I didn't know the first thing about giving head. I had actually practiced a little bit with my dildos, just in case, but I couldn't really see me ever putting some man's penis between my lips. Stroking it was sort of familiar. Sucking it was gay as maypole.

It felt kind of dumb to get dressed again, since I was just going down the hall, so I gathered up my belongings, put my jacket back on, kissed Brent goodnight, and made a dash for my door with my stuff pressed up against my bosom. I could hear Brent laughing in the background as I fumbled for my key, much as I had done on the day I moved in, and I just shot him a quick smile and kissed the air before I disappeared into my own room. I honestly have no idea why I did that. I had been forced to make a quick exit from a woman's bedroom once or twice when a husband or boyfriend came home unexpectedly so I wasn't a total stranger to running bare-assed through a semi-public place, but I guess I just felt kind of frisky and playful, and I think Brent got a kick out of it, which is probably really what I wanted most.

After a hot bath I pulled on a t-shirt and hopped in bed. I tried watching a little TV but my mind couldn't seem to focus on it. At one point I started laughing because the whole thing was so absurd and that poor Brent guy had no idea he was really fucking another dude, and later I started crying because it had all been so beautiful the way things had gone but I knew that I could never allow myself to be in love with anyone because I only had four years of being the person I was right now.

"Crazy bitch mood swings," I muttered to myself as I got out of bed and wandered to the kitchen looking for some ice cream.

I found some and sat at a table eating it straight out of the carton in the unladylike way that I still did. There was probably nothing fundamentally wrong about the idea of having a relationship, I thought. I had four years. None of my previous relationships had lasted that long, and lately I had been on a pretty cold streak in that department. Of course there was always the chance that it might last, and then I'd be totally screwed when the time was up, but that seemed pretty unlikely to happen. I wasn't even sure that I wanted to have a relationship with Brent, or anyone else for that matter, but I figured I better decide right away whether that was even an option for me. Things have a way of escalating rather quickly where matters of the heart are concerned.

Fuck buddy. That seemed like the best category to keep Brent in. He lived just down the hall so I was bound to run into him quite a bit and it might be handy to have someone to drop in on when I was feeling down, or lonely, or horny. And if we wanted to go someplace he could certainly do a fine job of escorting me. Maybe that was more like a friend with benefits. Fuck, I had no idea really.

I had spent enough time moving in and getting settled...and getting laid. It was time to find a job. That was one of the biggies on the list of my responsibilities. It was going to be tricky since I couldn't very well use all of my previous work history as a reference. It was going to be even trickier since I wasn't a buffed guy anymore I was a pretty average-sized girl, and the construction business is about as male dominated as you can get.

I was planning to say that I worked for my uncle's construction company, which was true, and my uncle Harry was one of the few people I had been allowed to let in on my secret. I know he must have thought I was the biggest queer in the world but I tried to play up all the money I was going to get and he was more than willing to serve as a reference, pretending that I had worked for him as a woman. Other than that I just had to hope that my knowledge and skill would impress someone enough to give me a chance. And just to be safe I decided to wear something that would show off my boobs really well, especially if I leaned over someone's desk.


CHAPTER 7:

"Honey, no offense, but why in the world would you want to do this for a living?" asked Ed Platt, the foreman on the project who was supposedly hiring. "Jeez, you could probably make more money in tips alone working at Hooters or something. You've certainly got the natural assets for it."

"Construction's what I do. I've been doing it a long time and I'm damn good at it. Are you afraid your men won't be able to concentrate on their work because they'll be too busy staring at my tits and ass?" I asked rather defiantly.

"Well, yes, actually. Especially if you plan to go around dressed like you are right now."

"They'll get used to me once they see that I know my shit."

I was kind of laying the "tough girl" routine on a little thick, but I knew that I had to. I would have to be tough to be a girl on just about any construction crew. I think Ed liked me because I was spunky, and because my tits were practically falling out of my shirt, and I hoped I could convince him to give me a shot without having to get under his desk and blow him or something.

He tested me on my knowledge with some pretty basic questions at first, but since I aced those with ease he got a little more in depth. I'm sure the lingo flying around that office would have been as foreign to Brent as his high finance talk was with me, but eventually Ed realized that I wasn't just blowing smoke up his ass and probably did know a thing or two about construction.

"You're hired," he finally said as we shook hands on the deal. "Just try not to distract the boys too much, will you? I have enough trouble keeping those jokers working as it is."

"Sure thing boss. But if it gets really hot I tend to work topless like the men...just kidding, just kidding!" I said after giving him just enough time to look like he was going to blow a gasket.

"Well I'm all for women's lib, honey, and I sure wouldn't mind seeing that, but I think you'd cause a riot or something."

"I'll try to keep my shirt on. At least while I'm on the clock," I said with a wink as I left his office.

My heart was actually pounding when I got outside. I didn't think I was going to be able to pull it off. But I knew these guys and I knew that they'd want me to be both tough and flirty. I was probably going to hear a lot of rude comments and be the butt of many lewd jokes. I figured it was best to show that I could take it and had a sense of humor about things. It also didn't hurt that I noticed the bulge in Ed's pants. I had no desire to fuck him for a job, but if turning him on helped me get it, so be it. You have to play the cards you're dealt.

My first day on the job I was nervous, but ready for just about anything. I knew that I knew what I was doing, as far as my job responsibilities were concerned but I was the new guy, which was bad enough, and even worse I was the new girl.

"Hey honey, that toolbox looks kind of a heavy for such a little girl. You need help with that," one of the older guys on the crew called out as I was walking to the assembly area.

"Gee, Pops, I was going to offer to help you. Do you actually work here? I thought someone's grandson must have left his tools at home and you were dropping them off," I shot back.

That got a huge laugh from the boys and I knew that I was off on the right foot. It was probably good if they thought of me as a smart-assed bitch. I would still have to prove myself on the job to be really accepted but hopefully I could pull that off as smoothly.

I met the crew, and they seemed pretty much like any other crew I had ever worked with. A lot of swagger. A lot of testosterone pumping everywhere. A lot of pointed jokes that probably sounded cruel but were really just a form of male bonding. There were bound to be a couple of total assholes in the bunch, as there always were, but that's probably true of any place you work. On the whole construction workers were usually pretty darn good people, as far as I was concerned. But of course I had never had to work with them being the only female in their midst.

"Are you married baby?" one of the guys asked right away.

"Nope," I replied.

"Got a boyfriend?" he persisted.

"Nope," I repeated.

"Lesbian," he said knowingly, which got another good laugh.

"If you're nice to me I might put on my strap on and let you take it up the butt," I said while simulating the act of humping someone from behind.

I was a hit. I don't know whether they thought I actually was a lesbian or not, but if they did that probably just made me seem all the more appealing. I really didn't mind if they thought I only liked girls because that might keep some of them from hitting on me constantly. It was probably a pretty good angle to play, and in truth I still did like girls so we had that in common.

There were moments during the day where I wondered whether I had made a mistake by trying to do my old job because my body simply wasn't as strong as it used to be. I couldn't carry as much weight without straining and I couldn't swing a hammer quite as fast or as hard as I used to but I don't think I did too bad, under the circumstances. Not every guy on that crew was some kind of Adonis with muscles of steel, though there were some, and I think I held my own pretty well. They had no idea that I wasn't performing up to the level I used to be at when I was a man. The fact that I was pretty, and my shorts kind of ran up my butt, probably didn't hurt, but by the end of the day I was invited to join the boys for a drink at their favorite watering hole.

I felt relieved and happy that I had found work so quickly, and it appeared that I had been accepted rather fast, as well. Sure, there had been plenty of jokes and comments, and I imagined those would continue, but so what? What troubled me was the fact that I was the one who was being a little distracted at times. Some of those boys had really nice bodies and it was hard not to notice, especially if they went around showing off their bare arms or bare chests. That was just the way it had always been when I had been on a crew, but back then I was one of those guys and didn't think anything at all about seeing some sweaty hunk of manhood working a jackhammer. I sure thought about it now and I think it made me a little moist.

"So tell me the truth. Are you really just a bean licker or do you like guys too?" asked Sam, one of the rather well-built specimens I had been ogling all day.

"Maybe if I get to know you better, or I get really drunk you'll find out for yourself someday," I replied with a grin as I chugged down my beer.

"Well if your girlfriend is as pretty as you are bring her along. I can get both of you drunk and show you a really good time. You know what they say...a lesbian is just a woman who hasn't been fucked by a real man yet."

"Really? I've always heard it as a straight guy is just a man who hasn't gotten head from a queer yet," I replied.

Both jokes were ridiculous and offensive but we laughed anyway. We were off the clock and pounding a few brews. I was sure that everyone was a bit curious about me and what the hell I really was doing there, but they were trying to take me at face value. I appreciated that. The fact that Sam turned me on was a variable I had not anticipated, but there was no rule against that. Hell, it might turn out to be a great fringe benefit of the job.


CHAPTER 8:

"So did it surprise you how quickly you had sexual relations with a man?"

"Ah...yeah, you could say that."

I was making my report to one of my counselors, Dr. Farnum. It included such highlights as moving into a new apartment, finding a new job, and having a cock inside my new pussy. Part of my report was written, and part of it was oral. The really important thing was that I try to be as honest as possible. If I said just what I thought someone might want to hear, or withheld anything because I found it embarrassing or uncomfortable, then the data collected would be kind of messed up.

"And you've found that you feel sexually attracted to other men besides your neighbor, like some of your co-workers, even though you claim to have never been attracted to men before?"

"Hey, there's no claim about it," I replied a bit defensively.

"I'm sorry, I didn't mean it to sound like you weren't being honest. Latent homosexual tendencies are quite common in many people. You might have felt some previous attraction to men without being consciously aware of it," the doctor explained.

"Well, I certainly wasn't aware of it so that's really all I've got to go on," I said, feeling a little uncomfortable with the way this was going.

"Have you found yourself thinking or feeling like you're fooling people into believing that you're a woman?"

"Actually I have," I admitted honestly.

