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CHAPTER 1:

Trent Jackson and I went way back. We had been best buddies for as long as I could recall. Trent was almost a year older than me, which seems like nothing now, but as kids that was sometimes kind of a big deal. He was going to be driving by himself before I even got my Learner’s Permit, but that was okay. I tended to look up to him anyway, whatever the age difference, and didn’t feel the need to be super competitive.

Although Trent was a bit taller we were both kind of skinny kids for a long time until Trent began to fill out more, probably around junior high. Then by high school he was a pretty prime example of physical fitness while I was still skinny, shorter, and almost a year younger.

Not surprisingly Trent used that fit athletic body to become a successful athlete while I used my rather well-developed brain to become a top student. It was a good “match” in a lot of ways because Trent was my passport to the world of the “cool kids” and I helped make sure that he maintained his grades so that he could continue in the athletic program and hopefully get into a decent college if his sports ability didn’t land him a scholarship or something.

That turned out to be a wise decision because a couple of knee injuries late in his high school playing days pretty much derailed any hope of getting offers to big time college sports programs and we both ended up enrolling at the State University closest to our home. Needless to say we were roommates and I look back on those days as some of the best of my life, not that it didn’t have a few complications with it.

Trent may not have been a big competitive jock anymore but he was still just as athletic and active and fit as ever and had grown into quite a handsome young man. Needless to say that made him rather interesting to a lot of girls on campus. Sometimes I benefited directly from that by some girl who wanted to date Trent but had to drag a friend along to go out with me, and sometimes I benefited more from an educational standpoint because I learned a hell of a lot about dating and how to chat it up with a girl and the general “politics” of the whole male/female thing.

I also learned a lot about sex, although more from being in the room when Trent was going at it with some coed than from actual personal experience of my own but knowledge is knowledge however you acquire it. Trent seemed to be not only good at attracted women but at satisfying them as well, which was a quality I hoped to emulate someday.

Flash forward to the present and those halcyon college days seem more and more distant and nostalgic all the time but my friendship with Trent was just as robust as ever. After so many years I guess you just sort of reach a point where somebody has been such a big part of your life for so long it’s impossible to see how you would ever get by without them. It was a comfortable fit, and even though we were established in very different careers and so on we were still the best of buddies. That is until Rose Delanardo came on the scene.


CHAPTER 2:

Trent, being Trent, always had a bunch of girls kind of floating in and out of his orbit but it never really got in the way of our friendship. He wasn’t one of those guys who tended to go off the deep end every time he met a pretty girl. He liked his freedom and he knew that he had a lot to offer a woman, as far as a good time was concerned, and rarely bothered to invest any serious energy into any one woman at a time for very long. It really wasn’t all that different from college because Trent had girls buzzing around him and sometimes I’d be part of the mix and sometimes I wouldn’t.

Rose Delanardo was having none of that. To her it was very much a competition to “win” Trent’s undivided attention and anyone who got in her way, whether male or female, was a rival that needed to be crushed by whatever means possible. I wish I could say that Trent took his usual stance where relationships were concerned and made it clear to Rose that he wasn’t in the market for anything serious but she had a way with him that was hard to deny.

For one thing she had incredible sex appeal. Kind of hard to totally put into words but she could take what might have seemed slutty with someone else and make it seem quite natural and stylish. The term “smoldering” often came to my mind when thinking about her and in all honesty I had plenty of sexual fantasies about Rose even though I was learning to hate her guts.

One of her tactics was heavy long-range scheduling, trying to tie up Trent with so many commitments down the line that he hardly ever had any free time. It was a clever strategy and it seemed to work well. There was always something on the horizon that they just “had” to attend or needed to book in advance. That tended to cause a lot of the casual dates that Trent was used to to fall by the wayside. He didn’t need to get a date for a casual Friday night get together because he already had something with Rose on his calendar.

I found it a little pushy and annoying at first but it wasn’t until Rose had vanquished most of her lesser rivals that she turned her guns on me and started a war that I really didn’t want to fight. She started to try and chip away at our lifetime friendship and undermine everything we had built in a long as close relationship. In Rose’s world Trent needed to be “hers” body, mind and soul 24/7 365 days a year. At first she didn’t object to when Trent and I would hook up for drinks after work on a Tuesday night or maybe go to a sports bar and watch a game over some hot wings but even that became too much of an intrusion for her to handle so he hammered away at it every chance she got.

Finally I decided that I needed to speak up and say something to Trent about it so we arranged a “secret” mid-day meeting, which was how weird things had become.

“So dude, what’s the deal with this Rose chick anyway?’ I asked, hoping that the room wasn’t bugged or something.

“What do you mean?” Trent replied.

“She seems kind of...controlling, don’t you think?”

“She’s aggressive, that’s for sure,” said Trent.

“And that doesn’t bother you?”

“I guess it’s just her personality.”

“So are you like madly in love with her or something?” I asked.

“I don’t know that I’d say that,” said Trent with a shrug.

“Because I don’t think she’s going to accept anything less from you for very long,” I pointed out. “You must have noticed how obsessed she is with dominating your time.”

“Yeah, it’s kind of hard not to notice that sometimes,” Trent admitted.

“And it doesn’t bother you?”

“Well, sometimes I guess, but everyone has to end up with someone sometime I suppose. I’m not getting any younger and my mom is always talking about wanting grandchildren.”

“Jesus, dude! That’s not a good reason to marry someone, especially not a guy like you who has so many options,” I protested. “Granted, statistically your odds of a marriage ending in divorce are about the same whether you marry your soulmate or pick a random name from a hat but at least you should be part of the selection process.”

“What makes you think she wants to marry me?” asked Trent.

“Are you seriously asking me that?” I replied. “What else is she working towards then?”

“She does talk about it a fair amount I will admit,” said Trent. “And she says she won’t give me a blowjob with a ring, which seems kind of silly to me considering all the other sex we have.”

“And you’re cool with that?” I asked incredulously.

“I do like getting blowjobs so I wouldn’t say I was exactly cool with it but it kind of is what it is I guess.”

“Look, if you’re having a good time with this woman I’m totally supportive of that but she’s trying to drive a wedge between us and that’s bullshit, and it sounds to me like you’re just more comfortable not rocking the boat rather than sharing some big romantic experience together,” I said firmly.

“You’re probably right dude but she does have quite the temper and I’d much rather be fucking her than arguing with her all the time.”

I felt some sense of “victory” in that he wasn’t at least deluding himself into thinking that he was in the middle of some big love match but it was pretty obvious to me that I was in a war I was never going to win for one basic reason...Rose had a pussy and I didn’t.

I could make all the logical arguments in the world about why this was a less than ideal relationship and probably a very unhealthy one to boot, and Trent could nod or shrug and agree but it wouldn’t really matter because he was ultimately thinking about that gash between Rose’s legs and how anxious he was to stick his dick back in there as often as possible.

As a guy I could understand how a dark-haired beauty dripping with sex appeal could put you under some sort of a spell but this was my best friend we were talking about and he was up against a female the likes of which he had never known before. Trent had dating all kinds of girls in the past, sweet girls, shy girls, smart girls, sassy girls and silly girls but he wasn’t prepared for a scheming girl and I knew I had to do something to save himself from this peril and save our friendship in the process. The only question was how?

The solution came to me while reading an online article about a new temporary gender changing pill and how it was poised to revolutionize the way transgender people would be able to transition without all of the usual surgical options required. You had to get a doctor to write a prescription for it but it was legally obtainable, although I doubted whether my health insurance would cover the cost. That wasn’t a big deal to me one way or the other because I made a very good living and had no extravagant vices or other lifestyle choices that chewed up my nest egg. If I had to invest some of my hard earned money in saving my friend and my friendship it seemed like money well-spent.

