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CHAPTER 1:

My name is John Martins but like a lot of people I have numerous online identities as well. Who today doesn’t have at least some kind of “username” that they go by for some Internet activity? Think about all the sites that require you to create a username and password just to pay a bill or buy a pizza online. Whether it’s called an “avatar” a “handle” a “nick” or something else entirely it’s you but a filtered version of you as you wish to be perceived in the appropriate forum.

We’ll get back to the aliases in a moment but to tell you a little more about the “real” me I’m a 25-year-old college grad working at an investment firm because that’s what the piece of paper they gave me said I was good at. I don’t hate my job but I don’t love it either. It’s something I do because it pays pretty well but my real passion in life is playing video games.

I’ve been a gamer basically my whole life which means that I’m constantly upgrading my computer with faster processors, more RAM and better video cards to keep my frame rates up and to be able to play whatever new and exciting thing comes down the line. I still have my game console in the living room for messing around or going head-to-head with someone when they come over to visit but my real power station is located in the privacy of my bedroom, although since I live alone privacy wasn’t really much of an issue.

I have a circle of real life friends who are pretty much like me; same age, same interests and hobbies, college educated and working as a cog in some big corporate machine. And then I have a circle of friends who exist in cyberspace. These are people I know through online gaming and social media. It’s obviously a different kind of friendship since I’ve never met those people in real life and only know the persona they choose to present online but those kinds of relationships can still be pretty powerful.

The thing about a relationship that exists only online is that it lives in the world of imagination, unfettered by the clumsy intrusions of reality. Your online friend isn’t going to come over and drink all your beer or want you to help them move a piano up three flights of stairs. You each only know a curated version of yourselves that is presumably flattering. 

There is something kind of cool about having an alter ego. It may not be Clark Kent turning into Superman cool but it’s kind of in the ballpark. In most games you can create an avatar that looks any way that you want and you can do incredible things that are far more exciting than anything you would likely ever actually do in real life. The nerdy kid who always got bullied can be the most bad ass dude on the planet or the band geek live out his fantasies of being a superstar athlete.

Online I was usually known as CrazyJ, or some variation of that, because I liked to be seen as a kind of wild and unpredictable type, quite unlike my real life personality. I was a very extroverted joker who would jump off a cliff just to see what would happen. My real life friends often joked that I would be a much more interesting person if I acted more like CrazyJ and less like myself but sometimes I think they weren’t entirely joking.

Since I wasn’t big on drinking or drugs I suppose CrazyJ was my version of getting drunk at a party and dancing with a lampshade on my head. It was a great way to unwind from the pressures and stress of real life and vanish into a fantasy world for a while.

And yet as enjoyable as that online life was I had another virtual identity that both excited and frightened me. Whereas all of my friends knew that behind CrazyJ was a guy named John Martins nobody in the world had any idea that I also existed in cyberspace as a sexy young woman known as CandyGurl69.


CHAPTER 2:

It’s hard even for me to understand this other identity other than to say that for a long time I’ve had sexual fantasies about being a beautiful promiscuous woman and online gaming has given me an outlet to explore that. I had never thought of myself as gay, and still didn’t, although the fact remained that I could get very turned on thinking about having sex with men as long as I was thinking of myself as my online female surrogate.

My first forays into gender bending gaming were of the single player kind on the privacy of my home computer. I tend to like games that can be heavily “modded” and particularly adult mods that are sexual in nature. A mod is basically a user created “plugin” for an existing game that makes tweaks to the original product. When it comes to sex mods there are some pretty elaborate and ambitious ones that can take a game in a whole new direction.

The first time I created a female avatar it was for one of those games where your character runs around with the camera showing you from behind. My convenient rationalization was that if I was going to be spending hours staring at the backside of some 3D character it would be more enjoyable to be staring at a female with a nice ass. That was kind of the “gateway drug” for me I guess, a seemingly harmless little bit of private amusement. I honestly had no idea at the time that it would become much more than that.

After that first game I found that whenever I was playing a game by myself I was kind of automatically choosing to make my character a girl. Now every game is different and some don’t involve having an avatar or don’t provide options for customizing it if they do but for the games that let you more or less build a character I started to develop a “look” for my virtual female characters.

At that point I hadn’t come up with the CandyGurl69 handle because I wasn’t going online as a female and had no intention of ever doing that so I usually called my avatar Penny, because I liked the name Penelope and Penny was a cute nickname.

Now as I said a moment ago I like games that have sex mods so it probably was no real surprise that I would eventually take Penny out for a spin in an adult modded game. The mods allowed for total nudity, and even full on fornicating, and one of the more interesting mods was a capture thing where if you were in a battle and your health fell too low instead of dying you would surrender to you adversaries and be subjected to whatever sex acts they wished to engage in with you.

Normally when I play a game the last thing I want is to get defeated in a fight but I was curious to see how the thing would work so I didn’t mind when I saw Penny throw up her hands in surrender just before getting handcuffed and gang-banged by several lowlife marauders who had gotten the upper hand on me.

If you’re not familiar with immersive role playing computer games I can tell you that it’s not like playing Monopoly or something. Many times you feel more like you’re “living” a virtual experience rather than just “playing” a game. Your avatar can become a very personal thing that you think of as an extension of yourself instead of just a game piece to be moved around a board.

As I watched helpless Penny getting totally violated by naked men with big cocks I felt my own dick becoming increasingly hard. Instead of the tough fighter chick she had been just moments before she was now just a plaything for men to use and abuse and as I pictured myself in her situation I started to jack off, slowly at first but increasing in intensity. Pretty soon Penny’s moans and my own grunts were sort of mingling together as I desperately looked around for something to ejaculate into. I had a cup sitting in the holder attached to my gaming desk and managed to aim my shot into that just in the nick of time.

Feeling totally ashamed of myself I stopped playing the game immediately and started surfing the web instead but before long I had drifted into a porn site and was looking at gang bang videos trying to recapture the feeling that I had experienced watching my avatar getting totally railed.

It certainly wasn’t the first time I had ever gotten off to the fantasy of imagining myself as a girl getting fucked by a man but it was the first time it ever felt quite so personal. Watching a video of some porn star in action and trying to picture what she was feeling is one thing but watching your avatar in a computer game is quite another. Normally I would have cut down my opponents, searched their bodies for any valuable loot, and moved on feeling a slight sense of accomplishment and having gained some experience points in the process. This defeat had done absolutely nothing to help my avatar grow in power or become richer but it had done something to my brain much more significant.

While fantasizing while watching porn was gratifying the vicarious thrill of feeling more like an active participant was intoxicating. It got to the point in that game where sometimes I didn’t even try to win the fight just so that I would be captured and gang fucked. Masturbating while playing was no longer a surprise it was something I anticipated and prepared for.

I tried another mod that allowed me to prostitute myself for in game currency and that also gave me a rush. Walking up to a stranger and offering my body to them for money was incredibly thrilling. That’s not to say that I thought that being a real life prostitute would be fun or that I would enjoy being forced to have sex with a bunch of scumbags but it spoke to me on some level that I couldn’t quite understand yet couldn’t totally deny.

It’s amazing how much your brain can rationalize something if you really want it to. I’ve never thought of myself as gay, nor shown any particular sign of being homophobic, but for some reason I really didn’t want to connect my interest in men sexually with anything relating to my real life sexuality. I was just messing around with some kinky mods to see what they would do. Just because I fucked guys in a computer game didn’t mean anything. I killed people and blew shit up in the game too but that didn’t mean that I was going to become a violent killing machine in real life. It was just a role playing fantasy, an escape from reality.

Those were all valid points and there might be all kinds of people that would fit that excuse perfectly but unfortunately I wasn’t one of them. Having tasted the “forbidden fruit” of single player female sexuality I craved more. As fun as it was to indulge in my private fantasy alone I found myself being drawn inexorably towards a more interactive experience.

In short I decided to take my act on the road and try playing as a female in a multi-player environment.


CHAPTER 3:

The first online multiplayer game I tried playing as a girl wasn’t sexual in nature although there were a lot of sexy outfits available to female players. It was a Post-Apocalyptic theme with various mini quests and treasure gathering options as you battled mutants and zombies and other players. That was when CandyGurl69 came into existence.

I was kind of nervous the first time I went into “public” as a girl, which was probably ridiculous because nobody would have any way of knowing that I wasn’t really female, but it just felt so taboo to be presenting myself that way. I worried that people would figure out or just know that I was a fake once I started chatting with them.

Fortunately my fears were unfounded and that I felt quite comfortable chatting as a woman after I got over my initial nervousness. I also found that having a hot female avatar tended to make you very popular, so much so that I was sometimes kind of overwhelmed by how many people wanted to chat me up.

There may not have been any actual sex aspects of the game but there sure was a lot of flirting and suggestiveness in chat. It scared me at first but then I started to get into it more and more. I liked the idea that people saw me as a woman and saw my avatar as desirable. It stirred strange new feelings inside me and I reveled in my virtual femininity.

I continued playing that game, and several others, for a couple of months or so before I decided to take the plunge and play an online multiplayer game with adult sex mods. A lot of my friends and I had recently gotten interested in a game called Barbarian Lands, a fantasy world where mythological monsters and prehistoric creature roamed about and there were savages everywhere.

The game seemed very promising but I hadn’t been playing it much because I had been spending so much time on other games as CandyGurl69 so I just told my friends that I wasn’t really into the game all that much while I secretly created a new female character.

I was a little worried about running into my buddies in the game, even though they wouldn’t have any idea that my female avatar was me, but I would know who they were and that would be pretty weird if they tried to chat me up, or worse, seriously hit on me. Fortunately I knew their character names and where their base was located so I figured I ccould probably avoid them for the most part.

As worried as I was about bumping into my real life friends I found that idea kind of naughty and exciting. I’ve never been much of an exhibitionist but I did have sex with a girl in a fairly public place once and I have to admit that a big part of the thrill was the risk of getting caught. I kind of had that feeling now even though I knew I wasn’t really going to be caught and have my true identity revealed.

It kind of sucked having to start from scratch in the game, since you didn’t get much to start with, but I quickly found work dancing in a tavern and pretty soon had a bunch of male admirers, and a few female as well. I was certainly used to getting attention and flirting but this took on a whole new dimension because there was nudity and sex in this game and I was dancing naked in front of a bunch of presumably horny guys who wanted to get their rocks off.

For some reason I found that thought incredibly arousing. I had often fantasized about what it would be like to be a sexy girl who pleased men But never imagined that I would actually be in a position to do so. Now it appeared that I could at least do the next best thing and use my virtual sex appeal to get men off in real life.

Perhaps I should have considered the broader implications of those feelings back then but I tried really hard not to. It was just a game. I was only having a bit of kinky fun. I was just trying to satisfy my curiosity. It wasn’t like it was going to have any impact on my real life...or so I told myself.


CHAPTER 4:

“On your knees whore and start sucking.”

Thus began my first ERP, or erotic role playing experience. I had decided to move from just being a dancer at the tavern to prostituting myself in one of the rooms upstairs. Yes the game had a mod designed to do that and my first “trick” was a savage-looking brute of a man called Argus the Conqueror. Of course all of the men in the game were totally jacked and presented themselves as some sort of mighty warrior or hunter and everyone, male or female, tended to wear very little clothing.

Since this was supposed to be an immersive role playing world I only used my CandyGurl69 name for logging in and went by the name Pennae in the game itself because I thought it was a more fantasy-appropriate spelling of my usual Penny.

If you’re not familiar with hardcore sex in computer games it can probably be a little hard to picture what’s involved but basically there’s some kind of mechanism that triggers various animations so if you want to get on your knees and suck someone’s cock you need to select the appropriate animated representation of that.

I was trembling with excitement as I watched my avatar on her knees taking some stud’s big cock in her mouth. You have to remember that I wasn’t thinking of myself as some guy in the 21st Century sitting at a computer I was thinking of myself as the girl on the screen working at a brothel in some ancient barbarian land.

[Argus] That’s it wench, take it all.

[Me] Pennae struggles to manage the huge throbbing member in her mouth but she doesn’t want the client to know that this is her first time.

[Argus] Argus senses her hesitation and puts a hand on the back of her head shoving his cock deeper down her throat.

[Argus] When I pay for a whore I get what I pay for girl.

[Me] Pennae can tell that Argus is a man used to getting what he wants whether he pays for it or not.

