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CHAPTER 1:

It had started, as so many things do, with my mother’s aggressively proactive desire to be socially progressive. She came from a family of left-leaning Ivy League academics, and had married into a fortune, so she had plenty of time and money to devote to her many liberal causes and charities.

One of those causes was making sure that I wasn’t raised in a “toxic male” environment, which was prompted by a very minor shoving incident on the school ground when I was about nine or ten years old. It was nothing, really, certainly not a fight, but in my mother’s eyes it was a sure warning sign that I was heading for a depraved life of violence and aggressive behavior. In truth it only came about because I was sick of being bullied by “toxic males” for my slight build and somewhat “delicate” features. I was sick of being told that I was a sissy and how much I looked like a girl so I gave this jerk a shove and he shoved back and that was pretty much the end of it as some teacher jumped in and broke us up. Even so I got called into the office, which in turn caused my mother to be called, and that was the start of my strange adventure.

I probably did look sort of like a girl but a lot of young boys do, when you get right down to it. If I dressed differently, or wore my hair longer I could probably have passed for female quite easily at that age. That didn’t mean that I particularly enjoyed being reminded of the fact all the time. It wasn’t my fault. I didn’t get to choose what I looked like.

My mother, on the other hand, did get to choose a whole hell of a lot about what I did as a child and what she decided was that I needed to get out of that nasty co-educational public school and learn some refinement elsewhere. Now despite being rich as fuck it was her idea in the first place that I should attend public school like any “normal” child and not develop snobbish or elitist attitudes, but I guess when that didn’t work out the way she hoped she decided to try a new approach. That was often my mother’s way. Throw something against the wall and see if it sticks. This time I was the “something” and the wall was a private boarding school.

Bridgefield Academy was my mother’s alma mater and she was fiercely proud of it. She was one of their more dedicated alumni and a great benefactor to the school financially. I’m sure that I would have been enrolled there, despite my mom’s interest in public school grounding, aside from the fact that it was a girls only school. Suddenly that didn’t seem to be an impediment anymore as my mother just pulled a few strings and enrolled me as Brenda Hawthorne, a 5th Grade girl. Fortunately for her the school was exceptionally liberal in their policies, and exceptionally anxious for her donations to continue to pour in, so I was allowed to attend as a “transgender” student who identified with being female. At that time I really had very little idea what transgender meant, and I certainly had never identified as a female, but those minor details were brushed aside in the quest to educate me in a proper environment and one that would surely drive all the horribly aggressive male attitudes I had right out of me forever.

I protested vociferously, not so much because I hated to leave the school I was attending, but because I would be attending school as a girl surrounded by nothing but other girls. They say you can’t fight City Hall and you sure can’t fight Dolores Hawthorne once she’s made her mind up about something so I grudgingly accepted my fate and trudged off to Bridgefield Academy, feeling like the little sissy girl I had been bullied about for so long.

A couple of things made the transition a little easier to take I discovered when I first arrived there. For one the campus was incredibly lovely and nothing like the rather run down urban public school I had previously attended. Naturally my mother didn’t want me going to some fancy public school in our own district that would be full of spoiled white kids so I had been installed in a rather scary downtown place where I would presumably get a more multi-cultural experience. I don’t know if that happened but I certainly got a multi-cultural ass whipping from a variety of bullies from all ethnic backgrounds.

Bridgefield was an old mansion on beautifully landscaped grounds that looked more like a park than a school. Someone had donated the joint to the Academy long ago, and somewhat surprisingly it wasn’t one of my relatives. That didn’t mean that the Hawthorne name wasn’t well-represented elsewhere on the campus as my mom had a dance lab named after her and the library had been donated by my grandmother. Needless to say being a Hawthorne at Bridgefield made me somewhat of an instant celebrity.

We all wore uniforms, and yes they were just the kind that older men fantasize about all the time, so at least I blended in with the crowd for the most part. Everyone knew that I was actually a boy named Bradley but they had all been instructed to treat me as a girl named Brenda so nobody gave me a hard time about prancing around in my little pleated skirt. That was actually kind of a relief since I figured that I’d probably get bullied even more by a pack of mean girls who would resent my intrusion on their sacred feminine turf.

Apparently I wasn’t the first “trans” student they had ever had but I was the only one there at the time so I was unique and alone, which can be good under the right circumstances or can be living hell. I hoped optimistically that these were the right circumstances.

Living at school took some adjusting to, but it wasn’t nearly as bad as I thought. It made me feel kind of older and more independent. Plus I was away from my mother’s somewhat overbearing personality and free from any other crazy schemes she might have hatched had I been hanging around the house all the time. I suppose in a way she had always wanted a daughter who would follow in her footsteps at Bridgefield and now she had one...sort of.

I may have looked like a girl, and dressed like a girl, and been given a girl’s name but I still had something that most girls didn’t have...a dick hanging between my legs. In 5th Grade that still wasn’t much of an issue but time flies and pretty soon that dick would start to sprout pubic hairs around it and the “real” girls in my class would all be in training bras. At that point it would become increasingly difficult to present myself as just one of the girls, no matter how I supposedly identified, but that was a problem for another day. I was Brenda the Bridgefield girl and surprisingly happy about the whole thing once I got settled in and saw how welcoming and warm most of my classmates and the faculty were. Plus, although I was small for a boy I was more than big enough to handle myself if any of those bitches tried to get rough with me. I guess you could call that “toxic femininity” if you like, but whatever you called it I was sure that my mother would have been appalled to know that such thoughts were still crossing my mind.

Fortunately my mother wasn’t around and wasn’t a mind reader so I felt a type of freedom that I had never known before. It looked like her plan might not have been so bad after all, even if things didn’t go exactly the way she had planned them.


CHAPTER 2:

Although I had some physical advantages due to my birth gender I still tended to be more of a bookworm and with my glasses I probably looked a little nerdy. I did do surprisingly well in my Physical Education classes and even learned how to play lacrosse, which was all the rage at my school. Did you know that lacrosse was the oldest organized sport in North America? I didn’t until they told me but you can look it up in Wikipedia if you don’t believe me.

It was also assumed that I would have an interest in dance, since my mother’s name was on the damn dance lab, so I put on a leotard and a little dance skirt that fortunately covered my small but noticeable bulge, and attempted to not trip all over myself during dance lessons. A lot of the gals had been doing ballet and shit since they were like four so I was kind of out of my league but I did the best I could and at least nobody made fun of me to my face when I fucked up.

Even though I was rather obviously “equipped” differently than the other girls the game seemed to be that no one was supposed to notice that. Consequently I used the same bathroom and changed in the same locker room and slept in the same dormitory as everyone else. I even showered with the girls, which was an eye opening experience for everyone, to say the least, despite the pretense that there was nothing different about me at all.

A few girls asked me about my penis, which was kind of weird, and virtually all of them stared at it at some point, even though they were trying hard not to. It was only natural that they would be curious I suppose. Of course I was curious about the smoothness of my classmates down in the nether regions but one really couldn’t see anything but the lack of a dick unless they bent over or something so it wasn’t quite as educational as you might have thought it would be.

Still the idea of it was intriguing. All my life I had been ridiculed for looking like a girl but it didn’t seem like that big of a deal to me now that I was surrounded by girls all of the time. If anything that only made me want to look even more like them, especially since I didn’t attach any sexual significance to our different anatomy.

When I went home for the winter break, nobody called it Christmas vacation, my mother seemed overcome with delight to see me in my Bridgefield uniform. She kept insisting that I must be anxious to get back into my boy clothes but kept coming up with excuses for why I shouldn’t, so I spent most of that holiday continuing to be dressed as a girl. My mother also “suggested” that it would be less confusing for me to be called Brenda, even at home, so that’s what I was called, no matter what clothing I had on at the moment. I guess it was her little fantasy to have the daughter she never had so there wasn’t much I could do about it. I was used to being called Brenda by that time and maybe it would have been confusing to be thrust right back into my male world for a couple of weeks.

Since I had been shuttled across town to go to school I didn’t go to the same schools that most of the kids in my neighborhood went to so I never developed any really close friends, which was probably just as well because it would have been quite embarrassing to have them see me dressed up in girly clothes and calling myself Brenda instead of Bradley. I’d actually made a number of good friends already at Bridgefield so I was perfectly happy when vacation time was over and I was back at school. Like I said, I was a bookworm anyway and I liked school, so I didn’t dream of me free time like a lot of kids did.

My first year at Bridgefield kind of flew by and when I joined my mom and dad on a vacation to Italy and Greece I had my masculinity fully restored for the summer, which actually felt kind of strange by that point, but I fell back into the swing of it pretty quickly. Always the nerd I was far more interested in the historical aspects of the journey than the recreational but I did spend some time on some lovely beaches looking at the beautiful scenery and all the beautiful bodies that were parading around me in various stages of undress.

I saw this one dark haired girl in the skimpiest little bikini you could imagine and realized that someday some of my friends from school would probably develop to the point where they could fill out a swimsuit like that and it almost made me jealous. As little kids we weren’t all that different but that would change in time. As it turned out it changed rather quickly for me, or for a number of my classmates at any rate.

In just the three months since I had seen them last quite a few of the girls at school had begun to change noticeably. There had always been a couple of girls in my class who had some tiny signs of budding breasts, but the 6th Grade class was full of blossoming young ladies with pubic hair and little growing titties. Cynthia Anderson was definitely at the top of the class when it came to boob size, by my not totally expert observation, and I figured she was an excellent candidate to stuff a bikini in the not too distant future.

It didn’t change a whole lot for me personally, since I still was basically the same as before, but I did notice that the girls were starting to get a lot more interested in talking about boys, and that was an odd place to find myself, especially since everyone just naturally assumed that I was a girl at heart and just as likely to be as boy crazy as they were, so I was privy to some pretty colorful conversations that sort of left my head reeling.

Of course being an all girl’s school meant that most of their fantasy crushes were people from the entertainment industry but Jessica Randolph’s brother Bob was considered to be suitable eye candy whenever he showed up with her parents for a visit. Nobody ever seemed to think of me as a boy, and I couldn’t really blame them. Since I wanted to be part of the crowd I went along and tried to share their enthusiasm for whatever new heartthrob had overtaken their senses. It just seemed like harmless fun to me and I didn’t attach any sort of homosexual connotation to it at all.

It was a pretty awkward year for everybody I suppose, but things were going to get even more uncomfortable for me during the summer when my mother proposed a radical scheme that looked like it was going to change my life rather dramatically. I say she “proposed” it, in that she wanted it to seem like I had a choice, but if you knew my mother you would know that the decision had basically already been made.

That decision was to send me to a very expensive specialist that she knew about who was going to shoot me up with a series of injections over the summer that would supposedly cause me to grow breasts in much the same way that my female classmates were growing them. I suppose it was my own fault, in a way, because I had made no secret of the fact that I was very happy at Bridgefield and doing exceptionally well in all my classes, even PE, so my mother assumed that I would want to continue on there into junior high and that it would be better for all parties involved if I could remake myself in more of a conventional female appearance.

I’d still have my cock and balls, but apparently they would shrink a little in the process and whatever magic elixir was in those syringes would change some of the chemical balances in my body making me more female internally, as well as externally, so in essence I would be a chick with a dick.

They assured me that the process was reversible and that once I had returned to my male life everything would be just fine and dandy, but I was a little skeptical, if not downright terrified. At least I wasn’t losing my penis entirely, I was just gaining some hooters so it didn’t seem like all that bad of a deal when you got right down to it. It would probably help me to fit in better with my classmates, who were all on the road to boob-hood already, so that was a definite plus.

So instead of touring ancient ruins, or hanging out on a beach somewhere I spent most of my summer vacation getting regular injections from a doctor and waiting for the day when I would actually start to see some results. As it turned out I didn’t have all that long to wait.


CHAPTER 3:

“OMG! Look at her boobs everybody!”

By the time I went back to school my breasts were already beginning to show some serious signs of growth and naturally everyone wanted to take a look. I didn’t mind because I was actually kind of pleased by the way they were turning out and it made me feel good to not be treated as a freak.

“They look so real,” said one girl.

“They are real, dummy,” Gloria Pope snapped back. “She’s getting hormone injections, or something like that, aren’t you sweetie?”

“Ah, yeah...something like that,” I replied.

I knew that hormones were involved but this was some super new formula that was the special creation of the doctor I was seeing so it wasn’t exactly like anything most other people had ever heard of, let alone seen. Whatever it was the damn stuff certainly seemed to work, maybe even a little too well because I was suddenly giving Cynthia Anderson a run for her money as the most buxom 7th Grader at Bridgefield.

It’s hard to explain why that pleased me as much as it did, but I guess I just felt more like one of the girls at last. Another added benefit of the process was the fact that it also made my voice a little higher, or at least kept it from getting any lower, which made me fit in even more. That was kind if a big deal to me because I had never fit in at all at my old school. Aside from being called a sissy I was also the rich white kid that everybody seemed to resent. Whatever my mother’s liberal intentions were they weren’t really impressing anybody at school. Sending your kid to a shitty public school when you could afford any school in the world seemed like a pretty dumb idea to most people who didn’t have the luxury of such choices, and I had to agree with them, although I didn’t have much of a say in the matter.

Bridgefield was full of rich white kids, some even richer than I was, and some from some pretty distinguished families with roots back to the Mayflower and whatnot. My mom always said we were related to Nathaniel Hawthorne, the author of The Scarlet Letter, but I sort of had my doubts. She never offered up any proof and sometimes seemed a little vague on the family connection, so I always figured she was just trying to make our family tree a little more impressive.

Despite the shared socioeconomic background it probably should have been even worse for me at Bridgefield since I was the only boy in school and trying to be treated like a girl, but everyone had been pretty amazingly supportive. I know they all thought that I really wanted to be a girl, or wished that I had been born female, or something like that, so I let them think it if they wanted to. It seemed to make things easier all around so now that I had taken this big step in my “transition” my classmates were more enthusiastic than ever.

The boy talk seemed to be getting a little more serious and being part of the gang meant sharing in that conversation so I tried my best to join in whenever I could without offering too many details. Some of the girls had actually kissed boys by now and even had summer “boyfriends” that they gushed about at great length, but of course I wasn’t an active participant in that sort of thing so I was a little left out in that department.

“Don’t worry honey, with those boobs guys will be all over you in no time,” said Gloria Pope, the resident sex expert in our class.

“So how come you supposedly get all these boys?” one smart ass shot back. “You’ve got tits like a ballerina.”