It really was the only obvious answer. If I couldn’t compete with Rose because she had a pussy I had to simply level the playing field by getting one of my own.


CHAPTER 3:

Yes the solution seemed very simple in some basic ways but unfortunately I didn’t totally anticipate how complicated it might turn out to be once I put my plan in action. I knew everything about Trent, which gave me a big advantage. I knew his habits, his schedule, and his routines like the back of my hand so once I became female I figured that I could arrange to “meet” him in any number of situations. The biggest challenge there was to find a time and place where Rose wouldn’t be glued to his side. Trent was out of the habit of just hitting on every hot chick he ran into so I was prepared for the possibility that I might have to come up with a plan whereby I would have a built-in excuse to see him more than once but I felt confident that I could make that happen if necessary.

Once I had wormed my way into his life on some small level it would be up to me to use whatever information I could draw on to make myself the ideal woman in Trent’s eyes, or at least one who was interesting enough to make him be willing to break the iron grip that Rose had over him. Once he had a reminder that there were plenty of good fish in the sea hopefully Rose would become frustrated and move on, or at least accept the change in status and accept the idea that Trent was going to date other women when he felt like it.

Putting it down in writing now I can see how it made some kind of sense to me. It was a logical solution to a problem and pitted my brains against Rose’s boobs with one big difference, I’d have boobs of my own to back up the brilliance of my plan. How could Rose compete with that?

Of course by this point your brain has probably already raced ahead and you’re thinking about the rather obvious fact that just having boobs and a pussy wasn’t going to do me a lot of good with Trent unless I was prepared to let him enjoy those things to the fullest. To be the ideal woman in Trent’s eyes would obviously require me to have sex with him, and probably some very good sex at that. I know I should have been thinking about that more at the time but I guess I was just too focused on the big picture and not really sweating the details yet. I knew, in the back of my mind at least, that I was going to have to fuck my best friend but in the abstract that didn’t seem like such a big deal. I wouldn’t be me at the time I would be some other person that had been created with the use of pharmaceuticals, and I wouldn’t be a guy so it wouldn’t seem gay at all to fool around with my buddy.

Of course a lot hinged on what I looked like after taking the medication. I had no control over that and no way of really knowing until I did it. Fortunately Trent wasn’t one of those “type” guys who only liked women who looked the same way so there was some hope that I would at least end up with some features that he would find attractive and appealing at a glance but even if I didn’t have the obvious cosmetic appeal of someone like Rose I knew that I could make myself an interesting companion if I got the chance to show him how much we had in common and I hoped that I might be able to charm the socks off him.

I approached this task the way I approached problem solving at work, I was methodical and always taking one step at a time, which had tended to make me very good at what I did, but there were of course a number of variables involved in this project that were not ideally suited to a one step at a time attitude but that was the way my brain worked so it was hard to shake those old habits. The first step for me down this path was to acquire the medication and try it out. I really needed to find out how I would look, feel and think as a woman before moving any further down the line.

The medical consultation process was surprisingly easy, although I did have to answer a number of rather personal questions concerning my sexuality and gender identity, which I suppose wasn’t all that surprising, and it was highly recommended that I seek additional guidance from a qualified therapist, which I didn’t think I would really need for my purposes.

Interestingly I had actually taken part in a sort of gender reversal experiment in a class in college. We basically were subjected to a number of gender stereotypical situations and asked to comment on the experience. For example the guys were all given a list of typically female names and had to choose one to be called in class. My name is Brian Bachman and I’ve always liked the alliteration of that so I looked for a name beginning with a “B” and chose “Beverly” since “Briana” wasn’t on the list. We didn’t do anything physical, like wearing a wig or a dress or putting on makeup or something, but even just the experience of having your name feminized was surprisingly powerful. We were also assigned tasks like reading magazines that were generally geared towards the female market and then writing reports about several of the articles, or watching TV shows or movies that might be considered |chick flicks” and then reviewing them.

It was kind of fascinating because you were stepping out of your comfort zone and trying to put yourself in the mindset of someone you weren’t but could have been by the slightest genetic flipping of a switch at birth. Some of the guys in the class had a real hard time with anything that “threatened” their manhood, and one of them even quit the class over it, but that seemed pretty silly to me. So I got addressed as Ms. Bachman and had to read a couple of articles on female orgasms in Cosmopolitan. It as no big deal really.

Obviously what I was planning to do was considerably more of a big deal than that but I felt sufficiently secure in my manhood and intellectually curious enough to be able to objectively see this as a learning experience, no matter how things went down. I was still approaching things as if I were analyzing code or something, working through it line by line, not jumping ahead or thinking about random variables.

Having secured the medication the next step was to try it out. It was an exciting prospect but a scary one at the same time. It wasn’t like I was just taking a pain killer or something for an upset stomach I was about to change the entire chemistry of my body and essentially become a whole new person.

After reading, and rereading the instructions and warnings a few times I felt ready to take the plunge and in a matter of a few minutes I could feel the dramatic ripples of change surges through my entire body. It was like something out of a horror or science fiction movie except that mentally it was a surprisingly pleasant thing to experience. There was something very sensual about it, in a way, and by the time my breasts had sprouted I found myself almost immediately squeezing and groping them.

The side effects had cautioned about the potential for increased sexual arousal but I hadn’t anticipated how fast that might kick in. I had done the transformation lying down on the bed, as recommended, and had planned to get up right away and look at myself in the mirror but instead I let my hands run all over my soft new skin and opened my legs. Before I knew it my fingers were probing my new pussy and I was beginning to moan softly at the strange but wonderful new sensation.

I could see that I had a very nice body at least, which was a relief since I figured Trent would like it too, but at that moment I wasn’t really even thinking about that I was just fascinated by my own being and the pleasure I was able to bring myself with seemingly so little effort.

When I finally did get out of bed and took a look at the whole package in the mirror I couldn’t have been more pleased. It wasn’t like I was supermodel material probably but there was a lot to work with and I seemed to have that “it” factor that Rose had; an intangible sexual energy that I could tell would make me very attractive to men. It appeared that I had not only leveled the playing field I had equipped myself with the ideal tools of battle. Rose Delanardo was in for a real battle and Trent Jackson was to be our battlefield.


CHAPTER 4:

Clothes, shoes, accessories, cosmetics, feminine hygiene products...the list kind of went on and on. This wasn’t a one-shot deal, like going in drag to a costume party or something, I was going to have to be prepared to present myself as a woman on a number of occasions and in a number of different situations. In a “normal” situation a grown woman would have closets and drawers and cabinets full of all that stuff, accumulated over a period of time, but I had to scramble a bit to come up with everything as quickly and efficiently as I could.

I had of course planned for this and prepared a detailed list of the things I would need to acquire but I hadn’t considered the storage problem that would come along with these acquisitions. Once again my linear brain had kind of let me down. I wasn’t exactly a hoarder or a “pack rat” type of person but my bedroom and bathroom was already a bit cluttered with my male clothing, underwear and toiletries. I had to spend a little time boxing up some of my less used apparel to make room for my new things but it was still a bit of a problem.

Adding one of those portable clothes racks was very handy but also created a bit of a problem for me because it would be hard to explain to anyone why I had a rack of women’s clothing hanging in my apartment. Still it was a workable solution for the moment so I could check it off my list and move forward.

Once I felt comfortable dressing myself as a woman and applying some simple cosmetics the next task I had set myself to perform was to go out in the world and begin to experience life as a female in ordinary situations. I had to appear to Trent as someone who had been a woman all her life so I didn’t want to look clumsy or fumble around with my purse or something. The new bone structure of my body made even walking a new experience and when I attempted to walk in any sort of heels the results were less than spectacular at the start.

