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CHAPTER 1:

Max was just a stray cat that wandered into my yard one day. I fed him and he came back and I fed him again and he kept coming back and pretty soon he decided to move in with me. I don't know whether he liked the food or the company or both, but I was happy to have him as a roommate. He was jet black, with piercing green eyes, but his coat looked like he had been through some rough times lately. That's how I was pretty sure that he was a stray and not just a neighbor's cat who liked to mooch.

I lived alone, and I worked from home most of the time, so Max became a regular fixture in my life. I bought him some toys, which he largely ignored, preferring to make his own out of one of my socks or any stray object that fell on the floor. I know that men are typically thought of as "dog people" and women as "cat people" but I'm a guy who has always liked cats. Max was a good buddy, even if he didn't fetch me my slippers or do a lot of tricks. As I soon discovered Max had tricks of his own that beat the hell out of rolling over or fetching.

While I was kicking back on the couch one lazy afternoon, just stretched out and relaxed as hell, Max decided to make himself relaxed on my chest. Being a fairly big fellow you certainly felt it when he was putting all of his weight on your sternum, but he soon settled down and started staring at me for some reason. Cats just do that sometimes, and you're never really going to win a staring contest with one, but I took the bait and started staring back, trying not to blink. I was doing pretty well until I suddenly felt kind of weird.

My chest seemed to be swelling up and it felt like my penis was shriveling away. My whole body appeared to be shrinking and stretching all over the place. I just lay there in a panic, too scared to get up until the process appeared to stop. Then I just lay there, feeling my heart racing. I looked at my hands and they seemed smaller and softer. When I touched my chest I realized that it had swollen up so much it looked like I had boobs. I suppose that's when it started to sink in.

Max had casually climbed off and sauntered away as soon as the odd changes started happening so I sat upright and began to run my hands all over my body. I practically tore off my shirt and found rather nicely developed tits sticking out in front of me. My pants went next and there was no further doubt as to what had happened. Somehow I had ended up in a woman's body!


CHAPTER 2:

What had happened was pretty clearly established. How it happened was still a total mystery. I didn't think I was dreaming, but there was always that possibility I supposed.

"What the hell has happened to me Max?" I asked, suddenly becoming aware that even my voice had become feminized.

Max didn't reply. He also didn't seem fazed at all about the switch as he came over and rubbed up against my bare leg. Not very loyal, I thought, but then again maybe Max knew who I really was under this female exterior. I tried to think whether I had eaten anything unusual that might have caused some kind of allergic reaction, or been anywhere recently where I might have come into contact with some hazardous chemicals, but I knew that couldn't be the case. Some strange disease might cause my breasts to swell up a little, but it sure as hell wasn't going to replace my cock and balls with a pussy.

No, there had been nothing strange or unusual at all going on. I was just minding my own business, relaxing on the couch, getting in a stare down with Max. Max! Holy shit! When I was staring at Max's eyes I felt myself getting a little light headed before the whole change thing kicked off.

"Max, what did you do to me?" I demanded.

Max just meowed and looked at me like I was an idiot for asking the question. I went over and picked him up and set him on the dinner table. He just sat there calmly as I leaned over and started to stare at him again. After a couple of minutes I felt dizzy again and grabbed the table for support while never breaking my gaze with Max. This crazy shape shifting went to work once more and I was soon back in my old body. I ran into the bathroom and checked myself in the mirror, but everything seemed to be back in place.

Because Max was a black cat, which people often associate with magic and sorcery and so on, I used to joke that he probably once belonged to some old witch who didn't take very good care of him and that's why he ran away. That suddenly didn't seem like such a joke to me.

Now I've had a number of cats over the years and they've been known to bring my all kinds of "gifts" like dead birds or live rodents, usually dropping them down in my bed or something, and they probably wondered why I failed to show the appropriate degree of appreciation for their offerings. This was a gift that actually got my mind racing in a good way.

I must explain that for quite a while now I've had a fantasy that some people call cross-dreaming, where I watch a porn video, for example, and picture myself in the female role. I don't do it all the time, and sometimes it kind of goes away for stretches, but it's happened often enough to know that it's a "thing" of mine.

Now one who cross-dreams doesn't automatically have to have any transgender aspirations or feelings. They may crossdress, or they may not. The main thing is that they sometimes like to imagine themselves as the opposite gender in sexual situations. The American Psychiatric Manual classifies men who dream about having sex as women as paraphilic autogynephiles. It sounds pretty scary, and theoretically it might mean that you have some kind of mental disorder, but it might also mean that you're just a horny bastard with a vivid imagination. That's how I liked to think of myself anyway.

I have never acted upon this impulse directly, like putting on women's clothes while I masturbated, or shoved a dildo up my ass to simulate vaginal penetration, but I have certainly contemplated both of those things more than once. I think the fact that I don't believe that I would make a very pretty female, no matter what I wore, or how much makeup I put on, probably discouraged me from any sort of experiments in that direction.

The fact that I usually fantasized about being fucked by men when I had these cross-dreaming experiences tended to make me also shy away from exploring the thing in any greater detail. I have nothing against gay people, and have many gay friends, but I never thought of myself as gay and wasn't sure that I really wanted to. Maybe there was some latent homosexual impulses that helped fuel my fantasies, but mostly I just liked to think about being a hot chick getting nailed by some big stud.

It was usually triggered by the specific girl that I was watching in a porn video. The ones that I found personally the most attractive usually got me leaning in that direction, and if they also seemed to be genuinely enjoying themselves, as opposed to going through a lot of histrionics that seemed fake to me, there was a good chance that my mind would slip into female mode and I would start to pretend that I was that girl. A lot of the amateur, homemade stuff tended to appeal to me because I suppose it seemed more realistic in a way.

I used to try and justify it to myself by saying that I was just so attracted to women that I couldn't help but want to be one, but if that was the whole story I'd presumably want to be a lesbian, so it hardly explained why I found myself sucking my thumb while watching a particularly good blowjob scene. I don't know, maybe I do have some kind of a problem, but it never seemed like that big of a deal to me so I never worried too much about trying to "cure" it.

Now, as I sat naked looking at my suddenly mysterious cat, I began to wonder whether my cross-dreams were about to come true. If all I had to do was stare at Max for a couple of minutes to turn into the semblance of a real woman, and then stare again to turn back, why the hell shouldn't I take advantage of the opportunity to live out some of those fantasies? Of course I didn't know if I would even want to do that once I had turned female but it might be worth a shot to find out. I had been a woman for just a few panic stricken minutes and sex was not at all on my mind. I wondered what I would feel if I voluntarily submitted to the transformation for some longer period of time.

Since Max was still sitting there patiently I took another long look into his green eyes and before long I was back to being in that smaller, softer, female body that I had been in just a little while before. Max just yawned and went to sleep on the table. I was considerably more excited.

I ran to the bathroom again and this time took a look at my new female reflection. I was very pleased by what I saw. Was I my ideal of feminine beauty? No, but I thought I was a pretty hot piece of ass. And that body! What man wouldn't want to stick his dick in that?

That appeared to answer the question pretty quickly. I was definitely interested in sex, and it appeared that I wanted sex with a man. The more I thought about it, the more I wanted it, in fact. I fired up the computer and went straight for the porn. It didn't even matter this time who was in the video or how realistic it was. I was sitting there fingering myself like mad the whole time. Now I really wished that I had invested in some sex toys because I badly wanted a dildo at the moment. I thought about using a banana, but then I came to the logical conclusion. I should go out and get laid.

That was perhaps easier said than done. For starters I didn't have any female clothing. Once again I cursed myself for not being better prepared. If I had been crossdressing I'd probably have some kind of a wardrobe built up by now. Of course I had no way of knowing that my magically enchanted cat was going to dispense sex changes on demand, so I tried to forgive myself for the oversight.

I found some old jeans that had shrunk a bit in the wash over the years and went to work on them with a pair of scissors. I just kept gutting away at the legs until there basically weren't any legs left. An old t-shirt got the same treatment. I cut away the bottom until it barely covered my boobs enough for legal decency. None of my shoes fit terribly well but with a couple of pairs of socks I was able to put on some running shoes that seemed like they wouldn't fall off with every step.

God I looked hot...and slutty. Oh, so very slutty. I don't know what kind of woman would actually go out in public dressed like that, but I knew that the kind of woman I was at the moment was planning to do just that.

I rather nervously went out to my car and drove to a local park that was part of a jogging trail and got ready to do a little running. First mistake, trying to run without a sports bra, or a bra of any kind. My boobs were just all over the place and having a devil of a time staying under my tiny little shirt. Second mistake, wearing jeans that were too big with no panties on underneath. I thought my somewhat wider hips might help keep my cutoffs up but a belt would have been a much better idea.

After a very short jog I switched to walking and eventually just gave up and sat on a bench drinking from the bottle of water I had brought along. I had jogged this path many times as a man, and seen many attractive women jogging there as well, but most of them were much more appropriately attired for the purpose. I seemed to be attired for the purpose of giving easy access to a man to ravage my body, which of course was my whole reason for being out here jogging in the first place, but I began to see some flaws in my plan. That's when fate intervened and Mark took a seat next to me on the bench.


CHAPTER 3:

"Mind if I sit here?" he asked.

"Not at all," I replied.

We made absolutely pointless conversation about the weather and God knows what else before he got around to introducing himself as Mark.

"Pleased to meet you I'm...Kelly," I said, pulling a name out of my ass.

Although he made some effort not to, Mark kept stealing glances at my heaving bosom. I hadn't worked up much of a sweat but my t-shirt was tight enough to show my nipples quite clearly, even without being especially wet. I knew he was interested. I just didn't know how to go about reeling him in.

"I don't think I've ever seen you jogging here before," Mark said casually.

"No...first time," I told him, which was sort of true.

"I'm sure I would have remembered you, especially if you were dressed like that."

"Don't you like the way I'm dressed?" I asked as seductively as I could.

"I love it. I wish more women dressed that way. I'd probably come out here much more often," he said with a smile as he slipped his arm around my shoulder. "Now you really aren't in any big hurry to get back to jogging, are you?"

"Not particularly. My pants keep falling off and I probably should have worn a bra," I said innocently.

"Now why would you want to do that?" he said as he leaned over to kiss me.

"I guess that would be pretty silly," I replied as I kissed him back much more passionately.

I felt a hand slipping under my shirt and cupping one of my breasts. It was broad daylight on a public bench on a fairly well-traveled jogging path, but I didn't care. I was living my pornographic fantasy. Apparently Mark cared because he suggested that we retire to a small clump of trees set back a bit from the path.

Using the trees for cover we sat next to each other on the grass and resumed necking. Pretty soon Mark pulled my shirt up from the bottom, revealing my breasts in all their glory.

"You have really nice titties, baby. Firm but supple," he said admiringly as he began to squeeze and grope them.

He had no shirt on and wore just running shoes and some shorts and as he played with my knockers I let my hand drift down to his crotch. I could feel his erection desperately trying to break out of his pants so I stuck my hand inside his shorts and felt another's man cock for the first time.

"I just knew there was something special about you the moment I saw you sitting there," said Mark.