I won’t recount the entire episode but you can probably get the general idea of how it went. Some of it was conversational and a lot of it was descriptive and of course the animations were providing the visual stimulus. Argus ultimately finished by pulling out and painting my face with his jizz, which was very satisfying, but when the player behind Argus told me that he had just cum really hard in real life I was over the moon.

Assuming he was telling the truth, and I had no reason to doubt it, I had just made a man ejaculate. For a guy who didn’t consider himself gay it was surprising how happy that made me feel. And kind of powerful too. With just a pretty avatar and my online chatting some dude somewhere in the world was whacking off in front of his computer and I made that happen.

Of course I had whacked off too so it wasn’t like I was running a charitable organization but I honestly was more excited about getting my partner off than I was worrying about my own ejaculation. I suppose that wasn’t a bad attitude to have considering the fact that I was definitely planning on continuing to prostitute myself in the game.

Over the next few days I couldn’t wait to have time to log on to the game so that I could whore myself out some more and the more time I played as Pennae the more my feminine urges grew. Something about playing that role aroused me more than anything else ever had as far as I could remember. The idea of being a slutty plaything for men was just irresistible to me. I was intelligent enough to know that being a worthless whore in some uncivilized ancient world probably not be a life I would enjoy or aspire to but there were real men living in the modern world that I was interacting with and I could picture myself being just as slutty and submissive with them in reality as I was with them in the game.

Somewhat surprisingly I wasn’t all that worried about my behavior even though the female fantasy was getting stronger all the time. I think I was just having too much fun to want to throw cold water on it even if it was leading me in a direction I had never intended to go.

It was just something new and  kinky to think about while I masturbated. And it really wasn’t all that new because I had jacked off to the slutty girl fantasy many times while watching videos. The difference here was simply that I was getting to put myself into the role with another person and be part of the action instead of just a spectator.

Of course the more I did it the more I wanted to do it and I also wanted to explore these feelings even deeper so I actually bought a bra and some silicone breast pads to give it the appropriate heft and jiggle and wore that whenever I played the game. That made the female experience seem all the more real to me because I could see and feel my “boobs” the whole time I was playing.

The next step I tool down the path of feminization was perhaps a little more shocking but I still wasn’t freaking out over it too much. One of my regular customers at the brothel, a guy calling himself Titus, asked me in a private message whether he could send me a picture of his dick and I said yes for some reason.

I have to say it was a very nice-looking cock, fully erect and with a heavy ball sack on display. Seeing that dick pic and knowing that the man who possessed that penis jerked it while we were fucking online made the fantasy all the more real for me. It also felt like it gave me a free pass to look at other pictures of nice cocks, of which there are many on the Internet.

There is just something about forbidden fruit that tastes especially sweet and I was gobbling up as much of it as I could get. I started reading up on female sexuality so that I could portray myself more realistically as a girl but also out of a deep curiosity about what women actually felt during sex.

Being kind of skinny by nature, and being a guy who spent his free time sitting in front of a computer rather than working out at the gym, I had always kind of been envious of men who had nicely chiseled bodies. Now I was admiring them for their sex appeal rather than being jealous which I suppose isn’t that big of a leap when you think about it.

Things had happened kind of quickly and one thing seemed to lead to another. I had started out just having sexual fantasies about being female and somehow I found myself in front of my computer, wearing a padded bra, while I role-played with some guy from New Zealand who was paying me to take it up the ass and agreeing to let him send me a real life picture of his dick.

Things had probably gone a little farther than I had anticipated them going but it all still seemed like pretty innocent fun...until one of my real life friends came into the brothel and paid for my services.


CHAPTER 5:

My first reaction was panic. I chose this tavern because it was far away from my friend’s base and as far as I knew none of them had shown any particular interest in paying for a prostitute. Yet despite all that here was the familiar avatar that my buddy Tim called Domoni the Dominator.

I wanted to just run away, but that really wasn’t an option. I thought about exiting the game but that would almost seem to call even more attention to myself. There really didn’t seem to be anything to do but to let him fuck me and make sure that I didn’t slip up and say anything that would give away the fact that I actually knew him in real life.

[Domoni] Take off your cloths girl and let me see what I’m paying for.

[Me] Yes sir.

[Me] Pennae quickly disrobes and stands humbly before him naked.

[Domoni] You are quite the looker, I’ll give you that, but let’s see what you can do with a cock.

I had been in this situation many times before and was getting pretty good at turning virtual tricks but this was something new I wasn’t quite prepared for. Domoni wasn’t just another random stranger with a hot avatar, he wasn’t even one of the strangers who chatted me up out of character and sent me dick pics, he was Tim Vallens and we had been friends for a number of years. I didn’t mind humbling myself for some strange guy I didn’t know and likely would never meet but did I really want Tim Vallens treating me like a dirty little whore?

Apparently the answer was yes because I found myself getting even more quickly aroused than usual. Tim didn’t know he was actually fucking his buddy John but I knew it was him and it felt like just the about the dirtiest thing I had ever done in my life, which made me get off on it all the more.

At one point, when I was on all fours getting humped from behind by Tim’s avatar, I actually tried to picture real life Tim grabbing my hips and thrusting his cock into my ass while I squealed and moaned and begged him to do me harder. Suddenly cum started to fly out of my dick so hard I think it could have put someone’s eye out.

[Domoni] You dirty little whore, you love cock so much don’t you?

[Me] I do, I do, I do! Oh Gaaaaaaaaaawd I do!

I had always been pretty quick on a keyboard but I was learning to master the art of one-handed typing which comes in handy when you’re trying to jerk yourself off while carrying on a conversation.

[Domoni] (Oh fuck you’re making me cum so hard baby.)

Tim had put that last comment in brackets to indicate that he was speaking “out of character” and I smiled broadly knowing that I had just made my pal ejaculate. It was such a naughty little secret that I would have to take to the grave but I knew now that I didn’t need to be afraid of having contact with my friends. If anything it might be fun to see how things went with the other guys in my old clan.

Apparently I had done something to impress Tim because all of my other real life friends who were playing this game started turning up at the brothel and banging my brains out. Instead of avoiding them I was cultivating them as my best clients. And pretty soon I was accepting penis pictures from them as well.

The dick pics were especially fascinating because I’d seen some of my friends naked before while changing on trips or locker room kind of situations but I had never seen any of them erect. Now I had a whole collection of their peckers standing at full attention and even though they assumed that they were protecting their identity by only shooting from the waist down it was very easy for me to picture the entire person that went with each snapshot.

I was a bit surprised that most of my gang seemed to be a bit better endowed than I was but that sort of fed into my growing emasculation fantasy. It was actually easier for me to embrace a sexually submissive posture with them if I thought of them as more manly. The fact that I could be turned on by the idea of being effeminate compared to my friends was an even bigger surprise than discovering the size of their cocks. Having them find out what I was doing had been my biggest nightmare at the start but now there were times where I was tempted to reveal the truth.

It’s kind of a weird thing when you start playing fast and loose with your gender identity, especially if you’re really new to the concept. Yes I’d had fantasies about being a girl for some time but it was just a fantasy and nothing I felt I needed to give any serious thought or attention to. I’m sure some women have rape fantasies that turn them on in a kinky taboo way but who would obviously never want that to happen to them in real life. Yet if I had been totally objective about it I would have to have admitted that it was a little strange that I was claiming to be completely straight while collecting dick pics, performing cybersex in drag, and imagining my friends drilling my asshole.

When I started experimenting with cosmetics I knew there was something kind of screwy going on. The fake boobs I could see and feel while I looked at the computer but the makeup was only visible when I looked in the mirror. I didn’t look half bad with my face done, I thought, and I told myself that it was just something to help put me in the female frame of mind. And as anxious as I usually was to get online applying a little makeup first became kind of a ritual.

That made me more curious about cross-dressing and I began to read up on it a bit and ordered some more clothes. As I said before I was kind of skinny and I was also not real tall so female clothing fit me rather well. I had been letting my hair grow out a bit and could fashion it in kind of a cute style. I even shaved all the hair on my body.

I had mixed feelings about the results. On the one hand I loved the way female clothing felt, especially when I wore a skirt, and I guess I looked kind of okay, but I wasn’t anywhere near as pretty as my computer likeness and it was hard to really think of myself as a girl with fake boobs and my dick tucked.

Even so I tried to venture out a little just to see what it would be like. It was fun but scary and ultimately I knew it wouldn’t really satisfy me because what I wanted was cock and I didn’t see how I was going to get that with my pretend female appearance. Of course if you look long enough and dig deep enough the Internet can probably answer almost any question and eventually I discovered a place with a “glory hole” that trans people and cross-dressers seemed to frequent that wasn’t too terribly far from where I lived.

It seemed like the perfect solution since I wasn’t looking for a relationship and my fake tits and lack of a suitably feminine voice wouldn’t be a problem. Plus I was used to the idea of a disembodied penis from all the dick pics I had been collecting so it was just going to be one of those random cocks only this time I’d be able to actually touch it.

I was surprisingly calm when I arrived and made my way to a little booth in the back of an adult bookstore. From what I’d read online you just went in and waited and pretty soon a dick would appear through a hole in the wall and that’s exactly what happened.

A voice in my head kept telling me to turn around and run but that same voice had told me not to dress up like a girl or get in the car or drive to the bookstore and I had ignored that voice so far. I knew that I was about to do something that would radically challenge my ideas about a lot of things but it had been getting harder and harder to deny my feelings and impulses anyway.

I looked at the penis poking through the hole and made a quick evaluation of it. Length, probably a bit above average. Girth, maybe a little above average too but not terribly thick. It was cut and sort of a pinkish brown in color and I could see it twitching. I got on my knees to get a closer look at it and took it in my hand. It felt very warm as I stroked it and I wondered what it would taste like so I opened my mouth and stuck out my tongue.


CHAPTER 6:

There wasn’t any particular “dick flavor” that I could easily identify. If you suck on your thumb that will probably give you a reasonable idea of what to expect I guess. It was the musky scent that I noticed more and it really turned me on.

Of course I was more turned on anyway than I had ever been in my life. In most things in life I tended to be rather reserved and maybe even a little shy, which is why computer games had always been my outlet for cutting loose and being the center of attention. It was certainly the same with sex. I had never been the bold type to aggressively go after a woman. Things had to fall just right before I would dare to make a move and even then it would probably be a slow one. Yet somehow I found myself on my knees in an adult bookstore sucking a stranger’s cock that was shoved through a hole in the wall.

I wondered how long he would last. I had never been known for great stamina but maybe some guys had more self-control. Online the men I had sex with often went for quite a while, but of course I had no idea whether they were telling me the truth about when they ejaculated. Here I would know for certain.

I also wondered about what the man on the other side of the wall looked like. It really was so much like the dick pics I received from men in the game. It kind of made me think of men as a collection of cocks rather than complete people but I suppose men had been doing that to women for centuries, seeing just a series of holes to stuff and not concerning themselves with the total person. Of course with my friends that wasn’t the case. I knew who they were and what they looked like...I now also happened to know what some of them looked like with an erection.

I had worried that my lack of experience would show but that was probably kind of silly. A man getting a free blowjob from a stranger wasn’t likely to be too critical of the technique employed. Besides I had read a bunch about giving head so that I could role play more realistically in the game and of course I had seen it done in porn a million times.

Basically I tried to make a little pocket in my mouth that would grip the man’s penis fairly tightly but not so much that my teeth scraped on him. Then I just moved my head back and forth. Just for variety I would periodically use my hand on his shaft a little while I licked around the head of his cock and then I would go back to bobbing.

I’m not sure how long he lasted exactly. Maybe ten minutes or so. I basically lost track of the time as I focused so completely on what I was doing. I suppose I had never realized how much pre-cum leaks from a man during a BJ but I was definitely finding it out now. That slightly salty and watery sensation was mixing with my own saliva and creating a type of lubrication that made it easier to do what I was doing.

Then it happened. I was holding his shaft when I felt it suddenly stiffen up even more and I could hear the heavy breathing from the other side of the not too thick wall. I put my open mouth on the tip of his prick just as he began to erupt.

“Aaaggghhh...aaaggghhh...oh fuck,” I could hear from behind the wall, sort of punctuating each spurt of his jizz into my waiting mouth.

That was honestly thrilling to me. I always loved to think about the pleasure I was hopefully bringing men in the game when they said they were ejaculating but it was so much more visceral to confirm that triumph in person. Do not ask me why but making men cum seemed to be just about the most awesome thing in the world I could think of doing. It felt like a real accomplishment, although I knew from personal experience that it wasn’t usually all that hard to do. In fact I realized later that I had cum in my panties without even touching myself once.