While my tits weren’t enormous they were big enough hat I was aware of them pretty constantly and a little surprised at how strange it felt to have that much mass sticking out in front of my body. And they could get in the way of things. Fortunately a lot of “instinct” kicked in and I adapted to a lot of the changes on the fly. You learned pretty quickly how your body responded to commands to stand, sit, walk or reach for something. What came less intuitive was knowing how to respond mentally to the way people perceived you.

Since I had never told Trent about my college classroom experiment in gender role reversal he didn’t know that I had once briefly gone by the name Beverly so I decided to adopt that as my female moniker again. I also knew that I couldn’t use my real last name around Trent so I looked for another “B” name that sounded good with Beverly and came up with Benton for some reason. Beverly Benton, or Bev for short. I practiced writing it down or saying it over and over until it became natural to me.

“Hi, I’m Beverly. Beverly Benton,” I said to myself in the mirror more times than I would like to admit.

To be convincing it had to become second nature but I didn’t have years to work on that. It was a crash course in femininity and I really wished that I had some kind of tutor or instructor to help me through some of the process. Unfortunately that wasn’t an option so I was left to my own devices and “girly home schooling” became a pretty big part of my life for a while.

I suppose I knew that strange men would look at me in public because I knew that I would look at a girl who liked like I did. The expression “undressing someone with your eyes” is actually a very good way of putting things because that’s exactly what I tended to do. Usually it was just kind of a quick going over, checking out the size of their bosom or the shape of their butt. For a moment or two you wondered what it would be like to stick your dick inside that girl and then you generally went back to buying Cornflakes or ordering coffee or whatever you were doing when this vision of loveliness happened to come into view.

Ordinarily this public leering was a one-way street and if some stranger was staring at me I would assume I had spilled something on my tie or that they thought they knew me from somewhere and couldn’t quite place it. The idea that someone was using their imaginary X-ray vision to penetrate my clothing and visualize the firmness of my nipples or the folds of my pussy lips took a little getting used to but it definitely wasn’t all bad. I had a lot of confidence that my female body was a rockin’ little frame and I knew that men would drool for a look at it in the buff.

The fact that women looked too didn’t totally surprise me because I had actually read an article about that in my college gender studies course. It basically said that women, being put under such constant pressure to look their best, were constantly appraising other women and comparing themselves in an often clinical, even brutal way. I didn’t know all the nuances of that yet but I had certainly discovered that I was hesitant to leave my apartment without carefully evaluating every aspect of my appearance.

I realized fairly quickly that I had a lot to learn about fashion choices, which had never been a major concern to me before. I worked from home a great deal of the time so I dressed as casually and comfortably as I liked and I knew that when I had to go into the office I needed to dress appropriately for that and when I went on a date, especially if I was taking a lady to a nice restaurant or something, I tended to dress up for that a little but otherwise it was just shirt, pants, comfortable shoes and I was ready to roll.

Instead of being a big headache the whole learning process was actually kind of interesting and could even be fun. I could just do so much more as a woman to change my look entirely from situation to situation and I had so many more options to choose from. And while wearing a bra was a restrictive feeling in general the overall sensation of dressing myself as a woman tended to be rather liberating and refreshing. There’s something about feeling the breeze blowing up between your legs in a dress or a skirt that’s remarkably pleasant.

The boxes on my checklist were being filled in nicely but then I came to a section that I had added to the original list. It was a section that pertained to sexual expertise.

From the first moment I felt my soul inhabiting a female body I craved sensual pleasure and I had masturbated virtually every single time I had been a woman. There were times where I actually contemplated taking the medication just so that I could fuck myself with a dildo or a vibrator, although I usually managed to find enough self-control to at least wait until I had some other purpose being female. My womanly body just seemed to love the way it felt when it was being sexually stimulated.

That had come as a pleasant surprise and I certainly wasn’t going to fight against it. I liked sexual stimulation as a man and I seemed to like it even more as a woman. If giving myself orgasms was all I was concerned about I could have already checked all the boxes and moved on but the bigger issue was how good was I going to be in stimulating Trent and how good did I have to be to surpass Rose in his eyes?

The larger issue of course was when it came right down to it would I actually be willing to have sexual intercourse with a man, let alone my oldest and dearest male friend? Physically my experiences with dick-shaped sex toys had certainly given me hope that I might enjoy the sensation of being penetrated but that was something I was doing alone in my room with an inanimate object. Actually getting laid by a man was obviously going to involve a lot more than just sticking something in my snatch and flipping a switch.

Hopefully it wouldn’t turn out to be a huge problem. It was going to be a little weird smooching with a guy and not being too repulsed by it, but I felt reasonably feminized in a lot of different ways when I was on the medication so perhaps sex would just be another one of those things that seemed natural and instinctive to me.

The real concern, and the reason I had added this feature to the list, was that I not only be able to get through the encounter without becoming noticeably upset or disgusted I had to be an above average lay at worst and somewhat of a sexual goddess in the ideal. Superior fornication had allowed Rose to sink her hooks into Trent and to keep his interest even if everything else about their relationship went against the grain of his normal habits and desires. I knew that I could make Trent like me more as a person, since I had so much experience at that already, and hopefully that would score me some points in the equation but to be on the sfe side I really needed to rock his world between the sheets and the only way I could think of to prepare for that was to practice as much as I could.

In other words I needed to go out and find some men to fuck.


CHAPTER 5:

Getting picked up was like shooting fish in a barrel. The tight skirt, the low-cut top and slightly heavier makeup worked like a magnet. The first bar I went to I was pounced on by a slightly older business executive named Carl Driscoll. He didn’t make any effort to hide his wedding ring and I didn’t bring up the subject. I had chosen this particular watering hole because I knew it was popular with corporate types on expense accounts visiting from out of town. It was a hotel bar and I figured there would be some horny exec with a room and a bed who would be looking for someone to shack up with for the night. No strings attached, no future expectations. If the guy was married that probably just made it all the easier.

I had prepared kind of a backstory that I could use if I had to talk about myself very much but Carl didn’t seem to be interested in doing much talking. He bought me a drink, we exchanged the most basic of pleasantries, and then he asked me to join him in his room. I got the impression that he had probably done this many times before and wasn’t interested in pretending to be coy about it.

Carl offered me a drink from his minibar and I accepted because I was beginning to wish I had downed a couple of more shots before agreeing to what I had just agreed to. We sat on the edge of the bed while we drank and Carl wooed me with compliments about my appearance, which actually worked like a charm. I had gone to a lot of trouble to look good so it was nice to have that noticed and appreciated, and I suppose as shallow as it seems everyone down deep wants to feel attractive and desired.

When he kissed me it felt very natural. He seemed like a nice enough guy and while there was nothing that really stood out about his looks I thought he was kind of handsome in his own fashion. He seemed very much in charge of the situation, which was exactly what I needed given my total lack of experience.

While we kissed he undressed me in a way that also seemed totally natural, which I thought was kind of a smooth move on his part. This was a total stranger I had just met in a bar downstairs but there he was taking off my skirt and slipping my panties off my legs without any conversation about it at all. We were there to fuck and we knew it and there wasn’t any pretense about it. I doubted that I would ever have had that kind of confidence with a woman, but maybe it came from more experience and maturity.

I still had my bra on when Carl spread my legs open and began to lick my pussy. I had honestly never anticipated that being my first female sex act but I wasn’t going to complain. Carl knew how to go down on a gal and he had me dripping wet in no time. Carl kept bringing me right to the edge but backing off a little, as if somehow there was an orgasm pressure gauge on my snatch or something and he could see when it was going into the red. It sure worked because I think I was about as horny as I had ever been in my life.

Other than taking off his coat and loosening his tie Carl had remained dressed while I was almost naked but that was about to change. I was still perched on the edge of the bed while he had gotten on the floor to eat me out but now he stood up and dropped his pants displaying his very firm erection in the process.

“Okay, your turn,” he said rather casually.

