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CHAPTER 1:

Growing up with a witch as a childhood friend definitely has its advantages. Of course it comes with a few drawbacks as well, I suppose, but maybe that depends on how you look at it. And to be absolutely accurate, which I wish to be, she was only a "partial" witch. That meant that somewhere in her family history there had been a witch, so she was 1/16th witch, or 1/20th witch or something like that, I've never quite been sure what the exact figure was. Anyway, that's only relevant in the sense that each generation of witch that got "watered down" with normal blood lost a little of the ability to perform spells and whatnot.

Her name was Nykki and we were the same age and lived next door to each other, which meant that we were bound to be friends, even if she was a girl and I was boy. Our parents were good buddies, too, so it was only natural that we would grow up together.

Nykki had some magic ability, but a lot of it was what you might call parlor tricks, or things a decent magician could do with enough practice and the right apparatus. She even had a magic wand, although it was rather small and looked more like a lipstick tube or something. There was no "Harry Potter" thing going on as she didn't have to say anything to make it work, she just had to think the spell and point the tube in the right direction. As I said, most of her magic was pretty simple and harmless but she did have one big trick up her sleeve. She could change a boy into a girl.

As children she frequently enjoyed using this power over me, sometimes with my consent, and sometimes not. It seemed unfair to me that she couldn't change girls into boys, but she always insisted that she couldn't. It wouldn't have been so bad if she could have become a boy when I wanted to play army or something but it never worked like that. I was the one who always ended up playing house, or Barbie, or joining her tea parties and so on.

It usually involved some dressing up, as well, which was always the most embarrassing part, but what could I do?  She had a very strong personality, much stronger than mine, and a way of making everything seem so fun and exciting that I usually found myself getting swept up in her crazy all-girl adventures.

Naturally we had to keep it secret so it was always done behind closed doors or sometimes up in our tree houses. We each had a very nice tree house and they were situated quite close to each other so that we could look out and wave if we were both in our private little homes in the sky. We always wanted our fathers to build some kind of a bridge between them but we were assured that it posed a major engineering challenge that was beyond their grasp and budget, and it probably was.

Now if you're going to play with dolls with the girl next door you certainly don't have to be a girl, or even dress like one, but since Nykki had that power it seemed kind of silly not to use it. Magic always seemed very exciting to me and it made me feel like less of a sissy for doing such girly things if I was a girl at the time.

One time, when we were a little older, there was a carnival at a local church and somehow Nykki talked me into going with her as a girl. I just wore my usual jeans and t-shirt and she changed me into a female in a little concealed area in the parking lot when we got there.

We were still pretty young so I don't know that I looked all that different than a boy, other than facially and the length of my hair, but I did have some rather perky breasts that made my shirt stick out a tiny bit on the top, and that made me very nervous. I certainly didn't need a bra, and my shirt was thick enough that my nipples didn't stick out or anything, but I still felt like everyone in the world was staring at my chest.

It was the first time I had been out in public as a girl and it made my knees shake at first. It really meant nothing and made no difference at all but I knew who I really was and lived in fear that someone would recognize me and think I was the biggest sissy who ever lived.

We played some games and went on some rides and pretty soon I stopped worrying about being discovered for the most part. My name is Kyle but Nykki always called me Tiffany whenever I was a girl so I kind of got used to the name. It was sort of fun being two different people. It was my secret identity. It was like a lot of things that kids do for no good reason. We knew we probably shouldn't be doing it so we enjoyed doing it for that reason alone.

Having done this sort of body changing for years I learned the physical difference between boys and girls at an early age but it didn't have much significance to me as a child. I knew that there was a sort of "pocket" where my penis usually was but that was the main difference and it didn't seem like that big of a deal to me. Until my voice changed I sounded pretty much the same either way. It was having those budding breasts that was definitely a difference I took note of. Nykki was always going on about wishing her breasts would grow faster, although I wasn't sure why that was so important at first, and I guess she didn't have a spell for that.

As we got a little older yet I began to understand the significance of male and female anatomical differences better and we both discovered an interest in members of the opposite sex. Not each other, for some reason, but that wasn't all that unusual for such close, platonic, friends. Nykki was a girl who was my friend, not my girlfriend. That distinction became reinforced when we both started dating other people.

Nykki was the youngest of three children and had a brother, Greg, who was the oldest, and a sister, Pam, who was in the middle. I'd always had a little crush on Pam but I never presumed to do anything about it. She was an older woman, by two years at least, and when you're young that's a pretty big age gap to hurdle, not that Pam showed the slightest interest in me anyway.

Nykki seemed to have a crush on a different boy just about every week, but that was so Nykki. She was cute as a button and bold and sassy and she could wrap just about any guy in school around her little finger if she wanted to. A number of my male friends were always prodding me to "set them up" or put in a "good word" for them, since they knew we were buddies, but they were all doomed to heartbreak at this point as Nykki never stayed true to any one boy for too long.

For much of our high school years we sort of drifted apart. It was kind of weird to have a girl for a close friend who wasn't a girlfriend, and those girls that I did go out with always resented Nykki and were jealous. Even though I assured them that we were just friends Nykki's reputation had only grown over the years and she seemed like a serious threat, especially living right next door to me.

It was the summer that we graduated from high school that we sort of reconnected and it was nice to hang out more often again. There was a lot of catching up to do and fortunately it was as if we'd never been apart. We were just linked in a way that's hard to explain and I had missed that sense of danger and spontaneity that always surrounded any adventure with Nykki.

So when she suggested that it was time for me to be a girl again I had a hard time refusing.


CHAPTER 2:

"Why do you want me to be a girl so bad?" I asked as we sat in one of our old tree houses, just for the heck of it.

"Because I need a gal pal. I need a partner in crime. Most of the girls around here hate me," she explained.

"Well you do have kind of a reputation as a home wrecker," I pointed out.

"I just like boys. You know it's never anything serious with me."

"Sure, I know that, but it probably seems pretty serious to the girlfriends of those boys you like. And you're kind of...different," I said as gently as I could.

"What's that supposed to mean?" she snapped.

"You have a very big personality. You come on pretty strong. And let's face it, you're kind of...unconventional in a number of ways. You're a witch, for one thing."

"Nobody knows that except you," she objected.

"Yeah, I know, but that just makes you seem all the more unconventional. I've known you all of my life so I'm totally cool with it but some people may have a harder time getting to know you well enough to be friends," I suggested.

"Which is exactly why I need you more than ever. You're my BFF. You're exactly the kind of a chick I'd want to go party with."

"Except for the fact that I'm not a chick."

"You could be," said Nykki devilishly as she waved her little wand around.

"What did you have in mind, exactly?" I inquired suspiciously.

"I thought we'd start with something really, really easy. I'm going to tell my family that I'm going to the movies with my friend Tiffany, and then you're going to come to my house and meet my family, and then we'll go to the movies, or get something to eat or whatever."

"You're crazy! Your family will recognize me!" I cried in alarm.

"No, they won't, but you'll be scared that they will the whole time and that will make it exciting. It'll be like when we went to that carnival. No one will recognize you but the thought that they might will be a real buzz. Plus my parents will be thrilled that I have a new female friend who seems so down-to-earth and normal so whenever I say I'm going somewhere with Tiffany they'll be totally cool with it," said Nykki, making it all sound quite logical.

"Yeah, I suppose that wouldn't be so hard to do. But I'm not wearing a dress!"

"Of course you're not. If we looked all slutty my dad wouldn't let me out of the house. We'll just look like two, average, teenage girls going out to see a flick. It'll be fun, trust me."

Having agreed to the plan it became a matter of logistics. I would need something to wear but it couldn't just be from Nykki's closet because her family might recognize those clothes and that would be kind of weird. Nykki actually went out and bought me a pair of female jeans and a top. She even picked up a shoulder bag for me so that I'd look all the more convincing. The underwear and shoes were from her own collection.

She slipped out the back door when no one was looking and met me in her tree house. Then she zapped me with her wand, as she had done so many times before, and suddenly I was every inch the teenage girl she wanted me to be.

"Now strip and get into your working clothes," she instructed.

"While you watch?" I asked in a much different voice.

"We're both girls now, silly. You've got nothing to be bashful about. That's it, get that shirt off. Let's see those hooters."

I'm not sure how big boobs have to be to qualify as hooters but they sure were bigger than I was used to on my own body. Nykki was impressed and helped me get into my bra, which was a little tight since Nykki wasn't quite as buxom as I was. Soon I was fully clad as a female and Nykki applied the finishing touch by adding a little tasteful lip gloss. Then I was supposed to wait for about 10 minutes and then come to her front door. I felt the total fool but there was something kind of kinky about feeling a bra and panties under my clothes.

Nykki slipped back into the house and I kept track of the time on my phone, which I tossed in my shoulder bag, just to have something to put in there. I was going to keep my wallet and keys in my pants pocket but these jeans were insanely tight and there really wasn't much room for such things so into the bag they went as well.

When the time came I nervously rang the doorbell and Nykki's mother answer it. Stark terror chilled my bones as I waited for her to laugh or ask if we were going to a costume party or something but instead she just greeted me warmly and invited me in.

"Nice place you have," I offered, trying to sound like a total stranger.

"Thank you," said Nykki's mom. "Do you live around here?"

"The other side of town," I said, thinking on my feet, "but we both go to the same school. Well, went to the same school before graduation."

We chatted pleasantly about my plans for college and the weather and I don't even remember what else while I thought I was going to melt or a bolt of lightning was going to strike me down. I said hello to her dad when he passed by but I was relieved that Pam was nowhere in sight. Not that I ever expected to get anywhere with her but I hated the thought that she would ever see me like this, so emasculated and effeminate.

Her brother Greg strolled by on his way to the kitchen and stopped in his tracks as soon as he saw me. I was sure the jig was up but he just came over and introduced himself.

"Hey there, I'm Greg," he said pleasantly as he stuck out his hand.

"Oh, I know...I mean, I knew that Nykki had a brother named Greg. I'm Tiffany," I said, trying not to swallow my tongue.

"Nice to meet you Tiffany. Hope we see more of you around here. Hey Nykki! Your friend is here!" Greg called up.

"I'm coming, I'm coming," Nykki yelled in reply.

"She's never on time for anything," Greg joked. "Well, have a good time, whatever it is you're planning to do."

"We're just going to the movies," I said.

"Really? I'm not doing anything. Maybe I could tag along."

"No, no, no," said Nykki, rescuing me from my own personal hell. "Ladies only. Besides, we're going to see a total chick flick that your friends would think you were gay for seeing."

Nykki seemed determined to drag things out by forgetting something that she had to get or pulling her parents into some sort of pointless discussion but we finally said our farewells and headed for the door.

"Have fun girls, don't be out too late," said Nykki's mom as we made out escape at last.

I was gasping for air as we got outside and worried that I was going to faint.

"Do you think I got away with it?" I panted.

"Of course you got away with it, why wouldn't you? I said you were my friend Tiffany, who else would you be?" she said with a laugh. "Now tell the truth, did you get a kick from that?"

"It was kind of a rush," I admitted.

"Told you so. Now let's get to that movie. It starts in 15 minutes and I don't want to miss the beginning. I don't know why you had to chat everybody up in there," she teased as we jumped in my car and took off for the multiplex.

When we got to there I assumed that Nykki would be in hurry to get seated but she grabbed my arm and pulled me aside.

"Hey, let's find a couple of cute guys and flirt with them and get them to sit with us," she suggested.

"No...fucking...way!" I answered as firmly as I could.

"Hey, you're supposed to be fun," she whined.

"I'm as fun as I'm going to be tonight. Let's just go watch the movie."


CHAPTER 3:

I did have fun. Even the soppy chick flick was kind of fun. It was one of those things that sort of tugged at your heartstrings before delivering a happy ending and I confess I was into enough to shed a tear or two like everyone else. That's just the way those movies are designed.

And I did get a kick out of pulling the wool over Nykki's family's eyes. They had known me forever and didn't seem to have a clue who I was. It was a lot like going to that carnival and leading a secret double life...only my breasts were a lot bigger this time.

Nykki didn't press me for a repeat performance for a while so I kind of hoped that she had given up on the idea but as it turned out she was just planning something a little grander.

"Okay, here's the next phase of the operation," Nykki began. "My parents are going to be out of the house on Friday night and my brother and sister have dates so we can work from there without interruption. We're going to get dressed up and look totally hot and go to this party I've been invited to. We're going to flirt with boys and we're going to dance and you're going to have the time of your life."

I won't bother recounting the details of our argument over the subject because I lost, as usual, and for some reason agreed to go along with her ridiculous scheme. She could flirt with boys and dance all she wanted, as far as I was concerned. I could drink and sit in a corner and screw around on my phone until Nykki got bored and wanted to go home. We couldn't stay too late anyway since we had to get back ahead of her family and make the transition so it seemed fairly safe.

Since no one at that party would likely recognize her clothes we just raided her closet and I couldn't believe some of the stuff she had in there. Cut-off jeans that were cut so short there was hardly any material left, tiny little tops that might barely cover your boobs...totally trashy slut gear that I could never imagine her parents letting her wear. Either she snuck out of the house in this stuff or changed into it later I thought.

Fortunately we were just going to a normal old party so she didn't try to foist any of that hooker crap on me. I ended up in a dress that was kind of light and silky while Nykki donned a skirt and top. We looked pretty respectable, I thought, but I did get a more serious makeover as far as cosmetics and hair were concerned. I had to admit that the dress was incredibly comfortable and the fabric felt great on my skin. Nykki had purchased me my own bra, which fit a lot better, and she made me practice putting it on and taking it off until I seemed to know how to do it without too much fumbling.