Yeah, he knew that I looked like an easy lay, which I definitely was, I thought. Mark wasn't the hottest guy I had ever seen but his jogging had kept him in pretty good shape and I was quite curious to see what his prick looked like. It felt rather large, but I wasn't a good judge of that just by feeling it. I pulled the top of his shorts down and got his cock out. Then I kind of stared at it in wonder for a little while. It wasn't porn star huge, but it was a nice size and it was very hard and throbbing. I was completely captivated by it.

"You want that big cock inside you, don't you baby?" said Mark.

"Oh, yes," I replied as I resumed stroking it.

"Well hop on, darling."

I stopped stroking and slid off my pants, which wasn't hard to do since they kept slipping off on their own all the time. With no underwear there was nothing standing between my pussy and his cock accept my courage. I stuck a hand between my legs and discovered how wet I was already. I knew I was insanely turned on, but I had no idea how that manifested itself exactly in a woman's body. As a guy, getting turned on meant getting hard, like Mark was.

It was probably do or die. I had gone this far and been way more successful way more quickly than I had ever imagined. If fate wanted me to ride this man's cock who was I to question it?

I straddled him and tried to just drop down on his dick but it wasn't as easy as it seemed. He just kind of pressed up against the outer part of my pussy and slid off. After a couple of failed attempts I reached down with one hand and held him in place while I tried to guide my body onto his spike. That seemed to do the trick because a moment later I was in shock as I felt his manhood going up and up and up inside me.

Sitting pretty upright, as I was, I quickly realized that I needed to provide some of the motion so I began to bounce up and down on his dick while he reached out and played with my tits some more.

"Oh wow...oh...oh...oh man..." I started to moan.

Maybe some of those girls weren't faking after all, I thought. I had barely started riding him and already I felt like I had just swallowed a string of lit firecrackers. Everything was popping and boiling inside me.

"Yes...yes...that's good baby...you ride that big hard cock," Mark said in a kind of trippy voice that probably would have sounded goofy if I weren't so preoccupied with riding his big hard cock.

"Mmmmmm..." was all I could say at the moment.

This couldn't be happening but it was hard to think of any logical excuse for why it wasn't. My cat had turned me into a horny slut and I was banging the first guy who happened to come along. It was really that simple...if somewhat unconventional.

"Oh, shit! Quick, bend down," Mark said in a panic.

I had no idea what was going on but I did as he suggested and leaned forward as far as I could. Mark was desperately craning his neck to see around the trees.

"What is it?" I whispered.

"One of those fucking cops on a bike," he whispered in reply. "He's stopped at the bench but he doesn't seem to be looking this way.

Even though we were in jeopardy of getting arrested for who knows how many violations I couldn't help myself and kept grinding my snatch down even as we lay there trying to be quiet. I think the danger actually made me even more aroused.

"Okay, he's riding off. I don't think he saw anything," Mark said with a sigh of relief.

"Do you really like my tits, Mark?" I asked as I pretty much shoved them in his face.

He didn't reply verbally and just grabbed my boobs and started sucking on my nipples rather fiercely.

"That feels so good," I said, partly in surprise.

I just stayed bent over and continued to rub myself against his pelvis but before too long he started thrusting away, jerking his hips up and ramming me with his cock. It felt like I had died and gone to heaven, although I don't know if what I was doing would usually punch your ticket to the Pearly Gates.

"Oh, baby, I'm going to cum, I'm going to cum," Mark announced a little later.

"Cool," was the idiotic reply I came up with.

My lack of sophisticated dialogue didn't seem to deter him from his stated plan to ejaculate and soon he was indeed beginning to cum inside me. When he finished he switched from nipple sucking to French kissing before suggesting that we probably shouldn't press our luck as that cop might swing back at any moment.

"That was awesome, Mark," I said happily as I tugged my shorts back on and pulled my shirt down as much as it would go.

"Likewise, honey. We should do this again sometime. I'll be looking for you," he said with a grin as he pinched my ass and kissed me goodbye.

I walked back to the car feeling happy as a clam. I got a couple of funny looks from two women who jogged past me but what the fuck did I care? My dirty little dream had come true, and it was even better than I had ever imagined it could be. Max was one very good kitty, and he was definitely going to get some treats tonight!


CHAPTER 4:

I wasn't sure whether to change back right away or try to milk the female experience a little longer, but just to be on the safe side I went for the quick turnaround. Max still looked kind of sleepy, so I was a little afraid it might not work, but in a couple of minutes I was back to being my old self.

I had probably seen Mark jogging along that trail at some point. If I had I certainly never noticed him. Never had any reason to. Now I figured he'd be pretty hard to forget. They say you never forget your first.

In some ways I think I felt vindicated. In my mind the idea of being an attractive woman getting nailed by a guy had always seemed so incredibly hot, but that was fueled by porno. Those videos were supposed to look hot. That was the whole point of them. Naturally I had been with a number of women in real life, and some of them seemed pretty pleased with the results, but I never really knew if they were totally into it or just kind of faking it a little in their own way. Except for this girl named Brandy. It was just a hookup. A one-night-stand, really, but that babe tore my dick off. She was insatiable. She was so wet most of the time you would have needed a mop to soak it all up. That was the only time I ever found myself drifting into a cross-dream while actually fucking a real woman. She seemed so orgasmic that at one point I tried to picture myself in her place. I was obviously having a fine time as well, but there was something about the look on her face and the way her eyes almost seemed to roll back in her head. I was getting my rocks off but she was in ecstasy.

I was very proud of myself at the time for bringing out the beast in her, but in hindsight I imagine she was just a very sexual being. If she had gone home with any number of the guys who were in that bar that night she probably would have been bouncing off the walls just as much. In fact if we had all just lined up and done her in a row I imagine she would have been more than up to the task of servicing each and every one of us.

That was a rather pleasant image to hold in my head, only I wasn't thinking of Brandy taking all of that cock, I was thinking of Kelly doing it. Where had that name come from anyway? My name was Martin, so it wasn't remotely like Kelly. No matter. It was a cute name. I liked it. I guess my inner fantasy female was named Kelly. No need to fight it.

Max got his treats that night and I tried to watch some porn but I really wasn't into it at the moment. I much preferred to replay the events of this afternoon in my head as I drifted off to sleep. I wondered whether I would ever try something like that again or whether I had gotten it out of my system.

It was somewhat of a relief that I didn't wake up the next morning and rush to find the cat as quickly as possible. I fed him, as usual, and felt no manic need to stare into his eyes while he munched his breakfast. Then I munched mine and went to work on my computer.

Although magic probably couldn't be classified as a drug I did have some fear of getting addicted to it. I didn't want it distracting me from work, and I certainly didn't want it to interfere with my love life, such as it was. I suppose in a way it was fortunate that I didn't have a lot of female wardrobe options because that would have made it vastly easier to act upon a sudden impulse. I did take the time to order a couple of sex toys, just to be prepared if the mood struck and I wanted to do some serious masturbating. Otherwise I was limiting myself to wearing something like that ridiculously improvised outfit or just staying home, which was probably wiser in the long run.

When my new toys arrived I naturally wanted to try them out. Getting a package from Amazon is sort of like the adult equivalent of Christmas I think. You just want to take out your new toy and play with it!

Max seemed happy enough to oblige and soon I was sexy little Kelly again. Just to be naughty I snapped a quick nude selfie and then went looking for just the right video to break in my new dildo with. I was actually just getting started when the sound of the doorbell practically gave me a heart attack. I shut down the computer, shoved the dildo in the nearest drawer, and looked around frantically for Max, who was nowhere to be seen.

I tiptoed over to the door and snuck a peek out the peephole. It was a friend of mine named Charlie. I hadn't been expecting him but we often just dropped by each other's place when we were in the neighborhood. I figured I'd just wait until he went away but then another, totally devious and wicked idea popped into my head.

Racing into the bathroom I grabbed a towel and wrapped it around my naked body and made it back to the door just as the bell was ringing again. Then I took a deep breath and opened it. The look on Charlie's face can't really be described in words. Needless to say, he was a bit surprised.

"Oh, hi...I was...looking for Martin," Charlie managed to sputter.

"He's not home right now. I'm his cousin Kelly, by the way," I said as I offered my hand. "Wait, don't tell me...you're Charlie, aren't you?"

"Why yes. How in the world did you know?" said Charlie, sounding totally dumbstruck.

"Well Martin has been talking you up a lot. I think he wants to set us up or something. You know how people get when they have guests from out of town. He said you were very handsome and I can see now that he wasn't kidding."

"Ah...thanks."

"Hey, you want to come in and wait for him?" I suggested.

"Well it looks like I kind of interrupted you," Charlie said in an effort to be gallant.

"Not at all. I was going to hop in the shower but I can do that any old time."

So I led Charlie into the house like a lamb to the slaughter. What in the flying fuck was I thinking? This wasn't some random dude on the jogging path. This was an actual, real, friend of mine who knew me as Martin. God, Kelly was such a slut, I thought! Of course in fairness I had just been masturbating to a very steamy erotic video, and of all my friends Charlie was definitely the one I would tend to think of as pretty attractive, if one looked at it objectively. At the moment I wasn't looking at him objectively, I'm afraid, I was looking at him like the wanton harlot I was. I probably would have wanted to fuck the dildo delivery guy if he had hung around long enough. This was just fate. I was thinking about cock and Charlie just happened to ring my doorbell.

We sat on the couch and chatted for a little while, talking about virtually nothing. I periodically adjusted my towel, which Charlie watched like a hawk. I managed to keep a straight face through the whole thing, which I must say was not easy to do.

"So Martin actually talked about hooking us up, huh?" said Charlie, as casually as he could.

"Yeah, some people just can't resist being the matchmaker. But you don't look like the kind of guy who would be into going on a blind date," I replied.

"Well now that we've met I guess it wouldn't be a blind date," Charlie pointed out.

"That's true. And now that we've met the whole idea doesn't seem so silly either."

"You know, I've got nothing special on my agenda. If you wanted to get dressed up I wouldn't mind taking you out and showing you around," Charlie suggested.

"Or we could just get undressed and get to know each other a little better right here," I said as I slowly unwrapped my towel and let it fall from my body.

I don't think I've ever seen anyone get undressed more quickly than Charlie did. It was almost comical, but then the whole situation seemed pretty comical to me. It was all so very wrong, yet I was horny as hell. As I said before Charlie was a nice-looking guy and I certainly knew what his body looked like, for the most part, but I had never seen him quite like this, and certainly not under these circumstances. He was already hard as a rock by the time he got his pants off and I wondered how long he had been sitting there like that. Probably from the moment I opened the door I guessed.

He kind of leaned over me a little and we started making out on the couch. A sudden truth popped into my head like some sort of divine revelation. With your eyes closed you could be kissing anyone. Maybe that's why people like kissing so much.

Charlie's hands were roaming wide and free across my body while my hand zeroed in on his hard on. While cross-dreaming I always enjoyed the sight of a nice-looking cock and I was discovering that touching them was even better than just looking at them. Silly, of course, since I touched my own all the time, but I think that personal experience just made me all the more aware of how good I could make a man feel by touching his.

Then another crazy idea popped into my head. If touching a man's cock felt so nice what would tasting it be like? There was only one way to find out for sure so I kind of turned over on my side on the couch and let my head slide into his lap.