"That's really not all that surprising. Your body is completely female by any standard that might be applied, but your brain might take a while to accept that fact. Consequently you may find yourself attempting to adopt what you think of as typically female behavior. It's a pretty common coping mechanism. You might find that you choose dresses or skirts over pants or jeans even if pants totally appropriate, or even more practical for whatever you're doing. Or you might find yourself decorating your apartment with a lot of pink and frilly things. Or in this case you might find yourself suddenly attracted to members of the opposite sex. None of it is really a conscious decision it's just your brain trying to convince itself of the authenticity of your female gender."

"So you're saying I may act overly feminine sometimes because I'm having a hard time accepting the idea that I'm really female?" I asked for clarification.

"Yes, that's a very good way of putting it," said Dr. Farnum. "It may turn out that you really like dresses and things that are pink and frilly and maybe even men, but in these early stages I wouldn't worry too much about anything like that. You're going through a unique experience. There's not a lot of research on the subject yet. That's why what you're doing is so important. It's probably best to just go with your feelings and try not to over-think it. You collect the data and let us try to figure out what it all means."

I don't know if the doctor meant it as a pep talk but it certainly lifted my spirits. It actually made a lot of sense to me. Of course I would try to act as female as possible. How else could I really live with myself and the reality that I had actually volunteered to give up my manhood for four whole years? It didn't mean that my manhood was weak for having sex with a guy so soon. If anything it was probably the opposite. I was so ashamed of what I was doing that my brain tried to compensate by rushing me into the most feminine act I could think of. Quite logical really.

On the other hand there was that whole latent homosexuality thing that was kind of disturbing to think about. I wasn't crazy at all about the idea that I might have been subconsciously craving cock all these years without knowing it, and that suddenly turning female just brought it all to the surface.

I decided to concentrate on the doctor's advice and just go with my feelings, whatever they might turn out to be. I couldn't really be blamed for whatever I did. It was all for the good of science and would hopefully help people down the line. It actually made me feel kind of proud that I was in it for more than just the money.


CHAPTER 9:

"Oh, God, Sam! Oh, fuck. Oh, fuck you're so fucking big!"

"The bigger the better, right honey?"

I was in a little storage shed on the construction site and everybody was off eating lunch somewhere. Everybody except for me and Sam. I was facing the wall with my back arched and my pants down and Sam was right behind me slamming his massive prick into my cunt and squeezing my tits. We were both trying to be quiet but I was finding that very difficult to do.

"Oh, fuck...oh, fuck...I think you're making me cum Sam!" I cried.

"Well I should hope so. I'd be pretty offended if you didn't," he chuckled.

"How can anything that big fit in there?" I moaned.

"It fits just right. You were built for this, honey."

"You have no idea how true that is."

He probably meant that nature had given me a vagina so that I could be impregnated by a man but that old 3D printer had certainly done the job of giving me a pussy that could handle even a monster cock like the one that was stretching me out so marvelously right now. I had been on the job for about three months now and Sam and I had become pretty good buddies. Our banter had become increasingly suggestive and I suppose it had just been a matter of time before we stopped talking about fucking and actually fucked, although I'm not entirely sure why we had chosen this exact time and place to do it. I had suggested that we slip off to the little shed and Sam took it from there. Or more precisely took me.

There had been a little bit of frantic kissing, and I grabbed his crotch and felt his hardness. Then he spun me around, pulled down my shorts and my panties, and the next thing I knew I was up against the wall getting my brains fucked out by a total stud of a man. I was certainly collecting some juicy data for the folks back at the lab I thought.

This was only the second man I had fucked so far, but hardly the second time. Brent and I had fallen very naturally into a friends with benefits sort of thing without feeling the need to openly define it. Sometimes we'd just hang out, watching TV or a movie and sharing a pizza, and sometimes we just fucked, and sometimes we started out watching a movie and ended up fucking. I knew that Brent dated other chicks so fucking Sam wasn't cheating on him, although I'm not entirely sure that would have stopped me. Sometimes I got these really insatiable urges for sex. It was a little different than when I was a man. I used to be sort of perpetually horny all of the time. The slightest hint of something stimulating and I'd feel my dick getting hard. I didn't feel quite like that these days, but when I was in the mood I was really in the mood.

And it wasn't only men that I was becoming pals with. I had made my first female friend as well. Her name was Kate and she lived directly across the hall from me. I hadn't seen much of her at all since I had moved in but one night when I was getting ready for bed I heard a knock on my door. I was wearing my little pink tank top that barely covered my boobs and matching panties that I often wore to bed so I just looked through the security peephole to see who was out there. When I saw that it was Kate I just went ahead and opened  the door without bothering to grab a robe or something.

Kate looked very nice, like she had just come back from a major date, but her smeary eye makeup showed that she had been crying.

"I really hate to bother you so late but have you got any ice cream I could borrow?"

"Hell woman, that's like asking if I have any tampons. Of course I have ice cream," I joked.

"I think I really need some right now," said Kate sadly.

"Well come on in. I hate to see a woman eat ice cream alone."

"Oh, shoot, did I get you out of bed?" she asked as she saw my attire.

"Naw, I dress like this all the time," I said with a laugh.

We went into the kitchen and I produced a large tub of rocky road and plunked down in front of us. Since I was having company I also grabbed a couple of bowls and spoons.

"Dig in," I said. "I've got more if we burn through this."

"I hate men," Kate said flatly as she began to devour her first bowl of ice cream. "I fucking hate them."

"All men or one in particular?" I ventured.

"That fucking asshole! Stupid me. I thought we really had something great going. He told me he had something very important that he wanted to discuss with me and that he was taking me to this really fancy restaurant to discuss it. Like a moron I thought maybe he was going to pop the question or at least suggest that we move in together so I got all dressed up and tried to stay calm while I figured out what I would say if he asked."

"I take it he didn't propose."

"Hardly. The exact opposite. It was a breakup date. He told me that he had fallen in love with another woman and wasn't going to see me anymore."

"Oh, honey, that's terrible," I said sympathetically as I placed my hand on top of hers.

"Wait, it gets even better," said Kate, the tears starting to well up in her eyes again. "The woman he's fallen in love with is my sister!"

"Ouch," I said with a genuine grimace.

I dated this girl named Cheryl a long time ago and was pretty happy until I met her sister Claire, who was the prettier of the two. Then I sort of became obsessed with banging the sister and started flirting with Claire every chance I got. I guess I wasn't too subtle about it and that it ended things for me with both of them. Kate was right. Men could definitely be fucking assholes.

"I should have known from the way they looked at each other and how they always kind of joked and flirted. When I mentioned it to Dave he just laughed and told me not to be paranoid," Kate recounted as she refilled her bowl.

"I take it Dave is the fucking asshole in question?"

"Yeah. Dave Kline. I was actually thinking on the way to the restaurant how much I liked the sound of being Kate Kline, and the double K initials. Not that I would have married the guy just for that, but he seemed so wonderful and sincere. He sure had me fooled."

"Sounds like maybe you need something a little stronger than ice cream to chase away the blues," I suggested as I opened the cupboard that served as my liquor cabinet.

"No, that's okay...but I think you may have to open another carton soon," Kate replied, trying to force a smile.

She had stayed a little longer and we chatted about this and that, trying not to dwell on her unhappy situation. My heart really went out to her. It must have been quite a blow going from thinking that a guy might be showing you a ring to realizing that you were getting dumped for your own sister. On the whole I thought Kate was holding up surprisingly well. When she finally left I hugged her tightly and told her that everything was going to be fine and that she didn't need a creep like that in her life. Those were the unusual circumstances under which we had met, but we had become pretty good friends ever since.

"Yeah, baby, yeah...yeah...oh, yeah...fuck yeah...fuck yeah!"

My insanely intense orgasm snapped my thoughts back to the pussy pounding I was getting from Sam. My forearms were resting on the wall and I was jerking my butt back and forth as hard as I could, as if Sam needed any help in getting his big cock deeper inside me. I was getting pretty noisy but I honestly couldn't help it. I had never felt this kind of sexual pleasure in my life. I wondered if I had ever made a woman feel this good. If I had she hadn't shown it quite as vividly as I was doing.

"Uh...uh...uh," Sam growled with each spurt of his hot jizz that he deposited in my wet gash.

A moment later we heard noise outside the shed and realized that the crew was coming back from lunch. Sam jerked his rod out of me and we both made a mad scramble to get our pants back up. There was no time to bask in the afterglow.

"You go first," Sam suggested.

I looked around and grabbed a box of nails before heading out the door. Hopefully nobody would think there was anything odd about me coming out of the supply shed with some sort of supplies. I have no idea how long Sam waited in there before making his exit but when I saw him later on the job I just winked at him and blew him a little kiss. He winked back and it looked like we had gotten away with it. I was a bit hungry for skipping lunch but it was by far the most I had ever enjoyed a lunch break in my life. I'd rather be full of cock than food any day of the week.


CHAPTER 10:

The first six months of womanhood had flown by so quickly it hardly seemed possible that I was an 1/8th of the way through the process. It seemed to me like I was still just getting started, but it also felt like I had been female much, much, longer. That probably sounds like a big contradiction but it's not quite as odd as it seems.

I was living in a new apartment, in a new city, working a new job. There was very little in my daily life to remind me of my previous one, which of course was all part of the plan. That made me feel more like the new girl in town than just a new girl.

I had all new friends, lovers, and co-workers, some of which were a mixture of all three. They only knew me as a woman named Jean, or Jeanie as I was pretty regularly being called these days. There was no one to shoot the shit with about the good old days when we did this or that. The world obviously saw me as a woman and had no clue that I had ever been anything else, or was planning to be something else again in 3 1/2 years. That made it so much easier for me to feel the same way. The longer I was female the more natural it felt and the more comfortable I became with the concept.

Obviously I can't say that I loved every little thing about the experience so far. I hated shaving my legs with a passion and the first time I had a period I wanted to call the whole thing off. Being far more worried about my appearance than I ever used to be I spent a lot more time and money trying to look my best. As far as being ogled and looked at frequently I had mixed feelings.

I thought it was going to be a big problem at work but instead found that I was ogling the men just as much as they were ogling me, if not more so. And the guys there made plenty of crude jokes, but they did that about everyone and I was quite capable of holding my own in that department.

