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CHAPTER 1:

My name is Dave Franklin and I grew up in a small Midwestern rural community where I would say I lived kind of a sheltered life. Now this wasn’t really like some old 1960’s hayseed sitcom place but let us just say that a certain propriety was expected to exist, at least on the surface. Of course people drank too much and did drugs and watched pornography and cheated on their spouses and engaged in gay sexual relations as much as anywhere else, if not more. It’s just that you weren’t supposed to talk about those things or admit that anyone in town would actually be doing them. It was a small town, everybody knew what everybody else was doing, but as long as everyone agreed to pretend like it wasn’t happening all would be well,

There was the gym teacher who sexually abused students on a regular basis, and the pastor at my church who had a thing for “ministering” to very young girls, and the deputy sheriff who had been fired from three different law enforcement agencies for abusive and excessive force and racial discrimination. It was a town like any other town I suppose, just the kind of town where the dirty laundry stayed hidden.

I bring this up mainly to have it serve as a counterpoint to my life when I went away to college. I was a bright student and got a scholarship to a rather distinguished university that was far from my hometown and saying that it was an eye-opening experience is a bit of an understatement. Lots of kids, let off the leash for the first time, often experiment and explore and try out their newly minted adulthood but the openness with which it happened on that campus, and particularly in my circle of friends there, was kind of mind boggling to me.

My roommate was a guy named Lyle Austin and we hit it off right away for no apparent reason that I could see. I was a dedicated student and he was more of a casual jock and full-time partyer. I came from a small town and he came from a big city. Yet fate had thrown us together to share a room and consequently to share a lot of adventures as well.

The third member of this little association was Ashley Brooks, Lyle’s sort of girlfriend but really more of a fuck buddy who pretty much called the shots and served as our social director whenever the three of us got together. Sometimes the gang would be expanded but the basic core of the group was the three of us and I learned more about partying and having a good time I my first few weeks at that school than I had done in my entire life before that.

Ashley was one of those people who was just connected. She seemed to belong to an endless list of clubs or groups and knew everyone at least on some level. I have no idea how she had time for all her extracurricular activities, schoolwork, and partying but she seemed to have limitless energy and boundless enthusiasm that just swept everyone up around her like a social tornado.

I knew that Lyle had sex with her but I knew that he also had sex with other girls and I knew that Ashley knew about the other girls and that she had sex with other guys as well. It was all so out in the open and above board that I could hardly believe that people actually lived that honestly after growing up in a town of secrets and convenient lies. Frankly it was quite refreshing because these were just young people having a good time consensually, unlike my home where actual criminality and abuse was covered up as smoothly as the gay lover that was always referred to as a “special” friend with a wink and nod.

I could have easily gone off the deep end and maybe even messed up my life badly with addiction or something but I tended to think of myself as more of an observer than a participant. Writing was somewhat of a passion with me and I felt like I was compiling a lot of great research like a modern day F. Scott Fitzgerald commenting on the social mores of the times. That’s not to say that I didn’t indulge or partake in any way but I did tend to kind of hang to the back. Simply being in that company was generally enough of a thrill for me, at least up to a point.

That point was sexuality, which I was very anxious to explore yet extremely reticent to do anything about. Lyle had the looks and the build and the confidence that went with it to just attract women wherever he went and Ashley was hot, I can’t think of a better word to describe her. Not the most classically beautiful girl on campus but one of those women with the “it” factor like Clara Bow back in the 1920’s. (And yes, as you might have guessed from my references, I’m kind of a student of that era.)

It wasn’t like I was a virgin, there had been a steady girlfriend back home for about a year but she moved away and we never really managed to stay in touch. And I definitely did some flirting and even a little light fooling around at some of the events I attended with Ashley and Lyle but so far nothing had really gone too far.

And then one day, totally out of the blue, Lyle informed me that Ashley had something she wanted to talk about with me in private. My head was racing because I couldn’t imagine what she might possibly have in mind but Lyle floored me the next moment with a casual explanation.

“I think she thinks you’d look cute as a girl,” said Lyle as if he had just told me she wanted to borrow one of my textbooks or something?

“What do you mean?” I asked incredulously.

“I don’t know. She’s got a hold of these gender changing pills or something and I think she wants to try them out on you,” he replied.

“Why me?”

“I guess because she thinks you’d look cute as a girl. You probably would you know.”

It probably should have been more disturbing to hear that my two best friends thought I would make a cute girl but I had been hearing the word “cute” applied to my looks for as long as I could remember. It was like the early days of the the Beatles where they were all given one word labels where Paul McCartney was reduced to being the cute one. Now that worked out jut fine for McCartney who was also a great musician in the most popular band in the world and adored by millions of female fans but for me it always felt like kind of a put down of my masculinity. Lyle was called “jacked,” “a stud,” “ripped,” and “a hunk.” These were traits that seemed to pull women to him like a magnet whereas girls were always telling me what pretty eyes I had. It was nice to be complimented but having pretty eyes didn’t seem to make women want to fuck me.

That Ashley would have some kind of crazy gender changing pill in her possession didn’t surprise me at all. Of course she would. It was wild and fun and different. An experience to try. A mad lark. The fact that it sounded like she wanted me to try it didn’t surprise me that much either. If you had to choose between me or Lyle to turn into a girl the shy, cute, introspective one was probably the safer choice. So I went to see Ashley, not exactly with an open mind, but with a determination not to be too offended. I liked to see things from other people’s perspectives and give them the benefit of the doubt whenever possible. Just because she had some crazy scheme to see me dressed up like a coed didn’t mean that she was implying anything about my manhood.


CHAPTER 2:

“Oh, come on darling, you must admit you have some feminine tendencies,” said Ashley, making it all the harder to stick to my original view.

“What are you talking about?” I stammered.

“You know what I mean. You’re sensitive, you have a great eye for fashion and you’re always immaculately groomed, you’re not ashamed of your intellectualism and you’re terribly eager to please other people, just to name a few,” she explained.

“That seems like you’re kind of trying to stereotype women,” I pointed out.

“Of course I am, because everyone does, and sometimes it’s for a good reason. Just because a girl seems a bit butch and is good at sports and acts like a Tom Boy doesn’t mean she has to be a lesbian but you know as well as I do that it often turns out to be the case.”

“Well yes, I agree that gender roles are so hard-baked into the fabric of society that sometimes a person’s non conformity can be a sign of a rejection of the assigned identity but…”

“But it’s no big deal, right?” Ashley interjected.

“No, it’s no big deal to me,” I said. “I may have grown up in a pretty conservative environment but I knew plenty of men who liked to wear dresses in secret. It wasn’t the cross-dressing that bothered me it was the hypocrisy and the fear of being shamed that I couldn’t stand.”

“Exactly why you are the perfect candidate to give these pills a try. You’re not judgmental. You don’t have a lot of uptight feelings of guilt. You’re the guy who likes to observe people and tries to figure out what makes them tick, right? Imagine how fascinating it would be to do that as a totally different person yourself,” Ashley suggested.

She did have a point there. My intellectual curiosity was certainly aroused by the idea of actually becoming someone totally different than myself. A chance to wander into strange territory. A glimpse at how the other half lives, so to speak. But that would mean totally emasculating myself in a way that I wasn’t sure I was comfortable with. It wasn’t like I had never had any questions about my gender identity. I knew that I related well to girls and never felt at home in the “locker room” world of men and their crude jokes and crass comments but that hardly made me a woman. I was just a more mature and less vulgar man...right?

“So what do you get out of this?” I asked suspiciously. “I mean why do you want me to be a girl in the first place?”

“For fun! For excitement! For the experience!” she replied. “I’ll bet you’ll be adorable. We can create this whole secret identity for you. And you’ll instantly be more popular, I promise you.”

“Yeah, but probably not in a way that I would be comfortable with,” I noted.

“Hey, don’t knock it ‘till you’ve tried it baby,” said Ashley with a laugh. “You might just come out of your shell and have some fun and I know that scares you.”

“I doesn’t scare me,” I protested.

“Of course it does,” Ashley insisted. “You’re afraid of everybody seeing you having a really good time. But this way they won’t see you, they’ll see this girl instead who can be whoever you want her to be. You can do whatever you want, say whatever you want, act as crazy as you feel like and no one will ever blame you for it. Don’t tell me that doesn’t sound at least a little appealing.”

It did sound a little appealing. Maybe more than a little really. Ashley always seemed to have pretty good insight into people’s character and I was no exception. I didn’t shame anyone for their behavior or lifestyle choices but I had been raised to keep those things a closely guarded secret and it was still hard for me to accept the idea that it was okay to let it all hang out.

I demanded more specific information like where she got the pill and what it was exactly so that I could do some research on it for myself. I had been to plenty of parties where people were trying to slip something on your tongue or in your drink and never really bothering to explain what it was, which always seemed like a really bad idea. If I was going to ingest some suspicious chemical into my body I wanted to know damn well what the risks were and what to expect.

Of course something as weird as a gender changing pill wasn’t widely known or written about so there wasn’t much for me to go on but I gathered that it was an experimental drug being developed for potential use in cases where people had gender identity issues. Unlike surgery or other long term treatments like HRT this was temporary and easily reversible, which was a miraculous breakthrough if the thing actually worked as advertised.

Having not ever had many close friends before I met Lyle and Ashley the peer pressure was pretty immense. I knew that Ashley really wanted me to try the damn thing at least once, probably because she was just curious to see what would happen, and I didn’t want to disappoint her or seem like I wasn’t a “team player” in our little crew. Finally I agreed to attend a party under the influence of this drug and Ashley seemed totally delighted.

“We have so much work to do,” she gushed enthusiastically.

“It doesn’t sound all that complicated to me. I swallow the pill, wait a few minutes, and then I turn female,” I said.

“Exactly, which means that everything in your life will be new and different. We have to see what kind of a female you are. We have to see what your body type is and get you the right clothes and figure out the right look for you cosmetically. And you’ll need a name at least and probably some kind of a story if anyone asks about you,” said Ashley.

“You know the more complicated you make this the less enthusiastic I become.”

“Don’t be ridiculous. You knew all of this had to happen. You want to be successful as a girl don’t you?”

“I don’t know for sure that I want to be a girl at all,” I replied.

“Of course you do or you wouldn’t have agreed so go in that bathroom, take off all your clothes, swallow this pill and come out as soon as you’ve transformed,” said Ashley.

“But the party is not until Friday,” I pointed out.

“Right but we have a lot to do before then so let’s see what we have to work with.”

In truth I was curious to see what would happen and what I would look like it and probably was better to do it now in case it was a total disaster. Better to be off the hook than to get everybody’s expectations up for a party I would never attend.

I went into the bathroom and stripped naked and then I took a hard long look at myself in the mirror before popping the pill in my mouth and washing it down with some water. The transition began almost immediately, which caught me a little off guard, and I grabbed the sink counter to steady myself as I watched the whole Jekyll and Hyde business happen before my eyes. Suddenly I was looking at a very different reflection in the mirror, one that I couldn’t quite recognize and yet completely acknowledged as my own. Ashley and Lyle had been correct...I was a very cute girl. It was still kind of me, with my very pretty eyes, but me with some really nice curves that looked so much better on my slender frame. I wasn’t drop dead gorgeous but like Ashley I seemed to have something kind of appealing about the overall package and it was weird to be that impressed by my own appearance.

Ashley seemed to be growing impatient and knocked on the door to see if I was okay. I quickly grabbed a towel and wrapped it around my body and came out of the bathroom.

“Well, what do you think?” I asked, speaking in my new female voice for the first time.

“Baby you are delicious!” Ashley replied. “We are going to have so much fun.”

And for some reason in that moment I totally believed her.


CHAPTER 3:

As Ashley had pointed out I did have an eye for fashion and I was always impeccably groomed so the whole idea of “dressing to impress” and spending more time in trying to make myself look nice was not horrifying to me at all. I just wasn’t one of those guys who looked great throwing on an old pair of jeans and a T-shirt and going around without shaving for a couple of days. A pair of gym shorts and a tank top suited Lyle. He had the body for it. He had that unmistakable bulge in his pants and you could see the muscles clearly defined in his arms and chest. I had known lots of guys like that who made jeans and a T-shirt or a tank top practically a uniform, although where I came from they sometimes topped it off with a cowboy hat and here one was more likely to see a backwards baseball cap or no hat at all.

And yes, I know I’m talking about noticing the bulge in men’s pants or the muscular development of their bodies and it probably sounds kind of gay, especially since I’ve just admitted to having transformed myself into a woman chemically, but it’s just routine observation. If a guy has a big erection making a tent pole in his pants it would be ridiculous to pretend like you didn’t notice it. Saying that you didn’t notice if a man was well-built was like saying you didn’t notice his whole face was covered with tattoos. It’s what the police would call “distinguishing features” and it’s an important way of describing a suspect.

