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CHAPTER 1:

I had always been madly, insanely in love with my best friend's sister Molly Bradley. She was about a year older than me and a grade ahead but that always just made her more exotic and "womanly" in my eyes, even when we were both just children. When I got old enough and found the courage to profess my love I was soundly rebuffed and each time I tried again the result was the same. Nothing I did seemed to impress her. Perhaps it was just the fact that I had been her "little" brother's friend and so she never took me seriously or maybe I just wasn't her type. Her brother Sean even went so far as to suggest that she might be a lesbian since he had walked in on her one time and caught her in the middle of kissing another girl.

She did seem to have a lot of attractive female friends, but that wasn't terribly unusual or a sign of gayness. And she also had a number of boyfriends during the time I had known her. Now she had gone away to college in San Diego, which meant that she'd be able to come home to Los Angeles to visit her family easily enough, but it also meant that I wouldn't have the built-in opportunity to be around her as much as I used to.

Sean thought I was nuts. There were plenty of fish in the sea and he had a hard time thinking of his own bratty sister as the object of obsessive desire. He just didn't understand the depths of my feelings or the lengths I would go to in order to find a way to get close to her. He was about to...big time.

I had come up with a tremendously devious plan. There was a little head shop in Malibu near the beach that sold a lot of crazy occult shit along with smoking paraphernalia. The old hippie lady that ran the place always seemed kind of kooky to me but I chalked that up to too much acid in her youth.

She had these strange bottles on a shelf behind the counter and they were full of colorful liquids. I had absolutely no idea what they were and never really cared until one day I heard a customer asking for some of the "endurance potion" whatever the hell that was. The lady at the counter took a bottle off the shelf and poured a small amount into a flask that the customer provided. When I saw her ring up the purchase at $200 I practically freaked out. What the hell could be worth that kind of money I wondered.

"Oh I have all sorts of handy little potions," the store owner replied when I inquired about the strange liquid.

"What kind?" I asked.

"Well that one that I just sold is a basic stamina potion. It's way better than any pill you can get I promise you. It works instantly and has no negative side effects. A man can make love all night long with just a small taste," she explained.

"Awfully expensive," I commented.

"Awfully rare," she replied. "Not my most expensive potion by any means however."

"Oh yeah, what would that be?"

"The transformation potion."

"What does that do?" I inquired, not really taking it all that seriously.

"Just what the name implies. Turns a man into a woman or a woman into a man. It lasts until you take another sip and then you're back where you started with no hang over or withdrawal whatsoever. I've got a few regular customers from the Hollywood crowd that really seem to crave that one," she joked.

"I think I'll just take a pack of Zig Zags," I said and laughed to myself as I left the shop.

Later that night I thought about what Sean had once said about catching Molly with another girl and I thought about what the old hippy lady had said about having a transformation potion. I had no idea if the thing would work and no idea whether Molly really was a lesbian or even bi-sexual but I did know that if I could get close to her in another guise I might have a chance to make some progress with her. If nothing else I could possibly worm my way into her circle of friends if she thought I was just some friendly chick and not her brother's buddy in drag.

If I told my parents I was planning to go to the same college in San Diego that Molly attended I was sure that they would have no objections. Then all I'd have to do is find one class that she was taking and "audit" it for a while as a girl. I wouldn't get a grade or course credit for that class but I would get a chance to cozy up to Molly and since I already knew so much about her it didn't seem hard to be able to drop things into the conversation that would make her believe that we had a lot of common interests.

Of course the plan all depended on whether the potion actually worked or not and it was a lot of money to try and experiment with it but love knows no bounds and as stupid as the idea probably was I was determined to put it into action.

I purchased the smallest amount the lady was willing to sell and apparently I had enough for about two or three female transformations and return passage. I'd have to be super careful with the final trip because if there wasn't enough to get back to being myself I'd be stuck as a girl until I could get to the shop and buy another dose.

Half hoping that it would work and half dreading that it would I took the plunge and swallowed the purple elixir. I felt my body literally changing shape in a matter of seconds. My breasts suddenly started to grow and I thought they might pop the buttons on my shirt. My penis and balls shrank away, which horrified me, but moments later I felt something else growing between my legs. Even my whole face was being reshaped and I could feel long locks of hair falling down my neck.

When it seemed like the process was done I took a nervous look in the mirror and was stunned by what I saw. I wasn't me anymore I was a woman. And not just some run-of-the-mill woman, I was actually really attractive. I practically tore open my shirt and beautiful tits spilled out. I cupped them in disbelief but they felt real to me, not that I had ever felt tits from this angle before.

Nobody would recognize me. I didn't even recognize myself. It appeared that the hard part of the plan was going to work as long as I could afford to keep buying that damn potion. As for the rest of it I had already planted the seeds. Announcing that I had decided to go to school down south would come as no surprise and I could expect a good deal of financial support from my folks.

I would enroll in college under my real identity, as Mr. Charles Atwater, but in addition to my regular classes a very pretty co-ed that I dubbed Susie McNamara would be sitting in on an introduction to Shakespeare class that coincidentally also happened to be on Molly Bradley's course schedule.

Now all I had to do was learn how to be a convincing woman who could fit in with other females and not be detected as a fraud. Fortunately I had the whole summer to work on it.


CHAPTER 2:

"I always knew you were a little crazy but now I know you're stark raving mad," Sean exclaimed when he learned of my plan.

"It makes perfectly good sense to me," I replied.

"Turning yourself into a chick to try and hit on my sister makes good sense to you?"

"I'm not going to hit on her at first. It may never even come to that," I explained. "I just want to be around her, that's all. She does something to me that I can't explain. There aren't any words strong enough to express my devotion to her."

"Now you just sound like a romantic idiot," Sean snorted. "I just don't see what's so special about my sister that you're willing to become a cross dresser."

"I'm not going to be a cross dresser. I'm going to be a fully functional woman like any other woman. The only difference is that I'll be turning back into a man when I'm done."

"This isn't going to work. She'll know it's you. She'll know you're a man at any rate. No potion could be so strong it could make you look like a real woman."

I knew that I had no way of convincing him without a demonstration so I produced the little bottle I had and took a tiny swallow. I hoped it was big enough to do the job and apparently it was as I watched Sean's jaw literally drop in amazement as he beheld the transformation spectacle.

"Oh my fucking God!" said Sean when he could finally speak. "Is that really you Charlie?"

"Please call me Susie when I'm in this form," I suggested in a very cute feminine voice.

I hadn't tried speaking as a woman yet so my voice took both of us by surprise. I just started laughing because the whole thing was so weird.

"Is that what I sound like?" I said, speaking my thoughts out loud.

"Why...you're gorgeous," Sean stammered. "Take off your clothes and let me see your body."

"No! What kind of a girl do you think I am?" I protested.

"The kind that came out of a bottle you asshole. I've seen you naked as a man plenty of times. What's the big deal about seeing you naked as a chick? It's not like I'm going to try and fuck you or anything."

He had a point and I was anxious to get a second opinion on my figure. I thought it was pretty nice but that's sort of a personal taste thing. I pulled off my t-shirt and stood topless before him. I was stunned by the fact that I felt so nervous doing it. There was something about those hungry male eyes on my boobs that made my legs shake a little. That was stupid of course. Sean was my best friend and really needed to be in on the deal to help me out whenever he could. He might as well see the whole package.

"I see it but I don't believe it," said Sean as he continued to stare at my breasts. "Man, oh man are you ever going to look good on the beach. I can just see you stuffing those big hooters into some tiny little bikini."

"Let's not get ahead of ourselves," I cautioned. "I do need some practice being female but I never said I was going to go to the beach in a bikini."

"Oh yeah you will. I know women. Any chick with a body like that is going to want to show it off. And you love going to the beach anyway. I guarantee you before the summer is over you'll be strutting your stuff on the sand in a sexy swimsuit."

"Well now you know I'm not kidding at least about that potion thing working," I said as I started to reach for my shirt.

"Hey wait a minute," Sean cried. "You've gone this far why not go all the way? Let's see the rest."

He coaxed and I protested and finally I shrugged and pulled down my pants. I was still wearing my men's underwear so that needed to be lowered as well for Sean to get the full impact. He made me turn around a few times and came over to get a closer look but when he tried to touch my pussy I slapped his hand.

"Keep your hands off you pervert!"

"Sorry. I was just curious to see if it was real."

"Of course it's real. The transformation changes everything."

"Everything?"

"Yeah...why did you sat it like that?" I asked suspiciously.

"Does it change your sexual outlook?"

"What the hell do you mean?"

"I mean does becoming a woman mean that you're now attracted to me?"

"Oh God I hope not," I said in a bit of a panic. "I don't see why it would."

"I don't see why it wouldn't," said Sean. "I mean if biologically you're completely rewired with a female body why wouldn't you have a female brain too?"

"I don't know. Why bring something like that up? I don't want to think about that."

"Something to consider before you go too far with this nutty idea. You're going to get hit on by men, that's for sure, bikini or not. Are you prepared to handle that mentally?"

"Shit I don't know," I almost shouted.

"Okay, okay, calm down baby I was just trying to look out for your interests."

"Thanks, and don't call me baby."

"It seems to fit somehow. You are a total babe."

"Jesus Christ! Are you getting a boner?"

"Maybe. Just a bit."

I got my clothes on as quickly as I could and grabbed the bottle. This was not a development I had anticipated and it needed to be nipped in the bud as soon as possible. A moment or two later I was back to myself.

"Now don't you feel like an idiot for getting a hard on over me?" I asked.

"Not really," Sean replied calmly. "You didn't look like you. You weren't really you anyway you were a hot babe named Susie. I didn't get a hard on over you I got it over her."

It was obvious that I hadn't thought this through as completely as I might. Of course there was the possibility that men would try to hit on me. And theoretically there was even the possibility that I would find men attractive sexually. Between my two experiments so far I had been a woman for a total of less than twenty minutes. Who knows how my brain might work if I stayed in that body for longer stretches as I planned to do. I wanted to transform myself into a believable woman as thoroughly as possible. If I ended up being attracted by men so what? I was attracted to women now but the only woman I cared about was Molly. Even if I did like men for some reason that didn't mean I was going to do anything about it. This was all about Molly. As long as that was true I should be safe.

I was going to need clothes if I planned on body swapping off and on throughout the summer. Maybe not the tiny bikini Sean was talking about but some basic stuff. And probably some cosmetics and crap like that.

Sean was very helpful there as he told me that some of his and Molly's old clothes were in a bag in the back hall ready to be picked up by the local charitable thrift store. He let me rummage through the bag and take anything I wanted. I was tempted to sneak into her room and see if she left any old underwear lying around that I could steal but Molly's breasts weren't as big as min and I feared that her bra would never fit me, or rather Susie. I had stolen a pair of her panties once many years ago but I had discarded that lovely souvenir out of fear that my mom would find it hidden in the back of my closet.

I would need to get my own panties and bra but at least I had something to put on while I went shopping. Obviously I could never wear Molly's clothes around her or her mother or anything like that but I ought to be able to slip off to the department store and get my shopping done pretty quickly.

The next time I transformed I would have to take my measurements but once I did that I could also order clothing online and have it sent discretely to my home. Nobody would ever need to know what was in the box.

Molly was taking a few courses during the summer so she would be staying in San Diego and not coming home except for visits. It suddenly occurred to me that if I went down to San Diego and audited one of her summer classes instead of the Shakespeare thing I wouldn't have to deal with trying to maintain my own school schedule while working on my plan to ingratiate myself with Molly. I'd have tons of free time to practice being a female and I'd save a lot of money if I didn't have to turn back into a man all the time in order to go to my real classes. I'd have to work fast to secure housing for the summer on such short notice and find a way to explain things to my parents but those kind of details could be worked out easily enough if I applied myself.

If the thing failed and I had no luck winning her over then it was better to know that as soon as possible. I could just kick back in San Diego for the summer and go to school in the fall and that would be that. At least I'd know that I tried my best.


CHAPTER 3:

I had found a guy who was advertising for a roommate. It would be weird to live with a total stranger but that's the way it would be if I lived on campus in a dorm and was assigned a roommate. Hopefully he'd be cool. He sounded like a pretty nice guy when I spoke to him on the phone and if I was busy enough I wouldn't see him all that much anyway. I'd have my own room so I'd have my privacy, which was more than I would have in a dorm.

My folks were a little fuzzy on the logic of why I was going down so early but assumed that I just wanted to hang out at the beach down there or get to know the place or something and they had no objections. I promised I'd come home for visits anyway so it wasn't that big of a deal. It was just a two hour drive.

I scraped up as much spare cash as I could get my hands on and even sold my old electric guitar in order to buy a decent supply of the transformation potion. While I was there I asked the lady about the psychological aspects of the change.

"I never tried it myself," she said after looking at me carefully. "I've been told that one generally takes on the characteristics of the gender in question. You'll probably find that you develop some new interests and maybe think about things a little different than you're used to."

"Would it make me...I mean...would I become attracted to me?"

"Wouldn't surprise me," the woman replied. "Honestly I think that's probably why most people take it in the first place but I suppose it depends on the individual. If that's a big problem for you I'd suggest that you don't take it anymore. I can't guarantee what will happen in matters like that."

Whatever. It wasn't like I was going to go out of my way to hunt for boys or something. I wasn't doing this to get dates. If men found me attractive so be it. They'd just be out of luck. God knows I know what that feels like.

I wanted to practice being female as much as I could but there really wasn't much time before I had to leave for San Diego and it was so damn expensive to jump in and out of Susie's body that I had to plan my transformations carefully.

