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CHAPTER 1:

"What if I told you there was this place you could go and have all your wildest fantasies come to life, and all your deepest, darkest, secrets revealed?"

"What the hell are you talking about?" I said as I looked quizzically at my friend Trent as we ate lunch during our break at work one afternoon.

"I know it sounds whacky, but it's true," Trent insisted.

"What's true?"

"What I said about your fantasies. It's a kind of virtual reality, I guess. Or artificial intelligence. I don't know what you call it really. It's this machine, or super computer you're hooked up to. Somehow it taps into your brain and reads your thoughts and then plays them back in your brain like you're in a computer game or something."

"How come I never heard of anything like that?" I inquired skeptically.

"It's not really legal," Trent said quietly as he looked around to make sure that no one was listening to us. "This is some pretty heavy stuff they're dealing with. A machine that can read your mind is kind of an ethical dilemma. And I don't think the guys who run this place are exactly doctors or anything. They look more like Chinese mobsters to me. I think this is some kind of stolen technology that's being used to make a buck on the underground."

"And where did you hear about it?"

"From a guy who heard about it from a guy who probably heard about it from some other guy. People find out about it, they try it, they tell their friends. No need for advertising," Trent said with a shrug.

"And what makes you think I have any wild fantasies or deep, dark, secrets?" I asked.

"Come on, everybody does. That's kind of what this machine is all about. You find out things about yourself that you never knew."

"Like what?"

"That's kind of hard to explain...and a little but personal. It's something you've really got to try for yourself."

"How does it work exactly?"

"Fuck, I have no idea how the machine does what it does but you put on this thing that sort of looks like football helmet that has pads inside it that line up with different parts of your brain I suppose, then you start thinking about something and whatever you're thinking about starts playing in your head like a dream. After a while you don't think consciously anymore, the machine starts to go deeper into your mind and that's when stuff gets weird," Trent explained with a strange glint in his eyes.

"How weird?"

"I don't know. How weird is your subconscious mind?" he asked.

"I don't think it's particularly weird at all," I protested.

"You don't ever have strange dreams?"

"Everybody does."

"Exactly my point. It's like having a dream except it's the most realistic and vivid dream you ever had. But I have to warn you it's not cheap, it's pretty damn addictive, and you might feel kind of funny about what it reveals."

"That's not much of a sales pitch," I said with a chuckle.

"Okay, I was having this episode where I was flying, I mean I had the ability to fly without any sort of apparatus, which apparently is a fairly common fantasy for some reason, and all of sudden this guy flies up to me and starts trying to knock me out of the sky. We have this big fight and I send him spiraling down to the ground. Then a whole bunch of guys show up and attack me and I'm in the middle of this big battle in the sky like some kind of a super hero. I fight them all off and they all end up taking a nose dive. I can hear them screaming on the way down and see the look of terror in their face as they realize they can't fly any more. I know they weren't real people, and it was self-defense in any case, but afterwards I felt like I had actually killed those people. Those screams were still in my head, but at the same time I got this incredible rush from the whole thing. It was almost sexual, in a way. Hell, it probably was sexual. I think I got an erection while it was happening."

"You think?" I said with an eyebrow raised.

"You start out knowing that you're sitting in a chair with a helmet on trying to think of something interesting, then after a while you become completely immersed in the world that's playing in your mind. Then when your time is almost up the machine kind of jogs you back to your senses. You hear this voice in your head telling you that it's time to get up. Then you get up and someone else takes your place. The longer you want to go for it the more it costs, but the price is actually cheaper per minute when you book longer times. They've got three chairs and helmet deals so they can process a lot of people through there and you don't usually have to wait all that long for a turn."

"Sounds like you've done it a few times already," I said.

"I have. And I'm planning on doing it again real soon. And I want you to come with me and try it."


CHAPTER 2:

Trent was not usually an irrational or impractical kind of guy. He wasn't flaky or into a lot of weird philosophy. If he recommended a movie or a book there was a good chance that I would enjoy it. Maybe this was the same as that, but it seemed so far-fetched and unbelievable, like the plot of a science fiction movie or something.

The idea of playing out my wildest fantasies wasn't all that interesting to me, because I didn't think that any of my fantasies were all that wild or needed playing out. What sold me on the idea of trying it was Trent's enthusiasm. It sounded like it was a hard thing to put into words but it had obviously excited him very much so I figured that I had nothing to lose by giving it a shot once. So on Saturday night he took me to an unmarked commercial building in a non-descript row of commercial buildings. Then we went down a flight of stairs and came to a door with a simple sign that read "R.A.D." Apparently that stood for "Realistic Adventure Disseminator" which seemed like kind of a crappy name to me, but I think someone just liked the acronym and thought it was cool.

Despite the grungy appearance of the exterior environment the room itself was rather neat and clean and comfortable. It had sort of a doctor's office waiting room vibe, which I guess it was in a very loose sense. You went up to a receptionist and signed in, just like a doctor's office, and then paid in cash for whatever time allotment you were buying.

I had planned to go for half an hour, which was the shortest amount of time you could purchase, but Trent insisted that you really needed at least an hour to get the full effect, and he offered to pay the difference, so I signed up for the 60 minute experience, whatever that was going to be. Without Trent's endorsement I would figure that this was just the biggest rip off in the world, and I was still skeptical that it was going to be anywhere near as magical as he made it sound, but I tried to keep an open mind while we waited for our turn.

Two chairs opened up at roughly the same time so at least we wouldn't have to sit around waiting for the other guy to finish, which was fine with me. Even though the place felt kind of like a doctor's office after a while I started to notice the guys that Trent has described as looking like Chinese mobsters and could clearly see that they were carrying guns under their coats. That freaked me out a little, but of course they had a lot of cash lying around, and probably some pretty expensive computer gear, that may or may not have been stolen from some lab somewhere, so I figured that they might want some heavy security.

A very pretty Asian girl helped me into my chair and put my helmet on me and gave me some polite but simple instructions. I would hear a countdown from 10 to 1 and then I was to start thinking about whatever it was that I wanted to think about. She recommended starting with something simple like a vivid memory from childhood or something pleasant like taking a walk along the beach.

The helmet was pretty snug, but I guess it had to be if those pads were going to actually make contact with my head and scan my brain or whatever. Once the girl had finished prepping me it was only a moment or two later before I heard a female voice, also with a slight accent that I guessed was probably Chinese, although it almost sounded British in a way, not that I was any expert on accents. The voice did a countdown, like we were launching a rocket, and then I tried to think. It actually wasn't as easy to do as I thought it would be. I just kept thinking about the fact that I was sitting in a chair in a strange room with a weird helmet thing on my head. Eventually I tried the girl's advice and concentrated on the thought that I was walking along the beach. Pretty soon I actually was.

Obviously I hadn't teleported to an actual beach but that was what I saw in my head. The helmet covered your eyes completely so you couldn't see a thing in the room but the girl had suggested keeping my eyes closed anyway so that's what I did. Instead of just seeing total blackness, like I should have been seeing with my eyes closed, I saw the ocean, and the sand. I heard the waves and the sound of seagulls flying over head. And when I put my hand up in front of my face I saw my hand exactly as if I was looking at it through my eyes on that beach in that light. It was incredible.

Then I took off all of my clothes and ran out into the water and started swimming. I could feel my muscles working as I swam further and further out and soon I realized that I was swimming completely underwater with no scuba gear or snorkel. I could breathe underwater like a fish, even though I didn't have gills.

When I saw a group of dolphins, or a pod I think it's actually called, I swam over and joined them. Soon we were all leaping out of the water and diving back in again. I was able to keep up with them even though I had never been a terrific swimmer. I had heard that dolphins could swim 20 miles per hour, or even faster, but there I was right in the middle of them.

And then things started to change. I guess maybe the machine was starting to probe deeper into my mind because the "manufactured" scenario of the ocean and beach sort of melted away. That's the only way I can describe it. At the start I pretty much followed a linear pattern. If I thought about something, like going for a swim, it happened. While it was happening I saw the dolphins, even though I hadn't consciously been thinking about dolphins, and my inclination was to join them.

Now I was beginning to just "experience" things without any conscious thought pushing me in one direction or another. Somehow I found myself in a garden, or forest maybe, made up of fantastical flowers and plants and trees I had never seen before. The colors were so vivid that it was like they had been painted on, and there was a very pleasant scent in the air.

I saw one particularly beautiful flower and went to pick it. As I bent over to do so my hand brushed against my breasts, which seemed odd to me for some reason. I stopped and put my hands on my chest and felt the firmness and fullness of my bosom. Looking down I could see my hands cupping my boobs through the shimmery, almost transparent gown I was wearing. I started to gently squeeze and rub my tits, which felt lovely, especially when I put my nipples between my fingers and very lightly pinched them. I don't know how long this went on but I know that I was absolutely fascinated, and the more I touched myself the more aroused I became.

Then I heard a voice. It wasn't the female voice with the accent that had done the countdown at the beginning. It was a male voice that I didn't recognize.

"You're very beautiful, you know?" said the voice from somewhere behind me.

"Am I?" I replied without turning to look at whoever it was that was speaking to me.

"Yes. Even more beautiful than that beautiful flower you were going to pick."

"I don't know about that," I said with a smile as I continued to fondle my breasts without turning.

"I'm going to have to fuck you now," said the man.

"Are you?"

"Yes, of course."

"Perhaps. But you'll have to catch me first!"

With that I sprang up and began to run through the field as fast as I could.


CHAPTER 3:

While I was running I took a quick glance over my shoulder and saw that the man was in hot pursuit. He was gorgeous, with the kind of body that seemed to be chiseled rather than formed by nature, his long dark hair flowing behind him as he ran. He wore only a very small loincloth of some kind and was barefoot, just as I was.

My gown was very short and very light so it didn't inhibit my flight at all. In fact I was very quick and agile and darted all over the place, almost like a rabbit or something. I didn't feel any fear as I ran, I felt pure joy and exhilaration, sort of the way I felt when I was swimming with the dolphins. Every time I looked back the man was still there; close but not quite close enough. He never seemed to gain or lose ground but he was always right behind me.

Then I stumbled for just a second and that was all that the man needed to catch me. He pounced like a lion and took me down to the ground. I struggled and squirmed to free myself but it was useless. He was too strong and I was too weak.

When the man realized that I wasn't struggling anymore he released me and I turned over on my back, resting on my elbows and smiled at him. He was stretched out over my body, propped up on his arms like he was about to do pushups. He smiled back.

"Why did you run when you knew I would catch you?" he asked.

"Isn't that what you wanted me to do?" I asked.

He didn't answer. He just lowered himself down and kissed me. As our lips met I felt a tingle of energy run down my back and into my pelvis. Running had been fairly effortless but now I could feel my heart pounding and my pulse racing. After we kissed I laughed and tried to make another dash but I didn't get very far. This time I was lying face down and the man pulled me up by my hips so that I was on my knees and I pushed the front of my body up so that I was resting on my forearms.

I felt my gown being flipped forward so that it sort of gathered at my waist and then I felt something hard and warm sliding up and down the slit between my legs. I turned to look over my shoulder and saw the man right behind my ass, staring down with an intent look on his face.

"Are you going to fuck me now?" I asked.

"Of course," the man grunted.

"Good."