CHAPTER 5:

Of all the things I fantasized about while watching porn and thinking about being female giving head was probably at the top of the list for some reason. I guess I always assumed that fucking would be pretty similar either way, I'd just be in different positions, and anal looked like it might be painful, but something about the way a woman looked with a dick in her mouth just drove me wild, especially if she looked like she was enjoying it.

Now watching something and actually doing it are two very different things, and there was a tiny moment of hesitation once I found my mouth so close to his prick, but that was quickly replaced by an almost overwhelming desire to suck him off. I mean I was right there and his cock was right in my face...what else was there to do?

I opened my mouth and his dick just kind of popped inside. I think the moment my tongue hit his shaft was probably the sexiest thing I had ever felt in my life. I wanted to get him wet and slippery, sort of the way I was feeling down below, and I lubricated his cock with my tongue and my saliva. Then I really went to work on him.

"Oh fuck," said Charlie appreciatively.

Sex, like most any other human endeavor, usually requires a fair amount of practice to get good at, I had read somewhere that it takes about 10,000 hours to master anything, but my lack of experience didn't seem to be unduly hindering me at the moment. As they say in baseball it doesn't take any skill to hustle down the line and I guess in blowjobs it doesn't take any skill to be enthusiastic, which I definitely was. I thought about sucking cocks for 10,000 hours and figured I'd get lockjaw or something if I did it nonstop, but I don't think that's what anyone was suggesting.

Charlie seemed to be really enjoying the effort I was showing and he reached over and squeezed my butt cheek before sticking a finger in my pussy. That extra stimulation just made me even more enthusiastic and soon I was giving a rather competent blowjob for a complete novice.

"Oh fuck," Charlie said again.

Oh fuck, indeed, I thought. This was way more fun than it should have been. I'd never had a remotely erotic thought about my old pal before but that didn't seem to matter now. I wasn't his friend Martin at the moment, I was Martin's cousin Kelly, and Kelly was a total whore as far as I could tell. I mean really, what kind of girl meets a guy and then within a couple of minutes is sucking his cock? I guess the kind of girl like me. I seemed to be developing a pattern here.

That was probably to be expected. I didn't want to explore my feminine nature, or go shopping for dresses, or spend an hour and a half in front of a makeup mirror. I wanted cock. I wanted no strings attached sex. I wanted to feel like a dirty little slut. Mission accomplished I guess.

What Charlie apparently wanted was to fuck me before he blew his wad so as much as he was enjoying his BJ he suddenly flipped me on my back and got between my legs, which just seemed to automatically fold back upon his arrival. I reached up and grabbed his neck while he jostled to get into position.

"Are you going to fuck me with your big cock Charlie?" I purred in a voice that would have done Max proud.

"Oh yeah, baby...I have got to fuck you," he replied a moment before he started to do just that.

"That feels nice, Charlie. That feels really nice," I continued to purr.

"Yes, yes, yes," Charlie grunted as he started to build up some steam.

I figured that he probably wouldn't last too long after that oral warm up routine but the man was giving it his best.

"I wonder what Martin would think if he walked in here right now," I joked casually.

That might not have been the best idea. Charlie suddenly got a very worried look on his face and actually stopped fucking.

"Oh, wow, do you think he might?" he asked nervously as he turned to look at the door.

"I doubt it. I was just kidding," I said as reassuringly as possible.

"I don't know if this is such a good idea. I don't know how he would take it if he came in and saw me going at it with his cousin on his couch," Charlie pointed out.

"I told you, he's the one who's been trying to hook us up."

"Yeah, but like on a date. I doubt if this is what he had in mind," said Charlie as he literally pulled out and sat on the couch, staring at the door.

"I'm not going to leave you hanging," I said firmly as I repositioned myself again. "If you're that worried about it you just better cum as quickly as you can."

A moment later I had his cock in my mouth again and Charlie wasn't about to make me stop. If the SWAT team was outside about to blast their way in I'm sure Charlie would have been sitting there happily getting his dick sucked as the first tear gas canisters hit the floor. He may have been worried but he was also close to popping and I think he just wanted to get things wrapped up as quickly as possible.

It didn't take long to get the man to cum and I had another brief panic attack moment just as I tasted some fluid in my mouth. I wasn't quite prepared to deal with it but once he started to spurt I just went along for the ride. It was kind of hot and sticky but I swallowed a lot of his jizz, even if a little bit sort of dribbled down my chin.

He had barely removed his cock from my mouth before he started dressing nearly as fast as he had undressed. I didn't even bother with my towel, since I knew that I wasn't going to suddenly walk in and catch us, but it was interesting to observe how much that fear impacted Charlie.

I don't have a hot-looking female cousin so I can't say for certain how I would feel if I walked into my home and found Charlie fucking her on the sofa. It was too much of a weird hypothesis to really speculate on. Somehow I doubt that if I did have a cousin she'd be likely to just rip off her clothes and go to town with my pal within minutes of meeting, but how the hell do I know? Maybe there's some slutty DNA on the female side of my family that explains why I'm such a cock hound when I'm a girl.

In any case Charlie seemed in a bit of hurry to get going and offered to take me out properly sometime if I was still in town for a while. I let him out and started to walk back to the living room to retrieve my towel when I saw Max sitting there giving me what I took as a reproachful stare.

"Hey, don't judge me. You're the one who got me started with all this," I reminded him.

Max cocked his head like he was letting that sink in, walked away about two feet, and promptly passed out like a drunk on his way home from a bar at closing time. I knew that what I had just done was ethically questionable but I was not about to be morally lectured to by an enchanted cat.


CHAPTER 6:

It was a bit of a thorny ethical question I thought as I pondered it later. With the stranger in the park it had been a completely impersonal event. There was a good chance that we would never see each other again. We didn't even know each other's last names. I was technically deceiving the guy by not telling him that I was really a man, I suppose, but that would have been pointless and impossible to explain and highly unbelievable. He thought he was fucking a hot girl and in truth that was what he was doing at that moment. Charlie was a slightly different story.

I would obviously see Charlie many times in the future and now I had concocted a story about a cousin of mine who didn't actually exist. What was I going to do if Charlie started pressing me for information about Kelly, or begging for her contact info? I hadn't thought this through I realized. My reasoning was basically I had a pussy, Charlie had a cock, let's have Charlie put his cock in my pussy. It was a simple plan, and it worked like a charm, but I began to wonder whether it was such a good idea to have let Charlie put his cock inside any part of my body.

I had discovered that semen left a bit of a lingering aftertaste in my mouth and I worried that sex with a male friend might leave a lingering impression on my mind. I wondered whether I would feel some sort of resentment towards him the next time I was with him in my male form. Charlie would obviously be totally clueless, which might just make my resentment all the more intense, if irrational. I had made love to Charlie, but Charlie had made love to Kelly, not me. Charlie would always be Charlie but Kelly would be Martin. Thinking about this was starting to make my head hurt so I just turned on the computer and surfed the web for a while.

I was still naked and female, and still had the aforementioned aftertaste of Charlie's cum in my mouth, so that might explain why my web surfing was deviating a little from its normal course. Usually I had a fairly routine selection of sites that I'd cruise to for sports and news and maybe the weather forecast. A couple of blogs that I checked out now and then. A little social media housekeeping, and of course, pornography. For some reason I was kind of skipping over that stuff and browsing sites that featured clothing...women's clothing to be exact.

Now I don't think I was suddenly developing an interest in female fashion because I now had a burning desire to look chic and trendy in the latest styles, I'm reasonably certain that my only interest was to have something to wear in case I wanted to go out as Kelly sometime, but it was a little weird how easily I was getting into it.

As a man I was no slob, and I like to think that I tended to dress nicely when I needed to, which wasn't very often since I worked at home, but I had never much concerned myself beyond the subject of not wearing white socks with black dress shoes. Being Kelly made me feel a little different for some reason. I suppose it might have been because I was kind of clueless. Most of us grow up with our parents buying us clothes when we're little, and when we get older we tend to want to dress like the people around us. It's a strange thing to suddenly find yourself a grown woman who had never worn anything other than some cutoff jeans, a t-shirt, and a towel.

What did I like? Hell if I knew. I liked sexy lingerie, I knew that much. Videos where the girl wore stockings and garter belts and corsets always got my interest, but I wondered how many times in real life a woman went strolling around the supermarket with those things on under her clothes. In porn getting naked fairly quickly seemed to be the order of the day, unless the clothing was part of the act, like a cheerleader uniform or a school girl outfit. I did find those getups rather sexy but they seemed highly impractical for daily use outside of a Halloween party.

This was really dumb. I had girlfriends. I saw women all the time. I should know what women wore in what situations but I guess I had never really paid all that much attention, unless I was going on a date where we both got dressed up in something fancier.

Even though my lack of a wardrobe had served as sort of a protection shield to keep me from doing something stupid, like going out in public as a woman again, I decided to order a couple of things. Since I was in my female body I could take some measurements and it was probably better to be prepared, just in case. I got away with it this time by just wearing a towel but there might come a time where I wanted to branch out a little.

Naturally I was thinking a little differently about the whole experience right now because I was still female and still kind of riding the buzz of blowing Charlie. Ironically both of the times I'd had sex so far were somewhat marred by the fear of discovery, yet it was the man who seemed the most bothered by that. In Charlie's case I couldn't blame him as I knew we couldn't be caught, but even with Mark behind the trees I wasn't totally freaked out by the cop on the bicycle. I probably should have been, since it would be pretty damn awkward trying to explain to the police why the only identification I had belonged to some man who wouldn't be able to speak up for me as long as I was in custody as a woman.

In any event I was thinking that I might want more than just a quickie sometime. It might even be fun to spend the whole night with a guy and try a variety of positions and techniques. Who knows? Everything had been really kinky and fun so far. It just seemed practical to assume that I would want to do some more of this type of thing in the future.

I actually ended up spending the whole day as a woman and even went to bed that way, just for kicks. I definitely masturbated, putting my new sex toys through their paces, and enjoyed the experience very much, but still found it a little lacking compared to the real thing.

The next morning when I woke up I felt a little confused and disoriented and it took a moment for my head to clear enough to realize why I had tits. Once I was awake I figured the game had gone on long enough so I stared at my cat and soon I was back to my old self.

Fortunately I had enough work to do to keep myself busy most of the day, and my mind occupied on other things. I could just as easily have been doing my work as a naked woman, but I was glad that I didn't feel any urgent desire to do so. The mood had passed, as it always did, and my life seemed to be back to normal.

When my new clothes arrived I'm afraid I had kind of the same reaction I had with the dildo delivery. I couldn't wait to try the stuff on, which of course meant that I would have to be female again, so Max was dragged into action once more and I gave him a mini fashion show. I had bought a few more things than I had intended to, and I was pleased that they fit pretty well, for the most part, but Max seemed rather unimpressed by the whole spectacle. I probably did look kind of silly strutting around and trying to strike poses like some model on a high fashion runway. Still it was kind of fun and having such a nice body to hang those clothes on certainly made me feel a little better about having purchased them. I might never actually wear them anywhere but it was good to know that I had them...just in case.