In other situations if a cute guy was giving me the eye I might give him a smile or even flirt a little if he was bold enough to approach me. If it was some creepy-looking old guy it just kind of freaked me out. I realized pretty quickly that it didn't totally matter how I was dressed. If someone was going to look they were going to look, but if I wore something especially revealing or suggestive I should count on getting looked at a lot. Personally I tried to turn it into an ego boost thing. If I was trying to look hot then it was mission accomplished if I was turning heads. It just took some time to get used to the whole idea. If some guy was staring at me in a bar when I was a man I would probably assume that he wanted trouble. If some guy was staring at me in a bar these days I assumed that he was thinking about how nice it would be to fuck me.

Having Kate as a friend had been a real joy. Unfortunately she traveled a lot for work, which was why I hadn't seen her around the building all that much at the beginning, but whenever we had some time together it was always a blast. I learned so much from her without even having to ask a lot of questions.

Fortunately she had gotten over being jilted by her boyfriend pretty quickly, and the dickhead wasn't even seeing her sister anymore so there was little chance of her accidentally bumping into him. It created some serious friction between Kate and her sister but I guess stealing boyfriends was something they had both done over the years so it obviously wasn't a fatal rift in their relationship.

I also discovered that Kate could be kind of a drama queen. Everything that happened in her life was easily magnified or blown out of proportion. She seemed to slide from one supposed crisis to another but always bounced back, and many times it turned out that she had been worrying about nothing. I learned to keep a large supply of ice cream on hand just in case. That was definitely a gal's go-to for depression it appeared, and I did find it useful myself every now and then.

It was funny the way people reacted when they found out what I did for a living. At first they'd always laugh, thinking that I was joking, but when they realized that I was serious they'd give me a weird look or as why such a pretty girl would want to do such a dirty job surrounded by a bunch of men all day. I was always tempted to say that I liked it because I was a dirty girl who enjoyed being surrounded by men, but I usually just gave them a straight answer.

I think it's quite possible that I was becoming a dirty girl who enjoyed being surrounded by men. In addition to Sam there were a couple of other guys at work that I had fucked, not on the job, but after work, and I knew that I must be developing quite a reputation with the crew. There was nothing serious between me and any of the guys at work, some of whom had wives or steady girlfriends, but that worked well for me anyway. It was just sex and it was just fun.

My apprehension about giving head had also long since faded away and now I was quite the cock sucker. I still had trouble handling a guy as big as Sam but I could take Brent all the way down until my lips were touching his balls. And I really didn't worry about whether I was doing it because my brain thought it was a very girly thing to do, or whether I was doing it because I had some long repressed desire to have a dick in my mouth. What did it matter really why I was doing it? I found that I enjoyed doing and the men I blew sure seemed to enjoy having me do it to them.

That was another kind of a mini revelation for me. I found that I really wanted to please people these days. Not just men, and not just sexually. I felt almost a craving for appreciation and approval sometimes. I felt a really strong need to not let anybody down, and an instinctive desire to put other people's needs ahead of my own. I don't think I had been a particularly selfish man or a guy who didn't give a shit about others, but my desire to please had never been this pronounced.

"It's actually quite a common trait in many females," Dr. Farnum explained when I mentioned my feelings during one of my reports. "A research team over at UCLA came up with the term 'tend and befriend' to describe the way women often seek out friends and support when under stress. It seems to be linked to biology and the way men and women tended to behave in ancient times when faced with a crises or some kind of stressful or threatening situation. The man's natural inclination is to confront the problem, even by physical force if necessary. It's why men often feel the need to prove their masculinity by showing off their strength or power. Since we're not fighting off other cavemen with clubs anymore this often takes the form of sports or some other innocent physical activity. Women, on the other hand, have tended to look for or provide comfort in those tense situations, and often try to use kindness and gentle behavior to prevent the crises from happening at all. And society, in general, views nurturing as a typically female trait, largely because women are the only ones who can give birth. Consequently it's viewed more favorably in women than in men."

"So I try to be nice to people because I secretly want to have a baby?" I asked.

"Not exactly. It's really more a question of the way we're all programmed by genetics to think, behave, and respond in various situations. As a man you probably felt a desire to be strong, powerful, and assertive. You might even have felt that being too compassionate was a sign of weakness," said the doctor.

"Yeah, I guess you could say that," I admitted.

"Well, now you have different feelings. You have a different kind of strength and power that you demonstrate in different ways. It's likely more mental and emotional than physical. We see the differences in men and women everyday but we don't always stop and think about them too much or how things got that way. Unless you're someone like me who's paid to do that, of course," the doctor said with a small chuckle.

That was really true, I thought, even in totally trivial things like choosing what kind of a movie to watch. I used to be really into action movies, and still could enjoy them, but I had noticed that I was much more interested in things like romantic comedies than I had ever been before. Stuff that I would have dismissed as a "chick flick" actually did hold my attention much better now that I was a chick. I'd even glance at the women's magazines that were always lying around when I went to have my hair or nails done or something.

Once again I came away feeling better about myself knowing that a lot of what I did or felt these days was simply because some guys in a lab tweaked my DNA. Even if I wasn't deliberately trying to "act" female my genes were doing the job for me. That gave me some comfort except for one big problem. I was finding that I kind of liked myself better this way.


CHAPTER 11:

"Look, I know this is a totally gross question to ask, and completely inappropriate, but I'm really curious. Do you swallow?" I asked Kate one afternoon as we were sitting in my kitchen eating ice cream, more for pleasure than as a cure for depression this time.

"Of course I swallow," she replied with a crooked smile. "How else would I be packing away all of this ice cream?"

"No I mean do you swallow...you know...when you're with a guy?" I said apprehensively.

"Oh, that kind of swallow," Kate said with a laugh. "That's usually a question I hear from a man not a woman."

"Fuck, I shouldn't have brought it up," I said feeling my face turn red from embarrassment.

"Hey, I don't mind talking shop when it comes to sex," she said, patting my hand reassuringly. "I take it the question has come up in your life recently?"

"Well, I've never been quite sure how to handle that. I mean I go online and read about it and half of the people say they would never do it, and the other half say it's like the best part of a BJ. I know men like it, but I've been kind of scared to try it for some reason."

"Scared to swallow the hot sticky goo that shoots out of the end of a man's penis? I can't imagine why you'd feel that way," Kate joked sarcastically.

"I mean I've tasted it. I've had it in my mouth, I've just been reluctant to actually gulp it all down. But it seems kind of rude to spit it out so I've just been trying to do it on the sly when the guy isn't looking," I confessed.

"I guess it depends on the mood I'm in and how I feel about the guy. When I was in love with Dave I swallowed all the time. I guess I sort of wanted to show him how devoted I was, or something. If it's a quickie with some random stranger, who knows?"

"How often do you have quickies with random strangers?" I inquired, slightly surprised by the concept.

"Well I travel a lot on business and sometimes I get to feeling really horny on those trips. Once in a while I need to let my inner slut loose, I guess."

"I don't know how inner my slut is these days," I said with a grin. "I seem to be pretty slutty most of the time."

"It sounds like maybe it's time for a girl's night out," Kate suggested.

"What did you have in mind?"

"You know, the usual stuff. We get dressed up really hot, drink too much, flirt with some guys and see if we get lucky."

I had a feeling that Kate didn't mean "get lucky" exactly the way my male buddies and I meant it. For us it just meant getting laid, pretty much by anyone we could get. I really doubted that we would have much trouble finding two guys who wanted to fuck us, so I assumed she meant having the good "luck" of hooking up with a couple of cute guys who knew how to pleasure a woman. Or maybe her inner slut was just telling her to get laid by anybody.

It sounded like fun so I kept Friday evening clear and tried to figure out what to wear on my first girl's night out excursion. I was reluctant to ask Kate too much about it because I didn't want to seem like a total novice. Then I came up with a way to pick her brain without revealing my total lack of experience in this area.

"Hey, what are you wearing on Friday," I asked her on the phone later in the week. "I don't want to end up looking like the fucking Bobbsey Twins."

She described her planned attire in detail, and I actually jotted down a few notes as she did. I got the basic idea of what was called for. Dressy, but a little revealing. Nothing too slutty, but something that suggested fun and flirtation...and maybe a little more.

I was actually beginning to understand concepts like that, which was a little scary. Clothes used to be clothes. You put something on when you had to. As a man working in construction jeans or shorts, depending on the weather, and a t-shirt was office attire. Still was for a woman too, but I didn't have much experience "dressing to impress" in my previous life. If it was cold I put on something warm. If it was warm I put on something cool. Women could basically follow that same kind of casual advice, but there was a whole extra layer of psychology that could be employed when choosing what to wear.

For example, when I interviewed for my job I deliberately accentuated my breasts by making sure that my shirt was tight enough to show the outline of my boobs clearly, and that there was enough cleavage to suggest that if I leaned forward just right one might catch a glimpse of something hidden.

If I wanted to go jogging I could put on some baggy gym shorts or squeeze into some skin tight pants that would give me an intentional camel toe, if I wanted to call attention to my pubic area. Likewise the lack of a bra was a surefire way to draw attention to my boobs. Of course those were the more obvious things. Anything that revealed a lot of skin, or made me look more naked despite wearing clothes was bound to catch the eye of most men.

What I was also learning was how much women tend to dress for the benefit of other women's approval even more than trying to look hot for a guy. This was a whole different field of scientific research and had to do with the type of fabrics involved, the colors or patterns of those fabrics, the length of the skirt or dress, or whether to wear pants instead of a skirt. From an economical standpoint it was good to have versatile clothing that could be sort of mixed and matched or worn in layers to create a variety of different looks for different occasions.

It seemed that what you wore sort of made a statement so you had to think about what you were saying rather carefully. The same exact woman could look like an innocent virgin or a street walking hooker based entirely on how she dressed and how she did her hair and makeup. And there was a really good chance that people would treat her as either a virgin or a whore by the way she looked regardless of her personality or how she was behaving.

Like a lot of female things I was kind of annoyed by the bother of it all at the start but by now it was becoming second nature. And there was a type of power in it too, just as Dr. Farnum had suggested. It was the power to project an image based on something very superficial. And when it came to men I knew damn well that I could have them eating out of the palm of my hand, if I wanted to, based on my wardrobe selections, even if I wasn't the most naturally beautiful woman in the room.