It sort of seemed like Nykki was putting me through chick boot camp or something, and in a way I suppose she was. She obviously had this silly idea that I would come to embrace these opportunities to explore my female side and together we would sail around having all sorts of gal pal adventures, whatever that entailed. It was the way she referred to this as the "next phase of the operation" that made me nervous. Hopefully it was just a figure of speech.

Nykki could probably be called a bad influence on me in a lot of ways. Not that she was a bad person or that we did anything really bad, like robbing a liquor store, but she got me to try my first cigarette, gave me my first taste of booze, and turned me on to weed. None of these things had gone past the point of gentle vices but her idea of fun didn't usually include church socials or joining a book club.

When we got to the party I almost chickened out but after going to all of the trouble of getting made up like this I figured I might as well at least go in. It was a backyard barbecue kind of a thing with a bunch of kids milling around drinking beer from plastic cups. With Nykki you just never knew. I half expected it to be a meeting of the Hellfire Club or something.

Nykki knew a lot of boys there, not surprisingly, and those she didn't know she seemed determined to meet. She dragged me around for a while and introduced me to her various male friends, some of whom I knew as well. It's a funny thing when someone you know and went to school with talks to you like you were a total stranger. It kind of gave me a little feeling of power because I knew all about them and they thought they didn't know me at all. It was also amusing to see how much bullshit some guys would sling in an effort to impress a girl. Everybody padded their resume and tried to make themselves seem more interesting and accomplished than they actually were. I'd never once done that with a girl. Maybe that's why I never had too much luck in dating.

I had to do a little fibbing myself because I couldn't very well claim that I had gone to the same school with these people. They would wonder why they never saw me or start asking questions about whether I had a certain teach for a certain class so I made up a small private school that I had allegedly attended. I figured that would keep me from getting caught in any major slip of the tongue.

"Hey, I really like the way you do your hair. You want to dance?" asked Henry Malone, the shortstop on my old Little League team.

"I don't know how," I replied.

"That's okay, neither do I!"

Henry grabbed my hand and led me to a patch of grass where people were sort of grooving to the music coming through the speakers that were set up on the patio. I was just trying to brush him off but Henry wasn't kidding, he really didn't know how to dance. He just kind of flopped around and swung his arms back and forth. I wasn't exactly a Rockette but I had some natural rhythm and I could at least move to the beat.

"You're pretty good," said Henry.

"Thanks."

I wanted to compliment him in return but I just couldn't bring myself to say the words. Mercifully the song ended and I made up some excuse for retreating and tried to disappear for a while. I'd always enjoyed dancing and in this dress it was kind of cool the way the skirt sort of twirled around as I moved. My body seemed to move differently, too, especially my hips, and I figured that I wouldn't mind trying it again if I could find a little better partner.

"Hi there. Enjoying the party?"

I looked up and saw a tall boy with a nice smile that I didn't seem to know from anywhere.

"I haven't been here very long," I said.

"Can I get you something to eat?"

"No, thanks. I'm not all that hungry."

"How about a drink?"

"Well, sure, I guess."

I wasn't used to having strange guys offer to serve me food and beverage but there was no reason to be rude. He returned pretty soon with two drinks and pulled up a chair next to where I was sitting.

"I don't go to parties all that often but sometimes you need to get out and meet new people. My name's Edward, by the way, but everybody calls me Ed or Eddie."

"Pleased to meet you Eddie. My name's Tiffany."

"It's funny, but if I say that to a guy they almost always call me Ed but if I say that to a girl they almost always call me Eddie," he said with laugh.

"Eddie's cuter. Ed's your pal you eat pizza with. Eddie brings you flowers," I joked.

"I'm afraid I only brought you a beer. Maybe the flowers can be for next time."

Holy fuck, I thought, I'm flirting with a guy...and not doing too bad, either. There was that feeling of power again, although in a very different way. This guy obviously wasn't a waiter going around asking everyone if they wanted something eat, he was interested in me and wanted an excuse to spark up a conversation. He wasn't going to go jump off a bridge if I blew him off but he would judge this encounter as a success or a failure based on how far he got. I could make his day or bum him out. I could string him along or cut him off short. It was kind of an awesome power that probably shouldn't be taken lightly, but on the other hand, it was just freaking party talk.

"Are you the kind of guy who brings a girl flowers?" I asked.

"I've been known to," he said.

"Then you're definitely an Eddie."

"You know it's kind of noisy here, with that music blasting. Would you like to maybe take a little walk where we could talk better?" he suggested.

"Sure, I'm not crazy about shouting all night."


CHAPTER 4:

So Eddie and I took a little stroll in the moonlight. I think I may have come across as a bit of a smart ass because I tended to make a joke out of almost everything. I suppose I didn't want this to seem serious at all and I had to be careful about what I said since I didn't really exist.

It didn't seem to matter that much what we were saying, we were just talking for the sake of it. About half way through our journey he took my hand, and I let him. It was kind of sweet just walking hand-in-hand like that with a boy I had just met. Before we made it back to the party Eddie stopped and looked at me.

"You know, there's something kind of different about you, and I mean that in a good way," he said. "I came over to talk to you, once I worked up the nerve, because I think you're totally gorgeous, but getting to know you even a little bit, like this, makes me see how special you really are."

I could feel myself falling for it, hook, line, and sinker. He thought I was totally gorgeous and really special! I mean, who wouldn't want to hear something like that? When he leaned over to kiss me I kissed him right back. It was nice. I didn't hear bells ringing and fireworks didn't go off but I didn't bend over and vomit on the sidewalk like I thought I might.

We went back to the party and danced for a bit but I really did need to see what Nykki was up to. Eddie said he'd like to see me again sometime and I said that might be cool. He wanted my contact info but I told him I didn't give that out too freely so he gave me his instead and tried to make me promise that I'd contact him. I promised I'd think about it. Nykki was Nykki. She had already made out with three different guys but she was seriously impressed by my modest tally and wanted all the details.

"You've got to set up an email address so you can keep in touch with all the guys you like," Nykki suggested.

"I don't like any guys I just said I went for a walk with a guy and we kissed," I reminded her.

"And maybe get one of those disposable phones, like the drug dealers use? You just record a message when you're female and have it ring through to voice mail. That way you can give your number out and screen all your calls and only talk to the dudes you really want to talk to."

"You're not listening to me, as usual," I sighed.

"Why are you still trying to fight the inevitable forces of nature?" Nykki said as she rolled her eyes. "You're obviously good at being a girl. You're flirting, and dancing, and kissing all over the place. If you had come here as Kyle you would have just nursed a beer for a couple of hours, stared at some chicks you would have thought of as out of your league, and gone home and jacked off, am I right?"

"I might have had a couple of beers," I offered lamely.

"You need to have your eyes opened, baby girl. I mean really opened wide. I'll bet you're having more fun at this party than any party you've been to in ages, if ever. We just have to get your over the last hurdle. I think we'll have to accelerate your training."

So it was female boot camp. I guess there was no surprise in that. I took Nykki's advice and set up an email address for Tiffany and even bought a cheap, pay-as-you-go, phone that I could discard as soon as I came to my senses. Nykki did a quick change on me and I recorded a chipper little message for the voice mail and now I was all set with some sort of female identity.

Apparently the next part of my training involved dressing in some really sexy clothes, which we did in her garage for some reason, despite her instance that nobody was going to be home until very late. She had picked out everything and had it waiting and as soon as I was transformed we went to work getting dressed.

I was handed a black leather miniskirt, that seemed entirely too short to be practical, a top that left my whole mid-section bare, and some boots that came all the way up to my knees. It was kind of scary to think that I was going to be seen like this but I have to admit I felt really sexy.

Nykki applied some makeup, which included some kind of dark red lipstick, and when I saw myself in a mirror that was propped up against the garage wall I couldn't believe it was really me. I was used to seeing myself as a girl, but not as that kind of a girl. I looked like a bad girl. A very bad girl.

When Nykki was satisfied that we were ready to roll we walked out of the garage and headed for her house for some reason.

"If we're just going in your house now why did we get dressed in the garage," I asked dubiously.

"Don't fret your pretty little head about that, baby girl. I've got a surprise for you up in my room."


CHAPTER 5:

When we got to her room I discovered what the "surprise" was as there was a hunky guy with short cropped hair and bulging biceps lying on her bed wearing nothing but his briefs.

"Joe, this Tiffany. Tiffany, Joe," Nykki said pleasantly as I stood with my eyes bugging out and my jaw half way to the floor.

"Hey, babe!" Joe called with a wave.

"Hi there," I mumbled in reply. "Can I have a word with you Nykki, like, right now!"

I dragged her out into the hall and waited for an explanation but Nykki didn't seem to be planning on offering one without coaxing.

"What the hell is that all about?" I demanded.

"That's Joe. He's going to help initiate you," Nykki said cheerfully.

"What do you mean, initiate?"

"You know, break you in."

"Are you out of your mind?" I practically shouted.

"Of course not. I'm trying to do you a favor. When I told Joe about your condition he was just as sweet as could be and jumped right in and volunteered to take care of it."

"What condition?"

"You know....that you're still a virgin at your age," Nykki half-whispered.

"At my age? I'm only 18. And more importantly I'm not really a girl," I pointed out.

"I don't think you'd have much luck convincing anyone of that right now baby girl. I mean, look at you. You're dressed like the cutest little slut ever with your lipstick on and your fuck me boots."

"You didn't say they were fuck me boots. I thought they were just shoes."

"On you they're definitely fuck me boots," Nykki said with a laugh.

"But I don't like guys," I stammered.

"You think you don't like guys because you've never been with a guy. Don't you want to at least find out what it's like? Aren't you remotely curious? I promise you, you'll thank me for this one day."

"I find that very hard to believe."

"It's going to be so easy and so much fun. And we'll both be there to guide you so nothing can possibly go wrong," said Nykki in a soothing voice that almost made this insane plan sound reasonable.

"You mean you're going to watch?"

"I'm going to help. Someone needs to teach you the ropes. If you'd rather I just send you in there alone I'm sure Joe won't mind at all, but I sort of figured you want some moral support for your first flight."

"Oh, good God, how do I let you talk me into these things?" I sighed.

"Because you know you always end up having a wicked good time," she replied.

"I don't think this is a very good idea."

"Of course you don't because your nasty old male brain is telling you not to do it, but forget that old stick-in-the-mud and listen to your girly brain who's telling you that there's a hot dude waiting for you on the other side of this door. Now let's get in there girl and pop that cherry!

I let Nykki open the door and followed her in. Joe was still lying there, looking quite relaxed and comfortable, as Nykki led me to the bed and plunked me down on the side of it. Then she sat on one side of me while Joe scooted over and sat on the other.

"Well, this is nice, isn't it?" asked Nykki to no one in particular. "Anyone want to smoke a joint first?"

I agreed to that without the slightest hesitation. I wasn't crazy about weed but anything that might relax me now sounded like a welcome relief. Nykki sparked up a hooter and we passed it around pleasantly while chatting about nothing important. Fortunately hitting that joint seemed to work wonders for my mood because I was starting to feel kind of mellow and more comfortable with this whole sordid arrangement.

"Joe looks so naked over there with just his shorts on. We don't want him to feel uncomfortable, do we?" said Nykki.

I thought Joe looked plenty comfortable, and figured he wasn't too worried about being underdressed for the occasion, but before I knew it both Nykki and Joe were pulling off my top. Then Joe reached behind me and I felt my bra slipping away. Nykki put her hand on one of my breasts and Joe pawed the other.

"Doesn't she have nice titties, Joe?" asked Nykki.

"She sure does," Joe replied appreciatively.

Now I would like to say that this was the most horrible experience of my life but I think if you're going to tell a story you need to be as truthful as possible. Whether it was the weed or the kinky atmosphere in that room or some sort of "girly brain" telling me that it was okay I actually started to get a little turned on. Nykki and I had never been sexual and it goes without saying that I'd never had any sexual contact with a man before so this was all uncharted water to me.

"Hey, now you're overdressed," I said playfully to Nykki. "Don't you want me to feel comfortable?"

"You're absolutely right baby girl. How thoughtless of me," said Nykki with a grin as she removed her own top and bra.

Nykki's tits weren't quite as big as mine, which weren't all that big, but they were really perky and cute I thought. There was kind of a little slope to them that made her nipples stick up, unlike mine that pointed straight ahead. I'm not sure why I noticed that or cared but I was suddenly really interested in comparing body parts.

Next Nykki moved Joe to the middle position and he began to kiss us in turns. Having already kissed Eddie I wasn't as freaked out as I might have been. It felt pretty much like kissing always felt, I thought, and that made me even more relaxed. If kissing was the same maybe it was all going to be basically the same. No big deal in that.

Joe pulled off his briefs and I started to see how things might be a little different after all. He had a very big erection and I had the strongest sense that he was planning to put that thing inside me somewhere.

"Bottoms off girl," Nykki instructed as she stood up got her skirt and panties off, leaving just her fishnet stockings.

I followed her lead and stripped down to my fuck me boots and looked with a little bit of disappointment at my shaggy pelvis compared to Nykki's trim little bush.

"God, I'm so hairy," I said out loud without thinking.

"Never mind about that. We can take care of that next time. You don't mind her hairy muff, do you Joe?"

"Not at all," said Joe happily.

That made me feel a little better. If Joe didn't mind it shouldn't be that big of a deal to me. I just felt so funny being naked like this with Nykki and some strange dude I had just met. Of course Nykki and I had seen each other naked many times, although mostly as children when it didn't mean anything, but I had never been what you would call an exhibitionist type. Seeing how cute Nykki looked in the buff I wondered why I had never had any sexual urges towards her as a man. I guess we were always too close.