CHAPTER 7:

It actually took a little while for the mood to strike me again, but when it did I was quite ready to go out and seek some adventure. Unfortunately the seeking part didn't thrill me. Mark was just the first guy who sat on the bench, and he wasn't bad looking so I went for it. Charlie just showed up at my door unexpectedly. If I got all dressed up and went out to some public place I wouldn't really have any sort of idea how to play the thing. If I didn't just take the first guy who came along that would imply that I had some sort of "taste" in men, which was not something I wanted to think about. And if I turned down the first guy how would I know that there would be another offer? Or what if I got hit on by multiple guys and had to make a choice? How in the world would I choose? What would I base it on? Plus the longer I stayed someplace the more flirting I'd have to do and that was not at all what I wanted.

Prostitution seemed like an option...for about a minute and a half. I had no moral qualms about fucking for money, but I'd be doing something seriously illegal, I'd have no real say in who I fucked or what I did, it could be dangerous, and I knew absolutely nothing about the business, having never hired a prostitute myself. I had a feeling it wasn't as glamorous as it appears in the movies sometimes. Plus it would be a lot of trouble and risk for something that would be over quickly and kind of pointless since I really didn't need the money.

I didn't want to use a traditional dating site because I didn't want to go out on a date. I know it probably seems hard to understand but my fantasies never involved getting hit on, or picked up, or romanced in any way. I just wanted to get laid, which probably sounds like the easiest thing in the world, but in reality it generally involves a fair amount of social activity as a precursor.

Just for the hell of it I started looking up information on sex clubs and sex parties and that sort of thing but it appeared that having valid identification was always required to become a member or a guest or whatever. I didn't travel in the kind of circles where people normally threw private orgies so I wasn't likely to just stumble upon something like that.

Given my interest in cross-dreaming I had spent some time over the years checking out a couple of online forums dedicated to the subject. Since my particular interest was males who fantasize about having sex as females that's what I tended to focus on, but I knew that there were also females who had fantasies about being male and having sex with women.

My plan, if you could call it that, was to see if I could find some woman who basically just wanted to turn male and get it on, convince her somehow that I had the ability to make that happen, and then invite her over to meet Max.

Fate seemed to be on my side because I got lucky almost right away. I found a woman named Jill, who was about my age and didn't live terribly far from me, who seemed to be the mirror image of myself as far as sexual fantasies went. I didn't tell her the whole story, not wanting to scare her off right at the start, and we agreed to meet for coffee to discuss things in person before taking any more drastic actions.

Jill turned out to be very pretty and quite intelligent and for a moment or two I kind of forgot why we were getting together in the first place. I didn't want to date some guy as Kelly, but the thought of dating Jill as myself suddenly seemed rather appealing. We appeared to be hitting it off really well and eventually the conversation came around to its intended purpose.

"So Martin, you claim to have some miraculous way of letting me play out my fantasy in real life, but you still haven't explained what it is," Jill pointed out politely. "You've got my undivided attention."

"This is going to sound crazy but I've actually found a way to temporarily change my body into that of a woman's. Complete transformation, not a bodysuit or a costume or anything like that. I don't know if it works for everyone, or whether it only works for male to female transformations, or only works for just me, but if you'd like to try it just to see what happens we could go back to my place and give it a shot," I explained.

We talked a little more, and I again evaded the complete explanation but made it clear that we needed to go to my home to make it happen. I guess I must seem like a trustworthy person because Jill agreed to go, after texting my address to a couple of her friends just in case she disappeared or something. It's really a sad commentary on our times that people have to think like that, but better safe than sorry. Although I found it a little ironic that I could pick up a girl in a bar and she would go home with me without hesitation, but here was a person I had already established a sort of online relationship with and met in a public place while we were both sober, and she worried that I might be Jack the Ripper. Maybe it was the alcohol that made it easier to bring strangers home.

Anyway when we got to my place I introduced her to Max and took a deep breath before launching into my full explanation. I told her how I had stumbled upon the secret by accident, and how I had used it numerous times since then and always had success turning back and forth whenever I did. Then I waited for her response.

"Okay...so you're telling me that if I stare into your cat's eyes for a couple of minutes I'll turn into a man?" she asked skeptically.

"Yeah, that's how it works for me, but like I said, I don't know if it works for everyone. It might be like Mister Ed where the horse only talked to Wilbur for all I know," I said with a shrug.

"Just what kind of a weirdo are you?" Jill said in amazement, more than malice.

"Hey, I'm not the weirdo," I shot back, "it's the cat that does it! God...now I really do sound like a weirdo."

"You seem like a nice enough guy Martin, and I'm the last person in the world to be judging other people, but maybe you should consider talking to someone, you know? I mean maybe there's more going on here than just a sexual fantasy."

"I told you it would sound crazy."

"Well it does, frankly, and I'm getting a little freaked out. I think maybe I should go."

"Wait a second, why don't I do it first and you can see me change? At least you'll know I'm not totally insane, even if you don't want to try it?" I suggested.

"Sure, what the fuck," Jill said with a shrug.

I sat down and took a look at Max. I really, really, hoped that this would work. On TV and in the movies whenever someone has a magical pet or invisible friend or something they always only did their thing for that one person, and never when someone else was around, but I seriously hoped that wouldn't be the case here. There was nothing to do but try so I fixed my gaze on those green eyes and soon enough I was Kelly again.

"Holy crap! I think I must be going crazy," said Jill.

"Totally understandable," I said. "It's pretty hard to believe, even when you see it with your own eyes."

"You even sound different."

"I know. I'm still trying to get used to that voice," I chuckled. "But like I said, it's a complete transformation. I'm female in every way until I change back."

"That is one freaky cat you've got there."

"I know, but he's really pretty cool. I have no idea whether he can turn you into a man, but at least you know I'm not just making all of this up."

Jill hesitated but eventually decided to give it a go. I prayed that Max would be able to make the change for her but I had no idea whether he could, or would. You never really know what's going on in a cat's mind anyway.

It seemed to be taking a little longer with Jill and I noticed that she had been breaking her glance, kind of nervously looking around the room at times. I encouraged her to just lock her eyes on Max and hold it as long as she could. That seemed to do the trick. Suddenly Jill was reshaping into a masculine body and the sight was kind of bizarre.

Just as I got smaller as Kelly, Jill got larger as a man and she, now he, was literally bursting out of his female clothes. It was fascinating to watch the process work from a distance. I never saw myself changing because I was always looking at the cat. Seeing it happen to someone else was like watching a scene in a science fiction or fantasy movie, except that here I knew there was no Hollywood trickery at work.

"Oh, my God!" said Jill in a husky, masculine voice. "I can't believe this is real."

"If you'd like to go into the bathroom and check yourself out in the mirror it's right over there," I offered.

Jill took me up on that offer and headed into the bathroom. I knew he'd probably be anxious to see the results in greater detail. That was obviously the most natural reaction to such an unnatural experience. After a while he came walking back into the room, buck naked, his new cock swinging proudly with each step.

"So what do you think?" he said with a grin.

"I think I'm way overdressed," I replied.


CHAPTER 8:

I took Jill, who decided that he wanted to be called Jason, into the bedroom and peeled off my male clothing. Then we just stood there, looking at each other, not sure what to do next.

"Man, you're very attractive," said Jason.

"So are you," I told him.

"You can't imagine how many times I've dreamed about something like this," he said.

"Oh, I'm pretty sure I can," I said as I walked over and stood right in front of him."

"So...all of this equipment works just like the real thing?" he asked.

"It is the real thing, so yes, it should work just fine. Of course there's one good way to test it," I pointed out as I grabbed his dick and started to stroke it.

"Oh, wow! It really does work," Jason commented in amazement.

"Thank goodness for that," I said as I got down on my knees. "I would hate to get your hopes up for nothing."

As I started to suck his cock Jason let out the most incredibly sustained groan I think I've ever heard. I worried for a moment that something had gone wrong and that he was in some kind of serious distress, but nothing could be further from the truth. He was just one very happy camper.

"I think I should warn you that in my fantasies I'm usually kind of aggressive," he said. "I don't know why, exactly. It's not like I've been with a bunch of guys who treated me badly so I'm looking for revenge or anything. I just tend to like the kind of videos where a man is totally dominating a woman."

"Well I think I'm pretty open to just about anything," I replied as I looked up at him. "I've only been with two guys and those were kind of quickies. It might be fun to have a big stud like you dominate me. I honestly have no idea."

"I just don't want to hurt your feelings, or anything, but being in this body for the first time I feel so pumped up on animalistic energy."

"Then fuck me like an animal, Jason. I'm a big girl, I think I can take it."

Suddenly I was lifted up from the floor rather forcefully and plunked down on Jason's raging hard on as he stood and held me up with what appeared to be very powerful arms.

"Oh, my," I gushed as I threw my arms around his neck for additional support.

"This is incredible!" he said as he started to pump my pussy. "I've always wanted to do this."

"You seem to be pretty strong," I pointed out as I began to bounce up and down on his dick.

"Yeah, it's amazing, isn't it? I could never have done anything like this before."

"Yes it is pretty amazing...and amazingly wonderful," I sighed happily.

"You're just the kind of girl I've always dreamed about fucking. Cute face, nice ass, perky tits and a tight little snatch."

"Thanks, you're not so bad yourself."

I don't know whether it was the newness of operating a cock for the first time, or the physical exertion of doing me standing up like that, but Jason didn't last very long. He honestly seemed pretty devastated by that and I had him lie down next to me on the bed while I stroked his hair soothingly.

"Hey, it's all right. It was just your first time behind the wheel," I told him. "Speaking from personal experience I know how difficult it can be to maintain an erection sometimes."

"I feel like an idiot," he groaned.

"Forget about it. You got it up and you got it off. That's the goal, isn't it?"

"But what about your needs?"

"I think you might have to work up to the whole tough guy routine," I said with a laugh. "You're still thinking with your female brain. And I'm not in any hurry to go anywhere. We can wait until you get hard again and give it another shot. I kind of like just lying here with you like this."

"Me, too. Hey...do you think my cock is big enough?" asked Jason.

"Absolutely. I think you have a lovely big cock," I said as I let my hand gently rub across his resting member.

"I don't know. Some of the guys in those videos are...well...huge."

"You're more than enough for me, that's all I can say," I said with a grin.

"So you weren't gay at all before you started doing this?"

"Nope. I'm still not, as far as I know. When I'm female I enjoy being with men, but when I'm male I'm still very much attracted to women."

"Same here, for the most part, although I have been with other women a couple of times. I don't know if that makes me officially bi or something, but as a woman I definitely like men."

"Well we seem to be a really good match, I guess. I can be the girl you want when you feel like getting manly and you can be the stud who fucks the manhood out of me when I'm feeling girlish," I teased.

"This is just so incredible I still can't believe it's true. Wherever did you get that cat?"

"He just moved in one day. I think he used to belong to a witch, or something like that, who enchanted him with this wacky ability before he split. Maybe that witch had a really weird sense of humor and liked the idea of people spontaneously changing gender so she set her cat out into the world to wreak havoc on people's sexual identities."

"Or maybe she died before she could remove the spell and now your cat is destined to perform random sex changes forever," Jason said as we both laughed.

After brushing my hand against Jason's cock I had just left it there, lightly stroking it a bit but now I felt a little twinge in his shaft.

"Hey, I think you're coming back to life," I said.

"I think you're right. That was pretty quick. My last boyfriend took like an hour and half to get hard again."