Then I closed my eyes and waited for him to penetrate me. A moment later the warm and hard object that had been sliding up and down found its mark and I let out a long heavy sigh as I felt his cock pressing deep within me. I hadn't seen what he had under that loincloth but as he began to fill me up and stretch me out I knew he must be quite large.

"Wait! I can't do this!" I suddenly cried as I looked over my shoulder pleadingly.

"Of course you can," the man replied as he began to work his cock in and out of me.

"You're too big!" I protested.

"Not possible," the man said with a laugh. "Don't be so silly."

I got a sharp, but not too painful, slap across the rump and turned my head back to look at the flowers. They were so beautiful and the sound of birds chirping so delightful, and the feeling of a man's cock in my pussy more wonderful than anything I had ever felt before. It was silly of me to protest. There was really nothing I could do about what was happening and since it felt so nice why would I want to stop it?

I felt in tune with nature, with my surroundings, with my body. The stranger who was inside me was now part of me, like we were one living thing joined together. I started moaning with pleasure. Softly at first, but louder and louder as he fucked me harder and harder.

The man moved one of his hands off of my hips and grabbed my hair. When he tugged my head pulled up and I could see the sky through the trees. It was just as blue and impossibly clear as the painted flowers. It almost looked like a pool of water and I thought I could actually see it shimmering.

"This isn't right...is it?" I whimpered in a soft and girlish voice that I was only just now beginning to recognize as my own.

"Of course it is woman."

He called me a woman. That seemed odd. But what else could I be? I had womanly breasts hanging down in front of me and spoke with a female voice and a wet pussy that could receive a man's cock so easily and snugly. I had to be a woman. How silly of me to question it.

The man was really giving it to me hard now and slapping my ass more frequently along the way. The grip on my hair was tighter and I couldn't have bent my head down even if I wanted to. My heart was thundering and my breathing was short. I started pushing my hips back to meet his thrusts and we fell into a sort of mechanical pattern that seemed more like a machine than something organic.

"Oh...oh...oh...oh..." I muttered in little clipped tones that reminded me of the birds in the trees.

"You like getting fucked hard, don't you?"

"I do, I do...so much...so very much...don't stop!"

The man laughed again and I got another spanking. My body was shaking so hard at this point that I thought I was going to break up into a million pieces like shattered glass. I didn't care. Let him break me. He was just doing his job, as I was doing mine. Whatever happened was meant to happen. It was just the natural way of things.

It went on and on and on until I didn't think I could take it anymore. It was too much to handle. I was sobbing and moaning and screaming but not from pain or fear or unhappiness. It was exactly the opposite. I was filled with a type of pleasure I had never known before and I didn't know how to react to it so I just let myself go.

When he finally started to cum inside me I was filled with the warmth of his essence, but also with a warmth of happiness and satisfaction. I was happy to have been the vessel that he chose. As he pulled out I flipped over and got a look at his cock for the first time. Despite receding it was still large and manly, just the way a cock should look, but so rarely did I thought.

It was slick all over, whether with his cum or mine or both I wasn't sure, and it made him sparkle in the sunlight like a diamond. They say a diamond is the hardest substance in the world, but I found it hard to believe that anything could have been harder than what I had just felt inside my box. They also say that diamonds are a girl's best friend, and if they were talking about my lover's diamond-coated dick I was certainly not going to argue.

He came and lay beside me and we rolled around in the softest grass I had ever felt. It was more like being on a bed of pillows. We kissed and caressed each other, moving from one position to the next, but always smiling and happy and warm.

"You were wonderful," I said softly as I gazed into his eyes.

"You needed that," he replied.

"I did. I really did."

"Good. Glad to have been of service."

Then I heard another voice and thought for a moment that we weren't alone until I slowly began to realize that it was the female voice that had launched me on my own personal space voyage. She was telling me to relax and be calm, which I didn't need any coaxing to do at the moment, and soon I was back on the beach, but my body had changed. I wasn't a woman anymore and that made me kind of sad for some reason. Then I heard the countdown and the voice told me to open my eyes. A moment later the pretty Asian girl was helping me remove my helmet and I stood up, finding that my legs were a little shaky at first, but not for long.

I also found that I was feeling kind of wet and sticky in my pants, as if someone had spilled something in my lap while I had been sitting in the chair, but I soon realized that I had cum in my pants. I had felt that feeling before, when I got a lap dance at a strip club, but I had been very aware of it happening. This must have happened sometime during my dream, or whatever it was. I felt kind of embarrassed and tried to put my hands in front of my crotch but I was wearing pretty heavy jeans and it didn't look like it had seeped through the material.

Trent had started a little before me so he was already there waiting for me in the lobby when I came out.

"So?" he asked expectantly.

"So, it was all right," I replied, trying to be cool about it.

"Just all right?" he said skeptically.

"No, it was fun. It was great actually."

"I knew you'd like it. So tell me what happened."

"Not in here," I suggested. "Let's get out of this place."

Once outside and on our way back to the car I told Trent all about the beach and how I had ended up swimming with the dolphins like I was one of their own. He could tell I was holding something back and kept pushing me until I finally told him a sort of half truth.

"There was this beautiful girl, at least I think she was beautiful. She had nice tits at any rate. And she was standing in this psychedelic forest picking flowers or whatever. And, ah...I came along wearing just this loincloth thing and went up and told her that I was going to fuck her, but she kind of laughed and ran off so I had to chase her. Eventually I caught her and...well...we fucked. It was pretty intense."

"There's something that you're still not telling me. What is it?" asked Trent.

"What? I saw this girl in a field and I fucked her. What more is there to tell?" I snapped.

"You were the girl, weren't you?" said Trent with a grin.

"Fuck you! I told you what happened."

"Oh, I'm sure that it happened. I'm just guessing that it didn't happen quite the way you said it did."

"What in the hell makes you think that?" I demanded.

"Just the way you seemed like you were trying to flip the roles around...and the fact that I had an experience sort of like that myself."


CHAPTER 4:

"Suddenly I was in this old fashioned kind of bathtub, you know the big stand alone thing. I was rubbing soapy water all over my body, but it wasn't my body. I was in the body of some woman with big tits and kind of a hairy muff. I just kept rubbing myself with this big sponge, especially my tits. Then I stuck a hand between my legs and started to play with myself. It was pretty awesome, but I didn't get to finish. I was myself again and off and doing something else," Trent explained. "I think maybe my brain didn't want me to know how good a female orgasm felt, or something."

I wished that my brain had been so protective. I knew exactly what it felt like, and I knew that I was desperate to feel it again, although I wasn't going to tell Trent that. It was a relief to know that I wasn't the only one who had experienced some kind of gender reversal thing in that machine. Maybe that was fairly common, like the fantasy of flying, I hoped. Swimming with the dolphins didn't mean that I secretly wanted to be a dolphin. Of course I hadn't actually turned into a dolphin and a big male dolphin hadn't fucked me. Shit, maybe dolphins have the best sex in the world for all I knew.

"Well, anyway it wasn't all about that, fortunately. The whole swimming underwater part was incredibly cool," I said, trying to play off the sex business.

"So you think you might want to try it again sometime?" asked Trent.

"Yeah, I might give it another go. We'll see."

Of course I was going to try it again, but I didn't want to seem too anxious. It was the most amazing thing I'd ever experienced. It was way more than just playing some virtual reality game, because I actually felt everything I did. It was definitely more like a dream, except that I had the distinct impression that I had some degree of control over what was happening, even if it didn't seem like it. Something in my head told me to run or laugh or smile or whatever I did and then it just happened that way, like it would in real life.

What truly disturbed me about this whole thing was the fact that I had experienced a few dreams of this nature before, without the aid of computer technology. The situations were all different but they involved me being a woman, and they usually involved me having some kind of sex with a man. And I always woke from those dreams realizing that I had ejaculated in my sleep.

Like most guys I watch a lot of porn so I tried to chalk it up to too much sexual imagery, but I had never totally convinced myself that was the case. If I had wet dreams where I was a man I couldn't recall them. It was always the ones where I was female that seemed so vivid and realistic, which made no sense since I had no frame of reference. I had no idea what a woman felt like when she had her nipples pinched or felt a cock sliding into her. I didn't have any way at all to know what a female orgasm was really like, and yet I felt like I did now. That thought made me feel terribly uncomfortable and ashamed, but it also turned me on like crazy.

There was probably nothing horribly wrong about having fantasies about being the opposite sex. It might even be healthy, for all I knew. The intellectual mind is always curious. Women were a mystery to me. Sexual thoughts are always lurking in our subconscious brain. It was perhaps only natural that those things would all converge sometimes.

Trent suggested stopping for a drink on the way home but I was anxious to get out of my wet underwear. When he dropped me off I thanked him for turning me on to this crazy new joyride and then went straight to the bathroom. I pulled off my pants and shorts and tossed them in the hamper. Then I went over to my computer, still naked from the waist down, and started watching pornographic videos.

I was specifically looking for outdoor doggy style sex, although I knew I wasn't likely to find anything with a guy that built wearing a loincloth, or a setting anywhere near as spectacular as the one in my head had been.

After a little searching I found one that I thought would get the job done. The guy was all right, but nothing special, and the positioning was correct, and girl's tits looked a lot like mine. I didn't even stop to think how bizarre it was that I was casually referring to tits as mine. They were my tits, at least in my imagination, or subconscious, or whatever it was that produced that fantasy.

As I slowly began to jack myself off I tried to remember exactly what it had felt like to have a cock inside me. I watched the girl in the video intently. I must have looked something like that while I was getting fucked. I wished that I had the ability to zoom a camera around while I was getting nailed but all I saw was what I would have seen with my own eyes, had the situation been real.

The girl in the video looked believably happy, but I wasn't convinced by the sounds she was making. It wasn't that she was too noisy, it just almost seemed like she was making noises for the sake of it. Sounds you could have practiced and reproduced at will. What I heard coming out of me was something more unrestrained and not quite human. More like animal noises, I guess, or something else that was even harder to define. Of course maybe that was just me. Not every woman made the same sounds, and some made  barely any at all.

Watching the girl and trying to put myself in her place and holding my own cock in my hand while I tried to recapture the sensation of having a cock in my pussy was about as close as I could get to replicating the spectacular events of earlier in the evening. It worked well enough to get me to cum, but it paled greatly in comparison. It also made me feel even more like a pervert so I quickly shut down my computer and retired to the shower.

While I was standing there washing the residue of my ejaculate off my body I was reminded of Trent's fantasy experience of being a large breasted woman in a bathtub. I took a sponge and tried to slowly rub my chest and nipples with it but my chest was flat and unresponsive.

I had tried to avoid the elephant in the room, which was of course the fact that my dreams didn't just involve me being a woman, they also invariably involved me being attracted to a man. Trent had just taken a bath in a female body and played with himself, but I was very attuned to my male partners and their appearance. I seemed to like physically well-built men with large cocks, which probably wasn't a newsflash to a lot of women, but I wasn't really a woman, nor a homosexual male, so trying to comprehend that fact was disconcerting, to say the least.

And I liked being conquered or taken or however you wanted to put it. I liked feeling smaller and weaker and semi-helpless, in a way. I'd never had a fantasy where I was a woman actually being raped or forced to do something against her will but I appeared to be drawn towards the concept of being consensually violated. My dreams had never been terribly romantic, they were more savage and animalistic, much like my experience with the machine tonight. Of course the men doing the violating in my mind were all gorgeous and hung like a horse, so that probably made a difference, but it was all disturbing no matter how I looked at it.