Nykki reached over and put my hand on Joe's cock while we continued to kiss in tandem. I could feel it slightly twitching in my hand and it felt incredibly hot to the touch. And hard. And BIG. I don't know that Joe really was all that big if compared to all of the men in the world, but I wasn't with all of the men in the world right now I was with him, and to me he seemed very big, indeed.

Suddenly Nykki got on the floor in front of me and started to let her fingers gently rub around the outside of my pussy before she finally stuck a finger in and pulled it back out.

"I'd say she's ready to do the deed," pronounced Nykki as she gave her finger a good lick.

I felt sort of like a turkey that has one of those things that pop up when it's done, except that Joe was the only one that was popping up at the moment. And the way Nykki licked her finger reminded me of a chef tasting her latest creation. I guess she was, in a way, since I was her creation and Nykki was about to serve me up to a hungry guest.

"Okay girl, on your back," said Nykki, as she hopped up on the bed and began to pat the blankets, indicating where I should lie.

In my sort of trance-like state I followed her orders and soon found myself lying on the bed while Nykki spread my legs apart. I didn't know if I was the appetizer, the main dish, the desert, or all three, but I knew I was in for something new and strange.


CHAPTER 6:

"She's wet but she could be wetter," said Nykki, sounding almost more like a surgeon now than a chef. "First time and all, we need her to be nice and juicy."

"I'll get right on it," said Joe.

The "it" in question turned out to be my pussy and what was gotten on it turned out to be Joe's mouth. I was kind of relieved because I was afraid that in this position I was about to get drilled so I appreciated the temporary reprieve.

I thought it was kind of funny that I was so stoned that I actually sort of enjoyed this whole charade, but I knew I hadn't smoked that much. Must be my female body having less resistance or something. I'd never be doing this if I was in my right mind.

Joe was lapping away at me down below and once in a while he'd poke a finger in, much like Nykki had done. Nykki sat next to me the whole time and held my hand and said soothing things to me. Now she seemed more like a husband helping his wife through childbirth. Thank God I would never have to really go through that nightmare. Having my pussy licked was all the female experience I ever needed.

"You're doing so well, sweetie. I'm so proud of you! Doesn't it feel nice to have your pussy licked?" said Nykki in the sweetest voice I had ever heard.

"Uh huh," I replied softly.

"Look at you all wet and naked and all opened up for a man. You're such a little slut! It's major fun being a slutty little bitch, isn't it? Now tell the truth!"

"Uh huh," I managed to moan again.

"Well now we're going to make it official. You just lie there like you are and enjoy it. Joe, you may enter when ready."

Now Nykki sounded more like a general preparing her troops for battle, but Nykki always was a natural born leader, unlike me, who tended to be more the tag-along type. Joe repositioned himself so that his big biceps were supporting his stout arms on either side of my torso and then I felt the head of his dick probing around looking for an opening. Still thinking in military terms it reminded me of a reconnaissance in force. Soon the objective was reached and men began to pour through the gap. Well, it was only one man, and he was sliding more than pouring, but since I was the gap it seemed like a whole army.

I clutched Nykki's hand tightly as I let out a gasp upon first being penetrated. It hurt a little and I thought this was going to be torture but the pain quickly went away and I began to feel quite different sensation.

Nykki lay down on her stomach next to me and started tweaking my nipples while she whispered in my ear. I don't know whether she was reading my mind or feeding it suggestions but it all sounded pretty wonderful to me.

"Now you're a woman, for real. Isn't it amazing to feel a man's cock thrusting inside you? Isn't it the best thing you ever felt? Now you know why I wanted you to try this. So you'd know what I feel like when I'm with a man. So we could share the fun and the joy like we've always shared everything. It's okay to moan, baby girl, it's only natural. What you're doing now is the most natural thing in the world," Nykki purred.

I wasn't sure how "natural" this was but I had to agree that it felt pretty damn amazing. And what difference did it really make that I was only a girl temporarily. I was a girl now, or maybe even a woman like Nykki said, and I was getting to experience something that most men would never know about.

"How are you doing Joe?" Nykki called out.

"Pretty good. I can hold out a while longer," he reported to his commanding officer.

"Okay honey now you're going to learn how to give head," said Nykki.

"Oh, no!" I cried. "This is just fine."

"I'm sure it is but every girl needs to know how to give head. You want to be a cool chick, don't you?"

"I guess so."

"Then watch and learn. Just do what I do."

Joe pulled out, which disappointed me more than I can say, and he kind of sat with his knees on the bed, resting on the back his legs. His prick was gleaming and I knew that it had to by my juice making it so slick and I suddenly felt very dirty.

Nykki sort of crawled over to Joe and took his slick cock in her hand. Then she beckoned for me to get right up next to her.

"Now you're going to use your hand as much as your mouth so start by stroking him, just like you were doing earlier," said Nykki, in a matter-of-fact way that made me feel like I should be taking notes.

"Then you can lick it first, if you want to. Lick the head...lick the shaft...you can even lick his balls."

Nykki continued to demonstrate and patiently tried to explain the whole process to me. Once she had Joe's cock in her mouth I found myself wild with arousal. This couldn't be happening. None of it. I'd never seen Nykki like this. She was so amazingly cool and in control where I would have just been a nervous wreck. The way she sucked that dick made it look like she had been doing it her whole life. This was the greatest porn I had ever seen, and it was even interactive! Pretty soon I found out just how interactive it could be.

"Your turn," said Nykki as she took Joe's rod out of her mouth with a big, slippery pop.

"I can't do that," I said in feeble protest.

"Sure you can. It's fun! Just remember what I told you. Start by stroking him...that it's it. Just like that. Now add in some kisses and licks...like a lollipop. Good girl, that's perfect. Now let a little of it sneak into your mouth. Isn't that the most wicked thing you've ever done!" Nykki said delightedly.

I had to agree that it was certainly the most wicked thing I had ever done but I wasn't quite sure why that should cause Nykki so much glee. Of course she was partly a witch so maybe a little wickedness ran in the family.

"Now take some more...that's a good girl...don't forget to keep stroking," said Nykki, now reminding me of a mother trying to get her child to eat vegetables. "Isn't she a good girl, Joe?"

"The best kind," Joe grunted as he put his hands on my head and gently rubbed my hair.

"Now, now, don't get too aggressive Joe," Nykki scolded. "It's her first BJ, remember, and we don't want her to get nervous."

There was Nykki, looking out for me as always. What a wonderful friend she was, I thought. And what a wonderful thing it was to be a girl and be bold enough to actually put a penis in your mouth. Who would ever think of doing something like that? I sure wouldn't have if Nykki hadn't been here to calm me and sooth me and show me how nice it could be.

"You are such a slutty little cocksucker, I love it!" said Nykki as she literally clapped her hands together. "We are going to have so much fun from now on. Now you just have one more task to complete to finish the initiation, and I'll bet you know what it is?"

"Not that, anything but that!" I whimpered as I pulled Joe out of my mouth for a moment.

"It's going to be fine. Look, he's dripping a tiny little bit already. Hurry and lick it up right now!"

I followed her orders as always and put a few drops of Joe's pre-cum on my tongue. There wasn't really much of a taste to it so I felt a little better. If it was all like that I had nothing to worry about.

"Now get that mouth back on his dick pronto! The poor man is just waiting to cum," said Nykki with a touch of urgency in her voice.

I resumed my task and steadied myself for the worst. It would be a shame to have gotten this far only to have chickened out at the very last. The peer pressure I was feeling at the moment was intense.

"Now it's probably going to be a little like a protein shake, which it basically is. It's just packed with vitamins and minerals and all kinds of things that are good for you. And it might be a little salty, but that just adds flavor. I know you're going to think it's the most yummy thing you've ever tasted," Nykki whispered to me just before Joe served up this nutrient rich cocktail.

Joe's grip on my hair got a lot tighter and he grunted loudly as each jet of his sperm spurted out of him and into my waiting mouth. It was salty all right, and I'm not sure how yummy, but it certainly was thick and sticky and I felt like I was going to gag.

"That's good baby, just swallow a taste of it. Let it pool up a little. Now open your mouth nice and wide and let Joe see his cum on your tongue."

There was nothing to do but do as she said at this point so I opened up and let Joe see his own cum. I had no idea why this would be considered appealing exactly but he seemed to appreciate it. Then Nykki came over and shot her tongue inside my mouth, scooping up the sticky goo like a frog catching a fly.

"You passed the initiation baby girl with flying colors. And we've swapped cum. That makes us truly sisters at last," said Nykki proudly.

I had to admit that it was a lot better than cutting ourselves with a pocketknife to become blood brothers but what the hell had just happened to me and why wasn't I more upset about it? How in the world had Nykki talked me into this? Damn witches! You never knew what kind of trouble they were going to get you in. 


CHAPTER 7:

When I first turned back into a man I was walking on shaky legs and I felt a little sick to my stomach. While it was happening it was all so crazy and unreal that I almost believed that it was fun. I wanted to be mad at Nykki but she seemed so happy and pleased that I didn't want to be a buzz kill. That was definitely a one-and-done kind of thing as far as I was concerned.

Over the next couple of days I tried to put the whole sordid incident behind me but it kept popping into my head for some reason. I tried jacking off to some porn, but that only made things worse because I kept seeing Joe in every guy on the screen. And I looked at the girls with a different perspective. Was that an uncomfortable position to be in? Was she really making those noises or was she faking it. Did my thighs look that fat? How can she get that huge dick all the way down her throat?

I'd been a girl many times before, but mostly in my childhood when sex wasn't an issue. Now that I'd been "initiated" what was I suppose to do about it? And if Nykki wanted me to be her female companion from time-to-time why had she subjected me to that kind of humiliation? She must know that I'd never want to be turned into a girl again for any reason from now on. Was it just a big joke to her? That didn't seem like Nykki to me. She was my oldest and dearest friend. We were like brother and sister. That made me think of what she said after we cum swapped and a shiver ran down my spine.

Was it really all that bad? No, of course not. It was sex. Everybody likes sex. It was just naked people getting high and doing dirty things to one another. It's not like I had sucked Joe's cock as a man. If you're in a female body in a sexual situation it's only natural that you'd have sex with a man. Isn't that what Nykki said? It's the most natural thing in the world.

Nykki didn't seem at all concerned about my objections and moral qualms when I tried to explain to her why I could never do that sort of thing again. In fact she basically acted like she hadn't even heard me.

"Now that you're properly initiated we can start having some serious fun," she announced.

"Haven't I made it painfully clear that I'm not going to do that again?" I asked.

Answer my truthfully," said Nykki. "Did you not feel pretty, and sexy, and desirable?"

"Well, yeas but..."

"And did you not feel totally turned on by the naughtiness of the whole thing?"

"Sure, it was hard not to be, at least a little..."

"And was your pussy not dripping wet on the night in question?"

"It's the body's natural lubrication, and I'm not on trial here you know!"

"And did you not make girly moaning and whimpering sounds while you were being fucked?'

"An involuntary reaction..."

"And is having a guy put his big cock inside you not the most freaking awesome feeling in the world?"

"Fuck yeah it is!" I blurted out as we both started giggling like fools.

"I rest my case," said Nykki.

"You know this really doesn't boost my male ego very much, which wasn't all that solid to begin with," I said.

"Oh, that, who needs it? Sure, you've got to boost a man's ego to get the best out of him but why would you want to waste your time worrying about that when you can have so much more fun being a girl? You know you're going to get way more sex this way and you're going to have so much more self-esteem, looking hot and getting all that attention. Honestly, I'm surprised that you're not begging me to turn you into a girl all the more often."

There was probably some truth in what she was saying. Maybe a lot of truth, really. Just putting on those clothes felt really sexy and taking them off felt even better. It was nice to feel pretty. And having a female alto-ego meant that I wasn't bound to stick to all of my old habits and hang ups. Tiffany wasn't me exactly, she was another side of me. Maybe a little wilder side. Why not explore that and see where it went?

"By the way, what did you say to my brother, anyway?" Tiffany suddenly inquired.

"Nothing. I said hello," I replied.

"Must have been the way you said it. He keeps hinting that I should invite you over again and asking for your phone number and your email and shit."

"Oh, fuck."

"Don't you like him?"

"Of course I like him, I mean, I don't have any reason to dislike him."

"He'll probably forget about it anyway. I just had no idea that you were such a seductress."

That definitely threw me for a loop but that was happening to me a lot these days. I barely knew Greg at all, despite living next door to him for all these years. I was too young to be part of his crowd. This probably meant nothing at all. Greg was a guy and he was meeting a new chick and like all guys he was sizing her up as a potential bed mate. I'm sure he was undressing me with his eyes the whole time we were talking. I may have been pretty but I wasn't that pretty. Greg was just doing the typical guy thing. It was just kind of weird seeing it from the other point-of-view for a change.

Nykki and I converted my tree house into sort of a changing room and storage place. I needed somewhere to stash my female duds so we hauled an old trunk up there and slapped a combination lock on it. Next we improvised a little makeup table with a mirror. Fortunately my dad had strung an electrical wire up there years ago so we had plenty of light if we needed it. Superman had his phone booth and I had my tree house. It was the perfect place to change back and forth, as long as nobody saw me climbing up or down in the wrong gender, but it was situated in a spot in the yard that made that almost impossible unless you were standing right by the tree. In the dark it was about as discrete as you could get.