“That’s not the only thing boys are interested in I assure you,” Gloria replied smugly.

“In other words she’s a total ho,” another girl chimed in for good measure, which led to a rollicking pillow fight.

I liked Gloria and I was impressed by her worldly insight, even if a lot of it probably was just bullshit or stuff she picked up from watching R-rated movies or something. And she seemed to take a special interest in getting me to discover the ways of the flesh for some reason. She even offered to let me practice kissing with her, something I didn’t jump at but eventually agreed to try.

“Now you just pretend that I’m a really cute boy and purse your lips like this,” she explained.

It was a pretty amusing concept since I actually was a boy and she was the real girl but for the sake of the exercise I had to go along with the pretense. I couldn’t really picture any especially cute boy in my head so I just closed my eyes and pressed my lips against Gloria’s. I thought it would be a quick peck but Gloria didn’t mess around when it came to kissing and it lasted a lot longer than I had expected. It was actually kind of exciting and the next time we tried it we even put our arms around each other and held the kiss even longer.

I’d like to mention my dick for a moment, or at least I feel compelled to for the sake of this narrative. I knew that I was beginning to have some sexual thoughts and feelings, and I also knew that my dick should have been getting hard at those times, but it never seemed to get really erect. Sometimes it got a little wet, but I rarely had a full on boner no matter how dirty my thoughts were.

They had warned me about that when I was getting those injections but it hadn’t really meant all that much to me. Not getting a hard on was perfectly fine since I was trying to look like a girl and didn’t need some big stiffy in the shower. Now it was a little more of a concern because I wanted to try jacking off but found it rather difficult to accomplish without a great deal of effort, and even then I wasn’t usually rock hard or anything.

I mention this now because the day Gloria Pope stuck her tongue in my mouth I felt like I was going to cum in my panties. She hadn’t warned me, she just did it, and it did something to me that was hard to express in words.

“That’s pretty hot, isn’t it?” said Gloria once we had parted lips.

“Yeah, you can say that again,” I replied in a somewhat huskier voice than I had ever used before.

“When you’re kissing older guys they’re going to expect you to use your tongue so it’s good to be prepared,” Gloria added.

“I guess so,” I kind of mumbled.

I had no idea what kind of older guys she had kissed, or how much older they were, or whether she had ever kissed a guy at all but she sure seemed to know a thing or two about kissing. I wondered what it would be like to kiss a boy and didn’t find the thought all that offensive. I’d never had much luck pretending that Gloria was a guy but someday a guy might want to kiss me and I might let him. I might even let him stick his tongue in my mouth now that I knew the grownup secret to extra hot smooching.


CHAPTER 4:

So I sailed through my first year of junior high seeing my tits grow a little bigger and my ass getting a bit rounder, and my hips a little wider. It even seemed like I might be the one to sport a sexy two-piece bathing suit someday, if I didn’t have this limp dick hanging down between my legs.

It was also around the time that I started to better understand what being transgender meant. It was still kind of hard to think of myself that way because it seemed like most people just always kind of knew that they weren’t in the right body but I had sort of stumbled into my femininity because of my mom’s half-assed idea to send me to a girl’s school.

Now I was genuinely confused about my identity, which probably wasn’t all that surprising considering everything. I had found a real home and a place of acceptance “pretending” to be a girl but after getting those injections I had actually become more of a “real” girl, yet I still had some serious reminders of my birth gender. I was legally still a male and I was never going to have periods or give birth or any of that stuff but I was a male with boobs and a girlish voice and hips that were starting to sway a little when I walked.

I was around women constantly, except on vacations, and I had adapted myself to that world rather well I thought, considering the fact that the other girls had so much more practice at being female than I had. And I was really confused about my sexuality because I wasn’t sure who I was “supposed” to be attracted to.

Girls were certainly pretty and since I lived, dressed and showered around them all the time I had ample opportunity to admire that beauty, and the only person I had ever kissed was a girl, and I liked that, so I sort of assumed that I must like girls, despite the presence of my own boobs.

On the other hand I wasn’t totally opposed to the idea of boys being attractive too. I hadn’t flipped out over any celebrity sensation yet like some of my classmates had, but there were some cute guys out there. Heck, I even appreciated Jessica Randolph’s brother Bob as eye candy the last time he showed up, although some of the girls had soured on him because of his shorter haircut, which I didn’t mind at all.

Boys just really weren’t much of a practical concern anyway, since there weren’t many around while I was at school, but I did sort of want to know who I should be attracted to. The idea that I’d probably just know whether I was attracted to someone or not once I met them hadn’t really popped into my head. I just wanted some kind of clarity, I guess, but that was going to be hard to find at the moment, if ever.

I did notice that a few girls had no trouble at all being attracted to other girls, or maybe they were just “practicing” like I did with Gloria, but there was a lot of boob touching and butt squeezing that didn’t exactly seem to be preparing a young woman for her first boyfriend.

“You’re always going to find a lot of lezbos in a place like this,” Gloria explained. “It’s like prison...you got to work with the tools you have.”

I knew about lesbians primarily from having streamed some episodes of a show called The L Word, which was about fabulously hot ladies in Los Angeles “talking, laughing, loving, breathing, fighting, fucking, crying, drinking, riding, winning, losing, cheating, kissing, thinking, dreaming,” as the lyrics of the theme song put it. It wasn’t the sort of thing we were supposed to watch publicly but you could watch anything you wanted on your phone if you put earplugs on and pulled the covers over your head at night.

“So they don’t like boys at all?” I asked, since Gloria had brought the subject up and I was anxious to learn.

“Well, that depends. Some women are just into women and they stay like that their whole lives. Other chicks get it on in school or something but it’s just a passing phase. And others swing both ways all the time. Pussy...dick...whatever looks good at the moment,” Gloria explained. “Sometimes you’ve got to try something new on the menu to see if you like it.”

That made sense to me. And it was also kind of a relief to know that I wasn’t the only person there who was kind of struggling with their whole sexual preference thing. Maybe you did need to try different stuff to see what you really liked.

I wanted to ask Gloria if she ever fooled around with girls, other than kissing practice, but that seemed a little rude so I let it pass. I think I would have agreed to make out with her if she suggested it, but I certainly wasn’t going to be the one to initiate anything.

It was kind of ironic that I had been feminized and sent to a girl’s school because my mom was afraid that I would become a toxic male since that was about the furthest thing from my nature as you could possibly get. I was not aggressive at all, except maybe on the lacrosse field sometimes, and I would always rather follow than lead. I just wanted to fit in and do whatever everyone else was doing.

I was the exact opposite of my mother in that way as she was always in charge of everything and the president of this club and the chairwoman of that committee. I wasn’t going to challenge her, especially as a child, so I suppose I became pretty docile and submissive without really thinking about it too much.

You may have noticed that I haven’t mentioned my father too much and that’s simply because he never had much of an influence in my life. He was busy all the time with work, and he traveled a lot on business, and he was quite a bit older than most of the dad’s of the kids I knew. He also wasn’t the sort of man who was going to go out and toss a football around with his son so he was actually kind of a stranger to me. I think he was also kind of scared of my mom because she always got whatever she wanted, even though it was his money that she was spending. I guess he knew, like I did, that there was no point in trying to ague with my mom so he just kind of retreated into his study and his Scotch and his stock options or whatever they were.

In any case I did end up having my first sort of sexual thing happen near the end of the school year, but not with Gloria. A girl named Julie Abercrombie and I had been required to run a couple of laps after lacrosse practice for fucking up some drill or another so we ended up showering together after everyone else had already finished. Not wanting to be late for our next class she suggested that we shower together and soap each other up to save time. I’m not sure how that was supposed to be a good time management strategy but I didn’t object and soon we were both under the same shower head, pressed quite close together, and rubbing each other’s body all over with soap.

“I’m so jealous of your boobs,” she said as she rubbed a whole lot of soap all over my already slippery tits.

“Well yours are really nice too,” I said supportively.

“They are kind of perky I guess,” she replied as she glanced down at her own breasts.

Then she got right up next to me and starting rubbing her tits against mine. I didn’t know quite how to react so I just let her do it but I could feel myself getting hot, and it wasn’t from the water in the shower. Then she grabbed the back of my head and kissed me, tongue and all, and I was stunned but aroused.

“What’s it like being a girl with a dick?” she suddenly asked as she took my semi-rigid penis in her hand.

“Ah...it’s different,” I replied.

“It’s so cute and little it’s hardly a dick at all. It’s almost like a really big clit or something,” she said with a giggle.

Then she kissed me again, and we kind of rubbed some more soap around, and that was it. We got dressed quickly and made a mad dash for our class. I don’t know whether that really counted as a sexual activity or not but it had been pretty thrilling. The feeling of wet skin was something that really made an impression on me, and I had a feeling it probably would for a long time.

I had never been particularly close to Julie and certainly never got the impression that she liked me in that way so I’m guessing it might have just been the convenience of having the shower to ourselves. She didn’t mention it again or suggest a repeat performance so I just left it as it was...one of those things that happens in life when you least expect it.


CHAPTER 5:

The vacation in between 7th and 8th Grade was significant in a couple of ways. For one thing I stayed female the whole time and I had my first “summer romance” with a boy.

My mother usually liked to travel abroad but my legal status was kind of complicated since I was male on my passport but appeared rather obviously female in real life thanks to my very firm and well-developing breasts. Consequently we just rented a vacation home in the Hamptons and spent a leisurely summer by the shore.

Normally that sort of thing would have bored me silly but that was before my mom bought me my first bikini. It was nowhere near as skimpy and revealing as the one I had ogled on a previous vacation, and I kept a little wrap around skirt over the bottom to help hide my package, but certainly from the waist up I looked pretty nice I thought. I even had prescription sunglasses so I didn’t look quite as nerdy as usual.

Apparently I wasn’t the only one who liked my summer look because I ended up having a number of boys flirting with me and even taking me on little dates of a sort, just to have some ice cream or whatever. Then I met Archie Burns and things got a little more serious.

I don’t know that he was the hottest guy I’d ever seen but he was smart and funny and he seemed to really like me. It was all innocent enough until one day when we were alone, kind of off behind some rocks, where he put his arms around me and we started kissing. We were the same age so I wasn’t able to test Gloria’s theory about older men and tongue kissing but Archie used his tongue pretty aggressively so I guess it was good that I was prepared to reciprocate properly.

After that we did a lot of necking and I even let him touch my boobs a few times, once going so far as to allow him to pull down my bikini top so that my bare breasts would be in his hands for a bit, but obviously I couldn’t let him touch me down below. I felt kind of funny about deceiving him into thinking that I was actually a girl, but I was so caught up in the romance of the whole thing that I didn’t want to do anything to spoil it.

Other than letting him cop a feel once it was all pretty innocent puppy love but he did stir my heart and made me feel emotions that I had never felt before. It obviously wasn’t going to last beyond the summer, but that was okay in way because it simplified things. There was no point in getting into something that would only lead to trouble down the line.

I suppose it was really the first time that I ever actually resented my penis and wished that it was gone. It embarrassed me sometimes for ruining the line of my clothes, and it frustrated me for not getting as hard as a dick should probably get, but when I was fooling around with Archie I honestly wished that I had a pussy like all the other girls at school, even if that meant that I’d have to start using tampons and stuff.

While I was sad to say goodbye to Archie, knowing that I’d probably never see him again, I was excited to have something juicy to talk about back at school. I wasn’t sure that I was going to mention the bare boob groping part until I could get an idea of what everybody else had been up to since I didn’t want to be labeled a total ho.

I soon discovered that I had nothing to worry about on that score as many of the girls had gone a lot further than I had. That made me feel good that I wasn’t the class slut or something but it also made me curious about some of the more “advanced” things they had tried.

My final year of junior high shot by in a blur, and nothing too exciting happened, so I was looking forward to another summer of flaunting my increasingly curvy body and enjoying the attention of boys when my mom threw a huge curve ball at me that I never saw coming.

Apparently she had gotten some hair up her ass about the benefits of studying abroad for a year or two in order to have a well-rounded education so I was not going back to my beloved Bridgefield and would instead but flown off to some exclusive school in Paris, France. As if that wasn’t enough of a shock it also turned out that I’d be going there as a man.


CHAPTER 6:

“It’s complicated, honey, what with all of the travel restrictions and passports and study visas and whatnot. It’s simply easier if you go back to being Bradley while you’re overseas,” my mother explained when I offered my mild token resistance to her plan.

“But what about my body? I don’t look like a man. Nobody is going to believe I’m a man. It’ll be awful!” I whined.

“Don’t worry about that. You know that process is reversible so we’re just going to spend this summer turning you back into your old self and then everything will be fine.”

Everything will be fine. I suppose in my mother’s mind that was the way it would be. When she wanted me to be a boy I was a boy and when she wanted me to be a girl I was a girl. Public school, girl’s school, school abroad, it was all just whatever seemed like a good idea to her at the time. I was the one who was going to have to adjust to the new school, or the new town, or the new friends, or the new body but she just took it for granted that whatever whim she came up with was the right thing to do.

It wasn’t like I hated the idea of going to school in Paris but did hate the idea of leaving Bridgefield behind and all of my friends there and I especially hated the idea of having to go as a man. I mean, come on...Paris! Think of all the shopping for clothes I could have done there as Brenda, and the way my body was continuing to fill out I had a feeling I might actually look pretty good in some of those Parisian fashions.

Anyway it didn’t matter what I thought or wanted so I spent the summer getting another series of injections to undo all of the incredibly good work that had previously been done and at the end I was suddenly Bradley Hawthorne again.

On the bright side my dick seemed bigger than I remembered it, and it seemed to function quite normally so there was that, but otherwise I felt kind of weird being male again. I’d been a girl for a few years and took to it quite well but now I had just jumped ahead to high school where I would be the foreign boy with the rich family. Maybe that would be cool, but I was more confused than ever about my loves, lusts, and desires.

The fact that the only little romance I’d ever had had been with another boy seemed a little weird to me now, but I tried not to dwell on that. Surely there would be some hot French girls who could teach me a thing or two about the art of love. After all the French had supposedly invented tongue kissing so that was something to look forward to.

I spoke reasonably good French already, which was extremely helpful, although I knew I didn’t speak it like a native and there was certainly a lot to look forward to in the way of cultural pursuits and historic sightseeing. Basically I tried to go with the most positive attitude I could muster.