My point was simply that some men had the looks that seemed to work best with an “I don’t care what I look like attitude” even if they actually cared deeply about it. I wasn’t one of them so I didn’t mind getting dragged around to a bunch of female clothing stores and trying on a bunch of stuff for Ashley’s approval.

I don’t know why I bought more things than I needed for the party but I just did. I guess I got a little carried away with the fun of it. It was just so different to go clothing shopping with someone else. That had always been a rather solitary experience and not especially exciting but with Ashley it was an event and we made a whole day of it. Ashley was certainly my friend before I took that pill but now we seemed positively bonded like the best of longtime buddies. Did the fact that I had a vagina make that much of a difference or did all girls just tend to respond differently in the company of other females?

Whatever the case I was actually looking forward to Friday night and the chance to put on my new outfit for the party. I was also a little anxious to see what Lyle thought of me in my female form. I know, I know, it probably sounds worse than it is but I was genuinely curious. I was Ashley’s creation so naturally she was going to be enthusiastic but I wondered what the opinion of a more neutral party might be.

My outfit for the party was a miniskirt, crop top, boots, and some really pretty jewelery that Ashley loaned me and since my hair wasn’t terribly long we did it in sort of a bob that I adored because of my fondness for 1920’s fashion and styles. I think I would have made a pretty darn good flapper if I had been back in those days.

I took the name Daisy, from Fitzgerald’s The Great Gatsby, although I think I identified more with the character of Jordan but under the circumstances preferred a more overtly feminine name. My “biography” was that I was a very distant cousin of Ashley who attended a private all girls’ religious college so I enjoyed getting out and partying whenever I could. It wasn’t the greatest work of fiction but I figured it would do for my one and only appearance as a woman, if anyone bothered to even ask me for the much detail about my life.

When the big night arrived I got my appraisal from Lyle, the neutral party.

“Damn girl, you’re smoking!” he gushed.

“You’re just trying to boost my confidence,” I said with a laugh.

“No I’m just trying to figure out how I can keep you on those pills all the time,” he joked back in reply...although he honestly didn’t sound like he was joking at all.

I felt nervous, excited, scared, and maybe even a little horny as we arrived at the party. With so much bare skin on display I felt like I was presenting myself in such a sexual way, although I realized that there was nothing odd or unusual about the way I was dressed in this crowd. It was just new to me to be walking around with tits sticking out in front of me and it made me feel very sexy indeed.

I’m not going to say that I was the life of the party or anything like that but I was definitely more of a participant than an observer for a change. Lots of guys seemed very interested in me and wanted to bring me drinks or dance with me...or go make out somewhere. Naturally I politely declined those offers but I probably did drink a little too much and I certainly danced up a storm and chatted and flirted and had a marvelous time.

It may have been the first party I had ever been to where I was actually kind of sorry to leave at the end of the evening but Lyle and Ashley seemed pretty anxious to be alone and I knew why. We went back to Ashley’s place, which was a very nice private apartment off campus that her parents paid for, and I prepared to go in the bathroom and take the pill that would turn me back into a man.

Ashley and Lyle were already starting to fool around and I felt a little disappointed because I was kind of hoping for some kind of conversation about y experiences or some kind of compliment for actually going through with the crazy plan but they were obviously really wanting to fuck so I didn’t want to be in the way.

“Hey, I guess I better get changed and get out of your hair,” I said.

“Don;t be silly, there’s no reason you should leave,: said Ashley.

“Well I kind of got the impression that you guys were…”

“Going to fuck? Oh we most definitely are,” said Ashley as she pulled off her top and revealed her perfectly perky breasts. “Why don’t you join us?”


CHAPTER 4:

As I stood in shock for a moment and watched both Ashley and Lyle stripped out of their clothes. I had never seen Ashley naked but I had certainly fantasized about it and the reality was even better than my imagination. I had seen Lyle naked many times before but never through female eyes and I certainly liked what I saw there too.

“Come on, don’t be shy now,” said Ashley as she came over and started to help me undress. “Surely this is the part you were most curious about.”

Of course she was right as usual. From that first day where I took the pill I had been wondering about my female body. I didn’t have a chance to do much more than run a rand between my legs in the bathroom for a moment, and certainly no opportunity to masturbate or anything like that, so I was damn curious about what sex might be like. Now here I was with my two favorite people, who I also happened to find very attractive, and it was an opportunity I just couldn’t pass up.

“Look, I don’t know anything about having sex as a girl,” I said as I finished stripping, “let alone doing some group sex thing.”

“Don’t worry about it, you’ll learn a lot tonight I promise you,” said Ashley before she planted a big kiss on my lips.

Then Lyle kissed me and then the three of us were just standing very close together kissing and touching each other all over. At first I concentrated on Ashley, sucking on her nipples, which was something I had always dreamed about doing, but then Lyle suddenly seemed very interesting to me as well and I turned my attention to him.

“Come on, let’s show him some love,” said Ashley as she gently pushed me down on my knees and then joined me there.

Ashley reached out and grabbed Lyle’s very large and very hard cock and began to stroke it and then it was my turn to do so, much as we had taken turns kissing each other. I just tried to do whatever Ashley did and definitely didn’t try to think about the implications of what I was doing at all. I was horny and a little buzzed and alone with two hot naked people I adored. The fact that I was currently a girl just meant that I was going to do whatever any other girl might do in a similar situation so when Ashley started sucking Lyle\s prick I just watched and waited for my chance to do likewise.

When it was my turn I didn’t hesitate. It looked quite luscious to me, even though it was so big. It was a little slippery from Ashley’s prior attention which made it a bit easier to handle, and also made it even hotter to think about. Pretty soon I was giving head like I had been doing it for years. It was just the dirtiest thing I had ever done and I felt  my pussing literally starting to drip with excitement.

“Yeah, girl, you go for it,” said Ashley enthusiastically as she watched me trying to devour my roommate’s prick. “She’s going to be a great little cocksucker isn’t she?”

“Fuck yeah,” said Lyle contentedly as he rested a hand on my head.

Should I have been horrified, offended, or shocked by this conversation? I don’t know, maybe. Maybe if we were just sitting around with our clothes on having a casual chat but we were all buck naked and getting totally intimate with each other so it sounded like a compliment to me.

I passed the baton back to Ashley but Lyle suggested we retire to the bed so the three of us climbed onboard and the kissing and touching began all over again, only this time fingers were going into pussies and hands were stroking cock.

“Are you ready to lose your virginity sweetie?” asked Ashley.

“Okay,” I replied without really thinking about it too much.

I got on my back and spread my legs but it was Ashley who got down between them first as she started to rub my snatch.

“You have a really pretty pussy,” she commented. “But we’re going to have to do something about that bush. You don’t want to hide such a lovely slower.”

“Okay,” I said again.

Then Ashley started to poke her fingers inside me and then licked me in alternating turns. I felt like I was in heaven or stoned or something amazing. I knew I had never felt so good before in my life, whatever I was feeling.

I think I may have had my first orgasm then, although I wasn’t sure how I would know or what it would feel like. I was definitely wet as hell and my head was spinning.

“Okay I think she’s nice and ready for you baby,” Ashley announced as Lyle replaced her between my legs and re-positioned me a little to get himself lined up with my hole.

“Just relax sweetie and let it happen,” Ashley whispered to me before she gave me a big kiss.

While my tongue was in her mouth Lyle pushed his cock into my pussy and thank goodness I didn’t bite Ashley or something because I almost felt like I was going to scream. That thing was big and my snatch was tight but fortunately it was well lubricated and I found that I could take Lyle’s manhood with relative ease.

“Oh my God...oh my God...this is...this is…AMAZING!” I practically shouted.

“Of course it is darling girl,” said Ashley. “The most amazing thing in the world actually and now you get to know what it’s like.”

“Fuck...fuck I feel so good.” I moaned.

“And you’re going to feel that way a lot from now I I suspect,” said Ashley as she casually fondled my tits.

“Okay,” I said once more.

Then suddenly my body began to shake and my legs turned to mush and I think my brain did too and I realized that I was definitely having an orgasm this time. I don’t know if it was just a bigger one or actually my first one but I knew I would never forget the sensation. Lyle’s cock was providing the action but Ashley was closer so I clutched at her and kissed her frantically. In any case she had made this all possible and I wanted to thank her.

“Can I lick your pussy?” I asked.

“Of course you can honey, if you can breath. I don’t want to suffocate you,” said Ashley with a laugh as she straddled my face and lowered herself down to where I could get my mouth on her juicy cunt.

Lyle kept thrusting and I hungrily lapped at Ashley’s pussy and three close friends got even closer than I thought was possible. I could have ended up rooming with a Mormon or some damn thing but I had stumbled into this world, into this circle of pals, and I was so grateful it piratically made me burst.

And speaking of bursting Lyle eventually couldn’t hold back any longer and I felt an explosion inside me as he drained his balls deep into my gash. Then we all just kind of snuggled up, with Lyle in the middle, and I could have gone to sleep quite happily in that embrace but apparently that had only been the first round as we would be at it again once Lyle had recovered his stamina.


CHAPTER 5:

The second time around was a little more organized. Ashley was bent over on her knees with Lyle behind her and I was lying in front of Ashley with my pussy in her mouth. It was just so good, so all around fun and so incredibly sexy. I felt beautiful and loved and desired and I was with such beautiful people that I was crazy about. Somehow it felt like the most natural thing in the world for us to be doing, when of course there was nothing really natural about it all, except maybe the natural impulse all people have to have sex.

Lyle was obviously very good at the whole sex thing, his body wasn’t just for show, and I was seeing a side of Ashley that I never suspected existed. I figured she’s know all about sex and be good at it too but I had no clue that she would be into being with another woman. It didn’t shock me or anything but I thought I knew her pretty well. I guess there are some thing you just have to discover for yourself, even with very open and open-minded people.

After Lyle’s second orgasm it was quite late so we called it a night and just crashed where we were. I’d never spent the night in bed with anyone else and now here I was doing it with both a man and a woman I had just fucked. Call it a rite of passage or a coming of age experience or whatever you want to call it but it felt pretty significant to me. I guess I felt like an adult, able to make adult choices about my body, even if it wasn’t my usual body.

When I woke up the next morning I found I was alone in bed with Ashley who was lying there looking at me with a bog grin on her face.

“Good morning, sweetie, how do you feel?” she asked.

“I don’t think I can adequately describe it,” I replied.

“I guess we can call that a pretty successful test flight.”

“Oh, yeah, way more successful than I could ever have imagined.”

“So now to plan the next Daisy experience,” said Ashley.

“Is there going to be a next one?” I asked.

“Are you kissing? There are going to be tons of them,” she said enthusiastically.

“But why? I mean it was crazy fun, but we both know I’m not really a girl so in the long run what’s the point of it?”

“Well first off, like you said, it’s crazy fun so that’s a pretty good reason to keep doing something in my book. Secondly maybe I’ll want to lick your pussy again and thirdly do we honestly know that you’re not really a woman?” said Ashley.

“Of course we know that,” I said with a laugh. “I’ll prove it to you as soon as I take another pill.”

“You’ll prove that you were born with a penis but don’t you think that might have been a mistake?” Ashley suggested.

The question kind of hit me like a ton of bricks. If you would have asked me if I supported LGBTQ+ rights I would have said that I did without hesitation. If you had specifically asked me whether I thought a person could be born in the “wrong” body that didn’t conform to their true gender identity I would have said yes I believe that absolutely, but my “liberal” viewpoints were usually kind of abstract. I didn’t think people should be discriminated against, even though I had never really been the object of discrimination. So suddenly turning the spotlight on myself and pondering whether my penis might have been a “mistake” I didn’t know how to respond.

“Well yes, I believe that some people are not correctly aligned with their birth bodies,” I replied diplomatically.

“But what about you honey? Are you anxious to get your dick back or were you lying here hoping that Lyle would come back and stick his dick in your pussy?”

“Speaking of which, where is the studly one?” I joked.

“Jogging,” said Ashley.

“Duh! I’m his roommate. I know that he jogs every morning rain or shine. I guess I just wasn’t sure if he did it after…”

“Fucking the hell out of two hot babes? Oh, yeah, he still jogs,” Ashley said with a laugh. “I’m not going to complain. Anything that keeps that body of his in shape is okay by me.”

Almost on cue Lyle came through the door wearing nothing but gym shorts and running shoes. His muscular upper body was glinting with sweat and I was totally turned on.