It wasn't just handy for me either. Nykki soon saw the advantage of being able to leave the house in one outfit and then quickly change into another without her parents seeing her. We expanded our clothing storage to include a locking closet of sorts that I'm proud to say I built myself, without too much trouble. Into that closet went the dirtiest, hottest, slut clothes you've ever seen. Or that I've ever seen, anyway. You may have seen lots of slutty clothes in your time for all I know.

Now what do you do when you've gone to all this trouble to stock your tree house with hooker attire? You put it on and hit the town, which is exactly what we did!


CHAPTER 8:

What we were doing these days was about as adult as you could get but it still kind of took me back to my childhood the way Nykki and I were a real team again. If I had been born a girl we probably would have been doing this kind of stuff for a long time. Well, maybe not so explicit, but sharing clothes and talking about boys and double dating. I was born with a penis so I was expected to do guy stuff and had to hide my joy in girly things, lest anyone think me gay. Now that I had that little pocket between my legs I could romp around with Nykki freely. It was just dressing up like before, only now I looked a little better in my female clothes.

There was another carnival in town, so that made it even more nostalgic, since I had made my public debut as a girl at one many years ago. But first we had a little detour to make. Apparently I was going to get my ears pierced. Nykki assured me that when I went back to being Kyle my ears would be as good as new so I even allowed her to talk me into getting my navel pierced while we were there.

For a day at the carnival we were clad in what you might call slutty casual. I had on some faded cut-offs and a kind of cute white top that had sleeves that were shorter than a typical t-shirt. It exposed plenty of my flat little tummy and gave me a chance to show off the sparkly stud that was now in my navel.

Nykki was dressed in a similar way, except her shirt tied together at the bottom, but still revealed plenty of midriff. I doubt if most fathers would approve of their teenage daughters going out like that, although I imagine they'd sure like to see someone else's daughters dressed that way. We were both adults, anyway, but when you live with your parents you've got to keep them happy.

"Let's go get a couple of those popsicles," Nykki suggested.

"I'm not really hungry," I told her.

"That's not the point. Just follow me."

Nykki and I each bought a multi-colored popsicle, that was basically a tube-shaped object on a stick.

"Now just look like you're really enjoying it and we won't have to buy anything else the whole day," said Nykki.

I understood at once what she was getting at so we began to casually stroll around the carnival licking and sucking at our phallic treat in the most suggestive way possible. It took no time at all for us to find some new friends.

"I sure like the way you eat that popsicle, baby," said a dark-haired guy with sexy blue eyes named Robert.

"You should see what I can do with a corn dog," I replied, wickedly.

Nykki gave me a quick little pinch on the butt showing me how proud she was of the progress I was making and we hung out with Robert and his pal Lance for quite a while. The guys knocked themselves out trying to win us prizes at the various game booths, and probably spent way more than it would have cost to just buy the silly things, but we appreciated the gesture. They were competing for our favor and trying to demonstrate their prowess. It was all very elemental, I thought.

On the rides we naturally got to sit very close together and there was actually a "Tunnel of Love" where we got into some serious necking. It was really, really fun, and Nykki was right, we didn't pay for a thing.

Naturally I was compelled to eat a corn dog, somewhere along the line, since I had thrown down the gauntlet. To make my task easier I ate the batter off first and then let the hot dog part slide down my throat as deep as I could take it, which wasn't all the way but I got a nice ovation for my effort.

Not to be outdone by her protégée Nykki left the coating on and deep throated that sucker like it was a toothpick. I was green with envy but I knew I could do that too with a little more practice.

I got my chance to practice a little later in the evening when we all piled into Lance's car and drove to a secluded spot where people often went to fool around. Even before we got there Nykki was giving Lance a hand job while he drove and Robert had my shirt up and was squeezing my boobs while we kissed.

When Lance finally got the car parked Nykki leaned over and started to blow him while I pulled my top all the way off and let Robert unhook my bra so that he could get down to some serious titty play.

I couldn't see Nykki up in the front seat at all but I could sure hear that she was giving a noisy BJ and that Lance was enjoying.

"Oh, fuck yes...that's it baby...suck my big cock," Lance was moaning.

"He's just bragging, his cock isn't that big," Robert whispered to me. "Now, mine on the other hand..."

With that Robert unzipped his fly and whipped out his dick, which was certainly of decent size, but not bigger than Joe.

"You want to suck on this corndog, baby?" said Robert with a grin.

"I won't even need mustard to enjoy this one," I said as I went to work on his pecker.

Soon Nykki and I were both stuffing cocks down our throats and seemingly delighting our companions, who were at least getting something for all of those games of Ring Toss.

"Goddamn, you are a nasty bitch! You like sucking that hard cock, don't you baby?" asked Robert in what I assume was a rhetorical question since I was in no position to answer anyway.

"Jesus, I've never seen two bitches who liked sucking cock as much as these sluts, have you?" said Lance over his should.

"No, my friend I have not," Robert replied happily.

Nykki finished off Lance while I was still tending to Robert so they just turned around in their seats and sat on their knees watching us and rooting us on.

"Yeah, you go baby girl! That's the way to do it! Get that big cock all the way down!" Nykki called out.

"Are you ready for some desert with that corn dog," Robert chuckled as he prepared to shoot his wad. "Yeah, I want to see it go in."

Robert grabbed my hair, rather roughly, and pulled my head back while he took his cock in his hand and aimed it at my face.

"If you mess up my backseat you're cleaning it up," Lance scolded.

"Open your mouth bitch or you're going to get a face full of cum. Oh...fuck...fuck...fuck!"

He still had one hand on my hair and one on his dick and I had my mouth open as wide as I could get it and my tongue sticking out. Apparently Robert had a lot of jizz because it just seemed to keep pumping out of him. I got one mouthful and swallowed it and then he filled me up again and I had seconds.

Having spent their shots that was basically the end of the festivities and we soon straightened up and drove back to the parking lot at the carnival. Robert asked for my contact info and gave it to him, since I had gone to the trouble of creating it. I didn't really know how badly I might want to see him again but it didn't hurt to put him on file.


CHAPTER 9:

"Oh, baby girl, I can't even tell you how happy you've made me tonight?" said Nykki as we were driving home.

"Why? Because I sucked some guy's dick?" I said with a chuckle.

"Not just that. It's the way you talk and the way you act and the way you carry yourself. Now that you're not fighting it anymore the real you is coming out...and you're a dirty little thing! This is all going better than I could have hoped for," Nykki explained.

"So how come those guys kept calling us bitches and acting all rough? They seemed pretty mellow at the carnival," I said.

"It's porn culture. It's sort of the new manhood. We live in such a politically correct society where everyone's walking on eggshells, afraid of offending anyone, that dirty sex is kind of the last frontier. It's not the way most guys would talk to their girlfriends but it's the way they think they should talk to two sluts, dressed like us, who let themselves get picked up at a carnival. Did it bother you?"

"No...it kind of turned me on," I admitted.

"Good girl. Sluts rule! Who wants to be some boring ordinary chick?"

"So is it always going to be like this when we go out?"

"Honey, it's going to be whatever we want it to be. We call the shots. It all depends on where we go and how choosy we are about the guys we go with," said Nykki. "And there's always a random element that makes things interesting. The cool thing is there's always some other guy out there who can't wait to bang you. You don't have to get all caught up in a big emotional thing with complications."

"Well that works fine for me since I can't be in a romance anyway, but don't you ever want to fall in love?" I asked.

"Baby girl, I've got all the time in the world to fall in love, and so do you."

"Hardly. I mean, it's pretty difficult to imagine any scenario where I could sustain a relationship with a guy, even if I wanted to. The fact that I'm really a man would tend to get in the way," I said jokingly.

"We'll see. We'll see."

After that night I dropped all pretense of protesting about my masculinity being infringed upon by these female excursions and just let myself relax and enjoy it. Whether that was because I was so secure in my manhood that I could handle the duality of my nature or whether that was because I was beginning to think of myself as a queer was really beside the point. Nykki hadn't gotten me hooked on tobacco or booze or weed but she had sure gotten me hooked on cock!

It's not an easy thing to admit, but like I said, if you're going to tell a story you've got to be as truthful as possible. Cock was starting to be on my mind more and more all the time.

Now when I say "cock" I don't just mean a man's penis, although that figures prominently in my newfound passion. What I think I mean is the desire to attract male attention. Clothes used to just be shit I threw on to walk around in. Sure, I dressed nicer for nicer occasions, but if it was clean and it fit it would do. Now I could see how much a woman's choice of clothes made a statement, and not just about her fashion sense. We wore what we wore to that carnival because we knew it would be suggestive. It made us feel slutty, which was fine, because we wanted to act slutty.

I suppose it's like using different bait to catch different kinds of fish. In my pretty little party dress I had a nice boy named Eddie holding my hand and talking about bringing me flowers. That was as brazen as I wanted to be that night. If I had gone to that same party dressed like I was at the carnival I probably would have had a very different experience. Not necessarily better or worse, but different.

I used to think that it must be such a hassle to be a girl, the way it always took so much time to get ready. I thanked my lucky stars that I didn't have to wear makeup or fool with my hair. Now I found that I really enjoyed the ritual, especially when I shared it with another woman. There's something about doing your lips, and spraying your hair, and adjusting your bra that makes you feel like...well...like you're a woman, I suppose. There are expectations where a woman's appearance is concerned, and I'm sure that also had a major downside, but for such a female newbie with a teenage complexion the novelty was far from wearing off.

I'm sure the fact that this was the summer after high school, and a big transitional period for me, played a major role in my willingness to undertake such a strange experiment. I wasn't sure of my plans yet but there was a good chance that Nykki, or I, or both of us would start college soon, possibly somewhere far away, and that would be the end of Tiffany, probably forever.

That was probably a good thing. College would be a chance to meet a lot of girls and be out on my own for the first time, if I lived in a dorm or something, and being Nykki's sexual sidekick would probably inhibit my ability to be a big man on campus. It would probably be a good thing for Nykki, too. She could join a sorority and make some female friends who were actually female.

I don't know why I did it but I sent Eddie an email saying that I had a nice time with him at the party. I guess I wanted him to have my email address now that I had one. He got back to me right away with a picture of a bouquet of flowers, joking that these would have to do until we met again. I knew I shouldn't have written to him, because I was just going to get his hopes up for nothing, but I kind of liked the idea of being able to express myself as Tiffany, even when I wasn't in her body.

This was all a dangerous game I was playing, on both an emotional and a physical level. As Tiffany I was more outgoing than Kyle, and certainly had more luck attracting members of the opposite sex, but I was a man most of the time. It wasn't like I was just dressing up and trying to fool guys into thinking I was a girl but I wondered how many men would see that distinction if they knew the truth. I figured Robert and Lance just wrote us off as couple of tramps, the way they were talking about us in the car, but then I got a rather nice email from Robert saying that he had a good time at the carnival and would love to see me again sometime.

That kind of confused me. I sort of figured it would all be like having sex with Joe. Just have a little fun and move on. Now I was sitting in front of my computer as a man, writing to other men as if I was a woman. I guess the thrill of being pursued was pretty powerful. I had often lusted after women from afar, like Nykki's sister Pam, but never dreamed of doing anything about it. And I'd hit on plenty of girls who had brushed me off or ignored me completely. I'd only gone out in a social setting as Tiffany a couple of times but those had both resulted in attracting men who wanted to see me again. When this started I was praying that I wouldn't even have to talk to a man but things had definitely changed in a hurry.

Things changed even more when I opened my inbox one day and found an email from Nykki's brother Greg asking me out on a date!


CHAPTER 10:

"What in the hell were you thinking" I demanded.

"I was thinking that he was bugging me and I wanted him to shut up," Nykki replied with a wave of her hand. "He kept pushing me to invite you over or hook him up or whatever and I finally told him if he wanted to go out with you he should just ask. So I gave him your email."

"I can't go out with Greg!"

"So tell him you don't want to go out with him."

"It's not that I don't want to go out with him, it's just that I can't," I said in exasperation.

"What's the big deal? He's probably just going to buy you dinner and take you to a movie or something," Nykki pointed out.

"It's not the date itself I'm worried about it's the whole idea of, you know, dating. I'm not exactly in a position to guarantee anyone anything since the only way I can even be a girl is by having you wave your wand at me."

"Oh, I wouldn't worry about that. Greg is almost as much of a slut as I am. I'm sure you're just a new piece of tail to chase. Once he bags you he'll start looking for someone else," Nykki said casually.

"That's a terrible thing to say about your own brother," I protested.

"Why? I say the same about myself all the time. You're the one who's always going on about love and romance. Go out with him or don't. Fuck him, if you want to, or don't, if you don't want to. You don't have to marry a guy just because you had a good time with him once or twice. Believe me, he's more likely to break your heart than you are his. He's always been a player and a horn dog."

"And it doesn't bother you, the idea of me going out with your brother I mean?" I asked.

"Why should it? You've been lusting after my sister for years, haven't you? This way you might actually get lucky with at least one of my siblings," Nykki joked.

Why did Nykki always make everything sound so logical when I knew that it really wasn't? Her arguments did make some sense but it still seemed too crazy and dangerous to undertake. We lived next door to each other. The chances of him catching on to my secret were much greater than they were with some random dude I met at a party or something. He'd probably beat the crap out of me if he ever found out who I really was. I could try to blame Nykki and say that she put me up to it as a joke but I could never throw Nykki under the bus like that.

What did he see in me anyway? Nykki said I was just a new piece of tail, but I wanted to believe that he saw more than that. On the other hand I really needed to hope that he didn't see more than that. Was my brain starting to develop female logic or was I just losing my mind?

There was no way I could possibly accept his invitation...so that's exactly what I did.