I went to bed swearing that I would never go back to that place again...and woke up planning to go there again that night.


CHAPTER 5:

I was walking down a dark alley in very high heels and a very short skirt. I could tell that the skirt was short because I felt the coolness of the evening against my very bare legs. My stomach was also bare and a quick glance down indicated that my top barely covered my boobs all the way down, if it actually did. I could also see my nipples sticking up under the top and realized that I wasn't wearing a bra.

The heels made a bit of a clacking noise with each step I took, and I seemed to be able to walk in them effortlessly, as if I had been doing it for years. I could also feel my hips swaying a bit as I walked and that put a wicked smile on my face.

"Hey baby, you're looking sweet," a man said from somewhere in the shadows but I just ignored him and continued walking, neither speeding up nor slowing down.

I got whistled at, whether by the same man who spoke to me or someone else I had no idea. It didn't matter. I seemed intent on going somewhere, which turned out to be a door set in a rather shabby-looking brick building. There was a light over the door, which wasn't too bright, but I was able to retrieve my compact from my purse and checked my face in the tiny round mirror. I looked pretty hot. My makeup was kind of heavy, and my lips were very red, but I could tell that it was a very pretty face under everything. That made me smile again as I snapped the compact shut and put it away. After straightening my skirt a little I opened the door and went inside.

The room was a little smoky, and dark, and kind of loud. There was music playing but I wasn't sure what you would call it. I had a very steady bass beat and was kind of hypnotic in a way. It was the kind of thumping bass that felt like a tiny punch to the gut.

The place was crowded. Some people were dancing, some were drinking, and some were fucking right out in the open. I'd never been anywhere remotely like it. I doubted that such a place even existed, yet here I was heading for the bar, brushing past people in various stages of undress as casually as if I was at McDonald's planning to buy a burger.

I took a seat on a stool at the bar and instinctively crossed my legs. The bartender didn't ask me what I wanted and just brought me a vodka gimlet like I was a regular or something. I turned on my stool and took a look around the place. I noticed there was a stairway leading up to what I assumed were bedrooms and wondered if this was a whorehouse. I wondered whether I was a whore and that thought turned me on.

A good-looking guy with a stubble beard took the stool next me and ordered a whiskey sour. While he was waiting for his drink he introduced himself as Jim. I introduced myself as April, even though my name is Doug.

"You're a lot prettier than most of the women here," said Doug once he had his drink in hand and had taken a sip.

I doubted if that was true but thanked him for his compliment anyway.

"Are you alone or are you waiting for somebody?" asked Jim.

"Would that matter?" I asked in reply.

"Not to me if it doesn't to you," he said with a grin.

Then he casually set his drink down and reached over to pull up my top. I let him. He started to fondle my bare breasts.

"Not at the bar," the bartender admonished; the only words I'd heard the man speak so far.

"Come on," said Jim with another grin as he took me by the hand and started leading me somewhere.

My breasts seemed large and firm enough to keep my tight shirt perched on top of them so I didn't bother to pull it down and just walked with my tits on full display. There were plenty of other bare-breasted women in the place so I don't think I stood out at all. At least not for my nakedness. I liked to think that my breasts were attractive enough to warrant some attention, even in a room full of bare bosoms. I have no idea why I would think like that.

Jim found a spot in a dark corner where there was a small curved leather sofa of a sort. There was already a couple making out on one end of it but there was plenty of room for us on the other. As soon as we sat down Jim started kissing me and I put a hand on his shoulder while he put one around my waist.

After a while his hand moved a bit lower and found its way under my skirt. I seemed to be wearing some sort of a thong or bikini-like thing for my panties and Jim easily brushed that aside and got his fingers in my snatch.

When he started rubbing my clit I took my hand from his shoulder and put it on the back of his head, trying to pull him even closer to me as we kissed, which was kind of pointless because you can't really get any closer than kissing, but it was an involuntary reaction.

The more he rubbed and fingered me the more I squirmed and moaned. I took my hands away from Jim and started touching my breasts instead. I loved my tits. I absolutely adored them. I loved the way they felt in my hands when I squeezed them, and I loved having them squeezed. I love the way they stuck out so firm and proud and womanly. And I especially loved the way my nipples were like little electrodes sending shock waves of pleasure throughout my whole body whenever they were touched the right way.

While I was lost in my odd little world, playing with my boobs, Jim took the opportunity to unfasten his pants and get his cock out. It was big. I figured it would be. Not enormous, perhaps, but big and slightly curved up in a banana shape that I found somewhat attractive. I just continued to touch my tits while I looked at his hard on and wondered why in the world I found erections so appealing.

"You want to suck it, don't you baby?" said Jim as he held his prick at the base and sort of wiggled it around.

"Maybe," I replied as I literally licked my lips.

"You don't have to be shy about it. Not in here," said Jim.

"Do I look shy to you?" I shot back as I squeezed my boobs together and then shook them back and forth as soon as I released my grip.

"Good girl. Now stop fooling around and get down here and do what a slut is supposed to do," Jim ordered, sounding slightly impatient this time.

I got off of the couch and squatted down on the floor between his legs. I glanced over and noticed that the couple next to us had already advanced to the BJ phase and the girl was on the floor like I was, just starting to stroke her man's cock. She looked over at me and gave me a wink and a smile. A moment later she turned back and I watched the guy's dick disappear down her throat.

That wink almost excited me as much as having my clit rubbed. It was like a benediction, or at least a seal of a approval. I was about to become part of the Sisterhood of Cock Sucking Sluts and my obviously more experienced neighbor knew that I was in for a real treat.

I was eager, but in no rush. I wanted to savor every inch of his manhood. I stroked his shaft and gently squeezed his balls. I licked him under the tip of his penis and then started to lick his dick all over. It sort of tasted like your hand did when you licked something off your fingers, except it was very warm and I could feel it pulsating.

Then it was time to take the plunge so I opened my mouth and let his cock slide into it.


CHAPTER 6:

"Yeah, baby, that's nice. Show me how much you like sucking my big hard cock," said Jim after I had been blowing him for a little while.

I looked up at him, with his cock still in my mouth, and tried to smile with my eyes. I think he got the point.

"Good girl," he said again approvingly, giving me a pat on the head like I was a lapdog.

I liked pleasing men, even men like Jim that I didn't know in the slightest. Even men who called me a slut and patted my head. Perhaps those men most of all. And I seemed to like sucking cock. I actually seemed to like it quite a lot, although I felt somewhat intimidated by my sister on the floor next to me who seemed to know how to do it better. Fortunately what I lacked in skill I think I made up for in enthusiasm. I think Jim could tell that I was really enjoying myself, and hopefully that made him enjoy it all the more.

When you look at something that's so long and hard it doesn't seem possible that it could go very far once it was in your mouth. I knew from porn that even the biggest cock could be taken balls deep but I never knew how that could be. With a little trial and error and experimentation I began to see that one could actually accommodate a well-hung man fairly far down the throat without too much trouble or discomfort. I probably wasn't going to totally deep throat Jim this time, but with a little practice I saw that as a distinct possibility in the future.

"Your little bitch really likes sucking cock, doesn't she?" said the man seated next to us receiving head from my sister.

"She sure does. And your bitch looks pretty happy, too," Jim pointed out.

"Oh, yeah. I could tell just by looking at her that she'd be a good little cock sucker," said the man rather proudly.

It was strange to be talked about, as if we weren't actually there, or couldn't hear what the men were saying. Yet I was angered by it, or even terribly insulted. I actually took it as a compliment, and figured that my companion on the floor next to me probably felt the same.

I wondered whether Jim could tell that I was a good little cock sucker just by looking at me, or whether he even thought I was a good little cock sucker at all. I was pretty sure that he did. I was certainly trying really hard. Of course he might have just been bragging to try and impress the man sitting next to him. Men could be like that.

All of a sudden I thought I felt a few drops of something on my tongue, but I wasn't sure if it was just my own saliva. A moment later I felt Jim's cock begin to spasm in my hand and then the unmistakable taste of his hot and salty jizz as it began to shoot into my mouth in violent spurts. I say unmistakable, only in that I knew it wasn't saliva. I had no idea what a man's cum would taste like but I just kept sucking and swallowing until it appeared that he had been drained.

When he had finished I took his cock out of my mouth and looked up at him for approval, licking a few drops of his cream from my lips.

"That was awesome baby," said Jim as he stroked my hair gently.

I basked in his praise and smiled from ear to ear. I had actually done it. I had sucked a man's cock, and even swallowed his cum. It felt like a moment of triumph. Or a revelation at any rate. It was an experience unlike any other I had known. I had nothing to compare it to. It didn't remind me of anything. At no time was I touching myself or being touched in any erogenous zone during the proceedings, yet I felt an incredible sense of sexual stimulation.

Not much more happened in the club, and my time ran out shortly afterwards, but the incident with Jim and the BJ was definitely the highlight of my second trip to RAD. I had only purchased half an hour this time, since it wasn't cheap, and Trent wasn't there paying for the other 30 minutes, and I mainly wanted to see if I would have another female fantasy again. The first one had been filled with beauty and color and light, and this one was dark and smoky and grungy, but I had enjoyed both of them thoroughly.

I had even seen my face this time and wondered what part of my brain had concocted that image. I didn't get a very good look in the tiny mirror and the dim lighting but I didn't think that I looked like anyone I knew. Maybe it was the face of some porn star that had stuck in the back of my mind somewhere, or maybe it was a girl I passed on the street one day. And I had absolutely no idea why I had chosen April as my name. I liked it. It seemed pretty, but I had no connection to it that I could see. I never dated a girl named April and it wasn't the month I was born or anything. It all seemed kind of mysterious to me.

I had ejaculated again during the process, but I had come prepared, wearing three pairs of underwear and even sticking a pad in the front of pair closest to my bare skin. I probably would have worn a condom, had I been able to slip one on while erect, but that obviously wasn't possible.

Actually I didn't really mind the idea of my underpants being so moist, aside from the slight discomfort, and the potential embarrassment. I sort of liked thinking that I had gotten my panties wet. I suppose that's when I decided to actually wear women's panties the next time I came back.

Fortunately tomorrow was Monday, and the start of another work week, and I probably wouldn't be tempted to make the trip all the way across town until the following weekend, at least. That gave me plenty of time to come to my senses and put the whole sordid mess out of my head. Plus I really couldn't afford to do this on a daily basis, even if I wanted to, which I sort of feared that I might. Trent had warned me that it was pretty addictive, but not having an addictive personality by nature I didn't worry too much about that. I had always been a person who kept things in moderation and trusted that I could do the same with this.

On Tuesday I bought some panties after work, and a bra as well. I had planned to order them online to spare myself the embarrassment of having to be seen purchasing women's underwear, but instead I found that I actually wanted to buy them in person. I didn't care what anyone at the store thought. It made me feel very feminine to be shopping in the lingerie department, and I fell in love with so many things there that I'm surprised I walked out with just the panties and bra.

I put my purchases on as soon as I got home and spent the rest of the evening walking around my apartment in nothing but my new female undies. After a while I rolled up a couple of pairs of socks and stuffed them in my bra and that helped quite a bit. I wasn't nearly as full and firm as I should have been, but it was nice to have a little something up top.