“Ah, my sleeping beauties are finally awake,” said Lyle.

“Awake and horny I believe,” said Ashley.

“Just the way I like it,” said Lyle. “Just let me pop in the shower and I’ll see what I can do about that whole horniness thing.”

Lyle quickly pulled off his shorts and headed into the bathroom. Even just the quick glimpse I caught of his cock made my heart beat faster. Maybe there was something to what Ashley had suggested. I had always been attracted to Ashley, and was even more so now that we have fucked, but I was strongly drawn towards Lyle and his powerful masculinity in a way that seemed like a little more than intellectual curiosity. I had satisfied that curiosity and knew what it was like to have a man fuck me as a woman but I was in no hurry to check that off my list of things to experience.

“Come on, let’s go join him,” Ashley suggested once we heard the sound of the water turning on in the shower.

We both got out of bed and slipped over to the door which Ashley opened very quietly. The room was already filling up with steam so we snuck up behind Lyle and I think genuinely caught him by surprise. From his reaction it was obviously a pleasant surprise.

“You little bitches just couldn’t wait huh?” said Lyle with a laugh. “Well okay then, make yourselves useful.”

Ashley took a large sponge and a bottle of body wash and began to soap up Lyle’s already sort of soapy body. She gave a nod of her head to me and then to his dick and I got the message. As she scrubbed his back I sucked his cock and definitely felt like I was getting the better end of the deal. I kept expecting Ashley to jump in and take a turn but she seemed content to let me go at it and I wasn’t about to complain.

Lyle, on the other hand, had his own agenda and suddenly I was on my feet facing the wall while he lined up his big pecker with my slit and then pressed it inside me. I gasped with both joy and relief because I realized how much I had actually been longing for this. There was just something about having a cock inside me that made me feel totally alive and totally complete.

“Oh my God I love your cock,” I gushed.

“Many girls do sweetie, that’s why our Lyle is such a popular fellow,” said Ashley with a chuckle before she came over and started to play with the hood of my clit.

“Not fair,” I joked. “You’re ganging up on me.”

“Not exactly a gang bang but don’t be surprised if you end up sometime with a bunch of frat boys pulling a train on your cute little butt,” said Ashley.

That actually sounded kind of appealing, in a scary sort of way, but I was learning to put aside my fears and reservations and just live in the moment and at that moment I was really enjoying being in the shower with a guy and a girl who were both giving me all of their attention.

I guess it was my special treat because we stayed that way until Lyle had deposited a thick load of his hot creamy cum into my box and then there was the round robin kissing that I had come to enjoy so much.

“The gentlemen can leave the premises, we’ve got women’s work to do here,” Ashley announced.

“Yes ma’am, just don’t take too long I’m damn hungry,” Lyle replied as he got out of the shower and grabbed a towel before leaving the bathroom.

“Now...what shall we do with your pubic hair?” asked Ashley.


CHAPTER 6:

“Is that really necessary?” I asked. “I mean I’m all in favor of it the next time I change but I’ve got to be getting back to normal.”

“Why? It’s just Saturday morning. Why not be Daisy for the whole weekend?” Ashley replied.

“Well because...because…”

“Because you can’t wait to get out of this tight little bod and feel that dick hanging between your legs again?” she almost taunted.

“Well I...I just hadn’t planned on doing this for more than one night,” I said.

“So what? Did you plan on any of this shit happening the way it did?”

“No, but…”

“Exactly. You got any place to be that requires you to be a man before your first class on Monday?”

“No,” I admitted.

“And do you have any reason why you would rather spend that time as Dave instead of Daisy?”

“No,” I repeated.

“Then let’s get rid of that bush and show off that pretty pink pussy baby. Now how do you want to trim this?”

Ultimately I had no idea so I said we should just take all the hair off for now. I did like the way a clean muff looked and I was happy to be getting some expert guidance. The thought of having a razor down there was a bit scary but Ashley was a good teacher and soon I was gardening the foliage like an experienced pro.

“That looks nice,” said Ashley as she gently ran her fingers over my freshly shaved mound. “Here, let me show you.”

Ashley grabbed a small hand mirror and positioned it so that I could get a good view of my snatch from all angles.

“It really is kind of pretty, isn’t it?” I said.

“Yes it is, just like the rest of you sweetie. I know being pretty probably seems kind of dumb to a big tough man like you but we girls tend to actually enjoy it,” said Ashley with a laugh.

“Well which am I, a big tough man or one of the girls?” I joked.

“I don’t know, you tell me.”

“Well right now I definitely feel more like one of the girls,” I said with a laugh.

“And that feels pretty damn good, doesn’t it?”

“Yes it does.”

When we got into the kitchen we found Lyle already devouring some cereal so Ashley and I set about making a light breakfast for the three of us. It was kind of fun to be preparing a meal for her while our man sat at the table drinking coffee and checking his phone and this simple act of domesticity made me feel even more feminine, despite the rather obvious cliché of it.

As I mentioned earlier I had purchased more female clothing than I had been expecting to ever need so at least I had some things to change into once breakfast done. I had just left all my girl stuff at Ashley’s place because she had plenty of room and that was where I made my transformations. Then the three of us just kind of bipped around town running some general errands. It was something we might have done on any casual Saturday afternoon except that I wouldn’t normally being wearing a bra and panties while doing it.

One thing about college towns that’s very cool is that they tend to have a lot of activities off campus for young people. Lots of clubs and hangouts and cool little shops with unique items as well as a number of recreational facilities of various types. It was a very different environment than I had grown up in and I truly enjoyed it. There were plenty of the same chain shops and fast food places but there were also art galleries and boutiques and a general “vibe” of youthful energy.

Ashley sure did know a lot of people, whether they were working in a shop or just strolling down the street, and I noticed that she went out of her way to introduce her “cousin” Daisy to all of them. I think it did really help to enforce my female identity because I felt like I was an actual person and not just a man sneaking around in a woman’s body.

I was actually kind of surprised at how “natural” it felt to be out in public as Daisy. Wearing a bra was certainly a different feeling than I was used to and even the way my hips moved when I walked was different but those were kind of technical things that I’d get used to in time. It was more the idea that I was presenting myself to the world as a young woman that was surprisingly comfortable. I guess because intrinsically I still felt like myself. Maybe I processed information a little differently, and I certainly openly lusted after cock, but again that felt really organic. I was a girl, why shouldn’t I lust after cock? Why shouldn’t I see things with a slightly different perspective?

As I said before our close friendship seemed to have become even closer and sometimes we walked down the street arm-in-arm with Lyle in the middle. I’m sure that didn’t do anything to hurt his ego I thought. What guy wouldn’t like to be seen with a cute babe on each arm?

We ate lunch and then went to a movie, where things got a little raunchy. Ashley and I both worked on giving Lyle a hand job through his pants and he had his fingers up inside both of us at various points. We didn’t want to make a total scene so we just backed off if things started to get too steamy. It made it harder to concentrate on the movie but it was one of the most enjoyable times I had ever spent at the cinema none-the-less.

When we got back to Ashley’s we fucked again, not surprisingly. Then there was another party to attend that Ashley had gotten us invited to somewhere along the way so off we went to that a little later in the evening. As it happened I bumped into one of my classmates Eric Danvers, someone I knew pretty well from that environment because it was a literature class and we both seemed to have similar tastes in the area of classic fiction. He was bright and articulate and one of those students, like myself, who frequently spoke up in class and engaged in conversation about whatever book or author we were discussing at the moment.

It was a little weird because I knew and liked the guy when I was Dave only he didn’t know that and was hitting on me as Daisy. Somehow literature came up in the conversation and we went outside to find a more quiet place to talk away from the music and the crowd.

The party was being thrown at somebody’s house, or more likely somebody’s parent’s house because it was a pretty nice place and had a pool area out back where Eric and I found some lounge furniture to sit on while we sipped our booze and talked about Gertrude Stein. Now maybe that doesn’t sound too hot to you but for someone who liked having their brain stimulated as well as their body it was getting me in the mood.

“God, it’s weird, I feel like I know you,” Eric commented. “Not just because we’re interested in the same things but because I feel like we must have met before.”

“Not too likely,” I replied quickly. “I’m just here visiting my cousin.”

“No, I know it doesn’t really make any sense but I can’t quite shake the feeling,” Eric insisted.

“Sometimes people just make an instant connection I guess,” I volunteered, trying to steer him away from the rather obvious fact that I looked just like a female version of his classmate Dave Franklin.

“I agree,” said Eric just before he kissed me. “And I think you’re feeling that connection too.”


CHAPTER 7:

What can I say? I liked the guy. We had stuff in common. It was fun interacting with him on the same intellectual level I always had but now with the addition of sex appeal thrown into the mix. He honestly hadn’t treated me any differently than he would have treated Dave, well aside from the kissing part, and there was certainly no talking down to me because I was just some silly girl dressed like a slut at a college party.

And speaking of the way I was dressed I was in my same party outfit as the night before, although I knew I would need some new threads for future partying, which meant that I was in a rather tiny crop top with no bra, a fact that Eric took full advantage of rather quickly as he got his hand under my shirt and began playing with my boobs.

“You’re a fast worker,” I joked.

“Tell me when I should slow down,” he replied.

“Oh, you’re doing just fine as far as I can tell.”

Was I cheating on Lyle? Was I cheating on Ashley? My God what was I doing? I was putting my hand down one of my classmate’s pants while he groped my tits, that’s what I was doing. Oh, yeah, and a lot of kissing as well. Eric was a really good kisser.

“So should we be daring and do it right here or would you rather go someplace more private?” asked Eric.

“Let’s be daring,” I said.

We had been sitting together on the side of a sturdy recliner but now Eric pulled his pants down and stretched out on his back. I quickly pulled my panties off over my boots and stuffed them in my purse before getting myself in position to mount him from above.

He had a nice cock. Maybe not quite as big as Lyle’s but it was firm and manly and felt wonderful as I lowered myself onto it. Eric reached up and simply pulled the bottom of my shirt up so that it was resting on top of my breasts exposing them completely before he took one in each hand and began to squeeze as I started to slowly ride him.

“I love your tits by the way,” Eric commented as he continued to fondle me.

“Really? I was kind of hoping they’d be larger,” I replied without thinking about how that might be interpreted.

“No I think they’re perfect. The suit you,” Eric assured me.

I suppose he thought I meant that I had always just hoped to be gifted with a larger bosom and not that I was disappointed that the pills didn’t make me totally stacked. Whatever the case I was happy to hear the positive reinforcement. I liked my tits just fine but I knew that a lot of men really, really, liked huge breasts and I felt a little self-conscious about not having them.

Of course I had other assets working in my favor. I was taller than a lot of girls which gave me very long legs that looked fantastic in the boots and miniskirt I was wearing at the moment, and my ass we pretty sweet too I thought, although my hips weren’t terribly wide and I was still definitely on the slender side overall.

While we were going at it out by the pool someone came out the back door to have a smoke. The pool area was not fully illuminated as I’m sure it would have been had this been a pool party so it took the smoker a little while to realize that he was not alone on the patio. Then he just kind of stepped into the shadows and observed us from a distance, which made me even more turned on than I already was.

“I think we have an audience,” I whispered to Eric.

“Hope he enjoys the show, I know I am,” he replied.

I was enjoying myself very much and started to pick up the pace a little. Being on top was kind of fun I thought. I could just push myself up and down like a lunatic as fast as possible or take my time. I could let his cock sink all the way into me and then grind my pelvis on his or just keep myself suspended over him and let him do the thrusting. It was one basic position but it seemed to offer a lot of interesting variations.

We must have been going at it for some time because I noticed the smoker lighting up again at least once or twice but eventually Eric started to tense up and then I felt his dick beginning to spasm and unload inside me. It’s an amazing feeling really that’s hard to put into words but so far I had loved it very much each time I felt it. I guess it kind of felt like a gift, or a reward, or at least a symbol or something. Now if I was worried about gettig knocked up I’m sure I’d have an entirely different reaction to getting a load of semen injected into me but in my carefree state it just made me feel good and very feminine.

I thought he would be in a hurry to get his pants back up and rejoin the party but we lay on the recliner and made out for quite some time after he had finished ejaculating and then we both kind of reluctantly got ourselves dressed again, although I didn’t bother to put my panties back on. I knew I’d probably be flashing my beaver quite a bit in that little skirt but I couldn’t care less. I had a nice-looking pussy that was neatly shaved and if someone caught a glimpse of it so be it.

“Hey I had a really good time with you,” said Eric.

“I had a good time with you too,” I replied.