"I don't think I'll comment on my normal recovery times other than to say that yours seems rather impressive," I grinned.

"It's feels funny to have something just growing on your body," said Jason as he watched his pecker slowly springing to life.

"The growing part is easy. It's finding something to do with it after it's all grown that's usually the problem," I joked.

"Fortunately not a problem now because I know exactly what I'm going to do with it."


CHAPTER 9:

What Jason planned to do with it was pretty much what I expected him to do. He didn't even have to say it, I just got on my knees and rested on my forearms with my ass stuck up in the air. I figured he'd like that. He did.

"Oh, fuck, just looking at you like that is making me so horny," Jason said.

"Well I hope you plan on doing more than just looking," I called over my shoulder.

"You know it, babe," he said as he got behind me and plunged his now very hard cock inside me.

Suddenly my butt got a little slap and I let out a yelp.

"Oh, shit, I'm sorry," he said. "Did that hurt?"

"No...do it again...harder if you want. I think I kind of liked it."

Jason did give me a couple of decent whacks on the bottom as he continued to pound away and I started to moan.

"You really do like that, don't you baby?" said Jason as he started to ramp it up a little more.

"Oh yeah...yes...yes...just like that!"

"I guess you enjoy being a dirty little bitch."

"Fuck yes," I gasped. "Give your slut that big hard cock she needs."

"You are a horny slut. It took all of five minutes before you were sucking my cock."

"Oh...fuck...Jesus!"

Jason grabbed my hair and yanked my head back. It was probably a little too hard but I was really getting into this shit so I didn't care. His second wind had obviously brought out the savage in him that he was hoping to find, and I was surprisingly glad that it had.

"Oh, God...spank me again...spank me harder...I'm such a dirty girl," I cried.

"You are a dirty girl...just the way I like them."

The second wind also brought on a much greater degree of stamina and Jason humped me hard for what seemed like ages. I was cumming so hard and so fast that I couldn't really make intelligent speech for a while, I just whimpered and tossed in the occasional swear word that popped into my head for whatever reason.

Somewhere along the line he had stopped pulling my hair and had pushed my head down on the mattress. It was hard enough to breathe before, but now I had my head turned sideways, gulping for air as his cock continued to bring me wave after wave of extreme delight.

When Jason was ready to cum he pulled out and flipped me over on my back. Then he straddled my stomach and let loose with a ferocious volume of jizz that went all over my face and my tits. When he finished he scooted up a little more and grabbed my head again.

"Suck it bitch," he commanded.

I gladly sucked it. I sucked it clean. I sucked it long after there was anything left to suck. Then Jason flopped down next to me, but lying on his stomach. He was breathing even more heavily than I was and I was afraid that we were both going to pass out or something.

"That was fucking awesome," Jason panted.

"You're fucking right it was," I gasped in reply.

"I wasn't too mean, was I?" he asked hopefully.

"Don't spoil the mood. I'm still getting off on the idea of being a dirty little bitch," I replied.

"Okay."

After we finally calmed down and came back to our senses we took a shower together, which was really nice, and then went out to the living room and sat on the couch wearing nothing but towels.

"I don't know how to thank you for making my dream come true like this," said Jason as he held my hand.

"Don't thank me, it was all Max's doing," I grinned.

"Well, thank you for introducing me to Max. I sure wish I had a cat like that."

"You know, I had a really, really good time with you today, I mean the whole day, even before we did...what we just did."

"I did, too."

"I guess what I'm saying is...if you ever want to do it again..."

"How about Friday night?" Jason suggested.

"Well, sure. Friday night it is."

"I'll bring the wine...and some cat treats for Max. And if you've got any especially sexy lingerie I sure wouldn't mind seeing you in it."

"I think that can be arranged."

Jason went first and Max turned him back into Jill. A few minutes later I was back to being Martin and after looking at each other for a moment or two we both just burst out laughing.

"God, it's so hard to believe that, well, you know," Jill said with a chuckle.

"Yeah, I never imagined anyone knowing my secret, let alone sharing it with me," I said.

"What a wonderful secret to share, though. Well...I guess I better get going."

"Yeah, I guess so. Maybe you'd better contact those friends of yours and tell them that you weren't kidnapped or anything. I'd hate to have to try and explain any of this to the cops."

I walked Jill to the door and just as she was about to leave she turned around and kissed me. I was startled, and it wasn't a very long kiss, but it wasn't a peck on the cheek either. I waved her goodbye as she pulled out of my driveway and took off down the street.

My mind was full of wonder and confusion and elation and anticipation. Being a  slutty bitch had never been completely at the forefront of my fantasies before, but it was closer to what I tended to like. I certainly wasn't looking for romance from a man. Some ass slapping and hair pulling followed by a big sticky facial was much more up my alley. As Kelly it had been a real turn on to see Jason getting all aggressive. What really surprised me was how totally different I felt once we both changed back. Seeing Jill I had an entirely different emotional response.

It was like flipping genders was flipping a switch. As Kelly I was totally ready to give myself to Jason's every whim and desire and service his cock like a dutiful fuck toy, but as Martin I really wanted to get to know Jill better. I didn't want her to wear a dildo and fuck me in the ass. My manhood felt entirely intact once we were both back in our normal bodies. And I didn't really just want to make Jill my fuck toy. I thought there might be some kind of real chemistry between us. We obviously had a very unique hobby that we could always share.

Naturally I had bought some sexy lingerie and I was happy to have a chance to wear it. I had a feeling that Jason would be spending the night, and that was a very exciting idea, although I probably wouldn't have minded if we spent the night as Martin and Jill. Could a person really have the best of both worlds, or was that too much to ask for?

I asked Max but he expressed no opinion on the subject one way or the other. Then I realized that I was late for his next meal. Idiot, I thought. Keep the cat happy at all costs! Things were just starting to get interesting.


CHAPTER 10:

Charlie had pressed me a few times about my "cousin" but I finally explained that she had gone home suddenly because there was an illness in the family. I told him that she had said that she enjoyed meeting him and would definitely like to see him again the next time she was in town and that seemed to be good enough for him. I had wondered whether he was going to tell me what really happened, but he tap danced around it and deferred to Kelly's version of the story. I thought about messing with his head and saying that Kelly had told me everything in graphic detail, but I let him off the hook. I didn't really want to close the door to the possibility of having Kelly get together with Charlie again sometime. It just wasn't a priority at the moment with Jill/Jason coming over on Friday night.

When the big night arrived I was very excited. I debated about whether to greet Jill as Kelly, but decided to answer the door as myself and see how the evening went. Jill looked very nice, I thought. Dressed up more like you would on a date. I found that very interesting.

She had very good taste in wine and after I poured us each a glass we went into the living room and sat on the sofa. It felt a lot like it had when we had gone for coffee together. Very casual, yet we were discussing the most personal things in intimate detail. Sometimes you just meet someone that you know you can open up to. This certainly felt like one of those times.

We knew some of each other's story about cross-dreaming from our contact on the web and from our first meeting in person, but it was fascinating to hear more about her experiences, since they were similar to my own, but from the completely opposite viewpoint.

Jill had been a "late bloomer" and kind of tomboy growing up. Kind of flat when other girls were starting to get curvy, and not terribly interested in a lot of girly things. Then womanhood kind of hit her with a bang and everything changed overnight. She filled out and her skin cleared up and she had the braces taken off her teeth and suddenly she wasn't as interested in being one of the boys anymore. Her cross-dreaming was a relatively new experience. It started literally with a dream one night that left a very strong impression on her the next morning. Even though she was very happily dating guys there was something about being a man in that dream that struck a chord inside her.

Maybe it was partly the memory of growing up feeling kind of masculine and not part of the girls who were beginning to become boy crazy, and maybe it was partly the fact that she knew what sex was all about now and it was very much on her mind.

"I remember being like 12 or 13 when I saw my first porn video. I was still hanging out with the guys mostly, and one of them knew where to access free videos, and a bunch of us snuck off to his garage where he had his laptop computer waiting. We all gathered around and watched as he brought up one video after another," Jill recounted as we sipped our wine. "It was kind of weird being the only girl there, but no one made a big thing about that. Needless to say they were pretty excited about seeing all those tits and pussies and bragging about what they would do to this girl, or how they liked that position. It was all bullshit, but they talked a big game."

"How did you feel about seeing all those tits and pussies?" I asked.

"Excited, I suppose. Maybe a little frightened by the size of some of those cocks I saw. I just didn't get the whole sex thing then. I kind of wanted to be one of the boys and share in their merriment, but I also knew that I didn't have a penis and that was kind of the first time I really gave that much thought at all."

It was the erotic dream that had brought Jill back to pornography. It hadn't been a regular part of her routine, even after she had become sexually active, but she watched some stuff sometimes, as people tend to do. Pornography is just so readily available these days that it's pretty much replaced the old birds and the bees speech that parents used to give. Now one can certainly argue that a reliance on porn for sexual education is certainly a path fraught with potential peril, but it's pretty hard to put that genie back into the bottle. For better or worse, adult videos shape the way people think of sex.

For Jill it definitely had a major influence once she started to fantasize about being a man. Like me, her cross-dreaming had been a sporadic thing. It was impossible to tell when the mood would strike or how long it would be before it came again. She continued dating men but sometimes she just got that urge to picture herself as a guy with a cock and balls, hammering some whimpering babe who was out of her mind with lust.

I was really glad that Jill seemed to still like men, because I sure as hell liked her. I came so close to suggesting that we just blow out the whole transformation thing and spend the night together as we were, but I knew that wouldn't really be fair. I could be female anytime I wanted but this was a new thing for her and she had made a date to come and explore it again so I didn't want to make things even more confusing.

Figuring that it would be best to move things along in the transformation business, lest I lose my gentlemanly generosity and throw my arms around her or something, I suggested that it was probably time to visit the cat, as the kids say, or probably would if they had any idea what it really meant.

"This time I know better than to leave these clothes on," said Jill as she began to strip right in front of me.

It made complete sense, but it was also the first time I had seen Jill naked and it was hard to keep my eyes off of her as she undressed. She may have gotten a late start but her body had more than caught up by now. She looked very yummy standing there waiting for me to retrieve Max while I felt the erection raging in my pants.

Max looked a little sleepy, as he often did, but he kept his eyes open long enough to turn naked Jill into naked Jason and I scooped up the cat and headed for my bedroom. I wanted to change into my lingerie as soon as I changed into Kelly, and I wanted Jason to see the whole completed effect rather than a work in progress.

When I was finally ready I opened the door to my bedroom and beckoned for Jason to join me. My outfit was entirely black, with fishnet stockings because...well...I don't think I've ever met a man who said he didn't like fishnet! I also had on an under bust corset that pushed my boobs up and left them free and exposed and a sheer lace poncho kind of thing that I figured would probably get taken off pretty quick. Some crotchless panties and a velvet choker completed my ensemble.

"Good lord, do you have any idea how hot you look?" said Jason as he entered my room and got the full measure of my outfit.

"Some. But feel free to tell me more if you want," I said with a sly smile.

"Come here baby," Jason said as he took me in his arms and kissed me. "I think you must have read my mind. That's exactly the kind of thing I was hoping you'd wear."

"I'm so glad you like it," I beamed with genuine pleasure. "I'm sorry it took so long to get it all put on. I'm not very used to getting in and out of women's lingerie yet."