It actually took me a moment to realize what he meant but I figured out pretty quickly that this was a quid pro quo situation. He had given me oral sex and now I was expected to do the same for him. My feet had been on the mattress, with my toes kind of curled over the side, but now I let my legs drop down and sat upright, which brought his throbbing hard on quite close to my face.

I had of course consciously planned to suck as much cock as possible, since that would give me the biggest edge over Rose, but it’s one thing to put that on a list and quite another to actually do it. On the other hand I was so turned on and excited that the thought of putting another man’s penis in my mouth seemed like just another new experience to try so I reached out and took his prick in my hand and began to stroke it. It was really warm and pulsating and I wondered what it would taste like. There was only one way to find out for sure so I stuck out my tongue and began to lick it.

Ironically as soon as I started licking I basically forgot all about the taste so my experiment ended up having no scientific value but it did make me want to suck his cock so I opened my mouth and began to do just that. Obviously I had seen tons of BJ videos and I had read up on the subject recently but the whole thing was so much more intuitive than I had ever imagined. You just tried to create a “pocket” with your mouth that would apply enough pressure that his cock could generate some friction.

“That’s nice,” Carl moaned as he gently rested a hand on the top of my head.

It was good to hear that although I figured I wasn’t doing anything special. I mean what was he going to say? He had a young pretty girl in his hotel room sucking his cock for the price of a couple of drinks. Granted they weren’t cheap drinks, it was top shelf stuff and overpriced minibar bottles, but just the same I had worked a lot harder and spent a lot more to get a lot less attractive women to blow me with extremely limited success. He’s better think it was nice or I could just take my sweet ass back down to the bar and find someone else who did.

I was really getting into the whole blowjob thing but there were random thoughts that passed through my mind as well. I wondered how many other straight guys would be willing to blow another man in order to save a platonic friendship with an old buddy. And I wondered whether the whole idea of what I was doing was just inherently flawed from the start. Maybe people are just supposed to pass through your life at different times for different reasons. There were lots of people that had seemed very important to me at one time or another who I had lost track of now. Maybe it was just time for Trent to move on with his life and for me to move on without him.

There was this kid named Tim Stein who lived across the street from me for about three years. We were super tight but then his dad got a job in Detroit and they moved away and I never heard from him again. He might have been another Trent if he had stayed put in that old house with the tree swing in the back yard but his dad went where the work took him and that was that. And God knows how many times there was some woman in my life that I thought I couldn’t possibly live without until I was back to living without them and doing just fine.

Maybe Rose was what Trent needed to grow up a little where relationships were concerned. Maybe it was time for him to stop screwing around and get serious about someone for once. If that left me as roadkill I’d get over it, and maybe that relationship would just run its course and things would go back to normal eventually.

“Oh, God, why can’t my wife suck cock like that,” Carl moaned again, this time with genuine sorrow and perhaps even a little pain in his voice. “You like sucking cock, don’t you baby? You like having a big hard prick in your mouth.”

Had I been able to answer that question honestly I probably would have said yes, I was surprisingly enjoying it way more than I had ever anticipated. Instead I just looked up at him and offered a little moan of my own that I hoped he would read as an agreement with his assessment.

“God I really want to cum in your mouth but I want to fuck you too and I’ve got to catch an early flight in the morning and I’m not sure how quickly I can get hard again,” said Carl in a near state of desperation.

“That’s okay,” I said, pulling his dick out for a moment. “You can cum in my mouth if you want. I know what it’s like having to deal with the airport these days.”

“Fuck, you are one amazing chick honey, you know that?”

He seemed so happy and relieved and “off the hook” that it made me feel really pleased that I had eased his moral dilemma. And when he began to ejaculate his thick, salty sperm into my mouth I felt really pleased again that I had eased his swollen ball sack. I know that helping a man commit adultary in a hotel bedroom with a quickie BJ didn’t exactly make me a guardian angel or a saint or something but I did feel pretty good about myself none-the-less. I really made this guy’s day, hell probably his whole trip, and it wasn’t just a one-way-street. My pussy had gotten a superb tongue bath and I had gotten the chance to practice cock sucking for the first time. It was all a win/win in my book.

So now I knew what giving head was like and I knew that I could do it without hesitation and might even go so far as to say that I enjoyed it. Ironically I was still technically a virgin since I hadn’t taken a cock into my pussy yet but I knew that would get checked off the list very soon.


CHAPTER 6:

I ended up fucking and sucking a number of different guys over the next few weeks. I moved around town to different venues so that I didn’t become known as a “regular” at any one place and I certainly didn’t want anyone thinking I was a hooker and giving me a hard time. I tried different bars and different clubs, some more upscale and some more casual. Part of the fun was trying to figure out my look for each new place and feeling very pleased with myself when I thought that I had gotten it right.

One thing I realized pretty quickly was just how much it meant to most men to have the approval of a woman, especially an attractive one. I suppose I should have known that already, since I was a man and I was always seeking female approval, but it hit home more seeing it from the other side. To “succeed” with a woman was a real accomplishment. If you could make her smile with a compliment or say something amusing that made her laugh you felt ten feet taller. And if a woman disapproved of you it could really cut you down to size. I went out with a few girls like that who seemed to just thrive on criticism. They couldn’t let anything go, no matter how small or trivial. It sort of seemed like they “weaponized” their vaginas. Knowing how much crap a man would take to get in a woman’s panties some women seemed to see that as an excuse to extract as much of a man’s soul as possible before opening the gates and allowing him a brief visit inside.

That wasn’t me and not just because I wanted to be the perfect woman in Trent’s eyes, I wanted to be a nice girl that tried to get along with everybody and looked for the positive whenever possible. Maybe I would have felt different if I had grown up dealing with all the sexist bullshit that most women probably deal with all the time, or if I was actually dating men with a desire to forge a relationship with them instead of just trying to enjoy a fun one-and-done sport fuck, but whatever the case I was becoming very much at home, not just in Bev’s body, but with her brain and personality as well.

One day I knew the time had come to finally put my plan into motion for real. I had prepared and “trained” myself to be female remarkably well in a relatively short span of time but I couldn’t see how much more I needed to learn if I couldn’t accomplish the primary objective of worming my way into Trent’s life, and the only way I could do that was by putting the wheels in motion and hoping for the best.

I had several options and a number of backup plans so it was now a matter of choosing which one to start with. One of Trent’s sacred rituals was his Sunday morning jog through the park. He had been doing that for years, rain or shine, and I had gone along with him a few times although I frequently wimped out somewhere along the line and ended up just waiting for him on a park bench, picturing myself as some old man feeding the pigeons someday. Trent may have been the one who had bad knees but his bad anything was still way more athletic than my best body parts.

To counteract this I had actually purchased one of those exercise treadmills where you got video coaching on a screen and high-tech “routes” to traverse from the privacy of your home. In all honesty forcing myself to use that damn thing regularly was a million times more difficult for me than convincing myself to take a man’s cock in my mouth but at least I was semi-prepared to make a convincing show of myself as someone who was interested in fitness.

I decided to go slightly on the slutty side with my jogging attire, even if I didn’t have the toned abs to show off or anything like that. I could wear a flattering sports bra kind of top and some really tight shorts that crawled up my cunt and presented a rather clearly defined camel toe which is exactly what I opted to wear. I was going to be a moving target and I had to catch Trent’s eye in a hurry so it didn’t seem like the time for subtlety.

Being a creature of habit I knew when Trent would arrive at the park and where he would begin his jog so I stationed myself at a convenient point fairly near the beginning of his route where I could see him coming from a bit of a distance. Then I would pretend to have just stopped to tie my shoe and resume running just as he came up to me. I wasn’t sure whether I wanted to try something as corny as literally bumping into him or not but I figured some kind of opportunity was bound to present itself.