When Kate and I hit the town on Friday night I thought we both looked fantastic. She was a little classier in a tight dress and heels, but I thought I was really rocking my miniskirt and boots outfit and in many ways our choices suited our personalities better. Kate was much better at being elegant and I was much more at home feeling like a rocker chick. We still both looked totally appropriate for the evening's festivities but I think we also kind of put our own personal stamp on our appearance. That made me feel really good, for some dumb reason. If we "got lucky" our clothes were just going to end up on the floor soon enough anyway.


CHAPTER 12:

"So it wasn't until I got all the way to my hotel, checked in, and was going over my voicemail when I realized I was in the wrong Springfield. I was in Illinois and I was supposed to be in Massachusetts!"

That got a good laugh from the rest of us seated at the table. It wasn't all that funny a joke but I was tipsy enough to find it amusing and he told the story pretty well. The "he" in question was a middle-aged businessman name Gary, who I guessed was about 40 or so. He was in town on business with his somewhat younger partner or associate named Danny, and we had been sitting with them for a while now.

We had flirted with any number of men earlier in the evening but Gary and Danny had managed to persuade us to join them in a more private conversation at a table. Needless to say they were happy to keep the drinks flowing and even more needless to say we hadn't paid for a thing all night.

Gary seemed pretty taken with Kate and his hands sort of drifted all over her throughout the conversation. On her shoulders, on her hands, on her thigh under the table...maybe under her dress for all I knew. That left me with Danny, who was no less grabby, and he definitely got his hand under my skirt although he didn't go too far once he was there. I think he was just dipping his toe in the water to see how I would react.

"Speaking of hotels, Danny and I have a rather nice room at the Hyatt just around the corner," said Gary, who was of course the only one who had mentioned hotels at all so far. "It's got a couple of big comfortable beds and if you get hungry along the way we can always order room service. We're on an expense account."

I had a feeling that Gary and Kate had a lot of experience with this sort of hookup, although Kate was usually the out-of-towner with a hotel room, comfortable bed, and room service. It seemed like a sort of higher class variation on the old pickup a one-night-stand at a bar thing that I was familiar with. The fact that it appeared that all four of us would be going back to the same room added an extra twist.

Although their hotel was close enough to walk to we insisted on driving everybody over there, and they insisted on paying for valet parking, which we gladly accepted. The guys would be ending up at the hotel anyway, and our car would be safe for however long we stayed, so things were squared away and secure in no time at all. Through the lobby, up the elevator, down the hall, and into their room. The closer we got to that door the more aggressive the guys became. Danny even started kissing me while Gary was getting the card in the electronic lock, which took a couple of tries because apparently he kept putting it in backwards or upside down or something. Hopefully he'd have better aim with his cock, I thought.

Once inside there was a little more kissing, but not too much. The men started to get undressed so we did likewise. I was curious to see Kate's underwear. It was black and frilly and looked kind of expensive. I was sporting some very sheer pink panties and matching bra. I have to admit that I had developed quite a fondness for that color, whatever the psychological reason might be. This was the first time I had seen Kate that bare, but a few moments later I saw the whole package and I liked what I saw. It pleased me that I could still appreciate the sight of a naked woman. Hopefully that meant that I wouldn't have much trouble going back to my old habits once my tour of duty was completed as a girl and hopefully I would never have to think about whether to swallow or not swallow a man's cum again.

Everyone was now totally naked, except me, because Danny asked me to keep my boots on. I didn't mind. They were surprisingly comfortable now that they were broken in and after I had gotten used to wearing them.

Each man went and sat on the foot of his bed, his hard prick sticking up in the air. It was almost like a prepared routine, which maybe it was for all I knew.

"Well ladies...come and get it," said Gary with a grin as he opened his arms like a showman presenting the next act.

Kate went over to where Gary was sitting and got down on her knees in front of him. I got in front of Danny but kind of squatted down on my heels, which felt a little more comfortable in the boots I was wearing. Both guys seemed to be a bit above average in the dick department, which didn't really surprise me. Most men would have to be pretty confident about their cocks to be willing to whip it out like that in front of another man.

Although I tried not to I found myself glancing over at Kate quite a bit as the two of us were giving head to these strangers. I was incredibly turned on by the whole setup, but it really aroused me to watch my gal pal sucking off her date. I was also really curious to see how she did it, not that you can really tell all that much from looking at someone across the room. I envied her experience and knew that she had done this far more than I had, but I was definitely catching up.

Kate and I had become friends simply because we were both women and lived across the hall from each other. If I lived on a different floor who knows what I would be doing now? But because she had knocked on my door, and because I had let her in and given her ice cream in her time of need, we were now both on the floor in front of two strange men with their cocks in our mouths. Of course if you wound back the tape even further I wasn't even a woman a year ago at this time and would never have been doing anything sexually with another man at all. If I were still that guy I sure wouldn't object to looking down and seeing Kate's full lips wrapped around my throbbing member, I thought, which was probably a strange thing to be thinking while giving a man head.

I did sort of wonder what Gary and Danny thought about us, which was a little more relevant to our current circumstances. I hoped they felt like they hit the jackpot. I know I would have had I been in their place. But I also sort of suspected that I'd have a hard time respecting any woman who would just prance up to my room and start sucking me off for the price of a few drinks and valet parking. Of course there was still that offer of room service on the table so I might be able to jack my price up a little before the night was through.

That was one of the problems of having all of those male memories. I had a habit of transposing my own masculine thoughts on whatever man I was with. Much of the time that was good because I could anticipate what the man might want and enjoy, but sometimes it made me feel like I was too much of a slut. I couldn't honestly think of any good reason at all not to be a slut, but I knew that men sort of had a love/hate relationship with that kind of a woman. It was the sort of a woman that you really wanted to fuck but you knew that she'd probably fuck just about anybody and that took away some of the pride of the accomplishment of getting her in the sack.

Well, there was no point in worrying about that now, I figured. I was here and having a lot of fun and at least I wasn't the only whore in the room. These guys seemed nice enough and they deserved a BJ as much as the next man. Hopefully it would make their whole trip worthwhile regardless of how their business enterprise worked out.

When I looked over and noticed that Kate had gotten up and was now perched on top of Gary's cock with her knees on the bed and her legs draped over his I scrambled to adopt the same posture. This time it was the guys I noticed exchanging grins as we crazy sluts began to ride their pricks.

"Fuck baby, that's the spot...yeah...right there...right there," I heard Kate purring.

I had to look over again and once more was thrilled by the view. Kate looked so sexy with her hands tucked behind her head, gliding gracefully up and down on Gary's cock while her beautiful breasts were bouncing freely, much as mine were doing at the moment. It was sort of like looking into a mirror since we were in the same position doing the same thing at the same time. I'd never seen myself having sex with a man and it made me think it might be interesting to videotape it sometime so that I could analyze it later...or just get off on the thrill of watching myself getting boned.

"Give it to me...fucking give it to me Manny...fucking give it to me!" I suddenly found myself blurting out as I was reaching a happy point.

"Danny," my date corrected me.

"Whatever. Shut the fuck up and give me your hard fucking cock you big fucking animal!"

With that I grabbed his head rather roughly and shoved my tongue into his mouth. I think I might have actually terrified the poor guy.

"Your friend seems to be really enjoying herself," Gary chuckled as he looked over at me. "What about you? Are you enjoying yourself, honey?"

"You know it, baby. Just keep doing what you're doing. You're hitting all the right spots," Kate replied.

What followed then was mostly a period of moaning, grunting, and the sound of two beds being bounced on rather vigorously, plus the steady thumping sound of two pussies riding two cocks. Kate had her own unique sounds which tended to be slower and a bit deeper than mine. When I really got going I started whimpering like a puppy. Even Kate's girly noises were more elegant than mine. I didn't care. I was fucking cumming all over that guy's dick and wondering why the hell he hadn't cum yet after all the fucking and sucking we had done.

As it turned out Danny did finish first, and this time I took the initiative instead of waiting for Kate to do it and then copying her. The moment I felt that first hot jet leaving his prick I hopped off and shoved his cock back in my mouth. I let him fill me up with his jizz then showed it to him on my tongue before swallowing it all down in one big gulp. When I displayed my tongue again it was clean as a whistle.

Gary finished soon thereafter which left us with that kind of awkward feeling where it wasn't clear whether the show was over or just getting started.

"Anybody hungry?" Gary asked cheerfully, breaking the silence. "We could order some room service and maybe you girls would like to have a little fun while we wait for it to be delivered."

I looked at Kate and she looked at me and we both kind of nodded slowly.

"Sure, sounds like a great idea," said Kate. "Now who's got that menu?"


CHAPTER 13:

After placing our meal orders Kate and I got right down to business. We climbed up on the bed, that was presumably Gary's, and got on our knees in front of each other as we began to kiss and caress rather slowly. The taste of Danny's cum was still strong in my mouth but Kate still tasted incredibly sweet and delicious as our tongues met.

"Have you ever been with a woman, sweetie?" Kate whispered in my ear.

"Oh yeah," I replied truthfully.

"Me, too," said Kate. "This should be a lot of fun."

Although I had been completely honest about having previous sexual experience with women I soon realized that it didn't totally prepare me for how one woman makes love to another. Unless Kate had a strap on dildo in her purse, which I suppose wouldn't have totally surprised me, it looked like we would have to do whatever we were going to do sans penis.

Once again I let Kate take the lead so when she started to fondle my tits I began to play with hers. Then we started rubbing them together, which was insanely sexy.

"You have the cutest boobs," said Kate as we flicked our nipples together.

"Yours are bigger," I pointed out.

"But yours are so pert and perky. I think if you were to design the perfect breasts they'd look just like that. Add your nipples look so yummy I've just got to have a taste."

I clutched at my friend's back as she took one of my nipples between her lips and began to suck on it with gentle passion. I felt kind of guilty because I had tried to design my idea of the perfect breasts and they had turned out remarkably well. I had thought about asking for bigger tits but on the design template they showed me these just looked so natural and well-proportioned. Hearing Kate gush over them I felt like I had made the right choice.

As she sucked on my nipples Kate slid a hand between my legs and started to play with my pussy so I followed her lead once more. When both my right and left buttons had been thoroughly sucked I took my turn as the designated nipple sucker of the moment. Her tits were so big and round and squeezable that I kind of swung back the other way and wondered whether I needed an upgrade but I guess the grass is always greener in somebody else's bra, or something like that.