“No, I mean like the whole conversation before we had sex. I’d love to hang out again if you want to exchange info or something,” Eric suggested.

That put me in kind of a bind. I didn’t have any contact info that was specifically related to Daisy and I wasn’t thrilled about giving my phone number out to some dude who had just busted a nut in my cunt. On the other hand I had really enjoyed my time with Eric and wouldn’t have minded seeing him again for conversation or fucking or both or whatever.

“Tell you what, my situation is complicated. Give me your number and if I can contact you I will try to do so,” I said.

“Fair enough,” said Eric as he told me his number and I added it to my phone.

“You’re not like married or anything are you?” asked Eric.

“No, I’m not married. It’s complicated but probably not in any way that you might be thinking of,” I said with a laugh.

I kissed him goodbye and went looking for Ashley and Lyle. I found Ashley first and it didn’t take long for her to figure out what I had been doing.

“So you branched out on your own I guess,” Ashley commented.

“Was I wrong to do so?” I asked.

“Of course not sweetie. I’m proud of you actually. Did you have a good time?”

“I had a very good time. He’s actually someone I take a class with,” I said.

“Oh man you do like to live dangerously don’t you?” Ashley chuckled.

I wasn’t sure exactly what she meant by that but we caught up with Lyle and the three of us headed back to Ashley’s place so there was no more talk on that particular subject.

Once again the three of us fucked like bunnies until we were all too tired to continue and then fell asleep in a warm pile of naked flesh. I had only been a girl now for two days in a row now but I felt like I had done more living in those two days then in the rest of my days combined, which was certainly true at least when it came to sex.

I had a really weird thought just as I was drifting off to sleep and that was the fact that if somehow I was miraculously able to bear children and found myself pregnant I wouldn’t know who the father of my child was without a test because I had the sperm of two different men swimming around in me. That led to an even weirder thought where I tried to decide which of the two men I would prefer to be the daddy of my baby. I don’t think I eer resolved that debate but perhaps the weirdest part of it all was the fact that I kind of liked thinking about it.

Maybe it was all just part of the hormonal difference in my female body from my male one or maybe some instinctive maternal drive that every woman felt from time-to-time. Whatever the case it didn’t upset me or displease me or scare me away from remaining female for as long as I could so I ended up sleeping very soundly despite the cum cocktail I had mixed up that evening.


CHAPTER 8:

Sunday turned out to be kind of sleepy and lazy. That’s not to say that the day was devoid of sex entirely but even that took on more of a leisurely tone. It was a wonderful day in its own right and I was very sad to finally change back into my old self and return to my dorm room with Lyle. To his credit he did not make any jokes or comments and in fact acted like absolutely nothing had happened, which was cool but kind of frustrating at the same time. Part of me was delighted to just seamlessly transition back into being Dave but part of me wanted to talk about the things we had done and the experiences we had shared. I mean I’d swallowed the man’s cum. It was hard to look at him without recalling that rather vividly.

To make matters worse my second class of the day was the one I had with Eric and it was hard to look at him without thinking about the view I had of him as I was riding his cock out by the pool. I actually kind of avoided him because I was afraid that if he saw me so soon after fucking Daisy he might see the unmistakable resemblance and begin to get suspicious. Eric was no dummy and he might well have heard about these gender changing pills or something similar.

It was also kind of a dirty thought in a sneaky good way for me. I knew what his hard cock looked like and how it felt inside me and I had even debated with myself as to whether I would prefer him to be the father of my hypothetical child. I knew all of that as I looked at him but he had no idea that his party lay Daisy was sitting right there in the same room with him.

Later that day I decided that it might be kind of fun to give Daisy a little more of an identity so I created an email address for her and that led to me actually getting her her own phone so now I could text Eric if I wanted, or give out my number to anyone else I felt like for that matter. I knew I couldn’t do much with social media because I didn’t have that many pictures of myself as a girl yet and I didn’t actually go to the school I claimed to go to but I started kicking around some ideas for at least a basic online presence of some kind.

I suppose it should have seemed obvious to me at the time that I was demonstrating a pretty clear intention to continue becoming female a fair amount for the conceivable future but I wasn’t really concerned about that. It was like discovering a new hobby or finding some show you didn’t know about but couldn’t stop binge watching. Having a secret identity, especially one that was so fun and sexy, was pretty irresistible.

The next time I hooked up with Ashley I was going to ask her for a few pills I could use to maybe take some pictures or do some more shopping as Daisy but she read my mind and handed me a big ass bottle of the stuff.

“Isn’t this expensive?” I asked/

“Oh, I get a pretty deep discount if you know what I mean,” she replied with a wink. “But if you totally become a girly junkie I may just have to let you get in on the discount program.”

“I don’t think that would be a problem,” I replied with a laugh.

Later I decided to surprise Lyle with an unexpected transformation. I had purchased some very sexy lingerie and wanted to show it off so I went into the bathroom as Dave but came out as Daisy in my new attire. The surprise definitely worked.

“Holy shit! You look amazing,” said Lyle.

“You really think so?” I asked innocently. “I wanted something kind of frilly and pretty and feminine.”

“Well you nailed it babe,” Lyle affirmed. “Why don’t you come over here honey so that I can get a closer look at it.”

It was funny how easily he snapped into accepting me as Daisy. We had just been two dudes chilling in our room a few minutes ago but now that I was a girl again I was “babe” and “honey” and he couldn’t wait to get his hands on me.

I joined him on his bed and we started making out. I don’t think he really wanted a closer look at my lingerie because almost as soon as I hit the bed he was working at getting me out of it, which was fine with me. It had done its job. Now it was time for me to do mine.

As Lyle sat on his knees I stretched out on my stomach and took his cock in my hand, which was soon in my mouth. It was kind of strange having sex with Lyle when Ashley wasn’t there but I did live with the guy and it was bound to happen sometimes. Obviously nobody had any serious strings attached to anyone in this crew so I just enjoyed devouring Lyle’s manhood until he decided it was time to fuck me.

This time I got the full on “dirty bitch” treatment, being flipped over on all fours and having my butt spanked and my hair pulled. Lyle seemed particularly aggressive and I like it. I mean if you’re going to have sex with a guy who’s that big and strong and powerful you kind of want him to overpower you sometimes don’t you? At least I did.

“Man baby, you are something else,” Lyle grunted while he shoved my face down onto the mattress and hammered at my cunt with extra intensity.

I was tempted to agree with him by pointing out that I was actually a man but that didn’t seem like the time for levity and at that moment I didn’t feel even remotely like a man. Which was really cool. I could never escape the reality of the situation I was in but I could lose myself temporarily in the world of womanhood. A world that fascinated, and so far delighted me, more than I could ever have anticipated.

As he hammered me I moaned and clutched at the bedding. It was just so much better this way I thought. Yes I was being used and in a fairly helpless position but I had initiated the whole thing. I had picked the wardrobe that I thought Lyle would particularly respond to based on his taste in pornography, chosen the time to spring the surprise on him, and taken the first overt move by sucking his cock. It was my plan, perfectly executed, and now I was getting exactly what I had been hoping for. Lyle had the tools to just walk up to a girl and her her to hop in bed with him but I liked the idea of using my craftiness to get what I desired while still making Lyle feel like he was totally in charge.

“I’m about to finish baby, where do you want it?” Lyle suddenly asked.

It caught me by surprise because I just assumed that men finished wherever they were when they were about to cum buy I tried to consider all the possibilities. I kind of liked the idea of him jacking off on me but I was still wearing some of my lingerie and didn’t really want to get it all sticky, and if he was going to do it I’d rather see him do it which I couldn’t do with my face nailed to the bed.

“In my mouth,” I ended up gasping.

Lyle quickly flipped me over and I propped myself up on my elbows while he scooted forward and aimed his dick at my lips. I just go my mouth open in time to feel the first hot jet flying onto to my tongue and then the rest flowed pretty freely and not all right on target. When it got down to kind of a dribble I grabbed his shaft and shoved his prick in so that I could suck it all down and then licked him clean. It was all impulse and instinct and nothing I had planned or prepared for.

Lyle had a decent diet in order to keep fit and it seemed to give his jizz a rather pleasant taste, although I had nothing else to compare it to. I certainly didn’t mind swallowing his load and the slight aftertaste was always a nice reminder of what we had previously done.

“You should just be a girl all the time,” Lyle commented as we flopped down on the bed next to each other. “You totally rock at it.”

“Thanks, but it’s probably not a very practical idea,” I joked.

No it wasn’t a practical idea but it was a damn pleasing one, and one that had been creeping into my head more and more without Lyle’s suggestion.


CHAPTER 9:

What is the difference between being a man and a woman? That was the weighty proposition I was pondering as I sat in front of my computer attempting to bring a scholastic approach to my unusual biological experiment. I shaved the hair on my body instead of my face and I peed sitting down instead of standing up. Hardly bombshell sociological revelations that would change the nature of gender understand for generations.

Part of the problem was that my only experiences as a woman so far had been rather personal and superficial. Because I was a cute girl I liked all the attention I got, and I could easily turn that attention into a lot of sex, which I liked even more. What the hell did I know about only making 84 cents to the dollar for doing the same work as a man? That was just a number I had picked up somewhere. I was just a college kid and hadn’t had any kind of a serious real life job in my life yet.

I sort of assumed that Dave could beat Daisy in arm wrestling but I’m not sure I would have bet on that. Great feats of physical prowess had never exactly been my thing anyway so I wasn’t missing anything if I had lost a little strength or something. My conversations with most of the men I had met, aside from Lyle and Eric, had been pretty much what you would expect from a slightly drunken frat boy type. I tried to make myself look hot and when a guy told me that I did it made me happy and when I did have a serious conversation with Eric it was absolutely the same as it would have been when I was male.

It seemed as though I really didn’t know what the difference between being a man and a woman was, at least not yet, but what I did know so far was that I really liked being female. It made me feel happier for some reason, even if once-in-a-while I had kind of a sudden and unexpected mood swing. And I felt more confident, even though I was constantly worried that I was going to make some kind of mistake that would totally expose my secret and frequently looked at other women trying to figure out how I measured up to their standard of beauty.

I couldn’t tell yet whether being a woman meant being a study in contrasts and contradictions or whether that was simply the way I was experiencing it so far but I knew that I really wanted to learn more. Sure the parties and the sex were great fun, and that’s all I could have reasonably hoped for at the start, but something about being in this skin had gotten under my skin. I wasn’t sure that I just wanted to be the cute slutty girl that guys wanted to dance with and fuck. Maybe there was something more to this whole womanhood business that really might suit me, or convince me once and for all that I was better off with a penis.

Of course I also had a number of practical personal issues on my mind. For example, now that I had access to a bunch of those pills how often was I going to turn female specifically to have sex with my roommate Lyle? He obviously was more than willing to stick his dick in me any chance that he got, and I certainly liked the idea of that, but where did that leave things with Ashley? Theoretically it didn’t change anything, since I had far more opportunities to have sex with Lyle simply because we shared a room and that didn’t preclude him from boning Ashley whenever that was an option, but if we started doing it frequently out of convenience might that not lead to some sort of “relationship” even if it never actually became a true boyfriend and girlfriend thing?

It probably wasn’t that big of a deal to Lyle. He could fuck his cute roommate whenever she happened to be a girl, and he could fuck his cute buddy whenever they happened to be together, or he could fuck anyone he felt like whenever he had the chance to do so. I suppose I was actually more worried about the idea of falling in love with him or something because we were friends who lived together and had great sex as a man and a woman.

At the same time I was also really curious about seeing Eric again because we were classmates who shared a passion for literature and had some common ground where taste was concerned and there was the whole brain and body stimulation thing going on that I had found so appealing.

Eric seemed quite delighted when he started getting text messages from me and it wasn’t long before he asked me out on a date. That was a big step for me but one that I thought I needed to take. With Ashley and Lyle it was always just casual and informal, just hanging with my pals, and if any sex happened it just happened because everybody was horny and everybody likes sex. I was kind of curious to see how Eric would treat me as a potential dating partner instead of just some interesting chick he hooked up with at random at some party.

Since Eric was taking me to a fairly nice restaurant I needed to come up with an outfit that was a bit different than my usual party girl look and ended up choosing a pretty classic black cocktail dress kind of thing that actually changed my look quite a lot. As Ashley applied the finishing touches to my makeup I realized that I didn’t have to just be cute and slutty I could actually be rather pretty, perhaps even beautiful.

Since I was pretending to be Ashley’s cousin I was also pretending to be staying with her whenever I was supposedly in town so that made things much easier for me since Eric wanted to pick me up for our date and I couldn’t very well have him show up at my dorm.