The shoes were a nightmare, even the ones that didn't have particularly high heels but they didn't fit my male feet so I could only work with them when I was Susie. I knew I didn't have nearly enough female clothing yet but I did go shopping and get enough things to get me started. The main thing was to try and figure out what the hell girls were wearing these days and what I would need to not stand out in a bad way. I knew that Molly and her friends usually wore pretty hip and trendy stuff so I had to make sure that I was on top of that scene if I wanted to run with their pack.

It was so much more difficult to be a girl I thought. Sure there were plenty of additional fashion options available but that just meant more clothes that I'd have to buy and more choices to make. As for makeup I was going to go real light, at least until I learned what the hell I was doing. I didn't want to look like a drag queen. Fortunately Susie had a nice healthy complexion and didn't need too much work for everyday situations. If I ever had to get dressed up and go out on the town or to someplace more fancy I might have to elevate my game but that would probably never even become an issue.

It would have been great to have a female mentor who could have filled me in on a lot of details but there was no woman in my life that I was close enough to or that I could trust with this secret. I would just have to wing it and hope for the best. I planned on observing women as much as possible and trying to emulate their behavior as much as possible. Perhaps the potion would do some of the work for me I thought if it really made me think more like a female. My body might just actually move in a naturally feminine way. It wouldn't solve everything but hopefully I could pass since nobody would have any reason to doubt me.

When I got down to San Diego and met my roommate, Eddie Ramirez, he did indeed turn out to be a very cool dude. He was a student but he wasn't taking any classes during the summer semester. He was working part time for his brother-in-law's company so I didn't know how much I'd see him anyway.

Eddie loved the beach and was kind of a physical fitness nut it appeared. There were weights and other types of exercise equipment all over the place, though it was neatly stored and not in the way of anything. He volunteered the use of any of his equipment if I wanted to work out and I thanked him. I couldn't very well tell him that I was planning to be developing a very different body than the one he saw me in.

I would be auditing a history class instead of one on Shakespeare and I thought that might give me a little edge as history was always one of my best subjects and I knew it wasn't a favorite of Molly's. Perhaps my inroad would be as a study partner or something. I'd take any advantage that I could get.

Making the actual transformation was easy enough to do anywhere except for the hair, makeup and clothing aspects. I pretty much needed a totally private place that hopefully had a mirror. I couldn't very well pop into a public restroom as one gender and calmly stroll out as another. If I put makeup on as a girl I'd have to remember to take it off once I was a boy again or I'd look pretty weird. Clothing and accessories were the same. Anywhere I went as Susie I would always have to keep the potion handy and a change of male clothing ready as well. I had to prepare for any possibility and look for places where I could change if I had to do it in a hurry.

Obviously the best option would be to change at home in my room whether becoming Susie or returning to myself but that would always depend on Eddie not being home at the time and I really had no idea how often our schedules would collide. Finally after agonizing about it for quite a while I decided just to tell him. What I was trying to do was difficult enough without adding elements of a bedroom farce to the equation. I didn't want to have to sneak in and out of my own home or live in fear that he'd catch me at an inopportune moment.

I sat him down one day and explained my whole crazy story. I knew that he wouldn't believe me and that I'd have to show him the proof so before he could laugh or say anything I took a swig and watched his face as Susie took shape before him.

"Wow! How did you do that?" asked Eddie in wide-eyed wonder.

"I told you I take a potion. I have no idea what's in it or how it works or why but as you can see it definitely does work," I replied.

"Man, even your voice sounds real. So you're all girl under there?"

"As girly as you can get."

"That's incredible. You're one smoking hot babe honey. So what do I call you when you're like this?" asked Eddie.

"My female name is Susie McNamara," I told him.

"Susie. I like it. And I certainly like you baby. This has all kinds of possibilities."

"Now look I told you I'm only doing this because I'm in love with a woman and this is my best chance to get close to her," I reminded him.

"Sure, sure baby I understand. But we're going to be spending a lot of time together. As far as I'm concerned you can stay like this as much as you want."

I knew that he was making the suggestion because he liked the idea of leering at a female roommate but it was actually a pretty good idea. It cost a fortune to drink that potion and changing was always going to be a hassle. Perhaps the more time I spent as Susie the more quickly I'd get acclimated to being female. Just getting used to all of the everyday things might become second nature to me if I practiced them on a regular basis.

I'm not sure why I didn't complain when he called me baby and honey the way I had done when Sean did it but Sean knew better. We had been friends for ages. This guy was just seeing me as a girl and that's probably what he called girls all the time. It didn't seem like he was trying to put me down or anything. I suppose in a way it was sort of a compliment that he accepted my femininity so quickly and easily.

I didn't see any reason to change back into a man that night but I did go change clothes. It was just shorts and a top but Eddie offered his praises once more and I admit that I felt a tiny bit flattered. It was kind of nice to be thought of as attractive. Who wouldn't like that?


CHAPTER 4:

I actually stayed female all the way up to my first day of class. I had tried on about half a dozen outfits before making my final selection and I had chickened out three times before I finally worked up the courage to drive to school and parked in the student lot.

As I walked across the campus I was terrified of being exposed as a fraud somehow. What if the potion suddenly wore off? What if someone just figured it out? I had been out in public as a woman a few times running errands or grabbing something to eat but for the first time I felt totally vulnerable.

I made it to the classroom somehow and when Molly walked in my heart literally skipped a beat. She looked even more beautiful than I remembered, if such a thing was possible. I took a seat close enough to observe her without drawing too much attention to myself. I wanted to concentrate on the class in case I was actually going to offer my services as a tutor or something but I was pretty damn distracted by seeing Molly and by sitting in a room full of people while I was wearing a skirt. I was sure that a couple of guys were staring at me periodically but then I realized that they were probably just checking me out like they might any girl in a class they were taking.

No security guards came forth and escorted me out and my boobs didn't deflate in the middle of the session so I lingered just as long as I could to try and hear what Molly was saying to one of her friends that I didn't recognize. I couldn't really hear anything of use or importance and soon they were gone and I made my way back to the car and back to my home.

My first day at school had gone well enough. I didn't really make any progress but I didn't fuck up and blow the whole thing. I would have to bide my time and look for my opportunity to approach her. So far so good.

That night I caught a glimpse of Eddie coming out of the bathroom without his shirt on and found myself staring for some reason. Maybe it was because he was still wet from the shower and the way the light caught his skin it appeared to glisten like one of those body builders who gets all oiled up or something. It was a nice body I thought. Working out all the time could really pay big dividends. Suddenly I realized that Eddie had noticed my stare and he just stood there flashing a grin a mile wide.

"Hey baby. Like what you see?" he asked.

I literally ran to my room and flung the door closed behind me. I didn't know what else to do. I did kind of like what I saw but I wasn't about to tell him that. Nothing was mentioned about the incident the next day and I hoped it had all blown over.

A couple of days later Eddie suggested that we hit the beach. I hadn't done so yet as a female but I did have a bikini on hand in case the need arose and I had kind of been looking for an excuse to put it on. Wearing clothes as Susie was almost like having the world's greatest paper doll or something. I just looked so much better as her and found that what I wore could make a major impact in changing how I looked. It was a nice sunny day and I had nothing else to do so I packed up some things and threw one of my male t-shirts on over my swimsuit and jumped in Eddie's car. He said he knew a good spot and he was a local so I just went along for the ride.

When we got there I grabbed my bag that had suntan lotion and a book and whatnot and followed Eddie down to the shore, still wearing my t-shirt that was so long it practically worked as a dress.

Once we were situated I stood up and pulled the shirt off over my head. Eddie whistled his appreciation.

"Wow. You've got such a rockin' little body baby," he said with a smile.

"You see me all the time," I reminded him.

"I haven't seen that much of you," he answered.

I just smiled and lay down on my blanket. It was a pretty spot and not too crowded but not deserted either. It seemed like it probably catered to the college crowd based on the average age of those assembled.

I put some sunscreen on and even let Eddie rub some on my back. It was kind of weird to have a man touching my body like that but it was harmless enough. Eventually Eddie decided to go for a swim but I was perfectly happy just lounging around catching some sun. As he headed for the water I couldn't help but notice his butt, which seemed really well-developed. I looked at it probably a little too long for comfort but soon he was off in the surf. So I thought he looked good with his shirt off. So what? He did look good. He worked out all the time. And maybe his butt was kind of cute in a way. That was just more the result of his vigorous exercise regimen. It didn't mean anything at all. I picked up my book and tried to get interested but my eyes kept going back to the sea as I waited for Eddie to return.

After a while he came back, glistening wet again, and he plopped himself down next to me and stretched out.

"You miss me babe?" he asked.

"Please. I barely noticed you were gone."

"Is that a fact?" he asked as he sat up.

"Why do all men think they're God's gift to women?"

"Well here's a little gift for you. You can decide if it's heavenly or not."

With no further warning Eddie leaned over and kissed me. I should have slapped his face. Instead I opened my mouth and let his tongue slip inside. Afterwards he lay back down and folded his arms under his head. There was a look of great contentment on his face.

"What was that all about?" I asked.

"Oh you just look so fine I couldn't help myself. You think it's easy living with a hot babe like you?"

"That was your suggestion if you'll recall."

"And a damn good one if I do say so myself. You're an absolute doll. It's hard to concentrate on anything else when you're around. And don't say that you haven't been checking me out too because I've seen you."

"Once," I protested.

"More than once and you know it. If you're so upset by the idea why did you let me kiss you like that?"

"I don't know. You took me by surprise."

"You might be surprised by what else I can do for you."

"Let's change the subject shall we?"

The rest of the afternoon was pretty uneventful. We had something to eat and I agreed to jog with him for a little while and then we went back to the car. Before I could get in I felt his arms on my shoulders and he turned me around. Before I knew it we were locked in an embrace and kissing deeply. I didn't fight it. What was the point? It felt nice. It wasn't all that different than kissing a girl I thought except for the fact that my tits were kind of squished up against his chest.

We didn't say anything much after that of importance and drove home mostly in silence. I had a pretty good idea what he had in mind once we were there and I was trying to think of a good reason not to do it but nothing was coming to mind.


CHAPTER 5:

"I want you baby. I want you so bad," Eddie crooned as we resumed necking almost the moment we got through the door.

"I can't. I just can't," I sort of whimpered.

"Why not baby? I know you don't have a boyfriend."

"No, but you do know that there's someone I love."

"Yeah, a chick. So what? I'm not talking about love I'm talking about fucking. Haven't you ever had sex with someone just for the fun of it?"

"Sure but..."

"But what? I like you and you like me and we're both here with nothing better to do. Let's get it on."

Somehow I followed him into his bedroom and he switched on some kind of music. I don't even remember what it was. The whole thing was sort of like being in a trance. We were still in our bathing suits so there wasn't a whole lot of undressing that would need to be done to get down to the basics but at the moment we just sat on the foot of bed next to each other and kissed some more.

We kissed for a very long time and Eddie's hands touched my back and my stomach and my neck but it was all happening so slowly. I realized that he was making a special effort to make things easier for me and I appreciated that very much. I felt like some stupid teenage virgin but of course I wasn't that far removed from my teens and technically I was a virgin, at least as a woman.

Finally I felt the back of my bikini top pop open and Eddie's hands gently pulled it away from my body. I had a similar feeling of fright as I did when I showed Sean my boobs but it wasn't quite the same this time. I still felt tingly but it wasn't all fear I knew.

When Eddie touched my breasts for the first time I felt kind of a jolt run through me. How silly I thought. They're just bags of flesh. What's the big deal? As soon as he started squeezing them I began to understand. When he played with my nipples I became completely aroused and started to rub his chest with my hand.

Then he was on his knees neatly sliding my bottoms off before taking his place at my side again. His hand found its way between my legs and I let out a little moan as his fingers began to explore my vagina.

He was sucking on my nipples while fingering me up and I thought it was the most delicious thing I had ever felt. I was wet but the ocean had long since dried up from my body.

"When you're ready just lie back on the bed baby and I'll know you want it," he whispered to me.

God he was being sweet I thought. This foreplay had been going on for an eternity. There was no denying that I had been curious about sex as a girl for a long time and no denying that I found Eddie to be an attractive young man. Like he said, it had nothing to do with love. It was just fucking. Only the fact that it was me that was about to get fucked still scared the hell out of me.

Eventually I took a deep breath and scooted back on the bed. I just lay there with my legs outstretched and propped myself up on my elbows to see what would happen next.

What happened next was Eddie standing up and slipping out of his trunks. He was now totally naked and his very erect cock was aimed right at me, or at least it seemed that way to me. It was a nice looking cock I thought, although I was no connoisseur. Not ridiculously huge but definitely on the above average size. Even if it had been tiny it still would have terrified my virgin soul but I was glad that I could look at it and find it beautiful.

He climbed on the bed and pushed my legs up and apart. I was surprised at how flexible my body was. I could really bend my legs way back if I wanted to. It made me feel sort of like a gymnast being this limber.

Eddie got into position and placed his cock at the opening of my pussy. This was my last chance to chicken out but I knew that wasn't going to happen. The tip of his dick poked into my slit and soon it was followed by the rest of his manhood.

Oh how I moaned. The initial shock and slight pain gave way to something else entirely but I continued to moan anyway. Was this actually happening or was it some sort of a weird dream? How did I get to this place in life? I was paying good money to be a girl but I never wanted to do this. At the moment it seemed like money well spent.

"You're so fucking tight baby, but I guess that's to be expected when you're getting your cherry popped."