The school was very “progressive,” which in this case meant kind of disorganized and confusing as people sort of mixed freely in classes regardless of their age, and classes often had kind of vague and nebulous lesson planning. I guess it just wasn’t hip to teach a certain class at a certain time to a certain age group of students. The one thing that did kind of stand out as a regular feature of virtually all of the curriculum was that America was to blame for pretty much all of the problems in the world. So much for D Day I guess.

One thing I’ll say for my time in Paris is that it’s when I really discovered porn and learned how to masturbate frequently. Having a cock that worked was a novelty so I took advantage of the opportunity to test it out quite a bit and found that it was really nice to get my rocks off. The only thing was I was never entirely sure what was really turning me on the most; the thought of me fucking the girl in the video, or the thought of me being fucked by the guy in the video. It seemed to kind of depend on what the girl and guy looked like. Sometimes seeing a guy whip his dick out got me hard and other times it was all about the pussy.

I was kind of hoping that now that I was no longer caught in a weird sort of anatomical limbo that everything would just make sense and fall into place for me but that wasn’t the case at all. Nothing was making sense to me about the school, or the people, or the place at all so I suppose it wasn’t all that surprising that my sexual thoughts were a bit jumbled as well.

It was disappointing to discover that the legal drinking age was 18, since they literally used to serve wine to grade school kids, but that wasn’t that big of a deal. I wasn’t all that anxious to drink but it was something I thought I should try when I was over here since wine is supposedly such a big deal to the French.

The one law that did sort of pique my interest was the fact that the legal age of sexual consent in France was only 15 and my 15th birthday would be coming up pretty soon. That filled my head with all kinds of possibilities, although I wasn’t even sure that I wanted to have sex or who I would want to have it with. I suppose I kind of was hoping that some older, experienced French woman would give me a sexual education, though I had no idea how I would go about putting myself in that kind of a situation.

The introverted nerd in me basically took over and I spent a lot of free time by myself wandering around museums and art galleries and touring historic buildings. The people in school weren’t overtly unfriendly, but they didn’t seem to go out of their way to be overly friendly either. In fact the ones I got along best with tended to be other foreign students who felt just as lost and confused as I did.

I know my story probably sounds like a lot of stupid rich people’s problems, and I can understand that point of view. The idea of traveling and studying in an exciting foreign city probably sounds awesome, and it was at times, but this is really a story about my own personal journey of self discovery and from that standpoint Paris had become a detour that I didn’t really want to take.

Window shopping was another one of my favorite pastimes and I drooled over all of the chic fashions I would loved to have bought for Brenda, only I didn’t know if or when Brenda would ever be back. It would have been fun to try on all that stuff but sadly my body was no longer shaped for the experience.

As the school year progressed, and I turned 15 at last, nothing too profoundly exciting had happened to me yet. I had tried drinking some wine that some of my classmates had easy access to, and it was very pleasant and made me feel grown up, but I was also cautious not to drink too much since I wasn’t experienced with alcohol at all.

Eventually the big adventurous moment did sort of pop up out of the blue, although like a lot of things it wasn’t destined to follow my preordained imaginings.


CHAPTER 7:

Her name was Brigitte, which seemed appropriately French to me, and she was a girl of my age who I had leaned on for some linguistic aid because her English was impeccable and she always seemed happy to help me with anything that needed translating. She was pretty, but not in the typically American way, which is to say that a lot of her appeal was in her style. I really admired her fashion sense and the way she carried herself just seemed so mature and womanly to me. If I were still a girl I had a feeling she could teach me a lot.

Instead she had decided to teach me about sex, which was okay by me because I probably needed a lot more educating in that area than in the area of femininity, which seemed to just sort of come natural to me.

She had invited me over to her house one Saturday afternoon under the pretense that she was going to help me with something we were working on in school but when I got there I found that her parents were gone for the whole day and that she had something very different on her mind.

“So it’s true that you have never made love to a woman?” she asked as she handed me a glass of wine.

“Well, I took kind of a sexy shower with one,” I admitted, while leaving out the fact that I had boobs at the time and was pumped full of female hormones.

“But you are very beautiful. I would think all of the girls would want to be with you.”

“Thanks, but boys aren’t really supposed to be ‘beautiful’ in America. I actually got beat up a lot for looking too much like a girl,” I explained. “Being called a ‘pretty boy’ is usually meant as an insult.”

“How stupide,” she said, pronouncing it in the French way. “Beauty is beauty. Who cares whether it is a boy or a girl?”

“Unfortunately a lot of people at my old school cared a lot,” I told her.

“Well I think they were all idiots. I find you very beautiful. Would you like to make love with me?”

I almost spat out the drink of wine I had in my mouth at the time but managed to gulp it down somehow.

“Well...sure...that would be awesome,” I replied kind of lamely, realizing that I wasn’t prepared at all for this eventuality but not willing to let it slip away.

She took me up to her bedroom, which was just as stylish as her wardrobe and not at all what I would imagine most American teenage girl’s bedrooms look like, and then she actually put on some old jazz music and we sort of slow danced next to her bed.

“You need to relax. Sex is the most natural thing in the world,” she whispered to me while we were dancing. “And you’re very graceful, by the way.”

“Thank you, I’ve actually had lessons.”

My dick was so hard I thought it was going to bust the zipper on my pants and pop out and it made me feel bad that I had been so disgusted by the thing just a short time ago. Now that I was about to get laid with a sexy French girl I was delighted that the old pecker was back to working like it should.

We stripped down to our underwear and got on the bed. Now I had flopped down on a bed with half naked girls before, but I was also a half naked girl at the time, and there was nothing sexual about the experience at all. We were just a bunch of girls hanging out in our dorm. This was a whole new ballgame.

We started necking and after a while Brigitte instructed me to remove her bra, which I did with some ease, considering how much experience I had at bra removal by that point. Her breasts were much smaller than mine had been, but they still looked very nice and seemed to suit her slender body quite well. She kind of talked me through what she wanted me to do and that was a relief because I didn’t have a clue what to do next.

She seemed to really like having me pinch and suck her nipples and I wondered what that would feel like. Just rubbing my nipples against another girl’s tits in the shower had been pretty arousing so I could imagine that this kind of direct stimulation might be especially nice.

Eventually we were both naked and Brigitte grabbed my dick while we kissed and hugged on the bed. Very gently she started to stroke me and it took every ounce of my willpower to keep from blasting right there in her hand. I was afraid that if I didn’t get inside her soon it would be too late but I think she might have sensed that and spread her legs open for me and told me to touch her pussy.

I started by just kind of rubbing around the outside but then she told me to put a finger in her so I did and I could tell at once how it was having a good affect on her. I was getting ready to take the plunge and become a man at last when the door to the bedroom suddenly swung open and a young man casually strolled in.

Paralyzed with fright I just stayed frozen where I was, with one finger jammed up inside Brigitte’s pussy as the guy came over to the bed and sat down.

“Bradley, this is my boyfriend Jacques,” she said casually as Jacques offered to shake hands.

It was awkward, to say the least, that I had to take my hand out of his girlfriend’s snatch to shake hands with him but he didn’t seemed bothered in the slightest.

“Look, I had no idea,” I stammered. “Maybe I should get going.”

“No, no, it’s perfectly fine. Why don’t you join us?” Brigitte suggested.

“Okay,” Jacques said in a kind of nonchalant way as he pulled off his shirt and tossed it aside.

A moment later he was as naked as we were and sitting right there next to us acting like this was no big thing at all.

“He is very beautiful, no?” said Brigitte, referring to me.

“Yes, he is,” Jacques replied just before he kissed me right on the lips.

I was stunned but turned on at the same time. I thought Jacques was very good-looking, and I guessed that he was probably a little older than I was, but I’m not a great judge of that. He didn’t look familiar at all so I assumed that he didn’t go to our school.

“I have a very attractive boyfriend, do I not?” Brigitte said with a pleasant smile.

“Yes you do,” I replied, trying hard not to stare at her boyfriend’s erection, but probably failing miserably in the process.

“And he had a very lovely cock, don’t you think?” Brigitte added, as if she could read my mind.

“Yes he does,” I said softly.

“You can touch it if you like,” she suggested.

I thought my hand would tremble but it actually went straight and true and a moment later I felt his warm throbbing member in my palm.

“Go ahead...stroke it,” said Brigitte.

I began to slowly work my hand up and down on his shaft, much like Brigitte had done to me earlier. Then Jacques lifted up my chin and kissed me again, this time deeper and longer. For some reason I had the feeling that I was about to cum, even though nobody was touching my dick at the time.

“You can suck it if you like,” said Jacques after we finished our kiss and I was gazing straight into his dark brown eyes.

“I wouldn’t know how,” I said in a voice that was barely over a whisper.

“That’s okay, I’ll teach you,” said Brigitte.

Brigitte came over and got right next to me. Jacques was resting on his knees with his cock sticking straight up in the air, twitching ever so slightly. It was very nicely shaped, and quite manly in appearance, but fortunately it wasn’t so large that I felt too intimidated by it.

“It’s a lot like kissing, you see?” said Brigitte as she bent down and began to show me how to use my lips and tongue on his dick without actually putting it in her mouth.

I was fascinated and almost in a trance-like state as I watched her lovingly embrace her boyfriend’s prick. It was way hotter than any porn I had ever seen because I was right there in the middle of it.

“Now you try it,” said Brigitte.

Apparently I was going to get even closer and go from interested voyeur to active participant.


CHAPTER 8:

It was a lot like kissing, only it was kind of a one-way thing. Jacques was just sitting there passively with his dick throbbing away as I smothered it with kisses as Brigitte instructed me to do.

She was actually a very good teacher because she made something as radical as kissing another man’s cock, who also happened to be her boyfriend, seem like the most natural thing in the world to be doing on a pleasant Saturday afternoon in Paris. Jacques for the most part remained silent. It was obviously her classroom.

Soon she got around to the actual sucking part of the business and I couldn’t believe how pretty she looked with his dick in her mouth. The way she did it and the little sounds she made seemed incredibly lovely to me instead of raw and raunchy.

“Your turn,” said Brigitte as she offered her man’s cock to me.

I went down on Jacques without hesitation and tried my best to emulate Brigitte in my technique but I doubt that I succeeded too well in that. I was too nervous and excited and tended to try and get too much of his stick down my throat, which usually resulted in me gagging or coughing.

Brigitte was very soothing and understanding as I fumbled my way through my first BJ and she put her hands on my shoulders and gave me a nice little message to relax me.

“I’m going to cum soon so maybe you should switch,” Jacques suggested after Brigitte and I had traded off sucking his prick for some time. “Unless you want to...”

“No, no...that’s enough for the first time,” said Brigitte, replacing me on dick duty. “I’ll finish you properly.”

I noticed that Brigitte was a bit more aggressive in her sucking this time and she added some ball squeezing to the mix, which all seemed to promote the desired outcome as Jacques was soon ejaculating in her mouth. When he finished Brigitte grabbed a tissue from next to the bed and I realized that she hadn’t actually swallowed all of his cum as she spat it out onto the paper.

“Some people like the taste, some do not,” she said with a shrug of her shoulders before lying on her back and spreading her legs. “Now...let’s finish what we started.”

I realized that she wanted me to fuck her so I dutifully got between her legs and put my cock in her pussy. To say that I was a bit rattled by this point was an understatement, but I did the best I could and lasted slightly longer than I had anticipated being able to do. Then we all had another glass of wine and I decided that it was time to go.

I would never in a million years have imagined that my first real sexual encounter would have been a bi-sexual threesome in Paris but I suppose it almost made sense in a way. Gloria had suggested that one might have to try things to find out what they liked and I certainly got a smorgasbord of sexuality that afternoon.

It was a little surprising to me how easily I accepted the invitation to perform gay sex but I had spent so much time being a girl and thinking about boys that I suppose my curiosity just got the better of me. When you’re thousands of miles from home in a strange and romantic setting with people who seem so much more mature and comfortable with their sexuality it’s easy to be drawn into that web. I at least had the “excuse” of being a confused pansexual, or whatever I was, but I wondered why Jacques wanted me to suck his cock. If he was gay why did he have a girlfriend? I wondered whether Brigitte liked girls as well as guys. Maybe these rich French kids were so hip that they just liked to swing both ways without giving it a second thought.

Or maybe I had just stumbled into some totally weird situation and responded in my own weird way. I wondered what in the world made Brigitte think that I would want to touch her boyfriend’s cock, let alone put it in my mouth. Did she just assume I was a homosexual? And if she did why did she want me to fuck her? I also wondered whether it was pure chance that Jacques strolled in when he did or whether it was a planned setup for some reason. That made me wonder whether there were hidden cameras and they were going to try to blackmail me or something, but that didn’t seem too likely. In any case I doubted that my mother would pay a dime to keep pictures of me sucking some dude’s cock off the Internet, and as for myself I didn’t really care one way or the other.

My life had been a really strange journey so far. At one point I was bullied for being a guy who looked too much like a girl, and then I sort of became a girl, and then I went back to being a boy and ended up having sex with a couple who thought it was cool that I had feminine features. I had been trying so hard just to be normal but it was getting harder and harder all the time to figure out what normal really was, if there was such a thing.

I seemed to be way past the idea that boys were supposed to like girls and girls were supposed to like boys and anything else was unnatural and sinful and wrong. There seemed to be a lot more wiggle room than I would have imagined. There probably was a lot more lesbian stuff going on at Bridgefield than I had been aware of but how serious was it? Gloria made it sound like it was kind of all over the map and it probably was.

In any case I had lost my virginity and experienced something I would probably never forget as long as I lived. That sort of made the whole studying abroad thing more worthwhile in my eyes, although I did have to admit that it was also culturally stimulating and improved my French dramatically. At least it hadn’t been a total waste of time.


CHAPTER 9:

Which did I prefer? I thought about that a lot. Did I enjoy fucking Brigitte more than I enjoyed sucking Jacques’ cock? I got to cum with Brigitte so there was that, but I wasn’t sure if that was actually more exciting than helping Jacques to cum, even if he ended up doing it in Brigitte’s mouth. My mind got very feminine when Jacques whipped out his pecker and I had this powerful impulse to grab my tits, which of course I didn’t have anymore, although sometimes I sort of imagined I did, like a phantom limb or something.

When I thought about it most of the time I was in Paris I was wishing that I was there as a woman, but as a guy I had managed to have sex with both a man and a woman that I found to be quite attractive. Having a functional penis had done me some good at last.

I didn’t have sex with Brigitte or Jacques again, or anyone else for that matter, but near the end of my first year abroad Brigitte invited me over to her house again for a different experience. She said she wanted to see how I would look as a girl and whether she could do a convincing enough job to make people think I was really female.