"That's okay, I am. I'll get you out of that when I'm ready, don't you worry."

I wasn't worried at all.


CHAPTER 11:

After a little more necking Jason picked me up and set me down on my dresser. I was kind of surprised because I expected him to go straight for the bed, but I was up for whatever he had in mind.

"Open your legs for me...yeah, just like that. Now spread your pussy lips. Let me see that sweet pink slit of yours," he commanded.

I pulled my legs back a bit more so that I could get my pussy exposed better and then opened it up for his inspection.

"Do you like what you see?" I asked sweetly.

"I do. And now I want to see what it tastes like."

Jason began to lick me rather expertly I thought. I knew Jill liked men in real life, but I did sort of wonder now whether she might have fooled around with a girl or two. Of course I thought I gave pretty good head and I had never sucked a man's cock as Martin so maybe Jason just had the same kind of beginner's luck. Whatever the reason it was very nice and I was getting wet in no time at all.

"Oh, Jason...oh, fuck...I had no idea that this felt so good," I sighed happily.

"Maybe this will feel good too," he suddenly said as he stood up and slipped his dick into me.

"Oh yeah, that feels good too...but I already knew it would!"

It was a little funky being perched on the dresser while Jason gave me a good boning, but I wasn't going to complain. The bed might have been more comfortable but this did give him a great angle of attack and I was just starting to cum as he surprised me again by pulling out and licking my muff once more. That really put me over the top and I'm sure he good a good taste of my excitement.

Then it was back to fucking. I kind of lost track of how many times he switched between cock and tongue, but it always seemed to be at just the right moment, as far as I was concerned. Hell, I'd never thought of doing that as a man, but I sure would like to work it into my repertoire now. Maybe I'd even get the chance to try it with Jill someday.

It was really weird how I could think about being male and fucking some woman while I was a woman myself and getting so properly fucked. It was even weirder that I was thinking about how I'd like to fuck the man who was fucking me once he wasn't a man. I suppose that was one of the things I really loved about being with another cross-dreamer. Neither one of us was hiding anything or trying to fool anyone into thinking that we were someone we weren't. I could think about Jason being Jill and not ruin the experience and I'm sure he could think about me being Martin without falling to pieces. You certainly didn't want to dwell on that, but it was comfortable knowing that we understood each other so well.

"You've got me so horny...I want to suck your big cock, baby," I blurted out.

"I'll bet you do," he grinned as he pulled out and waved his dick around in front of me.

There was no way I could get to it from where I was seated, which I'm sure he knew was kind of driving me crazy, but instead of letting me down he shoved his cock back into my box.

"I think you should get my cock all wet with your cum before I let you suck it," he said.

"I'm sure it is already," I half groaned.

"I'm not sure yet," he replied as off came my poncho top thingy.

Now my tits were free and damn they looked big all squeezed together and pushed up like they were! I think Jason thought so too because his hands went to work on them right away.

"I really like your tits, honey," he said as he groped and tweaked away.

I almost told him that I liked his too but caught myself before I did. Jill's were probably a little bigger and rounder than mine but I liked the shape of my hooters a lot. They were big enough for my taste, and like I said, in this corset thing they looked even bigger. It just didn't seem like the moment to confess that I had been staring at Jill's titties while she was rather innocently getting undressed. We could compare mammaries at a later date I figured.

Jason was showing a lot of stamina this time. Maybe that was part of the whole switching from fucking to licking thing. Perhaps when he felt his prick getting too close to the edge he pulled out and bought himself some more time. That was very clever, if that was his plan. If it wasn't planned that way then I guess he was just getting better at holding back. I remember when I was going through a spell where I had a little trouble shooting my wad too soon after getting it out of my pants a friend suggested that I should go into the bathroom first and jack off. It sounded kind of weird, since I was with a woman, which meant that I wouldn't have to masturbate for a change, but I tried it and it worked like a charm. Since I only had one bathroom I knew that Jason hadn't slipped in there unnoticed so if he spanked the monkey while I was getting dressed I kind of shuddered to think where he might have done it.

"Can I suck it now?" I practically begged after climaxing on his pole once more.

"Sure, I suppose so," he said casually as he pulled out and stood next to the dresser.

I didn't hesitate to hop down and hit the floor. Last time I had gotten on my knees, but this time I just kind of squatted down. I had seen girls do that in videos plenty of times and thought it looked hot. I soon discovered that it didn't just look hot it felt pretty hot as well. It put more strain on my legs to rest like that, but it also opened them up more and made it easy for me to run my clit while I stroked and sucked his meat.

"Good girl," Jason said appreciatively, which drove me absolutely wild for some reason.

There had to be some weird hardwired DNA thing going on inside my female body I figured. I got off on the being dominated thing way too easy. I think Jason realized that, too, because the more he trash talked the more I squealed.

"Suck that dick, baby. Show me what a horny little cocksucker you are."

Good God but I was a horny little cocksucker...and proud of it. I rubbed my clit even harder and became even hornier somehow. This was some pretty intense shit we were doing and I was loving every minute of it. Then Jason grabbed my head and shoved his cock even deeper down my throat.

"Glurp, glurp, glurp," I muttered as the BJ became much sloppier and noisier.

Then he backed off and I could breathe again but I was still taking him very deep. When I felt the first drops of his pre-cum fluid I pulled my head back so that just the tip was resting on my extended tongue. I wanted him to see his jizz shooting into my mouth.

He erupted pretty hard, and it wasn't easy to keep pace with it, but I just let some of his goo accumulate before taking it all down in one final swallow. I had kept my eyes riveted to his, pretty much the way I did when Max was doing his magic thing, and then I smiled and licked my lips.

"Oh, shit. I think that's the hottest thing I've ever seen," said Jason as he got down on the floor behind me and started rubbing my tits again.

"I like the taste of your cum," I said dreamily as I leaned my head back and felt my nipples being pinched.

"I doubt that somewhat, but I appreciate the compliment," he chuckled before leaning in and whispering into my ear. "Don't forget, I know what a man's cum tastes like."

So Jill swallowed. That was a pretty picture a note for my mental notebook. I wouldn't mind giving her a mouthful of my salt malt sometime, I thought. Fortunately the thought passed quickly as I was very, very, happy being Jason's bitch for the night. If something else was meant to be then it would happen in due course. If not I was more than happy to suck and fuck that man anytime, anywhere.


CHAPTER 12:

While Jason was behind me he had taken the opportunity to remove my corset, which came as a little bit of a relief. It was kind of tight, and as much as I liked the way it made my breasts look it was a heck of a lot easier to breathe with it gone. I still had my crotchless panties and stockings and so on, so I was getting plenty of mileage out of my purchase.

Jason and I had retired to the bed for the time being, and we were enjoying another glass of wine. I was just so comfortable around this person, no matter what bodies we were in at the moment, but I did worry a tiny bit that the more Jason made me his bitch the more emasculated I would become in Jill's eyes, and presumably the less likely to impress her as a potential boyfriend.

"You're very good at being a woman, you know," Jason pointed out.

"Thanks. And you're very good at being a man," I responded.

"Do you think you're better at being one or the other?" he asked.

"That's an interesting question. I think I'm probably better at being a man, because that's what I am and have always been so I've had more practice, but sexually I think I feel more liberated and adventurous as a woman, at least at the moment. It's all so new that I'm just learning the ropes. And since I'm just acting out my deepest fantasies as Kelly I guess it's only natural that I'd be aspiring to be some kind of fantasy lay."

"I know exactly what you mean," said Jason, setting down his wine glass on a table next to the bed. "Jason isn't really me, I mean, obviously there's a part of me that makes me behave the way I do as Jason, but it's kind of like playing a character in a movie I guess. It's odd, because when we're just kicking back like this, chatting, I feel pretty much like my old self but with a deeper voice, but when things get sexual I sort of slide into my new role. I hope it's not messing me up too much mentally. It took me a while to sort things out and figure out who I really was and what I really wanted. I'd hate to have to start all over again."

"I blame everything on pornography. It's easier that way," I joked.

"I can go along with that. If my first exposure to sex had been watching gay videos in that garage who knows what I'd be doing right now?" Jason chuckled.

"Lucky for me it wasn't, I guess," as I leaned over and kissed him.

As we fooled around my hand just naturally found its way to his cock and I began stroking him. Jason was toying with my breasts but then I felt a hand sliding under my butt and inching towards my slit. A finger soon pressed up against my anus and I felt a little tingle run down my spine.

"Have you tried anal yet?" asked Jason as he continued to put pressure on the outside of my anus.

"No, not yet," I told him, getting a strong hunch where this line of dialogue was heading.

"Would you like to?" he inquired as the probing finger slid into my asshole.

"I'm not sure yet," I replied honestly.

"Do you like the way my finger feels in there?"

"Yeah, it's different but kind of cool."

"Can you picture taking my hard cock in your tight little asshole?"

"Oh, I can picture it all right. I just don't know if my tight little asshole might be just a tad too tight."

"No, that's something you really need to kind of work up to...believe me," he said as he pulled his finger out.

"Okay, so now that you've brought it up, I assume you're saying that you've taken it up the ass as Jill."

"A few times. That's why I know I'd never force it on anyone. I had prepared for it first," Jason explained.

God, Jill swallowed and she did anal. It just made me all the more curious about being with her as myself sometime. I was way more adventurous as Kelly but it sounded like Jill was pretty sexually experienced without needing her cross-dreaming fantasies to fuel her desires.

"You seem to have a knack for getting me hard really fast," Jason commented, bringing me back to the here and now.

"Oh, I think you're probably just a really horny and virile stud who'd get it up quick for anyone," I joked.

"Maybe, but I think you definitely have that special something that gets my juices flowing."

"Hey look, if you really want to try that anal thing I can give it a whirl," I volunteered bravely.

"That's okay. I can be perfectly happy shoving my dick into your other slutty little cum holes," he replied, trying to keep a straight face.

"Just when I thought you were getting all sentimental on me," I joked.

"Me? Never. You know I just think of you as a fuck puppet."

"Well you've had your hand up my ass already so I guess I must be some kind of a puppet," I said as we both chuckled.

"Come on bitch, hop on and go for a ride," he suggested as he indicated his now incredibly hard cock, which was sticking straight up like a lamp post.

I stood right over him on the bed and was about to sit down on his prick, as I had done with Mark that first time, but then I decided to turn around and go reverse cowgirl this time. As I just kind of let my ass sink towards his stomach Jason put his hands under my butt and held me there while I grabbed his cock and stuck it inside me. Once I was properly impaled on his stake Jason pulled his legs up a bit to give him better leverage and I had the infinite pleasure of being able to look down and see his mighty erection as it cranked up and down in my box.

I joyfully took his pounding that way for a good long time before he suggested a slight change in my positioning. He had me sit down all the way on his pelvis while he put his hands under my knees and lifted my legs up. I had to reach behind myself to use my arms for support but it was a delightful way to change it up a bit.

It was a pretty athletic position for both of us, but especially for Jason who was keeping my legs floating in midair while keeping a machinegun-like attack on my snatch.

"Holy shit fuck mother of God fucking hell," I babbled in a stream of profane consciousness.

"Don't be shy. Tell me what you really think," Jason joked.