Getting my cherry popped. That had a nice ring to it. I liked it more than "deflowered" or certainly more than "ruined." Was I ruined? Not as a woman planning on marriage but as a man? Could I ever live with myself after this moment? Who cares? It feels so good!

"You like that don't you baby?" Eddie grinned.

That's when I realized that I had spoken my thoughts aloud. Well what did it matter? It did feel good. Why shouldn't he know it? He was the one doing it to me. Doing it to me. Sex had always been me doing it to someone else. Was it really all that different being the pitcher rather than the catcher. Hell yes it was. It was fucking amazing.

"Just like that baby. You feel so good inside me," I half whispered.

As he fucked me harder and faster my tits began to flap up and down with his strokes. It was such a strange sensation. He was really pounding me hard now and I began to whimper. There's really no other way to describe it I guess. It was sort of a little yelping sound that I never imagined myself capable of producing. I was being conquered by this man. His manly virility was making me do and feel things that I never imagined I would do or feel. He felt strong and I felt weak but it wasn't like he was forcing himself on me. I was welcoming his dominance. His manhood. His power.

Suddenly Eddie made a freaky noise that barely sounded human and I realized that he was cumming inside me.

"Oh fuck baby, oh fuck!" he groaned as he spasmed and jerked inside my box.

I reached out to grab him and he collapsed in my arms, his cock still tucked away inside me. I kissed him so hard and so deep that our teeth knocked together at one point but nothing was going to pull my lips away right now. I could literally feel his dick shrinking and it was a sad feeling but I liked the way we were cuddling up. He was done but I could have kept going for hours.

"I take it you liked that," Eddie said trying not to grin.

I punched him in the shoulder.

"Hey, is that anyway to repay the man who just gave you that much pleasure?" he said in mock protest.

"You're such an egotist," I chided him.

"But you did like it didn't you?"

"Of course I liked it. I don't know anything about faking it you know."

"That's good baby because I really wanted you to have a good time. They say you always remember your first. I like the thought of that. I hope you end up with that Molly girl but if you don't at least I can show you a good time. Hopefully that's some consolation."


CHAPTER 6:

Things changed around the house a little bit after that but it wasn't as dramatic as I might have expected or feared. We still slept in our separate rooms and went about our daily lives as before only now when we went out together it was more like a date and we might hold hands or he might put his arm around my waist. We definitely kissed a lot. I really liked kissing and we did have sex every now and then but I was determined not to let this become a total distraction.

After a few weeks of futility at school something happened that completely took me by surprise. As I was sitting in my seat waiting for the class to start Molly came over to me and asked if she could borrow a pen. I was so astonished it took me a moment to fumble through my things but eventually I produced the required writing utensil and Molly thanked me and turned to go back to her chair. Suddenly she turned around again and I was a scared deer in the headlights.

"I love your necklace by the way," said Molly touching the trinket around my throat. "Where did you get it?"

I mumbled the name of a local boutique and she smiled at me warmly.

"I love that place, don't you? They always have the coolest stuff. Maybe we should hit it sometime when you're free."

All of my knowledge of her past, all of my observing her at a distance, even my expertise in history had all proven to be pointless. She had sought me out at random to borrow a pen and my good fortune in picking the right bobble from the right store had gotten me an invitation to go shopping with her. I almost fainted.

At the next class she sat next to me and returned the borrowed pen. She was that kind of girl. We chatted about nothing important and when the class ended we made a date to do lunch and go shopping. I was floating on air as I headed for home. After all these fucking years I finally had a date with Molly...and she had asked me out!

It was a glorious Sunday afternoon when we began our adventure. We shopped, but mostly browsed and had lunch at a fantastic seafood place. I almost picked up the check but then I realized that two girls who barely know each other would obviously split the tab.

There was something so strange about the whole thing. We had known each other since childhood but only I had that knowledge. I had to constantly remember not to slip up and say something that I couldn't explain. Fortunately Molly was quite a talker and liked to gossip it appeared. She had all kinds of stories about the sordid affairs of various classmates and the heartbreaks her friends were going through and so on. Then she lowered the boom on me.

"You know I'm going home next week for the 4th of July holidays and I'm planning on throwing a little pool party. Nothing fancy, just my dad burning some stuff on the barbecue and a bunch of silly girls messing around by the pool. You're welcome to crash at my place if you want to come."

I had already planned to go home and visit my family so I politely declined her invitation to "crash" with her but gladly accepted her invitation to the party. Things could not be going better in my world unless I won the lottery or something. I decided to buy a ticket on my way home. I didn't win but I felt like the biggest winner on the planet.

When I had hatched this crazy scheme I had hoped to get close enough to her somehow that eventually I'd be thought of as a friend and have the opportunity to hang out with her on a somewhat regular basis. We had hit it off like gangbusters right from the start and I was already being invited to stay in her home. That was so tempting but I did need to put in a visit to my family and I had already promised. As for the party I would simply explain that I had somewhere to be, change into Susie and go hang out at the Bradley's. Sean would no doubt be there and would also no doubt be astonished by my quick success. It would be nice to see him again and nice to spend some time as myself. It was pretty easy to get caught up in Susie's world with all that had already happened to me but I'd be Charles Atwater most of the time once school started in the fall and Susie would have to be reserved for guest appearances.

It was nice to be home and to see the folks and to sleep in my old bed again. They were happy to hear that I was happy and commented on the nice tan I was getting. Of course to counteract the appearance of tan lines I was getting from going to the beach in my bikini I had been compelled to do a lot of nude sunbathing in the relative privacy of our little backyard which pleased Eddie but always made me a little worried about prying eyes. Still I couldn't very well have the distinct markings of a woman's bathing suit on my manly chest so it had to be done or else I would have to stay out of the sun, which is pretty hard to do in San Diego.

The dress code for the part was strictly bathing suits and although Molly had never seen me in my basic black bikini I decided to treat myself to something new and festive for the occasion. I wanted something red, white and blue but the only thing I could find that I liked was perhaps a tad more revealing than it should have been, at least in the back where it was essentially just a string shoved up the crack of my ass. It was just going to be a lot of girls anyway so it wasn't like I was flaunting anything deliberately. Well, maybe just a little for Molly's sake in case she was actually turned on by that sort of thing.

Going to the Bradley house and pretending like I'd never seen it before was quite an acting challenge. Molly gave me the grand tour and introduced me to all of her friends, some of whom I knew already and some who were strangers. It was hard not to laugh when she introduced me to her mom and dad because I knew them both so well but I just played the polite stranger and everything was fine, although I had the paranoid suspicion that her father was trying to look down the top of my bikini.

Everyone thought it was a hoot that I had dressed in holiday colors and Molly made a point of saying how great my body looked in what little I had on. It didn't seem like she was hitting on me but it was hard to tell. I had no idea how one girl hit on another.

I was having an absolute blast but I did notice that Mr. Bradley was definitely checking me out a lot. Well, everyone looks I thought. Underneath it all he's still a man and I am wearing next to nothing.

After taking a dip in the pool and splashing around with some of the girls I grabbed a towel that was on a chair next to the little pool house. I heard a window sliding open and Sean's unmistakable voice.

"Hey Susie come here," he whispered. "I want to show you something."

I thought it was strange that I had seen no sign of him since he knew I was coming to the party as Susie so I let myself in the door and stopped dead in my tracks. Sitting on a lounge chair was Sean, buck naked and sporting a major erection.

"Hey baby," he grinned. "If you're tired of barbecue I've got some meat of a different kind of you."

It was a juvenile prank but I wasn't about to let him get away with it. Two could play this game.

"Well all right," I sighed as I took off my top. "But it's got to be really quick. I need to get back out there."

"You don't have to worry about that. Just seeing you in that outfit made me almost cum in my pants. Now come on over and have a seat."

My plan had backfired. Apparently it wasn't a joke or a game at all. He really wanted to bone me. Oddly enough the sight of his hard on was kind of getting me horny. I really liked sex these days. Loved it in fact. Just wearing this bikini had made me feel really sexy all day and Sean's prick suddenly looked kind of appealing. Without really contemplating the potential consequences I pulled off my bottoms and walked over to him.

"I'm not kidding, this needs to be quick," I said as I sat on his lap.

"No worries there honey. I wasn't kidding either. I'm not going to last very long," he replied as his hard cock disappeared into my moist hole.

His hands immediately cupped my tits and his fingers played with my nipples. It was different being fucked by someone other than Eddie but nice in its own way. Weird that it was Sean but maybe not all that weird. We were best friends after all and what are friends for?

"You know I've masturbated I don't know how many times while thinking about these beautiful boobs," said Sean as I rode his pole.

"Shut up," I replied. "You're such a liar."

"I swear to God. I only saw them once but they left a lasting impression."

Jesus Christ my best friend was masturbating to thoughts of my tits? Well why not? He was shoving his cock up my pussy at the moment. This was another one of those life experiences I never anticipated but there had been a lot of those lately.

"Am I your first?" Sean whispered.

"Hell no. Do you think I'd give away my virginity for a quickie on a lounge chair?"

"Well how many guys have you had?"

"None of your business."

"I've always told you about the girls I've had."

"That was different. We were both dudes. A girl doesn't fuck and tell stupid."

"I was just curious."

I felt bad for snapping at him, especially since he was making me feel so damn good right now. Still it had been a cheap stunt and I shouldn't be rewarding his efforts like this. And Susie wasn't Charles. She was developing her own personality and not merely reflecting Charlie's in a female body.

Sean lasted a little longer than I anticipated but I wasn't going to complain. He had given me a nice little ride and as I felt his cum dripping out of me as I climbed off his lap it made me wish that we had more time.

I grabbed a towel and wiped up the mess between my legs before tossing it to Sean.

"I'll never wash this towel," he said.

"Then it will get filthy."

I put my bikini back on and kissed Sean on the cheek before heading back to the party. It didn't appear that anyone had taken notice of me going into the pool house or coming out of it and I just continued to socialize with Molly and her friends.

As the afternoon turned into evening we set up chairs on the lawn where we could see the fireworks show that was presented each year at the park. It was only a block or two away so one could easily stay home and still get the full effect. I noticed that Mr. Bradley quickly pulled up his chair to be next to mine and I could feel his eyes boring into me like a diamond cutting glass.

At one point he leaned over to me and whispered in my ear.

"Say, why don't you come with me to the ice chest for a moment? I want to talk to you."


CHAPTER 7:

"No offense Mr. Bradley but you're old enough to...well...to be my father," I said in as soft a voice as possible.

As crazy as it was he had just hit on me. Good old Mr. Bradley who I'd known all of my life. Sean and Molly's dad wanted to screw me. Wanted it bad enough to approach a total stranger, as far as he was concerned.

"I'm sorry, I totally understand if you're not attracted to older men," he said sadly. "I've just been watching you all day. You probably noticed. I just think you're the most sexually desirable woman I've ever seen. It's been kind of driving me crazy. I hope you're not too offended."

"I'm not offended at all. I'm flattered that you find me so attractive but aren't you a married man?"

"Look, I know this is going to probably only make things worse for me but I would be willing to make it worth your while. I know that you girls in college are always needing money for a new pair of shoes or a designer handbag or something. I'd be happy to give you a little something if that would make it easier for you."

Holy crap he was literally propositioning me with money! I should have stormed off. Instead I asked how much. It wasn't cheap being Susie so if he was going to reap the benefits of it why shouldn't he bear some of the operating costs? It was a rationalization deluxe but I could really use the money to stock up on some more potion. I was bound to go through a lot of it once the summer was over.

We actually agreed on a price and a time and place. We couldn't do it here with his family at home but his office was going to be closed tomorrow. He had already told his wife that he was going in for an hour or two to get caught up on some paperwork so I agreed to meet him there at the appointed hour.

"You know, if you could possibly wear some business attire and maybe put your hair up in a bun and add some glasses I'll throw in another hundred bucks," he whispered with a lewd wink.

I said I'd do my best but it was kind of short notice. He was offering me $500...$600 if I came up with this costume stuff. That was crazy good money for one little sex act I thought. Like father like son. These were a couple of horny bastards. It almost made me laugh. I wasn't sure I'd go through with it but it was a total trip to be propositioned like that. It made me feel kind of dirty and sexy at the same time. It was just such a ridiculously kinky idea.

The next morning I went to the same thrift store that the Bradley's had donated their old clothes to and found something that I thought would pass for work attire. I was guessing he meant sexy secretary and I wasn't wrong.

Mr. Bradley was waiting for me at the front door and looked very nervous as he let me in and locked the door behind him.

"Damn, you look perfect!" he exclaimed happily once we were safely in his office. "That's exactly what I was hoping you'd look like."

"So what on earth made you think that I'd go to bed with you, let alone that I'd prostitute myself?" I asked out of genuine curiosity.

"I don't know. I really don't know. I just knew that I had to have you and I had a feeling. There's something incredibly sexy about you. The way you move. The way you talk. They way you chose a bikini that most women would be nervous to wear in front of their own husbands. You just radiate sexuality. May I kiss you?"

"For $600 I guess you can do just about whatever you like," I replied.

He kissed me rather sweetly. It wasn't the hot passion of Eddie by any means but it was pleasant enough although surreal.

"Now would you mind going to the desk outside and coming in when I call you on the intercom?"

"It's your fantasy," I said as I headed for the door.

I waited a moment or two and then heard a buzzer. I couldn't figure out how to answer it right away so Mr. Bradley shouted from the other room that I needed to press the red button to talk.