CHAPTER 11:

Going on a date with Greg was beyond surreal, and logistically complicated to boot. I needed Nykki's help, obviously, to turn into a woman and get dressed and I had to come up with an excuse for why he wasn't going to pick me up at my house. That meat I was getting dressed at Greg's house than rushing off to somewhere else trying to be there in time for Greg to come and get me. Unlike Nykki, Greg never seemed to have much trouble being popular and making friends. He was good at sports and had a laid back manner that tended to make people comfortable. Nykki was a ball of fire but Greg was cool as a cucumber.

He had just graduated from college, while I was just going to start, and he was planning to move into his own place soon. He seemed so much older and more mature than most of the guys I knew it was hard not to be a little flattered that he wanted to take me out. And he was attractive. There...I said it. There's nothing wrong with thinking that a man can be attractive, especially when you're a woman at the time. Some people happen to be a bit more attractive than other people and they could be male or female. That was just the way it was. A clinical observation, that's all.

The date was pretty straight forward. Dinner followed by a movie. Being an older man of the world Greg took me to a nicer restaurant than I was used to frequenting but everyone has to eat so there was nothing remarkable about the process. We chatted, and I let him do as much of the talking as possible since I didn't want to slip up and reveal that I knew more than I should have known, but fortunately he was a good talker and had a lot of interesting stories to tell, even if I knew some of them already.

At the movies we sat somewhere near the back and Greg casually put his arm around my shoulder as if it was the most natural thing in the world. About 20 minutes into the film he gently touched my face and turned it towards him. I had a feeling that he was about to kiss me and my hunch was correct. I closed my eyes and puckered my lips but Greg's mouth was already open and I reciprocated. His tongue was soon entwined with mine. I must taste like popcorn, I thought.

"I hope I'm not too salty" I joked in a whisper when we broke from the kiss.

"I hope I'm not either," Greg smiled back at me.

I had the strangest feeling that he wasn't talking about popcorn.

"You want to get out of here?" he asked.

"Sure," I replied.

We got in his car and drove for a bit but I had absolutely no idea where we were heading. I got my answer soon enough when we pulled into the parking lot of a small motel.

"Oh, Greg, I don't know about this," I said softly.

"You don't have to do any more than you feel comfortable doing," he suggested.

"It's not that at all. I just told my folks I wouldn't be out late," I explained.

"You're 18. Call them up and tell them you changed your plans."

"I couldn't do that."

Which was very true. If I called my parents and talked to them in this voice they wouldn't know who the hell I was.

"Can I take a rain check?" I asked. "Maybe if you gave me a little advance warning I could arrange to get away for a while."

"Sure thing honey. I assume we have time for another kiss at any rate."

Greg leaned across the seat and kissed me again. Pretty soon that turned into some more serious necking and he got his hand under my bra.

"Your breasts are so nice and firm, and just the perfect size...for my taste anyway," he said smoothly as he pinched one of my nipples.

My underwear didn't seem to offer much of a deterrent to him and before I knew it his fingers were playing with my pussy. When he got to my clit I shuddered and kissed him hard. I knew what he was doing, of course. He had made no attempt to get me to touch his cock or anything and was pouring all of his attention on me so that I would become so stimulated that I would have no choice but to get a room with him. It was a good plan but I resisted it anyway.

"I should probably be getting back now," I said as I stuck my boob back in its holster and straightened my panties up, which were now pretty moist.

"No problem," said Greg with a smile as he gave me another little kiss and started up the car.

We drove back to the library, the lame rendezvous point I had arranged, and we kissed a little more before I finally managed to get the door open and made my exit. I turned to wave goodbye and Greg rolled down the passenger side window.

"You know next time it would probably be easier to just meet in my driveway or something since we live next door to each other...Kyle," said Greg as he blew me a kiss and drive away with a big grin on his face.


CHAPTER 12:

"You bitch! How could you?" I practically screamed at Nykki.

"I think you mean witch, don't you?" Nykki corrected me.

"You know exactly what I mean in this case!" I snapped back.

"Relax, baby girl. It's no big thing."

I was still Tiffany at the moment as we were up in the tree house after my date getting ready for Nykki to turn me back. I was livid. I couldn't believe my best friend would pull that kind of a prank on me.

"Why, Nykki, why?" I whined in my best sad little girl voice. "I've done everything you've asked me to do. I didn't ask to go out with Greg. Why did you set me up like this?"

"I didn't set you up for anything, you crazy woman. I was trying to do you a fucking favor, if anything. When he wouldn't stop talking about you I decided to tell him who you really were, figuring that would nip things in the bud. He didn't seem to give a shit about that at all," Nykki explained.

"But that doesn't make any sense," I said. "He's known me as a guy all of my life."

"He's known Kyle all of his life. He's only known Tiffany since you popped up on my doorstep the other night. Obviously he prefers Tiffany to Kyle so as long as you're her I guess he's happy. You should be happy, too. It makes things all the easier. He knows you're not in it for the long haul so there's no expectations or hard feelings on anyone's part. He's one of the few people in the world who totally understands that a witch has to turn you female with magic. Try telling that to most people and they'll think you belong in a straight jacket," said Nykki calmly.

It all made sense when she put it that way. Maybe it was better if he knew. It took away the pressure of having to try and invent a story about everything. They could just relax and talk openly and honestly and Tiffany could really be herself, her complete self, for a change. If Greg didn't mind, why should she? Greg sure didn't seem to mind the way he was going for it.

"Why would he want to be with me knowing who I really am?" I asked suspiciously.

"I told you, he's a horn dog. He wants to fuck whatever cute chick he sees in front of him, and when he sees you as Tiffany he thinks you're cute and he wants to fuck you. You're really a man. Why do you want to fuck him?" asked Nykki.

"I didn't say I wanted to fuck him," I protested.

"Then don't fuck him. Problem solved," said Nykki with a shrug.

"I didn't say that I didn't want to fuck him."

"So fuck him. Problem solved."

"I'm just kind of freaked out by the whole idea. He's this older dude that I always wanted to hang out with and looked up to. He always seemed to dismiss me as some punk kid. He's kind of intimidating in a way."

"So you grew up to be a hot babe with nice titties and pouty lips. He obviously looks at you a little different now," Nykki chuckled. "Who knows? Maybe he gets some kind of an ego trip out of thinking that he's such a stud he can make another man turn female and jump in the sack with him."

"But I didn't turn female for him."

"You did tonight. And I'm guessing he's hoping you will again."

"Nykki...I'm really sorry that I called you a bitch."

"I've been called a lot worse," she said with a laugh.

"You know that I love you."

"And I love you, too, baby girl. Especially now that we're sisters."

We hugged each other very tightly and I assumed that she meant we were sisters because we had swapped Joe's cum. It wasn't like I could ever marry Greg and actually be her sister by law. Still, I guess it was kind of the next best thing to that.

I wondered whether Greg really did get some kind of a kick out of the idea that I was a guy. I could see how that might make you feel pretty manly, under these unique circumstances. If I tried to kiss him as Kyle he'd flatten me, but as long as I willing to emasculate myself and adopt an actual female body it would be pretty easy to feel like the alpha male, which I already saw him as.

He was that dominant kind of male that I never seemed to be. It wasn't just that he was bigger and better at sports, he had that kind of swaggering confidence that I always lacked. Maybe he knew that I used to dress up like a girl to play with his sister. He certainly knew that I spent most of my time with her instead of with other boys and that probably made me seem pretty effeminate in his eyes. That would have killed me to know when I was a teenager and hoping that sometime he might include me in something but now that seemed like an asset since I wanted to be the kind of woman he would appreciate. Since neither one of us was looking for love we could just let our lust fuel our actions and try to have a good time.

I was learning some very disturbing things about myself. It was a lot more than discovering how nice the material of a dress could feel or how attractive I could look in a miniskirt and fuck me boots. Hell, it was even more than discovering that I could kiss a guy and not throw up. I had been trying to focus on the "power" of being the object of desire and the ego boost that went with being popular but it was the way I felt after being "conquered" that was making me so uneasy.

I loved the way Nykki had whispered all of those girly affirmations to me while I was being initiated. I loved the way I melted into a man's arms and felt my pulse race as his lips met mine. I even loved the way Robert had pulled my hair and called me a nasty bitch. There was nothing especially manly or impressive about Robert but when he adopted that commanding attitude it felt completely natural to comply. I've always been somewhat submissive and willing to follow someone else's lead. In the past that had always been Nykki, but now that men were entering the equation I felt right at home trying to please them any way that I could. I had always enjoyed pleasing people and as a girl I had certainly found a way to please men.

A lot of women would probably be horrified to hear me talking about being submissive to men or admitting that I got turned on by being sexually objectified. Don't get me wrong. I'm certainly not saying that I think men are better or somehow inherently superior to women. I'm just making a personal observation that pertains to me and my feelings, and almost entirely related to sex.

Perhaps it's not that odd that a man who finds himself questioning both his gender identity and his sexual preferences would be drawn to the opposite end of the spectrum. Femininity comes naturally to people who are born female, but for me it was something that I was just learning and experimenting with and perhaps I was even overdoing. I didn't know what was going to happen to me once this magical phase of my life came to end and I was back to being Kyle but it was too late for me to worry about that now. I had to get in touch with Greg and arrange another date.


CHAPTER 13:

Theoretically I could have just walked next door anytime and spoken to Greg directly as myself, since he knew the truth, but I had a feeling that wouldn't go over well with him and it certainly wouldn't have made me comfortable. It was Tiffany that Greg was attracted to and Tiffany who would have to communicate with him.

As it turned out Greg beat me to the punch and sent me an email invitation to join him and another couple up at the lake this weekend. His friend had a cabin up there, and while there was only one bedroom, the couch pulled out into a bed. His friends were no doubt his age and I would be the youngest there but that only made it seem all the more adult and exciting to me.

I made up a story to tell my parents and agreed to go with Greg without hesitation. Then I panicked. Not about what was going to happen up there, but over what I should pack.

"It's a lake, so that means water," I said to Nykki, probably sounding like an idiot. "That means a bathing suit, doesn't it?"

"If you want to swim. Of course you could just swim nude I suppose if you wanted to," Nykki replied.

"I've got to get a bathing suit. Something sexy, but not too slutty. I don't want to come across like a total slut, do I?" I babbled.

"Sluts rule, baby girl," Nykki reminded me.

"Okay, slutty bathing suit. Now what do I wear at night...you know...in bed?"

"Again, nude is always an option."

"I've got to have something. What if I have to get up in the middle of the night or whatever? Is a lacy teddy too much? I mean, too sexy for a cabin?"

"Relax, relax, relax. Take something comfortable, like gym shorts and a tank top and bring along the teddy just in case. If you're going to wear a sexy bathing suit no one is going to freak out if you walk around in your underwear. The clever girl is prepared to mix and match for whatever the situation calls for. We'll get you squared away with everything you need, I promise you," Nykki said with a broad smile.

I'd never been Tiffany overnight before, let alone for a whole weekend, and I was tingling with anticipation. It would be the first time I'd ever slept as a woman, although I didn't know how much sleep I was going to get if Greg was half as horny as I was.

The other couple was Arthur, a pal of Greg's from college, and Crystal, Arthur's live-in girlfriend. I was sort of scared of being around a real woman who didn't know my secret, especially for a whole weekend. I was so worried that I'd seem like a total dweeb. The only girl Tiffany had ever talked to was Nykki, so I wasn't sure that I'd even be able to convince another woman that I was actually female. Perhaps Arthur and Crystal would just hang out by themselves most of the time and I wouldn't be subjected to too much scrutiny.

I did want to get rid of my bush and Nykki helped me, which was good since it was pretty hard to do the job properly up in that tree house working with a basin of water. I didn't go completely shaved, like Nykki, and left a bit of hair since I already felt like a child compared to these people and thought a little patch would be clean but mature at the same time. I probably crammed too much stuff in my suitcase but at least I was prepared. I wanted to be the clever girl.

Then we were on the road and I could sort of relax. Whatever was going to happen was going to happen and I had done everything I could think of to be ready for it, both psychologically and from a practical standpoint. Arthur, or Art as I was told he liked to be called, and Crystal were already up there so I was alone with Greg for the long drive. It gave us a lot of time to talk, which didn't bother me anymore since I didn't have to be so much on my guard.

"I'm really sorry about dropping that surprise on you like I did," said Greg. "I should have told you that I knew all about your secret from the start but I guess I was kind of curious to see how things were going to go."

"I feel like I should be the one apologizing. I was trying to fool you into thinking that I was a real woman," I told him.

"You are a real woman. You're just not a real woman all the time," Greg pointed out. "I'm not going to hold that against you, but I'm kind of curious as to why you wanted to be a woman in the first place?"

"That was Nykki's idea. She had this crazy idea that we'd be gal pals and go out partying."

"Okay, so it was Nykki's idea, which I can totally picture. That doesn't explain why you agreed to do it. I assume she didn't change you against your will."

"What will?" I chuckled. "Nykki has a way of getting me to do almost anything. At first I argued and I fought it but the more I did it the more I liked it. Then I grew to love it. Now I adore being a woman."

"I'm really glad to hear that. I didn't want to think that I was dragging you up here without your total consent. Believe me, I know what Nykki is like and I know she has a persuasive personality. Of course I kind of wondered whether maybe there was something more to it since I know she used to turn you into a girl when you were kids."

"Oh, my God! You saw us? Oh, shit...I wondered whether you knew," I said, feeling a little embarrassed.

"It's cool, I never said anything to anybody," Greg assured her. "I knew that Nykki had the power, and it was only natural that she would play around with it, but I always did kind of wonder why I only saw her use it on you. Didn't she ever change herself into a boy?"

"She can't. It only works one way," I said.