I waited and then right on cue I saw Trent’s familiar figure jogging down the path. Unfortunately, to my horror and dismay, he wasn’t alone as Rose was tagging along with him. For a moment I assumed that she had uncovered my plan and was moving to block it but that was totally absurd. Maybe some self-preservation instinct had alerted her or maybe she just went jogging with Trent that day for no particular reason but whatever the case it fucked up my plans royally.

Rose looked good, I had to admit, but probably not quite as good as I did that day. My boobs really popped in that bra thing and my shorts looked like they were spray painted on and I decided that I might as well give Trent his first look at his future woman of his dreams so I started jogging slowly in the opposite direction, fiddling with some earbuds to make myself seem distracted and disinterested in anyone else around me. While acting like I didn’t notice I couldn’t help but notice the way Trent had his eyes locked on me as we jogged past each other. I also couldn’t help but notice that Rose noticed what I noticed which seemed to make her noticeable pissed off, which pleased me to no end.

It was a lot of work for a very brief moment but I felt like the moment had been a success. Trent knew that Beverly existed and he obviously liked what he saw at a glance. Hopefully in his mind I was already on my knees with my lips wrapped around his cock. I’d be there soon enough but it was obviously going to take a little more work to get to that point. Rose introduced a complicating variable but it also seemed like something that might be turned to my advantage.

If Rose made too big of a deal of Trent’s harmless look in my direction she’d probably come off as unreasonably jealous and would actually just be calling more attention to me and keeping me in Trent’s mind, where I wanted to dwell for a while. Right now I was just some sweet piece of ass that happened to cross his path for but an instant but if I could arrange for more such encounters I would hopefully start to seem like a potentially obtainable piece of ass and that could open the door to bigger and better things.

Before the next potential Sunday jog I decided to use my unique position to scout out the territory in advance and called Trent offering to jog with him.

“Oh man you know I’d love to run with you but Rose is probably going to be there,” said Trent.

“Hey that’s cool,” I replied. “It’s a big park and plenty of room for three people to jog.”

“Yeah but you know how Rose is. She’s kind of…”

“Insanely jealous and possessive?”

“You could say that. Last week we were just jogging along the path when this super hot chick ran by and I made the mistake of looking at her a little too long I guess. Man, she read me the Riot Act after that,” said Trent.

“That’s bullshit man, every guy at least glances at a hot chick,” I said sympathetically.

“And how could I not? She was really cute and had this incredible body in her tight little jogging outfit. I mean I only saw her for a minute but I was getting hard in my shorts.”

“Better hope Rose doesn’t have your phone bugged or something,” I joked.

That was pretty much the end of the conversation about the super hot chick who had caused so much domestic strife in his life but it was more than enough information to totally make my day. My plan had worked even better than I had hoped for despite having been totally improvised on the spot. I could head into our next Sunday encounter secure in the knowledge that I was on the right track and making progress. And hearing that just looking at me had made Trent start to get hard was cause for a little celebratory masturbation.


CHAPTER 7:

Operation Second Sunday was simple but effective and went off without a hitch. As I jogged past Trent and Rose at roughly the same spot on the track as before I gave them a big smile and a friendly wave. Trent instinctively started to return the gesture but Rose just glared at me as if I had run up to them shouting insults at the top of my voice. If I wasn’t Public Enemy Number One yet I was well on my way to topping her list.

I felt bad for poor Trent knowing that he would be raked over the coals for his polite response to my little pleasantry but I knew it was for his own good in the long run. If Rose wasn’t careful her extreme jealousy might cause her to self-destruct without me even needing to present myself as a viable girlfriend alternative.

For the third week I decided to try a little mind fucking and stayed away from the park entirely. Hopefully Trent would notice my absence with a little sadness and Rose would get her hopes up that she had seen the last of me. Of course I was going to be back the next Sunday and not just back but ready to make a move.

My fiddling with the earbuds on my first jog had given me an idea. I would use technology to pretend to be the cellphone damsel in distress. I had already suggested that I sometimes had problems getting my music to work so all I had to do was set up an app on my phone incorrectly and ask for help when I saw Trent and Rose. Trent was way too much of a gentleman, and way too interested in my cleavage, to abandon me in my time of need no matter how much it pissed Rose off. And it would establish a bond between us. A small one, granted, but a bond none-the-less.

This time as I approached the happy couple I had a worried look on my face instead of the broad smile from before. I was looking intently at the screen on my phone as if my brain just couldn’t comprehend what was happening.

“Hey, you guys know anything about apps?” I asked.

“A little,” said Trent, which I knew was putting it modestly. “What seems to be the problem?”

As Rose shot daggers from her eyes into my soul I ignored her completely and explained the complication I was having with my phone, which of course I had created so that Trent would be the hero and fix the problem.

“I don’t know, sometimes it works fine and sometimes it just freaks out,” I said as Trent poked around on the app.

Trent figured out the solution rather quickly, as I knew he would, and I was a bouncy little ball of grateful joy. I thanked him, probably more profusely than was called for, and we finally introduced ourselves, although Rose remained silent throughout the whole process. Then I smiled and waved, as I had done before, and jogged off presumably enjoying the benefits of Trent’s expertise. In short it was a total triumph.

My next move was going to require a little contemplation. In my original scenario I would use the Sunday morning jog as a pretext to introduce myself to Trent and once I had it would logically follow that additional opportunities to socialize with him would open up. Rose had thrown a monkey wrench into that part of the plan so I had to figure out where to strike next.

Once again my knowledge of Trent’s routines, habits, and hangouts was a big advantage to me. I decided that I would try to catch Trent alone in another time and location. My “randomly” bumping into him somewhere else might even seem like a sign to him that fate was trying to bring us together or something. There is something about running into the same stranger multiple times that does tend to make it seem like more than a coincidence.

As it happened I knew of a place that Trent frequently went to on his lunch break. It wasn’t fancy, or romantic, or unique in any way, it was just a standard fast food joint but Trent especially liked it. I figured if I started going there at his lunchtime I was bound to run into him eventually. If he recognized me that would be great but if he didn’t I would have to simply go and recognize him. Rose would not be there so it would be our first chance to be alone together and I was curious to see how he would respond to that. It would also be a chance for Trent to see me in a different look, something softer and more feminine.

Creature of habit that Trent was I nailed it on my first try. When I entered the place I took my compact out and pretended to be checking my makeup when I was actually scanning the room for Trent, something I probably picked up from an old movie, but it worked. He had beaten me there and was already sitting alone at a table eating lunch so I quickly placed my order and impatiently waited for it to be served to me on a tray so that I could casually stroll by his table and hopefully catch his eye.

“Oh, hey you’re the girl from the park, right? Uh...Beverly?” said Trent.

“Yeah, yeah,” I replied. “And you’re...Trent, the savior of my cellphone.”

“Is that app giving you any more trouble?” asked Trent.

“Not since you showed me what was wrong,” I replied.

“Are you...by yourself? I mean, would you like to join me?”

“That sounds lovely,” I said as I took a seat across from him. “I’m not crazy about eating alone.”

“Fancy running into you here,” Trent commented.

“Small world I guess,” I said with a laugh. “I was just doing some shopping in the area and thought I’d grab a quick bite of lunch. This chain is actually one of my standard go-to options for fast food.”

“Mine too. It’s not the healthiest thing you could put in your body but it sure is tasty.”

Yes Trent, I thought, soon you will be putting your big, hard, healthy cock in my body and it will probably prove to be tasty as well.

We chatted and flirted and had a generally wonderful time and then Trent said that he had to get back to work. That’s when he asked me for my contact info. I panicked for a moment because once again my linear thinking had prevented me from seeing two steps down the line and I had no email address that would be specifically for Beverly. Fortunately I had purchased a rather cheap phone to use as the vessel of my technological distress so I did have a different phone number for that. Once my heart stopped pounding and my brained started to clear I decided not to be too egar.