"Miss McNamara would you mind coming in here for a moment?" his voice crackled over the little speaker.

"Right away Mr. Bradley," I replied as I tried not to giggle.

We played out this little scene that he had obviously rehearsed in his head a million times. I had no idea whether he really had a hot secretary that he lusted after or just wished that he did but I was definitely helping to make some kind of a dream come true.

I ended up with one leg on the floor and one on the desk as my best friend's father dropped his pants and mounted me from behind. This was the man who had been my Little League coach. I had gone on camping trips with him. I had actually dreamed that someday he would be my father-in-law if Molly ever agreed to marry me. Now he was humping my ass and paying me to do it. Do wonders never cease?

"Oh God, you don't know how long I've wanted to do this," grunted Mr. Bradley.

It was just so pornographic and cheesy but it was also a real kick. The older man/younger woman...the role play...the element of prostitution...it was just about as naughty a thing as you could do.

He had gotten my jacket and blouse off so I was left with my lacey black bra up top and somewhere along the line I had removed my panties and my skirt had been hiked up to give him access to the target. As he clutched at my breasts I put both legs on the floor and spread them a little as I continued to rest my arms on his desk. He was thrusting harder now and I guessed that he wouldn't last too much longer.

Soon he made a sound that could either have been an orgasm or a heart attack...or maybe both simultaneously I thought. Fortunately it was the former and I was treated to the unique sensation of feeling my best friend's father cum inside me.

Afterwards I straightened up in his washroom and wished that I could transform right here but that would obviously not be a good idea. I'd have to find somewhere private to become myself again before going home.

"That was absolutely amazing," Mr. Bradley gushed as he handed me my money. "Please let me know if you ever feel willing to do this again."

"Thank you. It was my pleasure really."

"And you know...I do know a number of men who I'm sure would gladly pay good money for your services if you ever need a little extra cash or something, not that I'm saying you'd want to do this for a living or anything, but I know how tight money can get sometimes and it is just for fun after all."

So now Mr. Bradley was offering to pimp me out to his friends. Please God don't let my farther be one of them! I didn't think my dad would do something like that but I never thought Mr. Bradley would either so what the hell do I know?

I guessed that this was probably a crazy one-shot thing. He'd probably feel guilty about cheating on his wife with one of his daughter's classmates and for turning me into a prostitute. Besides, I was going back to school and San Diego. Still it was incredibly easy money and I certainly could use all the money I could get right now. It sort of made sense to have my female body pay for itself.

I felt so wicked as I walked out of the building and headed for my car. I had fucked Sean yesterday and now his dad today and I hoped to fuck Molly in the future. I guess that just left Mrs. Bradley and the two cats out of the picture. Well, she wasn't bad looking for an older woman. Maybe I'd get around to her eventually. I draw the line at the cats.


CHAPTER 8:

I didn't really get a lot of time to hang out with my family but I did get to see them a bit at least. It felt kind of funny to be myself in my old familiar surroundings. Nice in a way but also strange. I'd just spent so much more time as Susie lately that in some ways she almost seemed more like the real me at the moment.

Sean and I got together for a bit while I was still in town and we went to the park to shoot hoops. I think he was really hoping that I'd come as Susie but he had to settle for Charlie.

"So what's it like?" he asked as we were taking a break from basketball.

"What's what like?" I replied.

"You know. Sex with men? I mean sex with men as a girl of course," he quickly added.

"You were there," I pointed out.

"Yeah but I was just doing my regular thing. I know what it feels like to stick it in someone but what does it feel like to have it stuck in you?"

"Similar I guess. Better in some ways."

"Really? How better?"

"More total body sensation. Multiple orgasms. No need to sustain an erection. It can get pretty intense and stay that way for a long time," I explained with a shrug.

There was more to it than that of course but I didn't really want to tell him how fucking awesome it was to feel yourself surrender to a man's power. To be the object of so much primitive lust.

"I really want to fuck you again," he said softly after looking around to make sure that no one was listening.

I was tempted to tell him that his father had set the going rate for my services at $500 plus extra for special requests but obviously I didn't. I wondered what he'd think if he knew that his dad had cheated on his mom, especially if he knew that he had done it with me and paid for it to boot. That seemed like one of those secrets that you just had to take to the grave or risk totally messing up someone's life.

"I don't know how you did it man but Molly sure seems to like you, well, Susie I mean," said Sean changing the subject momentarily. "She's been talking about you a lot. I think I'm jealous."

I laughed out loud. This had been the strangest few days of my life. Everything I had planned had gone so much better than expected but I it was the things that I hadn't planned for at all that were starting to have the biggest impact.

In truth I didn't mind the idea of turning into Susie and having sex with Sean again at all. Our pool house quickie had been kind of silly but it broke the ice. I definitely wasn't scared or nervous or freaked out about being naked around him anymore and I had enjoyed the feeling of his cock inside me. It added a marvelous new dimension to our friendship and I promised him that we would do it again sometime soon even though it probably wouldn't happen on this trip.

My only other time spent as Susie on that trip was a brief shopping excursion with Molly and two other girls. She wanted to show me a couple of cool shops she knew and I was happy to be one of the gang. Plus I picked up some adorable bracelets and this cute little handbag that was to die for.

When I got home I felt a tiny bit guilty when I saw Eddie even though I had absolutely no reason to feel that way. We were fuck buddies. Friends with benefits. Sure he was special for being my roommate and my first lover but we had never come close to making any sort of commitment to each other.

More than guilt I found that I had really kind of missed the guy even though I had only been gone for a few days. That evening after I had unpacked and we had finished dinner I put on a very flimsy little bit of see-through frills and strolled into the living room where he was watching TV.

"Now that's a nice little nothing you've got on," he joked.

I didn't say anything but just got down on my knees between his legs. I then unfastened his pants and pulled them to the floor. The shorts naturally followed and Eddie looked at me strangely but didn't object.

"I missed you baby," I said as I looked up at him.

"I missed you too sweetie," he replied.

I had never done oral sex but I figured it was about time to try. Taking his partly erect penis in my hand I began to stroke it into a fully erect state and then opened my mouth to receive him.

"If this is how you act when you come back from L.A. you definitely need to visit there more often," said Eddie as he felt my lips on his warm member for the first time.

I don't think I was blowing him out of guilt as much as out of my burgeoning desire to experience all things sexual as a woman. I did know that he would view this as a special treat and that was fine too. He had been really cool to me in so many ways. He had helped me at every turn with my scheme and opened me up to a whole new world of possibilities that I didn't know existed.

Eddie gave me some gentle pointers as I sucked his cock which I greatly appreciated. I didn't know how to do this although I had read up on the subject on the Internet and had a few tricks I wanted to try. Maybe part me of me was thinking that if I was seriously going to be a whore I'd better learn everything I could but I hoped that it wasn't the case. Besides, the men who would be paying for me would be paying for my youth not my skills. I'd probably be better taking acting classes and investing in a schoolgirl costume for that anyway.

I had no trepidation at all about having a man's cock in my mouth other than the fear that I would gag on it or do a lousy job. I wanted to explore and experiment and learn everything. I wanted to feel good and to make others feel good too. I had that power now. I just needed to know how best to apply it and when and with whom.

I didn't get to finish that blowjob as Eddie picked me up in his strong arms and carried me to his bedroom where we made love the whole night through and fell asleep in each other's arms. It was the first time we had ever slept together despite living in the same house and being frequently intimate.

Of all the wonderful memories of that evening I think I cherish the feeling of him carrying me the most. It was so effortless and spontaneous. He didn't have to ask if I wanted to go with him, he could see it in my eyes. I'm not a tiny little thing but he made me feel weightless as we glided through the house. He knew what he wanted and he took it, unlike poor Mr. Bradley who had the same urge but had to stammer and sputter and offer me money to get what he ached for. Still they both did ache for me, as Sean obviously did too, and it made me feel special like I was the most beautiful woman in the world.

I did eventually complete the blowjob that I had started in the other room swishing his semen around in my mouth before I swallowed it down. I wanted to savor the taste and texture. This was the new me. Open and eager. Not hung up about who I was or who I'd been or how I was supposed to behave. The Susie side of me was electric.

The irony of the whole thing was now that I had gotten close to Molly I really didn't know what to do next. I had ended up fucking the male half of the Bradley household instead and there was a very real possibility that I'd be fucking one or both of those men again down the line. Being around Sean after having been boned by his dad was kind of weird but I think I felt even weirder about it being around Molly for some reason. I suppose it was probably because I had professed my love for her. When you love somebody do you really fuck their father?

That was for money of course and didn't mean anything at all emotionally but what about Sean? I didn't ride his dick for money I did it for fun and I knew I'd do it again if I got the chance. God I was becoming such a slut!

If Molly ever found out what I had done with her dad that would surely be the end of it for us as friends or anything else. I'm sure she'd be outraged. She had invited me into their home and I had repaid her by bending over her father's desk and letting him pump his cum into me. When I thought of it that way I felt pretty bad.

This whole thing had probably gone too far. What was I doing in bed with a man anyway? I could still taste his cum on my tongue. I suddenly felt so naked and exposed and embarrassed. I'm a man not a woman. This body is just the product of some sort of magical mumbo jumbo. It's an optical illusion. I was really wasting a lot of time going around pretending to be female so much. It had been fun and it had accomplished its goal but somewhere along the line I need to come back to reality and get on with my life as a Charles Atwater.

Instead I kissed the naked man in bed with me on the cheek and got up to go make him breakfast.


CHAPTER 9:

A few weeks later Molly cornered me after class. She looked like she had some bad news that she was reluctant to tell me and for a moment I worried that it might have something to do with her parents getting divorced or something over Mr. Bradley's philandering with prostitutes.

"Hey, I really hate to ask you this but my dopey brother is coming down for a visit and I sort of owe him a favor, don't ask, and I kind of promised to set him up with one of my friends on Friday for sort of a date. He specifically asked about you and I hate to stick you with something like this but you're such a doll and I figured I'd owe you big time for it."

"Sure I'll do it," I replied.

"You will? Oh that's fucking awesome! You're the best!"

She threw her arms around me and gave me a big hug. How many years had I waited for this moment? Dreamed of it. Masturbated over it. It wasn't quite the way I had envisioned it going down in my mind but I was touching her for the first time in my life.

"I don't even remember introducing you to him," Molly said as she looked like she was trying hard to recall that day.

"Oh we just sort of bumped into each other," I said with a casual shrug.

"I mean it's not a problem is it? You don't have some steady boyfriend tucked away that I don't know about or anything like that?"

"No I'm free as a bird."

"Well if you keep wearing stuff like that bikini and you won't be for long I promise you. Man, I do envy you your boobs. I could never get away with wearing something like that. Don't have the rack."

As she said that she looked down at her chest and kind of gave her tits a little bounce up and down in her hands. I could feel myself getting wet.

"Yours are just so big and bouncy," she continued as she gave my jugs a little juggle. "Not stupid stripper tits but just enough to stuff a bikini perfectly. Maybe I should get a boob job."

"Don't do that," I protested a little too vehemently. "I mean, I think you're really beautiful just the way you are."

"Aren't you sweet! And you're a lifesaver for killing time with my dorky brother. Oh, he's harmless enough but kind of a drip. Hopefully he doesn't bring his friend Charlie with him. That guy's a total perv. Always staring at me like I don't notice. You know I think he might even have stolen a pair of my panties once," she said very confidentially.

"No way," I managed to reply sounding as genuinely shocked as possible.

"Yeah, he's always hanging around my brother so it's been hard to avoid him but I've made it clear enough that I have zero interest but he's kind of got that stalker mentality I think."

I managed to stumble my way to the car and just cried and cried and cried. I had the girl of my dreams in my arms at last and I had agreed to do something that would make us even tighter than ever but it had all exploded in my face.

She not only didn't share my passion she actually disliked me. She even went around telling people what a creep I was. Of course she was right in a way, I had stolen her panties and I was behaving like the ultimate stalker when you came right down to it. I had gone completely undercover to force my way into her life. I hated to think of that as a negative thing when I had so much romantic intention at heart. It wasn't like I was going to kidnap her or something. I'd give my own life to protect her from harm. I just wanted her to give me a chance to prove my devotion. I was walking around in panties and a bra, how much more devoted could you get?

Why did she like me so much better as a girl? I was basically the same person wasn't I? There had been no physical contact between us until today when she gave my boobs a little touch but that wasn't sexual at all. Girls did that sort of thing all the time and it didn't mean anything.

Was it just because she had only known me as her brother's friend? Had our semi-shared childhood left that kind of an indelible impression? I'd never been mean to her or rude. Never played childish pranks. I just adored her. As a stranger coming into her life she accepted me so quickly. There was a type of instant chemistry between us. I didn't have to use my secret information to convince her that we had things in common, it had just happened as the result of things I had only recently done and only done because I was female.

If there was a potion to turn me into a totally different looking guy would she jump into my arms and want me to make passionate love to her? She saw her brother as a dork simply because he was her brother but there was nothing dorky about Sean. He wasn't without his faults like anyone but he was a pretty damn fine guy as far as I was concerned. And sexy too now that I had been compelled to think of him as a lover and not just a friend. Molly's friends were always complaining about how crappy the men in their lives were but Molly viewed hooking someone up with a decent guy like her brother as some sort of big sacrifice. Women could be so weird.

So I was going out on a date with Sean. What the hell was that going to be like? Would he actually want to go through the motions of treating me like a woman he was interested in pursuing or would he just expect us to grab a pizza and hit the sheets? I was curious to see how he was going to play this.