Eric had spruced up quite a bit for our big first date and I think we made a rather attractive couple. It was kind of fun being on the other side of the dating equation for the change and getting all the little special attentions like having the car door held open for me or my chair held while I was being seated at the restaurant. Sure it was corny and old-fashioned an probably sexist but I found it rather charming. I knew the man wasn’t implying I was too stupid to know how to open a car door or too weak to sit down without knocking over a chair but the whole custom of dating was kind of silly and old-fashioned anyway, especially when you had already fucked on a recliner out by a pool.

Eric seemed a little nervous, which I thought was cure but totally relatable. Women can be so damn intimidating without even trying to be. Plus I was showing him a more mature and sophisticated side which probably amped-up his anxiety even more. And even though we had already casually fucked at a party the fact that we were now on a date meant that Eric was hoping for something a little more than that. This wasn’t a Netflix and chill kind of date it was the real deal with all the formality that went with it.

Once we got talking I realized that my made up story was pretty thin so I fell back on an altered version of reality, talking about my actual home and parents and childhood and so on without bringing gender into the equation any more than absolutely necessary. It made things so much easier and more comfortable because I only had to engage in a total fiction for the details of my current life.

Another simple tactic I employed if the conversation was drifting into territory I was uncomfortable with was to simply flip it around and start talking about Eric instead or find something totally different to discuss. It was a date, not a police interrogation so Eric seemed perfectly happy to shift gears if I wanted to talk about something else.

We actually went to a poetry reading that night at a Neo-beatnik cafe and it was pretty cool. We sipped coffee in between and engaged in what I’m sure we thought was very intellectual conversation and felt oh so arty in the process. Then he asked me if I wanted to go back to his place.

Well his place turned out to be the same dorm I lived in but on a different floor in a different wing, which is I suppose why I had never seen him there. It was a very strange feeling walking into my own dorm building but pretending like I had never been there before. And rather convenient I thought should things with Eric heat up, although I would still have to pretend to be staying with Ashley to keep up my story.

His roommate seemed to be still out for the evening so I didn’t get to meet him but that also made it easy for us to slip into his room and get busy, which we did right away. As I slipped out of my dress and stood before Eric in my panties, bra and stocking his just got this kind of weird look on his face.

“My God, I knew you were hot but you’re oh so beautiful as well,” he said.

“You’re not so bad yourself lover,” I teased, but I’m kind of ahead of you in the undressing department.

“That’s okay,” he said as he took me in his arms and kissed me. “Sometimes that’s a good thing.”


CHAPTER 10:

The thing about making love to an intelligent and well-read man is that they have a great capacity to be romantic. Yes they use their hands and lips and cock to satisfy you but they also know how to make you feel special, extraordinary, beautiful, and in my case like a real woman. I yielded gladly to Lyle because he was large and powerful but I sort of melted in Eric’s arms. He had groped my tits before but when he gently pulled one of my breasts from my bra and began kissing it it was like an act of discovery.

I eventually got down to nothing but my stockings but Eric had barely undone a button on his shirt. I found myself bent over with my hands resting on the foot of the bed while he eat my pussy from behind and I don’t even recall how I got that way. He was taking total charge of my body the way Lyle might have done but doing it in a crafty way that I might have employed. It seemed pretty obvious that if I was going to sneakily assert myself I was going to have play chess not checkers.

Suddenly Eric got up and put his hands on my waist so I stayed in the same position. A moment later I felt his cock sliding into my wet gash. I hadn’t even heard him unzipping his pants but he must have done it while he was eating me out I figured. One he was deep inside me his hands moved from my waist to my boobs and I was in heaven.

“You know you’re exactly the kind of girl I was hoping to meet when I went away to college,” Eric commented.

“A loose slut who fucks at the drop of a hat?” I joked.

“No, a beautiful and brainy woman who is comfortable with her sexuality,” he replied. “I used to fantasize about meeting some cute but nerdy girl at the library or something.”

“I could start wearing glasses if you want.”

“No you just keep doing what you’re doing. You’re perfect as far as I’m concerned.”

Yummy stuff for the girl who wasn’t really a girl to hear and I lapped it all up. It probably should have scared the hell out of me but I think I was kind of a soft touch. I did love romance and romantic gestures. I enjoyed poetry and I thought flowers were beautiful, even if they weren’t a terribly practical gift. Nobody had ever described me as perfect before, and certainly no lover. I knew I obviously wasn’t but it made me want to be perfect, something I felt very strongly each time I became female.

“I hate to be so direct but would you like to spend the night with me?” Eric asked.

“Of course I would” I replied.

“Then if you don’t mind I think I’ll finish right here because you’re making my balls feel like they’re going to explode but I wanted to make sure that I could look into your eyes while I was cumming inside you sometime tonight.”

“That sounds like an excellent plan,” I said.

So Eric let his balls explode as I clutched at the bed and felt my head spinning. Then I started to cum just about the time he was finishing so Eric buried his face in my snatch again and it was my turn to explode into him. Quite a fair exchange I thought once I could think again on some coherent level.

“Make yourself comfortable, I’ll be right back,” Eric announced.

I took off my stockings and climbed up on the bed totally naked at last and waited for my lover to return. When he did he was just as naked as I was and was carrying a tray with a bottle of champagne and two glasses along with some strawberries and whipped cream topping in a plastic tub.

“I always wanted to do something like this and I think you’re the woman who would appreciate it,” he said as he poured the champagne.

Then we snuggled together and sipped champagne and fed each other strawberries dipped in whipped cream. It wasn’t served on an elegant silver tray and the topping was just a generic store brand but it was all so fucking marvelous in my book. The romantic gesture. A guy who wanted my pussy but obviously wanted my heart as well. Honestly it was something I would have done if we had reversed places and for a moment I almost laughed out loud when I realized that if I slipped him one of my pills and took another myself we actually could trade roles but I had absolutely no desire to be anyone other than Daisy.

When Eric got hard again I used a generous amount of that whipped topping to coat his dick and then joyfully licked it off before getting down to some serious cock sucking. He did get to look into my eyes as he ejaculated inside me as I kept them locked on his while he spurted his own creamy topping into my mouth but I don’t think that was exactly what he had been talking about.

Later in the evening we did it again and this time I was appropriately on my back with my legs wrapped around him as he put his cum into my box and I was staring at him so hard I don’t think I even blinked until he was drained. The butterflies in my stomach felt more like eagles or something and it wasn’t just his balls that were drained by the end as I felt like he had fucked the last bit of energy out of me that night.

“That was beautiful,” I said in a soft tone as he remained on top of and inside me.

“You’re beautiful,” he replied.

“This whole night has been beautiful,” I said. “Thank you so much for that.”

“Well I think that’s a first,” said Eric with a chuckle. “I don’t ever recall a girl thanking me for fucking her before.”

“Then you guess you’ve just been with a lot of ungrateful bitches,” I said.

“Honestly I haven’t been with a lot of anybody,” he said. “Maybe I shouldn’t say that because it makes me sound less manly or something but it’s true.”

“Baby you are so manly it’s ridiculous,” I assured him. “And as long as we’re sharing confessions I haven’t had that many partners either.”

“I imagine going to that strict all-girls’ school probably has something to do with that,” he said.

“Yeah,” I replied suddenly feeling very dishonest and a little ashamed of myself.

“Then it will all kind of be new for both of us,” he suggested as he pulled out and flopped down next to me. “That is if you want to ever do this again.”

“Baby I want to do it again right now but I’m so tired I don’t think I can make it til your next erection,” I half joked.

“That’s fine with me. My dick is actually a little sore and needs a break as much as the rest of me does.”


CHAPTER 11:

So my strange double life, or was it triple now, went into a different phase. I still partied with Ashley and Lyle and fucked both of them as well as other random partners I met along the way, and I periodically fucked Lyle solo in our dorm room, and I dated Eric who was becoming more and more of a boyfriend all the time. In between all of that I lived as a man and went to my classes and tried to maintain my studies despite being quite the social butterfly.

Being with Lyle and or Ashley was low stress because they both knew my true identity so there was no guilt or need to fabricate any stories or excuses. Eric was proving to be a really cool guy and someone I could easily see myself being very close to but I was hiding a rather significant fact about myself from him which made me feel like crap sometimes.

Of course Lyle was still one of my best buddies and when I was fucking him it was hard not to feel something kind of romantic no matter how hard I tried to fight it, which just made things all the more confusing. Eric and Lyle were both so different but I had a great friendship with both of them and I think I probably was in love with them both as well. It was kind of like the crazy time I tried to pick which of them I would rather have as the father of my child. I could make a case for either one of them I suppose.

“So when are we going to meet this dreamboat you’re so smitten with?” asked Ashley one day.

“I didn’t say I was smitten with him,” I protested.

“Yeah, but you are. You’re dating him right?”

“Well, yeah.”

“So why are you hiding him? Is there something creepy and weird about him?”

“No, of course not!” I shot back. “I just wasn’t sure if he’d exactly fit in with our...lifestyle.”

“You met him at a party that we all went to right?”

“Yeah.”

“Where within minutes of meeting him you were riding his big fat cock out in public by the pool.”

“Well I already knew him from class, but yes I just met him as a girl for the first time. And it was very dark by that pool. Only one person watched us and he was just out there having a smoke,” I pointed out.

“So he’s presumably not opposed to partying and having a little fun,” Ashley continued.

“No I suppose he isn’t,” I admitted.

“Then bring him along the next time we go out,” Ashley suggested.

“That might be a little awkward since I’m fucking Lyle as well as him...and fucking you for that matter too,” I said.

“And fucking other randos you hook up with,” Ashley reminded me.

“Yeah, I wasn’t even thinking about that.”

“Who cares? Who cares who fucks who? You’re still a fricking teenager, you’ve got your whole life ahead of you, you’re living away from your parents for the first time in your life. So what if you’ve found multiple partners to share pleasure with? Maybe this Eric guy needs to loosen up and have a little fun like you do,” said Ashley.

I had absolutely no business feeling jealous about anything that Eric might do,with or without Ashley’s wicked influence, yet I felt kind of funny about bringing him into our little circle of naughtiness. It was totally unfair. And nothing said that he was going to go wild and start fucking every coed in sight. And even if he did at least they would be real girls who could actually give him the kind of relationship he deserved if he met someone else that turned his head. Even so I was so fond of him that I hated the thought of losing him.

Of course there was always the chance that he wouldn’t even be interested in hanging out with my crazy free-loving friends. He was mature, sophisticated and intellectual...but he had been at the same party we had all attended. And Eric had also been saying how much he wanted to meet my “cousin” Ashley so it was pretty hard not to at least hang an invitation out to him when we were all going to go club hopping that weekend.

Ultimately I figured if I wasn’t going to be honest with him about my true identity I might as well at least let him see the slutty side of my life so I dressed the part and even wore heavier makeup than usual just to show him what kind of a whore he was dealing with but he was just as polite and complimentary as ever.

He actually seemed to hit it off rather well with Lyle and Ashley and as the evening wore on everyone seemed to be in a jolly mood. It started out kind of like a double date with Lyle and Ashley paired up and me with Eric but after a while we sort of changed dance partners without really making a thing of it and when later that night we headed back to Ashley’s place for a “nightcap” I started to get the feeling that the night was actually just getting started.

“So I’m still not quite clear on this, are you guys like a serious couple?” Eric asked Lyle and Ashley at one point as we all sat around the living room having another drink that none of us needed.

“No, we’re just good friends and fuck buddies,” Ashley replied before shooting a glance at me.

“Look sweetie,” I said to Eric, “we’re all good friends and fuck buddies here. I didn’t particularly want to tell you because you mean a lot to me and I didn’t want you to think I was some terrible sex manias who slept with anything that moved.”

“Even if you are,” Ashley joked.

“Thanks a lot,” I shot back.

“Hey, that’s cool. It’s not like we’ve made any rules or anything. Obviously you mean a lot to me too but I can understand if you want to have fun and fool around with other people. That actually seems rather pragmatic,” said Eric.

“Well good, let’s all get naked and fuck,” Ashley suggested. “I think we could have some interesting combinations.”

“Are you cool with this baby?” I whispered in Eric’s ear.

“I am if you are,” he whispered back.

In reply I just pulled off my top and flung it across the room.

“Okay,” I said, “let’s fuck.”


CHAPTER 12:

As soon as my top was off Eric wasted no time in going right for my tits. I glanced over at Ashley and saw that she had followed my lead and gone topless as well and that Lyle was enjoying some boob play with her. It felt kind of funny to be the instigator of something for a change when I was usually just a follower but it made me feel kind of good too.