“Hey, don’t you have a girlfriend?” I pointed out.

“Well, sort of I suppose,” he stammered.

“I just assumed that you were dating that pretty dark-haired girl who’s always jogging with you.”

“Yeah, I guess we have been spending a lot of time together but it’s not like we’ve made any big commitment or anything,” said Trent.

“Well I don’t usually like getting in the middle of a bunch of drama but you seem like a really cool guy and I wouldn’t mind getting to know you better. Why don’t you hit me up with a text sometime and we can take it from there,” I suggested.

“Absolutely you can count on it,” said Trent with a huge grin.

Yes I would be counting on it and probably counting the hours until it actually arrived.


CHAPTER 8:

They say that a watched kettle never boils, which isn’t scientifically true but does make a point about impatience. I couldn’t believe how stressful it was waiting to get that first text from Trent. I was oh so tempted to fire the first shot and text him but I knew that would be a mistake. The ball had been placed in his court and he knew it was up to him to contact me. When he finally did I was over the moon with excitement. It wasn’t very much and it wasn’t very intimate but I knew he wanted to see me but he was worried about finding a way to do that without Rose finding out.

That seemed to put the ball back in my court, which was fine with me, because I would always rather be proactive than just sitting around waiting for someone else to make something happen. I decided that we needed a casual get-together, like meeting somewhere for coffee, where we could chat a little more and try to establish some ground rules for how we might move forward. I did not want to come across like some nasty homewrecker, even if that essentially was what I was trying to be.

We arranged a time and place, out of his traditional orbit to limit the chances of Rose or someone who knew her seeing us together and settled down to another lovely conversation. It was funny because it was very similar to the conversation that he and I had already had about Rose and why he allowed her to be so controlling.

“Look I don’t really know you yet but it sounds like maybe you’re kind of settling for the path of least resistance for some reason,” I ventured. “Some kind of arbitrary clock ticking that says you should be married and have X number of kids by a certain age but we wouldn’t be sitting here now having this discussion if you were convinced that Rose was the great love of your life and the woman you felt compelled to mate with. Because if you were just looking to cheat out of boredom or something I’m sure you have plenty of other options for that kind of a hookup. I think you see me as the kind of woman you’d really like to date if Rose wasn’t in the picture and you’re willing to put in the effort to see if that’s true.”

“My God, you read me like a book,” Trent said. “You’re saying things that I’ve been thinking but could quite figure out how to articulate. But I hate putting you in such an unfair position.”

“And I appreciate that you’re recognizing that but I’m intrigued enough to give this a shot and see where it goes,” I said. “If nothing else it might at least remind you that you’ve got options and that you should never just settle for someone because they’re convenient.”

So I had actually laid out the truth of my intentions albeit omitting the fact that every single thing about me and our relationship so far had been a gigantic and elaborate deception. I had never been involved in an affair before but I knew it wasn’t likely to be easy. There might be elements about the sneaking around that might be exciting, at least at first, but I was definitely cast as the “other woman” and Rose had full and open access to Trent, which was frustrating enough when she was just keeping me from hanging out with my buddy but was totally aggravating now that she was keeping me from Trent’s cock.

It was pretty obvious that we weren’t going to have many chances at a “normal” date night kind of thing on a weekend because that part of his dance card was already full. That meant we had to work around the edges and be creative and wait for moments of opportunity. Trent had suggested that it would probably be better to stick to my place since Rose was the suspicious type and might smell my perfume or find an earring left on the floor or simply show up unannounced at an inopportune moment. I agreed with the logic entirely. The only problem was I didn’t have a place that wasn’t just my usual apartment that Trent was all too familiar with.

Now I said earlier that I was prepared to invest substantially in this project, given its relative importance to me, but I hadn’t anticipated actually maintaining a whole second residence just to have a place to shack up with Trent for the occasional quickie. Then I thought about Harry Kirk, a guy I knew who I used to work with. He used to go into great detail about the lengths he would go to cheat on his wife, including setting his favorite mistress up in her own apartment, rent free. At the time I thought that was insane but he insisted that it was money well-spent. He had “pussy on tap” as he put it pretty much anytime he wanted it and a place where he could leave a toothbrush and a change of underwear and socks.

It certainly would take care of the increasing clutter in my apartment as all of my female clothing, accessories, cosmetics and so on would have a home of their own. And it wasn’t like I was going to be renting it for years I just needed it for however long the project took to complete. There are actually a lot of ways to rationalize a major expense when you really want something bad enough and I really wanted to put my pussy on tap for Trent.

I used a service I knew about for business executives and the like who might need something more than a hotel room for an extended stay in a strange town. You could get a fully furnished apartment without any sort of long term commitment, which was perfect for my needs. As I moved my girly stuff in I thought of a number of feminine touches that might be nice for the place so I went and spent some more money. The tab kept rising but I was so close to my goal now that I wasn’t going to quibble over a few pennies, even those pennies actually added up to thousands of dollars.

For our first “date” we both agreed to burn a “half day” at our offices so that we could play hooky from work and hang out together, at least for a few hours. Around noon Trent came to my apartment and picked me up and we went to a nearby Italian place for a quick lunch. We decided to go to a movie, not because we had any burning desire to sit through some film in particular but because I think it seemed slightly less tawdry than just going strait to my place and fucking, plus it might have been one of the few chances we would have to actually spend a little time together out of the sack.

I’d been to the movies with Trent tons of times but this time was a bit more special and enjoyable. We kind of snuggled rather close together in our seats and shared popcorn from a single tub. For a while we held hands and then he put his arm around my shoulder and when I turned to look at him he kissed me. We didn’t make it to the end of the movie after that.

When we got to my place I tried to regain some composure but it was a pretty hopeless task. Ironically, after all the meaningless sex I had experienced with random strangers, I found myself kind of scared and on shaky legs. I guess it was precisely because this wasn’t meaningless and Trent was certainly no stranger. When our lips met in the theater we crossed a bridge. Up until now pretty much everything we had done we had already done as two male buddies but that act of sexual intimacy had underscored boldly that this was something new.

“Your eyes are so amazing,” said Trent as he took me in his arms. “I don’t think I’ve ever seen a shade quite like that.”

I almost laughed because my eyes were the only feature about my female body that hadn’t changed at all and I knew he had seen them a million times but I suppose that’s sort of the way things are sometimes. You know somebody for 20 years and you’d be hard-pressed to even describe the color of their eyes as “blue” or “brown” or whatever because you never really thought about it before. Trent wasn’t just looking at my eyes he was looking deep into them and it was making my stomach do funny things.

My dress had a zipper on the back and as we kissed some more Trent unzipped it and puled the top part of it down so that it was just sort of hanging from my hips, which were wide enough to keep it from falling all the way to the floor without some wiggling. Then he started squeezing my boobs through my bra and my shaky legs weren’t getting any stronger.

While Trent groped my jugs I unbuttoned his shirts and helped pull it off him. I was always kind of envious of his well-developed chest but I’d never had the chance to run my hands over it and feel just how hard and chiseled it really was. His competitive playing days may have been over but he wasn’t about to give up on being fit and I was really glad that was the case.

Trent had gotten my bra off without me really being aware of it and he leaned in and began to kiss my neck while he continued to massage my now bare breasts.

“Is your cock hard?” I whispered to him.

“Uh huh,” he replied.

“Let me see it,” I whispered again, barely able to get the words out even in so hushed a tone.

Trent just grinned and unfastened his pants, which he let fall to the floor, Then he stepped out of them and quickly pulled his shots down causing his rather large erection to literally pop out at me. I had seen him erect once before as a kid when we had this stupid contest to see who could ejaculate the furthest but his dick looked nothing like that now. It was big and hard and very, very manly. I took it in my right hand as I used my left hand to grab the back of his head and pulled him in for a kiss.