I was pleasantly surprised that he actually called and apologized for putting me on the spot. He said he would understand if I didn't want to go through with it but I had no objections.

"Hey, you've been down there a while so why don't you pick the place?" he suggested. "Don't worry about the cost or anything I've got it."

Telling Eddie that I was going out on a date with another man made me a little uncomfortable. Again, not that he had any claim to me exclusively but I knew that men could get kind of jealous and possessive. Fortunately he just grinned and told me to have a good time.

"I won't wait up baby," he said.

"I don't think it's going to be anything like that," I replied.

"Oh I would be surprised if it didn't unless thus dude is totally gay. I know how much you love sex. You can talk about how crazy you are for this chick all you want but I've seen how you behave when you've got a nice thick prick inside you. You like to have a stud ride you. Hell, I think you need it at this point. The thing is you still don't know exactly how hot you are and that's because you're a not a guy...at the moment. If the male you could ever meet the female you I'm sure you'd totally understand what I'm talking about. You're just the kind of a woman that a man thinks he has to have or he'll die."

I was going to protest or say something sarcastic but I was charmed. Eddie had such surprising depth and insight for a guy who liked to pose as a regular old working stiff and body builder. He probably understood me better than I understood myself. I guess the key thing was that he could cut through the bullshit so easily. Most of us get wrapped up in bullshit all the time trying to present ourselves as we think we're supposed to or as someone else wants us to be. We rationalize things that we don't want to face squarely. We block out the things we don't want to hear.

Eddie was kind of a gem and I knew I had really lucked out when I answered his add for a roommate. Of course he had lucked out too considering the fringe benefits he was getting along with the rent check.

I decided to get dolled up a bit for my big date with Sean, which wasn't usually my style but I thought I'd pull out all the stops just for the fun of it. I had my hair and nails done and bought a new dress. It was a lot of work but I liked the results when I took a look at myself in the mirror.

Eddie whistled his approval as I headed for the door.

"Oh wow baby, you're a total knockout tonight! That's one lucky guy," he said.

"You're not jealous are you lover?" I teased him.

"Maybe just a little. This guy must be pretty special if you're pulling out all the stops like this."

"I told you, he's just Molly's brother and my old buddy. I'm doing this as a favor for his sister."

"You'll be the one thanking her I bet," he laughed. "Go have a good time baby. I'll see you when I see you."

My effort seemed to have a similar reaction on Sean but I was stunned to see how well he had cleaned up. He actually had a sport coat and a tie on! That was not a look I was accustomed to seeing from Sean but it did make him look rather handsome I thought.

Dinner was delightful and I felt so comfortable around Sean. We could chat about so many things and I didn't have to hide my secret identity from him. Technically it was a first date but it was one without all the tension and apprehension that usually went along with trying to impress someone without making a total fool of yourself.

Even so I felt nervous for some reason. Well, nervous wasn't exactly the word but I definitely felt something kind of churning in my stomach. At first I thought it was because I was really hungry but it kind of stayed with me all through dinner.

We were in the Gaslamp Quarter which was located downtown and featured all sorts of bars and restaurants and shops so we decided to just walk around a bit after dinner. As we strolled Sean took my hand and I didn't object even though there was really nothing between us except friendship and one hasty gag that had turned into a sex act.

I was still the old me in some ways but there was no doubt that the woman in the store had been right about the potion changing my interests some. Sean and Charlie might have eaten at that restaurant but we probably would have just grabbed some fish tacos somewhere and headed for a sports bar where we'd pound a few brews and watch a game. Most significantly we wouldn't be holding hands.

I was really into window shopping now and liked all sorts of little artsy/craftsy places. I really liked jewelry, not necessarily big expensive diamonds and stuff, although it might be nice to have some of those, but funky little things that were unique. I wasn't an expert on these things but I knew what I liked when I saw it.

We stopped by an upscale ice cream place and it was quite yummy. Sean just couldn't stop grinning for some reason and I guessed he thought this whole thing was pretty silly. Still he had a very nice smile so I didn't mind seeing it.

"I'm so glad you agreed to go out with me," he said as we were finishing our ice cream.

"Don't be silly. It's no big deal."

"It is to me."

"What are you talking about?" I asked.

"I was afraid my sister was going to try to pawn me off on one of her other friends. I had to make sure she knew that I wanted to go out with you."

"Shit dude her friends are all totally hot. You couldn't have lost no matter who she picked."

"But they're not you," he pointed out.

"No that's true, you've got me there. But it's just a date. A cute girl is a cute girl. Since when did you get so picky?" I joked.

"Since I started falling in love with you."


CHAPTER 10:

I had laughed for a moment until I realized he was serious. My old buddy Sean had just said he was falling in love with me. Even Eddie didn't drop that one on me and he had plenty more reason to do so I thought.

"Come on, don't be an idiot," I teased. "You know who I really am. You don't fall in love with your best friend. I'm only female tonight because of some weird liquid I drank."

"I know all that and I don't care," Sean said in a very determined voice. "I knew I was in trouble from the moment you first turned into a woman in front of me. My brain told me it was you but my heart told me you were someone else. Someone I can't stop thinking about."

It was my heart that fluttered a tiny bit now. He spoke so earnestly and with such passion. I knew that I had a body that men wanted to get their hands on but someone professing their love was a different kettle of fish.

"But you know how I feel about your sister," I pointed out. "You've seen the lengths I'm willing to go to just to be near her."

"So you're near her...now what? Has she given you any indication that she's a lesbian or bi-sexual or interested in fooling around at least?"

"No, not so far," I admitted.

"So you're comfortable just being pals?"

"I don't know, I suppose so. It's better than nothing."

"Don't you feel like maybe you're selling yourself short?" he asked.

"It's too early to know where this might lead. We haven't been friends for that long."

"When do you plan to stop being a woman?"

"I don't know I haven't really thought about it. I have to be me most of the time while I'm going to school in the fall. I'll probably audit another class with Molly and hang out with her as much as I can."

"I think you're playing a dangerous game where you could really get hurt and I'd hate to see that. As much as I want you to be Susie McNamara I worry that you're not looking far enough down the road. It's got to be hard to live two different lives simultaneously without messing at least one of them up along the line," Sean cautioned.

"You may be right. You're probably right in fact and it's not like I haven't had my doubts and second thoughts. Right now I'm just sort of riding a wave and watching to see what happens. Who knows? Maybe I can juggle two lives indefinitely."

We resumed our stroll and held hands again. Maybe I was sending the wrong message by doing so but it did feel nice. This had been a very pleasant evening until the conversation turned serious. Suddenly Sean stopped and I wondered if something was wrong. The next thing I knew I was in his arms and he was trying to kiss me. I actually resisted like something from an old movie.

"Dude, what are you doing?" I protested.

"Trying to kiss you."

"You shouldn't do that."

"Why not?"

"You've got to remember that when you look at me you see a woman who barely resembles your old friend but when I look at you I see you as I always have."

"Then look in my eyes and tell me honestly if you've ever seen that look before."

It was silly but I did it anyway. A little chill ran down my spine as I locked my gaze onto his. He was right, I had never seen that look before. My heart started beating faster and I felt like my palms were sweating though I doubt that they actually were. Sean slowly leaned towards me and I closed my eyes and received his kiss.

Why was this such a big deal? I had bounced up and down on his dick already. That seemed different. Less intimate or at least not romantic in any way. I had been horny and it was just a convenient way to get off. I never even looked at him while it was happening. I could have been humping a dildo.

Now we were on a date and he had told me that he loved me. We had been holding hands like a couple. I had sort of assumed that we would fuck again sometime but I also had assumed that it would be as meaningless a romp as you could get. Just a lark if the situation and the mood were right.

"I've got a room," he whispered. "Nothing fancy but it's got a bed. I want you to come back there with me."

"All right. But not promises," I said.

He was right that there was nothing fancy about his room. It was kind of an old motor lodge kind of place. Merely functional but at least it was clean. It was the kind of place people went to cheat on their spouses or local kids went to lose their virginity. It was definitely designed for the budget traveler at any rate.

"I've got to use the bathroom," I said.

It was true that I needed to pee...sitting down of course which was beginning to seem ordinary to me, but I also wanted to check myself out in the mirror and straighten up my makeup. Freshen up is the euphemism women used to always use in the movies and on TV. That or powdering your nose.

I took a hard look at myself in that mirror. I didn't want to hurt Sean's feelings but I also didn't want to patronize him with a pity fuck. Kissing him had been pretty nice. He looked wonderful tonight and he even smelled good. I'd never known Sean to wear cologne but of course I had never been on a date with him before.

As long as he understood that I wasn't in love with him and that I didn't plan on being in love with any man things should be all right. We had already fucked so there was no reason to make a big deal out of it. This was just going to be for fun and that's all.

I unzipped my dress and wiggled out of it. I didn't want it to get all wrinkled up so I draped it over my arm as I came out of the bathroom in my panties and bra. Sean stood up and stared at me as I placed my dress neatly on a table.

"This doesn't mean that I love you or anything like that," I announced flatly as he walked over to where I was standing.

"No of course not," he said as he put his arms around me.

"We've done it before and there's no reason we shouldn't do it again as long as we both understand that it doesn't mean anything."

"I agree completely," he nodded as his hand reached behind my back and unhooked my bra.

"As long as that's clearly understood."

"Clear as crystal," he replied before kissing my breasts.

"I don't want you to get the wrong impression," I sort of moaned as his teeth clamped down on one of my nipples.

My breathing was starting to get a little heavy and I sort of forgot the rest of what I had been planning to say. Sean led me over to a chair and sat me down as he got in front of me and pulled off my panties.

"Grab your legs," he instructed softly but firmly.

I did as I was told and pulled my legs back as far as I could get them. Sean then pushed his face into my crotch and began to lick my pussy.

"I just don't want you to get hurt because you have some big romantic idea about me or something that I can never...oh Jesus!"

He had found my clit and was working it. As I said before I had discovered that I was kind of a clit girl and he was definitely pushing the right button to get my juices flowing.

"What was I saying?" I sort of whispered.

"You don't have to say anything darling. Just sit there and enjoy yourself."


CHAPTER 11:

Sean ate pussy like a pro as far as I was concerned but I had limited experience. Of course it wasn't all cunnilingus as he worked his fingers into the mix as well and did so quite nicely. It was a little hard to keep my legs pulled back this much but I sure liked the way it felt between my legs when I was in this position. Certain poses are just more sensual I had discovered. Maybe I should read the Kama Sutra sometime I thought.

After he was sure that I had cum he stood up and stripped naked while I gave my legs a little rest and adopted a more normal seated posture.

"You have a nice chest," I suddenly commented as if I was seeing it for the first time.

"Thanks, so do you," was his response as he pulled his pants off.

"You look more toned or something. Have you been working out?"

"No more than usual."

Sean certainly wasn't as ripped as Eddie but I did notice that there was some definition there that I'd honestly never noticed before. It was a nice looking chest.

"Come over here," he said once he was fully in the nude.

I got up from the chair and walked over to him. His was very erect right now and I let my hand brush across his dick a few times very casually. Then Sean told me to turn around and I did so. He next grabbed my arms and pulled them behind my back. I had absolutely no idea what the hell he was up to but I was curious to find out.

I felt my wrists being bound together and realized that he was binding me with his necktie. This was very kinky I thought. I never pictured Sean as the adventurous type. He had me bend over then took a firm grasp of my wrists before telling me to lean forward as far as possible, even to the point where I would fall on my face if he let go of me.

"You better not let go of me you asshole," I shouted over my shoulder.

"I'm never going to let go of you," he replied as his cock slipped into my pussy.

It all seemed kind of crazy but I knew Sean and I knew I could trust him. I went ahead and leaned as far forward as I could. I felt the reassuring sensation of his grasp on my wrists but it was still hard not to be a little nervous.

As soon as I had reached what seemed like the maximum distance forward I could go I felt a tugging at my arms and I was pulled back towards him. Naturally his cock filled me up the more he tugged me back but it only lasted a moment as I was shoved forward again. This was kinky and new and I was impressed by his creativity.

There honestly wasn't much I could do except get fucked. I felt a little like a pendulum, swinging back and forth with a steady pace. Of course I could have bent upright or dropped to my knees if I was really afraid of falling but I knew that the fun of this game was to hang it all out there so I let him push and pull me to the absolute limits.

This went on for some time before I stopped rocking and I felt his dick withdraw from my slit. He straightened me upright and turned me to face him before gently pushing me to my knees, my hands still bound behind me and his cock now in my face.

I knew exactly what he wanted but it was very strange to give head without being able to use my hands. I could give a pretty good blowjob without really putting a dick in my mouth much at all by stroking a man vigorously and just kind of bobbing with my head around the tip. That wasn't going to work now.

Using my tongue to get him as wet as possible I tried to keep the friction up by rapidly moving my head back and forth on his pole. I must have looked like a woodpecker I thought but there was no time to worry about what I looked like.

It was kind of sloppy but after a while I found a way to suck him off that seemed to be working as far as I could tell. When the first hot jet of cum slammed against the back wall of my throat I knew I was right.

Sean's jizz seemed very thick to me, but I had only Eddie to compare to. Thick and definitely hot. I was too crazy with lust to even think about savoring his flavor. I just gulped it down and looked up at him as if I wanted more. Of course the poor man couldn't do anything about that but he seemed to appreciate the look.