It was an odd request, but kind of in my wheelhouse, so I let her go ahead and feminize the heck out of me. First she showed me how to tuck my dick to hide my junk and then she put me in a bra and panties and stuffed the bra to make it fuller. It was one of her own bras no doubt so it didn’t take a ton of padding to fill and it was certainly a nostalgic feeling to be back in that boob harness again, even if I had usually stuffed a lot more flesh into it back in the day.

She had me try on a ton of different clothes before settling on what she liked best, and naturally she made an excellent choice as far as I was concerned. Then came some makeup, which was tastefully and stylishly applied, and after trying to make my short hair work she finally gave up and stuck a wig on me.

I was not surprised in the least to find that I made a totally passable female, given my unusual background in that area. It was fun to feel feminine again, but it also made me kind of long for the old Brenda, tiny useless dick and all. On the other hand my “boyish” body worked much better for her clothes since she didn’t have the curves I did in my female days.

After judging her work a success we went out and strolled around for a bit, stopping at a sidewalk cafe to buy coffee, window shopping, as I had often done already, and just kind of hanging out together as a couple of girls.

“You seem very comfortable being out in public like this,” Brigitte commented somewhere along the line.

“I’ve had some practice,” I admitted.

“Ah, I thought that might be so.”

“Is it that obvious?” I said with a slight chuckle.

“There’s something about you that’s very feminine. I don’t mean just your pretty face. It’s your body language. The way you move and the way you use your hands when you talk.”

“Again, I’ve had lots of practice.”

“Well the practice has certainly paid off because you make quite an attractive young lady,” said Brigitte. “Maybe you should do this more often. Maybe this is the real you. The one inside.”

“So was that whole business with your boyfriend a setup?” I asked.

“A setup?” she repeatedly slowly. “I’m not sure I know what you mean.”

“I mean did you plan the whole thing to go down the way it did?”

“No, not entirely. I knew there was a good chance that Jacques might drop by.”

“How did you know I’d be willing to have sex with him?”

“I didn’t,” she said with a shrug, “but I knew when he saw how beautiful you were he would want you. Jacques appreciates beautiful things. Did you enjoy sucking his cock?”

“Wow,” I said with a laugh. “That’s a pretty direct question isn’t it?”

“It seems simple enough to me.”

“Yes, I did enjoy sucking his cock. I enjoyed it very much. But I also enjoyed making love to you,” I said truthfully.

“Good, then it was a nice day for everyone all around.”

Brigitte kind of reminded me of Gloria in the sense that she just seemed so much older than she actually was. I knew that I had an advanced intellect and vocabulary for someone my age but I didn’t have all that worldly experience that those girls had. Maybe insight was a batter way to put it because I didn’t know how much actual experience was involved, but a girl like Brigitte just seemed light years ahead of a lot of the goofy teenage girls I knew who wrote innocent love letters to boy band singers and then tore them up without sending them or who danced around in their pajamas lip-syncing to songs with racy lyrics without having the slightest idea of what those lyrics were talking about.

It was all kind of weird, but maybe everyone was kind of weird in their own way I thought. Not like dangerous, crazy, weird, just quirky and unique. It certainly made the world more colorful if not less chaotic and confusing.

I was honestly quite surprised that Brigitte had detected so much femininity in my body language. I wasn’t aware of that at all. I guess those years at Bridgefield, surrounded by nothing but women, had left kind of a lasting impression on me.

When I came home after my first year in France I felt like it had been a worthwhile experience so that when my mother “suggested” that I go back for another year I really had no objections, not that they would have mattered anyway.

The second time around I was certainly more familiar with the routine and the city and the culture, which made it easier to just fall into the groove, and I did get the chance to buy some of those Parisian fashions I had been longing to acquire because I spent a fair amount of my free time cross-dressing, usually in the company of Brigitte and sometimes with Jacques as well.

When I was in “girl mode” Jacques always treated me like a girl and sometimes we’d stroll down the street with Jacques in the middle and his arms around each of our waists and he did little gentlemanly things like holding my chair for me and whatnot.

It wasn’t quite the same as when I was full of female hormones and sporting my own homegrown boobs but it was surprisingly close sometimes. There was something about being feminine that I was constantly drawn to. I liked the attention, even if it was just a quick glance from some guy as he walked past me on the street. I liked the feeling of silky and sensuous fabrics. And I really liked jewelry. Not big expensive diamonds or anything like that, I just had this passion for funky artisan crafted bracelets and vintage necklaces and things like that. Some women love shoes but my thing was accessories.

As for sex there was a kind of casual ease between the three of us. Since I had my own apartment it was very easy for us to copulate whenever we wanted to. Sometimes I would just sit in a chair, sipping a glass of wine, while Jacques fucked Brigitte on my bed and sometimes I would suck his cock, but always when I was in drag. Sometimes Brigitte and I would share his cock like we did the first time, and a couple of times I blew this guy named Claude who was a friend of Jacques and joined us for a double date kind of thing. Apparently he knew I was really a guy and didn’t care, so that was fine with me. I dreaded the thought of trying to “fool” someone who might figure out the truth and beat the crap out of me or something so I stuck to my little circle of friends.

I didn’t fool around with Brigitte very much but we did kiss sometimes and a couple of times I licked her pussy, usually while waiting for Jacques to get another erection after having shot his wad earlier. Brigitte offered to suck my dick but once it was tucked away I was quite happy to keep it under wraps and tried not to think about it any more than was absolutely necessary.

My second year in Paris featured a lot less time in museums and a lot more time on my knees with a dick in my mouth but I was also learning to appreciate really good wines so I would say that the year had definite educational value.

When I returned home I was quite happy to plan on finishing my high school years in Paris when my mother naturally dropped another bombshell.


CHAPTER 10:

“I think you should go back to Bridgefield and graduate from there,” my mother stately firmly.

Apparently France had done something politically to piss her off or maybe she just didn’t like the fact that I was too far away for her to meddle in my life on a semi-regular basis but whatever it was her mind was made up and I spent my vacation being a pin cushion again.

“Nice to see you again,” said the doctor who by now was quite familiar with the shifting nature of my anatomy.

“Thanks. Nice to be back,” I replied.

I was going to miss Paris and my friends there but I was missing my friends from Bridgefield too and looking forward to seeing them again and getting caught up on what had been happening in their lives. I was also looking forward to having my curves again although it also meant that my dick would no doubt shrivel up once more and stop being as functional as it had been recently, not that I had used it all that much for anything more than some jack off sessions.

“Now it’s been two years since you last had these injections so your body is probably going to look a bit different than you remember it from before,” the doctor cautioned.

“What do you mean exactly?” I inquired a little nervously.

“Well the process is usually a gradual one where your body develops much like a genetic female would at that stage of her life. Because you’re now in your late teens, when many girls have basically finished growing their breasts, we have to use a slightly different formula on you in order to make up for lost time as it were. Consequently your breasts will grow to full size very quickly, certainly by the end of summer, so the experience may be a little disconcerting and potentially uncomfortable at times.”

The long and the short of it was that if you got the injections at the right age then your body just did its thing and you kept developing slowly but surely as someone who had been born female would do. It was like watching paint dry. You really didn’t notice the changes all that much as they were happening. This would be more like growing a beard overnight or something. Maybe not quite that dramatic, but I should expect to see noticeable spurts in growth so I shouldn’t stock up on bras until the whole thing was finished. Then that would be that and I’d have my mature womanly body...well, for the most part. I’d still have my cock and balls but the rest of me would be pretty much as female as I was ever going to get.

I wasn’t crazy about the “potential discomfort” part but I was thrilled to get my rack in place as quickly as possible. I really missed those babies hanging out in front of me and I couldn’t wait to give them a good squeeze.

Things went pretty much as the doctor described and fortunately the discomfort really wasn’t too bad. It was certainly a small price to pay for what I was getting in return as my bosom was absolutely perfect as far as I was concerned. I had filled out a bit in other places too, which made me look quite mature for my age, which was quite exciting since I felt so much older and more mature now after my Parisian adventures.

“You know, if you ever want to go all the way with this I’ve been developing a new process for total conversion. It’s still in the testing stage but you could always join the clinical trials if you were seriously interested,” said the doctor once he had finished his examination of my body.

“You mean total conversion as in having a vagina?” I asked in surprise.

“Yes, absolutely. The process works in a similar way but it takes longer to complete, since it’s much more complicated. At the moment there are still some issues that we’re working on, but it’s proven to be a remarkably stable process so far.”

“What kind of issues?”

“At the moment the transformation is irreversible but we’re working on that. It can only be administered to someone who is totally committed to a lifetime gender reassignment so I’m afraid you can’t test drive it for a while to see how you like it like you can with the other aspects of the procedure,” the doctor explained.

“And I’ll bet it’s really expensive,” I added.

“Actually if you’re in the test program we would pay you.”

That sure as hell gave me a lot to think about as I left the doctor’s office for hopefully the last time in a while. It sounded like I could have a pussy if I wanted to, and was willing to become a lab rat, and they would actually pay me on top of it all. If I didn’t need my mom’s money I wouldn’t need her permission once I turned 18, if it was something I really wanted to do. But did I?

Sure, I pranced around Paris in drag on weekends, but most of the last two years I had spent as my old male self and it hadn’t been too bad. Nobody bugged or bullied me and I was able to just go about my business in peace. Certainly if the doctor had been able to set me up with a temporary snatch I would have taken it gladly just to see what it was like, but making that big step into the unknown was pretty scary.

While I was going to an all girl’s school it would be pretty handy to have a vagina to go along with my awesome booty and boobs, but school wouldn’t last forever and I wondered how I’d fare out in the real world as a woman. I knew there wasn’t pay equity, which would be a drag since my grades had always been fantastic and I saw no reason for that to change once I was in college. It would really suck to get a good job but get paid like 20% less for doing the same work. Of course my family was rich but the less I had to lean on that the more freedom I could buy for myself.

It certainly gave me something to think about although it probably wasn’t an option at the moment. I still had two years of high school to go before I could really think about being liberated from my mom. The girls who knew me knew that I had a little dicklet between my legs, and the ones I hadn’t met would just have to get used to it.

“Fuck you! You look incredible! Your tits are even bigger than before,” said Gloria as we hugged and rejoiced at our reunion.

“You look great too so what are you whining about bitch?” I teased. “I was the one who was shipped off to the French penal colony for two years.”

“More like French penis colony I bet,” Gloria smirked.

“Well I was there as a guy, remember?”

“So? I’m sure a dick still tastes like a dick whether you’re a guy or a girl,” she said with laugh.

I guess I didn’t have as much of a poker face as I was hoping I had because Gloria saw right through me.

“Fuck! You sucked cock over there, didn’t you?” she said while giving me a very close look. “You did, I can tell.”

“You can’t tell.”

“Yes I can. You went over to France and sucked big fat cocks like a crazed weasel.”

“I don’t think weasels suck each other’s cocks,” I pointed out.

“Well you did. You sucked Euro dick like a big homo.”

“Actually I cross-dressed a lot over there in my spare time,” I admitted.

“Even better. You were a little sissy boy,” Gloria joked.

“You know I really hated being called a sissy by all the bullies back in my old school.”

“Yeah, but that was before you became one. You don’t want to be a sissy on the school ground but being one in the bedroom with some hot French dude was probably pretty fucking sweet.”

“Ah...yeah, it was actually.”

We both started giggling and hugging again and Gloria wanted to hear all about my trans Atlantic fellatio experiences and I wanted to hear all about what she had been doing. I had planned to keep in touch with her and some of the other girls via email and Skype but it just felt sort of weird to be thinking about that old world when I was Bradley again and it also made me very homesick.

Some of the girls were almost unrecognizable to me, and some looked like they hadn’t changed much at all since the last time I saw them. I guess when your body is developing the old fashioned way there’s no way to tell how long it will take or how it will turn out. Some girls shot up in size one year and you thought they were going to be giants but then they just stopped getting any taller. And some girls were late bloomers and took longer to fill out, but often filled out quite nicely in the end.

My tits were generally admired but not so much for their size this time but for their shape. Somebody had read this article about the “perfect” breast shape which was called “beckoning breasts” and apparently I supposedly had them. Scientifically it meant that 45% of the breast was above the nipple and 55% below and the nipples pointed up at a 20 degree angle. It was said that Kate Middleton and Scarlett Johansson had beckoning breasts but I’ll be damned how anyone could just eyeball my hooters and make that kind of an assessment. I’m sure my doctor could tell me just exactly how much of my boob was above or below the nipple but my peers anointed me as in that select company so I wasn’t argue or complain. I thought my tits were really awesome, whatever shape they were officially.

It was good to be back, although my prospects of indulging in my old Parisian hobbies of sipping wine and sucking cock seemed pretty remote. I wasn’t living alone in my own apartment anymore I was in a dorm full of other girls, and whatever men there were around were few and far between. Even so Bridgefield had been my first real home-away-from home and I was glad to be there again.


CHAPTER 11:

So now I was back to being a girl who happened to have a penis. Having a smaller dick and bigger boobs certainly made it easier for me to look nice in women’s clothing, but it also kind of clouded some things in my mind again. When I was cross-dressing in Paris is was kind of an event that took some work to pull off and I was frequently aware of the fact that I was just pretending to be a girl. At Bridgefield, with all the girly hormones injected in me, I never really felt like I was pretending, I just felt like a girl. I still had to hide my prick either way, but somehow it seemed different here.

The fact that I had given a guy head while I was clearly male, and continued to give head numerous times later, albeit in drag, and the fact that I preferred to blow Jacques and Claude rather than get blown by Brigitte seemed to imply that my sex-o-meter ran hotter where men were concerned than it did for women. On the other hand I was back in the land of curious bean lickers and wondered how I’d react to a serious lesbian proposition.

I had gotten quite used to giving sex without receiving it in return and even found that sometimes it was a delicious sensation to build up all that steam with no valve to release it. And sometimes it was really frustrating and I’d usually end up masturbating furiously later.

Now I know some of you might be saying “who cares? Just go fuck somebody for God’s sake!” and I assure you that there will be plenty of that ahead, but my story is a very twisty one with new developments and surprise discoveries at every turn so try to hang in there. It’s just a very weird thing to not know who you are or even who you really want to fuck. I wish it had been more clear to me earlier but I was just a mixed up teenager at the time and trying to make sense of it all.