“Thanks baby, that was fantastic. You are one hell of a little cocksucker,” said the man I had just brought pleasure to, although his voice was slightly muffled by the barrier.

I wanted to reply but I also didn’t want to spoil the illusion I had created or the mood of the moment so I just gave his pecker a little kiss and watched as it retreated from the hole. Then I got up, straightened my skirt, and waited a couple of minutes before leaving the booth. I thought about hanging around and seeing if someone else would poke through but I kind of wanted to savor the moment as well as the taste of my first conquest.

When I got home I looked at myself in the mirror but didn’t feel any shame or remorse. My only regret was that I wasn’t prettier...or a real woman. Even so I had lapped up the man’s praise of my skill as easily as I had lapped up the salt malt he had deposited in my mouth. I was a “hell of a little cocksucker” and I wore that like a badge of honor.


CHAPTER 7:

I decided to think of myself as queer. I couldn’t go on pretending that I was completely straight anymore but I wasn’t sure exactly what I was so queer seemed like a kind of a blanket term that probably covered whatever I really was or was becoming. And I was fine with that. I grew up in a family that wasn’t terribly religious but still liked to think of themselves that way so I didn’t have a ton of guilt on that front. My sexuality seemed like a personal thing to me that should really be of no concern to anyone else so as long as I was happy with the choices I was making that was the main thing.

All that being said the last thing in the world I wanted was for anyone else to think of me as queer. I may have accepted that as a potential new reality in my life but I wasn’t at all prepared to share that information. Like most people I had spent a lifetime building an image of myself that I showed to the public and I was scared of the idea of it being turned upside down in an instant.

Ironically a certain amount of my erotic thrill came from the idea of being discovered, or exposed, and being humiliated in front of people who thought I was totally straight, but as I said before sometimes a fantasy is just that and it’s the exact opposite of what you would really want to have happen in real life. I didn’t generally like to be even mildly embarrassed so the thought of total humiliation was still horrifying to me.

Of course the idea that my sexuality was something that might cause me humiliation was really a core problem that I had to deal with. It really shouldn’t have been a big deal one way or the other but it still seemed like it was. I suppose I was especially aware of that in the current extremist political climate that sought to demonize anyone who didn’t conform to some 1950’s fake standard of normality. Somehow almost overnight decades of progress had been tossed in the furnace and it was very possible that being gay might become illegal again and being any sort of trans person might get you the death penalty if you weren’t lynched first by an angry mob of Evangelicals. I probably couldn’t have picked a worse time to think about “coming out” as queer. My job, my freedom, and my very life could be at risk if the rampant fascist movement in America took more control of things.

Whatever the case, and whatever the risk, I knew I would be going back to that glory hole and sucking more cock. I had kind of thought that I would chicken out that first time, or if I went through with it I would think it was gross and disgusting and never want to do it again, but it turned out to be something pretty amazing and before long I had been there six or seven times and sucked about ten to twelve dicks. It was kind of funny when I thought about it because while I was still very inexperienced overall I had already blown about a dozen different men. I wondered how many different cocks the “average” woman sucked in her lifetime and figured I was probably way ahead of the pace for someone who wasn’t a hooker or a porn star.

One immediate benefit I saw to what I was doing was that I was able to describe giving head better when I role played with guys in the game. I now knew what it felt like to have a dick in your mouth and what cum tasted like and the different ways you could approach sucking cock. I finally had a personal opinion on the subject based on real life experience.

Obviously sucking real dick was a lot more visceral than doing it in the game but I really liked the communication aspect of the erotic role play. I mean I could hear guys grunting on the other side of the wall but I certainly was in no position to talk with a prick in my mouth and I wasn’t crazy about the way I sounded anyway. I actually did practice trying to make my voice higher and more feminine but I’m not sure how successful I was at that.

I logged on as my male character a couple of times, usually when I knew my friends wouldn’t be around just so that I could say that I had tried to meet up with them but they weren’t there. Then I’d quickly log on as Pennae and go back to work.

Then one day Tim, or I guess I should say Domoni, came into the brothel and asked if there was any way I could be persuaded to join his clan and come live with him and the other guys.

[Me] So I would be your clan’s personal whore?

[Domoni] Well I don’t know if we have to put it that way exactly. What would you want to do?

[Me] I would want to do what I do best, which is serve men’s needs and provide them with pleasure.

[Domoni] We’d certainly be thrilled to help you with that.

[Me] And you’ll take care of me and protect me?

[Domoni] Of course. All of the guys are crazy about you, they’d do anything for you.

[Me] That’s fine but I know my place and I would expect to be treated as the property of your clan to do with as they please.

[Domoni] Whatever you want honey. Just tell us if we ever go too far.

So I agreed to join my own clan as sort of a live-in sex slave. And it was funny to hear Tim call me “honey” but I definitely liked it. The idea of belonging to my friends and being treated by them like a piece of property was very stimulating and arousing. What I especially liked was that they obviously thought I was very good at erotic role play and that they had the balls to just come up and ask me to be their whore. I’m sure there were a lot of guys in this game who would love to have that arrangement, and certainly some who hinted at it, but Tim just went for it and I rewarded his confidence.

Of course it was strange getting a tour of the base that I had helped build while having to act like I had never seen it before. I suppose even stranger was the fact that as soon as we got there Tim made me strip naked and put a slave collar on me and led me by a leash while he was showing off the place. It was a weird juxtaposition of him trying to give me practical game information while also sort of role playing my identity as the clan sex slave. I guess you don’t really see every side of your buddies until they’ve slapped a collar on you and paraded you naked in front of your other friends.

When I was allowed to dress again I was handed my new outfit, which was basically a loincloth with no top, my collar, and cuffs on my ankles and wrists. Aside from Tim there were only a couple of guys online at that time but I was told I would be introduced formally to the group later that evening. Then I was sent out to gather materials to cook a special meal for all the men and then prepare it so that it would be ready to serve when they got there.

Normally going out and gathering materials wasn’t one of my favorite activities in the game, let alone doing any kind of cooking, but now I was perfectly delighted to be assigned this stereotypical female task. Apparently I was going to serve them in many ways and not just sexually, which only added to my sexual stimulation.

I chuckled when I got the email from Tim telling me about the hot slave girl our clan had acquired and assuring me that I wouldn’t want to miss out on her initiation. Of course there was no way I was going to miss that I’d just be there as my female character instead of my male one.

It was kind of funny being a servant to my friends. I mean I was a polite host when somebody came over but asking them if they wanted another beer if I was heading to the kitchen anyway was probably about as far as I usually went. Now they were all sitting around this big wooden table, or at least their avatars were, while I ran around waiting on them hand and fist as they either ignored me or talked about me as if I wasn’t there. It was just a game, and we were all just computer characters, but it was a little humbling none the less.

My initiation wasn’t anything too inspired, they basically all just stood around me in a circle while I got on my knees and worked my way around blowing them all. It was sexy but it was also funny because I could picture each and every one of them sitting at their computers jacking off at roughly the same time and all because of me.

Strangely I had gone from wanting to avoid my friends completely in the game to servicing them individually as a prostitute to moving in with them as a servant and sex slave and I couldn’t have been happier with the development.


CHAPTER 8:

“Dude, you’ve got to play that game more,” said my pal Gary as we sat on my couch battling it out in a new racing game that had just hit the market. “You don’t know what you’re missing.”

“Hey, it’s not like I haven’t had sex in that game,” I pointed out.

“Yeah but this girl is something else man. She’s so fucking hot.”

“Everybody is hot. You can make your avatar look like whatever you like,” I reminded him.

“It’s not just her looks it’s her whole attitude. She’s like the sexiest bitch I’ve ever met and totally into being dominated,” said Gary. “You just know this chick has mad skills in bed by the way she talks.”

“So she’s really living at our camp now?” I asked, trying to pretend like I didn’t really know.

“Yeah, and she seems to be online a lot so when you come on there’s a good chance she’ll be there.”

Of course Gary had no way of knowing that what he had just said was impossible but I was really flattered that my online personality had made such a big impact. I was also surprised that he thought I was some girl with a ton of sexual experience. I had learned a thing or two about sucking cock at the glory hole but aside from that I had no experience at all and I wasn’t even really a girl. I guess I just knew how to play the role.

I glanced over and couldn’t help but notice the bulge in Gary’s shorts and I wondered whether he was getting hard just talking about having cybersex with me. I had an incredible impulse to jam my hand in his pants and jerk him off but fortunately I made no effort to do so.

Even so it felt like kind of a turning point for me because while I had been sexually aroused by my friends in the game, and even gotten myself off to pictures of their dicks, this was the first time I had been with one of my real life buddies in person and had an intense desire to have sex with him. I was pretty certain that was never going to happen because my friends were all totally straight, but of course I had always thought that about myself too so who knows?

That was an interesting idea to kick around in my head. Would Gary let me blow him if I was dressed like a girl? Was there some way I could subtly suggest that he visit the glory hole and then do it there where he wouldn’t be able to see me?

That actually made me start to think about getting a boob job. I had seen plenty of videos of T-girls who still had a dick but also had tits and some of them were pretty hot. Maybe with some cosmetic tweaking or hormone therapy or something I could come a lot closer to looking like the woman I wanted to be but that would be very expensive and I wouldn’t know what the results would be until I did it.

I didn’t even think about it at the time how naturally I was beginning to accept the idea that I would actually prefer to be female if it was possible. Of course it was all sex motivated but the fact that I would even be open to the idea of transitioning in some way and coming out of the closet to everybody was kind of a big deal.

I wondered what had really changed in me, if anything. I never used to look at the bulge in Gary’s pants or daydream about ways to get his cock in my mouth. He was the same guy he had always been but obviously I was very different now. Or was I? Maybe the big difference was that I had given myself permission to think of him that way. I think the desire to conform to expectations can be a very powerful feeling. You learn to suppress urges and thoughts that don’t fit the scenario you’re trying to play out. When I was desperate to be straight the slightest hint of anything non-conforming would have caused me great anxiety but now that I had embraced the “queer” label I felt so much freer to think and feel without those old restraints.

Of course I was on my own personal journey of self-discovery and my friends were probably quite happy with the way things were. Maybe if we were all stranded on an island somewhere with no women I could offer myself up for their sexual gratification and they would be willing to fuck me in the ass or let me suck their cocks but probably only as a desperate last resort and after everyone had sworn an oath not to discuss what had happened ever.

And jerking off Gary was not really the be-all and end-all of my fantasies. My daydream had always been to be a girl, preferably an attractive one. I didn’t know if I actually wanted to be a woman all of the time for the rest of my life but the desire to experience that sexually at least was overpowering...and a bit depressing because I couldn’t see how that could be possible. Then one, out of the blue, I stumbled across an article that blew my mind.

The damn thing could have been written about me, or I could have at least provided some personal insight to the author. It was all about men who create online female identities to play computer games, engage in chat, visit virtual worlds and so on. It certainly did make me feel better to know that I wasn’t the only freak in the universe who did that sort of thing even if the article was a bit slanted towards the viewpoint that this represented some sort of undiagnosed mental health problem. If that’s all there was to the story I would have found it compelling reading but it went on to explain that some of these men were going to more extreme lengths and actually taking temporary gender changing drugs to become female while indulging in their online fantasy. Some were doing it privately for their own pleasure while controlling their female avatar but some were using it to create a more public identity using voice or video chat or social media.

I practically jumped out of my chair when I read that. It sounded like the answer to my prayers. If this drug actually worked the way they said it did it sounded like I could switch back and forth between my normal self and my female self pretty much anytime I wanted. Of course gaming would be so much more enjoyable if I could do it in a female body instead of just trying to create the illusion of being a girl. And as for “real” sex I would at least have the option to consider it without the concerns that I normally had about cross-dressing. I had certainly sucked enough dick at the glory hole to know that I wasn’t afraid of being with a man in the slightest and there was no question that I was dying to know what it would feel like to actually fuck as a woman.

The article said that in order to obtain these drugs a person would have to consult with a doctor who would determine whether it was appropriate or not on a case-by-case basis. That made me a little nervous but I figured my online obsession with playing as a female would probably help my cause and as uncomfortable as it might be the fact that I dressed up like a girl and gave blowjobs in the back of an adult bookstore should make a pretty compelling case in my favor. If there was more to it than that I would have to cross that bridge when I got there but there was no way in hell that I wasn’t going to at least give it a shot.