Suddenly Kate pushed me on my back and I thought she was about to climb between my legs but she flipped herself around and straddled my body so that her pussy was in my face and mine was in hers. What followed was what I can only describe as a sort of a pussy licking competition.

We lapped at each other with reckless abandon and tried to use our fingers to poke and rub as well. I think I had a slight advantage, as far as positioning was concerned, because with her ass in my face I only need to crane my neck a bit to get a full range of bean licking options and could even stick a finger in her ass if I wanted to, which I did. She had to hang her head upside down and really burry it in my muff so I figured the judges would add extra points for difficulty.

The judges, as it turned out, were so mesmerized by the display in front of them that they didn't even notice the room service guy banging on the door. It wasn't until the man started calling out "room service" as he knocked that Gary finally realized that the food had arrived and sprang up to get the door. We didn't stop for a second even as the delivery boy wheeled in our cart and stood transfixed for a moment, as captivated as the other two men in the room. Gary quickly signed off on everything and tried to give the guy a tip, which he refused.

"No tip will be necessary sir. This is the best delivery I've ever made in my life. I feel like I should be paying you!" he said in wonder as he slowly backed out of the room and the door was shut again.

I was actually pretty hungry for the Cobb salad I had ordered but I was still happily feasting on Kate's yummy taco so I wasn't going anywhere until I was certain that she had cum and cum hard. I felt quite proud of myself when her juices started flowing and her body gave the unmistakable signs of a woman having an orgasm. I wasn't far behind her and we were both able to savor the sweet nectar of womanhood simultaneously before winding down with some slow kissing.

Then I casually strolled over to the serving cart, found my salad, and placed a napkin on my bare lap in the most ladylike way possible before digging in.


CHAPTER 14:

Girl's night out became a semi-regular event with us after that, but we never had sex with each other on our own for some reason. We did kiss on the lips whenever we greeted or parted, but so far nobody had a made a move to instigate some sort of lesbian relationship. It was just something that we didn't hesitate to do if the opportunity came up, which it did once or twice.

Kate introduced me to a couple of her friends, one of whom, Jane, lived two floors above us. Sometimes girl's night out was just an excuse for us gals to go out and drink too much, but that was always fun, too. I was really happy to have Kate introduce me to some other women around my age. I certainly wasn't going to meet any girls at work.

On one such excursion we were at the stage of intoxication where direct questions tended to be met with truthful answers as Kate leaned over the table and stared at me.

"So what the fuck is really going on with you and Brent?" she asked in a tone that sounded like I had been trying to hide some big secret from her.

"Friends with benefits," I replied.

Kate just nodded approvingly before speaking again.

"Very wise. He seems like a keeper in many ways but you know he's banged half of the women in our building," she said.

"Oh, yeah? Including you?" I inquired.

"Oh, yeah, but that was a long time ago. When I first moved in actually. That's kind of his modus operandi. Swoop in first, bag the new bitch, and move on."

"That was certainly how he did it with me," I said with a smile.

"Yes, but you're still seeing him. That's what's perplexing. A criminal rarely changes his modus, whatever I just called it."

"He's not a criminal, he's a financial broker kind of guy," I said, perhaps a little defensively.

"Same thing. The point is he's handsome, intelligent, neat but not gay, makes a good living and he's good at fucking. The downside has always been that he's so good at fucking that he can't help but fuck anyone he pleases. You obviously like him and he obviously likes you and you've been...friends..."

"With benefits," I added.

"With benefits...for almost a year now. Are you in love with the guy or what? I mean I can understand being apprehensive about getting tied down to such a known philanderer but it seems like you must have something more going on than just being fuck buddies," Kate said as she concluded her analysis.

"Friends with benefits," I reminded her again.

"Friends with benefits. I stand corrected. Although if I thought I could stand I would go to the lady's room because I've really got to pee."

"I'm headed that way," Jane volunteered. "I'll see that you don't fall on your face."

"That's not what I'm worried about. I just paid almost 700 bucks for these fucking shoes and I am not going to break a heel stumbling like a drunken sot to the bathroom. Someone give me an empty glass and I'll just pee right here."

I think Kate might have done it, despite her elegance and refinement. In some ways girl's night out often tended to be more rowdy and raunchy than drinks with the boys from work. Jane and I both assisted Kate to the lady's room and she managed to relieve herself without damaging her expensive footwear.

She was drunk as a skunk but she had actually given me a lot to think about. I did love Brent, in a way, and I'm not going to cop out and say just as a friend or like a brother. I guess the fact that what we had seemed to work so well I never felt the need to mess with it. I certainly knew that he saw other women, but I was becoming a pretty major slut myself so I hardly had grounds for jealousy. Knowing that he and Kate had fucked was kind of a little surprise, but I had actually thought about asking Kate to join us for a three-way on Brent's birthday so I wasn't appalled by the thought of the two of them together.

On the other hand there was this part of me that sort of tugged at my heart sometimes. I knew that I could never be with anyone for terribly long because I only had three years left to be who I was right now. Of course that probably meant that Kate and my other new friends would be gone as well, and that wasn't something I liked to think about. I'd certainly have to move out of the building and would probably move back to where I came from. My friends would presumably still want to stay in touch so I would have to come up with some excuse for why that wasn't possible.

It seemed best to be a piece of ass. A likeable piece of ass, hopefully, but nothing much more. The girl who gives head in a portable toilet. No name but a memory that lasts forever. But that mother fucking female DNA was always lurking inside me like a ticking time bomb. I never knew when it was going to go off and make me do some crazy feminine shit...like falling in love.


CHAPTER 15:

As a man I had kind of a double-standard where women were concerned. I tended to be pretty possessive. If I was seeing a chick she was "my girl" and if some other guy seemed to be paying her too much attention I was ready to take a swing at him. I thought about that whole DNA business Dr. Farnum was talking about and realized that I had very much acted like some caveman ready to fight off any intruders on my territory. And while I didn't expect to marry a virgin I had kind of an arbitrary figure in my head for how many past lovers were acceptable in a woman.

And I had cheated. Maybe not as bad as that Dave Kline asshole who had dumped Kate for her sister, but I certainly had a few one-night-stands with women while I was seeing someone else. Of course that was kind of the way it was with a lot of the guys I knew. No man in his right mind was going to turn down hot pussy no matter what his relationship status was. That's why it didn't surprise me at all that so many of the men at work would jump at the chance to bone Jeannie regardless of whether they were completely single or not. Had I been at that rock festival with a date I'm sure I would have still gotten in the Port-a-John with that strange cock sucking bimbo...and probably banged my date when we got home without feeling guilty at all.

I have no idea how many other men in the world think like that. My frame of reference is pretty small, but in my little corner of the world that was pretty much business as usual. I certainly never wanted to hurt anyone. I guess I figured that as long as I kept my "side dishes" secret it would be as if they never happened.

It was so strange to look at it from the other side of the fence. I had yet to experience the pain of a man betraying my trust, probably because I hadn't put that kind of trust in any man yet and probably never would. My new girlfriends, however, had all kinds of stories about men who had lied to them, cheated on them, dumped them for other women, sometimes with nothing more than a text message telling them that it was over. I had watched my best friend Kate shovel ice cream down her throat with tears in her eyes over a painful breakup. It tore at my heart. All of the women I had made friends with seemed pretty terrific to me. They were smart, fun to be around, and each of them was attractive in their own way. That's not to say that they were perfect or flawless, and I'm sure if I were dating them as a man instead of just hanging out with them as one of the girls, I'd discover lots of traits and habits that seemed annoying. But they were all pretty cool people with big hearts and they seemed to really want love and affection.

I knew that I kind of did, too. Or at least I was very curious about what being in a real romantic relationship with a man would be like. I was definitely enjoying my guilt-free, no strings attached, fuck-as-you-please lifestyle, and particularly enjoyed the lack of stress and paranoia that went along with jealousy, but I also felt like maybe I was missing something. I wondered whether there was a way you could have both the freedom to be with other people openly while still maintaining a committed relationship with one person. The fact that Brent screwed around didn't bother me at all because I was screwing around just as much. It also didn't make me care any less about him or diminish our friendship.

What was the difference between a friend with benefits and a boyfriend anyway? Was it only about sexual fidelity? I actually once had a girlfriend suggest that we see other people. We'd still be the top priority in our lives but if the opportunity came up to be with someone else sexually we could go for it if we wanted to. I had actually told her that if she wanted to be a whore so badly she might as well just do it and at least get some money for her efforts. Needless to say that didn't go over too well and the relationship ended shortly thereafter. The dumb thing was that I knew that having meaningless sex with someone didn't make me feel any less attracted to my girlfriend, or any less in love with her. Yet somehow in my mind I felt like she couldn't possibly feel the same way.

Maybe it was insecurity on my part. The fear that she'd meet some guy with a bigger cock or better skills in bed. That thought was such a crushing blow to my manhood that it was almost unbearable to contemplate it. Wasn't I good enough for her? Now I wondered what it was about those other women that I desired while dating someone else. It certainly wasn't always looks. I had dated some pretty hot chicks in my time but that never kept me from lusting after other women, whether I acted upon that lust or not.

I think part of it was the newness. "Fresh" pussy just always seemed so exciting. And if I was dating a blonde I'd be more likely to cheat with a brunette. It was probably more the idea that I was such a stud I could have a hot girlfriend and still bang a bunch of tail on the side. The female equivalent of stud seemed like slut to me, which had a much more negative connotation.

Obviously I should have expected that there would be a lot more to switching from male to female than just whether you urinated with the seat up or down but I don't think I really anticipated how deeply it would impact just about everything in my life, in one way or another. I was not just my old self wearing a dress. I was experiencing all new ways to look at things, and finding that I had very different feelings and emotions. I thought I could see and relate to the "female point of view" if such a generalized thing really existed.

I wondered how Brent felt about relationships. Since neither one of us seemed in any hurry to change what we were doing we basically never talked about that. I wondered whether we had been able to keep our thing going for this long because he thought of me as a whore and a slut and I didn't do anything to discourage that notion. We were having our cake and eating it too all the time but I was now a bit curious to find out what his thoughts were on the subject. It was obviously more of an academic exercise, since I couldn't really marry him or anyone else while I was just a temporary test subject.