Then I dropped to my knees and began licking and kissing his dick all over before finally putting it in my mouth and sucking it properly. Rose may have thought she was being clever by denying Trent the BJ he obviously craved so much but I was going to make it clear right from the start that there was nothing I would withhold from him. That’s when I realized that I had better start practicing for anal sex very soon.


CHAPTER 9:

Trent’s cock tasted so juicy and delicious in my mouth, although I knew that it probably didn’t taste much different than any other mans cock. It was his cock so it tested especially yummy to me I guess and from the reaction I was getting from him I had the impression that he was particularly happy to be having his dick sucked again after what probably seemed like a long time by his standards.

“Wow,” said Trent. “I want to say something about how great this feels but all I can think of saying is wow.”

“That’s okay,” I replied, taking his dick out for a moment. “Wow pretty much says it all.”

Whether my practice was really paying off or whether it was just the ending of his dry spell didn’t matter all that much to me at the time. I was getting the “wow” factor I had been hoping for so I was going to milk that just as enthusiastically as I was trying to milk his balls.

As it turned out I didn’t get to taste his sweet cream just yet as he decided that we should move to the bedroom. It struck me as mildly amusing that I had never used this bed for anything before so it was as new and unfamiliar to me as it was to him. Of course it didn’t really matter at all because it was just a bed and as soon as I was finally naked Trent was rubbing my pussy while I clutched at him tightly and we kissed with great passion. It could have been the couch or the floor or the surface of the Mars for all I cared. Fortunately it was a nice comfy bed with brand new linen.

His finger banging was really getting to me which made my kissing even more frantic and I think we actually kind of bumped our teeth together a couple of times but it was unavoidable. I was feeling what people sometimes refer to as “unbridled passion” and I coldn’t ever remember feeling anything quite like it before. There was just no room in that bed for restraint or caution or reservations. I sort of understood why I was so cranked up having invested so much in making this moment happen but Trent seemed just as excited as I was. Probably the novelty of fresh pussy or the break from his unusually monogamous relationship I supposed. Still it did really feel that there was some genuine chemistry there between us.

“Oh my gawd...oh my gawd...I need your cock inside me so bad,” I heard myself whimpering.

Trent obliged by rolling over on his back and kind of pulling me on top of him in the process.

“There you go,” he said with a grin. “Take all the cock you want.”

I didn’t hesitate, but I did fumble with the mount a bit. I tried to just jump on his prick but it wasn’t as easy to do as it looked. For one thing it was big and slippery and I was trying to stuff it in a tight little hole so I ended up grabbing his rod to keep it in place while I slid myself down onto his pelvis.

“Ride for me honey. I want to see your titties bouncing,” Trent announced.

I got my legs in position to be able to push myself up and down and then put my hands behind my head with my arms out like a prisoner and began to move myself up and down on his cock. I suppose I was kind of a prisoner in a way because I was so impaled on that big pecker that it would have been very difficult for me to get off of it, not that I had any desire to do so. Pretty soon I was really starting to ride him pretty hard and my titties were indeed bouncing wildly as I did.

“Lean forward,” Trent instructed so I did as I was told and put my palms on the mattress.

The change in angle was remarkably noticeable and Trent had obviously enjoyed watching my bouncing boobs so much that he had to get his hands on them again. Instead of bouncing up and down I was now rocking back and forth and at a slower pace as well. Trent was squeezing both of my breasts and sucking on my nipples with just a little pressure from his teeth making them tingle even more.

“Oh my gaaaaawd baby, that’s so good...don’t stop...don’t stop what you’re doing,” I wailed.

He probably didn’t have any intention of stopping at that point anyway but I guess I thought it wouldn’t hurt to make sure of it. I was experiencing an extraordinary type of bliss and on the most amazing high of my life. Trent and I were technically barely more than strangers when I was Beverly but we were lovers now which took us to an entirely new dimension of our friendship. Of course he would never know that and it would be my secret forever but I was so glad that I was getting to share this kind of intimacy with my oldest and dearest friend.

I had actually seen Trent fucking other girls before, being his college roommate it would have been damn near impossible not to, and my mind flashed back to some of those scenes. I remembered trying to sneak quietly to the bathroom but almost tripping over a pile of clothes on the floor. On the bed was a pretty blonde with her legs sticking straight up in the air and I could see Trent’s naked butt hammering away at the lucky girl. Neither one of them could see me and probably wouldn’t have noticed anyway had I ridden by on a pogo stick with a couple of lit sparklers in my mouth. I never imagined back then that someday I’d be the lucky girl on the bed getting to enjoy his magnificent manhood.

We stayed in that position for a while and then he sat up and I put my arms around his neck as we embraced quite closely, all the time still keeping up a steady rhythm of thrusting and riding. When the orgasm hit me I’m sure it was a powerful one but I was already so far gone into the sex zone that there wasn’t much room for even more euphoria without my head exploding or something. The main thing I noticed was that my brain turned completely to mush and whatever sounds or words or cries I made were probably complete gibberish. And when Trent finally started to ejaculate inside me I just kissed him, and kissed him, and kissed him until every last drop had been deposited deep within my soaking cunt.

“Not bad for a first time,” Trent said with a wide smile on his face.

“Yeah, I’ve had worse,” I joked in reply.

Then we started kissing again and he rolled me over on my back and we ended up finally just pressed together on the bed in a tangle of limbs.

“It’s too bad we went to that half a movie,” Trent commented. “I don’t think we have time for another go.”

I grabbed my phone from the table next to the bed and I was shocked to see how late it was. We had literally been fucking for well over an hour and a half. I couldn’t believe that a man could stay that hard for that long, God knows I couldn’t have unless maybe I took one of those erection pills or something.

“You were really fantastic baby,” said Trent as he brushed a strand of hair from my eyes. “I hope you know I really want to do this again and I hope you do too.”

“Oh, I do, I do so very much,” I replied.

“It’s going to be tricky, at least at first, but I promise you I’ll do everything I can to make it worthwhile for you.”

“I know you will, you’re just that kind of guy,” I said.

“How do you know what kind of guy I really am,” said Trent with a laugh. “You barely know me.”

“I can tell. Call it...feminine intuition,” I said, quickly recovering from my gaffe.

“Mind if I take a quick shower?”

“Not at all. Mind if I join you?”

“It’s your shower so you make the rules,” Trent chuckled.

We both enjoyed a sensual but all too brief shower together and I had the feeling that he would have gotten hard again quite soon if he had been given the time but unfortunately all I could do was kiss him goodbye at the door before going back to my bedroom and flopping down on the mattress, staring up at the ceiling.

It was entirely possible that I might look back on this experience someday as a big mistake that had backfired on me in ways that I couldn’t even imagine now but I wasn’t going to let that spoil the moment. Trent and I were now lovers and he wanted to continue being so. I might have danced for joy but I had realized that despite my recent exercise efforts my non-athletic legs were totally thrashed.


CHAPTER 10:

I felt very confident that we had covered our tracks well but then a little paranoia began to set in. What if Rose had made a surprise visit to Trent’s office or something? That didn’t seem likely and she would surely have called him immediately to find out where the hell he was. And I had made a point not to wear any kind of strong feminine scent, which would have been washed off by the shower anyway so it was hard to imagine how she could have been triggered by any physical evidence like lipstick on the collar or something. The one variable that I had no control over was Trent himself. Would he be able to keep the secret or would he slip up somewhere along the line? Was there a ticket stub from the movie theater in his pocket or a receipt from the restaurant? Would he call out my name in the middle of fucking Rose or even worse, feel so guilty that he had to confess his sin?