"No it doesn't. It's the same exact spell. She could change anyone's gender."

"Why that sneaky little...she told me she could only changes boys into girls!"

"That's Nykki for you," Greg said with a laugh.

"Oh well...it was better that way anyhow. It's pretty obvious to me now that I always made a better girl than a guy. You don't have to worry about my consent. I can't think of any place in the world I'd rather be right now than heading off for a weekend with you."

Of course I had believed Nykki completely. It always seemed odd but I didn't know anything about the rules of witchcraft so I took her word for it. Maybe she knew something about me even then. Maybe it wasn't just her desire to have a female playmate. Maybe she figured out somehow that I was the one who wanted to be female and just made it easier for me to accept that in stages. I was still planning on chewing her out when I got home for lying to me, but I knew I wouldn't be too seriously pissed off.

It felt so good to talk to Greg about this stuff. To get a different perspective on what I was doing. It was great that Greg was so cool about everything and not being judgmental. It made him all the more appealing in my eyes.

When we got to the cabin I thought the setting was just perfect. It was close enough to the lake to be a short walk but kind of tucked away in a cluster of trees, which made it seem more secluded than it was. The weather was warm, but pleasant, I was with a hot guy, and I felt really good about myself as we headed up to the door.

Art and Crystal seemed very friendly and made me feel welcome. It was bad enough that I was hiding my secret identity but I was also the newcomer in a group of three old friends so I really wanted badly to fit in.

Since we didn't have a bedroom we didn't have any place to unpack, exactly, so we just set our suitcases on a table against the wall. The place was rustic but very cozy and I could imagine spending a couple of very comfortable days...and nights here.

"I hope you brought your swimsuits," said Art jovially. "The water feels fantastic right now!"

A swim sounded great and I disappeared into the bathroom to change while Art and Crystal retired to the bedroom. That left Greg out in the living room, and I thought about barging back suddenly on some excuse to try and catch a glimpse of him, but I figured I'd get to see the whole package eventually.

I'd of course seen Greg without his shirt on many, many, times over the years but it had a little different impact on me now, under the circumstances. I used to look at his chest and wish that my chest looked more like that. Now I was very happy with the chest I had.

"You've really got a killer bod, babe," said Greg admiringly as I made my entrance in my string bikini.

"Thanks. I wish I could take some credit for it but you'd know I'd be lying," I joked.

Art and Crystal came out of the bedroom and we girls admired each other's swimwear. Crystal was a rather well-built blonde who stuffed her bikini in a way that I never could but Greg seemed to like my figure so that was what mattered to me at the moment.

Then we headed for the shore and Greg took my hand as we walked. I felt like the coolest girl in school.


CHAPTER 14:

Art hadn't been exaggerating about the water. It felt absolutely wonderful. We all kind of splashed around for a while and there was a lot of tugging and grabbing under the water but then Greg and Art felt compelled to do some competitive swimming so Crystal and I just kicked back and observed our men trying to impress us with their feats of skill and strength.

"They always do this," said Crystal in mock disgust. "But you know what men are like. Even though they're the best of friends you put them in a situation where they think they'll impress a woman and suddenly they're the fiercest rivals."

"I think it's kind of cute," I said.

"Of course it's cute. It's dumb...but effective. I always do enjoy seeing a man demonstrating his prowess for my benefit."

"I wonder what they'd do if we raced?"

"Probably just go in the cabin and have a beer," Crystal said with a chuckle.

Greg and Art were pretty evenly matched as Crustal and I rooted our men on. Eventually Greg started to pull away and won rather easily and I felt compelled to rush over and give him a big kiss as a prize. Of course Art got a nice kiss too, but it was more in consolation.

"You looked really good out there. You must be in great shape," I said as we headed back to the cabin.

"I just hope I didn't pull a muscle or anything," Greg replied, half joking.

We all went in and changed into dry clothes. I was glad that Crystal had been so quick to include me in her girl talk at the lake. It made me feel more like I belonged and I was looking forward to spending more time with these people.

"Anyone getting hungry?" asked Art enthusiastically.

"Fortunately Art is a wiz in the kitchen because I can't cook a thing," said Crystal.

"With that ass you don't need to," said Art, playfully slapping her behind. "Besides, that's not true. You're learning."

"Yes, I'm learning, I'm learning...but I'm also perfectly happy to let you do it," Crystal joked. "What about you, honey? Do you cook?"

"Who cooks at 18? That's what McDonald's is for," Greg joked.

"18, my goodness! You won't be able to live on fast food forever, darling, trust me. It goes straight to your thighs," Crystal quipped.

"I was going to open a bottle of wine but I guess I'll have to see some ID first," Art joked.

"That's all right, I brought my own just in case," I joked back.

What a wonderful evening it was. Art was indeed a wiz and dinner was delicious. We sat around sipping wine and talking, sometimes as a group and sometimes the boys got into their own conversation while Crystal and I found something to say to each other. We played some old fashioned board games, which was corny but fun, and then Art and Crystal retired to their room and Greg pulled out the bed.

"I'm really glad you invited me Greg," I said as he took me in his arms. "I'm having such a wonderful time and I know it's only going to get better."

"Art and Crystal really like you. They keep telling me what a keeper you are," said Greg as he smiled at me between kisses.

"Well I'm all yours for the weekend at any rate. And I mean that literally," I said as I headed for the bathroom, stopping along the way to scoop my lace teddy out of the suitcase.

When I came out Greg was lying on the bed wearing his boxer shorts and nothing else. I had on a flimsy little purple thing with nothing under it. Greg seemed noticeably impressed.

"Wow, baby! You look fantastic!"

"Well I don't know how long it's going to be on my body but I thought I'd like to at least show it to you before you tear it off," I said with a wink as I got on the bed next to him.

"You're a hard girl to figure out. At the motel I thought maybe you were the shy type. That wouldn't have been surprising under the circumstances. But here you seem so relaxed and...well...sexy."

"Don't worry, I'm not the shy type at all as you will soon see."

With that I pulled his shorts off and saw him in all his naked glory for the first time. I was not disappointed. He was so manly from head to toe, but I was focused on the part a little bit more in between those two points.

Soon I was lovingly treating his hard cock to some very serious oral attention. I think Greg was astonished, not only that I would be so bold as to start with a BJ, but that I did it as well as I did and with such obvious enthusiasm.

"You must be a quick learner," said Greg as he stroked my hair. "I'm sure we'll get back to this but I need to see your tits now."

I stopped sucking and let Greg pull my teddy off. He immediately began to fondle my boobs.

"Like I said before, just the perfect size," Greg said admiringly as he continued to give my breasts a good going over.

"You wouldn't prefer bigger balloons like Crystal has?" I teased.

"Baby girl I had Crystal before Art did so I can honestly tell you that your tits are just what I like."

"Why did you call me that?"

"What? Baby girl?"

"Yeah. That's what Nykki always calls me," I said.

"It suits you. And you are kind of  baby girl, aren't you? You've only been one for a couple of months. At least you've only known it that long."

He fingered my pussy for a while and I started to squirm a bit. He was good at finger fucking but I had a feeling he would be even better once he put his cock into play.

"You're so gorgeous Greg and you make me feel so good. I want you to show me what a stud you are. I want that big cock inside me so bad right now. I know you want that too. I could tell you wanted to fuck me the night we met at your house. You've been thinking about how bad you wanted to get in my pussy ever since then, haven't you?"

Suddenly I was flipped over as if I was weightless and yanked into a position on my hands and knees. Greg got up behind me and slotted the tip of his prick on my gash and let it all glide in as far as it would go.

"You are so right, baby girl. I wanted to fuck you right there on the stairs in front of my mom and dad. I didn't care. I wanted to go to the movies with you and get my hands between your legs and make you cream so hard you'd start moaning in the theater. I've been thinking of nothing but fucking you since then."

"Then fuck me. Fuck me hard, stud. Fuck me with that big hard cock and make me cream and moan now," I hissed over my shoulder.

"Don't worry baby, you're going to get fucked good and hard!"

Greg was true to his word. He began to pound at my pussy with a vengeance. I tried to keep my moaning down for fear that they would hear it in the next room but soon I couldn't help myself.

"Pull my hair!" I cried.

Greg reached forward and got a good grip on the back of my hair near the scalp and gave it a firm tug that pulled my head up. I squealed with delight.

"Oh, fuck yes baby! Fuck yes!" I almost shouted. "If I can't be your girlfriend I can at least be your bitch. Make me your bitch you big stud!"

"You want to be my bitch, baby girl? I've fucked lots of bitches you know. You're going to have to show me that you really want it," he said as he spanked my butt.

"You know I want it. I've been waiting for this for years," I moaned.

"That's what I figured. You've been dreaming of being my slut, haven't you? You've just been waiting for the chance to have a real man show you what you've been missing. You like being on your hand and knees like this, don't you?"

"Love it!"

"Feeling your tits bouncing back and forth as you get your pussy pounded."

"Pound that pussy baby! Make my titties bounce!"

"This is where you belong, isn't it? What's you've always known down deep inside."

"Deeper...deeper," I whimpered, feeling my body exploding with ecstasy.

Greg stopped pulling my hair and pinned my head to the mattress, my hands sprawled in front of me.

"I figured you'd be pretty horny but I had no idea you'd be such a cock slut," Greg laughed.

"Your slut, baby. I want to be your cock slut," I managed to moan, despite my face being held down tight.

"How bad do you want it?" he asked.

"I want it bad."

"You want it up the ass?"

"Yes."

"Then say it, bitch."

"I want it up the ass. I want your huge manly cock shoved in my tight little asshole!"

Greg repositioned himself so that he was more or less in a standing position with his cock ready to take up my offer.

"Are you sure?" he chuckled.

"Give it to me!"

He gave it to me and I thought I was going to pass out for a second. It was so freaking tight in there. He didn't fuck me all that hard but even so I knew I was being fucked.

"Oh, my fucking God! Oh, Jesus! You're so fucking big!"

"Baby girl you are something else. I wish I could hold it a little longer but I'm going blow at any second."

I wiggled away from him and turned around. My mouth was open and my tongue out. I didn't quite make it in time for the first jet that landed on my cheek but after that I got a nice stream of his manly juice right where I wanted it to be. I didn't let it pool up this time, I swallowed it greedily as soon as I could. Greg was groaning and straining with every spurt and I wanted him to see how happily I took his jizz.

When he finished he collapsed on his back and pulled me over on top of him. Our kiss seemed to last for ages and I'm not sure how we even managed to breath.

"Wow," said Art. "Sounds like they're having a very good time."

Art and Crystal had stopped their own love making to listen to the wild sounds coming from beyond the wall.

"I never would have guessed to look at that girl that she wasn't just some shy teenager," said Crystal.

"Do you want to pick up where we left off," asked Art.

"After that? I say we just go to bed," Crystal replied.

"I think you're right," said Art as he shut off the lights.


CHAPTER 15:

"You were so wonderful, darling. You were every bit the man I thought you would be," I purred softly as we basked in the afterglow.

"I have to admit, you weren't quite the girl I was expecting," Greg replied.

"I know I'm a total slut. But I like being a slut. Sluts rule! And I meant what I said about wanting to be your slut. I know I can't ever mean anything to you seriously but I'd like to think that I can still be something special to you. Not just another notch on your bedpost."

"It's a convertible sofa. It doesn't have a bedpost," he pointed out.

"You know what I mean, you brat!" I replied as I poked him in the ribs.

"Oh, you are special Tiffany. You're special in so many ways. I don't know where all that slutty talk comes from but I'm suspecting my sister's influence at work."

"Too slutty?" I asked.

"Not from my point of view," Greg said with a grin. "You make me feel pretty manly."

"But you are manly," I insisted. "I mean, look at you! With your handsome face and your muscular body and your big, beautiful cock. You're a total dreamboat!"

"Dreamboat? Is that what the kids are saying these days?"

We both had a good laugh at that. Then I put my head on his chest and felt the rhythm of his breathing. I liked being a slut but...I thought it would probably be really nice to be in love with a guy like this.

"I didn't know what I was saying half of the time tonight but I suppose I always have admired you and looked up to you. I used to think about how much I'd like to be more like you but now I see how much better it is to be with you. Now I have the right bits and pieces to be of use to you," I sighed.

"Hey, I'm really glad you've got those bits and pieces but don't ever sell yourself short, no matter what body you're in. I'm sure there's a part of you that's the same either way. I can tell you want to please me, and that makes me very proud, but don't be afraid to speak up and say what you want, too."

"Okay. What I want is for you to get a big, huge, amount of lube the next time you ass fuck me. That was crazy painful."

"I'm sorry. I should have thought of that," he said.

"That's okay. I was only thinking of cock. I think about cock a lot these days. I like it so much more when it's someone else's...especially yours now that I've had it inside me."

"God, you're making me horny again," said Greg with a slight grunt.

"Good. I'm not sleepy. Are you?" I asked sweetly.

"Not with this hard on I feel growing fast."

Soon I was on my back with my legs wrapped around Greg's neck and he was entering me again with that beautiful tool. I gazed into his eyes and pretended that we were in love. It was just the foolish, romantic, dreaming of a teenage girl, but that was okay. It was just a different kind of initiation.

I ended up on top,  riding him until his sweet, sticky, cum was seeping out of me and we both were ready to crawl under the covers and snuggle up until we fell asleep. I felt so much like a woman. I knew I would always feel that way in my heart or in some part of my brain from now on and that was cool. As long as Nykki could make me this way once-in-a-while I could at least rekindle these feelings and emotions for a moment or two.