As the make out session evolved the four of us got progressively more naked until we were all pretty much in the buff. Lyle was stationed in a chair with Ashley on the floor sucking his dick and I was on the couch with Eric, sitting on his lap kissing him while I rode his hard cock.

I wondered whether I was corrupting him by introducing him to the world of my wild friends but he seemed quite comfortable being naked in a room with three other naked people who were all engaged in some form of sexual activity visible to the others. Then I thought that was kind of silly because I was probably the only one there who any sort of prudish ideas from my sheltered upbringing.

Just for fun I switched it up and turned around on his lap so that I could watch Ashley and Lyle, which always turned me on. Ashley was a great cocksucker and I really envied the ease with which she could swallow a cock as big as Lyle’s all the way down her throat. I knew I gave a good blowjob but she was definitely still my superior in that department.

After a bit I saw Ashley take Lyle’s prick out of her mouth and she got up and whispered something to him. Then he stood up and both of them came over to where Eric and I were on the couch. Ashley sat next to Eric and as I looked over my shoulder I saw them kissing and when I turned back there was Lyle with his rod in my face so I grabbed it and started sucking.

From the moaning that Ashley started making I had a feeling that Eric’s fingers had found their way into her gash but I was in no position to turn and look at that moment. I had obviously been in a three-way before but never with two men at once and the feeling was incredibly arousing and intense. So much big cock in my little body, and cock belonging to the two guys I most adored in the world. I think I just wanted the four of us to move into a big house and fuck like this forever.

My parents would not approve of that lifestyle choice but I had always wondered what kind of secrets they might be hiding. If they were like everyone else in town they probably had a skeleton or two locked away in some closet. I did know, for example, that my dad looked at porn. I had discovered that a long time ago when I was snooping around his computer one day. I thought it was rather exciting because I was a kid and not all that familiar with porn yet but it also seemed funny to think of my dad as a sexual person. I also wondered what my mother would think if she knew...but hell, maybe she did. Maybe they watched porn together to get in the mood. I don’t think they were likely into anything too crazy because I was sharp enough to have picked up on that but they were just people like anyone else and subject to the same urges and desires.

After a while Ashley sort of reasserted her leadership role and somehow got me extricated from the two cocks I was servicing and I found myself on my hands and knees on the floor near the sofa. Then she positioned herself right next to me and a few moments later I felt hands gripping my hips before a hard prick penetrated my wet cunt. I could tell that it was Eric inside me, not that I was disappointed by that or surprised, but simply because I could feel the difference between my two men without any trouble.

Ashley grabbed my hand and the two of us girls began squealing as our guys humped us hard on the floor. No shyness with my Eric I noted as he was side-by-side with another naked man, and one who was really muscular as well. I probably would have been way too worried about my male body to ever put myself in that situation but Eric obviously had a lot of confidence and that was a real turn on.

Suddenly the plot took another twist, because I guess that’s just how we roll, and the boys switched it up. Glancing over my shoulder I could see Eric firmly thrusting into Ashley’s backside while Lyle attacked mine with equal gusto. What triggered that, I had no idea, but it was just the sort of thing that happens I guess when four free spirits decide to do some fornicating.

Now I’m only human so there was a weird little feeling of jealousy seeing my sort of “boyfriend” boning my BFF but there was also a greater sense of relief. I had hated the idea that Eric was “keeping” himself for me alone while I ran around screwing like a nympho. The cards were on the table and everybody’s genitals were in play. Well, most of the cards since Eric still didn’t know that my birth genitals were nothing like he assumed they were, but at least fidelity was no longer an issue.

Ashley and I continued to squeeze hands, actually getting so tight at times that it started to hurt, and we tried to kiss but the heavy pounding from behind made that kind of difficult to sustain. Eric finished first, which I don’t hold against him, and Ashley started licking his dick clean after he had cum inside her snatch while Lyle kept riding me to what seemed like a distant finish line.

By the time Lyle was making his sticky deposit in my box both Ashley and Eric were just casual stretched out watching us with a drink in their hands. I don’t know how long Lyle banged me but it earned a round of applause from the spectators when he ultimately surrendered to the inevitable.

“Wow, you guys really know how party,” Eric commented as I crawled slowly in his direction and sort of collapsed with my head in his lap.

“Well you seem to fit right in baby,” said Ashley, leaning over and kissing him on the cheek. “No wonder Daisy is so nuts about you.”

I wasn’t sure my brain had stopped being mushy enough to totally wrap my head around this whole scene. The girl who had just licked the last few drops of Eric’s cum from his prick was commenting casually about how nuts I was about Eric. Somehow that didn’t seem like it should have happened yet in the appropriate context it probably made perfect sense. I was nuts about Eric...and Lyle...and Ashley, and the sex that we all shared was just kind of the icing on the cake of those relationships. Even so it was so far from what I considered “the norm” that I had to check myself from time-to-time to make sure that I wasn’t just dreaming or imagining this whole thing.

Although we did fuck again that night in another roly poly mix and match of pussy and pricks it didn’t end up being a slumber party because both of the gentlemen involved has someplace to be in the morning so I ended up spending a little pleasant girl on girl time with Ashley once the boys had departed.

“I think you picked a good one with that Eric there,” Ashley commented as we lay in bed next to each other.

“Yeah, I think he’s pretty cool, but I wasn’t sure what you would think,” I replied.

“Hell, it doesn’t matter what I think when it comes to who you want to date but you definitely got my approval if that means anything,” Ashley said to a laugh.

“Is it dumb to think about having a boyfriend?” I asked.

“Not at all, but what the hell defines a boyfriend anyway?” Ashley replied. “Or who says you only get one at a time? I guess if possession is really thing than you want the exclusive rights but you’re young and free and just finding yourself...and in your case just trying to figure out who you really want to be.”

“What do you mean?”

“Seriously? You have to ask? Are you telling me you haven’t even considered the possibility of staying female forever?” asked Ashley dubiously.

“I don’t know. I mean I suppose I’ve had some fantasies about it,” I said.

“Well no need to rush it baby but I’ll bet the more you see yourself in the mirror like that the more it starts to look like the real you.”


CHAPTER 13:

Ashley was right. God, how many times had I said that since I had known her? She was right that Daisy was becoming more of my “real” identity than Dave was, and not just because I was spending more and more time as her. I was spending more time as her because I really wanted to be her more often and in more situations. I suppose one thing kind of perpetuated the other but the facts were clear, I was really good at being female and I really loved it, and it was hard to picture a day when I would just call it quits and be a man again forever.

Yet how could that be? I just took those pills because Ashley convinced me that it might improve my social life, which it certainly did in a spectacular way, but that didn’t seem like a very good reason to upend my entire life and potentially ruin my relationship with my family. As Ashley kept reminding me I was young and entitled to have some fun and sow some wild oats and all of that. And college was kind of a fantasy world anyway where people could spend all day reading and studying or partying their fool heads off and there were no parents around to make rules or judgments like to tell them how to dress or how late they could be out.

I thought my parents would probably hate me as a girl. Not just hate the idea that I had somehow become one, but that I was such a shameless slut who dressed like a whore when I felt like it and had sex with multiple partners of both genders. I was still a kick ass student pulling down great grades but seeing me in a crop top with no bra would have sent them into hysterics.

They lived in the land of labels and it had only gotten worse over the years. Their world had increasingly shrunk down to a battle of “good versus evil” in all the cartoonish ways that usually plays out. They knew reality was something entirely different, something with many subtle shades of gray, but they chose to reject the real reality and preach the alternative reality that seemed to be so comforting to them.

Perhaps I could keep this double life going all the way through college I thought. Give myself the luxury of that four year time span to play and explore and experiment and then put it away as I began life in the “real” world. My God, four years. How much cock could I suck and pussy could I lick in four years I wondered. I’d only been doing the girl thing for about four months and already I considered myself a Grade A Slut. If I kept up that pace for another 44 months I might drop dead from exhaustion.

One thing I knew for certain was that if I did continue to live a double life for the any serious amount of time I didn’t want it to be a totally secret life as well. I certainly wanted Eric to know and I didn’t really care if it was generally known around campus or not. It was just too big of a secret to keep from a guy I supposedly cared about so I decided to face my fears and tell him the truth.

Originally I was just going to tell him after class one day when he saw me as his familiar classmate Dave Franklin but I admit that I totally chickened out. Instead I waited until we were on a date and safely seated in a public restaurant where I could make a hasty retreat if necessary and where I hoped Eric wouldn’t be inclined to make too much of a scene.

“So baby you know how you’ve mentioned several times that you feel like you know me from somewhere?” I asked bravely over my Caesar salad.

“Yeah, I still get that feeling from time-to-time,” Eric replied.

“Well you do know me, you just don’t know that you know me,” I said. “You know me from school because we have a class together only there I’m known as Dave Franklin not Daisy Fuller.”

“I’m not sure I understand,” said Eric warily.

“And why should you? It’s really all too weird but it started when Ashley got her hands on some gender changing pills and wanted me to be the test subject. I was hanging out with her crew but always kind of hanging to the back and just being a passive observer so she thought the pills might bring me out of my shell and well...as you can see it worked,” I said.

“Damn.”

“So Ashley, who isn’t actually my cousin, naturally knew and Lyle, who is actually my roommate knew, and I actually live in the same dorm building you do.”

“Damn.”

“So needless to say I found that being a woman was a pretty terrific thing, especially since it brought me to a pretty terrific guy like you, so I was reluctant to spill the beans figuring I would give it all up soon but now I don’t see that happening in the conceivable near future so I plan to go on living a double life but I thought you should be aware of the truth if it changes your thoughts or feelings about me,” I explained.

“Damn...that’s a lot to process,” said Eric.

“I can’t argue with you there,” I said.

“So you had no idea that you might want to identify as female before taking that pill?”

“Not that I am aware of. Believe me I’ve done a ton of soul searching and head scratching trying to figure out if I was actually queer all the time and just didn’t know it or only discovered it once I had tits and a pussy,” I said.

“But you’re not sure if you’re going to transition permanently?” asked Eric.

“I’m not sure of much of anything these days honestly because my whole orderly world has been rocked to its foundation,” I said with a laugh. “But know that whatever I’ve done with you, whatever I’ve said to you, whatever feelings I’ve expressed for you were absolutely genuine.”

“Well the wild, no strings attached sexuality certainly makes sense if you weren’t certain that you would even be female for that much longer,” Eric commented.

“Or maybe I’m just really a big slut,” I laughed again. “But yeah, it’s hard to think about making a commitment when you can’t even be sure that you’ll exist a week from now.”

“I find that really fascinating,” said Eric. “I mean that can’t be an easy thing to do. You grow up and spend your whole life living one way and suddenly you’re this whole different person of a different gender no less.”

“I’m really glad you’re focusing on that and not the fact that I’m this queer dude you go to school with who lied to you about being a girl,” I said.

“Look, the lie was understandable and you didn’t do it to harm me or make fun of me. You’re obviously not an inherently dishonest person because you wanted me to see that you had a very open sex life and that we weren’t in an exclusive relationship,” said Eric. “For my part I don’t see any reason why things should change between us. A lot of things make more sense to me now and I’m happy to help you along your journey of discovery whatever you ultimately decide to do.”

Damn I had been so right about Eric being a really special guy. He could have taken things very differently but it sounded like he was actually cool with the fact that I was who I was. It honestly made me love him even more, which was probably not the best thing since I had just explained to him why I couldn’t really be in a serious relationship, but I couldn’t help what my heart was feeling.

The sex that night was really beautiful and full of so much joy and passion. A great weight had been lifted from my shoulders and it felt wonderful to be out from under it. The only thing I wanted weighing me down was Eric’s body pressing me into the mattress while his cock filled my pussy.

So it looked like Daisy was going to be around for quite a while although I decided that night to change my last name from Fuller back to Franklin to better own my identity. This girl was a very real part of who I was and from now on I didn’t care if the world knew it...with the possible exception of my parents and every single person who lived in my hometown.


CHAPTER 14:

Being out in the open, as much as I was capable of doing at the time, was the most liberating feeling in the world. And living in the same dorm building with both Lyle and Eric turned out to be rather convenient. I could just stroll over to Eric’s room as Dave and pop a pill once I got there. I even started leaving a few simple female clothing items there, although most of the time I didn’t really need them. It was more for when we were just studying or something and his roommate Pete was there, who apparently had been let in on my secret anyway.

“You know when I first told Pete about you and your situation he gave me all kinds of shit,” Eric explained. “He kept making all these gay jokes but then he saw you and he changed his tune immediately. Now he’s incredibly jealous and wants to know if I know any other girls like you I could set him up with.”