He pulled me up and removed my bindings and I threw my arms around him. That was quite a performance and I was seriously impressed. I wanted to kiss him but I hesitated to do so. He had just shot a load into my mouth and most men would have been horrified by the thought that they might actually taste their own semen but Sean showed no reluctance and his tongue was soon probing the inside of my mouth as our lips locked.

We eventually stumbled over to the bed and Sean was about to get his head between my legs again when I pulled him up by his hair.

"Hold on there stud, let's just snuggle for a bit," I suggested.

He smiled and climbed next to me on the bed. I rested my head on his shoulder and he began to stroke my hair.

"Where did you learn how to do all that stuff?" I asked.

"Don't let anyone ever tell you that pornography isn't educational," he replied.

"You're pretty good at this sex thing you know."

"Thank you. You inspire me."

"Everything I said earlier is still true though. I'm not giving my heart to any man no matter how cute he is or how great he fucks."

"Does that mean you at least think I'm cute and a good lay?"

"Give me a break. Yes, you're kind of cute in a way and you're definitely a good lay."

"You just made my day."

I understood what he was feeling. After years of aching for the tiniest sliver of affection from Molly I had been delirious to just get a platonic hug. Obviously Sean hadn't been chasing me for years and he got a hell of a lot more than a hug but I knew that when you had a serious crush on someone you grabbed at every crumb you could get.

This had left me with a lot to think about. The summer would be ending pretty soon and it would be time to hit the books as a man. If I changed into a woman did I want to spend that time hanging out with Molly and her gang or jumping in the sack with Eddie or maybe getting it on with Sean? Could I do all three and not totally flunk out of school? And what about my male life? Did I just want to be Charles in order to work on getting a degree or did I want to actually live my old life?

Again things were a little easier for Sean in that respect. He would never look at me as a man and see the girl who had just sucked his dick but I would always see the man that had cum in my mouth. There was no way around that. I half thought I should just transform back into Charles, pour the rest of the potion down the drain and move far away and start life over again where nobody knew me. Of course if I actually did start life over again I was absolutely certain that I'd rather do it as Susie if such a thing was logistically possible.

It was hard not to have feelings for Sean. I had always loved him like a brother only now I had a very different way of expressing my fondness. If I were an ordinary full-time woman I'd probably be very thrilled by the thought of this man feeling so strongly about me. Unfortunately I wasn't that person so there was no point in even arousing emotion that could never be fulfilled. And he would always be Molly's brother and living in her shadow. That wasn't a fair position to put him in.

We made love again but it was a little more conventional this time and then we fell asleep. The next day Sean surprised me by suggesting that we go to the zoo. I wasn't really dressed for that but he ran me by my house and I quickly changed. I was kind of glad that Eddie wasn't home at the moment and I didn't linger around any longer than I had to.

The zoo was a blast. I had always enjoyed coming down here to visit it as a kid with my family but I hadn't been in years. It was just another pleasant surprise from Sean who seemed to be surprising me all the time these days.

Since he had primarily come down to visit his sister I didn't see much of him for the rest of his trip but we did make out a little bit without going too far before he returned to Los Angeles. In a way it was good that Eddie was still there because he was no less attractive to me than before and I really didn't want to spend too much time pining away for Sean or building up our relationship in my mind. He was a friend and we had enjoyed a fun time together. Eddie was a friend and we'd enjoy some fun times together too. That's probably all that anyone would mean to me when I was female. Maybe that's all Molly would ever be. Love is not for the temporary body swapper.


CHAPTER 12:

As the new semester began I found that my time in a male body was basically reversed from what it had been. School kept me busy so I tended to stay male unless I had a specific need to be female like the day's I audited Molly's class or hung out with her or joined her for a girl's night out sort of thing. Eddie was naturally disappointed but he didn't make a big fuss over it. He had met a girl named Carla and they were going out every now and then so he wasn't just sitting around waiting for me to turn into Susie to get his dick wet.

Sean was probably the most bummed by this turn of events but we didn't have that many chances to see each other anyway with him in Los Angeles and me down in San Diego.

Perhaps I should say that I was the most bummed out as I was having a hard time adjusting back to my male self. When I sat in class my clothes felt scratchy and uncomfortable and my balls seemed to be constantly getting in the way. What's worse was the fact that I was often distracted or outright disinterested in my studies and that had never been the case before.

I was also pretty horny but there didn't seem to be much remedy for that outside of masturbating. It was actually pretty frustrating to go out with Molly one night as a girl and then just sit at home the rest of the week as a guy with no real social life. I could have dated other women I suppose in the same casual way that Susie dated men while waiting for things to develop with Molly but for some reason I never felt inspired enough to go and try to meet anyone new. It was such a hassle hitting on girls. So much easier to be the one being hit on.

When Molly invited me to go home with her for the weekend and stay at her place I jumped at the opportunity this time. Apparently it was just me going on the trip and there was no big party planned. Just the two of us girls hanging out at her home for a couple of days.

We arrived on a Friday night and Mr. Bradley gallantly took my suitcase up to Molly's room for me. It was a weird feeling to say the least but he didn't show any sign of being uncomfortable about me being there.

"I hope you don't mind bunking together," said Molly as she tossed her bag in a corner of the room.

"No, not at all," I replied. "It'll be fun."

"God, whenever somebody spends the night it always reminds me of those old slumber parties we had when we were kids. We were such goofballs but it was always fun. Braiding someone's hair or listening to some new song over and over again and dancing around lip-synching to it with brushes for microphones."

"I know what you mean," I said with a nostalgic sigh having absolutely no idea what she meant.

"And always talking about boys even though we had no idea what we were talking about," Molly continued as she flopped down on the bed and I took a chair. "It was the idea of boys that we liked more than the reality. The whole idea of sex was something terrifying and mystifying. Obviously you wanted boys to like you but you didn't want them to like you so much that they wanted to actually touch you."

"Yeah," I tossed in just to sound like I was on the same page.

"So when did you first kiss a boy?" Molly asked suddenly throwing me off guard.

"Oh, a long time ago I guess."

"Come on now, every girl remembers the first who kissed her. Mine was Harley Madison in the Third Grade behind the handball wall."

Harley Madison? That cocksucker had put his lips on my woman! I was shocked and outraged. Okay, so it was back in Third Grade but that didn't make it any easier to take. No wonder I never liked that weasel.

"Your turn. Confess your sins," Molly insisted.

"Second Grade in front of the school just before we got on the bus to go home," I said honestly recounting my first kiss but omitting the gender.

"And the name?"

"Brad...Michaels."

"Was he cute?"

"I guess I must have thought so then."

"Maybe he grew up to be the CEO of some major corporation and you could have been the wealthy Mrs. Michaels living a life of ease and luxury if you'd stayed together."

"Or he's washing dishes at some crappy coffee shop on Skid Row."

We both started laughing at that and Molly threw a pillow at me.

"You're terrible. I thought I was cynical about men," she said.

"No great loves in your life?" I inquired both desperate to hear but dreading the answer as well.

"High school. Brandon Green. Hard crush for two years. We went out a few times but he just wasn't into me as much as I was into him."

"Must have been a fag."

"Damn women have you no romance in your soul?" Molly giggled.

"Well you know what they say. Men are only good for one thing and most of them aren't very good at that."

Yes I was deliberately trying to lead her into a lesbian trap. I was in her bedroom and I was even going to be crawling under the covers with her tonight. I had been so patient during this process but I wanted some action. I wanted her to say something, anything that would lead us to exploring the wonders of girl-on-girl sex. She didn't take the bait.

"So tell me about the night you went out with my brother. I've never really pressed you for the details. Was it totally horrible?"

"Not horrible at all. I had a wonderful time," I answered truthfully.

"Really? You're not just saying that to make me feel better about sticking you with him?"

"No he seemed like a pretty cool dude. We went to dinner and strolled around town and had ice cream. We even went to the zoo the next day."

"You're kind of skipping over the key part aren't you?"

"Do you really want to hear about that?" I asked.

"God no. I don't even want to think about that. But I guess I wouldn't be that surprised if something did happen. Most of my friends think he's pretty hot. I just can't think of my little brother that way."

"He's not so little now," I pointed out.

"I hope you don't mean what I think you mean."

"What a dirty mind!" I cried as I threw her pillow back at her.

"He's still my brother. I'm sure he thinks of me the same way. Probably doesn't want to picture me with boyfriends. Shit, what if he actually married one of my friends someday? That would be kind of terrifying because she would know all my secrets and kind of cool because we'd be sisters. Do you have any brothers or sisters?"

"Nope."

"Lucky you," said Molly with a grin. "Hey, I'm getting pretty sleepy. Mind if we turn in soon?"

"Not at all," I replied.

Molly pulled off her top and started fanning herself. I had never seen her adult body in just a bra before. I suddenly felt very hot too.

"I thought summer was over," Molly complained. "I think I'm just going to sleep in a tank top. Anything else would be too heavy."

With that Molly unhooked her bra and tossed it on the dresser. I stared at her breasts absolutely transfixed. She went over to the dresser and kicked off her shoes before opening a drawer and rummaging around in it. She pulled out a tank top and stuffed her bra in another drawer before she took off her pants and then her panties. For a moment she was buck naked and I was having a hard time breathing. Then the shirt went on and Molly flopped back on the bed.

I followed her lead and stripped down completely as I went to get my suitcase. I wanted her to take it all in. I pretended to have some trouble finding what I was looking for so that she could get a nice view of my ass as I bent over my luggage.

"Damn I wish I had you're body," Molly called from across the room. "It's so perfect it's almost unreal. You really ought to do some modeling or something.

I grabbed my shirt and turned around so that she'd get another glimpse of my rack before I covered myself up and went to join her on the bed. A flimsy piece of material was now all that separated me from my life long quest. I had made it to her bed. We were as close to naked as you could get without actually being there. What would she do if I touched her? Slap my face? Do girls slap other girl's faces? I didn't do anything except crawl under the covers when she did.

She flipped on the television and we watched some talk show or something and then she turned out the lights and kissed me goodnight. Kissed me right on the lips. Not sexual or lingering or passionate but friendly and warm. It was like climbing Mount Everest but not even trying to reach the top.


CHAPTER 13:

It was about 3:00 in the morning when I got up to use the bathroom. Molly appeared to be a very sound sleeper as she showed no sign of noticing my movements. While I was sitting on the toilet my mind was racing. I had finally seen Molly naked. She obviously thought I was attractive but she showed absolutely no sign of being sexually attracted to me. She was envious of me! What a weird irony I thought. She had always been my ideal image of womanhood but she actually wished she could be more like me.

Then my mind turned to the subject I had been trying to avoid for hours. I knew that Sean was asleep in the next room. I knew his room like the back of my hand. I knew he was over there just beyond the wall. He knew exactly where I was. Was it driving him crazy? Did he want to barge in and drag me off to his lair, if his bedroom could be considered a lair in this poetic context?

In some ways I had to admit to myself that I almost wished that I was spending the night in his bed more than Molly's. Yes, this was a great accomplishment and a dream come true but I wasn't going to get laid here and I probably would in the next room.

I decided to do something totally crazy. I would slip out and pop in on Sean. If someone caught me in the hall or Molly woke up and noticed I was gone I would say that I had gotten thirsty and was looking for the kitchen. That would probably work. Hopefully I wouldn't need an excuse and I could just zip in and out of there with no one the wiser.

Very quietly I opened the door and poked my head out. The coast was clear. I tiptoed along feeling my heart racing as my hand reached Sean's door and I opened it as silently as possible. I could see Sean asleep in his bed so I gently climbed next to him and planted a big kiss on his lips.

When he opened his eyes the look was priceless. I couldn't help but laugh. He was like a cartoon character with his eyes popping out of his head.

"We've got to make this fast," I whispered. "Don't want anybody to know what we're up to."

"I know people say this all the time but I must be dreaming," Sean whispered in reply.

"Probably. Might as well make it a good dream."

I slipped my shirt off and got under the covers with him. He was just wearing boxer shorts and no shirt so getting him naked was a breeze. Once we were both nude he turned me over on my back and climbed between my legs.

I don't know what was harder, his cock or my attempt to keep quiet as he put it inside me and began to thrust. I grabbed his neck and pulled him down for a kiss. I couldn't make too much noise if we were kissing. At one point he started pumping pretty hard and the back of his bed nearly bumped the wall. We both froze and waited for some sign of discovery but none came. That was too risky so we traded places and I straddled his dick and rode him to completion.

Then I grabbed my shirt and put it back on before he astutely noticed that I had it inside out. I corrected my mistake and left as quickly and quietly as I had arrived. Molly seemed to be none the wiser as I slid in beside her, my heart still racing and my hard nipples really standing out through my tank top. That was absolutely insane but I was so glad that I had done it. There was a lot of pent up sexual frustration in me and a lot of longing to be with Sean again.

Did I really want him more than her or was I just settling for the sure thing? I didn't have to play any games with horny Sean I knew that he would be delighted by whatever I gave him. Yet it was all very confusing too. If someone said that I could spend the rest of my life with either Molly or Sean at this exact moment I wasn't sure of the answer. Sean had the advantage from having just made me cum but Molly was my dream girl. Fortunately I fell asleep soon enough and didn't have to wrestle with weighty questions like that for the moment.


CHAPTER 14:

I had generally assumed that Mr. Bradley had put our little encounter behind him and moved on so I was completely shocked the next day when he seized an opportunity to have a word alone with me.

"I just wanted to say that I ah...well that is...I know a number of men who would be very anxious to...work with you if you were still interested in that sort of a thing."