CHAPTER 16:

"Hey buddy, I couldn't help but overhear a little of your...activity last night," said Art to Greg as they were alone in the kitchen having coffee the next morning. "Sounds like she quite a tiger in bed."

"She's pretty amazing," Greg replied.

"How did you meet her, anyway?"

"She's my sister Nykki's best friend."

"I should have known. Your sister Pam always had some pretty hot friends, as I recall. I guess it's Nykki's turn now that she's all grown up and out of high school," Art chuckled.

"I hope we didn't disturb you guys," said Greg.

"No, no it was very...entertaining."

After a yummy breakfast Crystal asked if I wanted to join her for a little sunbathing by the lake and I gladly accepted. We put on our bikinis and strolled down to the shore but as soon as Crystal laid out her towel she stripped off her swimsuit. I followed her example and we lay down in the nude.

"Not too many boats on the water or people strolling by at this time of day," said Crystal. "If someone does come by I guess they'll just get an eyeful. Hopefully it won't be a troop of Boy Scouts on a nature hike."

"What could be more natural than this?" I joked.

"And probably a lot more interesting to a Boy Scout than collecting pine cones."

I knew she was right about that, having been a Boy Scout myself for a little while, but I could hardly mention that little detail.

"This place is so beautiful. Thank you so much for inviting me," I said.

"It's our pleasure. Greg seemed pretty excited about this new girl he wanted to bring up here and now I can see why," said Crystal. "So how long have you known Greg?"

"Well, I've kind of known him for a long time, but not that way," I told her. "This is really only our second date."

"Really? How did you meet?"

"Greg's my best friend's brother."

"Oh, I know that one. It's funny, but with all the men in the world there's just something appealing about the boy next door," Crystal chuckled. "You really like Greg, don't you?"

"I guess I've had a bit of a crush on him for a while now, but I know his reputation and I'm not building up any big expectations of something really serious. Besides, I'm probably going to be starting college soon and it's difficult to maintain a relationship that's just getting started if you can't see each other that much," I explained.

"Are all teenage girls that mature these days?" Crystal joked. "That's not how I remember being 18. I was madly in love with a different boy all the time. And each time I was totally convinced that there was no one else for me except Johnny...until Sam came along. Then Richard, and Sal, and Tony, and after a while I kind of lost track of all of them."

"How did you meet Art?" I inquired.

"Didn't Greg mention anything about it?"

"Hey said you had dated before."

"We dated for a while but Greg, being Greg, found someone else. As it turned out his roommate had quite a thing for me and I thought he was pretty cute and Art and I have been together ever since."

Crystal turned over on her stomach so I did the same. It was so weird to be talking to a woman who had been Greg's lover before, but it kind of made me feel closer to her. I wanted to be cool, and mature, and adult like her and I was glad that I wasn't full of schoolgirl jealousy.

"You know I wouldn't be too sure about Greg's reputation getting in the way. I can see the way he looks at you. And you obviously have a good...connection."

"Oh, shit! Was I that loud? I'm sorry," I said with a genuine blush.

"Darling, when a woman feels that good she should never apologize about it. Just count your lucky stars."

"I probably shouldn't ask this but is Art a good lover?"

"He's a very good lover. But not quite as...rambunctious, shall we say," Crystal chuckled. "And it's totally natural for women to talk about sex. What do you think those two are doing up in the cabin right now? I'm sure they're comparing notes as we speak."

I felt so amazingly happy in that moment. The sun shining on my naked body. Gossiping and chatting with my new friend Crystal. I was really glad now that I hadn't tried to avoid her or anything. I was really enjoying this part of being a woman, too.

A side of me wished that I could explain that Greg's reputation wasn't actually the only thing that made me seem so wise and mature. There was no way I could do that, of course. And I guessed that had I been born this way I probably would have gone through my string of young love affairs, too. And I'd probably be head over heels in love with Greg, and that probably wouldn't end well.

Later the boys hauled a couple of jet skis down to the lake and we put our bikinis back on and climbed behind our men. It would have probably been a lot sexier if not for the bulky life jackets we had to wear, which were not exactly flattering to the figure. Still it was another chance for our men to be men, and of course it turned into a race, which Art won this time.

I'd never been on a jet ski before but Greg showed me how to ride the thing and after a while I could handle it pretty well. I foolishly challenged Crystal to a race, and she wiped me out, but the men seemed to enjoy it and I had a blast anyway.

After lunch Greg and I went for a little stroll in the woods and we started necking almost as soon as we were out of sight of the cabin. Then he yanked my shorts down, followed quickly by my panties, and I was leaning against a tree with my bare bottom waiting eagerly to be penetrated.

To my surprise he got down on the ground and gave my pussy a nice little tongue bath first. I was really beginning to enjoy being taken from behind, no matter what he put in me or in which hole he put it.

"So did Crystal warn you all about my big, bad, reputation?" Greg asked as his cock began to fill me up.

"She didn't have to. Nykki already told me all about that," I replied.

"Of course she did," Greg chuckled. "That's what you get, I guess, when you date your sister's best friend. Hard to keep any secrets."

"Well you kind of brought the subject up yourself last night," I reminded him.

"Did I? I got kind of carried away last night."

"So I imagine you've fucked girls up here at the lake before."

"A few times."

"Out here in the woods?"

"Once or twice."

"Up against this tree?"

"Not this specific tree, that I can recall," he answered.

"Then it's our tree now," I moaned. "That makes it unique."

"Oh, baby girl, you drive me wild!"

"Then drive me wild too. Make cum all over your big dick!"

"Oh, fuck," he grunted as he started to hump me faster.

"Yeah...yeah...yeah...oh I'm going to cum so hard," I whimpered.

"Come as hard as you want baby. And as often as you can," he said in between heavy breaths.

My legs started shaking and I was afraid that I wouldn't be able to keep my balance the way he was drilling me but I steadied myself and hung on. The waves of pleasure just kept coming and coming. I don't know what I was saying, but I was saying it really loud.

Back at the cabin Art and Crystal were lying in a hammock, trying to enjoy a peaceful romantic moment when the sound of my profane screams started to reach their ears.

"Good lord, where did that girl learn to talk like that?" said Art.

"I think she's an old soul, darling, packed in a tight little teenage body. Perhaps we should adjourn to the bedroom," Crystal suggested.

"I think if they come up here again we may have to buy some earplugs," Art said, not really joking.

"Or maybe you can just make me scream like that baby and we can drown them out," said Crystal, leading Art by the hand towards the cabin.

"Yeah, I think I like your plan better," Art grinned as they went inside and shut the door.


CHAPTER 17:

I needn't go into all of the details of the rest of our weekend but there was one incident of note that was sort of amusing.

Greg had a hunch that I might like to try being restrained, but since neither one of us had packed any handcuffs or anything like that, he scrounged up some rope and we looked for a place to use it that night once Art and Crystal had gone to their room. The bed, as previously mentioned, had no bedpost so we had to improvise. There were some exposed pipes overhead that ran to the bathroom so Greg tossed the rope over those and then bound my hands together so that they were stretched out over my head. The rope hurt a little but I felt so kinky that I didn't mind.

Greg was planning on doing me up the butt again, mainly because I asked him to, and remembering what I had said he was the total gentleman and went off to the bathroom in search of some lube. Not hearing any sound for a while Art assumed that we had finally passed out and took the opportunity to quietly make his way to the kitchen to get something. That put me right in his path. He stopped dead in his tracks and stared, as anyone would do in that situation, and I just smiled and said hello.

"Hey babe, I can't find any lube," Greg called from the bathroom.

"You got any lube Art?" I asked as casually as if I was asking for a flashlight or something.

"Ah...yeah. I think we've got some in the bedroom," Art stammered.

"It's okay, sweetie," I called to Greg. "Art says he's got some."

Art never did make it to the kitchen but he brought the lube back and handed it to Greg as we both thanked him. I have no idea what he said to Crystal but I can guess it would be a story they'd tell for a long time to come.

Once my butt was nicely slathered and Greg's cock had a shiny coat of lubricant on it he grabbed my waist and took me in the ass. It was still tight but man did that lube ever work wonders. After a while I was begging for him to give me more and do me harder, even while my arms ached and my wrists burned from the rope. I don't know that I'd want to make a habit of it, but it was so dirty and hot and exciting that I was really glad we had tried it.

The weekend ended too fast for my liking, and we said farewell to Art and Crystal, who might get some sleep at last if they were planning on staying a little longer. Greg and I didn't talk as much on the way home and I was really curious to know what he was thinking. I was thinking that it had been the best weekend of my life and I had a hard time imagining one that would top it, but that's teenage girl thinking and I knew that there was a lot of life ahead of me, in this body or the other.

Nykki wanted a full report, which I tried to water down, but she was having none of it. Even though I was talking about her brother she was so fascinated by the details that she hung on my every word.

"Holy crap! I think I created a monster! A beautiful, horny, little, sex monster. If you like taking it up the ass so much why don't you just be gay?" she joked.

"Because I like straight men," I replied. "And my ass just isn't that cute as a boy."

We both busted up with laughter and I was sad to see her produce her magic wand but it was time to come back down to earth.


CHAPTER 18:

After my longest dose of womanhood yet it felt kind of funny to be my old self again. Up until now it had been the other way around. The time I spent as Tiffany was more like one of Nykki's tea parties from the old days; just a game, playtime, something you did for a lark before getting dressed and going home. Getting to be a girl for an entire weekend, and feeling more female than ever before, I was feeling a little bummed out by returning to my normal life.

Greg had said that I was a hard girl to figure out, but he was kind of hard to figure out, too. When I encouraged him to treat me rough and talk dirty he jumped right in without hesitation, but the rest of the time he couldn't have been sweeter or more understanding. I never had the slightest feeling of being disrespected in any way.

He didn't try to order me around or command me to go get a beer for him, or talk down to me at all. Quite the opposite, really. He was very attentive and seemed to always be thinking about my needs and trying to make sure that I was having a good time. Considering the dynamic of our situation I was prepared to be subservient to him in most respects but I felt much more like a partner. It was only in bed where Greg turned to a more aggressive, dominating creature, which was exactly what I had wanted to him be.

I wondered what it was that made him chase so many skirts. He had dated Crystal, and burned out on her, despite the fact that she was so attractive and seemed like a really cool person to me in the short time I had gotten to know her. Did he just get bored that easily or was he looking for something that he just hadn't found yet. Of course if I was the kind of chick magnet he was I might have gone around doing the same thing. Even with my limited experience as a slut I had learned the joys of the uncomplicated relationship and the one-night-stand.

Now I was learning something about the other side of the coin as well. The feeling you get when you just can't stop thinking about someone. I was thinking about the way it felt good just to be with my man, even when we weren't doing anything special. Some of those moments where we had just been lying in bed talking and holding each other close were as special to me as any of the wild sex had been.

The summer was winding down and I still hadn't made up my mind about what I wanted to do next. A lot of people I knew from school had made their plans long ago. Some were going to look for jobs and some had already enrolled in colleges, either nearby or far away, but I felt really uncertain about my future in so many ways, unlike Greg, who really seemed to have his shit together.

Greg had started an online business while he was still in college, but he hadn't been able to devote his full attention to it until after graduation. Now he had a couple of investors who might be able to help him take it to the next level. He was in the process of setting up a home office situation where he could live and work at the same time. That meant he would soon be moving away from the house next door and to another city entirely.

That was probably best, I figured, since it was hard for me to look at him now, not that I saw all that much of him anyway, but it's hard not to notice your neighbor sometimes. He was the same Greg in my eyes but I was just Kyle, the kid next door. I wanted to find excuses to talk to him but I was afraid that it would make him uncomfortable to be with me when I wasn't Tiffany, after everything we had just done.

Of far greater disappointment to me was the news that Nykki had apparently enrolled in an out-of-state college some time ago and would be leaving in the very near future. That was a blow that was hard to take, both from her loss and from the fact that she hadn't bothered to mention it to me. Well, obviously Nykki kept all kinds of things from me so I figured I shouldn't be too surprised.

"It's not like I'm going to the gas chamber, silly," Nykki said when she finally did reveal her plans. "I'll be home for visits and holidays and whatever and I might not even like it there and change my mind and come back. And you know me, I'll probably get expelled for doing something outrageous anyway."

"I'm going to miss you so much," I said, trying not to cry. "I miss you already and you're not even gone. And I know Tiffany is going to miss you especially."

"I think you mean you're going to miss Tiffany," Nykki corrected.

"Well, yeah, that's definitely the case. You dragged me into being a girl and got me all excited about it. Now you're taking off and leaving me stuck the way I am," I complained.

"Is it that bad being Kyle?"

"No, but it's that good being Tiffany."

"Well, you could come along with me," she pointed out.

"It's kind of late to enroll now, assuming they even accepted my application," I said.

"Then you could start next semester. You could certainly come out for a visit and check the place out. We could have a blast hitting up the frat parties together," she said cheerfully.

"Yeah, I suppose that's true," I said half-heartedly.

"Don't worry. I have this strange feeling that everything's going to work out just fine. Trust me."

I wanted to trust Nykki. She was usually right about most things in the end, even if it took me a while to see it. I just knew that my life was going to feel pretty empty very soon and that I needed to find some way to fill it.

"Oh, yeah, Greg said something about asking if Tiffany wanted to come over and check out his new pad. He's been moving his all his crap and I guess he's moving in for real next week," Nykki tossed off as an afterthought.

"When were you planning to tell me that?" I demanded.

"Just now, I guess," she giggled.

"Of course I want to go," I said happily. "It's going to be my last chance to be Tiffany for who knows how long."

"I thought you might rather go out and slut it up with me instead of hanging around with my dumb brother while he lugs cardboard boxes around."