It seemed like I was moving into some dangerous territory, but I tried to tell myself that it was just a little bit of harmless fun. It felt so sexy to strut around in nothing but a bra and panties, which was kind of funny because I had never worn a bra in my fantasies at RAD. I guess it was just the feeling that it was something feminine and that it allowed me to simulate having boobs.

I even slept that way, but felt slightly like an idiot when I woke up the next morning and saw myself in the bathroom mirror. I ripped the effeminate articles off of my body and actually threw them in the wastebasket next to the sink. I showered and shaved and got ready for work as usual and felt reasonably satisfied that whatever crazy notion had gotten into my head had passed and that things were back to normal.

The moment I got back from work that evening I took off all of my clothes and went into the bathroom to retrieve my girly underwear from the trash. My resistance only lasted less than a day. I was falling down the rabbit hole and it looked like I'd be wearing women's clothes on the journey.


CHAPTER 7:

The silicone breast forms I had to order online, because I honestly had no idea where to buy them locally. Likewise the sex toys. I got one dildo for sucking and one to stick up my ass. As for clothing, shoes, and accessories I hit up a couple of thrift stores mostly. It wasn't all done in one mad rush and actually sprawled out over a period of several weeks.

Each time I acquired something new I put it on, or put it in me, as quickly as possible. Then invariably after I had masturbated I became disgusted with myself and packed everything away or shoved it in a drawer...until I took it out the next time and did it all over again.

The one advantage that my home cross-dressing provided me was a cheaper release for my pent up sexual frustration than running off and strapping myself in the chair. I was able to keep that down to maybe once a week, or even once every two weeks. Putting on a bra and sticking a dildo in my ass was no real substitute for the visceral experience of wandering into the realm of my brain's subconscious, but it was far more economical and didn't require leaving my house.

I still thought of myself as a cross-dresser, which people used to call a transvestite, which is usually a straight male who occasionally likes to wear female clothing, but my rather obvious sexual attraction for men, in the abstract at least, sort of cast some doubt on my true sexual preferences. After reading about crossdreaming I thought that maybe that was closer to what I was experiencing, but I honestly wasn't sure how to classify myself. When I became angry and disgusted by my behavior I thought of myself as a "freak" or a "pathetic little fag" or something equally disparaging. It never seemed to stop me from going back and doing the same things all over again so then I was forced to confront the idea that I had some kind of a fetish, at least, if not a psychological problem.

I always wore panties to the RAD facility now, and sometimes wore them to work as well. I could even get away with wearing a bra under a heavy sweatshirt, but without the breast forms, of course.

Some of my "dream machine" experiences were better than others, but so far I had not been disappointed. Whether I was nudging it along somehow, or all of my cross-dressing was helping to fuel it, I inevitably had a good length of time being April. Of course there was that dichotomy for a while where I was actually hoping to just fly around with my dick hanging out or something and get this whole perverted mess out of my system, while at the same time desperately longing to feel female again.

Nothing really served as a substitute for being April in that simulator, but I wondered whether even that was a reasonable substitute for being an actual woman. Being just a fantasy concoction it was always possible that I had totally glamorized the female experience in my brain. I didn't actually feel what a woman would feel, I felt what I thought a woman would feel. I think. Since I didn't really know exactly what that system was, or how it worked, or what sort of information might have been programmed into its computer I couldn't know for certain how realistic any of it was, no matter how realistic it seemed. I didn't know how to swim underwater without gear but it sure felt like I was doing it or rather how I imagined it would feel.

I was still usually having the same kind of rougher sex experience when in the simulator, which was fine with me. Sometimes things were a bit softer and gentler, but most of the time I found myself being a dirty little slut, and reminded of it frequently by the men who used me. That's why I was kind of surprised one evening on a trip to RAD with Trent when I found myself in a four-poster bed with billowy sheer curtains gently blowing in a breeze that was coming from somewhere. Then I realized that the bed was actually outdoors in some kind of a clearing in a dark woods. There was a very bright full moon above and a light scent in the air that was like the best air freshener I had ever smelled.

I was dressed up in some hopelessly romantic lingerie with straps and belts and laces everywhere. My waist was tightly bound by a corset and my hair seemed longer and wavier than usual. I was lying alone in the bed, sort of stretched out but propped up on one arm. I knew that I wasn't going to be alone for too long and I was waiting rather impatiently while trying to seem completely composed and unconcerned.

Each sound I heard caused me to sit up in anticipation before I realized that it was just the wind, or a branch creaking, or some small animal scampering over the leaves. Then I would resume my seductive pose with what I felt like was a pouty expression on my face, although I couldn't see my face to tell.

Finally I heard footsteps approaching and my heart started to beat faster. I tried to peer through the nearly transparent netting around the bed and thought I caught a glimpse of a man's shape moving towards me. My lover was near! That thrilled me and made me ache for his touch, even though I had no idea who that man might be. They were always handsome, and they were always hung, and I always had a good time with them so whatever man jumped in bed with me was bound to give me the pleasure I desired, but for some reason I felt like this was different, like I was supposed to know who this man was already.

When the curtains parted and my mystery man was finally climbing in bed beside me I let out a gasp. It was Trent.


CHAPTER 8:

"What are you doing here?" I said, feeling suddenly very disoriented.

"What are you doing here?" he replied with the same question.

"I don't know," I stammered. "I thought I was waiting for my lover."

"And here I am," said Trent with a pleasant smile as he took off his shirt and then sat up next to me, gently rubbing my thigh.

Trent was no body builder but he looked quite trim and toned with his shirt off. At least this version of Trent did. I relaxed slightly, but my brain was still a bit confused. The appearance of someone I knew in real life was threatening the fantasy. It made it harder for me not to think of myself as a man named Doug instead of a woman named April. I not only knew Trent, I knew that he was only a few feet away from me at this very moment in real life. That kind of messed with my head, but then I felt his lips on mine and it felt very nice. Of course Trent was nearby. He was right on the bed with me and we were kissing. My brain started to refocus on the fantasy.

"I absolutely love what you're wearing," said Trent as he plucked at one of my garters and gave it a little snap.

"Do you really like it?" I asked hopefully.

"I adore it. But of course you wear it so well. It's almost a shame that I have to take it off of you."

"Not all of it," I pointed out. "It's kind of a jigsaw puzzle but if you're clever enough I think you can get to what you want without removing the whole thing."

He started by slowly unfastening the top of my corset. Once he got it down a few inches my boobs just tumbled out, as I knew they would. Trent began to squeeze them, as I knew he would, and soon he was sucking on my nipples while I stroked his hair. He was off to a good start, I thought. He didn't just jump on me and rip my clothes off, which was kind of funny because I thought that's what I really wanted men to do. Of course I was in a different mood right now and had gotten myself psyched up for a little romance. The setting, my appearance, and the anticipation had all easily guided me into a different frame of mind.

I wasn't embarrassed at all by the fact that Trent was a friend. The fact that I already knew him and liked him made it all the easier to melt into the fantasy that I was being romanced. It seemed to explain the feeling I had that I was waiting for someone I should know, even if I had never associated Trent with romantic feelings before. If you can't kiss your buddy who can you kiss?

When my curiosity couldn't stand it I started to unfasten Trent's pants but he took over and got them the rest of the way off. He had no underwear on, which I thought was pragmatic. He had a surprisingly big cock, which I thought looked delicious. Trent Baker had a deliciously big cock. I didn't know that before. It took a moment for that to sink in, especially the part about it looking "deliciously big" to me. I didn't get a chance to do anything with it yet because Trent was back on the bed trying to get my panties off. He had to actually unfasten a few garter straps to do it but he got it done. Then he pushed my legs back and spread them open. I liked being open like that. It seemed so trusting and inviting. I felt vulnerable and exposed too, but if you can't trust your buddy who can you trust?

He took the invitation and got his head down between my thighs. That wasn't what I knew he would do. Nobody had done that yet and it caught me off guard. Before I knew it he was giving me an exquisite tongue bath.

I felt so pretty in my beautiful lingerie, even with my corset top down and my panties off and my stockings not fully attached to my garter belt anymore. And I felt kind of pampered and adored with Trent's face buried in my muff. That was such a nice gesture. I hoped that he was as excited by my pussy as I was about his cock.

"Mmm...that feels wonderful," I purred.

Then I laughed because I realized how silly it was to talk to someone performing oral sex. Men talked to me all the time but there was no way to reply or comment with a dick in my mouth. Then I realized that a conversation wasn't required, but it was only natural to express your feelings while being serviced that way. It did feel wonderful and I wanted him to know that. That was all that really mattered.

He made me cum, quite hard actually, and I was dying for him to fuck me but he went back to playing with my tits while he fingered me. I felt his hardness rubbing against me and I craved it.

"Do you want me to suck your cock?" I asked.

"I want you to do whatever you feel like doing," he replied.

I showed him what I felt like doing by scooting down on the bed and positioning myself so that I could get his cock in my mouth. He just lay there on his side, resting his head on one raised arm as I began to give him a very slow and passionate blowjob.

"Mmm...that feels wonderful," he said, mimicking my voice.

I punched him in the arm that wasn't holding up his head and he pretended that it hurt. I just kept blowing him. If you can't suck your buddy's cock who can you suck? I assumed I would finish him this way but Trent had other ideas. He rolled me over on my back and spread my legs again. This time he gave me the fucking I had anticipated the first time I was in this position, and the wait had just made the whole thing all the more incredible.

"Oh, my God, Trent...you're fucking me," I said in amazement.

"I know," he replied with a conspiratorial grin. "Isn't it awesome?"

"It's so awesome," I sighed happily. "You've got a very big cock you know."

"Do I?"

"Oh, yes."

"I'll take your word for it."

Trent was fucking me and I was loving every inch of it...minute of it I mean. Or maybe I meant inch, or both, or something.

"I never imagined this happening between us," I said as I looked into his eyes and saw him in a very different light.

"Well...if you can't fuck your buddy who can you fuck?" he said with a slight chuckle.

"Oh, my God! Are you reading my mind?" I gasped.

"Of course. You're about to reach down and start rubbing the hood over your clit," he said calmly.

"I am not," I protested, but realized that my hand was already half way there.

"You see?" he said smugly.

"You think you're so smart," I teased. "Who was the winning pitcher in game seven of the 1982 World Series?"

"Joaquin Andujar," he replied without hesitation.

"Fuck you, that was too easy," I pouted.

"No...I'd rather fuck you."

"Oh," I said in a voice that startled me. "I like your idea better."

We made love for quite some time before Trent finally came inside me. And then we cuddled so sweetly it felt like we had been a couple for ages. I suppose we had, in a totally different way, but I really liked this new way so very much. Trent had been sweet, and gentle, but just as manly as those men who shoved me around and pulled my hair. And he had still been Trent, my buddy, a guy I could joke around with.

The countdown came all too soon for my liking and before long I was having the helmet removed and blinking my eyes, as I always did, when I came out of the darkness and into the sudden light of the room. Trent was also just getting up. Two chairs had become available at the same time so we were basically synchronized this time. When I looked at him my heart almost stopped. I couldn't help but see the man who had just been lying naked in my arms, even if it had been just a dream.