With Brent's birthday coming up that led me to conduct a little experiment, that I was sure would be fun for all parties concerned, but that might have a lasting impact on the nature of several personal relationships.


CHAPTER 16:

"Happy birthday, baby!" I said cheerfully as I let Brent into my apartment.

I was decked out in totally wicked red lingerie. It was all very sheer and lacy with scalloped trim and spaghetti straps going everywhere. There was a high lace collar with a thin harness strap that ran all the way down to the top of my panties, and of course matching garter belt and stockings. I was hoping to make a strong impression when I opened the door and from the look on Brent's face it appeared that I had done so.

"Oh, wow...you said you had a surprise for me but I had no idea it was going to be this hot."

"Well, thank you for that, baby," I said as I threw my arms around his neck and gave him a proper greeting kiss. "But this isn't really the surprise."

At that moment Kate stepped out of the bedroom wearing exactly the same outfit, but n black. I saw Brent's jaw literally drop in surprise and wondered what he might be thinking, aside from the obvious as I could see the bulge growing in his pants.

"Hey Brent," Kate said pleasantly with a little wave of her hand. "Happy birthday."

"The same to you, I mean thank you, I mean...what the hell do I mean?" he stammered.

"I thought I might need some help making this birthday extra special for you and Kate was happy to pitch in and lend a hand. It's my first chance to get you a birthday gift and I wanted it to be something memorable. And since we've all already done it with each other in some combination I figured we could skip the small talk and dive right in."

"You and Kate have..." Brent started to ask.

Kate and I just looked at each other and smiled as we nodded.

"Oh, wow," he said again.

"Or we could just eat the cake I bought if you'd rather do something a little more conventional," I suggested facetiously.

"No, no! I like your plan just fine," Brent replied happily.

Kate and I went over and stripped Brent completely nude, kissing and touching various parts of his body, as well as our own along the way. I don't know exactly how much harder a man can really get from one erection to the next but it seemed like Brent was even harder than usual.

Once he was naked we took him to my bedroom and had him lie down flat on his back, he his head propped up comfortably with some pillows so that it would be easy to see what we were doing to him. Then Kate and I sort of curled up on either side of him down by his pelvis as we began to stroke his cock while we kissed.

"This is going to be the best birthday ever," Brent said contentedly as he viewed the action unfolding below his waist.

"Don't you think he has a lovely cock?' I asked Kate in between kisses.

"Absolutely. I always did. Of course I haven't seen it in a long time and he was younger then," Kate teased.

"Hey, it's my birthday. I was younger yesterday, let alone a few years ago," Brent pointed out.

"So would the birthday boy like Kate to give him head, or would you like me to do it, or would you prefer that we both suck your cock?" I asked with mock innocence.

"If you don't mind sharing I'd hate to see anyone left out," Brent replied.

"Since you're my guest I think you should have first crack at it," I suggested politely to Kate.

Kate smiled at me, and then at Brent, and then she went down on him. While she was starting to go to work I kind of crawled up next to Brent and whispered to him very softly.

"Doesn't she look so pretty with you big cock in her mouth?" I asked.

"Ah...yeah, she does," Brent replied a little carefully.

I knew that there was a very strong possibility that Brent might be suspecting some kind of a trap. He knew that Kate was my best friend but he had never mentioned fucking her before. He probably wondered before tonight if Kate had ever mentioned it. If this was happening to me when I was a man I'd probably worry that it was too good to be true and be on my guard.

There was kind of a test going on but I was testing myself more than anything. I knew that Brent saw other people, just as I did, but we never talked about that, and I had certainly never seen him with another woman, so I pretty much blocked it from my mind. I was curious to see how I would feel if we brought that out in the open and I was confronted with the sight of him fucking someone else. When I learned that Kate had fucked him I felt those nasty feelings of green-eyed jealousy trying to creep into my brain and make me crazy so I also wanted to see if I could watch her with Brent and be totally cool with it.

"I've never seen you get head from another woman," I whispered. "I think it's pretty hot."

Then I kissed him for a while. My tongue was in his mouth, his tongue was in my mouth, and his hard dick was very much in Kate's mouth. It made me feel sort of connected to both of them, which obviously I was in a variety of ways.

"Don't be greedy bitch!" I joked as I slid back down to Brent's pelvis. "Let me suck my man's big cock for a while."

Kate slid up next to Brent's head, much as I had done, while I lovingly began to take my turn at blowing him.

"She's a very special girl," Kate whispered. "You're a very lucky man."

"Yes I am," Brent said in agreement.

"If you ever hurt her I'll cut your balls off."

"Ah...yes ma'am."

I don't think I was supposed to hear that conversation but I was kind of glad that I had. I knew that Kate would never do anything like that literally but I was happy to know that she was as protective of me as I was of her. And while I hadn't said anything to her about my ulterior motives it seemed like she must have sort of suspected that I was trying to do something here that went beyond just giving a Brent a nice birthday present.

We ended up both sucking him simultaneously by one of us taking the top while the other sucked his balls or kissed the base of his shaft, or sometimes by keeping our heads close together and going down on him in turn. When it was time for him to cum I let Kate have the honors and he seemed to have quite a bit of the sticky stuff to unload. Kate then surprised me by revealing that she hadn't swallowed it all and let the remainder kind of dip into my mouth before we finished up with some deep kissing.

After that it was time for the two of us gals to play while Brent recovered and it was just as fun and spirited as it had been the first time in that hotel room. Maybe even more so. Brent just lay on the bed and watched us as we licked and poked and rubbed each other like mad women.

Brent got a chance to fuck both of us that night and we ended the party with Kate riding him while I sat on his face and he licked my pussy. I was able to look straight into my best friend's eyes as Brent gave her a pretty intense orgasm, at least until her eyes kind of rolled back into her head. It did look pretty hot.

After that there was some group necking and then the party started to wind down. Kate eventually got dressed and excused herself to walk across the hall and go home. We all totally forgot about the cake.

"I love you very much Brent," I said when we were finally alone in bed that night. "I know that we don't usually talk like this but I wanted to say it. And I wanted you to see that I could both love you and share you, even with my closest female friend."

"I love you too, darling, but I didn't think it was something you really wanted to get into," Brent replied.

"I don't know exactly how to put into words what I want but I know I want you. I guess I want to think of you as my boyfriend and not just a friend with benefits, but I don't want either of us to feel like that has to tie us down."

"That sounds marvelous," he said, sounding genuinely pleased.

"I wanted to see if I could handle not just knowing that you were with other women, but actually seeing it for myself. I've had some jealousy issues in the past and I wanted to know if that would be a problem for me now," I explained honestly.

"I'm really kind of blown away and flattered by all of this. I don't see why we couldn't have an open relationship."

"Then let me ask you this. How would you feel about seeing me getting fucked by another man?"


CHAPTER 17:

People can be awfully silly when it comes to relationships, I guess. Labels probably didn't mean a thing but I really liked the idea of calling Brent my boyfriend and thinking of myself as his girlfriend. We were really good together, in bed or out of bed. And I felt kind of proud of myself for being able to compartmentalize the sex we had into one thing and the sex we had with others into something else. I just wondered whether Brent would be able to do the same.

Brent had agreed to do whatever I wanted without hesitation. That left the question of exactly how the deed would be done. I could fuck some guy while Brent watched, or I could fuck some guy and tape it to show to Brent later, or we could have another threesome, but with two guys this time instead of two girls.

Brent actually seemed to prefer the option where he participated rather than just watched, which surprised me a little. Kate and I had already fooled around, but if we hadn't I don't think either one of us would have been shy about hopping in bed together. Brent was obviously not going to have sex with the other man, unless he had that whole latent homosexual business going on too and decided it was time to do something about it, but in any case he'd be in close proximity to another naked man. As a man that would have totally freaked me out, I think.

I left the choice of the "guest" fucker up to him and I was surprised once again when I discovered who he had picked. It was a good friend of his from work, a guy named Jarvis Fisher. I had met him a few times and we had sort of hung out in Brent's pad before so I knew him rather vaguely. I had always thought that he was attractive, and I was reasonably certain that he was checking me out, which I suspected that Brent could tell, so that all just sort of compounded my surprise.

If I had been forced to be in a three-way with another man and my girlfriend when I was male I think I would have wanted it to be a total stranger. Someone who could do what had to be done and was never seen or heard from again. But Brent was going to have to go to work every day and see a guy that he had seen naked with a hard on. And worse than that he would have seen that hard on stuffed inside of his girlfriend.

We had a quick drink, and a little small talk, then we all headed for Brent's bedroom. The guys just started stripping out of their clothes immediately, which actually put the crazy idea in my head for a moment that Brent really was bi-sexual and that he had chosen Jarvis because they had already been lovers. They just looked so comfortable the way they casually got naked right next to each other without any sign of discomfort or embarrassment.

Then it was my turn to strip and the boys handled that pretty much the way Kate and I had handled it with Brent, except that they weren't kissing or touching each other, they were totally focused on my body.

And speaking of bodies I'd have to say that Jarvis had a pretty damn fine one. Nowhere near as ripped and muscular as some of the guys from work, but really fit and athletic-looking. I might also add that he had a pretty damn fine cock too. Probably about as long as Brent's but definitely a little thicker.

My first thought had been to drop down and start stroking and sucking both of their pricks while we all stood there at the foot of the bed but the boys made the first move. Brent got behind me and started kissing my neck and my back and squeezing my butt while Jarvis stood in front kissing my lips and breasts and fingering my pussy.

I realized that Brent sort of "got" what I was trying to do. I had shared him with one of my best friends and now he was sharing me with one of his. And it was working, as far as I was concerned. Jarvis was attractive and pleasant enough but I had no intention of running off and marrying him even if his cock was thicker than Brent's. And I didn't feel like Brent didn't care about me because he wasn't being possessive. If anything it made me love Brent even more for being so confident, and secure, and understanding, and open-minded.

Having the girlfriend title bestowed upon me was probably pretty irrelevant, but I liked it and I took it seriously. I really felt like I was his woman now, even while I had another man's finger in my cunt. I felt like I could be an asset to him in so many ways that went beyond getting his rocks off. And I guess what I really wanted was a little romance in my life. That feeling of being loved and appreciated.