It was kind of cute how shy this middle-aged man was when it came to talking to me about sex. He had fucked me on his desk for God's sake and now he was inviting me to do the same with his friends, it wasn't like he was a teenager asking me to the prom.

He probably caught me at the absolute perfect time. I was on the verge of becoming an emotional wreck and I desperately wanted Susie to get back to an emotional detachment where men were concerned. Sean was proving to be far more dangerous than I would ever have imagined possible. I risked ruining everything I had going with Molly last night just to get another quickie. Plus I really needed to get some money to keep stocked up on the potion so a little whoring sounded like it would just about the hit the spot on a number of levels.

It wasn't going to happen this weekend because my time was fully booked with the plans Molly and I had made but Mr. Bradley made up an excuse to have one of my potential clients drop by the house to pick something up. Naturally being polite he would introduce us and I'd at least get a chance to see who was going to be banging me and he'd get to check out the merchandise.

Fred Morton was a little younger than I expected and not half bad looking. His glasses and slightly receding hair line gave him kind of a college professor vibe. Apparently he was an architect and a pretty successful one. The way he held my hand a little too long when we were introduced and the look in his eyes told me that he was more than satisfied with the bargain.

I saw Sean very little for the next two days but the whole Bradley family took me out to dinner on Sunday night so there was no avoiding it. We were both very uncomfortable but I don't think anyone noticed anything out of the ordinary. Mr. Bradley was the only one who seemed like he might be having a little trouble keeping his cool and that didn't totally surprise me.

It was a fun weekend and I had ample opportunity to see Molly in various stages of undress. If she liked girls I must not be her cup of tea because I flaunted my body in her face every chance I got but she never once made a move or a suggestion.

It was about a week later that I drove up to Los Angeles on my own and arrived at the address I had been given. It was the architect's house and it looked pretty nice from the outside at any rate. The inside was no less impressive. It was very modern in some ways but also kind of warm and homey at the same time. I had no idea whether he lived here alone and didn't really want to think about that too much.

I had been instructed to come wearing a bathing suit so I had opted for the patriotic bikini that had caused such a sensation on the 4th of July. Over it I had on a trench coat with a belt that tied around the waist. I had other clothes in the car too in case they were required but I was following my instructions as closely as possible.

Fred greeted me with a warm kiss on the cheek and we sat in the den next to each other sipping wine for a time while I listened to his life story. Mr. Bradley had a very clear plan in mind and was in a bit of a hurry to get it done before someone found us but Fred seemed to be taking his time.

"I hope you brought a bathing suit," Fred finally mentioned.

"Indeed. I hope you like it," I said as I stood up and let my coat fall to the floor.

"I love it," he said hoarsely. "Why don't we adjourn to the hot tub?"

I followed him to a very cool little room that indeed had an indoor hot tub. It was already bubbling away. We had brought our wine along and I slipped into the tub with my glass while Fred stripped down to his swimming trunks. Then he joined me in the water and placed a hand behind my head as he kissed me.

This was very different than I had anticipated. There would obviously be sex somewhere along the line but it was hard for me to tell when that was supposed to happen. Fred seemed to want companionship more than anything else so I did my best to be a good listener.

"You can take your top off if you like," Frank suggested at one point.

"It's what you like that I'm interested in," I replied.

"Then yes, please do."

I got my bikini top off and the result was what I had sort of come to expect. There was a look of wonder and admiration followed by some sort of mumbled praise leading up to the inevitable fondling and kissing of the tits.

"Do you like to put it in your mouth?" he asked eventually.

"Of course."

"Good. I was hoping you did."

He then sat on the edge of the tub so that his feet were still in the water. He had already removed his trunks, which I honestly hadn't noticed him doing, and now he sat before me with an only partially erect penis. This was something else I hadn't anticipated. I don't think I'm being immodest when I say that I usually didn't have any trouble getting a man hard without any effort. Hopefully he was just a slow starter.

I waded across the tub and took his penis in my hand. As I stroked it I could feel it coming to life. It was actually kind of a cool feeling because I could see it growing right before my eyes.

Dick sucking is one of those things that I think is mostly a matter of perception. As a man I knew I wanted it more than anything but in all honesty it didn't necessarily feel better than regular sex. I've never had a really great blowjob so I have no idea what it might be like but the idea of it is always appealing. I had certainly learned that from the female perspective you had to just go for it or it wasn't fun for anyone. Yes it was kind of weird putting someone's penis in your mouth but it was a challenge and it could be a pleasure too.

I gave him what I thought was a very nice blowjob and he got back in the tub for a little while afterwards before suggesting that I must be anxious to get going. We both got out of the water and I toweled off but didn't bother putting my wet bikini back on. Instead I retrieved my trench coat from the floor of the den and stuffed my bathing suit in the pockets of my coat. Fred gave me $600 and $50 extra for gas money since I had to drive up and back. He thanked me for a lovely evening and I went out to the car.

I found something to change into very quickly and headed for home. Being back in Los Angeles there was a temptation to go and look up Sean but the whole idea of this evening had been to get Sean out of my mind. It hadn't totally worked but I didn't really feel like making up some excuse for why I was here and I certainly didn't want him to know about my whoring.

The first time I thought of myself as a whore it turned me on. It was forbidden and kinky and dangerous. Susie was just a rent-a-body so I felt free to do with her as I pleased. Now I felt slightly seedy. At least Fred Morton wasn't the father of anyone I knew he was just a horny guy with money who wanted to nail a young, hot piece of ass.

I was a piece of ass. That was what I really needed to remind myself. A girl like me wasn't even worthy of being in a serious relationship with a cool guy like Sean. On some level I knew that was bullshit but I tried to convince myself anyway.

As I drove along I started crying. I have no idea why but I tend to get sort of emotional sometimes. I was so confused and unhappy at the moment. I didn't want to go home and become Charlie and sit in some boring class for hours. I was happy to have made the money I needed but I wasn't especially proud of how I had earned it. I wasn't a bad girl at heart I was still just trying to figure out how to be a girl at all.

When I started taking the potion I sort of thought the hardest thing about being female would be learning to walk in heels. I had no interest in being female I just wanted to be convincing enough to fool people. I assumed that being a man underneath it all I would hate a lot of things that I had to do to keep my charade going but to my surprise I found that I actually enjoyed being a woman on so many levels. That's kind of a disturbing thing to discover about yourself when you've always been a man.

Obviously discovering that I liked sex with men was a shock to the system but far worse was coming to grips with the fact that I could actually fall in love with a man. Sex is fun and experiencing it from the other person's point of view is novel and sexy and even the most ardent heterosexual male might get a kick out of swapping bodies sometime just for the thrill of it but actually feeling your heart melt as you gaze into a man's eyes is a pretty hard reality to take.

I couldn't be in love with Sean for a whole list of reasons yet I feared that I was slipping in that direction if I hadn't fallen there already. Molly Bradley was the catalyst that had made me willing to start becoming female on occasion but it looked like Sean Bradley was the one who might make me wish I could stay female forever.


CHAPTER 15:

One day I came home from school as Charles and found Eddie banging his new girlfriend Carla on the couch. They didn't notice me and I knew I shouldn't spy on them but it was hard to look away.

Carla was very attractive and at the moment she was sitting on Eddie's lap bouncing up and down with her tits in his face. I felt myself getting totally aroused but not the way I would have expected. Seeing a cute chick getting drilled right in front of me on my own couch was naturally a turn on and it was also natural to feel a little jealous but what frightened me was the fact that I was jealous of Carla not Eddie. I had been in that exact position on that same couch riding Eddie's cock before and I was envious of the fact that it was her snatch getting filled instead of mine, even though I was sporting a cock and balls between my legs at the moment.

A year ago that thought couldn't have possibly entered my brain. Carla was curvy and sexy and hot. Her tits were firm and she had a great ass. I would have considered myself a very lucky man to fuck a girl like that but now I didn't want to be in her I wanted to be in her place.

I slipped off quietly to my room and just lay down with the lights turned off. I was getting little bouts of depression more and more these days. I was struggling with so many weighty concepts that I sometimes felt crushed under the burden of it all.

School had become a total burn and a big part of that was because I resented school for forcing me to be male so often. It was such a drag. The interests I had developed as Susie were more appealing to me now but they were hardly the sort of things that I could do as a man without drawing a lot of unwanted attention. My wardrobe seemed so bland and dreary and it felt like my whole life was going nowhere fast.

I still clung to the idea that Molly was the only love in the world for me largely because I hated to admit that I might be wrong. If I met some girl in my chemistry class and fell head over heels in love with her it would disprove my lifelong belief that Molly was the only one capable of bringing me to that point of emotional bliss. Giving up on Molly after so much of my soul had been invested in her seemed like a train wreck of an idea. My love for Molly had been the one absolute constant thing in my life from childhood on. How do you give up your childhood dream?

In a lot of ways I was starting to hate being Charles. I hated his pigheaded devotion to a romantic ideal that was obviously doomed. I hated his inability to adapt and grow and try new things. Most of all I hated the fact that he was keeping me from being Susie and that he was the real me and not her. I wanted to be Susie all the time. It wasn't a piece of cake being female but I'd gladly take that option in a heartbeat if it were available.

That's when I started to wonder whether there was any possible way that I could actually become Susie forever and not have to deal with potions and transformations again. Could Charlie go away and Susie take his place for good?

I knew that people had sex changes or sexual reassignment or whatever it was called. There were medical procedures involved that could transform a male body into a female one but it was painful and expensive and I probably wouldn't look anything like Susie when it was done. That was not too appealing when all I had to do now was swallow a little bit of liquid. Yet it occurred to me that because people did change their gender legally I might be able to use that same process even if my sex change had come from a bottle and not from the surgeon's knife. Presumably if I just took the potion and turned into Susie all I'd have to do was never take it again and I would be her forever.

There was one gigantic hurdle in the way of that plan and that was telling my parents. How does one go about something like that? I had never shown any inclination towards this before so it would be a total shock. Plus I wanted to keep the name of Susie McNamara so I would not only no longer be their son I wouldn't even share their name.

I started to make a list of all the documents and records that would have to be changed and it was quite a list indeed. Everything you do from birth to death has a paper trail and some sort of official document associated with it. School transcripts, medical records, taxpayer identification...there seemed to be no end to it all. Still I can be pretty stubborn sometimes and I had always been good at working out details and logistics. If there actually was a way to do this I was determined to find it.

And if I did then what? Hopefully school would be more in focus for me again if I were attending it fulltime as Susie. I'd save a hell of a lot of money since I wouldn't need to buy the potion anymore. I wouldn't have to worry about finding a place to change or carry around both men's and women's clothing in my car all the time. Those were some of the practical benefits of making the transformation permanent but I knew that those weren't the real motivation behind my desire.

Sean was dominating more and more of my thoughts these days. Even when I was male I would find myself daydreaming about his naked body and the things we had done together and the things I would like to do with him in the future. We had always been such close friends it only made sense that we'd potentially make a great couple. Me being female gave us the freedom to really express our fondness for each other in a way that would have been unthinkable before. I worried a little that I was just transferring my desire for his sister onto him but I knew that if I could I would give a relationship with Sean every chance and try to keep an open mind.

"How would you feel if I decided to be a female fulltime for the rest of my life?" I asked Sean one day when I had gone home as Charles for a family visit.

"Are you serious? Is such a thing even possible?" he replied hopefully.

"Well from the physical side it's just a question of not drinking the potion again after I've become Susie but from the logistical side it's kind of a nightmare," I explained.

"If there's anything I can do to help just ask."

"So you'd want to date me I take it?"

"That's putting it mildly. I'd want to sweep you off your feet and make you mine forever."

"Let's not get too far ahead of ourselves," I cautioned. "We've had one date and a few sexual encounters, two of which were total quickies. There's obviously sexual chemistry between us and a shared history of friendship but I'm a very different person when I'm Susie. My mind is different. My tastes are different, and not just in sex partners. In some ways you know all about me but in others you would really have to get to know me all over again, and I'd need to see you through different eyes for a while."

"But you'd want to try to do that?"

"Absolutely," I replied.

"You've made me the happiest man in the world," Sean gushed.

"Be careful what you wish for dude. I don't want you to put me on some kind of a pedestal and set expectations that I can never live up to. Life is never all peaches and cream you know."

"God I'd sure like to split your little peach right now and make you cream," he said hungrily.

"Hey, you're talking to a man remember?

"Hopefully for not much longer," he grinned.

"There's still the little problem of my parents to deal with too," I informed him. "They may freak out and cut me off."

"I'll support you if they do," Sean volunteered.

"That's nice of you to say but I think I'd probably have to come up with some kind of an income at least. I do have a way but I'm not sure it's something I'd really want to do on a regular basis."

"What's that?" he asked.

"It doesn't matter. It's just a shitty job like any other shitty job."

"Not that I want to throw any cold water on this plan but if you go through with it how are you going to explain your family to other people? I mean, everybody who knows your folks knows that they don't have a daughter named Susie."

"I figured I'd tell people my parents died in a car crash or something. I could always say that the Atwaters were distant relatives or something if I had to explain my visits there. It's not ideal but I think it might work. People tend to just believe what they see."

"Well keep me in the loop and let me know if you actually go through with this thing."

"Believe me, after my parents you'll be the first to know. I might have to take you up on that offer to support me if I'm kicked to the curb."


CHAPTER 16:

When the big day came to spring my surprise on my mom and dad I strolled into the living room where they were seated with a bottle of the potion in my hand and told them what I had told Eddie and Sean. I knew that they wouldn't believe me without a demonstration so before there was a chance to respond I downed the juice and became Susie. I knew to expect astonished reactions from anyone who witnessed the transformative act but I had no guess how the news that I was planning to stay this way forever would play in my home.