He seemed a little subdued, which was not like him. He was usually pretty excited after one of these adventures and we both just walked out of the building in silence. It wasn't until we got back to the car that either one of us spoke, and then we spoke simultaneously.

"Something really weird happened in there..." we said at exactly the same time.

"You first," said Trent.

"Oh, I don't know if I should tell you," I said nervously. "I think it would probably just freak you out."

"Yeah, you're probably right. It would be a little embarrassing to talk about," said Trent as he started up the car.

He had driven about two block when we both suddenly blurted the same thing out again.

"We had sex," we both almost shouted.

I felt a shiver run down my spine.


CHAPTER 9:

Trent pulled the car over and parked and then we both just stared at each other in amazement.

"What do you mean we had sex?" I asked rather slowly.

"I don't mean like we are right now, it wasn't gay or anything. You were this really beautiful woman, but I knew it was you," he said haltingly. "What did you mean that we had sex?"

"Well, I meant that I was picturing myself as a woman, lying on a bed waiting for her lover, and then you turned up and we had sex," I said. "But I know what you look like so I knew it was you."

"An old-fashioned bed with four posts and some see-through drapes wrapped around it?" he suddenly asked.

"Oh, fuck..." I said with a gulp.

"And you were in this incredible lingerie with this corset and garter belt. It looked sexy beyond belief but it was kind of a hassle to deal with. I had to unhook some of your garter straps..."

"To get my panties off," I said, finishing his sentence.

"Jesus," he whistled.

"This is crazy. It's impossible," I muttered.

"I could tell you everything that happened, it's so vivid in my mind, but it sounds like you already know."

"There has to be an explanation. I see you at work all the time. We hang out together a lot. It was probably inevitable that you would pop up in one of my dreams or fantasies sometime in some capacity. But how could you possibly dream about me in a form that only exists in my dreams? And how could we possibly have the exact same dream at the exact same time?"

"Maybe that's the key," Trent suggested. "Maybe that machine isn't really reading our innermost thoughts. Maybe it's actually creating them."

"What do you mean?"

"Think about it. Why would someone even create such a device? It seems pretty obvious that it's stolen technology and probably not being used for what it was intended to be used for. What if its real purpose is to put things into your mind, not unlock what's already there?"

"You mean to brainwash people?"

"Maybe. Maybe something like that."

"Or maybe it just plays a certain number of random scenarios and if you go often enough you'll eventually start getting repeats," I said, trying to see if anything made sense at all. "Maybe it was just coincidence that we got the exact same scenario played at the same time."

"But why were we in each other's fantasy? If you said you had the exact same experience that I did when I was flying and guys started attacking me that would seem like they just had some stock scenarios that we happened to both have fed into our brains. If that was the case we should have both been ourselves having sex with the same woman. It doesn't explain how we both ended up in each other's fantasy with you being a woman in both," Trent pointed out quite logically.

"I think I need a drink."


CHAPTER 10:

We sat at a table in a local sports bar that we often frequented trying to hash out what was really going on without much luck. I felt like some of our theories were probably in the ballpark, but so far a totally logical explanation had eluded us.

"So when did you start thinking that the woman on the bed was me?" I asked.

"Right away. Even before I got to the bed. I knew that you'd be there waiting for me. And you seemed to know me, which was kind of a big clue. Something in my mind was telling me that there was something wrong with the whole deal, and I felt kind of confused and disoriented for a minute, but it passed quickly. Then it all seemed quite normal to me," explained Trent.

"Didn't it freak you out seeing me as a woman?"

"No, not at all. Of course you're rather attractive when you're April so that probably helped," Trent grinned.

"Hey, how did you know that I call myself April in the simulator? I don't recall ever telling you that."

"I don't know. Somehow the wires must have gotten crossed on that machinery and we sort of ended up sending each other brainwaves or something. Those helmets obviously do something to put you in a hypnotic state, or do something to get your brain in a receptive condition to be fed information at any rate. Perhaps it started out as your dream but when you brought me into it you were able to send me some kind of information so we linked up and had the same experience. Maybe you've got some kind of telepathic powers you didn't know about."

"That's crazy," I scoffed.

"I know, but this whole thing is crazy. But somehow, some way, we seem to have communicated with each other through that equipment. What puzzles me even more is why we would want to communicate those particular thoughts. Why in the world would we be on the same wavelength with such a crazy and impossible scenario? So you had an experience once where you were a woman and some guy chased you down and fucked you in the field. Big deal. I had an experience where I was washing my big tits in a bathtub. It seems incredibly odd that you would suddenly have another dream about being female while having me in your thoughts," Trent pointed out.

"Well, ah...that's maybe not as odd as it seems," I started to explain nervously. "You see after that first time I told you about, where the guy in the loincloth chased me through a field, well...I've had a few more of those types of experiences. Quite a few, really."

"You mean you've gone there on your own?" asked Trent in surprise.

"Yeah, I've gone there a number of times. And every time I've gone I've always been April and had some kind of sexual encounter with a man," I confessed.

"Wow, I had no idea."

"Of course you didn't. I didn't want anybody to know about that. But it doesn't stop there. I try to keep the fantasy that I'm really a woman going even when I'm not using the simulator. I've been doing a lot of cross-dressing, and stuff. I'm even wearing panties right now," I said very quietly.

"So have you always had fantasies about being a woman?"

"I'd had a few dreams, but they were just dreams. It wasn't until that simulation brought it to life so vividly that it kind of became an obsession."

"Well that might explain why your brainwaves were so strong, or why you were able to send signals or something, I suppose. If you've really been obsessing about the idea of being female your mind might be especially focused. I've never been a believer in ESP and all that psychic crap, but I do know that the human brain has all sorts of untapped potential that science is just beginning to try and understand. I think maybe you just willed that experience into being and brought me along for the ride."

"But why would I drag you into my sordid little fantasy?" I asked.

"Maybe you've been secretly lusting after my hot body," Trent said with a laugh.

"Shut up! It's not that hot anyway."

"You seemed to be enjoying yourself."

"Do you really want to have this conversation?"

"Not particularly, but I think you do," he replied sympathetically. "You've obviously been going through something pretty heavy and keeping it all a secret. If you want to share it with me I'll be happy to listen."

"Okay...but not here."

We went back to my place and I told Trent every humiliating little detail about what I had been doing. The cross-dressing, the masturbating while thinking of being female, the dildos, everything. Trent couldn't have been cooler about it. He never laughed or made snide comments and just gave me the sympathetic ear I so desperately needed.

"I'm really glad you felt you could trust me enough to share that with me," said Trent when I had finished my narrative. "It must feel kind of good to get that off your chest."

"It does. You don't know how much I appreciate this. I've been living with this terrible secret and sometimes I think it's kind of driving me crazy."

"Is it really that terrible? I mean, you've discovered that you like being female. So what?"

"Yeah, but I've also discovered that I can get turned on by men," I reminded him.

"Again...so what? So you get turned on by men. It's not like you've been married for fifteen years and have three kids and suddenly find that you can't get it up for your wife anymore because you'd rather be banging the pool boy. Maybe it's just some kind of a phase you're going through or maybe you're really transgendered, or whatever they call it. It seems like you're just on some kind of a journey of discovery to find out who you really are and what you really want."

"So you don't think I'm some kind of a sick, messed up, pervert, fag?"

"No, of course not. I don't think any differently of you, except that I think you're really brave for being so honest about this, and I think if you ever need any support I'll try my best to provide it."

"Thank you so much Trent. I feel like I want to kiss you, but that would be pretty gay," I joked.

"So you never go out in public as April?"

"No, never. I've thought about it. I've been tempted, but I guess I'm too scared."

"Well, if you wanted to try it we could go somewhere together, if that would make you feel safer," Trent suggested.

"You mean like on a date?"

"I suppose that's what people would assume, if they paid any attention to us at all, but we can just do something we'd normally do, only you'll be doing it dressed a little differently than usual."

The thought of that sent my head spinning. I had so desperately wanted to go out in public but I was scared. You read stories all the time about people being harassed, even beaten or killed for cross-dressing or being transgendered or whatever it was that made some people so uncomfortable. Being with Trent would be sort of a security blanket. Of course he'd see me in drag, but he was being so wonderfully supportive that I felt like he would take it in stride, no matter how funky I looked.

I thanked him profusely and asked for a little more time to think about it but I knew I was going to take him up on his offer. What I wanted the time for was to work on my appearance and find something appropriate to wear. It may not have been an actual date but it was certainly going to be a milestone in my life and I wanted to look my best.


CHAPTER 11:

"Wow, you look great," said Trent when he came to pick me up for our non-date date thing.

I'm not sure that I looked great but I sure looked the best I had ever looked as April, outside of the simulator. I wore a wig around the house at first, and loved my long locks, but I had let my hair grow out sufficiently so that I could wear it in a short female style if I wanted to. It really made me feel less like I was in a costume or something. I had chosen a very pretty print dress that showed a little of my fake cleavage and my very cleanly shaved legs. I'd been shaving all of my body hair for quite a while now so it was pretty much second nature to me to have smooth skin.

I kept the makeup tasteful and avoided any temptation to get too trashy or slutty about any part of my appearance. At a glance, or in the semi-dark, I might easily pass for a woman. I was as ready as I would ever be and both anxious to get started and searching for an excuse to call it off.

We were just going to go out to dinner at a casual, but slightly upscale, chain restaurant. Hopefully people would be busy with their own business and not have any reason to notice us. When Trent took my arm and escorted me in I think I kind of clutched at him a little too hard. He was my shield and I was desperately trying to cling to my protector.

"Relax," he said as he gently tried to dig my claws out of his arm. "It's all fine. Relax and enjoy yourself."

Eventually I did relax, and boy did I ever enjoy myself! Of course we were both drinking a bit during dinner and I think that helped to loosen me up. I even flirted with the cute waiter a little bit, at least I think it was flirting. Trent, God bless him, acted so cool and casual about the whole thing, as if there was nothing weird going on at all. He even insisted on paying for dinner so that I'd feel more like I was on a date, even though I protested pretty strongly. I figured I could let him pay tonight and then reimburse him later.

I'd been having such a good time I really didn't want it to end but I also didn't want to push my luck the first time out so we ended up just going back to my place.

"Let me change out of this stuff," I said as I headed for the bedroom.

"No, don't. You like so pretty, and comfortable, and natural that way. You're April tonight. You don't have to stop on my account," he said.

I didn't want to stop and I was a little flattered to hear him call me pretty. I didn't think he could really mean it, but it was so nice of him to make me feel better about myself this way. There had actually been times during dinner where I was able to forget the cock and balls tucked away under my dress and started to believe the fantasy.

We drank some more, which was probably not the best idea, and tried to watch a movie, but neither one of us seemed too terribly focused on it. I knew it wasn't a real date, but damn if it didn't feel like one. Trent was sitting unusually close to me and even kind of put his arm around my shoulder at one point. If I didn't know better I would have thought that he was making a move on me.

"How come you're so cool with this?" I suddenly asked suspiciously. "I mean it's one thing not to laugh in my face or insult me, but you seem to be totally comfortable with the fact that one of your best male friends is sitting next to you in a dress."

"Well, I guess the fact that I don't think of you as a male friend when you look like that has something to do with it. And I think that you might not even think of yourself as male anymore, or not all the time anyway. And that damn simulation really got into my head. I know you don't look exactly like you did in that dream, and you obviously don't have the same equipment, but it was still you and I knew it and I didn't care and I just wanted to be with you," he said as he looked me straight in the eyes.