Bridgefield was just as boy crazy as I remembered it, only now a lot of the crushes were real and not fantasies as the girls began to date during the summer and kept in touch electronically with some of their flings throughout the school year. Now I know you’ve probably heard a lot of stories about wild teenagers sending “dick pics” and sexual videos to each other all the time, but if that was happening at Bridgefield I certainly wasn’t aware of it. Most of the girl’s correspondence seemed like pretty innocent pen pal stuff, but who knows what was going on under the covers with their phone at night?

I was a little surprised at how much girls liked to talk about sex but I think that was just part of the whole coming of age ritual. There was a lot of projecting into the future involved like “when I’m famous” or “when I get married” or “I won’t have kids until I’m at least 30” kind of talk that was all speculative and probably wouldn’t pan out to be true in most cases, but it was just the kind of thing you did when you were young and wishing you were older.

I suppose I did the same thing but I wasn’t sure what sort of a future I was going to have or even what kind I wanted. I had a broad base of academic interests, and did well in all of them, but what I enjoyed studying and what might lead to a career were two different things. And as for marriage that was a complete muddle in my brain. I’d only had one sort of boyfriend in my life, and that was just a summer fling a long time ago, and I worried that my strange body hopping past would mess things up for me, even if I could figure out who I wanted to marry.

Of course there was always the possibility that I could join that clinical trial program and be completely and permanently transformed into a woman, which would solve a few problems, but I still wasn’t sure yet whether that was what I really wanted to do. I was certainly curious about having a pussy but that wasn’t necessarily the best reason to undergo gender reassignment for life.

Fortunately being a Junior at Bridgefield had some perks, one of which was the fact that we got to go to a couple of dances each year that would be attended by guys from nearby Blaine Prep. Naturally it was chaperoned and closely monitored but it was a chance to meet some boys during the school year, and I was definitely anxious to do that. When I had slow danced with Brigitte in Paris I realized what a powerfully intimate experience that could be and I was happy to try it again. I just hoped I’d remember not to take the lead.

The first dance was semi-formal so we wore nice dresses and got to go to the beauty parlor to have our hair done. It wasn’t quite like a prom where you wore a long ballgown kind of thing, but it was fun to ditch the uniform and dress up for a change.

The dance was held at a very lovely ballroom located at a swanky country club and I felt very mature and elegant as I got off the bus and joined my fellow Juniors in making our grand entrance. Apparently that was kind of a big deal at these affairs so the boys were all shuttled over there before us so that we could essentially parade before them before the socializing began. It was some traditional thing from the early days of the school and was kind of silly because we all had to walk in single file and form a big circle in the center of the room.

We tried our best to be serious and graceful but it was hard not to giggle when we were actually strutting our stuff in front of all of those horny teenage boys. It felt a little bit like being in a dog show, or maybe a lamb being led to the slaughter, but we got through it without anyone tripping over themselves and received a round of enthusiastic applause once we were officially introduced. Then it was time to “relax” and get acquainted but we pretty much clustered in little groups on one side of the room while the boys did the same on the other.

Eventually the alpha males in the Blaine herd broke from the pack and started to mingle with us, plying us with punch and compliments. This stage was a kind of a hell, really, as you didn’t want to be ignored but didn’t know exactly how to interact with boys in a setting like this so everyone was just waiting for the ice to be broken.

“Hi, I’m Gary.”

“Pleased to meet you Gary, I’m Brenda.”

“That’s a really nice dress.”

“Thanks.”

“Can I get you something to drink?”

“That would be lovely.”

“Cool, wait right here I’ll be right back.”

“I’m not going anywhere.”

That was basically what my first conversation at the dance was like. Not too difficult but not too stimulating either. It seemed a million miles away from my apartment in Paris where I sat drinking wine and watching Brigitte and Jacques fornicate. You’ve got to play the cards you’re dealt I guess and it was nice to be chatting it up with a boy who seemed interested in me.

Gary returned with our drinks in a flash and we stood trying to make some kind of conversation while we downed them. Some brave souls had actually started dancing and I waited for Gary to extend the invitation to join them but he didn’t seem to be on the same wavelength.

“You want to dance?” I finally asked, taking the bull by the horns.

“Ah...sure, if you want to,” he replied.

So I danced with Gary and prayed that the custom tucking device I had purchased would keep my manly bits snugly stashed away in case he held me too tight. That didn’t happen as it appeared that Gary was a little out of his depth, despite being bold enough to approach me early on, and after a couple of dances he kind of faded away on some flimsy pretext. That’s when I met Andrew and things started to get really interesting.


CHAPTER 12:

Andrew was a total stud in my book and carried himself with a mature ease that was in stark contrast to most of his companions.

“A bit archaic, don’t you think?” he asked after he had casually sauntered up next to me and handed me a drink as though we had already been introduced.

“Indeed. But society needs its rituals and traditions I suppose,” I replied as I accepted the beverage he had brought me.

“I could make that a little stronger if you like,” said Andrew slyly as he opened his coat and revealed a silver flask stashed away in the inner pocket.

“I’m guessing that’s not a Châteaux Haut Brion Bordeaux you’ve got in there.”

“Ah, you know your wines.”

“I spent a couple of years studying in Paris,” I said, realizing how pretentious I was being but not caring.

“Paris is lovely but Berlin is a much livelier party town.”

“I take it you like to party.”

“Don’t you? You look like a girl who enjoys a good time.”

I wasn’t sure if that was meant as a compliment or whether he just read my dirty mind and knew that I was lusting after him. It wasn’t really the conversation that was doing it, and looking at him more closely it probably wasn’t even his looks. It was his personality I guess you would say. His confidence and maturity. He seemed like a bit of a “bad boy” and I knew he could get me into trouble but I was in the mood for a little trouble at that moment.

“I take it this dance is not your idea of a good time,” I suggested.

“I can think of ways to make it better,” he replied.

“Okay, you’ve piqued my interest. What did you have in mind?”

“Wait here for about five minutes and then walk through that door like you’re heading for the restroom. I’ll meet you on the way.”

He didn’t wait for me to respond and just took off in the direction he had indicated, which just made him all the more appealing to me as he just knew that I would do what he wanted. I had no idea exactly what he had in mind but I assumed it would be naughty.

As I passed through the door and entered a hallway leading to the restrooms I couldn’t see Andrew but as I went past a slightly open door an arm shot out and grabbed me. I was startled but quickly realized that it was Andrew who had a grip on me and was leading me though some kind of an auxiliary kitchen area or something. It was obviously not being used and the lights weren’t on so I trusted him to lead me wherever it was that we were going.

Soon we came to a door that I didn’t even notice and Andrew produced a key and unlocked it. A moment later we were inside and he flipped on the light switch. The room wasn’t much more than a big closet with boxes and crates all around but it was definitely private.

“How do you know about this place?” I asked.

“My dad’s a member. He got me a job here last summer so I know the place like the back of my hand. When the summer was up nobody thought to ask for the keys back so I hung on to them. Thought it might come in handy someday and it looks like it has,” he explained with a grin.

“Very resourceful,” I said as I grinned back at him.

“Come here babe, you are really something,” he said as he took my arms and pulled me into a full embrace.

I really like kissing, and Andrew was very good at it so I especially liked it. I also liked the sneakiness and the whole forbidden nature of what we were doing. It was completely unlike me to be bad or rebellious or troublesome but that only made it all the more arousing.

As we kissed Andrew unfastened my dress and pulled my shoulder straps down. Then he tugged at the bottom of my bra and my breasts tumbled out. It reminded me of being on the beach with Archie where I let him feel my boobs, only that had been the main course and I had a feeling that with Andrew this was only an appetizer.

“Wow, your breasts are just perfect,” he commented as he began to explore them with both hands.

“They’re supposedly the same as Scarlett Johansson’s,” I added proudly.

“Yours are better.”

“How would you know that?”

“I saw her in Under the Skin. She did full frontal nudity,” Andrew replied.

“I haven’t seen that one,” I said as I began to breathe a bit heavily.

Unlike Archie, Andrew seemed to know a thing or two about boobs and was working mine rather skillfully for a guy of his age. When he started sucking on my nipples I began to feel a little wobbly and grabbed the back of his head.

“Did you pick me because you thought I looked easy?” I asked in a raspy voice.

“No, I picked you because you looked hard to get. I like a challenge.”

I didn’t know whether I totally believed him but I liked the compliment. I was easy pickings tonight. Incredibly easy, but he had no real way of knowing that.

After giving my bosom a thorough going over we started kissing again and Andrew’s hands began to roam rather freely across my body. I was suddenly on the horns of a moral dilemma. If I let him keep going he would no doubt end up with a hand in my panties where he would discover my secret, but I didn’t want to run off now and seem like some big cock tease, especially when I really wanted to give his cock some tender loving care.

The best course of action seemed to be giving him head so I squatted down in front of him and pulled out his dick. Whatever we were going to do was going to have to be fairly quick so I was pretty sure he wouldn’t just getting a BJ and not dealing with my pussy at all. We’d probably never see each other again so what he didn’t know wouldn’t hurt him and he’d have a cool story to brag to his friends about the slut from Bridgefield who sucked his cock in a storage room at the dance.

It felt kind of good to have someone else’s prick in my hand again and the fact that my arms were now in contact with my bare womanly boobs for the first time while giving head made it even better. I kissed and caressed his cock with the same passion I had shown for the rest of his body tonight and soon it was slipping between my lips. If Andrew was surprised at all by the move he didn’t show it. He just rested his hand on the back of my head and moaned softly as I did my thing.

I always wanted whoever I was blowing to enjoy the experience but for some reason I especially wanted Andrew to, even though he was a total stranger and this was a one time thing. Maybe that was partly why it seemed to matter more since I wouldn’t get a chance to do it again so I wanted to impress him now. Or maybe it was more the way he kind of seemed to have some sort of power over me that just drove me wild with desire. Whatever the reason I tried to give that guy the best BJ in the world and it must have worked fairly well because he didn’t last too long before blowing his load down my throat.

“God, that was so fucking fantastic baby,” said Andrew as he helped me back up on my feet. “I’ve got to see you again.”

“There’s another dance later in the year,” I suggested.

“No, sooner than that. Give me your number or your email address or something.”

I thought about giving him fake info but I figured there was no harm in giving him the real deal. I’d probably never hear from him again and even if I did it was pretty unlikely that we could arrange another private meeting. God knows I sure would have wanted to, but I couldn’t carry on this deception for long. My dick was bound to be discovered at some point and he’d know that I had been fooling him all along and I didn’t want that.

Somehow we got back to the dance without anyone seeming to be the wiser and I spent the rest of the evening drinking punch and dancing politely with some very nice boys. That was fun but it wasn’t the nice boys I was thinking about when I went to bed that night. It was my bad boy Andrew and how much I wanted to see him again even if I knew that was a really bad idea. I could at least fantasize about it and believe me I did.


CHAPTER 13:

Andrew had contacted me and insisted that we see each other again and I felt powerless to disagree so we had concocted a crazy scheme where he would sneak onto the campus at Bridgefield one night and I would meet him by the fence and take him to the gardener’s shed that  I knew was never locked and wouldn’t likely be used at that hour.

I knew some other girls had tried sneaking out before, and some of them got caught and punished, but the punishment usually wasn’t too severe to I decided to take the risk. I was irresistibly drawn to Andrew and needed his touch again badly. I got my wish almost as soon as we were both inside the shed as he pulled me close and we began kissing.

“God I’ve been dreaming about this,” said Andrew.

“Me, too...me, too,” I replied.

“That blowjob was great but I really want to fuck you properly.”

That stopped me in my tracks.

“Ah, I don’t think that’s possible,” I said slowly.

“Ah, shit, is it that time of the month?”

“No, that’s not a problem for me.”

“What do you mean?” he asked.

“Andrew, I know you’re probably going to hate me for this but I’m not what I appear to be.”

“What, are you going to tell me you’re really a man or something?” he joked.

“Actually that’s sort of it.”

“That’s bullshit. I’ve seen your tits baby and that wasn’t a boob job,” Andrew pointed out.

“No, it wasn’t. And I’m almost entirely female except for one little thing that I’m afraid is probably a really big deal breaker,” I admitted softly.

“What? Are you saying you have a dick or something?”

“A very tiny one, but yes I do. That’s the only part of me that isn’t female.”

“Wow, you sure had me fooled.”

“I didn’t want to fool you Andrew, I really like you and I think you’re super hot. I just couldn’t help myself at the dance. Couldn’t you just forget about my dick and let me blow you again?” I asked hopefully.

“I’ve never been with a tranny before, that’s actually kind of hot,” he replied.

“I don’t think that’s a very nice word but I’m glad you’re not totally angry with me.”

“Have you ever done anal?”

“No...not so far,” I replied a little shyly.

“You want to try it? It’s basically fucking just in another hole,” said Andrew.

“Okay, but I’ll have to take this rig off that tucks my penis away.”

I was just wearing sweatpants and a t-shirt with no bra on since we had gone to bed before I had made my escape and didn’t want to fumble around with a bunch of clothes. I had put my dick strap on but now I ripped it off as fast as I could. Then Andrew pulled my shirt off over my head and I stood there naked bathed in the moonlight that was coming through the glass panels on the ceiling of the shed.

“God you’re beautiful,” said Andrew as he looked me over.

“Even with my little penis?”

“Yeah, it’s hardly noticeable but it’s kind of cute and sexy in a way.”

That made me feel great to hear and gave me confidence even though I was terrified by the thought of something as big as his dick going inside something as small as my anus. Since time was of the essence we got down to business right away and Andrew positioned me so that I was bent over with my forearms resting on a workbench. Then he got behind me and pulled down his pants and I got the yips for the moment.

“Do you think it will hurt?” I suddenly asked in a panic.

“I have no idea, but tell me if you want me to stop,” he replied.

“Okay. Go ahead and put it in me whenever you’re ready.”

He was obviously as ready as he was ever going to be because a moment later I felt his hard cock pushing its way into my asshole. I panicked at first, then took a deep breath and tried to relax. The physical sensation was a bit uncomfortable but the mental sensation of knowing that I was being fucked by a man for the first time in my life sort of took priority and made me forget about everything else.

“Oh, Andrew, I’ve never been fucked before. This is so exciting,” I said.

“I’m not hurting you am I?” he asked.

“It hurts a little, but I don’t mind. Just keep fucking me...I want you to fuck me so badly.”