“Well I’m sure Ashley could help in that department,” I said with a laugh. “I mean they’d probably be full-time girls but I’m sure he could come and party with us sometime if he wanted to.”

“I’ll keep that in mind but at the moment I kind of enjoy being envied for being such a stud,” Eric joked. “It’s sort of a new feeling for me.”

“But you are a stud baby,” I said. “I knew that about you from the start.”

“Nice of you to say but a little hard for the image to stick in my head.”

“Maybe you just need to stick the head of your big cock in my mouth and grab my hair and call me a bitch,” I suggested.

“Well, we could certainly try that although I’m not sure it would totally do the trick,” said Eric with a chuckle.

It was kind of ironic but Eric actually had more of a penchant for giving it to me rough sometimes, which I totally loved. He’d just get in this mood where he’d transform from this cute slightly nerdy guy into some raging Alpha male and it tapped into my submissive side big time, although it was always purely a sexual thing and was usually followed by some especially romantic lovemaking. I couldn’t imagine actually being with some domineering prick who thought he could boss me around in day-to-day life but it was sure quite the turn on sometimes to get that helpless fuck puppet feeling. I don’t know why that’s true or whether that said something about me personally or was a fairly common female thing but it was what it was,

The convenience factor worked both ways because Eric was now part of our little party circle and was becoming pretty good friends with Lyle outside of our planned excursions. Sometimes I’d actually walk into my room and find Lyle and Eric hanging out watching a movie or Eric teaching Lyle how to play some basic chords on a guitar or something. And sometimes we’d just hang as pals or I’d leave them to their business if I had somewhere to go and sometimes we’d all end up naked and they’d double-team me. It’s kind of amazing how easily you can love two guys at the same time as long as they both can share your body.

As time went on I started turning up at some of my classes as Daisy once in a while. Usually just the really large ones where some different girl wouldn’t stand out at all and I was just some anonymous co-ed kind of sitting in the back taking notes and not engaging or calling attention to myself. That was always really fun and I could totally picture myself just doing that all the time but I hadn’t quite crossed that bridge yet.

I had gone home for the holidays and was tempted to reveal my secret to my parents but then I decided not to risk totally ruining their Christmas and potentially getting cut off from their financial aid. I was in pretty good shape from my scholarships but if they actually disowned me or something I would have to come up with a job pretty quick and that would cut into my social life more than I would have liked so I just pretended that everything was fine and normal and since my grades were good and I hadn’t grown a beard or something or gotten my ear pierced my folks seemed quite happy and relieved that I was doing so well. I was even able to answer somewhat truthfully when they asked if I had been dating at all and dropped Ashley’s name into the mix although I assured them that I wasn’t seriously involved with anyone.

It felt so weird to be back in my old room and to walk around my old town and bump into people I hadn’t seen since graduation. And even weirder to size up some of the hotter guys in town and wonder what kind of meat they were packing in their pants but that just kind of was the way things were at the time. It was actually kind of tempting to think about being the openly transgender heart breaker who came home and shocked the town with her wicked exploits but it wasn’t something I ever seriously entertained.

I guess the thing that surprised me the most about my journey into womanhood was how quickly I went from feeling any sense of shame at being emasculated to feeling a great deal of pride in identifying as female. I enjoyed the sisterhood of other women and I felt strong, and confident, and capable. Opening a pickle jar with a stuck lid had never been my strong suit anyway so I would probably always need someone with a firmer grip to loosen the lid no matter what body I was in. Big fucking deal. And as for the sex most people could probably only dream of getting laid as often and as well as I did.

If people had hang ups about my lifestyle that was really their problem as far as I was concerned, aside from the two people who still thought of me as their son and who would probably have some kind of a meltdown if they knew what I was really doing. That sucked and still posed a big problem for me but all of the momentum was on the side of my pussy and it was showing no lack of picking up steam at all.


CHAPTER 15:

Now I haven’t mentioned a girl named Stephanie so far, even though she was sometimes a member of our crew, but she is about to make a major appearance in our story. Spring break was rapidly approaching and Stephanie had access to a pretty incredible beach house that was right on the water in some fabulous resort town. It was like a timeshare or something that her parents owned but it was all hers, and consequently those she chose to invite to share it with her, for the duration of the festivities.

I didn’t know Stephanie all that well but I guess Ashley used her influence to see that Eric and I got put on the guest list so it sounded like my first spring break was going to be something pretty awesome. You heard stories all the time about tons of people crowding into crappy over-priced motel rooms miles from the beach but we were going to be enjoying a degree of style and comfort that wasn’t easy to find when a billion horny college kids descend on a town for a week or two.

It was sort of a “couples” thing in that each girl was paired with a guy in theory but I had a feeling that those designations were going to be largely ignored. The fact that we were going to be in such close proximity to the beach also meant that we would be in kind of the center of the action, even though the house was located a ways down the coast and not literally in the heart of town. There would be college kids everywhere and we were still just a relatively short walk away from the hub of activity if we chose to go there, which made the spot about as ideal as you could ever hope for.

The first thing we discovered was that clothing was definitely optional in the beach house. Stephanie loved to strut around naked displaying her body, and I really couldn’t blame her because it was something pretty special. Hey special guy friend Alex was no slouch either in the body department and if the two of them wanted to go around in the nude the whole time I certainly wasn’t going to object.

I certainly wasn’t shy or modest but I had just bought a new bikini for the occasion and I was definitely planning to spend some time checking out the craziness of the whole spring break experience. I did partake in some nude sunbathing on the second floor deck of the house because I wanted to avoid ending up with extreme tan lines but much of the time I did at least wear enough fabric to keep from being arrested for indecent exposure.

Stephanie had spent some time at the beach house before and knew the town pretty well so she knew some decent places to eat or drink that weren’t strictly in the touristy areas but the crowds were part of the fun as far as I was concerned. There were just so many people around the same age and so much bare flesh on display. It was like living in somebody’s music video or something.

I have to say that although I loved both Lyle and Eric it was probably a good thing that we were just fuck buddies because my eyes were roaming all over the place and my head was full of lustful thoughts with each new hard body with a bulge that came into my view. And I’m quite sure they were ogling the coeds as well and I’m pretty sure everybody was ogling Stephanie and Alex because their sexuality was just off the hook. I’m sure you could have a romantic spring break getaway with your significant other but I wouldn’t recommend going to some popular beach resort to do it. It was just Temptation Alley and spending all of your time being jealous and paranoid would have been a total burn.

Now the first night we pretty much did stick to the formality of the initial arrangements. Stephanie had taken us to a cool little Mexican restaurant off the beaten path and then we went drinking and dancing and it was more like a couples night out and when we eventually got back we did pair up with our sort of assigned partner although everyone was kind of tired and drunk and I’m not sure how much sex anyone actually ended up having that night except for Stephanie and Alex who you could hear in the master bedroom banging the bed against the wall and making all kinds of other noises into the wee hours of the morning. I guess those bods weren’t just built for show they were equipped for some serious fucking as well.

When I woke up the next morning and found them screwing on the kitchen table I just kind of shook my head and then watched them while I was waiting for the coffee to brew. They just looked so hot it would have been impossible not to watch.

As other people filtered in I noticed a similar reaction. There was the startled moment of coming out of your slumber to an unexpected sight followed by a certain lewd fascination at the free sex show being performed in front of you followed by the realization that you were hungry.

“Do you suppose they got any sleep at all?” asked Eric as he stood beside me sipping coffee as I was.

“I don’t know but they sure don’t look tired,” I replied. “I don’t know that I could fuck like that this early in the morning.”

“I don’t know that I could fuck like that ever,” Eric commented. “I mean look at that guy.”

“Believe me I am,” I chuckled.

“You want to fuck him don’t you?” said Eric.

“I wouldn’t object to the opportunity,” I replied.

“I don’t blame you. Damn, I almost want to fuck him,” Eric said with a laugh.

“Well if this trip goes the way I think it might go everybody might end up fucking everybody.”


CHAPTER 16:

Now if I were to describe all of the sex that I either witnessed or participated in on that debauched vacation I’m afraid it would fill several volumes of text so I will try to get to some of my personal highlights, or at least a few of the things that I actually remember clearly enough to put down in writing.

Now Stephanie wanted to enter a wet t-shirt contest and I could totally understand why. Her tits were perfection. They were totally natural yet they defied gravity. They were large but they looked absolutely appropriate on her frame. Hell, even her nipples were perfect. So we all trooped off to find a wet t-shirt contest, which was like saying we went searching for a grain of sand on the beach.

We ended up at an outdoor event set up on a platform on the beach that was sponsored by some local bar. Ashley convinced me that we should join Stephanie in signing up as a sign of sisterly solidarity...and because all the participants got free drink coupons at the sponsor’s bar, so I found myself on a stage wearing just my tiny bikini bottoms and a wafer thin cropped t-shirt that barely had room for the name of the sponsor on it, having water poured on me by two guys with huge pitchers while I danced and giggled around in front of a large crowd of mostly college guys who were cheering wildly.

Since we were out on the beach in public and not in a private club somewhere we were technically supposed to keep our tops on but that didn’t stop everyone from doing a quick flash or two and I went along with the crowd and bared my boobs like the shameless exhibitionist I knew I really was. It wasn’t like they couldn’t see everything anyway once the shirt was soaked.

I am pleased to report that Stephanie did indeed win the contest but I was quite happy with my consolation prize and the experience of simply being able to do something so dumb and sexy and feminine made the whole thing worthwhile. Apparently our performance aroused our own men as well as the general crowd so we went back home for some quality fucking before cashing in our drink tokens at the local watering hole that had sponsored the event.

Of course I knew that my shameless antics were captured in countless cell phones that would soon make their way back across the country and probably end up on the Internet but it was hard to imagine my entire life being destroyed by a little sexy dancing and a quick peek at my tits.

So that was fun and sexy but didn’t directly involve sex, unless you count making a guy horny and wanting to fuck you, which is not exactly difficult to do at spring break with or without a wet t-shirt contest. I bring it up because it was one of my personal highlights but I’ll try to get to some juicier details of other activities now.

Stephanie and Alex fucked a lot. I mean like a lot. Especially in the morning. No matter how late any of us were up or how hard we had been partying or how much sex we’d had I could always count of seeing those two going at it as I poured my wake up coffee. It wasn’t always in the kitchen of course, sometimes they were on the stairs or up on the deck but you could always count on them for a different kind of eye opener.

So one morning I walk into the kitchen and there is Alex sitting on the edge of the table, or kind of leaning back on it really, while Stephanie slurped away at his love pump. I got my coffee and took a position near the wall to watch as usual when Stephanie suddenly noticed me there.

“Hey, you don’t have to just watch you know. You can get in on the fun if you want,” she said as she literally wiggled Alex’s cock in my direction.

I set down my coffee and went to enjoy a different taste sensation in my mouth. Alex’s cock was just what you were probably picturing. Long and thick and hard and bulging. It was so fucking manly it made me feel like my dick was some useless appendage, which it kind of was these days I suppose since I avoided it like the plague.

Now as I’ve mentioned several times before I loved Eric and I loved Lyle but that didn’t keep me from loving the feeling of Alex’s prick in my mouth. Sometimes beauty had to be appreciated for its own intrinsic value and Alex’s penis was a work of art as far as I was concerned.

Stephanie and I shared the pleasure of his manhood orally for a while before we both were rather unceremoniously bent over the table while Alex nailed us from behind, making sure that whoever didn’t have his dick in her pussy at the time was still getting some attention with one of his hands.

It’s kind of hard to explain but nothing bonds you to another woman like getting fucked right next to her, especially when it’s being done by the same man, and I suddenly felt a closeness to Stephanie that I had never felt before. Maybe it’s that shared sense of wonder and ecstasy as you know the girl next to you is feeling as wonderful as you do and for the same reasons. It’s liked you’re dialed into that secret knowledge that being fucked as a woman is just way better than you were ever supposed to think it would be.

After boning us senseless on the table we eagerly opened our panting mouths and received his protein shake, although in all honesty you’d have to drink a lot of cum to get any real nutritional value out of it, but hey the day was just beginning...I could end up with my daily recommended allowance of protein, magnesium, calcium and a host of other goodies if I got really busy.

Speaking of which, one of my other fond memories was of a beach bonfire cookout kind of thing where girls were sucking random dick like crazy. It was like a dude would just drop his trunks and his cock would pop out and you’d go to town on it. We all did it and our guys got sucked by whatever chick happened to be nearest them. It was supposed to be a “weenie roast’ but I consumed way more meat without needing a bun or condiments.