I couldn't help myself. I grabbed his face and kissed him on the lips. Then I sat back in horror and waiting for the punch in the jaw that I assumed would follow.

"I'm sorry. I am so, so, sorry. I think I just got carried away," I pleaded. "I probably drank too much."

"Don't be sorry. That was nice."

With that he pulled me back closer to him and started to kiss me. It felt exactly like it had done in the simulation, although kissing tends to feel a lot like kissing no matter who you're with. Even so the taste, the scent, the feeling of his lips and tongue immediately made me flash back to our fantasy encounter, and immediately made me horny as hell.

"What are we doing?" I said in a panic when I was finally able to break away again.

"I don't know. Seemed pretty much like kissing to me," Trent joked.

"Seriously. What are we doing? Where can this possibly lead?"

"I guess it depends on how lucky I get tonight," Trent replied with a chuckle.

"I'm not kidding. I don't have a pussy!" I wailed. "I wish to God that I did but I don't!"

"That's okay. There must be other ways we can do this," he suggested calmly.

"Oh, my God...you're serious."

"Only if you want to."

"Do you want me to suck your cock?" I asked so softly I wasn't sure that he would even hear me, repeating the question I had asked him in the dream.

"I want you to do whatever you feel like doing," he replied, exactly as he had done the first time I asked him that in the simulator.

My hands were shaking so hard as I tried to unfasten his pants that he had to do it himself. I was just going to pull his dick out but Trent went ahead and kicked off his shoes and removed both his pants and his underwear. Then he sat back down on the couch next to me with his fully erect cock on display.

"It's almost exactly like I remember it," I said in wonder as I literally stared at his member like I had never seen a penis before. "I warn you, I've only done this in the simulation. I've practiced with a dildo a lot, but I'm probably going to suck at this."

"I think that's the general idea," he said teasingly as he took one of my hands and placed it on his shaft.

"Is this really happening?" I said in bewilderment. "Do I really have my hand wrapped around your cock?"

"It feels like it to me. And it feels good. How does it feel to you?"

"It feels kind of warm, and it's sort of throbbing. It's frightening, in a way, but it's really turning me on to touch you like this for some reason."

As I started to stroke him, almost in a trance-like state, he leaned over and we did some more kissing. That gave me courage. I was really being with a man in the real world and it was just as fantastic as my imagination had pictured it being.

I pulled myself up so that my knees were resting on the sofa cushions and turned my body sideways so that I could lean across Trent and take his cock into my mouth. When my lips first touched the tip of his dick I kind of recoiled, like I had just seen a snake where I was about to step, but I gathered my courage, puckered my lips, and kissed the head of his cock. Then I let it slide into my mouth and realized how much nicer it felt than my latex sex toys. It was warm and living and it belonged to another human. A human who was proving to be just about the best friend a person could have. A guy like that deserved a good blowjob and I went to work trying to give him exactly that.

"You must have been practicing a lot," said Trent in the one-way conversation that I knew often accompanied oral sex. "You're really good at it."

I was actually doing a pretty decent job, I thought. Not too bad for a beginner. Beginner? That sort of implied this was the beginning of an ongoing thing. Was I really going to go through life sucking men's cocks? Or was I just going to suck Trent's cock as often as I could? Or was this just one really stupid, slightly drunk, escapade that we would both try to forget as soon as possible? Now that I was actually doing it there was no reason I couldn't do it again. I liked it. I might even learn to love it, once I felt better about my skills and got more used to the feeling of a cock going down my throat.

The one thing that wasn't quite like my virtual experiences was Trent's relative lack of stamina. I never really got more than a few inches of him inside me, and felt like I was just getting warmed up, when the first jet of his cum hit the back wall of my throat. I was so startled that I almost pulled my head away but I quickly composed myself and pulled my head back enough that the rest of his jizz was more or less collected on my tongue. I let it pool up a little, at first, then realized that he had quite a bit of the sticky stuff stored up, so I started swallowing as soon as I felt another burst in my mouth.

There had never been a second where I thought about not swallowing. I wanted every bit of the female experience, and that seemed to include learning what a man's cum tasted like. Trent's tasted salty, and maybe a tad bitter, but it was fine. It was his. He gave it to me and I appreciated the gift.

When we were done I rested my head on his lap, and kind of stretched out on the couch while Trent stroked my hair, and nobody said anything for the longest time.

"We need to go back to that simulator and see if we can make it hook us up again," I said without moving me head from his lap.

"Absolutely. I was just about to suggest that."

"I know. Maybe I really can sort of read your mind. And thank you so much for tonight."

"Under the circumstances I think I should be thanking you. Most of my dates don't go this well. Getting head usually requires a lot more than dinner and a couple of drinks," Trent joked.

"Foolish women. They don't know what they're missing."

"Why don't you try using the simulator like this? You know, in full female regalia. Then afterwards we can go out and get a drink or grab something to eat or...whatever," Trent suggested.

"Okay...why not?"

So I was not only going to go out in public as April again it sounded like I had another date with Trent. My girlish heart was all aflutter and I couldn't wait for the chance.


CHAPTER 12:

It was so much easier the second time I went out as April. I still obsessed about my looks, but I suppose a lot of women do that anyway. I had worn my bra and panties under my male clothes many times at RAD but this would be the first time I went openly as a woman. I wondered whether that would influence the outcome of the simulation at all. It certainly helped to put my mind in a very female state.

Since Trent and I wanted to start at exactly the same time we had to sit around for a while waiting for that to be possible. I kind of got the feeling that a few people were looking at me funny, but I'm not sure they really knew exactly what was up. They probably kind of felt that something about me wasn't quite right, but nobody made a big deal of it.

When we were finally ready to start the program we squeezed hands for good luck and settled in to see what would happen. I told Trent that right after the countdown I would concentrate on our date and that he should do the same. It was fresh in our minds and something we had actually done together as a man and a woman, at least as much of a woman as I was capable of being with cosmetics and clothing, so hopefully that would steer us in the right direction.

It worked like a charm, for me at any rate. It was almost like hitting the rewind button on my life and living a part of it over. Unfortunately it was so accurate that I was Doug in drag instead of the April I had come to know in the simulation.

Fortunately the first sequence was just the gateway to get us into the deeper part of the program and somewhere along the line I made the transition to April without being clearly aware of it happening.

Trent and I were suddenly on a boat. Maybe it was more of a yacht, but it looked like a pretty nice boat whatever it was. I was in a red bikini, wearing this big floppy hat and sunglasses, and he was in shorts with a short-sleeved shirt that was unbuttoned. I was lying out getting some sun when he came over and brought me a drink.

"I thought you looked like you might need some refreshment," said Trent.

"You're always so thoughtful, thank you. Or maybe you just want to get me drunk so that you can have your way with me," I teased, looking over the top of my glasses.

"Do I really have to get you drunk for that?" he asked.

"No, of course not. You can have your way with me anytime you like sweetie."

"You're too good to be true," said Trent as he lightly stroked my bare thigh.

"Let's hope not," I replied.

I was surprisingly aware of what was happening. I knew that I wasn't really a woman, and I knew that we weren't really on a boat, and I knew that Trent was sitting in a chair across the room from me in a warehouse with a helmet on his head doing something to his brainwaves. I had never had that kind of complete conscious awareness of the situation before and I decided to see if I could actually communicate with the real Trent through the virtual one in front of me.

"You know this is just a simulation, right? I'm not really a woman named April I'm your friend Doug from work. We're both sitting in a room hooked up to some kind of a machine that's creating this fantasy," I said flatly.

Trent smiled for a moment, like he thought I was kidding, then a kind of confused expression came over his face. He blinked his eyes a few times and actually touched his own arm and felt it, I suppose to see if it felt real.

"Yeah...yeah I do know that," he finally said very slowly. "You're controlling this whole thing, aren't you?"

"No, at least I hope not. I'm just trying to set the stage so that we can both do or say whatever we want without being forced into some pre-scripted scenario. I don't know if it's really working, or how long I can make it last, but I wanted to see if we could actually communicate through this crazy thing. I want whatever we do to be as real as possible."

"I don't know how you're doing this but I'm sure as hell glad that you can," said Trent with a grin.

"Hey, have you got a phone?" I suddenly inquired.

"Yeah, I think so."

"Do me a favor. Take a picture of me. I know it won't be real and it won't really be on your phone after we leave this simulation but I've never seen what I look like," I told him.

He rummaged through his pockets and produced a phone. I struck a pose and he snapped the picture. When I looked at it I was almost overcome with emotion. I still looked a lot like me, although with some obvious female enhancements. I felt somewhat recognizable, like I was looking at a female version of myself. My hair was longer, and my body was obviously curvier, but I still saw myself in the photo. Or maybe it just felt that way because I wanted to be that version of me so badly.

"Now the tits," I said casually as I reached around and unfastened the top of my bikini.

"Whatever you say," Trent replied with a broad smile.

We actually ended up having quite a lot of fun having me pose topless, and then bottomless in a variety of locations on the boat. It made me feel sort of like a professional model I suppose, even if they were just snapshots on a cellphone.

"Now your turn," I announced as I grabbed the camera from his hand.

"But we both already know what I look like," Trent pointed out.

"Come on, it'll be fun," I insisted. "Take that shirt off lover and show me what you've got."

I shot a few pictures of Trent without his shirt on, looking pensively out at the water, or flexing his muscles. Then of course I had him take off his pants and probably focused on his cock a little too much but it was really hard and I was really fascinated by it. Finally we posed together and snapped a nude selfie with a nice view of the ocean behind us. And then of course we started fucking.

Trent hopped up on top of the cabin, or whatever you call it, and lay down with his legs draped over the side. I climbed up to join him and squatted over his prick before lowering myself down on it. I was facing away from him, with my legs in kind of a frog-like stance, as I leaned back and rested on my outstretched arms so that I lying on top of him but with some room in between us, like we were human bunk beds. Then Trent began to pump me below while he reached up and grabbed my tits.

"Oh, fuck baby, that's so good...that's so fucking good," I yelped.

"I think maybe I'm controlling this," he said suddenly.

"Of course you are, baby. You're fucking my tight little pussy with your big manly cock!"

"No, I mean I think I got us in this position. I saw it in a video once and I wanted to try it so I just got up here and you got up here and you seemed to just know what I wanted you to," he said, sounding a bit surprised.

"That's so awesome baby! I love that you want to fuck me this position! We're connected in so many ways right now," I said with a giggle.

"Yeah, I especially like being connected to you like this."

"I love it. I love it so much. And I love you so much darling! I love you, I love you, I love you," I practically shouted.

"Oh, honey, I love you more than you can know!" he shouted back in reply.

Then the boat started to sink.


CHAPTER 13:

We weren't aware of it right away, as we were both kind of busy fucking like crazy, but eventually it became rather obvious that the boat was filling up with water and that we were starting to capsize.

Needless to say we both kind of freaked out and I jumped off his cock and started looking around in a panic. I certainly wasn't making this happen, and I doubted that Trent was doing it, especially since he hadn't gotten his rocks off yet and was left hanging.