The feeling I was about to get at the moment was the feeling of being double-penetrated for the first time as Brent and Jarvis took me to the bed and placed me on all fours. I waited to see who would get in front and who would grab the seat in the back. The question was quickly answered as Brent got on his knees in front of me and I felt Jarvis grab my hips as he lined me up to receive his manhood.

As Jarvis slowly let me savor every inch of his rod on the way to the bottom I looked up at Brent and smiled.

"I love you so much baby," I moaned softly.

"And I love you too, darling. Are you a happy girl right now?" Brent asked.

"Not as happy as I'll be in just a moment," I replied as I took Brent's cock in my mouth.

Jarvis was still taking it kind of slow, which worked well for me so that I could support myself on one arm while I had a hand free to stroke Brent's shaft as I blew him. How had I ever gotten to this place? I had two cocks inside me at the same time. A year and a half ago I had my own cock. I really didn't miss it at all anymore. Two cocks inside you beat one hanging down between your legs any day of the week as far as I was concerned. That damn thing had never really done much of anything for me except get me in trouble. That wasn't true at all, of course, but it sort of felt that way sometimes these days. I used to count the hours until I would get my dick back but now I was thinking more about how much longer I would get to keep my pussy.

I was certainly glad that I still had my pussy at the moment as it was getting a good workout; first from Jarvis, and then from Brent when we switched it up a bit. I was lying on my side, with Brent lying on his side behind me while I rested my head on Jarvis's stomach while he fed me his cock. In between sucking Jarvis I would turn over my shoulder and kiss Brent, then it was back to Jarvis and so on.

When Jarvis started to cum in my mouth I of course swallowed every drop. I had decided some time ago that I rather enjoyed cum swallowing, and I didn't like to leave any project unfinished. "Getting the Job Done" was the slogan of the company I worked for, and it was painted on the side of all their trucks. It seemed like a pretty good motto to live by in general so whenever I sucked a cock to completion the job was always done completely, I can assure you of that.

That left Brent sawing away at me from the back so I resumed kissing him while I lightly stroked Jarvis's now softening cock. Jarvis didn't seem in any big hurry to jump up so I just continued to use him as a pillow until Brent...my boyfriend...shot a thick load of jizz into my gash.

I wasn't sure if we were going to call it a night or what we would do to pass the time until the boys were hard again but Brent jumped right in and started licking my pussy, even though it was probably dripping with his own cum, and Jarvis sort of scooted over so that he could play with my tits and suck on my nipples.

Sex was so very pleasant, I thought, as if I had just stumbled on some fresh new concept that had never crossed my mind before. Even sex with men was pleasant. Hell, probably even more pleasant much of the time. I could admit that. There was no shame in it. I was proud to be a woman. I had demonstrated my ability to hold my own at my old job, even with my reduced physical strength. And I had been far more responsible with budgeting my money, even though it cost considerably more to be female. On the whole I felt more mature, even if I let myself be silly sometimes just for the fun of it.

If I had known at the start how fun it was going to be being a girl I never would have agonized over the decision so much. To think that I was also getting paid for this was just the icing on the cake. In the mood I was in, in the center of my own personal fleshy layer cake, I figured that I'd probably let them keep their money if they gave me another four years.

That's when the wheels really began to turn.


CHAPTER 18:

"So you're asking whether it's possible to extend the test period?" Dr. Farnum inquired for clarification of my rather rambling question.

"Yeah. I mean just out of curiosity has anyone ever asked to be changed back sooner, or wanted a little more time or whatever?"

"I can't really get into the specifics of anyone else's case study. It's all quite confidential, as I'm sure you can understand and appreciate," said the doctor.

"Okay, let's talk about my case specifically. What if I said that I might not want to change back right away when the four years is up? I asked directly.

"But you're not even half way through the program yet," Dr. Farnum reminded me.

"That's true, but one of the drawbacks of starting an entirely new life, basically cutting ties with the old one, is that you might become attached to your new environment. I really like my apartment, I like my friends, and I like my job. What happens when the time is up? I can't just suddenly turn up as a man one day and tell everybody that I wasn't really the woman they thought I was and that this is the real me. It's hard to make any long range plans. How can you think about the future when you don't have one?"

"You must have considered that from the start," the doctor pointed out.

"But I didn't know anything. I had no idea how this was all going to shake out. I figured it would be kind of crappy but something I could stomach for four years to get that payout at the end. But these first couple of years have been great. Probably the best years of my life in all honesty. And I certainly never imagined that I would fall in love with a man."

"Yes, I can see how that might possibly complicate things," said the doctor with no trace of humor or irony in his voice.

"Yeah, it certainly could. I mean I don't know if this relationship will last another two years, but what if it does? What if could last 20 years, or the rest of my life? But even if it doesn't what if I fall in love with somebody else? I mean I honestly tried to avoid this by being the biggest slut I could be and by trying to keep any sort of romantic attachments from ever creeping into my sex life but damn...I'm in love doctor! I really love this man, and I think he really loves me," I cried, starting to get a little emotional. "What if he asks me to marry him? Not that he has, and maybe he won't, but what if he does?"

"What would you say if he asked that?"

"I'd have to turn him down, obviously. I'd have to make up some bullshit lie, which I don't want to do."

"But if you didn't have any time restriction you would accept his proposal?" asked the doctor.

"I might. I'd seriously consider it," I said earnestly.

"That's very interesting," said the doctor as he made a note in my file.

"I'm glad you think so," I said rather dryly.

"Look, four years was an arbitrary figure chosen after running some computer simulations and based largely on our funding. We've been very pleased with the data we've been collecting, and hopefully we'll continue to receive funding, based on the value of that data to various interested parties but there's no guarantee of that. Personally I would be very interested in following a case like yours over a longer period of time, especially if you were to get married and start a family. I just don't know at this point whether there will be any funds to continue the project beyond the original target date. At the end of the four year period you will definitely get your final payment because it's already been allocated in the budget. Beyond that it's hard to say where the project will be or whether it will even be necessary anymore."

"The money's not that important to me. I'm not saying that I don't want it, but if I get to the point where I'd rather just stay this way indefinitely couldn't I do it on my own dime?" I asked hopefully.

"Just between you, me, and the fencepost we can't force anyone to undergo gender changing surgery against their will. I know you signed a release at the start granting us permission to perform the procedure twice, but performing any sort of surgery without consent, even if you granted it four years ago, would be unethical and illegal. Not to mention the potential public relations nightmare. We're dealing with a very sensitive and politically explosive subject here. Nobody wants negative publicity."

"So it's that simple? I could just say that I didn't want to change back and I wouldn't have to change back?" I said in almost disbelief.

"Simple in a sense, but you have to consider that if the program is not around down the line, and the procedure is not yet available to the public, you would have no way of changing back if you suddenly changed your mind. The whole goal of this project is that people will someday be able to change back and forth with relative ease. Everyone's experience is different and people have been known to have regrets about gender reassignment, no matter what procedure is used. We want to move away from that and create a more flexible option. But that's the future. There's still more testing and governmental hoops to jump through. It could be a long time in the future, if ever. The technology may be available but society has to accept it."

"Wow, you've given me a lot to think about...but also a lot of hope. Honestly I've been trying to follow your advice and go with my feelings and not over-think everything, and that's worked out surprisingly well, but it's hard not to think about the future sometimes."

I shook hands with the doctor and headed for the door when I suddenly turned back with what I imagine was a rather strange look on my face.

"Did you say start a family?"

"Yes, I think I did," the doctor replied, checking his notes.

"You mean like getting pregnant and having a baby kind of starting a family?"

"That is certainly one of the more traditional means of doing so."

"But I thought I couldn't get knocked up."

"Well you can't...become impregnated in your current body configuration. Obviously we wanted to avoid that complication at all costs given the circumstances. But it's a fairly simple procedure to enable you to have the full reproductive capabilities of any other healthy young woman if that was called for," explained the doctor.

"Holy cow," I said as I shook my head and walked out of his office.


CHAPTER 19:

My head was spinning so much over the next few days that I was afraid that it might fly off and smack against the wall. I found myself vacillating between a type of giddy euphoria and paralyzing fear. I started questioning my motives, if not my sanity. I'd been playing with house chips for two years knowing that nothing I did as Jeannie Maddux really mattered because that person would cease to exist at the end of four years. At first I was just relieved that it didn't suck as bad as I thought it would, then I started to see some of the benefits of being female, and then I started having a hard time imagining my life as a man again.

Of course since I couldn't have imagined being happy as a woman two years ago there was no reason to assume that I wouldn't be happy as a man two years from now no matter what I was imagining at the moment. I had been wrong the first time, I might be wrong again.

I felt like I was up on the high wire in the circus and they had just rolled the net away. I might actually be playing for keeps. Concepts like marriage and motherhood were some pretty serious shit. I never had to think about being a wife or a mother because I didn't think that either of those things were possible. Now I knew that they might both be.

I actually laughed out loud when I pictured myself showing up for work one day in my hardhat and a maternity dress, with my stomach sticking out in front of me. Half the guys there would probably have a panic attack worrying that they might be the father!

Marriage was obviously a big ticket item but there were other potentially big decisions that might pop up along the way. Brent had joked recently that since we were spending so much time together in one apartment or the other we'd probably save a lot of money by just getting one place and sharing it. It was said as joke but it was the kind of joke that made me think that he might be hinting at his interest in living together.

The idea of living with Brent was certainly appealing but I had dismissed it because I thought that living with anyone, male or female, would only makes things even more complicated when the time came for me to go back to my old self. Now the concept was on the table for me. Pretty much everything was on the table for me to consider now and that was what was causing me to flip out so much.

With the time limit on my womanhood I didn't have to worry about making any really big decisions at all. It was frustrating not to have a future as a female, but it also let me off the hook. Knowing that I had the option to remain female indefinitely meant that I could make big decisions and long-range plans, but that also required an even bigger decision.

Did I really want to be a woman indefinitely, if not permanently? Dr. Farnum made it sound like they couldn't force me to change back, but also pointed out that if I went past the four year deadline I might not have the option to change back later. That was scary stuff. I'd only been a woman for two years. Was that really long enough for me to know for certain that I wanted to stay a woman for the rest of my life? My heart said it was, but my brain was telling me to be cautious.