I tried to explain things the best I could and reminded them that it wasn't like having surgery or something. I could always change back if it turned out to be a horrible mistake. My mother was a very cheerful person who hated fights and conflicts and always tried to put a happy spin on things. This was no different as it turned out.

"Well if a former Olympic athlete can change I guess it's not that uncommon these days," she said. "And you're certainly much prettier than he...she is."

I was her only child and if this is what I thought I needed to be happy she was willing to give it a shot. She was all in favor of happiness. My father leaned forward in his chair and offered his opinion.

"You know if I had strolled in and told my father that I was planning to wear a dress from now on I don't want to think of what kind of reaction I would have gotten. Thank God he's not alive to see this because it probably would kill him. On the other hand I'm not him and I know that times have changed. If you think this is going to make you happy you probably have to try it because nobody wants to live a life full of regrets. I can't live your life for you or make you live the life I think you should live. I realized that a long time ago. I don't understand this at all but you're an adult and I guess you've got a right to do with your own body whatever the hell you please."

I hugged them both with tears streaming from my eyes. I was so happy and relieved I could barely speak. It was as close to a ringing endorsement as I could have hoped for. I wasn't disowned or cut off from the family. I wouldn't have to go turn tricks to survive. Once the paperwork was done I could officially be a woman for the rest of my life.

I was nearing the end of the fall semester so I'd finish up the term as Charles but all of my records and credits were being transferred to my new name so when school started again I would be attending class as Susie. There was no reason for most people to know anything about the change. Presumably Charles Atwater had dropped out or transferred to another school if anybody even noticed he was gone. Susie had been around the campus quite a bit anyway tagging along with Molly so she wouldn't be a totally unfamiliar face, she'd just be taking more classes.

Eddie and Carla were getting pretty close these days so whether I was male or female was far less important to him than it would have been before. He also knew that I was planning to date Sean and that made it easier for Carla to accept the idea that Eddie had a hot female roommate. If I had a boyfriend then hopefully I wouldn't be trying to steal her man.

Of course if things kept going the way they were going Carla might want to move in with Eddie and I'd need to find another residence but I could always get on campus housing in a female dorm if I wanted to. Hell, I might even be able to room with Molly.

Ironically now that I had come out of the closet I was getting laid less than before. Eddie had a girlfriend, Sean lived and worked in Los Angeles and since I didn't need to buy the expensive potion anymore I wasn't really anxious to prostitute myself again. Of course I could have kept my dance card full if I wanted to jump into the local dating scene but Sean was really the only man on my mind these days.

Sean and I did try to get together whenever we could and things were going really well. Sometimes I went up there and sometimes he came down here but we always had a blast wherever we were as long as we were doing something together.

I wasn't sure how Molly was going to react to the idea of me dating her brother but she seemed to take it pretty much in stride.

"You little minx. You've been holding out on me," she joked.

"You made it sound like you might  not be too comfortable with the idea of one of your friends dating your brother," I reminded her.

"Oh that's just sibling bullshit. You probably don't know what I'm talking about since you don't have any brothers or sisters but you never quite think of your own family as just normal people. I guess if a girl like you sees something in my brother maybe he's not quite as big of a dork as I thought he was."

"Honestly Molly he's a pretty cool guy. I'm glad you got us together."

"God I don't know if I want to take responsibility for that but I'm glad it's working out so far. He just better not break your heart or I'll burn his ass."

Molly was still so beautiful I thought. If she had suddenly suggested that we lick each other's pussies I probably would have scampered right between her legs and gone down on her out of curiosity if nothing else. I was falling pretty hard for Sean but old ideas are kind of hard to surrender completely. That little touch of lust for Molly might always be there I suppose but it didn't seem likely that I would ever act upon it.

We were becoming extremely close friends, ironically much as Sean and I had always been. If the potion had turned me into a completely different looking man instead of a woman she might have fallen for me without the baggage of our childhood experiences in the way. Well, as it turned out being friends with her was pretty cool too even without any sex or romance. I kind of favored cock these days anyway so it was hard to imagine sex with a woman being able to top the sensation of being filled by an erect penis.

I went home for Christmas and my folks seemed pleased to see how happy I appeared to be. We even took out usual annual family Christmas picture together and my dad was able to force a smile as he put his arm around me.

Since I was both Molly's school chum and Sean's new girlfriend I was expected to put in an appearance at the Bradley house every now and then. Mr. Bradley kind of looked at me strangely and I had the feeling that he wasn't very happy with the idea of his son hooking up with me. Perhaps he objected to Sean dating a whore or perhaps he was mad because I had abandoned that practice or maybe he was just jealous that his son was getting for free what he had to pay for. Since he couldn't very well bring up the whole subject he more or less had to act politely to me on the surface but I felt the ice there none the less.

I had bought a ridiculously sexy holiday lingerie thing that was red and lacey and topped off with a little Santa hat and I couldn't wait to show it off to Sean. When he saw me in it he just patted the bed and told me to get my ass over there as quickly as possible. I didn't need to be told twice.

"I hope you like what I got you for Christmas," I said as I felt his hand slipping between my legs.

"Baby if this isn't my gift I don't know how you could top it," he said as his fingers took advantage of my crotchless panties to get right to work in my pussy.

"Back when we were kids I would have never imagined that we'd be spending Christmas like this someday."

"You can say that again. Charlie would have looked pretty dumb in that outfit," Sean joked.

"Do you ever miss...the old me?" I asked as he began to gently flick my clit with the tip of his finger.

"Sometimes. I guess I need to find a new male best buddy. I mean what's the point of having such a hot girlfriend if you don't have someone to brag to about it?"

"I like being your girlfriend honey," I said as I looked into his eyes deeply. "I guess you were right. We don't look at each other the same even if you haven't changed. I hope you see in my eyes the same thing I see in yours."

"Oh I do darling, I absolutely do and it thrills me to no end," he said as my bra fell on the bed.

"I love you baby. I love you so much I was willing to give up my cock for you."

"Well we only need one cock in this family anyway," he said as he began to suck on my hard nipples.

"Does it bother you that I spent so much time chasing after your sister?"

"Not really," he replied without bothering to remove the nipple from his mouth. "You had no way of knowing that the real pick of the litter was right in front of you all the time."

And then his cock was inside me and I felt lightheaded with glee and contentment. There was no way to know if this was the right decision for me that I would never look back and regret but how do you ever know a thing like that? Where could I be right now that would make me happier? My best friend was now my lover. That's a winning combination in my book.


CHAPTER 17:

Later in the new year Sean gave me the delightful news that his company had an office in San Diego and his request for a transfer there had been accepted. I could keep going to school but I would be able to see Sean far more often, which was something I now wanted desperately.

The weather was always pretty mild in San Diego but as the spring rolled around there was a particularly nice Saturday afternoon where we decided to go for a stroll on the beach. There was a crisp breeze in the air and the sunlight was shimmering on the water. It was a beautifully romantic setting.

"I've been thinking," Sean began. "I'm not sure about your name."

"Yeah, you don't like Susie?" I asked feeling a bit offended.

"Oh the Susie part is fine it's the last name I'm not sure about."

"I told you I wanted to keep it McNamara since that's what I told everyone my name was as a woman. Besides, what's wrong with it?"

"Doesn't really suit you."

"No? What did you have in mind?" I said getting a little annoyed with him.

"I was thinking Bradley might be a better fit," he said with a smile.

We suddenly stopped walking and he dropped to one knee in the sand. My heart almost stopped as he reached into his pocket and produced a little box that had obviously come from a jewelry store. In fact it was from the same jewelry store that we had window shopped way back on our first date. He popped the box open and I couldn't breathe for some reason.

"I told you once that I'd never let go of you and I meant it. Will you marry me?"

I cried and cried and cried. I never had the slightest idea why women cried at proposals and I still didn't really understand it but I cried anyway. I hadn't grown up a girl with dreams of this moment. I hadn't even considered it a possibility a short time ago but now I was a blubbering idiot as I tried to stammer my positive reply.

Presumably it was just a female thing. I knew that marriage was a challenge and that it wasn't always going to be romantic walks on the beach like this but I felt really good about the idea with a man like Sean. I was proud to be his woman. Delighted to be his wife. I would try to work hard to make him happy because I knew he would do the same for me.

There was a side of me that wanted a big formal wedding. Wearing a stunning gown with my father walking me down the aisle. Molly and her friends as my bridesmaids. It just wasn't a practical idea under the circumstances. No one except Sean knew that my parents were my parents since I was supposedly an orphan and I really didn't want to stick my family with the expense of a big wedding. They had been so cool with me that it seemed like kind of an ungrateful way to pay them back.

Small and simple was fine with Sean, as I knew it would be. Big weddings are kind of a girly thing. That had never been one of my dreams so I could live without it pretty easily.

Eddie just grinned when I showed him the ring. He had always suspected that things would turn out like this but I never believed him. It was sad to be moving out of my cozy little home, the only home I had known as a woman, but there was no reason that Sean and I couldn't double date with Eddie and Carla. When you're a couple you kind of like having other couples as friends.

"Just don't show Carla that rock," Eddie joked as he examined my ring. "If she sees that she'll want one too."

"Maybe you should put a ring on her finger Eddie," I suggested. "She seems like a keeper to me."

"Yeah I might just do that," he sighed. "But I kind of like leaving my options open. You never know what kind of opportunities might come your way."

He was right about that but I felt pretty comfortable about limiting my options where men were concerned. I knew I hadn't been with very many guys and that I was getting married pretty young and pretty quickly but with Sean it was different. He knew it before I did but once I got my head on straight I saw that we were meant for each other.

Our marriage was very quick and quiet. Just a civil formality really. The Bradley's might want to throw a party or something later but we were just going to break the news to everyone and get on with our lives at the moment.

We didn't have a lot of money at this point and it was a little crowded with the two of us living in Sean's rather small apartment but that would change hopefully in time. I was working on my degree and Sean was working his way up the ladder at his company and the transfer had cleared the way for future promotion.

We did take some time off for a quick honeymoon in Mexico. I may not have had the bridal gown but I did at least have the bridal lingerie and it was pretty stunning. I didn't usually wear white but it looked pretty good on me, even if I didn't technically deserve to be wearing it.

When we got to our room I immediately put my outfit on and then took a position on the bed where I was on all fours with my ass facing Sean. I didn't say anything and just waited patiently for him to undress and climb up in bed with me.

"I want to present myself to you," I said softly once he was naked and sitting on the bed next to me. "We're friends and partners and have been for many years but I want you to know how proud I am to be your woman and you'll always be the master in the bedroom as far as I'm concerned."

I did feel like that. Our male friendship was impossible to erase from our minds completely but I thought it was important for him to know that things were different now. Like he said, we only needed one cock in the family and I was glad that it belonged to him. I also knew that he was romantic and kind and always made sure that my needs were taken care of but on our wedding night I just wanted him to fuck me with primal intensity.

I got my wish. Even without my little speech he was feeling pretty manly right about now. He had bagged his conquest. He was more than ready to fuck the last tiny trace of manhood out of my body and he wasted no time in doing so.

Strong hands gripped me tightly from behind and his cock began to poke in and out of my box a few times before he let it slide in as deep as it would go and commenced humping me. I wanted to be humped. I wanted to be the most womanly woman who ever lived right now. Sean could be the master in the bedroom, I wasn't kidding about that. It was probably best if he was. Not that I wouldn't spring a few surprised on him every now and then but I needed to feel like a woman so desperately to convince myself that I actually was and I could think of no better way. We would make love many times over the next few days no doubt and in the years ahead but I wanted him to know that he had won me and possessed me completely and that I didn't want any other man inside me but him.

It was such an exquisite feeling. How ironic that I had actually married into the Bradley family at last, just with a different Bradley. Molly was now my sister-in-law. That wasn't a bad result considering everything. Not the one I was hoping for when I started my female adventure but probably the best outcome all things considered. Of course Mr. Bradley was now my father-in-law and that was a little less of a pleasant thought but it was all water under the bridge now as far as I was concerned. If he couldn't handle it that was his problem.

Of course I wished now that the whole prostitution experience had never happened but it's a weird thing to live a double life jumping back and forth between genders. There's not really a handbook for that and my head went to some strange places. Susie used to seem sort of unreal to me, just a puppet on my strings, but she had actually been the one pulling the strings all along.

In the end I realized that I had actually wound up with the girl of my dreams, it just wasn't Molly as I had always assumed. The girl of my dreams was me!


AUTHOR'S NOTES:

I don't do first person stuff very often and I don't think I've ever done it before with TG fiction but I was in the mood for something different so I decided to give it a shot. It's interesting trying to put yourself into a character and to find the words to express things from the ground up instead of standing back and just telling a story from a distance. I think I'll probably try it again because it was a lot of fun.

I do seem to set a lot of my stories in Los Angeles or San Diego or California in general but I'm a California girl and that's the world I know best. I've done my time as a beach bunny so the ocean holds a special place in my heart and I have a lot of memories of the beach which are both romantic and erotic.

Charlie's plan does seem pretty dumb and ill-conceived but unrequited love, especially at a young age, does tend to make people come up with some pretty dumb ideas. I think his continual failure to land the woman of his desire probably caused a low sense of self-esteem and by becoming a woman himself he was sort of psychologically "punishing" himself for what he saw as his failure as a man. Or it was just a dumb plan that worked out for the best in the end.
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