"Not...good...with...coherent...sentences...right...now," I somehow managed to articulate.

"That's fine, honey, just make whatever noises you want."

When he finally started to cum I was actually a little relieved. I had gotten off at least twice but my arms were starting to kill me. I ended up just lying on top of him, with my back on his torso, and my arms sort of flung out to either side.

"I get the impression you rather enjoy this," Jason said from below me.

"Just a smidge."

"Are you hungry by any chance?" he suddenly asked.

"Jesus, you really are a guy now, aren't you?" I teased. "But I guess you deserve it. You must have worked up quite an appetite fucking my brains out like that."

"Your brains still seem to be working," he pointed out.

"Well I put them back in when we finished."

I managed to roll off his body and staggered into the kitchen where I whipped up some damn thing. I think it was like a pizza bagel and some deli potato salad that I had leftover from the other day. I had some, too and felt a little bit of energy coming back, which was good, because Jason was definitely spending the night and we were definitely not done fucking by any means.


CHAPTER 13:

We fucked. We talked. We took a shower together. We fucked some more. We slept. We woke up and fucked. We had a light breakfast. I think that's the order things happened in. I might have missed one or two other times where we fucked, but you get the idea.

Then it was time to change back so we rounded up Max and Jason went first. We were both still naked and once again I had a hard time not being too obvious about the fact that I was seriously checking out Jill's body. She seemed totally casual about the whole thing and didn't try to cover up or grab her clothes right away. She just stood there in the buff while I turned back into Martin.

"Hey, I know this might not be the most appropriate time to bring it up, being...naked and all, but I was just wondering whether you'd like to maybe go out to dinner sometime," I said, trying to sound cool but sort of making a hash of it.

"You mean like we are now?" Jill asked.

"Well, we should probably think about putting some clothes on first, but yes, like we are from a genetic standpoint."

"If you just want to try fucking this way sometime I'd be up for it. It might be interesting to see how we'd do in reversed roles," Jill suggested after thinking it over for a bit.

"That would of course be awesome, but I was sort of hoping that we might want to get to know each other a little better this way. We know all about our sexual fantasies but we don't know that much about the rest of our normal lives. I guess it seems sort of like going backwards, considering all the sex we've already had, but you seem like someone I'd very much let to be better acquainted with," I said.

"Sure. It's a date," Jill said, after once again mulling over my proposition.

I walked her out to her car and we kissed again, only this time it seemed to last a little longer, and then she was gone. I probably should have been more confused than I was but things actually seemed to make some kind of sense to me.

Having spent the night together as Kelly and Jason things were definitely more intimate between us now, despite our efforts to keep it just a sport fuck. That was kind of hard to do when you were kissing and cuddling up all the time in between righteous bouts of copulation. But I had noticed that during those more relaxed in between times we had a tendency to speak more like we were our original selves. There was usually kind of a switch that got thrown when it was time to go back into full on lust mode.

I definitely wanted to fuck Jill, and it sounded like she wasn't opposed to the idea, but I really wanted that to mean something, for some reason. Maybe I was just desperately trying to reaffirm my manhood, but I didn't feel like that was the case. I wasn't slipping into a more feminine attitude when I wasn't Kelly. That's not to say that changing into a woman periodically had absolutely no effect on my male life, but I still had no strong desire to live as a female more often. Jason was somewhat dangerous, in that I absolutely adored having sex with him, and we were very comfortable with each other, but I had a feeling that I'd be even more comfortable with Jill.

I must admit that I did have some concerns about living up to her expectations, whatever they might be, in bed, should we ever end up there. Jason was a pretty strong virile guy. He had great technique and his cock was a bit bigger than mine. He seemed to find my female self attractive, and I was happy to be the cock crazed little whore he liked, but I was feeling a bit insecure about being able to give Jill the same kind of gratification that Jason was giving me.

It was probably stupid to dwell on that too much. We were just going out to dinner. It was just a date. It might turn out that we didn't really have as much chemistry as I thought once the conversation shifted away from our mutual pastime.

Of course it was also possible that it just wouldn't work this way for a variety of reasons. The sex was so good with us in the reverse roles that it was kind of a hard act to follow, and Jill, as Jason, had seen me in a very different light, personality-wise. It didn't really want to give her the impression that I was expecting her to be some kind of dominatrix, but maybe I could learn to enjoy that if things went that way. It's good to think about things but it's often not so good to over-analyze them. Sometimes you just have to let things play out and make decisions along the way.


CHAPTER 14:

It was crazy but I was actually nervous when Jill and I went out to dinner. I mean we'd both seen each naked already, and had kissed a couple of times, and of course had done a whole lot more once we swapped places, but I still had that first date jittery feeling for some reason. It made no sense. We had done the coffee introduction thing, and sipped wine on the couch. It wasn't like we were total strangers by any means, yet this felt very different to me. I suppose the context of a given situation makes all the difference in the world. Like dating someone you knew pretty well in school but had fallen out of touch with. There were a lot of blanks to be filled in and how they got filled could make a big difference in how the evening went.

Fortunately it didn't seem like I had anything to worry about. We both had a little bit of trouble keeping the conversation from drifting into our other sex life, but once we found some other mutual ground we sailed along just as easily as ever.

When we finished dinner I was at that awkward moment where I wasn't sure exactly what to do or say next, but Jill actually jumped in and made a suggestion that we go back to her place for a change. That sounded fine with me. For one thing Max wouldn't be there to provide us with any temptation to switch into our more familiar sex roles. I assumed that Jill hadn't found a magical gender bending cat of her own so it looked like we were going to be Martin and Jill for however long the evening lasted.

"Wow, this place is amazing," I said as I walked into her home for the first time.

"Thanks. I'm an interior decorator, actually, so I guess I put a lot of emphasis on furnishings and whatnot," she explained.

I tried not to laugh. It was hard to think of that super manly stud Jason being an interior decorator by trade, but hey, we all have to make a living somehow, and Jill looked like she knew what she was doing. It also seemed kind of funny that the old tomboy had such a flair for style and design and seemed to favor a very feminine taste where that was concerned, but I guess once she embraced her femininity she really went with it.

"Oh, you have a cat too," I pointed out as a beautiful all white kitty with long fluffy hair entered the room.

"Yup. This is Maxine, if you can believe that," Jill said as she scooped up the feline in her arms and introduced her to me.

"No way," I said looking at her skeptically.

"It's absolutely true. Life is full of weird little coincidences I guess."

"Does she...I mean have you tried..."

"Of course I've tried," Jill said with a chuckle. "I mean, Max, Maxine. White cat, black cat. I had to at least give it a shot. No luck I'm afraid. The only magic trick she seems to know is making her toys disappear within 30 seconds of me giving them to her."

"I guess that would be a little freaky if we both had enchanted cats," I said as Maxine wandered off.

"I know it sounds silly, but I think I kind of took it as a sign that there was something special between us," said Jill as she poured me a drink. "I mean, I already had that feeling right from the start, but the whole cat thing made it seem more like fate or something."

"Oh, you don't have to sell me on fate," I said as I took a sip of my drink. "That's kind of my go to answer for a lot of things."

We sat on the sofa and continued our conversation from the restaurant. There was nothing terribly unusual or unique about our backgrounds or our upbringing. No big crises or tragedies. We were both only children and our parents had remained married. We'd gone to school, gotten pretty good grades, and both found jobs that allowed us a lot of flexibility in our scheduling and the opportunity to do a lot of work from home. Aside from the whole magic cat changing our gender so that we could fornicate in the opposite bodies we seemed pretty normal I thought.

Somewhere along the line we stopped drinking and starting fooling around a little. I think I made the first move but it was kind of simultaneous. It just felt like the thing to do. As I started to unfasten her dress Jill stopped me in mid zip.

"You know Martin, I usually don't go too far on a first date," she said.

"Oh, that's totally cool. I didn't mean to rush anything," I said as I zipped her back up.

"What I meant was I don't usually go too far on a first date...but tonight I think I'd like to make an exception," said Jill with a smile as she reached behind her back and unzipped her dress herself.

I pulled the top of her dress down and then unfastened her bra, pulling it away to expose those marvelous round globes.

"I must confess that I've stolen more than a few glances at your breasts already," I told her.

"I figured that. That's okay. I was looking at your penis."

"I hope it doesn't disappoint you too much. I've never been on a date with anyone who had a bigger cock than I did," I said with a slight smile.

"You don't have to worry about that Martin. I really like you. I don't think either one of us should try to compete with our alter egos. Those people are more of a fantasy. And as great as it is to have a fantasy sex life I think that having a real relationship can be even better."

"I totally agree," I said before my mouth became preoccupied with her nipples.

"Would you like to move this into the bedroom?" Jill asked.

I did so off we went. Her bedroom was just as stylishly decorated as the rest of the place, which didn't surprise me at all, although at the moment I was more focused on her and less on the decor.

She had strolled into the room with her dress top down and her bra removed so she quickly slipped out of the dress entirely as I began to strip. Once Jill was nude she came over and helped me to get equally naked. We looked at each other for a moment and then embraced before stretching out on the bed.

"Wow, this is really comfortable," I noticed once we were reclined on the mattress.

"I hope it doesn't make you too relaxed," Jill joked. "I'd have to have you suddenly doze off."

"Not much fear of that. I'm so amped up right now I feel like I've just had about a dozen cups of strong coffee."

"Well...now you get to make me your bitch," Jill teased.

"Well I'd be happy to try, if you really want me to, but that's never really been my style," I explained.

"I just want you to be yourself. There's no reason for us to pretend about anything."

"Once again I agree with you completely," I said as I started to play with her pussy with my hand.

After a little more kissing and groping it felt like it was time to make my move so I got between Jill's legs and started lining up my cock. I hadn't done this for a while but I certainly hadn't forgotten how so a moment later I was inside her.


CHAPTER 15:

It may sound strange to say it but I was pleasantly relieved to find how good it felt to have my cock in a woman's pussy again. Since I had discovered the wonders of transformation I hadn't really been all that focused on "normal" dating. And once I had found such an awesome playmate like Jason to share my fantasies with I was finding the experience of being female far more intense and exciting than I had ever imagined it would be. Sex as a woman seemed very different to me in a lot of ways. More difficult, sometimes, because you didn't have the obvious arousal and completion signs that you did as a man, but often more complete and fulfilling all over.

The first couple of times had been a novelty of sorts. An opportunity to play out a secret fantasy. With Jason I felt like I was starting to really get the hang of it, and his dominant posture had really turned me on for some reason. I was honestly getting a little scared that I'd feel disappointed having sex as a man again, but thankfully that wasn't the case at all. I suppose the fact that I liked Jill so much helped with that enormously. I was very intent about getting her off and making her feel good, not that I didn't usually feel that way when I was with a woman, but Jill was very special to me.

I got my hands under her butt and lifted her up a little, which gave me a new angle to work from, and she seemed to appreciate it.

"Oh, that feels really nice," she said. "Right there...just like that."

Her words were music to my ears and filled me with confidence. She suddenly stuck her legs up so that they were resting on my shoulders and I was able to really penetrate her deeply.

"God you're gorgeous," I said for no apparent reason.