CHAPTER 9:

As it turned out the medical part wasn’t really a big deal. After doing some research online I found out that it was sort of like the medical marijuana thing where there were doctors who really didn’t give a shit why you wanted it they just took your money and handed you your card. I was afraid that I was going to have to prove that I had been in analysis for years or something but through the grapevine I found a doctor near me who didn’t press me for too many details. It wasn’t covered by my insurance but that was fine. It seemed like a small price to pay for what I was potentially going to receive.

When I went to the pharmacy to pick up the pills I was a little worried that the girl at the counter would say something or look at me strangely but she didn’t show any sign of interest in what I was taking in the slightest. It was kind of like the way I felt the first time I bought condoms. Everything about sexuality in America is so stigmatized that even when you’re trying to be a responsible person practicing safe sex you can’t help but feel like you’re doing something wrong.

I  couldn’t wait to get home and try one out but then I suddenly got cold feet. What if I didn’t like the way I looked as a girl? What if something went wrong and I couldn’t change back? What if I liked it so much I never wanted to change back? This was serious stuff I was playing around with. Finally my curiosity got the better of me and I swallowed one of the very small pills down. Within a couple of minutes I started to feel some very strange things going on inside my body and within five minutes I was in the process of having my whole body change inside and out. It was supposed to take about ten minutes for the whole process to work and I waited an five minutes or so just to make sure it was done before I ventured in front of a mirror to see what I had just done to myself.

I was quite pleased with the results to say the least. I was very pretty. Not exactly a super model, but a very pretty young woman. I also still looked a lot like my old self, just a female version of me. My breasts weren’t huge, probably smaller than the padded version I had been going with, but I absolutely adored my boobs. I couldn’t help but squeeze them and giggle them a little and even tweaked my nipples for good measure.

The pussy, of course, was the star attraction and I sort of regretted that I hadn’t planned in advance and gotten myself a dildo or something but I figured I could probably do something with my fingers even if it didn’t give me the complete experience of being totally stuffed. More than anything at that moment I was anxious to get on the game but first I took a few selfies. I didn’t know whether I would ever show them to anybody or not but I figured I would probably want to see them sometime. The first time I became a girl seemed like a kind of historic moment in my life and something I’d probably want to document.

It was a pleasant evening so I felt quite comfortable settling down in front of my computer totally nude. I wasn’t exactly sure which of my friends would be online at the moment but I was pretty certain someone would be there, or would be there pretty soon. When I logged on I was a bit surprised to find that my buddy Roger, known in the game as Darian Killblood, was the only member of my clan there. Roger was probably the least game-oriented member of my circle of friends, and being a former jock tended to favor sports titles, but he had been roped into joining this fantasy role play thing and certainly seemed to enjoy the sexual aspects of it. In fact I kind of got the impression that fucking me was probably the main reason he logged in as much as he did.

I went to greet him and quickly got on my knees, adopting a pose of submission as a good slave girl should do. Then I inquired as to whether there was any task I could perform for him. I expected him to command me to blow him or maybe get on all fours so he could take me from behind but instead he sent me a private message.

[Darian] Hey can I ask you a kind of personal question?

[Me] Ah, sure.

[Darian] Do you really enjoy all this sex slave business?

[Me] What do you mean?

[Darian] I mean is it actually fun for you to come play this game and spend the whole time being bossed around by a bunch of horny assholes?

[Me] Well, yeah. I don’t mind being bossed around and I don’t think you’re a bunch of assholes. Horny yes but assholes no. lol

[Darian] I guess I’m just not that big of a role-playing guy so it’s a little hard to totally get into that whole degrading women thing without feeling pretty guilty.

[Me] You don’t have to feel guilty I assure you. If I didn’t like it I wouldn’t be doing it. It’s just kind of a fantasy of mine and a good way to act it out in a harmless environment.

[Darian] I won’t pretend like I really understand that but it’s definitely a relief to know that you’re cool with it.

[Me] Well I think it’s really cool that you would even ask about that and I totally appreciate it. It’s good to know that somebody is looking out for me. :)

[Darian] Just wanted to make sure that you were having a good time and not bummed out over the way everyone was treating you.

[Me] I’m having a very good time. Now that your conscience is clear would you like to fuck me?

[Darian] Hell yeah!

So after an unexpected preamble I found myself where I had assumed I would be all along, on my hands and knees with Darian grabbing my hips and thrusting his big cock inside me. As I watched Roger’s manly avatar humping me like a savage I began to feel myself up for the first time. I don’t know what I was expecting but what I was feeling was almost beyond description.

Usually I did a lot of typing while I was fucking and sucking, trying to encourage and praise and motivate the men who were using me, but pretty soon I was so engrossed in playing with my new pussy that I almost forgot that I was supposed to be playing a game, something that Roger picked up on after a little while.

[Darian] Hey are you ok?

[Me] Couldn’t be better.

[Darian] You’re just usually more active in chat.

[Me] I guess I’m kind of engrossed in...taking care of business on my end. Lol

[Darian] Glad to hear that. So you want me to keep going?

[Me] If you stop before I cum I’m going to grab a sword and stab you.

[Darian] Well let me know when it’s safe for me to finish. Lol

I had heard that women often had a hard time getting off and sometimes faked it with guys but I found it surprisingly easy. Maybe it was just the newness of the experience or something but it was shortly after that text conversation that I began to have my first female orgasm.

I tried to type and put into words what my body was feeling but I just ended up holding down some random key. I guess I figured it would be a lot like jacking off as a man and that there would be a fairly short but intense moment of pleasure and relief concentrated between my legs but boy was I wrong about that! This was more like some kind of rolling thunder sweeping throughout my entirety. I think even my hair was tingling. Best of all it went on for some time and it was actually kind of hard to tell when it was really over.

[Me] Wow! I’ve never felt that good in my life.

[Darian] Is that really true or are you just role playing right now?

[Me] No I swear to God that was the most amazing thing I’ve ever felt.

[Darian] Well I hope I helped inspire you in some way. Lol

[Me] Fuck yes you did. You were awesome. And I really wouldn’t have stabbed you if you hadn’t gotten me off.

[Darian] Hell, I would have wanted to stab myself if I didn’t get you off. I’m not one of those guys who just finishes up and then rolls over.

[Me] I believe that completely. I’ll bet you’re great in bed in real life.

[Darian] Well I don’t know about that but I do what I can to make a woman happy. I suppose we’d have to try it sometime for you to be the judge of that.

[Me] You don’t even know what I look like. You might be very disappointed. Lol

[Darian] Then send me a picture.


CHAPTER 10:

I did send Roger a picture later that night after I logged off the game. I sent him a couple of pictures actually. It didn’t take long to get a very enthusiastic reply from him which made me very happy. For the first time I hadn’t just been a guy pretending to be a girl and I could even often the photographic evidence as proof. Maybe Roger was just being polite but he certainly said some very nice things about my appearance which boosted my confidence and lifted my spirits. My friends had obviously all built some kind of a fantasy image of me in their heads that I figured would probably be pretty hard to live up to but I guess maybe I really was kind of pretty.

I wondered if Roger would keep those to himself or show them to the other guys. I hadn’t offered them with any sort of “for your eyes only” implications, and I’d probably be pretty flattered if he thought I was so hot he needed to share them with the other guys, but I sort of had the feeling that Roger was kind of a gentleman, which I honestly never knew despite knowing him as a friend for years. When you’re a guy in a group of young guys there tends to be a lot of testosterone pumping and swagger going on. Being successful with the ladies is a badge of honor, but it was hard to know sometimes who was just bragging or exaggerating about their sexual exploits. Seeing how they treated me as a woman was kind of an eye-opening experience.

Roger had kind of casually dropped an idea that had been on my mind for some time. When he suggested that we might actually get together and have sex some time he did it in such a way that it could be laughed off if I responded poorly to it but there was a part of me that desperately wanted to know whether any of the fantasy appeal of fucking my friends online would actually carry over into real life fornication.

I thought about just telling Roger everything and suggesting that we hook up when I was taking one of those pills but I was really scared of what his reaction might be. I would have to admit that I had been deceiving all of them and having virtual sex with them long before I even knew that there was a way for me to become temporarily female. Would they think it was cool that they had this horny slut in their circle of friends or hate me for pulling the wool over their eyes? And even if their lust was powerful enough to overlook my transgression in exchange for some really good blowjobs would they ever accept me as their old male buddy again?

I decided that it was really stupid to worry about or stress out over something that probably would never happen anyway, especially when I should have been simply enjoying the new opportunity I had been presented. I had only taken that pill one time so far. Surely I could find plenty of things to do to amuse myself as a girl without having sex with my friends.

One of the first things I did was order a couple of sex toys online. There were so many different types to choose from that it was hard to know which to get since I had never had a need for any such things before. I settled on two that seemed interesting. One was a “basic” dildo that looked like a cock and supposedly had a lifelike skin texture and the other was a purple thing that had various vibration settings. While waiting for them to arrive I just used my hand again, which certainly seemed to produce some very nice results, although I was tempted to try something like a banana or a cucumber in the meantime.

When they arrived I couldn’t wait to try them out. While the realistic dildo did look a hell of a lot like an actual penis, and the texture was pretty good too, I quickly discovered that it needed to be warmed up a little and the “rubbery” smell was nothing like I was used to from sucking the real thing at the glory hole. Of course where I was planning to put it make the scent rather unimportant and soon I was lying on my back with my legs spread open trying to press the thing into my snatch.

I found that it wasn’t the easiest thing in the world to hold the dildo while reaching down between my legs and pushing it back and forth inside me so I experimented with it a little. One of the better techniques seemed to be cupping the base of the toy in the palm of my hand and then letting my pelvis do the work of moving up and down on top of it. There was actually a suction cup on the bottom of the thing and I tried getting it to stick on a variety of surfaces but usually it just popped off once I started trying to fuck it and I was back to using my hand on it for support.

All of the logistical hurdles aside the feeling of having that thing in my pussy was incredible. It didn’t just feel good it felt right. I was trying to think of a male equivalent but I couldn’t quite come up with one. I guess maybe you could say it was sort of like the way your stomach felt empty when you were really hungry and then felt full once you had eaten but that wasn’t quite the same thing. It just seemed like my pussy wanted something big and hard stuffed inside it and I had a feeling my new purchases were going to get a lot of action.

The vibrator was especially fun, and a little easier to manage because I could enjoy it without even penetrating myself or if I did stick it inside the motor did all the work and I could just leave it there basically and cream away. And boy did I ever cream. I had no idea what having a wet pussy felt like before but I certainly learned in a hurry.

When I finally got my brain back into a state where it could actually think about something I wondered whether I enjoyed female sexual stimulation so much because it really was better than being a man where sex was concerned or whether it just seemed better because I had wanted it so much. Then I decided it didn’t really matter. As long as I kept feeling this good I was going to keep playing with my pussy.

I couldn’t believe how much more I enjoyed playing the game over the next few days. As I sat naked at my computer I felt so much more connected to my female avatar, and of course the sexual aspects were off the hook. With a little trial and error I found a great position where I could insert the vibrator into my snatch and hold the base of it in place against the seat of the chair. That left both hands free for typing or moving the in game camera or taking snapshots while my pussy was being stimulated to the max.

I don’t know if the guys could sense any difference in me when I was playing as a real woman but I certainly did. My body matched my identity and my brain didn’t have to work as hard to make that happen in my imagination. It just felt so much more comfortable that way.

Perhaps it was inevitable that I would want to branch out from the game and try being female in other situations as well. I ordered some clothes, partly so that I could go out as a woman, and partly because I just liked the way I looked and felt in that attire. Some of it was kind of trashy but some was a bit more practical. The slutty clothes were really fun to wear and to pose for selfies in but I realized I had to be a little careful about how I dressed in public. It was kind of funny that I didn’t mind the idea of being a slut but I wasn’t sure that I wanted everyone to know it. That seemed like information to share on an as needed basis.

At the glory hole that was a very different thing. I wore a very sheer crop top with no bra and a very short miniskirt with no panties and looked so hot I was afraid that I might spontaneously combust. If you’re going to dress like a hooker I guess the back of an adult bookstore is a good place to do it.

I was planning on just sucking a couple of dicks as usual when an especially nice prick popped through the hole. It was long and thick and bulgy and I really got excited when I saw it. After sucking it for a few minutes an idea popped into my head out of the blue and I stood up and lifted my skirt. Then I bent over a bit and pressed my pussy against the tip of the dick until I felt it sliding into me.