We looked around for a raft or some life jackets or something but we couldn't find anything. The boat was really listing pretty hard and it was difficult to remain upright without grabbing the rails. Suddenly I took Trent by the hand and told him to follow me. We both jumped into the water. We tried dog paddling to stay afloat but then I kissed him and dove under the waves, still holding his hand. A moment later we were both underwater, swimming effortlessly as if we had been born some kind of sea creatures.

I let go of his hand and we swam around in circles, and raced each other from one rock to another. It was absolutely fantastic. Not quite as fantastic as riding his cock on top of the cabin had been, but it was beautiful and surreal.

We ended up on some tiny island in the middle of the ocean and walked around naked for a while, exploring. It was a beautiful stranded on a deserted island fantasy and we made love twice; once on the beach and once in a pond below a waterfall, so my beloved Trent was able to get his rocks off a couple of times after we had been so rudely interrupted by our nautical disaster.

When the countdown brought us back to reality there was none of the awkward silence that we had experienced last time. We had come here knowing what we were hoping to accomplish, and we were both anxious to compare notes, but more than anything we were anxious to go home and fuck. I don't think either one of us had any doubt about that whatsoever.

On the way back to my place we went over everything that happened and it appeared that we had once again been sharing the same experience. Like me, he had kind of gone in and out of conscious awareness, but he knew that I had communicated with him and he felt like he had been more in control at times, rather than just being swept up in a scenario and acting out a part.

There was obviously something very strange, and powerful, and sort of wonderful going on between us. Forces at work that neither one of us could understand. That was exciting but kind of scary. I wasn't sure whether we had actually figured out a way to take control of the simulation from within it, or whether we were just being manipulated and brainwashed into believing something that simply wasn't true.

At the moment it really didn't matter what was driving our impulses. I had a powerful impulse to pull Trent's cock out of his pants and stick it in my mouth so that's exactly what I did as soon as we were home.

He was seated on the couch again but this time I had just gone straight to my knees in front of him and was bobbing my head up and down on his gorgeous manhood like a depraved woodpecker. Trent was moaning and I could feel the wetness in my panties from when I had ejaculated during the simulation and I tried to pretend that it was girly cum. I was pretty sure that my panties would have been wet at that moment even if I didn't have a cock.

Suddenly I was struck with an inspired thought. I stopped sucking and looked up at Trent, who seemed a little surprised by the abrupt interruption.

"You know...it's not just blowjobs I've been practicing," I said with a sly smile. "I have other toys that I put inside me in a different place."

"Oh, really?" he replied.

"Yes. I'm quite used to having large penis-shaped objects shoved up my ass, if that's something that might interest you at all," I volunteered.

"Well I just happen to have a large penis-shaped object that I would love to shove up your ass," he said very sweetly.

I hopped up from the floor and raced into the bedroom to grab my favorite lube. I slathered it around inside my ass and then ran back into the living room and gave Trent's pecker a nice coating. Then I pulled the back of my panties down and positioned myself so that my butt was over his prick, facing away from him, much like I had been on the boat prior to our coitus interruptus.

"You might have to guide it in, baby," I suggested. "I've never tried a crash landing like this."

Trent held his dick in place so that the dip was right on the opening of my anus and I slowly let myself slide down, aided greatly by the amount of lubrication I had employed.

"Oh, fuck!" I cried out.

"Are you okay?" Trent asked.

"Yeah, yeah. It's just that your penis-shaped object is a lot bigger than the penis-shaped object I practice with. But that's a good thing...I think."

Soon I was riding his penis-shaped object with reckless abandon and had decided that it was a very good thing, indeed.

"Oh, my God, Trent...you're fucking my ass!"

"Wasn't I supposed to?"

"Of course you were supposed to. I just mean, isn't it odd, I mean, I never in my wildest dreams imaged that someday you'd be sitting my couch and I'd be sitting on your cock...well, maybe in my wildest dreams, but, fuck, I don't know what I'm saying," I babbled.

"You don't have to say anything, honey, just enjoy the ride. I know I am."

In a dress, with my fake boobs sticking out in front of me and a man's cock deep inside me, I could almost lose myself completely in the illusion. Almost, but not quite. I positively ached to be the April of the simulation, not the guy named Doug with pretend tits and his dick bouncing up and down as he rode another man's dick.

"Oh, baby, I want to have a pussy you can fuck so bad! And I want titties you can grab and suck on. I want to be the way I am in that machine," I wailed.

"It doesn't matter. I'm inside you now. You are the same as you are in that machine. You just look a little different."

When Trent started to cum in my ass I actually started to cry. It was the closest I would ever come to being fucked by him, or any man, in real life. Still we had this, and we had the simulation...at least as long as they stayed in business. After that...who knows?

I convinced Trent to stay the night this time and I changed into some clean panties and a padded bra. We climbed in bed together and my brain starting jumping back and forth between thinking that maybe this would work, and thinking that this was a horrible idea that was bound to end in disaster.

Since Trent wasn't going home he grabbed his phone to quickly check and see if he had any messages. I noticed that he was staring at the thing for the longest time with the strangest expression on his face.

"Did you forget about a hot date you had planned?" I teased.

Trent just shook his head slowly and turned the phone so that I could see it. My jaw hit the floor and I felt like I was going to faint, or something. Clear as day there was the nude selfie of the two of us posing on the boat.


CHAPTER 14:

All of the pictures were there. I was April. The April I always was in the simulation. We had pictures of someone who didn't really exist, taken on a virtual phone, that didn't really exist, during a fantasy that didn't really exist, produced by some sort of computer technology. Yet somehow the pictures were on Trent's very real phone in the very real world.

"What...the fuck...is going on?" Trent asked very, very, slowly.

"I have no idea," I replied a little absentmindedly as I stared at the pictures of myself like some sort of narcissist.

"I get the distinct feeling that somebody, or something, wants us to be a couple."

"Yeah, I know what you mean."

"You know if you're like some kind of a witch, or from another planet, or you got exposed to radiation and now you have all these mental powers it's fine to tell me. I won't love you any less."

"No, I don't think I'm any of those things, but did you just say that you loved me?" I asked in surprise.

"Isn't it obvious?"

"I don't know. I thought maybe you were just one of those bi-curious guys getting a kinky thrill out of a little taboo sex or something."

"How could you think that?" said Trent, sounding genuinely hurt.

"Because I'm confused and freaked out. Every time I think I might be getting a handle on the situation there's some new thing making it all the more confusing. You have pictures on your cellphone that we pretended to shoot during a virtual reality simulation. And that's not a picture of me with fake boobs. Those are real boobs! And look at that pussy picture!"

"Yeah, I really like that one."

"That's not what I was getting at, but thank you."

"Honey, I love you. I love you with real boobs or fake ones. I love you with a pussy or without one. If you need the surgery to make you feel more complete as a woman I'll help you pay for it. I'll be in your corner every step of the way. But if you want to be with me this way, that's fine, too. It's so painfully fucking obvious that we're meant to be together. Now how do you feel?" he asked as he looked at me very closely.

"Oh, baby, I love you so much and I want to be with you any way that I can that might make you happy. Why are you so fucking good to me?" I said as tears started forming in my eyes.

"Well I don't want the people from your planet coming down here and messing me up because I jilted their princess or whatever. You've got some amazing powers, honey, and I don't just mean your power to drive me wild with lust. I figure I better treat you right all of the time...just in case," he said with a grin as he wiped the first tear from my cheek just as it began to roll down.

We forgot about the strange pictures for a while and just made out. I didn't know that I totally believed that the universe wanted us to be in love, but I knew that I sure did.

While we were fooling around Trent stuck a hand down the back of my panties and finger fucked my asshole for a while, which was nice, and then I started to stroke his cock, which was nice, and then he started to stroke my cock, which was kind of freaky.

"Hey, what are you doing?" I asked.

"I'm just playing with your pussy," he replied.

"I don't have a pussy...sadly," I reminded him.

"Well, it's kind of like a big clit if you think about it."

"Look, I'm not hung like you but it's definitely too big for a clit," I said with a laugh.

"Yeah, but does it feel good when I stroke it?"

"Sure but..."

"Then it's your clit."

So we ended up jacking each other off, and I ended up changing into yet another clean pair of panties. Then we pretty much just cuddled and snuggled up until we both fell asleep. It had been a very long night with a lot of emotional ups and downs. I was falling asleep in my lover's arms for the first time. The first of what I hoped would be many times.


CHAPTER 15:

Going to work as Doug and having to see Trent had been a little tricky for me to handle from the first time I had sucked his cock. I would have been happy to slip off to a supply closet for a repeat performance but I didn't want to feel like Doug when I did it, I wanted to feel like April, and for me that required at least some camouflage to make me comfortable. Now I felt much better about being around him in my old image, but I still wasn't planning to drag him off for a lunchtime quickie.

I knew absolutely nothing about sex changes, or gender reassignment as it's called these days, but I started learning as much as I could. The first thing I learned was that it took a long time. The second thing I learned was that it was really expensive. That kind of got me discouraged but I needed to learn a whole lot more before seriously contemplating a step of that type.

Trent and I were dating pretty regularly now, like any other couple I suppose, although I was always a little worried that someone who knew us would see us. I hated feeling so ashamed of myself when Trent didn't seem to be ashamed to be seen with me at all, but I couldn't help feeling the way I did.

Our trips to the simulator were always together now. My days of being a virtual "bad girl" were over. The only realistic adventures I wanted disseminated were scenarios where I was April and Trent was there to make love to me. Then we would go home and make love for real, any way that we could think of doing it.

And then one day it seemed like my whole world was going to be turned upside down. We had gone to RAD on a date night, as usual, but as we were signing in at the front desk we were told that the place would be closing tomorrow in order to "relocate" to some undetermined location so everything was on sale if we wanted to book a longer experience than usual. I tried not to cry but I was really shaken by the thought that this would very possibly be the last time I would ever be April in the form that I knew so well and loved. Since it probably was going to be the last we took advantage of the sale and booked the longest session we had ever done.

When I was hooked up with my helmet, and seated in my chair, I tried to concentrate on being with Trent but I was finding it difficult. My mind just kept fighting me. All I could think about was how sad I was that I'd never be this April again. The times that Trent and I shared in this virtual world were always so magical, not that we didn't make our own magic in real life, but in many ways it was only here that I felt like I was my real self. The woman I was supposed to be.

It was a bumpy start and I found myself in the middle of a desert on a very empty-looking road. Trent was nowhere to be seen so I couldn't try and talk to him. At least I was April. I wanted as much time in this body as possible.

I started walking and as I did vultures seemed to be circling around me overhead. They would occasionally swoop down, but not to attack me. Instead they would pluck at my clothing and pull a piece away until I was left with nothing but my panties on. At first I tried to scare them away, but eventually I just gave up and let them strip me. I had no idea where I was going or where this road might lead but I just kept walking and walking.

A couple of times I thought I heard Trent's voice calling me from way off in the distance somewhere, but I could never make out what he was saying or even what direction the voice was coming from. I tried calling out to him but there was no response.

Great, I thought...my last time in the simulator and I'm spending it walking half naked through the desert being picked at by vultures. Even at the discounted rate it didn't seem like much of a bargain.

At least I knew that I was in the simulator and I knew that Trent was in it too, somewhere. I still had that much awareness, for all the good it was doing me. I needed to be with him like this one last time and I wasn't going to be stopped. If I truly had some kind of special mental powers now was the time to use them.