I don't know if she even heard me as she was starting to go into that lovely little trance-like state that I knew so well by now. I was getting her close and I wanted to do something clever to put her over the top but nothing clever was popping into my head. Then, since I was still holding her butt in my hands, I decided to poke a finger in her ass. She had definitely implied that she was no anal virgin so I figured a finger probably wouldn't be too difficult to accommodate.

"Fuck yes!" Jill cried as her body began to shake.

It looked like I had guessed right. That inspired me to try and finger fuck her ass more aggressively while still pounding her pussy with my cock. There was no doubt in my mind that it was working as she definitely looked like a woman having an orgasm.

That was another relief because I didn't think I could hold it much longer. As she continued to moan and squirm I let it rip inside her snatch and realized that we were having simultaneous orgasms. I couldn't honestly recall ever having that happen before, but it was an amazingly satisfying thing to experience.

When I was done ejaculating I kind of collapsed on top of her, with my dick still in her box, and we began to kiss and clutch at each other like wild things. I just couldn't get enough of this woman.

We spent a very beautiful evening together, making love and chatting about everything under the sun as we basked in the afterglow of our various copulations. Jill seemed like everything I could hope for in a woman, which was sort of the problem.

As much as I enjoyed making love as our "real" selves, I knew that the other side of me was far from over. Jason was still on my mind and I couldn't figure out how to shake those thoughts. And if it wasn't Jason I'd probably want to fuck Charlie again. Or some random stranger I let pick me up sometime.

I expressed all of that to Jill before the night was over, and she, not surprisingly, had the same kind of feelings. Being male was something she really wanted to explore more, and I could totally understand why.

Of course I held all the cards...well...I guess technically Max did. Without the magical cat nobody was turning into anything, so it put Jill at a bit of a disadvantage. I could turn into Kelly anytime I wanted and fuck any guy who was interested, which gave me quite a few options, but unless I was willing to let Jill come over and turn into Jason for the express purpose of going out and looking for other tail she was kind of stuck the way she was.

I liked to think that I was open-minded enough to let that happen, but I was totally falling in love with her, if I wasn't already there. I could sort of keep her apart from Jason in my mind but it was always kind of difficult to do.

Now some people might think that I was kind of a greedy idiot for wanting to make everything work out perfectly with all this gender swapping business, but I can't really express properly how much that had taken root in my life. There was something about being Kelly, especially when Jill was Jason, that just did things to me sexually that I had never known before. Don't get me wrong, the sex with Jill was awesome, but the sex was Jason kind of took me to another place entirely.

After that enchanted evening together there was no question that we would go out again. The only question was in what configuration. Jill hinted that she might not mind being herself with me as Kelly sometime, but I made it quite clear that I wasn't interested in being myself with Jason no matter how sexy he was. She kind of laughed at my prudery but let it go. Girls tend to be much more open to the idea of same sex fornication, and I wasn't at all opposed to the idea of going lesbian with her sometime, but in the end we decided to go for another Lucy/Jason fuck-o-rama special.

We wanted to give ourselves plenty of time so we booked a room in a cozy little motel and met up at my place to make the change. I rarely left Max alone for any length of time but I knew my neighbor was a big cat person and could be trusted to take care of him while we were gone. I just hoped that my neighbor didn't accidentally get in a staring contest with him. That would probably complicate things quite a bit, but on the other hand, it might provide us with another option if he turned out to like the experience of becoming female as much as I did.

I let Jason drive, and carry the luggage. It seemed like an appropriately feminine thing to do. It was kind of weird to be out in public together like this for the first time, but it was also a rush. It sort of put things in a different context.

When we just changed in my house for the express purpose of fucking there was only one thing on our minds and on the agenda. We might chat in between Jason's erections, but basically it was just a sexual fantasy being played out by both of us. Sort of mutual masturbation in a way, really.

Now we were traveling as a couple doing mundane things like stopping for gas or grabbing a bite to eat along the way. It would be the longest time we had ever spent together in any gender configuration. That was kind of risky. I didn't know how macho and domineering Jason planned to get when we weren't between the sheets, and I wasn't sure how I might handle that if he proved to be too bossy. And we both might find that Jason and Kelly really only worked when we fucking. Fortunately we planned to do a lot of fucking this weekend so hopefully nothing would be terribly unpleasant in between. We didn't have the convenience of a magical cat handy to change back if we suddenly discovered that this was a dreadful mistake.

We didn't even have time to unpack before Jason had me in his arms and I knew that he was as hungry for my body as I was for his.

"God, honey, it was really hard to make that long drive with you sitting right next to me looking so hot and not being able to do anything about it," he said in a husky voice that I found very attractive.

"We could have pulled over along the way if you were really that horny. Or maybe I should have blown you while we were driving," I suggested playfully.

"Both good ideas. Got to keep that in mind on the way back."

"Maybe you'll get sick of me by that time."

"Not going to happen baby. Not going to happen. Now why don't you get down on your knees like a good girl and suck my cock?"

Good girl that I was I got down and my knees and did just that.


CHAPTER 16:

The weekend was kind of a mind-bender for me in a lot of ways. As I said before my fantasies had never involved being a woman in anything other than a sexual situation but I found that I quite enjoyed the experience once I started to get the hang of it. In fact it sort of intensified my sexual pleasure, if such a thing was possible, because it made everything seem more real and personal.

Jason seemed to strike a very nice balance between gentlemanly behavior and total domination. He was able to read my moods quite nicely and I think could tell when I was getting a little tired of the routine. We just connected like that on so many levels, as members of whatever sex we happened to be representing ourselves as at the moment. I think I was falling in love with Jason just as I was with Jill.

I had decided to give him my ass as a special treat for the occasion and had been preparing myself with practice using various sex toys. I was still a little nervous about the whole idea as I got into position on my hands and knees and waited anxiously for his big cock to slide inside me, but there was no way I was turning back now.

"Are you sure you're ready for this honey?" Jason asked, sounding much more like Kelly at the moment.

"Fuck my tight little asshole stud. You know you've been wanting it for a long time. You stick your damn fingers up there enough, now give me the real thing!" I said over my shoulder, actually surprising myself at how much I did want to experience this.

He got behind me and soon I felt his hardness going into that dark strange place that I never expected to put anything, aside from the possibility of a rectal thermometer or something clinical like that. His dick was definitely much bigger than a thermometer, but fortunately I was as ready as one can ever be to lose their anal virginity so I took it all like the good girl I was.

"Do you like that?" he asked as he started to pump me a little faster.

"It's different," I replied. "But yeah, I think I like it."

I found that I liked it even more when I started to finger my clit and pussy in the process, My ass didn't have any natural ability to lubricate itself but my snatch was dripping wet as he began to pound my anus.

For a moment I wondered why I didn't want to fuck Jason when I was male. I loved sucking his cock, and now I was letting him ass fuck me, so it wasn't like there would be some big taboo to worry about. And I wasn't really homophobic at all. I think probably the reason was because I knew without a doubt that Jason would be the top and I would be the bottom, and I didn't really want Jill to see me like that. I had a hard enough time competing with the knowledge that she was more manly than I was without having it so vividly demonstrated.

I honestly had no idea who would be the top if we did it as two women. Maybe nobody. Probably it would be Jill, since she was the actual genetic female of the group, and probably had a better idea of how to do it, but that didn't bother me at all. Kelly was used to being the bottom, and boy was I ever the bottom right now in the most literal of senses.

Jason was giving me a good screwing but I knew that he was also kind of holding back. He could have gone deeper or pounded me even harder, but I guess the fact that he knew what I was going through gave him the presence of mind to be a little restrained, no matter how much I was urging him on to fuck the hell out of me.

In some ways that ass fucking kind of symbolized the nature of our whole relationship. We could lose ourselves in our pretend identities when we wanted to, but the other side never went away completely. Jason was still a woman named Jill who knew what it felt like to have a dick in her anus and let that knowledge guide Jason's behavior. I don't know how many times that sort of thing happened between us but it seemed like the perfect marriage of gender swapping and "conventional" living.

I suppose the word marriage popped into my head more and more because I knew that I was going to ask Jill to live with me, whether we did the whole formal ceremony thing or not. Whether she was Jill or Jason I wanted them both in my life as much as possible, but I was a little scared to bring it up since I didn't want to ruin the special relationship we had going.

The rousing success of that weekend gave me courage and I decided that I would spring the idea on her the next time we got together formally as ourselves. That had been my plan but Jill beat me to the punch once we were back at my place and changed back into our normal bodies.

"You know, I've got plenty of room at my place and I wouldn't mind having an excuse to do some redecorating if you felt like it was a little too girly for your taste, and hopefully Max and Maxine would get along..." she started to say before I jumped in and cut her off.

"You must have read my mind," I said with a laugh. "I was thinking about asking you to live with me but I was going to wait until the next time we got together."

"I really hope you don't think I'm suggesting this just to get full-time access to your cat," she said with a grin.

"Actually I want you to have full-time access to my cat," I said, resisting the extremely powerful urge to make a pussy joke at that moment.

So Max and I moved in with Jill and Maxine. The cats seemed rather indifferent to each other but their owner's couldn't seem to keep their hands off of each other. I started to worry that my work would suffer from all the boning that was going on, but Jill had to go out for work fairly often so that kind of gave me a chance to get caught up on things.

We were Martin and Jill much of the time but somehow we just seemed to know when it was time to become Kelly and Jason. I honestly can't recall a situation where one of us wanted to change and the other one didn't. We tried being Kelly and Jill a few times, and that was a kick. We went to a lesbian bar once and danced the night away, and another time we hit up a male strippers club and made fools of ourselves stuffing money into the men's briefs while we hooted and hollered like a couple of drunk sailors.

Unfortunately there was one big problem that stood in the way of our ability to maintain this gender fluid lifestyle. I didn't really know how old Max was but sadly he wasn't going to live forever and one could hardly run out to the pet shop and buy another magical cat very easily.

Fate, as always, stepped in and seemed to provide the solution. Apparently Max and Maxine weren't as indifferent towards each other as we thought because Maxine ended up giving birth to a litter of absolutely adorable kittens, some all white, and some all black.

We were delighted to discover that the black kittens had apparently inherited their father's unique gift, which meant that we might be able to continue our weird way of living for a very long time if we wanted to.

When I eventually followed Max's lead and knocked up Jill I was actually a little envious. The more I had come to spend time as Kelly in everyday situations the more I had come to appreciate the feminine side of my nature and giving birth seemed like a pretty awesome thing to experience. Once again Jill read my mind completely.

"Don't worry honey, I can knock you up next time and you can carry our second child if you want to," she suggested.

I wasn't sure if she was serious, and I wasn't sure whether I would actually want to follow through on that plan, but I was definitely sure that I had found the right life partner for me...just as I had found the right cat. It was fate...obviously. And probably a little luck. Whatever it was it certainly made my world a very interesting place to be!


AUTHOR'S NOTES:

I'm a cat person it's probably not surprising that I would get around to writing a cat-themed story. I guess I never quite saw how that would work with a transgender theme until now. With the black cat and magic and all this story was definitely written with Halloween inspiration in mind, but I think it works just about any time of the year.

I've had a lot of cats in my life, including a number of all black ones, but just for the record none of them have ever demonstrated any special talent for gender bending, as far as I know. They do tend to excel at eating and sleeping and getting cat hair all over everything, especially inside my computer somehow.
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