Of course we eventually got around to a full o partner swapping beach house orgy, We were playing some kind of drinking game that involved stripping, but we were practically naked most of the time anyway so it was kind of pointless and over in about two seconds. So naturally the next logical thing to do was to begin fucking each other.

Lyle started with me, Eric grabbed Stephanie, and Ashley was seen bouncing away merrily on Alex’s rod. One room, six people, three cocks and nine holes. (That’s assuming you’re sticking to the heterosexual norms but it did seem like Eric was a little fascinated by Alex’s body and I would have had no problem with him expressing that if the opportunity presented itself.) Of course if Eric ever did want to experiment just for the hell of it he could use my male body but I think it was Alex’s remarkable physique that kind of got into his head more than the general idea of being with a dude.

We did it all that night. Girls lined up while guys worked around in a line, various combos erupted spontaneously and I suppose the highlight was Stephanie getting triple teamed by all the boys while Ashley and I just drank and cheered them on. It was her house, her [party, if anyone deserved to have three cocks at once it was her...and it was awesome to watch. If Stephanie ever started a porn fan site I’d definitely subscribe.

Before the trip was done Ashley and I would both get our chance to be taken by all three guys at once so no one needed to feel empty-handed...or empty anything else I guess. It was actually kind of scary being squeezed in-between all those heavy, hard, male bodies but the sensual overload made it all worthwhile. Fortunately I had done anal enough by that point that it wasn’t a totally foreign feeling to me to have a dick up my ass but when there was also one in my pussy and my mouth at the same time it was definitely something that I needed a little time to get used to.

As much fun as the exhibitionism was and the group sex and the partner swapping one of my favorite moment was a night I spent on the upper deck with Eric, talking as we looked out over the moonlit ocean before and after making love very beautifully and passionately. I think I knew that if I was going to have one man be the guy for me it would be Eric because we just fit so well together in so many different circumstances but that was still sort of a fantasy. Being a girl for a solid two weeks had been amazing but I knew I would have to go home and become a man again and resume my double life so where was the future in any relationship with any man?

I am very pleased to say that we left the house in immaculate condition and all six of us chipped in to make sure that it was neat and tidy before we left. I didn’t know anything about Stephanie’s parents, or how well they really knew their daughter, but I could imagine that they might have had some anxiety about turning the place over to her suring such a notoriously chaotic time as spring break. Presumably they could enjoy breakfast there in the future and never know how many people had fucked on that table or virtually every other spot in the house. My guess was that they really wouldn’t want the details anyway as long as everything seemed to be in good order. That was a very human trait that covered a lot of topics.


CHAPTER 17:

To say that I had enjoyed my first spring break experience was a major understatement. It was the kind of crazy, raunchy, silly, sexy, fun thing I had always fantasized about but figured I’d never actually see. After growing up around so much hypocritical repression it was such a breath of fresh air to find a group of people who just let it all hang out...sometimes literally. I’m sure my friends had all grown up with similar societal pressures on them to behave a certain way and think a certain way, and Ashley and Stephanie’s parents would probably be as shocked as mine would be if they knew exactly what they were doing (but without the extra shock of the gender switch in my case) but they did it anyway. They were choosing to try and break free from the mold and explore life for themselves and make their own decisions rather than having those decisions forced on them.

I knew that I had made the decision to remain female full-time but it was still so hard for me to actually own it. Even with the great support circle I had fallen into there was still the fear and the dread of telling my parents. Things were going so well at the moment that I didn’t exactly love the idea of my whole world suddenly being tossed into chaos, yet I knew I had to deal with it if I wanted to be truly happy and to live the open and free life I craved.

“This may sound like a crazy idea but maybe you should put it all down in writing,” Eric suggested one night in between rounds of love making.

“You mean like a personal Declaration of Independence?” I joked.

“I was thinking more like an auto-biographical novel,” Eric replied. “Write an honest book about your personal experiences with coming to grips with your gender identity. Explain how your journey started and what you felt along the way and why you came to the conclusion that you did.”

“To what end?” I asked.

“To let your parents hear your story, your whole story instead of dropping some bombshell on them that they have to absorb instantly.”

“I think that will still be a bit of a bombshell,” I said with a laugh.

“Probably so, but hopefully this might soften the blow a little. I’m sure your parents aren’t monsters they’re just people who have been raised to believe in certain things, and from what you’ve told me of your hometown it sounds like there’s a lot of conformity there. Maybe if they can hear your whole story they’ll see what a difficult thing this is for you to be doing but how important it is to you as well,” said Eric.

I had actually thought about writing a book about my experiences because frankly they were so unusual and also because I really wanted to express myself in a way that I felt comfortable with, which writing certainly was. One thing that had held me back was the thought that even if I used fake names my parents would somehow find out what I had written and be horrified that I was airing their dirty laundry in public. Looking at it from Eric’s perspective I could actually see how it might be the best way to handle a tricky situation even if it hadn’t seemed so at the start.

I believe in language and the power of words. I wanted to be a writer someday and starting out by writing about something personal might be better than just trying to make up a story in the style of one of my favorite authors or something. If I could articulate the pain, and joy and confusion I had been experiencing in an effective way maybe it would convince my parents that I had no choice but to come to the conclusion I had come to. At least it would show them that I wasn’t totally wasting my time in college.

I decided that rather than be a strictly non-fiction account of my tale I would write a novel that was based closely on my real experiences. That would give me some freedom to make the story a bit more entertaining and flex out my creative writing skills in the process. My parents didn’t need to know all the sordid details of my exploits, and frankly if my book was too honest it would end up being kind of pornographic, so I started writing the story of a young man from a small town coming to a big city college and discovering a new world and a new way of living in that world as a woman.

Because it was all so personal the ideas flowed incredibly freely. I didn’t need to write War and Peace so I was thinking along the lines of more of a short story perhaps when I started but once the ball was rolling I couldn’t really stop it. I thought it was sexy and romantic in parts without getting too graphic and I tried to focus on the other aspects of femininity that had spoken to me on such a deep level. Like me the protagonist of the story was not seeking a dramatic change in their life but when it happened they were strong enough to face it and admit it, and yes I made that character as sympathetic as I possibly could.

When I finished I was exhausted, nervous, proud, and curious to know if anyone else thought the thing wasn’t total garbage so I passed it around to all my friends. Everyone seemed genuinely thrilled by the results, and by the fact that I had actually written a book, but it was Eric who provided the most objective feedback and critique and helped me shape it into an even more professional form.

“Well I don’t know what your parents will think of this but I think it’s a pretty damn good work of fiction, especially for a first effort,” said Eric once the revisions and editing were finally done.

“I know it feels like a relief, like the step I had to take to move forward,” I said. “Although I don’t think it’s the kind of book that my parents would usually find an enjoyable read.”

“They don’t have to enjoy it they just have to try and understand it,” said Eric. “And in the process come to understand you.”

Eric suggested self-publishing it on Amazon, which seemed kind of crazy, but I did like the idea of being a published author, even if nobody ultimately ever bought the damn thing. It was sort of like sticking a message in a bottle and hoping that it would be discovered someday and since my main goal wasn’t getting rich off the book I was really only interested in the audience of two for which it had been written. (Who would obviously get a free copy.)

I suppose in the end I had sort of written my own personal Declaration of Independence although I was hoping that I wouldn’t be so independent that I didn’t have a family anymore once the book was released.

The process of submitting my book was pretty easy and then I just had to wait for it to get approved and then it was live and I had published my first book. It was just one of 50 billion other self-published books but it was mine and it was basically about me, even if I had fictionalized many of the details.

My friends were all excited and offered to buy my book so I’d at least have some sales to show even if I’d already let them read it before and to my surprise a few strangers bought it as well but the main point of the exercise had been to explain myself to my parents so that was the review I was waiting for. I wasn’t expecting a five-star rave but I was hoping that somehow, on some level, I could reach them and help them to understand what I had been going through.

It was a long wait but when I finally heard from my mother I was totally unprepared for the response I received.


CHAPTER 18:

Apparently a long time ago my mother had been a lesbian. Not just like she was curious once and got really drunk and fooled around with a friend or kissed another girl to “practice” kissing or something, but in an actual serious relationship with another woman. I said at the start that my town was full of secrets but this one threw me for a loop.

“I thought I knew what I wanted but then I met your father and my priorities changed,” my mom explained on the phone. “I honestly didn’t think I could fall in love with a man but I did and that surprised me. At first I thought I might just be going through some kind of a phase or trying to do what everybody expected me to do but the more I got to know him the more I knew that I wanted to spend the rest of my life with him and start a family together,”

“I would never have guessed any of that,” I said in genuine surprise.

“And why would you have? That was back before you were born and I’ve never regretted a moment of the life I ended up choosing,” said my mom. “But I know a little something about what it’s like to have to live with a secret and hide your true feelings and I don’t want you to have to go through that.”

I couldn’t believe my ears or my good luck. Who would have thought that my mom licking pussy back in the day would lead to this compassionate endorsement of me trying to express my true gender identity? I guess maybe having lived in a closet she realized that it’s not a very fun place to be.

So the major hurdle of getting my family’s approval was finally gotten over and now it was on to the red tape of making myself Daisy Franklin instead of David Franklin. Out with the old and in with new, which was basically an excuse to buy some more female clothes since I’d be going to class as a woman from now on.

Unfortunately I lived in a male dorm so I would have to be moving out of the building where Lyle and Eric where located but on the bright side Ashley invited me to move into a spare room of hers so now I would actually be living there instead of just pretending to do so. Of course living with Ashley likely meant getting into a lot of trouble but it was probably the kind of trouble I would enjoy.

To celebrate my new status as a perma-girl my friends threw a surprise orgy for me, which was just like the surprise parties you see in the movies where you turn the lights on and everyone yells “surprise” except that everyone in this case was buck naked. I was ritually stripped by all in attendance and my female body caressed and kissed all over before everyone settled in to some wild fornication.

It was a pretty good crowd that included Stephanie and Alex as well as some less familiar faces and of course my three best friends in the whole world Ashley, Lyle, and Eric. One of the real highlights of the event was a blow-bang where every man in the room stood around me in a circle while I stroked and sucked them all into a spectacular bukkake “initiation” shower of cum.

I can’’t really express how happy I was that everyone was so chill about the whole sex thing and didn’t get all possessive and jealous. I had a pretty strong feeling that Eric would probably end up playing a pretty significant role in my life someday, and I wondered if we’d become a more “traditional” couple or still be swingers, but it didn’t matter either way as long as we both felt the same and were playing by the same rules. He was a definite “keeper” and a man I could see building a home with in the future, but that was for the future and we were living in the here and now, young, horny, happy and free. I was too young and too focused on my education to think about getting serious with anybody yet.

Yes someday I might very well trade cum showers for baby showers but at the moment I was quite content to just be hanging with my pals.


AUTHOR’S NOTES:

Yes it’s another college story and yes there’s sex with the roommate again but I think this one travels into some interesting new territory none-the-less. With all the culture wars raging in America the blatant hypocrisy of so-called “family values” people with their holier-than-thou attitudes is constantly being exposed for the lie it usually is. People love sex. They’re motivated by it and fascinated by it even as they’re taught to be ashamed of it. I liked the idea of a guy from a small town who grew up knowing that the self-righteous image was all bullshit making a group of friends who opened the door to a much happier, healthier, honest future, and while I usually tend to write books that become a love story about two people this time I wanted to write a book where it’s more a story about learning to love life and the person you really are. If only everyone could be so lucky.


SOCIAL MEDIA

I’ve recently started trying to establish some kind of more substantial social media presence. What I’m really hoping for is to get people to engage and communicate with me so that I can better understand what my readers want to see in the future. And I would like to use things like my blog as an outlet for some of my other artistic endeavors that I hope you will find entertaining and stimulating.

At the moment the two that I’m concentrating on are:

https://www.facebook.com/pages/Stacey-Zackerly-Author/1433132996914960

http://staceyzackerly.blogspot.com

There’s a lot of fun stuff starting to happen at the blog like my new cartoon/caption series called “Stacey’s World” that is a surprisingly honest and generally amusing look at my life primarily from a sexual perspective.

I would love to hear from you guys and make this relationship more of a two-way street. The fans that I’ve met online have been absolutely awesome and I can’t wait to make some new friends!


NEW VIDEOS!

I’ve been having some fun making a few short 3D animated videos using the 3DXChat game. I also discovered a cool video site that I really like called Hypnotube that is packed with sissy hypno and other TG videos. You can find my new videos there at:

https://hypnotube.com/video/the-beach-house-by-stacey-zackerly-43647.html

https://hypnotube.com/video/the-club-by-stacey-zackerly-42938.html
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