There was a little padded bench in the room you could sit on so I rested my arms on that, leaving my feet on the floor, and bending over at the waist. At first I did most of the work, using my arms to help push myself back and forth on his pecker but after a while the man on the other side of the wall began to thrust rather vigorously.

“Oh God...oh God...oh God…” I moaned several times as I felt myself being penetrated by a real cock for the first time.

I was actually getting fucked by a man. The thought boggled my mind. True it wasn’t the most romantic way to lose your virginity but it certainly was memorable. And I had definitely not ever fantasized about romance anyway. My interest in being a woman had always been purely sexual so getting drilled by some random guy sticking his dick through a hole in the wall was fine with me. Easier that way.

My partner sure didn’t seem to mind the impersonal nature of the encounter either as I could hear him grunting and groaning as he pounded my cunt, which really excited me more than I ever imagined it would. I didn’t know anything at all about my “lover” like what he did for a living or what his favorite color was or even what he looked like aside from his prick but it made me feel good to know that I was bringing him so much pleasure.

Ironically I didn’t end up having an orgasm that time despite seeming to be a very orgasmic person when I masturbated but I didn’t feel cheated or let down in the slightest. I already knew what it felt like to climax as a woman but I had never felt a man putting his cum inside my pussy before. The mental and emotional aspect of that far outweighed my immediate need to get myself off. It made me truly feel like a real woman just to have an actual penis inside me instead of a piece of rubber or plastic and that was good enough for my first time as far as I was concerned.

It was kind of surprising to me that I didn’t feel any shame or regret about sticking my butt up to a hole in a wall and letting a stranger fuck me. I mean it wasn’t exactly the kind of thing that one would normally brag about, and the location was definitely on the sleazy side, but I had kind of gotten used to that and had even started exchanging a few friendly pleasantries with Chad, the guy who usually worked the counter at the bookstore when I was there.

The experience certainly made me want more but I realized the limitations of being a “temporary” girl. I could pull off having an online female identity pretty well but trying to do the same in real life was bound to cause all kinds of problems and complications. I may have seemed like any other woman when I was on one of those pills but my male identity was the “official” one and trying to explain how the two co-existed seemed like a bit of a challenge best avoided if at all possible.


CHAPTER 11:

Whether Roger had shared my nude photos with the other guys or not I wasn’t certain but it didn’t really matter because I had been taking lots of photos and ultimately sending them to my friends anyway. I always got a special kick out of the flattery they poured on me whenever I shared another sexy selfie with them. If they only knew it was really me I thought.

There was a side of me that actually wished that they did know and a side that still dreaded that more than anything. It would be great of my friends could be open and accepting of my alternative identity and lifestyle and forgiving of my deception but that was a lot to hope for, at least from an entire group of people.

Rather than taking the risk of revealing my secret to my friends I just kept going the way I had been going, playing as a girl online, running a few errands as a female just for the thrill I always got being out in public that way, and popping into the glory hole every now and then for a little sexual gratification.

One night, as I was heading to the back of the store, Chad called out to me.

“Hey babe, no one back there,” he said.

“Pretty dead here tonight, huh?” I replied.

“Yeah, totally dead. I’ve only had like one customer in the last three hours,” said Chad.

“Guess I’ll come back some other time.”

“Well you know if you’re just looking for some random cock I could probably take care of that for you,” Chad suggested.

“Don’t you have to look after the store?” I pointed out.

In reply Chad came out from behind the counter, locked the door, and put a “back in 20 minutes” sign in the window. Then he turned around and grinned at me.

“I probably won’t last more than 20 minutes anyway but it’s no biggie if we need more time,” he said as he walked back over to the counter and unfastened his pants.

That was all the invitation I needed as I got down on my knees and fished his prick out of his shorts. Chad had a nice big cock that looked quite tasty and I wasted no time in finding out if that was the case.

The process was obviously the same but the stakes seemed to be elevated somewhat. It wasn’t just an anonymous dick sticking through a hole in the wall this one actually belonged to someone I sort of knew and could see in his entirety. And we could touch each other with our hands and talk freely without a barrier between us. It was definitely a more intimate encounter.

“I like to watch you on the security cam when you’re sucking dick,” Chad admitted. “I was tempted to slip back there and shove my cock through the wall but it’s much better this way. You just can’t get enough cock in your mouth can you? And hey, that’s nothing to be ashamed of. Everyone who comes in here has their own kink. You’d be amazed how much money people spend on things to shove up their ass. Everybody, and I mean everybody, wants to stick something in their butt.”

It seemed like Chad was probably kind of lonely for someone to talk to as much as horny, but of course being in the middle of giving head, I couldn’t really add much to the conversation. I had actually wondered whether Chad had ever been on the other side of the wall but apparently he hadn’t and I had to agree that it was much better this way.

“There’s no way I’m going to last the whole twenty minutes, I better start fucking you now,” Chad announced.

I had no idea that there was a plan to this whole thing but I didn’t mind if Chad fucked me so I stopped sucking and got up from the floor. Chad turned me around and bent me over the counter. A moment or two later I felt a hand rubbing my moist slit and then a cock slid into it quite easily. Chad grabbed my hips and began to thrust fairly aggressively right from the start, but I suppose he really did need to get the store open again so I couldn’t blame him for being in a rush.

“Damn girl, you’re like the fantasy coming true,” Chad commented.

He obviously had no idea how true that actually was. I was a fantasy and I was living my own fantasy and in the process I probably was helping other people live their fantasies too. I’m sure Chad probably had a lot of fantasies about some horny girl who would just come into the store and give him a BJ or let him bang her up against the counter where he sat all night surrounded by every type of sexual stimulation imaginable.

Chad took his hands off my hips and put them under my little see-through top. As he groped and squeezed my tits I felt tingles of electricity shooting through me. My moaning and gasping got louder and I could feel an orgasm building up. From the way Chad was drilling me, and the almost desperate grunts he was making, I wondered if I’d actually get off before he did but fortunately my fears were unfounded as I sudden;y began to cum rather violently.

“Oh give it to me! Fuck me harder! Fuck me harder!” I begged, although if he had actually tried to fuck me any harder than he already was I’d probably be driven through the counter and bouncing off the wall.

“Uuuuuuuugggggggghhhhhhhhhh!” Chad groaned in a sustained growl as he too began to climax.

After he had finished draining his balls into me Chad pulled his pants up and pulled out a partially smoked joint which I took a hit off of.

“That was great baby, and I could tell you were having a good time too,” said Chad as he took a deep drag of the vanishing fatty.

“I was,” I replied.

“So what’s your deal, if you don’t mind my asking?”

“My deal?”

“Yeah, why is a hot chick like you sucking random dick in a dump like this? Your boyfriend got a tiny pecker or something or is this just how you get your kicks?”

“I don’t know...it’s fun I guess,” I said with a shrug, not really wanting to go into some long explanation of the limitations put on me by the temporary nature of my current gender.

“That’s cool, I’m not judging just curious.”

“You know I don’t really think this place is a dump,” I said looking around the sex-themed emporium. “You’ve got some cool stuff here.”

“You want something? It’s on the house, just name it,” said Chad.

I tried to politely demur but Chad insisted and I ended up walking out of there with a set of anal training butt plugs. I guess maybe Chad was right...everybody wants to stick something in their butt.


CHAPTER 12:

I had been thinking about anal sex ever since I started having fantasies about being a girl because it seemed like the only way I could possibly experience something like the feeling of being fucked. And I had toyed around with that a little but never taken the plunge to actually buys tools that were meant for the job. Now that I could have a pussy simply by taking a pill it didn’t seem like I needed to concern myself with anal stuff but I was still pretty interested in trying that someday.

I suppose I still had some kind of gang bang fantasies about being taken by a group of men, like I was in the game, and I wanted all my holes to be ready to take as much cock as they could throw at me. Actually I had no idea whether that would be some fantastic experience or kind of scary and painful but the thought of servicing several men at the same time had always really gotten me horny, especially when the fantasy expanded to involve my real life friends.

Not that the situation was likely to ever present itself but I did sort of wonder how my buddies would behave if I did serve myself up to them for their pleasure. In the game they were rough and crude and generally treated me like a slave, since that was the kind of character I was playing in an ancient fantasy world, but how would they treat me as a real woman in the real world?

When I communicated with the guys individually in private messages thet behaved quite differently towards me. They were always very polite and respectful and perhaps even a little intimidated by me, which struck me as kind of cute and funny. I knew these guys and knew they weren’t really a bunch of misogynistic assholes. It was obviously a fantasy for them to play the caveman like it was for me to play the slave girl. That’s when I got my brilliant idea.

Why not have a Barbarian Lands party where we would all get together as our game characters instead of as ourselves? We could wear outfits that resembled our avatar’s clothes and do a whole cosplay thing. That way we could all experience our fantasies without having to feel guilty about it. Plus it just sounded like a major blast to me.

When I pitched the idea I was a little surprised at how enthusiastically it was received. I figured they’d like the idea of having sex with me but I wasn’t sure if they would be down with wearing costumes and doing the whole role play thing in real life but once I hung it out there they took the ball and ran with it.

Pretty soon they started posting pictures of the progress on their outfits and I have to say that they looked pretty darn good. Of course most of the people in Barbarian Lands were dressed in some very skimpy stuff but even so it’s not like you can just run down to Walmart and pickup a loincloth. It actually made me have to step it up a little to come up with something really good.

Since we all lived in the same general area I just assumed that we’d meet at somebody’s house but the plan was expanding too fast for that simple solution. My pal Chuck’s parents had this big A-Frame cabin up in the mountains near a lake and he volunteered that we could use that for a weekend getaway where we would be in a more rustic environment, similar to the game setting. I’d never been there but I knew that Chuck sometimes took girls up there and talked about it a lot so I was definitely curious to see the place.

It would certainly allow us to stay in character and really play out the fantasy being in an isolated spot for a couple of days so I had no objection to the plan at all. It was basically a matter of everyone finding the time for it but it appeared that the guys were so excited that they happily cleared their schedules. Of course I couldn’t be there as John Martins if I was attending as Pennae the slave girl so I had to make up some sort of excuse for my absence. Fortunately since I had been spending less and less time online as my male self I figured the guys would just chalk it up to my lack of enthusiasm for the game.

As the appointed weekend drew closer I got more and more excited but also more and more nervous. I was obviously planning to go there and let all of my friends have their way with me for a whole weekend which was a great fantasy in my mind but suddenly a very real thing to consider. In the game I was also treated like a slave in every other respect as well, waiting on them, tending to their every need and being given only the most limited shelter or food. If we actually stayed in character the whole time I might spend most of my weekend making food, fetching beers, and cleaning up after everybody when I wasn’t being used as a sex toy. Even so I was willing to take my chances. It was an opportunity I just couldn’t pass up.

Roger, bless his soul, decided to make some ground rules, mostly pertaining to how I was to be treated. Basically it spelled out that I was completely in charge of how much or how little role playing I wanted to do, sexual or otherwise. And I would have a “safe word” if things ever got too crazy for me to handle. My friends weren’t a bunch of jerks so they probably wouldn’t really need rules but it didn’t hurt to spell it out and I appreciated Roger’s concern.

Probably my biggest worry was that I would slip up and say something that would inadvertently reveal my true identity. I would not only be playing my fictional Barbarian Lands character I would be playing a fictional woman named Penelope Parker, the name I had chosen for my female identity. These were close friends that I knew quite well so pretending like I had never met them before might be kind of a challenge. Hopefully the cosplay would shield me from a lot of “normal” conversation and I’d be able to pull it off without a hitch.

It was certainly easy to pack for the trip since I’d only be wearing my costume the whole time and just put some toiletries in an overnight bag. I did have to rent a car, however, because I knew my car would be too familiar to them. They were carpooling up in two vehicles but I would be driving myself and it seemed like a relatively small cost to incur for what I hoped would be the weekend of a lifetime.

I came a little late after everyone else had already arrived so that I could get all of the “introductions” out of the way at once. There was Tim, AKA Domoni the Dominator, Gary, AKA Gorrath, Roger, AKA Darian Killblood, Chuck, AKA Demon Slayer, and Jordan, AKA Jordhan...I know, not too imaginative but it worked. Everyone in the clan was there except...well...me.

The A-Frame was quite spacious and rather nicely decorated so it wasn’t quite the crude and rustic structure we were used to in the game but I wasn’t going to complain about that. I could certainly see how Chuck could have a good time entertaining lady friends there. Fortunately the weather was nice and there was a lake nearby so possibly we would spend a good deal of our role playing time outdoors. It was also fortunate that the place was quite isolated so it wasn’t likely that anyone would see us running around in loin clothes or less or doing things that might not be appropriate for younger eyes.