Suddenly the desert was gone. Now I was walking down a crowded street in some big city. I was still only wearing my panties but I didn't stop walking. When I first realized where I was I had tried to cover my boobs with my hands but after a while I just let my arms swing freely as I walked, proud to display my female breasts to anyone who cared to look, and I got plenty of strange looks, indeed. There were some catcalls and lewd comments but it didn't bother me in the slightest. I even stopped and took my panties off and threw them in a trashcan. Fuck it, I thought. This is who I am. Who I really am. I might not always look this way but I knew that I would always feel this way for the rest of my life.

Then I found myself walking into a tall office building that I didn't know from anywhere. I took the elevator all the way up to the top and walked out onto the roof. I started looking around, as if somehow I could spot Trent from this high vantage point, but that seemed pretty ridiculous. Everyone below just looked like little dots. I stood up on the railing and nobody tried to stop me. I stretched out my arms like I was on a diving board at a swimming pool and then hurled myself off the building.

Instead of falling down, or even breaking into level flight, I found myself floating upwards. I didn't seem to have any control over it so I just let the currents carry me higher and higher into the sky until I was reaching the edge of the atmosphere. When I punched through and found myself in space, surrounded by stars, I was no longer floating, I was walking along a rickety-looking bridge that was nothing but slats of wood hanging in the sky by no visible means of support. I wasn't naked anymore, either, I was wearing a long reddish backless dress, that probably would have looked very nice at a cocktail party, but seemed wildly impractical for walking in space.

When I reached the end of the bridge, or walkway, or whatever it was, I stood looking up at the billions of stars in the sky and realized that my personal desire to have a pussy probably seemed pretty inconsequential when looked at from a larger perspective. Who was I to question what nature had given me? And yet I couldn't stop wishing for it. Maybe it was selfish. Maybe it was even shallow to not accept my body as it was handed to me. But I truly believed with all my heart that a mistake had been made and that this was who I was meant to be, and that Trent was meant to be my partner in life. My husband, someday, and the father of my children.

Then I saw the sky churning and swirling like a whirlpool and I felt the greatest sense of peace I had ever known. My lover was calling me and I could hear him now. I had no idea where in this vast twinkling universe he might be but I knew that my heart would guide me so I walked to the last plank on the ethereal path and stepped off into the darkness.


CHAPTER 16:

This time I had no sensation of floating or flying or falling at all. It was more like I had simply stepped through a door and now I was in a vast empty space with no definable features save one. The only one that mattered. Trent was standing there and I ran to his arms.

"Where have you been? I've been looking for you everywhere," he said as I clung to him tightly and tried not to weep.

"I've been trying so hard to find you, but I just kept going nowhere," I said.

"I don't know how much time we have left."

"Then make love to me now, for God's sake. Make love to me like it's the last time."

I still had my red dress on but I had nothing on underneath it. Trent was already naked and he simply lifted me up and propped me down on his raging hard on. I threw my arms around his neck and started to kiss him as I rode his cock up and down while he supported me with his arms.

I was afraid that I might fall if I let go of his neck but I did it anyway so that I could pull the straps of my dress down from my shoulders and expose my bare breasts.

"Will you always love me?" I asked breathlessly.

"Of course," he replied.

"Even if I don't have these tits?"

"Yes, you know I will. When I'm inside you I'm part of you, no matter how I get there. And you're inside my head and my heart all the time, which means we're always a part of each other."

"Trent, I'm scared. Something feels funny. Something feels wrong. I feel like something is happening to me," I said in a panicky voice.

"I'm here darling. I won't let anything bad happen to you."

My brain felt like it was spinning out of control. I was caught up in the sensual delight of copulating with my lover, yet fighting some powerful feeling that I feared but couldn't define. And I was desperately trying to prolong this bliss, while worrying that our time would end before Trent had cum.

When I heard the countdown I panicked and started jerking my ass as fast as I could possibly make it go. He had to finish. I had to have his cum in my pussy one more time. This was a really crappy way to end what had been such a beautiful saga.

We didn't make it. No matter how fast or hard I rode him he just didn't finish. I knew I would have to take care of him as soon as we got home. At least I could do that much, one way or the other. Maybe it wasn't the worst thing in the world to a guy to have a girlfriend who only did oral and anal. It kind of made me stand out from the crowd in that respect.

When the helmet was removed and I focused my vision I could see that Trent had already gotten out of the chair and was standing in front of me grinning like an idiot. I had no idea why, since I had just hung him out to dry, but when I stood up I realized that my top was sticking out a lot more than it should. I always wore rather tasteful breast forms that didn't make me look like a drag queen, but I could see at a glance that my shirt was practically bursting.

Then I noticed that my panties were wet, as usual, but there was something missing. There was no sticky cock wedged in there. There was no cock at all. I sort of stumbled over to Trent who caught me.

"Is this real?" I whispered.

"Well, lately I've been having some difficulty sorting that whole question out but as far as I can tell this is as real as it gets," he said, continuing to smile broadly.

"But how?"

"I don't know, honey, but I guess you really do have some pretty awesome powers. You willed yourself right into a new body. And what a body it is. Although your tits look a little bigger than I remembered them," he said with a laugh. "Not that I'm complaining."

He took my hand and we walked out of that building, presumably for the last time ever. I wasn't really thinking about that at the moment. I was trying to figure out what the hell had happened to me and how it had happened.

When we got in the car I pulled out my breast forms and gave a sigh of relief. My bra was already too small for my new tits and with those silicone pads in there too it was pretty snug, to say the least.

"Did you know it was going to end this way?" asked Trent as we drove along.

"No, I had no idea. I couldn't concentrate. I couldn't focus my thoughts like I had been doing."

"Well you must have been thinking a whole lot about having real tits because it looks like you thought yourself into a nice pair."

"Didn't anybody notice me changing right there in the room?"

"I doubt it. You walked in looking like a woman and you walked out looking like a woman. I noticed right away, but I kind of know you better."

"Oh, honey, you must be so horny right now. You didn't get to finish. Do you want to pull over so that I can blow you? Or I could give you a hand job while you drive," I suggested.

"Baby, I can wait until we're home. Yes, I'm horny as hell, but I know my girl will take good care of me all night long," he said as he touched my knee.

"Oh, I will, darling, I promise I will! Tonight and any other night you want me."

When we reached my place I literally ran for the door and left it open behind me so that Trent could follow me in at a more civilized pace. My clothes went flying everywhere and I was totally nude in no time at all. Then I ran and stood in front of mirror, jumping up and down and clapping my hands like a little girl who just found out that she was getting a pony for her birthday. Well, this was my birthday, in a way, and I was getting something much better than a pony.

"I have a pussy, I have a pussy," I sang merrily as I danced around the room naked.

"I think maybe all of that mental strain of manipulating the universe has left you a little loopy," Trent said with a laugh as he watched me hopping and skipping around, shaking my boobs and my ass and shimmying my shoulders.

"Oh, who cares?" I cried. "If it left me a dumb bimbo it was price worth paying!"

"Now that's something I don't think you'll ever be, darling, but I'm just thrilled to see you so happy...and so naked," said Trent as he started to strip off his own clothes.

Once he was bare he scooped me up in his arms and carried me off to the bedroom. When he placed me on top of the bed I pulled my legs back and grabbed my ankles.

"Come and fuck my new pussy, baby. Break me in. And don't worry about being too gentle. I want to give it a proper test drive," I said in April's most sultry voice, that I realized was now my own forever.

Trent was on me in a flash and his cock found the mark with incredibly accuracy. I swooned as I felt him enter my pussy for the first time...in this plane of existence anyway.

"It's even better, it's even better, honey! I didn't think that would be possible," I gushed as he began to thrust away between my legs.

"It is better. It's better because it's real," he said.

"Is this real?" I asked again.

"I think so, but at the moment I'm not going to worry about it. I'm just going to give your pussy that test drive you wanted."


CHAPTER 17:

Apparently it was real. It was so real that the whole world didn't notice the change. When I went to work on Monday morning, scared shitless trying to figure out how I was going to explain this, I found to my amazement that I didn't have to. It was as if Doug Crawford had never existed and April Crawford had always worked here doing his job. Even the nameplate on my desk proclaimed me as April, not Doug.

Everyone who knew me before now seemed to know me as April. Only Trent knew that I had changed, but I suppose that made some kind of sense, if anything about this did. I never would have gotten here without his love and support. And we were linked in some way that appeared to go beyond the normal bonds of friendship or even affection.

That crazy simulator must have unlocked something in my brain, I figured. Some untapped, and unknown resource that could alter the very molecular structure of my being. It appeared that maybe I really had "thought" my breasts into growing and "willed" my vagina into existence. It was the best theory I had going so far anyway.

Of course there was always the possibility that when I stepped off that bridge and landed virtually in Trent's arms that I had landed in a different universe. A parallel universe or alternative reality of some kind. A world where everything was exactly the same except that I had always been a woman instead of a man. Which of those theories was the crazier I wasn't sure. Nothing made total sense to me about any of it, but I wasn't about to rock the boat.

Then there was Trent. He always tried to make it sound like I was the one with the special powers. Yet he was the one who pushed me so hard to try that simulator in the first place. And he seemed to know immediately that I was lying about my first virtual experience as a woman, even though I don't think I was being all that obvious about it. And he never flinched for a second when I told him all my dirty little secrets. He was the one who suggested that we go out together while I was dressed like April. He didn't even bat an eye when I suggested that I suck his cock, even though he knew I was just a man in a dress. And perhaps most surprising of all, he really didn't seem that surprised when he saw that I had completely transformed into a woman.

I wondered whether he was somehow the secret architect of all of this. But why in the world would he want to do that? He wasn't a guy who had trouble getting dates. There had to be much easier ways of coming up with a steady girlfriend.

Shakespeare had coined the phrase "star-crossed lovers" to describe Romeo and Juliet and how fate had conspired to keep them apart, despite the power of their love. I wondered whether there was an opposite of that. Some power of fate that removed any obstacle in order to bring two lovers together.

Eventually I stopped looking for an answer and just accepted my new reality with a full and grateful heart. I was one with my true love and with my true self. What did it really matter how I got that way?

Even so, on an especially starry night, I would sometimes find myself staring up at the sky, as I had done that final time in the simulator, although standing on solid ground and not a shaky, precarious, platform. Then I would look up at the stars and ask "Is this real?" The stars never answered but I knew the answer already. It was real enough for me.


AUTHOR'S NOTES:

Not really sure what inspired this one. I think I was in sort of a "Twilight Zone" mood and wanted a story that was a little mysterious where the ending was hard to explain in terms of reality. I'm always interested in dreams, whether occurring naturally or artificially induced, and the future of artificial intelligence and virtual reality will always be linked to erotic fantasy in some way. If you're going to simulate something on an extremely realistic and visceral level I think most people would want that simulation to involve sex.

Sometimes you want to get under the hood and explain the science or the technology or even the supernatural rules that are at play in the story but I kind of liked the ambiguity this time. Did April really will herself into being a woman or did they just end up in a parallel universe? How much did the simulator have to do with any of this? Were unnatural forces or powers behind it all for some reason? Or was it just a matter of love conquers all? I think I like that answer the best, but I'm a hopeless romantic. Your results may vary.
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