So Andrew kept fucking me. Taking it up the ass in a dusty tool shed bent over a workbench was probably not my ideal choice for my first act of copulation but it seemed like heaven to me at the time. Having a cock deep inside me like that was the most thrilling thing I had ever experienced in my life. I don’t think I had ever felt as much like a woman as I did in that moment, even if I wasn’t doing anything that I couldn’t have done in my all male body as well.

Suddenly I felt my dick jerking and realized that there was cum dripping out of it as it spasmed on its own. I guess I was so horny from my ass fucking that I actually had some kind of an orgasm without even touching my penis. That was kind of the icing on the cake, no pun intended, as I usually didn’t get any sort of physical release like that during sex and it made the whole thing just all the more marvelous in my mind.

When it was Andrew’s turn to ejaculate he did a lot more than dribble and I could feel his hot cum seeping out of me as he removed his cock.

“So how was it?” he asked as he fixed up his pants as quickly as possible.

“It was wonderful,” I said in a dreamy voice.

“I think we better get going honey. We don’t want to get caught like this,” said Andrew.

“You’re right. It’ll just take me a second to get dressed. I don’t need the strap thing,” I replied.

I took Andrew back to the spot on the fence he had climbed over and after a quick kiss and some mumbled words about doing it again he was gone and I walked very carefully back to my dorm. I half expected alarm bells to go off or something as I slipped inside and returned to my dorm room but nothing happened at all. I hadn’t been gone very long, and even if someone had noticed they probably would have just chalked it up as a trip to the bathroom.

As I lay in bed I realized that I was a very wicked girl for breaking the rules and sneaking out and letting a boy fuck me in the ass, but I was happy that I had confessed my secret to Andrew. Someone deceiving him seemed like a bigger transgression than all of the other things I had done.

I also realized that I really liked boys and I really liked cocks, and I really liked being a girl, and I might really like having a pussy someday to have boys put those cocks inside. It wasn’t really a huge revelation as much as a confirmation of what I had been feeling and thinking for some time.

I didn’t “identify” as female when I came to Bridgefield and I honestly had no desire to back then but now being female seemed to be a huge part of my identity. And it wasn’t just the sex because at this point I had absolutely no qualms about being gay. If I turned back into Bradley tomorrow I’d still like boys and I’d still like cocks and I’d let them put those cocks inside me whichever way they wanted.

I was so burned out on worrying about what people thought of me or how I would be judged for my desires. I used to really want to prove that the bullies were wrong when they called me a “sissy” or a “queer” or a “fag” or whatever, but what difference did that make now? Some of those bullies might have grown up to be big flaming homosexuals for all I know anyway. Maybe all that bluster was covering their own insecurities. I was probably getting too psychological about the motives of school ground ruffians but I was in that kind of a mood.

I never did hear from Andrew again, but I suppose I wasn’t all that surprised. He had already put his seed in my mouth and my ass and I didn’t have any more holes to offer so he was probably done with me anyway. He could always add “tranny banging” to his sexual resume if he felt like admitted it to anyone and I certainly couldn’t blame him if he just wanted to sample some forbidden fruit without making it a regular part of his diet.

It was risky trying to hook up with me and one probably didn’t want to get caught, especially with a chick with a dick. In the long run it was probably just as well for me too because I had enjoyed my walk on the wild side but I wasn’t sure that I wanted to become this big renegade and risk getting expelled or something. I had worked too damn hard to get the grades I had and I didn’t want anything mucking up my chances to get into a kick ass college. At least I’d always have the memories of the time I got a little wild back in high school and the joy of having an orgasm with a man’s cock inside me.


CHAPTER 14:

The summer before I became a senior was surprisingly mellow and enjoyable. My mother had no plans to turn me into a Martian and send me off to school in outer space and because of the legal hassles of my travel situation we stayed closer to home and just went to our beach house in Malibu part of the time, and I didn’t need to get any injections, which was fine by me because the only thing I wanted injected into my body that summer was plenty of cum.

It didn’t quite turn out that way but I did get invited to a beach party at Malibu and ended up dancing topless around a campfire before I sucked off a cute blonde surfer dude named Kyle. It was a beautiful night and we actually ended up just cuddling together on a blanket until morning. My mom gave me kind of a dirty look when I got in but she didn’t make a thing of it. I was going to be 18 soon and free to do whatever I wanted, theoretically.

Although I was a spoiled little rich girl/boy I wasn’t afraid of the idea of going out into the world and making a living, but I certainly wanted to get the best college education I could get first and that wasn’t going to happen on scholarships and part time jobs. My folks were going to foot the bill for that and I was going to let them, as greedy as that sounds. Hopefully that would give me the means of making a financial break if I wanted to, but that also meant another year or high school and four years of college before I would be totally out from under her thumb.

I honestly had no idea what she thought I had been doing all night. For someone who micromanaged so many aspects of my life she was surprisingly indifferent to a lot of my personal behavior, unless something I did called attention to some pet project or cause of hers at the moment, like trying to cure me of my toxic masculinity.

I don’t know if she thought I was shy and virginal, or the queen whore of Bridgefield, or an asexual nerd, or full on gay. She never seemed all that concerned about whether I was drinking or doing drugs or uploading online porn of myself. I’m sure she would have objected to those things but she didn’t work very hard at trying to instill any sort of values in me. That was what expensive boarding schools were for.

She was probably just too busy to think about me all that much unless she had a good reason to. My mother meant well but she was spread pretty thin with all of the activities she undertook and as long as I kept getting good grades and doing what she wanted I was one less thing to worry about.

Kyle was actually the only guy I had sex with that whole summer but I did a lot of nude sunbathing and got a righteous full body tan. It wasn’t as good as getting laid but it would probably look pretty impressive back in the showers at Bridgefield.

While I didn’t have any injections I did have one medical procedure done that changed things considerably for me that had nothing to do with my genitals. I had laser surgery on my eyes and ditched my glasses for good. I was still a studious bookworm but I had come out of my nerdy cocoon and blossomed into a very hot young babe so I decided I might as well make the change. I was always losing my glasses anyway, or breaking them when I set them down in the wrong place so I was relieved of that burden as well. Plus now if I got totally naked with somebody they wouldn’t look blurry if they got too close, which was handy since having a dick in your mouth put it pretty close to your eyes and I wanted to savor all those veins and bumps.

Sex was a really big deal in my life, even though I hadn’t had all that much of it yet. I liked the idea of it. I was very big on sensuality and into the way things felt to the touch or smelled or sounded. Sex was so visceral and raw, and yes, it often made me feel accepted and desired. I suppose what I really wanted most was a passionate love affair but that had been much harder to find than sex. I may not have had a pussy but the fact that I was willing to suck cock or take it up the ass meant that I could probably always find someone who was willing to do me if I really wanted it bad enough.

When I turned 18 during my senior year at Bridgefield I had already decided that I wanted to enter that clinical trial program and become a full-fledged woman at last, and for all times. It wasn’t as hard a decision to make as I thought it might be because I had ended up identifying as a woman all along, even if I didn’t know it right away.

It was still a scary proposition because I’d probably never have the chance to go back if I ever changed my mind for some reason but the pros seemed to outweigh the cons in my mind for some reason so I was about as sure as I could be that it was the right thing to do. Ultimately I probably wouldn’t know if I made the right decision for some time to come so it was one of those roll the dice and take your chances kind of things.

The big question was how was my mother going to take it? I would be old enough that I didn’t need her permission, and I wouldn’t need her money to pay for it, but she still had a ton of financial leverage over me as far as my immediate future was concerned.

When I told Gloria about my plan she was enthusiastically in favor of it, as I sort of suspected she might be.

“Well it’s about time you got rid of that thing between your legs and upgraded to a better model,” Gloria said with a laugh. “Then you can give your slutty mouth a rest and let your pussy work for you.”

“Jeez, that sounds like prostitution or something,” I joked. “I’m not that desperate for money.”

“Don’t kid yourself honey, men may think with their dicks but women bargain with their snatch. Somewhere along the line you’ll no doubt trade pussy for something you want.”

“You’re the most jaded teenager I’ve ever met,” I scoffed.

“Maybe, but I just call ‘em like I see ‘em,” she replied. “I think you’re just a romantic at heart and you want some hunky guy to sweep you off your feet and carry you off to happily ever after land.”

“What’s wrong with that?” I asked.

“Nothing...as long as you’re prepared for the little heartbreaks that you’ll probably have to go through along the way until that guy shows up.”

“Man, you’re bumming me out. I was all happy thinking about having a vagina and you go and bring me down,” I teased.

“Vagina...” Gloria repeated as if hearing the word for the first time. “It sounds like the name of an allergy medication. Vagina. Ask your doctor whether Vagina is right for you.”

“I already did and he said yes,” I said, trying not to laugh.

Of course I failed at that miserably and we both began to giggle like idiots and punched each other for no good reason.

“Actually it’s from the Latin word for sheath or scabbard,” I said once we had calmed down again.

“Fuck you! Nobody with tits like yours should be that smart,” Gloria scolded.

“So maybe I’ll be a bimbo with brains. I’ll start a new trend or something.”

“Well honey you’ve been defying description your whole life so I guess you have the right to be whatever the hell you want to be.”

I liked the thought of that, and I think I sort of believed it was true. I also liked the idea of being a brainy bimbo. I had cast off my sexy nerd vibe so I needed a new act and slutty intellectual seemed to be right up my alley. Now all I needed was an alley between my legs so that I could really be slutty and live up to the reputation I was imagining for myself.


CHAPTER 15:

“Now why in the world would you want to do that? I can get you into my old college the same as I got you into Bridgefield. I’m sure they’re progressive enough to accept you as a trans student, and they owe me a favor or two anyway,” said my mother when I told her that I was planning to join the clinical trial and permanently and legally make myself a woman.

“That’s not really the issue. It doesn’t matter what college I go to, or whether I go to any college at all, what matters is that I want to live my life as the woman I’ve become,” I said as bravely as I could.

“I suppose it is my fault. I did force you to go to school in a dress,” my mother said in a rare moment of admitting some responsibility for her actions.

“There’s no fault involved. I don’t care about any of that. Going to school in a dress was the best thing that ever happened to me.”

“I thought you enjoyed your time in Paris,” my mother pointed out.

“I did. But I spent a lot of that time in a dress too. I just needed more padding than I do now,” I replied.

“Oh, dear. I had no idea.”

“It’s okay. This is a happy and joyous decision. I started out trying to pretend to be a girl and discovered that it was what I really wanted. You’ve known me as your daughter Brenda for years now anyway. What difference does it make if I make it complete and official?”

“I suppose if you’re absolutely sure it’s what you want to do because if this process is really irreversible I can’t help you later if you change your mind,” cautioned my mother.

“I understand that and I am absolutely sure it’s what I want to do. Obviously I can’t know whether I’ll ever have second thoughts or regrets but that’s true of a lot of decision we make in life.”

I guess my mother couldn’t really see any real objection to my plan. She had always been a big champion of LGBTQ rights and movements so it would be pretty hard to turn around and deny her own child the right to transition.

I kind of wondered what she thought was going to happen after I graduated from high school and then spent four more years in college living as a woman named Brenda who legally was still a man with a penis named Bradley. I had already built a life as a female and it would only become even more entrenched after several more years of living that life. Did she really think that I’d just get some shots and become Bradley again for the rest of my life? I didn’t even know that person very well anymore and the last time I tried living as him I ended up a cross-dresser.

It felt good to have finally won an argument with my mom after all of these years, even if it wasn’t much of a fight. I was able to stand up and make my point, which was shocking because I was usually too intimidated to offer my real opinions. I guess I must have really, really, really wanted that vagina.

I had come home for the winter break to confront my mother and get the ball rolling on my transformation and there was a fuck ton of paperwork that I had to sign. My mother insisted that her lawyers take a look at everything and I was happy to accept their help because there were a lot of rights and liability issues involved and law was not one of my areas of educational expertise.

Basically I had to absolve the program of any responsibility if they fucked me up in the process somehow, or it didn’t turn out as planned, or I developed other medical complications and so on. Since it was a voluntary experimental medical procedure I guess they really wanted to cover their ass. Reading the list of potential dangers was kind of scary but so is reading the list of potential side effects of just about any medication you’re prescribed these days.

I wanted to start the process right away so that it would be hopefully finished before I started college but that meant that I would have to miss some time at Bridgefield to come home for treatments and followups, but my grades were solid as a rock and I knew I could keep up even if I had to miss some classes along the way.

The first stage would be the shrinking of my penis, and since there wasn’t that much left to shrink the process would probably go much faster than it would if I was hung like horse. That thought made me giggle because I could never imagine myself strutting around with some huge porn star cock. In any case what little manhood I had would recede until I was left with just a small hole to urinate through but otherwise my pelvis would look something like a Barbie doll.

After that a bunch of complex organs would begin forming inside me and I was warned that I would probably go through a lot of mood swings and might suffer from depression or even suicidal thoughts. I would feel the changes taking place internally but I wouldn’t see any difference on the outside yet.

Once that was done, assuming I hadn’t killed myself first, my “sheath” would finally begin to form and my little hole would start to become a bigger slit and my love tunnel would get deeper and deeper, like drilling a mine shaft or something, until it finally hit rock bottom. The exterior folds and so on would also grow during this phase and my clitoris would appear somewhere along the line, which would probably be one of the highlights of the whole shebang as far as I was concerned.

Needless to say the next few months were hectic and full of shifting sensations and a high degree of anxiety. It was weird feeling something growing inside of you but I tried to tell myself that it was probably something like the sensation of having a baby, which was about the most female thing I could think of, so I figured I could probably handle it. Someday I might actually know what it felt like to have a baby growing inside of me but I obviously had to get all of the infrastructure in place first.

I was used to peeing sitting down, since there weren’t any urinals at Bridgefield, but that little slot was kind of hard to aim properly but it was just a minor inconvenience to get past on the road to womanhood. I was actually glad now that I had sat through all of those feminine hygiene and reproductive system classes, although I honestly hadn’t paid as much as attention as I could have since it wasn’t really applicable to me at the time. It seemed like a pussy was sort of like an expensive sports car; beautiful, an object of desire, and requiring a lot of maintenance.

And as for mood swings they sure weren’t kidding about that. Sometimes I was a total nut job, and I mean even more than a normal teenage girl. Sometimes I’d get these incredible maternal urges and start picking out baby names, and sometimes I would just sob uncontrollably for no reason. The hassle of traveling back and forth between school and the doctor’s office was also wearing me down and I just couldn’t wait for the whole damn thing to be over. I wouldn’t say that I ever became suicidal, but I did spend a fair amount of time wondering whether it was all worth it.