I tried to calm down and reminded myself that I still had two whole years to decide. In two years the novelty might have worn off, or I might be longing for my old life. Or I might be so firmly entrenched in my new life that it would be a total no-brainer to want to keep on living it whatever the risks.

The most important thing to focus on was the fact that I actually had a choice. I had a future as a woman...if I wanted it. That was something I didn't think I had just a few days earlier. In a way it was almost like starting over again because now I could think like any other woman would think about her future and her reputation. I didn't have to be a slut anymore to keep myself from becoming serious about a man. Of course I had become serious about a man who didn't mind letting me be a slut so maybe things wouldn't change all that much after all.


CHAPTER 20:

One of the things that had changed since I became Brent's girlfriend was that we were actually dating now. Before we pretty much just hung out in one apartment or the other. Someone might drop by with some food, or we might order a pizza, but we rarely went anywhere together and usually didn't plan anything. It was just the convenience of being able to walk down the hall. We didn't do that unannounced very often, and usually sent a text message first, just in case someone was "entertaining" a guest but these days we were just as likely to make plans and get dressed up and go out somewhere.

It was on one of these dates when we were sitting at a table in a nice restaurant when Brent kind of surprised me by showing a sudden interest in my past.

"So what were you like as a little girl?" he asked out of the blue.

"Oh, I don't know. Pretty typical I guess." I replied, not prepared for this at all.

"You said you were you kind of a tomboy. Is that where you got your interest in construction?"

"Yeah, you could say that."

"Tell me about your first boyfriend, or the first boy you kissed," he continued.

"Why?" I asked a little suspiciously.

"I'm interested. I want to know all about you."

"You've known me for more than two years now," I reminded him.

"Yeah, but I mostly know only what I've seen in those two years. You must have been doing something with yourself before you met me," he said with a laugh.

This was the type of conversation that I really dreaded and tried to avoid at all costs. Usually I could change the subject pretty quickly, or if that failed I could always pull his cock out of his pants and start sucking it, making it unlikely that he would expect me to continue talking. Sitting in this fancy restaurant that didn't seem like much of an option so I tried to tap dance around the whole subject as much as I could.

"I didn't really get interested in boys until later in life," I said casually. "And no, that doesn't mean I was a lesbian so don't expect a lot of spicy stories about me and my high school girlfriend or anything."

"Too bad. I've got to say that watching you and Kate together was one of the hottest damn things I've ever seen in my life," Brent said with a wicked grin. "How did that ever come about anyway?"

"Girl's night out," I replied, feeling hopeful that I had shifted the conversation to a past I could actually talk about.

"I'd like to be a fly on the wall for one of those," Brent joked.

"It's not always that exciting but sometimes...you know...we get a little crazy."

"That's my girl."

"I like hearing you say that," I said as I rested my hand on his. "I am your girl, you know, no matter what crazy things I do on the side. I love you with all of my heart, darling."

We shared a quick and polite kiss, suitable for public consumption, and I was let off the hook by the arrival of the waiter taking our order. It actually made me feel bad that I didn't have any childhood stories to share with him, or not many at any rate. I certainly didn't have any stories related to kissing boys or anything like that. I was so open and honest with him about everything that I could be that it always made me feel kind of scummy that I was living with such a huge secret that I could never reveal.

It was a very pleasant evening so after dinner we took a little stroll and I could tell that something was on Brent's mind. I think he had probably planned to bring something up during dinner and then chickened out for some reason so I took the bull by the horns.

"So what is it that you're reluctant to say?" I asked.

"God, is it that obvious?" he replied with a slightly nervous chuckle.

"I just know you pretty well by now and I can tell."

"Well, you remember the other day when I was joking about us moving in together?"

"Yeah, I remember."

"Well, I wasn't really joking," he admitted.

"I kind of figured that."

"Well how do you feel about it?" he asked hopefully.

"Aren't you afraid it'll cramp our style? I mean I never know when you're with another woman but it might be kind of obvious if you just don't come home sometimes," I pointed out.

"Look, I don't want to make this too heavy all at once but I'm sort of suggesting that maybe we could be happy just being together...most of the time. I'm really not some kind of sex addict. I don't need to be screwing a different girl every night. I just hadn't met anyone that I felt all that strongly about until I met you."

"How about this...I'll move into your apartment, but keep my old one. We'll try it for a few months and see how it goes. I really like living there and I'd hate to lose the place if we decided that living together wasn't such a great idea. I can even keep a lot of my clothes and junk down there so that I don't take over all your closet space with all my girly crap. I know we won't be saving any money on rent that way, but it won't cost us any more than it would have if we were still living apart. And we can always stroll down the hall and sleep in my bedroom if we feel like a change of pace," I said with a laugh. "I'm actually a pretty low-maintenance gal. When I get home from work I tend to just walk around in my underwear all the time, or go naked if it's warm enough."

"That settles it. You're definitely moving in," said Brent with a grin as he grabbed me and hugged me very tightly. "We should go back to our apartment and you can show me how you like to get comfortable."

We didn't actually make it all the way back inside the apartment right away. We got as far as the stairwell of the parking garage before I made a grab at Brent's pants and got his cock out. Squatting down in my favorite BJ posture I began to suck him off rather aggressively. After a while it was Brent's turn to pounce and I was pushed against the wall as my skirt was hiked up.

He didn't bother pulling my panties all the way down and just got them enough out of the way to gain access to my slit and then he gave me the hard, almost savage, fucking that I so desperately craved at that moment.

"You might get sick of my face if you see it every day," I moaned.

"Naw, it's too pretty a face. Besides, I can always just shove you up against a wall like this and not have to look at it."

"Or you might get sick of my pussy if you fuck it every night."

"Not likely. It's too nice a pussy."

"I think so, but I'm glad to know you like it."

"What's not to like?"

"I love you."

"I love you, too, baby. Now let me concentrate on cumming inside you soon so that we don't get arrested or something. I don't think they'd let us share a cell and that would kind of ruin our plans," said Brent as he really increased his pace.

"Good idea," I gasped as I felt my own orgasm overtake me and everything got a little fuzzy from there.


CHAPTER 21:

We lived together for about four months when we decided that it was probably time to just pool our resources and get a new place of our own. A larger apartment in our building had become available and while it wasn't on the same floor it was just two floors up so I'd still be close enough for Kate to come by and eat ice cream in a crises.

We kept some of my furniture, and some of his, and got a few new things, which helped to make it seem more like our own communal pad but I actually felt a little sad when I walked out of my old room for the last time. I had virtually been born there, and it was the only home I had ever known as a woman. Almost everything good that had happened to me had happened because I just happened to choose that particular place to live.

I had been pretending to be taking birth control pills to explain why I had no problem letting Brent cum inside me so freely, but I realized that I would probably have to start doing it for real fairly soon. At least until I was ready to try for a baby, which wasn't likely to happen in the near future.

Since we both worked during the daytime it wasn't like we were sitting around staring at each other all day so it was always nice when we both got home, or on the weekends or holidays. We had agreed to share all of the domestic responsibilities, and Brent was true to his word, but I actually found that I rather enjoyed a lot of that stuff. Having dinner on the table when my man got home from work was kind of corny and old-fashioned, but I got a kick out of doing it sometimes. Of course my job was vastly more physically demanding and Brent was very aware of that and proved to be quite gifted when it came to the art of massage. After swinging a hammer all day there were times when those deep backrubs were a real lifesaver.

As for fooling around with other people it just didn't seem to come up all that often. We left it wide open so that either one of us could have guilt-free affairs if we wanted to, but for my part those affairs usually seemed so much less fulfilling. Instead of growing tired of having sex with the same man all the time I found that it seemed to get better and better. We knew how to please each other like nobody else.

When Brent eventually took me to meet his parents I figured he was working up to popping the question. I knew what my answer would be, just as I knew that there was no going back for me now. The program was still going strong and Dr. Farnum was still very interested in tracking my progress so for the time being it looked like I was still going to be making my routine reports. I would be getting my big payout in a few months and looked forward to having that windfall, although I wasn't sure yet what I would do with it. I also made sure that I scheduled my procedure that would give me reproductive capabilities since I was probably going to be a married woman fairly soon and would definitely want that option, even if I didn't exercise it right away.

Brent always got a kick out of seeing me go off to work with my tool belt and my hardhat. Something about that really seemed to turn him on so I even wore the damn hardhat to bed a few times.

When he did propose I cried my silly eyes out, even though I knew he was going to do it. Why that made me so emotional I have no idea, having not grown up with any romantic fantasies about being a bride, but now that I was going to be one I did it with a vengeance.

Kate was to be my maid of honor, naturally, and my other girlfriends were all going to be bridesmaids. Since my parents were deceased I contemplated asking Dr. Farnum to walk me down the aisle but decided that Uncle Harry was a better choice. He knew my whole story and gave me a ton of shit about having turned into a sissy, but he had backed me when I needed a job reference and I knew that he was happy for me, especially when he saw how happy I was.

When I took the job of temporarily living as a woman for the good of science...and a nice chunk of change...I figured I'd stick it out because I'm not a quitter and I like to see things through to the end. Now it looked like I really was going to see it through all the way to the very end of my life. And whatever role I played along that journey; friend, wife, mother, maybe even grandmother some day, I was determined to do it to the best of my ability. Like our company motto I was getting the job done. And what a wonderful job it was just being a woman.


AUTHOR'S NOTES:

This book started with the inspiration I got when I saw a picture of a sexy female construction worker. In a lot of my stories the characters are involved in the arts in some way. Painting, modeling, acting, dancing, singing, writing, filmmaking (pornographic or otherwise), or something at least loosely related to a creative field. That's my background so I tend to go there for inspiration often. This time I thought it would be fun to have more of a "blue collar" gal who wasn't a waitress or a secretary or something. I'm sure my depiction of the working environment on a construction job is far more of a fantasy than a reality but I liked the image of being the only girl in the middle of a bunch of horny, sweaty, muscle men. Don't you?

(And as a personal note I did wear a hardhat to bed once as a joke and it went over really, really, well so I knew I had to work that in somewhere.)
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