Once we had all arrived we sat around in the living room area and had a beer while we made some small talk. It was definitely an unusual feeling to be sitting there surrounded by my closest friends while I was in a woman’s body but not an unpleasant feeling at all. I think everybody was probably at least a little nervous and not sure how to get the ball rolling so once we had finished our beers I decided to take the bull by the horns. I suggested that we all go change into our outfits and assemble back in the living room when we were ready.

“I have this collar,” I said, “that looks a lot like the one I wear in the game. I thought we could kick this off the way I was initiated into the clan.”

I handed Tim the collar and a leash and he put it on me as the other guys started to form a circle. Then Tim told me to take off my loin cloth and walked me around the circle before ordering me to get on my knees. I made a joke earlier about not really knowing your buddies until you’ve been paraded around naked in front of them but that seemed truer than ever because I didn’t look at them quite the same way and they certainly weren’t looking at me the same way either. Their eyes were riveted on my naked body, and although I had known them for years this was the first time I had ever been with them as a woman and that made all the difference in the world.

Then the cocks came out.


CHAPTER 13:

By this point I had seen pictures of all of their dicks but that hadn’t quite prepared me for the sight of all of my buddies pointing their erections at me. This was really happening I thought. Not some fantasy or computer simulation these were real men with real genitals who were expecting me to suck them off. Fortunately I found that I really wanted to suck them off. It could have been a total disaster if I had freaked out and gotten cold feet or run screaming out the door but all that man meat was making me incredibly horny so I reached out and grabbed Chuck and Tim’s dicks and began to stroke them.

I had actually been in a situation similar to this at a frat party back in college, but of course I had been in the male role at the time. Everyone was pretty drunk and this girl just started giving blowjobs to everyone around her. I happened to be nearby and whipped my dick out like everyone else and let her have a go at it. It was a pretty crude and rowdy affair and the girl wasn’t really trying to finish everybody, just suck as many different peckers as she could, so I ended up more frustrated than anything. That wasn’t going to happen this time because I was going to stay on my knees until I had consumed five different loads of cum.

When I performed this ritual in the game I was somewhat limited in my actions by what the preset animations were capable of representing. It was actually a kind of clunky thing where I had to click on a number of options to change partners because there was no provision for some big circle jerk with multiple partners. Here I was free to stroke and suck at will and I took full advantage of that, working my way around and usually keeping three men serviced at the same time by using both of my hands and my mouth.

The sexual energy in that room was pretty intense. Unlike the goofy frat party blow-bang this seemed like more serious business, which was kind of ridiculous when you considered that a bunch of mature adults were dressed up like characters from a computer game.

Regardless of how we were dressed or what had brought us together it didn’t change the essential truth that I was being a total cock slut for the enjoyment of my pals. That pleased and excited me so much though it’s hard for me to explain why it was so. I never saw myself as different or more effeminate than the others yet here I was going to town on their dongs and loving it.

Jordan was the first to cum in my mouth and his sperm was so thick and salty it was a little hard to swallow it down but I managed with several big gulps. Tim was next and I noted a kind of chalky taste. Of the five Roger’s slightly tangy flavor was probably the most pleasant but I didn’t really swallow cum for the taste. It was part of the process and a symbol of my complete willingness to please, whether it was a random dick at the glory hole or the cock of one of my best pals.

When I was finished I remained on my knees and looked up, I suppose hoping for some praise or appreciation but that wasn’t the scenario we were playing here. Instead I was instructed to fetch another round of drinks for the boys and then go gather wood for the fireplace. It was exactly what would have happened in the game but it did kind of hurt my feelings a little bit. I had gotten pretty good at cock sucking, and I knew my friends didn’t get blowjobs all the time, so I suppose I was looking for some recognition for what I had just done but that wasn’t the way our characters in Barbarian Lands so there was no reason for me to expect anyone to act otherwise.

Once I had served the beers and put my loincloth back on and started looking for wood to gather I began to feel a bit better. I had a very interesting aftertaste in my mouth from the five cum cocktail I had consumed and it made me feel really warm and close to all of the guys. I think that was one of the things I really liked about this arrangement, the fact that I could be totally intimate with my friends for a change. As a group we weren’t very “touchy feely” and a pat on the back or a “bro hug” was about as far as anyone would go.

Of course I was struggling to make sense of it all in my head. Why in the world would I enjoy being submissive to my circle of friends, or men in general for that matter. I wasn’t an obnoxiously pushy or aggressive male but that hardly made me some kind of a wuss. I always thought that I valued my “masculinity” but maybe my erotic gender-bending fantasies should have been more of a clue to me. I always tried to tell myself that it was just a kink and that it didn’t mean anything but I was beginning to suspect that I wasn’t being totally honest with myself.

There were things about being a woman that I found very appealing that had nothing directly to do with sex at all. Naturally I didn’t know whether that was because it spoke to me on some untapped level or because the pill made me feel comfortable as a woman because I actually was one while I was under its influence. The fact that Penny was my “alternate” identity made it easier for me to think of her as some sort of a different person entirely, even though I knew that it was still me inside.

When I got back to the cabin with my first load of firewood I found the boys seated in the living room watching TV, which wasn’t exactly what they would have been doing in the game but of course there weren’t any Woolly Mammoths to fight or dungeons to raid for treasure so I guess they had to pass the time doing something. When they saw me I was tasked to bring them a large bowl of potato chips which I held in front of each of them on my knees like it was a religious offering or something. Then I was ordered to leave the bowl and go get more wood.

While I was poking around looking for firewood I heard footsteps crunching behind me and saw Tim walking towards me. I immediately put down my wood and adopted a position of submission, as I would have done in the game, and waited for him to come up to me.

“Good girl, doing as your told, showing respect to your masters...you are pleasing me very much,” said Tim.

“I am here for your pleasure master,” I said humbly.

“Well you know what pleases me so present yourself accordingly,” Tim commanded.

I did know very well what pleased Tim, and all of the guys in fact. They wanted to do me from behind so I got on my hands and knees facing away from Tim and waited. It was kind of a tossup whether doggy-style or blowjobs was the absolute favorite but when it came to fucking in the game, more times than not, I found myself in some variation of being on my hands and knees.

Having nothing under my loincloth it was quite easy for Tim to hop on my rump and begin thrusting right away. I knew Tim was really into the role playing thing so it was no surprise that he would want some private “slave girl” time with me right away. What did surprise me a little was how excited I was by this turn of events and horny it made me to be fucked like a whore by one of my best friends.

Being outdoors was thrilling too although my knees were getting a little scratched almost from the start but I wasn’t going to complain or let that get in the way of having a good time. I had a fair amount of experience sucking cock by then but I had only been fucked twice before and one of those times I was just sticking my ass up to a hole in a wall.

As I started squealing Tim kind of chuckled and slapped my butt pretty hard several times, which just made me squeal even more.

“The little whore seems to like it rough,” Tim commented.

Yes the little whore did seem to like it rough I realized as I also realized that I liked being thought of as the little whore. Was it humiliating to be totally dominated by a man, and one of my friends at that? I don’t know exactly. I had always assumed that being emasculated was a fate worse than death but it was hard to see it that way when it felt so damn good to have it happen to me. There was something very liberating about the feeling although that was pretty ironic since I was pretending to be a captive.

“Take it girl,” Tim almost snarled as he grabbed my hair and tugged on it rather roughly. “Take all of it. I know you love it.”

“I do, I do, I do...oh...oh...oh…” I moaned in reply.

There was no role play involved in that response. Tim was really getting to me with his hard dominant pounding. I had played out this fantasy many times in the game but the reality was so much better. Even the element of a little actual pain just seemed to intensify the experience and before too long I was having an incredible orgasm that rocked my whole body and clouded my brain.

By the time Tim finished pumping his jizz into me I was kind of a wreck, but in a good way. Despite the hair pulling, spanking and scratched knees I don’t think I ever felt better in my life. I was so glad that this opportunity had presented itself and so relieved that it hadn’t turned ot to be some sort of a disaster so far. I knew that I had a lot more fucking to do, either with individual guys or in a group, and that just made all the servant stuff so much easier to deal with. I would gladly make dinner for my friends if I knew that I was on the menu too.


CHAPTER 14:

I made a simple dinner for the guys, since I wasn’t much of a cook, and then true to the game went and ate by myself after serving them. When it was time to clear the table I came back in and started picking things up but I got ambushed pretty quickly. Hands were all over my body and I barley managed to make it back to the kitchen area with a load of dirty dishes.

When I returned for some more cleanup it was game on. Having satisfied their hunger for food it appeared that I would now satisfy their hunger for sex and I wondered how this was actually going to play out.

There was a lot of kissing and groping and pretty soon I began to feel like a pinball bouncing from one bumper to another. It was hard to keep track of who was doing what to me with so many different guys squeezing my butt cheeks, pinching my nipples or rubbing a hand between my legs. It was a little scary too, even though these were all my friends and I had already consented to whatever sexual activities they wanted to engage in, because it was such a strange new experience and my “personal space” was being invaded rather aggressively.

Nobody told me to get on the table it just kind of happened. I started out on my back and Roger pushed my legs up and plunged his cock into me, which I was happy about because I had really been looking forward to him fucking me. I loved all my friends but I was the most physically attracted to Roger and happy that I could look at him as he nailed me.

As it turned out I didn’t get to admire the view for long because the way I was sprawled out across the rather narrow table meant that I had cocks all around me and I tried to give each of them some attention either with my hands or my mouth. I couldn’t possibly tell you exactly who I had where at any given moment because it all kind of kept shifting. At one point I looked down between my legs and realized that Chuck had replaced Roger in my pussy but I hadn’t really noticed when the switch took place.

Cock was coming at me from every side. No matter which way I looked there was an erection. It was the strangest sensation imaginable to feel like both a piece of meat and the center of attention at the same time. I wondered how I would have reacted if I had been one of the guys and the girl was just someone we had met in an online computer game. Probably pretty horny I figured, if I was thinking with my male brain.

Then I wondered if I’d still have a male brain by the end of this weekend, if I hadn’t already lost it. I was getting such a crash course in the joys of female sexuality and it seemed like I was a very quick learner. Hard cocks looked so good to me now. And tasted good and felt good in my pussy too. Of course I had been attracted to cock for a while now, as my glory hole forays had made clear, but it was becoming clear to me that I wasn’t just attracted to dick I was becoming almost addicted to it.

In addition to that I also felt myself becoming addicted to my female identity. I didn’t have to be a girl to find men attractive but I was getting so comfortable in my female body that I found it hard to picture a time when I would just stop being female and stay male all the time again, but that was probably something to worry about later I figured. At the moment I kind of had my hands full...literally.

Jordan was the first to ejaculate and he did so while I was jerking him off so his cum landed mostly on my tits. The next load came from Gary and went into my mouth. Eventually I had all five of my friend’s jizz either on me or inside me and I let my head rest on the table while I tried to get my breathing back to normal. It had been an incredible rush and so much more satisfying than I ever imagined it could be in my wildest daydream fantasies. I knew I’d have to get off the table soon and finish cleaning up but I just wanted to savor the moment a little longer.

To my surprise I did get off the table but not on my own power. I was lifted up and carried into the living room before being placed on the couch. I couldn’t believe they were ready to go again so quickly but I wasn’t going to complain if they were. The guys then sat around the room as Tim got up and looked like he was about to make a speech.

“Hey, I know we all got together to do this role playing thing, and I’m amazed that we really pulled it off, but we’ve been talking it over and it seems kind of lame that you have to do all this slave stuff in real life. You seem like a really cool chick and we’d be just as happy hanging out with you as ourselves, if you didn’t mind. It just feels shitty making you cook and clean and stuff,” said Tim.

“You don’t have to feel shitty, that was the scenario we all agreed to play, but I’m perfectly happy to just hang with you guys as friends if you like. And it doesn’t have to change anything sexually. I’m still up for being free use for the weekend,” I told them.

So the role playing ended and the guys helped clean up the dishes and then we sat around “getting to know one another” which was really weird since I knew all of them so well already and had to make up a lot of shit on the fly about myself. Fortunately I had already created somewhat of a “back story” that I used when chatting out of character in the game so I just had to try and keep the details straight.