"That honestly sounds pretty good to me right now," I replied.

"Okay, suit yourself. I'll tell him you're coming."

If my magical summer was going to end at least it would end in Greg's arms. I was sure he wasn't inviting me just to haul boxes. It was a bit of a drive to get there, and I obviously couldn't stay too long, since I had to get back before Nykki left for school, but I over-packed just in case, being the clever girl I was.

I was giddy with excitement as I headed off on my journey. If this was the end of Tiffany at least she was going out with a bang...literally.


CHAPTER 19:

"I love it. It's absolutely perfect," I said enthusiastically once Greg had given me the grand tour.

"I don't know if it's perfect but I think it'll do the job for now," said Greg. "There's plenty of room to work while it's just me, and maybe one or two other people, but once we expand I'll need a real office."

"I just think it's so cool that you're so smart and ambitious and pulled this whole thing together all by yourself."

"Oh, I had plenty of help, and I definitely needed those investors, but I've always liked the idea of being my own boss I guess."

"I like the idea of you being the boss, too," I said as I kissed him. "Especially in the bedroom."

"Even if I tie you up and fuck you in the ass?" he asked playfully.

"Especially when you tie me up and fuck me in the ass," I replied. "I brought along plenty of lube, just in case. I like to be prepared. I was a Boy Scout you know."

"Then you must know how to tie a lot of knots and things. Maybe you should be the one tying me up," Greg suggested.

"Oh, I didn't get my merit badge in that. You better do the typing up...for now."

As it turned out we didn't need any ropes at all as Greg had actually gone out and purchased this little bondage device that sort of resembled a bicycle. As soon as I saw it I begged him to let me try it out.

"But you haven't even unpacked yet," he chuckled.

"Unpack later. Fuck now."

With a laugh he stripped me out of my clothes and had me sit on the padded seat. Then I leaned forward, just like a bike rider, and my wrists were strapped onto a cross bar. Then he pulled my legs back and fastened my ankles together. It was uncomfortable but kinky, which was something I was learning to enjoy.

"What do I do now?" I asked, once I was firmly secured.

"Now you suck my cock, bitch. What do you think you do?"

It was strange trying to give head without using my hands. Stroking had always been a big part of the process, just as Nykki had taught me, but I soon got the hang of it. Before long Greg was basically throat fucking me anyway so I could just concentrate on taking his meat and breathing through my nose. It was so wet and sloppy this way that I could feel the drool running down my face.

After a while he went behind me and positioned my rear end so that he had access to my pussy. I felt so precariously perched on this little seat that I was afraid I would slip off, but that actually wasn't very likely. It had obviously been designed for just this purpose.

I waited anxiously for his penetration but suddenly he went over to a box and came back with something in his hand.

"Oh, I almost forgot. I thought you might want to try this. We don't want to startle the neighbors right away," he joked.

It was a ball gag and had a strap that fastened around my head while I sort of bit down on the red ball in the front. I wasn't sure if it was really necessary but I was certainly game to try it.

It actually turned out to be a pretty handy little device  as it let me scream and carry on as much as I wanted to, or as much as my body was making me do, and no one would really be the wiser. This became especially useful when Greg flipped a switch and I discovered that the seat could vibrate.

"Apparently you can strap some devices on that thing if you want to try some double penetration sometime," he said as he continued to rock my world, one hard thrust at a time.

I wanted to tell him that I would be happy to try double penetration anytime he wanted, but of course I couldn't tell him anything with a big red ball stuffed in my mouth.

I'm sure that seat was going to need some serious cleaning later, as I could feel myself dripping all over it. Pretty soon my wetness only increased as Greg's cum mixed with my own and the seat stopped vibrating at last. I was still tingling on the inside without the help of technology. I was being powered by a different kind of electrical impulse.

After I was unhooked, and unstrapped, and whatever, Greg took me in the bathroom and we got into his rather large sunken tub together. We had gone from ultra-dirty to super-sensuous as easily as flipping the switch on that bondage bike.

We sponged each other with soapy water and I suggested the he should get some candles, which he thought was a great idea. I hadn't planned to get to the sex this quickly but with so little time left it didn't bother me at all that we had gotten busy right away. We could just fuck and bathe the whole time I was here, as far as I was concerned, but we did have to eat, too, and Greg wanted to take me someplace nice tonight, so I broke out the new dress I had bought for the occasion and tried to make myself pretty.

"You've really got your life together Greg, I'm so impressed," I said after we had ordered. "I'm just kind of floating around clueless these days.

"Nothing special on the horizon?" he asked.

"Sometimes I don't know if I can even see a horizon," I quipped.

"What would you do if you could just pick something," he inquired.

"I don't know. I really don't know, and that's the big problem. I should have spent this summer trying to figure that out but instead I spent it as a girl trying to get laid."

"It sounds like you needed to figure some other things out first, like whether you wanted to be a guy or a girl," Greg pointed it.

"True. But now I know I want to be a girl but Nykki is moving away and I don't know when I'll ever get the chance again," I said sadly.

"You know, Nykki isn't the only one who knows that spell. I can change you just as easily as she does," Greg said calmly as our salads arrived.

"You can?" I said, feeling my heart start to speed up.

"Sure, no problem. All I've got to do is point my wand at you and think the spell."

"Holy shit, I never even thought of that. Show me your wand?"

"Right here in the restaurant," he joked.

"You know what I mean. Nykki's looks like a lipstick tube."

"I just keep mine on my key ring," he said as he showed me the little stick hanging innocuously next to his keys.

"Hers is bigger than yours," I teased.

"Size isn't everything," he shot back.

A million thoughts raced through my head and I had a million questions but I was really hungry so I just ate my salad and tried not to get my hopes up.


CHAPTER 20:

"You know, if you don't really have any plans I need to hire an assistant. The pay isn't great but I can offer you room and board, if you don't mind sharing a bed."

We had gotten home from dinner and were snuggling on the couch when Greg casually sprung the idea on me.

"I was going to advertise for someone but having an assistant who actually lived here would certainly make things a lot easier for me. I kind of don't work regular office hours so if you didn't mind that it might be a pretty good job for you. And the job at least comes with a few perks," he said with a smile.

"Are you saying what I think you're saying?" I asked hopefully.

"I don't know. What do you think I'm saying?"

"I think you're saying that you would zap me into being a woman and I would move in with you and live and work as Tiffany full-time."

"That about sizes it up," he said with a nod. "And of course I can always zap you back into being a man when you want to see your folks or need to be male again for some reason."

"So I'd be your girlfriend?"

"Girlfriend, partner, live-in-lover, whatever you want to think of yourself as."

"But I thought you didn't like commitment," I pointed out.

"I never said that. It may have looked that way but I'm human, like anyone else. Well, mostly human. I knew you were different the moment I laid eyes on you. But you're so young I'm actually more worried that you'll get tired of me than the other way around. You should probably be out meeting boys and going on dates."

"Why would I want to meet boys when I'm in love with a man?" I said firmly.

"Are you in love with me Tiffany? So much in love with me that you'd leave your home and change your gender to be my lover?"

"Yes. Yes to everything with a free will and an open heart!" I cried.

"That's good, because I'm madly in love with you, baby girl, and I've been on pins and needles every minute hoping that you'd like my plan," he said happily.

"But I don't know anything about your work," I suddenly interjected.

"You didn't know anything about sucking cock until recently but now you give the best fucking head I've ever seen. I noticed right away what a quick learner you are. And you're bright and you have good ideas. I'm sure you'll be an asset to the company."

"So you do want me to be your bitch," I said proudly.

"Well sure I want you to be my bitch, but I hope you see that I want you to be so much more," he said, trying not to laugh too much. "Whatever makes you happy is what I want."

"I want to make you happy, too, Greg. I want to make you happy right now here on this couch," I said excitedly.

"You horny little thing. We can't even have a serious conversation without you making it all about cock, can you?"

"Nope. Not when I'm so close to your cock I can taste it," I replied.

"Oh, you'll taste it. You'll taste it plenty from now on bitch. You'll taste my cum so often you'll never get the taste out of your mouth," he said in his manliest voice.

"Promises, promises."

"But I want to fuck you in the bedroom right now, not the couch, so you'll just have to wait a little longer."

We got up and I was about to head for the stairs but he scooped me up in his arms and carried me the whole way there like I was nothing more than a pillow.

Despite all the dirty talk we made love very sweetly and gently, for the most part. I had a feeling that we would be making love in all different moods and fashions in the days to come. It was funny to think that this was my bed now, my bedroom, my home after having lived my whole life in the same place.

I thought nothing could make this wonderful day even more special but Greg still had one more trick up his sleeve.

"You know, if you ever decide that you want to make the change permanent I can do that," said Greg as we cuddled together and let our hands gently roam at will.

"Isn't that what would happen if you just didn't change me back?" I asked.

"You'd stay in that body until you found a witch who could switch you but the world would still know you as a man. I can make it so that it's as if you had always been a woman."

"You mean erase my whole past?"

"Not erase, exactly, more like rewrite to fit your new gender. All of your records and documents would be changed. Your parents would think that you had always been their daughter," he explained.

"Would I know the truth?"

"You'd know and I'd know and Nykki would know. Any witch who knows how to do the transformation spell would know, but outside of my family I don't know how many witches you're likely to meet," he chuckled.

"Nykki never told me she could that," I said, starting to feel pissed off again, despite being so deliriously happy.

"She can't do it, but I can. I'm the oldest and the male of the family tends to have the most power."

"That's so true, darling, and I'm really glad it's that way," I said with a smile as I put my hand on his chest.

"So it's something to think about, anyway. If you really like being a woman and decide it's what you want to be forever you can just say the word and I'll do the rest."

That sounded too good to be true, but I figured it might be prudent to live this way for a little while just to make certain. If I only thought about the sex, which is what I tended to think about the most these days, I would have had him change me on the spot, but I knew there was more to being a woman than just fucking.

I wondered what other magic powers Greg might have but I didn't press him on the subject at the moment. The power between his legs was plenty to keep my thoughts occupied for now.


CHAPTER 21:

I went back home to get my stuff and tell my parents that I had taken a job with Greg's new company and they were surprised, but pleased that I had found something to do. They knew Greg very well and thought it was a fine idea. Naturally I didn't tell them that I was also living with him as his girlfriend, but the basic details were the same.

It was also time for me to see Nykki before she headed off to college and that was a really tough thing to do, although I was also so happy the way things were going with Greg, that it was a mixture of sorrow and joy as we said goodbye.

"Excellent, it all worked out like I planned it," said Nykki with a smile.

"What do you mean?"

"Well, I always knew that you secretly wanted to be female, that was so obvious even when we were kids, so my job was to see that you kept dipping your tow in the water until you finally woke up and realized it, too."

"How could you have known that?" I asked skeptically.

"You always protested, but you never told me not to change you. I always felt like Tiffany was the real you and I was actually turning you into someone else as Kyle. You just seemed so much happier as a girl. So much more comfortable. I knew you wouldn't really see that for yourself until you were an adult and could get some sense fucked into you, and it worked just like I thought it would. Better, really. Every woman's got a little slut inside her somewhere but you're a full-blown cock hound!"

"I am not," I protested. "Well, maybe I am."

"So once I got you to see your true identity the last step was to get you close enough to Greg that he'd volunteer to make it permanent. I figured it wouldn't be too hard because I could tell you'd always had a crush on him. You said it was Pam but I knew what you really wanted. So I had to make you the kind of girl that would get Greg's attention. I provided the basic training and you took it from there, quite successfully I would say," Nykki said, with a trace of smugness.

"So you wanted me to hook up with Greg," I said, starting to figure things out.

"Not especially. What you see in him is beyond me, but you've obviously thought he was pretty special. Since he had the power to turn you permanently and you had the hots for his body it seemed like the easiest way to make everyone happy. And by the way, I don't know what you're waiting for. You've crossed the bridge already and you're never going to regret it. And when you guys get married we'll officially be sisters, like we've always been in our hearts."

"Nobody's said anything about marriage," I told her. "I'm only 18 and not really thinking about that sort of thing yet."

"Very well, protest if you must, but when you get married, which you totally will someday, just remember who helped make it all possible. I expect really kick ass presents on Christmas and my birthday. When Greg's business takes off you're going to be filthy rich so you'll be able to afford it. I'll just drops lots of hints about what I want."

"I'm afraid I'm not going to be much of a party pal to you anymore. I plan to be a one-guy kind of woman," I said.

"Well of course you are. I don't want you running around cheating on my brother, as long as he's faithful to you, that is. But I didn't really do this for that purpose, as fun as it is. I did it because I wanted you to be happy, and you seem pretty happy to me right now, so I'd say it was a job well done," Nykki concluded.

I should have learned by now to just trust Nykki and believe whatever she told me but it still all seemed like a dream to me. I was going to be living with Greg now so it might not be that big of a stretch that he would pop the question sometime. And if we did get married we'd probably want to start a family eventually. And I guess our kids would be 1/68 witch, or whatever it was, and that would be fine, too. They probably wouldn't know a ton of magic but a little wouldn't be bad. Just enough magic to spread some happiness around, like their father and their aunt. And who doesn't need a little magic in their lives sometimes?


AUTHOR'S NOTES:

I haven't done a ton of books involving witches but as Halloween was coming up as I wrote this it seemed like a fun idea. This is also another book inspired, in part, by my experiences in the online virtual world Second Life. I met a reader of mine, who goes by the name Nykki, and we chatted about going out in SL and doing some naughty things so I named the character in this book after her.

(Personal note: If you're reading this Nykki hit me up in Second Life. I'd still like to do some wicked things together sometime!)
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