When my pussy finally started showing signs of development I had some slightly embarrassing practices I had to follow to ensure the proper growth of the organ. Primarily that meant inserting these dildo-like things called vaginal dilators into my growing box and keeping them there for various lengths of time. There was a whole kit of these things in increasing size so that as my pussy got bigger I would use the next largest tool for stretching it out.

I had a pretty busy schedule with school and extracurricular activities, and I didn’t have a private bedroom or bathroom, so trying to keep up with the scheduled snatch stuffing routine was kind of tricky sometimes. It was also less sexy than I would have imagined because when I saw those big rubber dildos I immediately had images of hot and steamy masturbation sessions. Unfortunately all the “wiring” wasn’t totally in place yet so my new vag didn’t have the sensitivity it would hopefully have in the future, and there was some soreness involved in the growth procedure that kind of took away a lot of the stimulating potential of having something penis-shaped in my slit at last.

Cosmetically I was very happy with my progress because my pussy really was pretty much a slit, without huge lips flopping around everywhere. Since I had to keep it cleanly shaved throughout the process I could get a pretty good look at my snatch and I thought it was really cute and kind of subtle. Naturally my classmates were fascinated by my journey and wanted to see it for themselves on a number of occasions so after a while I got used to letting my pals have their informal inspections. I started to feel like a porn star while lying on my back with my legs open showing off my lady bits to a gathering of people.

Gloria was my personal tester and I let her stick her fingers inside me and poke around a bit. She seemed quite satisfied that things were developing nicely so that made me feel better, even though she was hardly a qualified gynecologist or anything I knew she had a ton of experience sticking fingers up her own cunt, and probably other people’s as well, and knew what it should feel like.

Then my clitoris made its grand entrance and things started to get much more interesting.


CHAPTER 16:

“Oh, my God...oh, oh, fuck...fuck yes...God...oh, wow!”

Once the power had been turned on to my pussy I was supposed to masturbate regularly, which again posed problems as far as privacy was concerned. I had started slipping off to the gardener’s shed, where Andrew had fucked me up the ass, but I got caught one time trying to slip back in unnoticed. When I explained what I had been doing the school was very sympathetic and offered to let me use the cot in the nurses office, where I could lock the door and do my medically mandated jerk off sessions in peace and relative quiet. At least the room was quiet, I on the other hand had a little problem with that sometimes.

I had done the bulk of my male masturbating in Paris, despite the amount of time I spent in drag with a dick in my mouth, and found that it was a great source of relief when all of those sexual urges built up inside you. However it was pretty much all about the payoff. The whole stroking part was okay but sometimes I just wanted to get through it as quickly as I could and climax so that I could get on with my life.

Diddling my pussy was a very different experience. Basically you could get a lot of different sensations depending on what you were touching and how you were touching it, and the build up tended to be more gradual so you could really drag the thing out and savor the whole process, not just the big finish. In fact I didn’t always finish, but I always enjoyed trying.

Another thing I had to get used to was the way I would often get wet when I was horny. When a woman is aroused her vagina tends to self-lubricate. Some women seemed to do it more than others and I seemed to do it a lot, which was apparently a good sign that everything was working well. Of course it also meant that I was walking around with moist underwear quite a bit because I was quite frequently aroused after a fairly lengthy period of abstinence.

It was a joyous day when I was finally declared “complete” and I just wanted to run out on the street and fuck the first guy I could find. Fortunately I managed to control myself but getting laid suddenly became a goal I was absolutely obsessing about.

Fortunately the school year was almost over and the summer would offer me many more opportunities to pop my cherry so I contented myself with masturbating, which I was getting pretty good at by that time.

I did think about contacting Andrew and telling him about my new pussy. I figured he would probably be happy to take it for a test spin but it was kind of shitty the way he had dumped me without explanation so he didn’t seem worthy of the inaugural journey into my gash. I did still think about him and his sexual charisma from time-to-time but I decided to leave it with some happy memories of naughty deeds done in my ill-spent youth.

Graduation was exciting and extremely depressing at the same time. I had started going to Bridgefield at a very young age and had lived there for all but the two years I was in France. I had grown up with a lot of these girls and made some incredible friendships that I knew weren’t likely to last once we all split up and headed off in our own directions.

It was a really stupid idea that I needed to go to a school for girls and pretend to be trans in order to cure me of some sort of perceived male aggressiveness, especially since nothing could have been further from my personality, and it could have been a total disaster. Fortunately luck was on my side and it turned out to be the best thing that could ever have happened. If I ever made it on my own, or inherited a bunch of money, I would not forget my old alma mater. Maybe they could name the tool shed after me or something.

Once again the family lawyers had been of great help to me in dealing with all the red tape and bullshit one had to go through to legally changer their name and their gender. I was now officially Brenda Lucille Abigail Hawthorne and I was an adult woman with a pussy that was itching to be filled by hard hot cock.

My parents were going to Ibiza for the summer, and it was tempting to think about joining them, but I decided that it might be better to stay home and have the run of the house for a couple of months. I’m sure I could have met some hot guys over there, but I would have been under the constant watch of my mother so this way I could have the kind of privacy I had only known in Paris.

Gloria had agreed to come out and spend a week or so with me so I knew that was going to be a blast but not having any friends close to home meant that I’d have to be somewhat proactive in my socializing, which was not my specialty by any means.

One of the simple joys I had really been looking forward to was wearing a bikini without having to worry about my dick showing. I could wear any nasty little string thing that crawled right up my butt if I wanted to. And just putting on slinky panties without some penis pouch was a real treat in and of itself.

The first few days I did a lot of shopping...I mean a lot of shopping. I know, I know, my spoiled little rich girl side was showing but I couldn’t help myself. After all those years of wearing a school uniform it was just time to begin building my own wardrobe. I will say in my own defense that I used my own money from the clinical trials for a lot of my purchases but daddy’s credit card did get a workout too.

I also spent a lot of time around the pool. Sometimes swimming, sometimes sunbathing, sometimes in a bikini, and sometimes nude. I actually really liked being nude and walked around the house naked a lot. I was still basically a shy personality type but I was so damn proud of my new female body that I think I was developing a little bit of an exhibitionist streak in me.

There was still the matter of losing my virginity and I began to wonder whether I had made a mistake by not going to Ibiza. I wasn’t old enough to drink, and I didn’t have a fake ID, so I really had no idea how to go about getting picked up. I had certainly got a lot of looks and some mildly flirtatious conversation whenever I went out and about on shopping trips or to get something to eat, but no one had been bold enough to ask me out or anything. At first I worried that maybe I wasn’t attractive enough, and then I worried that maybe I was too attractive and scared off a lot of guys who would assume I’d be snooty and stuck up.

When I started college there would be guys everywhere and hopefully plenty of opportunity to meet and greet tons of sexy young men, but that was still a couple of months away and I didn’t want to wait that long.

Finally I decided that the most direct way would probably be the best so I signed up at an online dating site. Well, actually it was an online hookup site. I wasn’t really looking to meet Mr. Right through an app, I just wanted some superficial fornicating fun. That meant I needed a few pictures so it was selfie time. I actually had a pretty nice senior portrait from Bridgefield that I included as well as a shot of me in my schoolgirl uniform that was kind of cute.

I was shocked at how many responses I got, because I didn’t know shit about online dating and didn’t realize how many people really used those things. I got way too many responses to respond to them all so I started shifting through the man meat looking for something yummy to feast on.

It was probably kind of dumb and risky to hang myself out there like that but I was pretty naive and horny and when I saw Brett’s profile I got kind of excited. He was 22, which made him seem like an older and more worldly man, was a senior at a local college, which made him seem educated, although his primary interest in school seemed to be playing on the water polo team, and since he was on the water polo team he looked super hot in his picture where he was just wearing a little Speedo.

We chatted a little, but not much, and agreed to meet for coffee first, which at least seemed like somewhat of a safety net for me in case he turned out to be some total faker or we just didn’t hit it off at all. If we made it past that quick intro we were going to go to a hotel and hit the sheets because I didn’t really need some online hookup guy knowing where I lived, even though I had the whole house to myself and going to some strange man’s place just seemed kind of dangerous.

Brett was waiting for me when I arrived, but I had deliberately been “fashionably late” so that I could make an entrance. Fortunately he lived up to his pictures, and possibly even exceeded my expectations as far as looks were concerned. I was a little scared, since I was so out of my depth, but Brett had that same kind of confidence that Andrew had, only more so. That was fine by me because I seemed to get really turned on by aggressive guys (or toxic males as my mother would probably have called them) and I didn’t want to fumble around my first time out. I wanted a man who knew how to fuck who would fuck me and not hesitate to take charge.

As it turned out Brett was just that kind of man because before I could even finish my mocha latte we were in a hotel room and I was out of my dress and we were kissing as he pressed me up against a wall. Instead of going for my boobs Brett got his hand down in my panties, which of course were moist already, and began to feel me up. Now I’d had my own fingers up there plenty of times, and Gloria had been given access for scientific purposes, and my new gynecologist had used some weird torture device to spread me open, but this was the first time a man had probed my new depths, and the first time someone other than me was fingering my cunt for sexual purposes. I liked it.

“Mmmm...” I purred.

“You’ve got a tight little pussy, don’t you?” Brett commented.

“I don’t know. You tell me.”

“Well, I’ll probably have to put my cock in there to be sure.”

“Sounds like a plan,” I replied before we resumed kissing.

After some more necking Brett took his hand out of my pants and pulled off his shirt. I loved the athletic fitness of his upper body and started to run my hand all over his chest. It was just so hard and firm and toned. My male chest was never anything remotely like that.

“You’ve got a great body,” I said.

“So do you baby, but I need to see more of it,” Brett replied.

I pushed myself away from the wall enough to get my hands behind my back and unfastened my bra. Brett then proceeded to pull it off of me. Then he scooped me up quite effortlessly and deposited me on my back on the foot of the bed. Next he pulled off my panties and tossed them aside before spreading my legs wide open as he stood between them. After that he totally surprised me by dropping to the floor and burying his head in my virgin muff.


CHAPTER 17:

I had been in this position a bunch of times before back at Bridgefield when the girls wanted to check on my pussy progress but no one had ever gone down on me. I think there were a couple of girls there who might have liked to, had we been in a more private setting, but other than my encounter in the shower I had never been aggressively hit on for any sort of lesbian high-jinks. I suppose the fact that I had a dick for most of my stay there probably had something to do with that, but whatever the reason my snatch was getting its first tongue bath and I was loving it.

I had watched Jacques licking Brigitte’s pussy a number of times and she always seemed to be really getting off on it. Now I knew why. It was like a BJ for the ladies and it seemed about time that I got to get some oral attention instead of just giving it.

After the finger banging and the pussy licking my new snatch was about as ready to be fucked as it could be and fortunately Brett was ready to do some fucking. I propped myself up on my forearms so that I could get a good view of him taking off his pants and I wasn’t disappointed. He had a man-sized cock and I felt pretty confident I could handle it considering the size of the some of the larger dilators I had stuffed inside me.

“How do you want it?” Brett asked as he prepared to join me on the bed at last.

“Just do whatever you like to do,” I said, not sure what the best choice might be.

Brett got on the bed and flipped me over, lifting me up in the process so that I was on all fours. I had figured he would probably just get on top of me from the front but I did give him the option. Realizing that he would need some room to work behind me I crawled up the mattress a bit and waited with my butt in the air. The only other time I had been fucked it had been from behind, but that was up the ass so this was bound to be a bit different.

Brett held his cock in one hand and ran it up and down my slit a number of times then he gave each butt cheek a quick little slap. I didn’t know if that’s what guys usually did or whether this was just his unique pregame warm up but I was happy to be learning whatever I could. Suddenly there was some pressure at the opening of my gash and a moment later Brett had thrust inside me.

I was worried that I might be so wet that he wouldn’t be able to get any traction but his dick was more than big enough to fill and stretch me. Then I realized what was happening to me and I was overcome with emotion. A couple of tears of joy slipped down my cheek but fortunately Brett was in no position to see my face at the moment.

I was a grown woman, completely and legally. I had sought out a bed mate and it appeared that I had picked a pretty good one. Now I was feeling a man’s cock inside my pussy for the first time in my life. I was damn sure that there would be plenty more times where I’d be penetrated by a penis, but this was the first and it made it so special in my mind. It had taken years and years to get to this point but it all seemed worth it now because I was feeling sensations and emotions I had never known before.

“You do have a tight little pussy,” said Brett, confirming his earlier judgment.

“I know. Isn’t that wonderful?” I replied dreamily.

“Yes, baby, it’s very wonderful,” Brett said with a laugh. “It’s tight, and pink, and perfect for fucking, just the way a girl’s pussy should be.”

That was music to my ears. I had chosen to become a woman without even knowing what it would feel like to have something in my vagina, and whether I would enjoy the feeling at all. Most of my limited sex life had been sucking cocks, which I grew to love doing, but there was always a little something missing. Now I had that little something between my legs and a sexy man thought it was tight and pink and perfect for fucking. I was so happy I could burst but if you had walked in on us you might have thought that I was suffering miserably from the way I was whimpering and moaning, but that was from pure pleasure.

I had been a little disappointed at first that Brett didn’t want to fuck me face-to-face but now that I was getting righteously humped to the rhythmic swaying of my beckoning breasts I realized that I really liked this position. Brett was able to take me very deep, and something in my subconscious made me appreciate the symbolic submissiveness of the posture. It was such a timeless and classically female way to be mounted that my feminine instincts applauded his choice.

I was on the pill now, which was something new and strange to deal with, and something I had to be really diligent about not screwing up, because at some point along the line Brett was going to put his sperm inside me and I didn’t want my raunchy hookup to turn into some big soap opera crisis. The fact that I was even physically able to give had barely sunk in yet although the thought was just as thrilling as it was scary.

As Brett began to shot his load inside me I realized that I probably hadn’t cum yet, but I wasn’t quite sure. It didn’t matter in the least because I wasn’t used to getting stimulation from a man anyway, aside from kissing and maybe some boob play. Finishing was crucial for a guy but I had so much fun along the way that I wasn’t going to complain if I didn’t have some massive orgasmic conclusion.

We lay together afterwards and made some small talk and then Brett asked if I wanted to spend the whole night together.

“Absolutely, baby, we’re just getting warmed up,” I replied with a sly grin. “But let’s order room service first, I’m starving, aren’t you?”