It was cute the way they all seemed to want to impress me but I suppose that was only natural. Even though I was already available for all of them to fuck it was kind of hardwired in the male brain to show off around a pretty girl. Plus these were all gamers, and a fairly competitive crew. They may have been partners in Barbarian Lands but they had been competitors many times too.

The strange thing to me was how incredibly comfortable I felt being in this strange situation yet surrounded by familiar faces. I started to wonder what it would be like if they knew who I really was and excepted me this way. Would we still hang out as buddies and do the things we used to do or would I just be the girl everyone wanted to bone? At the moment that sounded like an intriguing option. I already had the kind of shared interests and shared history that tended to make for good friendships so adding sex to the mix just seemed like a nice bonus.

As the temperature dipped a little we lit the fireplace and I was suddenly glad that I had gathered all that wood because it was very cozy in front of the fire and it warmed the whole place up so that I didn’t feel chilly even though I had nothing but a little flap of cloth on. Some of the boys gathered blankets and pillows from somewhere and made sort of a bed for me in front of the fire, which was way more comfortable than I had anticipated. I had planned to sleep on the floor but probably in some corner somewhere with little bedding.

The guys were going to be sleeping in the loft bedrooms upstairs and after a while they had all trooped off to bed except Roger who I noticed was lingering in the kitchen. I figured he was making a late-night snack or something but he soon came over to the fire holding two glasses of wine in his hands.

“May I join you?” he asked.

“Please,” I replied.

I had gotten completely naked by that point but there was no reason for me to feel self-conscious about that after everything I had already done so I just sat up and sipped my wine with my bare beasts fully on display.

“I was wondering whether you might like some company under those nice warm blankets,” Roger suggested.

“Hey, I already said that you don’t have to ask,” I reminded him. “I’m up for the taking this weekend.”

“But I do need to ask because I don’t want to just take you I want you to want it,” he replied.

“Oh,” I said as I was totally caught off guard. “Well...yes...I think I want that very much.”

Roger took our wine glasses and set them down on the hearth. Then he leaned in to kiss me and I closed my eyes and wondered what the hell I was getting myself into.


CHAPTER 15:

We did some more kissing. Like a whole lot of kissing actually. It seemed ironic to me that I had already been gang-banged in my short time as a woman but I hadn’t really made out yet. I quickly discovered that “necking” was quite a different sensation from fucking. I mean I suppose I knew that already but for some reason it came as a bit of a surprise. I suppose that was because the other sex I’d had as a female was so random and meaningless. It’s like I knew that sticking something in my pussy would get me off but I hadn’t really considered the idea that kissing a guy and embracing him would ever get my emotional juices lowing like they were.

Roger seemed in no hurry, and that was fine with me because I was really enjoying what we were doing, although for some reason I was a little worried that someone would come downstairs and see us. That was silly because I had granted all of them access to my body for the weekend so there was nothing “sneaky” about what we were up to yet this felt kind of different to me.

It didn’t take long for Roger to become as naked as I was and I found myself sort of cradled in his arms kissing with my arms around his neck while he slipped a hand between my legs and began to feel me up. He was really working me into a different state of horniness than I had known before. In the glow of the fireplace, and the warmth of my makeshift bed, it was hard not to feel the romance of the situation. I rather quickly stopped thinking about the relationship I had with Roger before and lost myself in the passion of the moment. Roger was such a decent guy, and that body of his was so fantastic! What girl wouldn’t want to be in my place I thought.

Roger was definitely in charge of the situation but he did it in such a subtle way that I barely even noticed that I had ended up on my back with my legs wide open as he got on top of me and prepared to slide his very big cock into my very wet snatch.

“God you’re so beautiful,” he said softly as he hovered over me.

“You really think so?” I replied hopefully.

“Of course I do. Look at how gorgeous you are.”

I felt gorgeous in that moment. The flickering light of the fireplace cast a soft glow on my skin and the look of fire in Roger’s eyes told me he wasn’t just being polite. He was honestly attracted to me as I was attracted to him.

“I want you inside me,” I almost whispered.

A moment later I got my wish and I wasn’t disappointed. I had first come to appreciate Roger’s sensitivity towards my feelings and desires in the game, and we had communicated well in out of character conversations, and now he was being a terrific lover as far as I was concerned and I couldn’t be happier. I had already indulged my sexual fantasies about being a hot slut getting railed by numerous hard studs but now I was tapping into something deeper, something I never openly expressed a desire to explore. To be the object of wanton lust was very gratifying on a number of levels but to feel like the object of a man’s desires emotionally put butterflies in my stomach and made my heart race.

“Oooooo, that feels so good...so good,” I softly moaned.

My body responded so instinctively to his touch that it seemed like I had been female my whole life. He was giving it to me slow and deep but he’d periodically punctuate it with a number of quicker short thrusts so that I had these peaks of excitement followed by dreamy valleys of contentment. The man obviously didn’t just have a great-looking body he knew how to use it.

“I’ve fantasized about this in my mind a million times but never thought I’d actually get to experience it,” said Roger.

“Really?”

“Yeah, but not just from the game. Everybody jumped at the chance to have real life sex with you because of the character you play but I feel like I’ve gotten to know you a little better and you seem really cool,” said Roger.

“Well I think you’re really cool too,” I said with a smile. “I just hope I can live up to your expectations.”

“No problem there honey, you’re a dream come true,” Roger replied with a smile of his own.

I was feeling really good. Not just physically but mentally and emotionally as well. I felt really good about the fact that I had decided to take those pills and experience being female, and I felt really good about the decision to hook up with my friends in real life, and I felt really good about the way Roger and I were connecting on a very intimate level that would never have happened if I didn’t have tits and a pussy.

Of course all of that really good feeling was offset a little by the guilt I felt in deceiving my friends and the concerns I had about what this could mean for me in the future. Never had I imagined that my little female fantasy was anything more than a kink but even the short time I had spent as a girl was making it apparent that I connected to the gender on a level that was hard to ignore.

Looking up at Roger I wondered what it would be like to be his girlfriend. I already knew what it was like to be his gaming buddy but being his love interest would probably be quite a different experience. It seemed like it might be a whole lot of fun to get dressed up and go out on dates with Roger. It would certainly give me a more complete picture of the man I knew. But I knew I was really getting ahead of myself there. Of all my friends Roger was definitely the most successful “ladies’ man” and had been for years. Being a good-looking, popular, athlete tends to make one a chick magnet so there was nothing to say that he would even be interested in dating me. Sure I was an easy lay, and for some guys that would be enough, but when you’re someone who doesn’t have trouble getting laid you can afford to be a lot more picky about who you partner up with.

Still it wasn’t a night for logic or rational thinking, it was a night for dreams and fantasies and I didn’t want anything to spoil that. I was just a pretty girl named Penelope who was making love to a hot guy named Roger. It was a really beautiful encounter and probably the most romantic sex I’d ever had, ironically.

I knew I wouldn’t be on the pill long enough to get pregnant but even so when Roger started to cum inside me I had this weird maternal feeling of great warmth and contentment. I suppose it makes sense because a woman’s body is built to be inseminated and that’s exactly what Roger was doing. It was like literally the most natural thing a man and a woman could do together.

The next big surprise for me was how incredible the afterglow was. I don’t think I had ever felt more affection towards someone before in my life. I just wanted to kiss Roger and rub up against him and look at him. I felt very emotional in ways that were hard to explain and I also felt amazingly close to the man. I’m ashamed to admit that after I finish sexually as a man my thoughts usually shift to something else rather quickly but it sure as hell wasn’t true now. Fortunately for me Roger seemed quite willing to touch and kiss and cuddle some more, basically until we both fell asleep in each other’s arms, snugly under the blankets in front of the fire.

In the morning I found that Roger had slipped away at some point and I was alone under those blankets and I wondered what that meant exactly. Was he worried that people would come downstairs and find us sleeping together? Was he just being polite by indulging in my post-coital romanticism but really wanted to get the hell out of there having busted a nut inside me? Realistically it was probably better if it was just one of those things that happened and nobody said anything about it later but I couldn’t help but feel a little disappointed if Roger didn’t feel at least a tiny spark of the connection that I had felt.

It wasn’t until later that day when Roger volunteered to help me gather firewood that I got the answer to my questions, and probably not the answer I was expecting.

“Sorry to abandon you like that last night, believe me there was nothing I wanted more in the world than to spend the night with you and wake up together the next morning,” said Roger.

“It’s okay, I wasn’t expecting anything,” I replied.

“Well the thing of it is I’m a little conflicted here. I know you came here to do this whole role playing thing with all of us, and I don’t know anything about your private life or your relationship status or anything like that but since we met I’ve found it hard to think of anything other than how much I’m attracted to you and how difficult it is to share you with all of my friends,” Roger explained. “Maybe it’s just ego, or wishful thinking on my part, but I felt like we really had something special going last night and I would love a chance to explore that and see where it might lead.”

“Really? I felt that too,” I blurted out without considering the potential consequences of what I was saying.

“That’s fantastic,” said Roger. “So maybe when this weekend is over you’d consider going out with me sometime?”

“I’d love to,” I said with the same foolish enthusiasm.

“I mean I realize you committed to this whole sex slave thing, and I respect that, but it sure makes me feel better now that I know you’re interested in spending some time with me without all the costumes and play acting…”

“And without all your buddies gang banging me,” I said, completing his thought with a laugh.

“Yeah you hit the nail on the head,” Roger chuckled right before he took me in his arms and kissed me quite deeply.

I kind of melted into that embrace and felt all the butterflied kicking around inside my stomach again. This was so much more than I had ever anticipated finding on this strange fantasy excursion.

“I guess we better be getting back,” Roger suggested.

“I’m in no particular hurry,” I said as I slipped to my knees in front of him and pulled out his cock.


CHAPTER 16:

I honestly surprised myself with that move. Obviously I enjoyed giving head even before I started taking the gender changing pill but I never quite imagined that I would just voluntarily drop to my knees and suck my buddy’s cock unsolicited in the Great Outdoors no less. It was incredibly instinctive and totally spontaneous and I think Roger really enjoyed both the physical activity as well as the message I was sending.

I finished the weekend having sex with the rest of the gang in various configurations but I was really looking forward to being alone with Roger sometime after we got home. It actually wasn’t until a few days after the trip that the perilous nature of what I was contemplating begin to sink in.

I wasn’t really a woman, although I could become one pretty much on demand with those pills, but Roger would naturally assume that I was, and had always been, totally female. So the fact that I was really a man was a pretty big secret to be hiding from him but not nearly as big as the fact that he already knew me as one of his close male friends. How long could I keep the deception going I wondered. Dating Roger, or any other man for that matter, seemed to have no future to it but I wanted it so bad that I couldn’t help but accept his invitation for a date when it was offered.

Logistical challenge number one popped up right away as I obviously couldn’t let Roger pick me up at my place since he knew my place quite well and knew that there was no hot unattached female living there. That was hardly the end of the world for what was technically a “first date” since people these days were often reluctant about providing too much information to relative strangers but at some point the issue of where I lived was bound to come up if I kept this charade going.

I couldn’t believe how obsessed I was about trying to choose the right outfit. I had just spent a weekend with the man either topless in a loin cloth or buck naked but now I wanted every detail of my look to be perfect. Sexy but not too slutty. Dressy but casual enough to not seem over-dressed. I don’t know if I ended up quite nailing what I was going for but I was pretty sure that I looked hot and that was really the main thing.

Dinner. Standard date experience, except that when it came to personal conversation it was like the weekend only much worse. The few basic crumbs of my imaginary life story that I had spread around before were hardly going to sustain me through an entire meal. I decided my strategy was to try and keep Roger talking about himself and offer mostly flattery and flirtation when it was my time to speak. It actually worked like a charm. I had actually had quite an advantage in that I already knew all about Roger but he didn’t know that so I could lob softball questions into his wheelhouse all night long.

We made kind of a token effort to do some other “date stuff” after dinner but the sexual energy was unmistakably high between us and what we really wanted to do was fuck. So we went back to his place and fucked.

I sort of figured that we’d have more of a warm up before getting down to the serious business but apparently we were both just horny as hell and the clothes started flying almost as soon as we got through the door. That was actually pretty exciting because I couldn’t recall feeling that kind of totally unbridled passion much before, if ever. There was some strong, strong sexual chemistry between us and no way to deny it.

I was grabbing his dick and he was grabbing my boobs and we were kissing and undressing while sort of rolling over the couch but then we’d be on our feet again and suddenly my back would pressed to the wall and he’d be finger banging me aggressively. I don’t think I can really describe it much more accurately than that because it was all such a blur. It was like my whole life had boiled down to the simple idea that I absolutely had to have that man’s cock inside me.

After a while I took matters into my own hand, or mouth in that case, as I got down on my knees again and started to blow him. I’d never been so hungry for anything before and I greedily slurped at his love pump until he decided to lift me up and pin me against the wall again, this time with my back arched towards him as he grabbed my hips and slid his cock into my waiting gash.

“Oh yes baby, fuck me...fuck me just like that,” I moaned.

While it was strange enough that I was having sex with Roger it seemed almost stranger to be calling him baby and encouraging him to fuck me. It underscored just how easily the total dynamic of our friendship could be tossed out the window and replaced with a whole new male/female/lover thing. Again there was nothing planned or forced, it was all spontaneous and felt quite natural even as it felt quite bizarre.

After the standing fuck had gone on for a little while we ended up back on the couch where Roger rather expertly ate my pussy and brought me my first orgasm of the evening. It definitely wasn’t the last. Which gives me a moment to comment on what I had observed about the differences between male and female orgasms if you will allow the brief sidetrack.

As a man I tended to get aroused pretty easily and sometimes that would pass fairly quickly without requiring action but once I started actually trying to get off there was no turning back until completion. “Desire” was replaced by “need” and no matter how pleasurable it was to get to the end the end was about relief as much as anything else. Consequently there was a finality to the male orgasm that was punctuated with the act of ejaculating.

In my female body that orgasmic on/off switch mentality didn’t seem to be there as much. It was much harder to define what the “end” was. Since I didn’t need an erection copulate I could physically keep going indefinitely, and mentally an orgasm didn’t automatically signal a stopping point. It was quite the contrary really. When Roger made me cum from licking my pussy it felt more like foreplay than the conclusion of our love making, and fortunately for me that’s pretty much what it turned out to be.

We were ostensibly trying to make our way to the bedroom but somehow we couldn’t quite keep our hands off each other long enough to simply walk there until Roger finally scooped me up in his powerful arms, carried me up the stairs, and deposited me on his bed. Then he pounced on me, spread my legs open wide, and plunged his throbbing manhood deep into my box. Within a minute or two I started quivering and knew that I was about to have another orgasm. Being a girl was just so much better I thought as Roger pummeled me with ever increasing intensity until at last he was exploding inside me.

I had that pleasantly weird sensation of thinking about Roger impregnating me again and figured it must just be some hardwired function of the female brain on some level to respond to the act of mating even if the idea of my buddy knocking me up didn’t seem like something I would want. It did certainly make me feel warmer and closer to him than ever as we finally let our passion cool while we cuddled sweetly in the sack.

We didn’t say much, which was okay because talking would only lead me into trouble if I wasn’t careful, but Roger stroked my hair and I rested my head on his chest and I realized that I was falling in love with him, if I hadn’t already. It should have been concerning, possibly even alarming, but at that moment I didn’t care. I just wanted to bask in the afterglow and rest up for what I anticipated would be a very long night of some particularly intense sex.


CHAPTER 17:

My prediction was right on the mark and we had so much sex I kind of lost track of everything we did and where we did it. I’d never had that kind of experience as a man but it was exhausting as well as thrilling. Roger was in a lot better physical condition than I was so keeping up with his stamina was a bit of a challenge but fortunately I could let him do much of the heavy lifting.

When I finally went home and had time to think about what was happening to me I tried not to freak out too much. My kinky fantasy of wondering what it would be like to have sex as a girl had gotten way out of control. Computer games had given me the opportunity to experience that vicariously but science had given me the opportunity to experience it for real and I couldn’t believe how much I loved the experience. A lot of fantasies are best kept in the realm of imagination because they could be very disappointing, even horrifying if they came true, but my fantasy was playing out so much better than I could ever have anticipated. Which of course brought with it a whole slew of complications.

I had gotten away with fooling my friends online completely about my true identity and even kept up the deception after spending a sex fueled weekend with them in a real life cabin so I felt pretty sure that I could continue to fool them indefinitely if I wanted to but Roger had just made everything so much more complex. We were obviously in the early stages of an actual boyfriend/girlfriend relationship and whether I confessed my secret or not it was bound to come out eventually if I kept spending a lot of intimate time around him. If we had just been fuck buddies I might have been able to string it out a lot longer but I was deeply emotionally attracted to him and thinking about marriage and family and a future together.

Even within the confines of our online gaming world there were bound to be some ramifications of our decision to take things to another more personal level. I wasn’t sure how much I wanted to be the group sex slave anymore and especially wondered how Roger felt about that. I certainly didn’t want to be the cause of any sort of jealousy or be responsible for driving a wedge into the dynamic that we had all created, especially since all of those guys were still my buddies, but at the same time I kind of liked the idea of just being Roger’s woman. I know it probably sounds crazy to be worried about some stupid computer game messing with real life relationships but I knew it could happen. If Roger and I left the group and went to live in a shack of our own somewhere it would likely cause friction that could easily carry over into real life.

The obvious solution was to just quit cold turkey. Delete my character, delete my related email address and simply drop off the face of the earth. It was fun while it lasted but all good things must come to an end blah, blah, blah and so forth. Yet I knew I couldn’t do that, I was hooked. I loved being Penelope Parker. I loved having tits and a pussy and wearing skirts and perfume. I loved dating men, and one man in particular. It was virtually impossible to see myself in my old male identity. This obviously wasn’t just a kink or a sex fantasy anymore it was a desperate need to become the woman who was always trapped inside me.

It used to seem to me that having everyone know that I wanted to be female would be the biggest humiliation in the world but now I didn’t care. Being “emasculated” in front of my friends was hardly something tragic. Admitting that I had lied to them was a different matter entirely, and yet I knew that I had to whatever the consequences.

Roger obviously needed to be informed first so I got him to meet me, as Penelope of course, for coffee in a very public setting, not that I thought he was likely to get physically violent, but because I hoped he would at least get through it without throwing a complete fit. He knew where I lived so he could always come kick my ass later if he wanted to and I really wouldn’t be in a very good position to complain if he did.

To my surprise his reaction was actually so calm that I wondered whether he had even heard what I said. Roger just kind of sat there looking at me and nodding his head slightly. It was more unnerving than had he yelled out at me and made a scene.

“Okay,” Roger finally said after what seemed like an eternity of silence.

“Okay?” I replied weakly.

“I always had this feeling that I knew you from someplace else but I could never put my finger on it. Now I know why I had that feeling,” said Roger.

“So you’re not going to kill me or anything?”

“No, whatever dude, you explained why you did it. I don’t know what it feels like to want to be a woman when you’re born a man but it can’t be easy to deal with. If you’re happy being this Penelope chick and you want to stay that way I’d have to be out of my mind not to celebrate that. I mean you’ve always been a cool guy, and a friend and all, but what we’ve got going now is next level shit. I don’t think I’ve ever been so crazy about a woman so quickly before,” said Roger. “Maybe if you had told me in advance that you were planning to take these drugs and become female I would have been too freaked out by the idea to even consider having sex with you, but since I didn’t know and all I saw was the gorgeous woman, I couldn’t help but go for it. So as far as I can see you’re that same gorgeous woman that I became so attracted to. However we got there really is kind of beside the point by now.”

I was literally in tears and could not believe what I was hearing. All the pent up guilt and anxiety just exploded in my eyes and I’m sure some people in the coffee house were looking at me but I couldn’t help it.

“Oh, my God! That is so amazing! You’re like the coolest guy ever. No wonder I love you so much,” I blurted out.

“Really?” Roger chuckled. “I thought maybe it was my muscular physique and incredible prowess in bed.”

“Oh, it’s that too baby, I assure you,” I said with a laugh of my own.

I suddenly realized that even though I had come to the meeting terrified I was also really horny as I became aware of how moist my panties were feeling. I guess I just couldn’t help it. Being around Roger, even when I was afraid he might get mad at me, didn’t change the powerful sexual attraction I felt towards him. It seemed like Roger was also experiencing the same thing as he suggested that we get out of there and go back to his place. I guess quality sex is a pretty good motivator to keep the ball rolling even if you have some potential misgivings about the relationship in other areas.

Since we had met at the coffee shop we decided to take both of our cars back to his place, which was fine since he now knew my secret and I didn’t have to hide my car from him, but as he walked me to my car door we started kissing pretty passionately and I ended up pulling him inside with me where I promptly got his cock out and somehow contorted myself into a position to suck it. It was kind of a public place just being in a parking lot but it didn’t matter in the heat of the moment. I figured if there was ever a man who deserved a BJ for being cool it was Roger, plus I really like sucking cock.

When we finally got to his place he was ready for action, even though I had just gotten him off in the car, and we were at it again with me getting hammered mercilessly from behind while I was on my hands and knees in his living room. I noticed that he was being a little rough with me but I figured if that was my punishment for having deceived him it was certainly justified. Of course I don’t know how effective pulling my hair a little and slapping my ass really was as a punishment because I rather enjoyed it when Roger demonstrated a little male domination over me.

I was the one to have a reason to feel especially relieved and overjoyed with what had happened at the coffee shop but I think Roger realized that something really special was happening between us and that the magic we were making wasn’t likely to end anytime soon.


CHAPTER 18:

Roger did me a very big favor by tipping off the other guys about my secret identity. The reactions he got were kind of mixed but fortunately nobody went ballistic or anything and I think they were all pretty curious to know whether we’d be having any more real life cosplay sessions. Once again the power of my pussy was obscuring all other thought processes. Roger did also tell them that we were kind of dating but we both wanted to downplay that a bit at the start. I felt like I had already caused enough trouble without totally ruining the game for everyone.

As it turned out that didn’t really matter much. A new game had come along and Barbarian Lands was kind of getting stale so the gang was anxious to move on and try something different. That was kind of the way things were with gamers, you got hooked on something and spent a ridiculous amount of time on it until the next big thing suddenly appeared and you jumped over to that. Eventually it was pretty much just Roger and myself hanging out in Barbarian Lands so that we could do some cybersex together online when we weren’t actually fucking in real life.

Of course as I began to spend most of my free time with Roger that didn’t leave much time for gaming or hanging out with my other friends, but that’s kind of the way things often are when someone in a group gets a new boyfriend or girlfriend. You’re not deliberately trying to shut your other friends out but you do find yourself more involved in the process of being a couple. The bigger issue for me actually was getting rhough all of the red tape I had to deal with to make my transition to womanhood official and permanent.

Once again there was more “coming out” to do with other friends, family and co-workers, but the more I did it the easier it got. Being told that someone you had always known as a man was suddenly becoming a woman was not something that most people had experienced before so I tended to get a lot of different reactions but by and large I would say the bulk of responses were either supportive or essentially neutral. Now what people were saying behind my back I didn’t know but as long as I didn’t know it didn’t have any way of hurting me.

Like a lot of things in life the first step is the hardest and the unknown always kind of scary but once I had gotten past that and found out what I would be dealing with it got a little easier all the time. I never really even had a “big moment” where I was aware of the fact that I would never be male again, it just happened somewhere along the line and I didn’t spend much time looking back on it. I had a great relationship going with Roger and I was developing my own new personality and lifestyle as Penelope and most importantly I couldn’t be happier.

I could have left my desires in the closet and simply indulged my fantasy in secret but fortunately I took the chance and made the leap of faith. Sometimes I guess you just have to say I’m game for anything!


AUTHOR’S NOTES:

This story is directly inspired by my experiences playing an online game called Conan Exiles. It’s really engrossing and terribly detailed and the server I play on is fantastic and packed with sexy mods of all kinds. I started playing with the idea that I would be a woman of easy virtue who would allow herself to be a virtual slave but that didn’t last very long before I met a wonderful guy who has become my in-game boyfriend and an online friend outside of the that game as well. I even went from being a slave girl locked in a cage to being selected as the leader of my group.

At some point along the line I knew I was going to want to write a story based on that environment, and seeing as most of the stories I write these days involve men who become women it only made sense to have a protagonist that uses online anonymity  to explore his feminine side leading to a very satisfying conclusion. Given the rather high percentage of women there are in the game I would not be surprised at all to find out that at least a few of them were actually men who enjoyed playing female characters. And why not? It’s highly unlikely that any of them are actually going to be inspired to go have a real life cosplay gang bang with their fellow players but it was a fun idea to play around with.


SOCIAL MEDIA

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

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

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

http://staceyzackerly.blogspot.com

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

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


NEW VIDEOS!

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

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

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