CHAPTER 18:

It turned out to be a really terrific night. We watched a little TV while we ate dinner and then I gave him a blowjob, which he seemed to greatly enjoy. We fucked again once more before going to sleep, and this time it was the old-fashioned way with me on my back looking up into his eyes as he hovered above me and filled my body with joy...and cum.

Even so it seemed pretty obvious to me that it was only a casual thing. Although we had hit it off much better than I would have anticipated we didn’t really have that much in common, and when the summer was over we’d both be heading off to different colleges but I was certainly open to the idea of another little fuck session sometime if the opportunity arose.

So I was a sexual triple threat now; ass, pussy and mouth, and all by the age of 18. That probably made me sound like some really experienced wanton woman, but I was still learning so much. It had been really interesting to see how quickly Brett could turn the switch on and off, while I seemed to need more warming up and cooling down. I probably should have known that, having been a man before I was a woman, but as a man I had copulated exactly one time so it wasn’t like I had a whole lot of real life experience to draw on.

When Gloria blew into town I figured I’d continue my education, where all things sexual were concerned, and I was curious to see if my assumptions would be correct. I never could figure out how she seemed to know so much about sex at such an early age, and living the same sheltered schoolgirl life that I had been living. It wasn’t like she was some teenage runaway, living life on the streets and turning tricks to survive. She was a spoiled little rich girl like I was.

Being spoiled little rich girls we totally indulged ourselves and shopping and spa treatments. I suppose most people would have shown a visiting friend around town and maybe some of the important places from their youth but while I had technically been a resident of the same city all of my life most of that time had been spent in boarding school, living in Paris, or on vacation somewhere. In a lot of ways I was just as much of a stranger here as Gloria was.

“I trust you’ve been putting that new pussy of yours to good use,” said Gloria as we lounged naked by the pool one afternoon.

“I’ve gotten laid, yes, thank you very much,” I replied.

“Well I should hope so, and I would also hope that you mean you’ve been getting laid, as in often.”

“Not often, but well,” I said with a giggle.

“Really? That sounds promising. Do tell.”

I gave Gloria a rundown of my encounter with Brett the water polo stud after meeting him on an online hookup site and she seemed very intrigued with the idea and impressed that I had been aggressively horny enough to put my natural romantic impulses aside and just order cock on demand.

“We absolutely must find some devastatingly hot men and get our brains fucked out,” Gloria announced.

I had to laugh out loud because she said it as casually as if she had insisted we visit some famous landmark or popular tourist attraction.

“Fine by me if you can figure out how to make that happen,” I said.

“We just have to go somewhere where we can be on display,” Gloria said.

“Display? That sounds like those dances back at Bridgefield where we had to march around and be presented to the boys like a cattle market,” I scoffed.

“Well of course it’s like that. That’s what women do when they want to attract men. If you want guys to hit on you then you have to strut your stuff.”

“Maybe I’ll stick to my hookup app,” I said with another laugh.

“It’s the same thing, sweetie. You put your pictures up and waited for the men to come calling. Getting picked up is just like that except that you’re doing it in person and eliminating the middle man.”

And so that’s how Gloria and I ended up at a bowling alley. Now it wasn’t the old school kind of place, this was one of those modern entertainment centers with laser lights and music and an upscale vibe, but I really didn’t know anything at all about the game and couldn’t quite see how we were going to turn this into a night of torrid fornication. Fortunately Gloria did know about bowling, and she also had a plan for capping off the evening in carnal style.

“What do you think of those two guys over there?” she asked once we had rented our bowling balls and shoes and gone to our assigned lane.

“They’re not bad. I like the tall one,” I replied.

“Okay, you can have the tall one.”

“Well how do you know we can have them at all?” I asked.

“Go over there and ask them if they can help show us how the scoring machine works,” Gloria instructed.

“But you know how it works, don’t you?”

“Jeez, how can anyone so intelligent at most things be so dumb about this?” Gloria laughed. “Just go do it woman.”

I felt kind of foolish walking up to two total strangers and sparking up a conversation with them but it actually worked like a charm. Moments later they were both back at our lane and the tall guy was very patiently explaining the rather simple process of setting up the automatic scoring system. Then it all clicked in my head and I got the picture. It was the old damsel in distress routine. A man couldn’t resist the opportunity to make himself useful to a woman, whether it was slaying a dragon or giving her bowling tips.

When Gloria suggested that we should all bowl as a foursome the men jumped at the offer and had their games switched over to our lane. Then we proceeded to try and bowl, which I’m afraid I was not too successful at, but that turned out to be a plus because the tall guy kept standing very close behind me showing me the proper technique for rolling the ball down the lane.

Gloria had also insisted that wear ridiculously short skirts, which seemed impractical to me until I realized that as we ran up to the line and bent over to throw the ball the back of our skirts would flap up for a moment and give a quick flash of our panties. It really all made sense when I thought about it but it was still taking me a while to put all of the pieces together.

The guys, Nate and Frank, were old enough to drink so they brought a round of beers from the bar to our alley and in the relative darkness of laser bowling I don’t think anyone was looking at us too closely. Nate, the tall one, was actually pretty cute up close, and Frank wasn’t bad either. They were both pretty funny and Frank had a very dry, sarcastic humor that kept cracking me up.

I got thrashed at bowling no matter how many pointers I got and I considered it a victory if I just didn’t drop the ball on my foot but that was all totally irrelevant since the four of us decided to cut out of there after the three games we had paid for in advance were completed. Apparently we were going to form a foursome of a little different kind back at my place.


CHAPTER 19:

I was still a little dubious about bringing strangers back to my house but Gloria pointed out that these weren’t guys cruising for chicks or posting online, they were just a couple of dudes who wanted to go bowling and ended up getting lucky. I trusted her instincts on the subject and invited Nate and Frank into my home.

“Wow, this is really nice? This is your place?” asked Nate.

“It’s my parents house, but I live here, at least until I go off to college at the end of summer,” I replied.

“Must be nice to have rich parents,” Frank quipped.

“It has it’s moments,” I replied.

“It’s hot tonight, isn’t it? Anyone feel like going for a swim?” Gloria suddenly suggested.

“I didn’t bring any swim trunks,” said Nate.

“Silly boy, what would you want that for?” said Gloria as she pulled off her top and started to get undressed.

The guys just looked at each other and then grinned and began to strip. I was the last to join in the disrobing but there was no reason not to follow Gloria’s lead at this point. She had been right about everything all along.

Soon we were all splashing about naked in the pool and I thought about how absurdly random it all was. Nate and Frank probably went bowling tonight because they enjoyed bowling and didn’t have anything else special to do. Gloria and I went bowling because she had a hunch that we would find a couple of guys like Nate and Frank and seduce them with our feminine whiles. If we had come in a little earlier or a little later, or been assigned to a different lane, it might be two totally different guys or none at all that we found ourselves frolicking with in the water, buck naked and totally planning to get laid.

There had been some good-natured grabbing and groping here and there as part of our aquatic horseplay, but Gloria and Frank were the first to openly begin making out. I don’t know whether Frank had initiated that or whether Gloria had instigated it since she knew I wanted Nate, but either way Nate got the hint and I felt his hands cupping my breasts from behind as he began to kiss my neck.

“I don’t know how I got so lucky but I’m sure glad I went bowling tonight,” said Nate as he nibbled on my ear.

“Me too, even if I do suck at bowling,” I said.

“Well, at least you look good doing it so that’s half the battle,” Nate joked.

I turned and put my arms around Nate’s neck as we began to kiss. As we pressed our wet naked flesh together in the water I had a brief flashback to my shower thing with Julie. I liked the way wet skin felt when it rubbed together. On impulse I reached down and grabbed Nate’s cock and found he was quite hard and pleasantly well-hung. I glanced over to see what Gloria was up to and saw that Frank was sitting on the edge of the pool in the shallower end as Gloria stood between his legs sucking him off. Then a very naughty thought popped into my head and I started to lead Nate over to where the other couple was situated.

“Shouldn’t we find a place a little more private?” Nate suggested.

“No,” I said over my shoulder. “Let’s join them.”

Nate took a seat next to his buddy and I stood beside my pal Gloria as I prepared to join her in a little moonlight cock sucking. She had the advantage of me, having started first, but this was one area where I felt like I could hold my own with just about anyone short of a porn star or a top class hooker. I pulled out all the stops and tried every trick I knew as our silly stunt quickly turned into a BJ competition.

Even though Nate was a bit bigger than Frank I was sucking him balls deep with little trouble. I could see Gloria glancing over at me and I figured she was either surprised or impressed by my blowjob skills, or maybe a combination of both. It wasn’t like she was doing a crappy job herself, but fellatio was the one sex act that I’d had a ton of practice at, and the fact that I loved doing it so much just made it all the easier for me to give really good head.

Soon Nate was grunting as his dick began to spasm and the back of my throat was soon awash with his hot cum. I let him catch a quick glimpse of me swallowing the last gob of his seed that I had collected on my tongue and then turned to watch Gloria at work.

“Not finished yet?” I said in my best bitchy voice.

“The race is not to the swiftest,” Gloria replied in a mumble as she didn’t bother to take Frank’s penis out of her mouth completely before speaking.

“Actually it’s the race is not to the swift,” I corrected.

“Smarty pants,” Gloria gurbled.

“That’s Miss Smarty Pants to you,” I replied with a laugh. “Come on baby, let’s go upstairs and leave these two alone. I don’t think my friend can perform well under pressure.”

It was all good-natured, and Gloria and I talked smack to each other all the time, but that night I was really feeling my oats for some reason. I really enjoyed being with confident guys who maybe were even a little cocky and who instinctively took charge, but Nate was not really that kind of guy and I felt totally comfortable being more aggressive myself. I started to see that it didn’t have to be just one thing or the other. I could be totally submissive to the will of a powerful man and love every second of it, but I could also be more proactive in shaping the way things turned out.

Just for fun I decided to keep that theme going and pretty much took charge throughout the rest of the night. Being in my own house might have had something to do with it, because I was on such familiar ground, but I was also making a deliberate effort to be more assertive, so when Nate got hard again I didn’t wait to see what he might want to do next and just jumped on his cock.

I had a nice view of his face perched on top of his love stick but pretty soon I was starting to get pretty seriously aroused and I think my eyes kind of rolled up to the back of my head. At least it felt that way.

“Ooooooo...ooooooo...yessssssss….ooooooo,” I moaned repeatedly as I bounced merrily up and down on the helpless man’s prick.

Nate did still have free use of his arms which he put to good advantage by reaching up and grabbing my tits, which were bouncing even more merrily than the rest of my body was. As he squeezed my boobs I looked down at him and saw an expression that seemed to be a mix of wonder, joy and agony. He had no idea when he left his house earlier this evening that he was going to end up in some strange woman’s bed with his dick being used like a pogo stick.

It seemed kind of odd to me that sex could be so good when it came together in such a haphazard way. Nate seemed like a nice guy and I probably wouldn’t mind seeing him again but he had just been the most convenient cock available so here I was fucking him and quite happy to be doing so. If it felt this awesome with total strangers would it feel any better or different when I made love to someone I was actually in a relationship with or had deep feelings for?

Hopefully I’d find out someday. Maybe when I went to college. That would certainly give me the time and opportunity to make a real connection with someone and let things develop more organically instead of just jumping in the sack right away, although that idea seemed a little funny too. Why would I let some random stranger put his penis in my mouth and then play hard to get with a guy I really liked and felt strongly attracted to?

I’d probably figure that out when I came to that situation or maybe there wasn’t really any logical reasoning behind it. Being a scholastically-minded person I tended to see the world like it was a classroom test with definite right and wrong answers to everything but I was beginning to see that random chance and luck and timing played a big role, and what might be the “right” answer one time might be the “wrong” one in a similar situation down the road.

“Uh...uh...uh...” Nate grunted and I looked back down at his face again.

I suddenly realized that he was ejaculating inside my pussy and that I had been so carried away with my wild riding that I hadn’t even noticed until he started making funny noises. I slowed down and let him finish jerking his load into me and then remained nailed to his pole a little longer, not really wanting to lose the feeling of having my slot full of warm dick.

“You know bowling turned out to be a lot more fun than I thought it would be but I think this is still my favorite recreational activity,” I joked.

“Well honey I’ve got to say that you’re a lot better at this than you are at bowling so you probably picked the right hobby,” Nate replied with a smile.


CHAPTER 20:

Gloria’s visit was all too short but I knew that she was someone that I would always try to keep in my life even if we took different paths that kept us apart. I wish I could say that the rest of the summer was an endless orgy but it didn’t quite turn out that way. I did get laid a few more times, mostly using the online hookup thing, and I kept myself busy in other ways and kind of enjoyed the chill out time by myself. Even so I deemed the summer to be an epic success and felt refreshed and ready to hit the books again.

It was always a little scary going to a new school, living in yet another town, and meeting a whole bunch of new people but it was also the perfect clean slate to begin writing the next chapter of my life. I’d just be a new Freshman named Brenda Hawthorne and nobody would have any reason to ever suspect that I hadn’t always been Brenda Hawthorne. I wasn’t the feminine “sissy boy” that the bullies had picked on, and I wasn’t the “guy with tits” or the “girl with a dick” anymore either. And I wasn’t a virgin.

I was actually looking forward to the chance to just be one of many students who didn’t have a target on their back or some kind of “special” label that made me feel like an oddball. Of course those things had all ultimately led to me becoming the young woman I was now so I couldn’t be too hard on my past. I may have joined the pussy club much later than most girls but it was fun making up for lost time and I still had plenty of years to grow into my womanhood.

What the future held in store for me I had no idea. Hopefully some kind of romance. Maybe I’d even meet the love of my life on this campus. Or maybe my career goals would come into sharper focus and I’d be driven to apply myself in a more specialized way instead of being kind of interested in everything. Were wedding bells in my future and perhaps a bun or two in the oven? I was getting way ahead of myself now. Whatever happened I was sure that it would be a learning experience and when it came to being a woman I wanted the highest education I could get.


AUTHOR’S NOTES:

This story is a little different for me in that I wanted to write a coming of age story that followed the twists and turns of someone’s life over a fairly long period of time to see how she ultimately emerged as a strong and confident woman in the end. I’ve often written shorter “back stories” for my protagonists, where we get some valuable information about some things that shaped their lives, but this was kind of fun going in an almost year-by-year approach, sort of the way a child is often measured for growth by standing up against a door frame with a ruler on their head as someone draws a new line above the last old one.
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