I had no experience with cheating but neither did Trent. Certainly Trent had dated many women at the same time but it was all out in the open and everyone knew he was just playing the field. This was the first time he had dated a super possessive woman like Rose who would totally flip out if she knew he was with someone else. That made for an unknown variable since cheaters tend to be serial cheaters and just do it all the time as a regular part of their life, like Harry Kirk who had given me the idea for getting a different apartment. He probably would have cheated on his wife on their wedding night if he could have pulled it off. Hell, maybe he did for all I knew but I had a feeling he would have bragged about it if he had.

I was pretty cold-hearted towards Rose because I felt she had started a totally unnecessary war with me. I’d never had a problem being around any of Trent’s other women before and I couldn’t see why Rose was so obsessed with dominating every second of Trent’s life. But in my book she had thrown down the gauntlet and I had accepted the challenge. Technically it sounded like Trent had never actually agreed to an exclusive relationship it had just come into being because Rose had aggressively removed any potential competition. I figured it might not hurt to remind Trent of that fact so that he was less likely to get a guilty conscience.

Our next meeting was all about sex. Trent raced over to my apartment during his lunch break, and I managed to get there just ahead of him, and I gave him a quick BJ, which he got to complete in my mouth this time. It was kind of a tawdry I suppose but I enjoyed it and I know he did. It was just a good sign that he had been thinking about me that much that he really wanted to see me, even if it was under the most rushed of circumstances.

A few times we actually did have lunch together without any sex, and that was nice too, but we always ended up necking a little and it was frustrating that it couldn’t go past that. I also continued to show up for the Sunday jog, just to keep myself fresh in his mind. Now he didn’t have to imagine what I looked like naked since he already knew so I wasn’t just a fantasy any more I was his mistress and he knew that he would be fucking me again as soon as he could arrange it.

My life went into kind of a strange phase of duality. Because I was able to work from home quite a bit I found myself becoming Beverly more and more often. Sometimes I would even take my laptop computer over to my other apartment and work from there. I liked the feeling of being in that space that totally belonged to Beverly. Plus it gave me a chance to keep the place clean and the refrigerator stocked should the need ever arise. It would have been hard to explain to Trent why I had a completely empty fridge had he ever had the opportunity to look inside it.

I had no idea if Rose ever took it up the ass but I was guessing that it took a marriage proposal just to give head she probably didn’t do anal so that seemed like another place where I could press my advantage. It was honestly a little scary the first time I stuck something up my butt but not an unpleasant feeling at all. I read up on the subject and found that there were toys I could get that were specifically designed for anal training so I ordered some, and a healthy supply of  lube, and began to prepare myself for the possibility that Trent might enjoy ass fucking me someday.

For once I was actually thinking outside the box, literally, and looking ahead instead of just taking whatever happened in some orderly fashion and having to adjust to my miscalculations on the fly. I was learning to be a little less linear in my thinking and a bit less anal about things, which was ironic considering that I was training my anus to take Trent’s large penis inside it.

We texted a lot, which made me a bit nervous, but he assured me that his messages were password protected and that it wasn’t an easy password for anyone to guess. I knew Rose wouldn’t hesitate to search his phone if given the opportunity but it would be pretty hard for her to come out and ask for his password. Plus Trent was using a different messenger app to communicate with me so that put up another layer of security.

Then Trent hit me with a curve I had not anticipated. He suggested that we, meaning me as myself, meet at our favorite watering hole and I was a little surprised and kind of flustered to be seeing him as my male form for the first time since we had begun our affair. It should have been a very familiar situation but I knew what his cum tasted like now and it was hard to get that out of my head as we sat there downing a couple of beers.

“Man I’ve got to talk to somebody and you are literally the only person in the world I can trust with this information,” Trent began.

“Sounds kind of serious,” I said with a grin, still not grasping what was going on.

“It is kind of. I’ve met this girl, this totally amazing girl, and I’ve been seeing her on the side,” Trent confessed.

“So Rose is finally out of the picture?” I ventured.

“No, and that’s the problem,” Trent replied. “If she knew all hell would break loose.”

“So where did you meet this totally amazing girl with Rose always nipping at your heels?”

“Well she jogs at the same park I do on Sunday mornings and one time I helped her with a problem with her phone and then out of the blue one day I bumped into her while I was having lunch. I don’t know, we just clicked, you know what I mean? It was like some power was trying to bring us together or something.”

“I take it she’s pretty hot,” I suggested, fishing for a compliment without him knowing that I was doing so.

“Yeah she’s hot, but it’s not even her looks, it’s her magnetism man. Her charisma maybe. Whatever it is I just can’t stop thinking about her and desperately wanting to be with her again,” said Trent.

“So what do you plan to do about that?” I asked.

“Keep seeing her on the side, I guess. I don’t know what else to do,” Trent replied. “Rose and I have never actually sat down and made any rules because she just decided that I’m going to marry her and that there will never be another woman in my life.”

“Maybe tell her that things are going too fast for you and you think you both should be open to seeing other people or something like that,” I suggested.

“Yeah I don’t think that would go over too well and would just make her even more jealous and suspicious. It’s hard enough finding time for Beverly now as it is I don’t want to make it even harder,” said Trent.

“Then it’s probably best that you just let it ride for a while and see where it goes. If this Beverly girl is that intriguing you’d hate to push her away without really getting to know her,” I said.

“Exactly. The weird thing is I feel like I’ve known her for years but we’ve really not been together all that much and most of the time it’s just sex. It just feels so comfortable and familiar talking to her it’s more like hanging out with an old buddy like we’re doing right now,” said Trent.

If you only knew, my friend. If you only knew.


CHAPTER 11:

I was deliriously happy by the way our conversation had gone but it was now my turn to have a guilty conscience. My plan was obviously working brilliantly but I wasn’t dealing with some abstract concept on paper I was messing around with people’s lives, including my own and that of my best friend. It certainly looked like I had the power to drive a wedge into his relationship with Rose but did that give me the right to?

Maybe people need to make mistakes and bad decisions to learn from them and grow. And was it entirely impossible that Trent and Rose ending up together would turn out to be a good thing in the long run? When they were sitting around at some family reunion or anniversary surrounded by their kids and grand kids would anybody even remember that Rose had witheld oral sex until marriage?

Trent felt like he knew me because he did know me he just didn’t know that the me he knew was actually me, if that makes any sense. I had figured that our years of association would arm me with tons of inside information that I could use to my advantage but I hadn’t really anticipated that he would just instinctively pick up on our closeness. I felt that way hanging out with him because he was just the same old Trent he always was but I was a little surprised to find that he had similar feelings when I was so very different, at least on the outside.

I suppose the thing I should have been thinking about but wasn’t was what my “end game” strategy was exactly. I had obviously already demonstrated to Trent that he still was attracted to other women enough to actually act upon those impulses and helped promote the notion that maybe things with Rose needed to be reassessed. Of course that was all fine and dandy but if I just bowed out of the picture now things would likely go right back to the way they were before and all of my efforts would have been wasted.

That was the logic I told myself to justify continuing with the program but had I been totally honest I would have admitted that there was a pretty selfish motivation too. The fact was that I really loved being Trent’s lover Beverly. Even the kissing was vastly superior to any kissing I had ever known and I once kissed Julia Ambers who was secretly voted the “Best Kisser” on campus in 10th grade. Like Trent I couldn’t stop thinking about the fun we were having and couldn’t wait to be together again.

The problem there, as I’m sure you’ve already figured out quite easily, was the fact that Beverly didn’t really exist and that I wasn’t really a girl and that there had to be an end to my project. If I were actually a woman then I could hope that he would leave Rose and become my steady boyfriend and after that, who knows what else? But if he left Rose for me he was just going to end up disappointed because I couldn’t give him what he wanted even if I wanted to. It sort of felt like the old “catching a tiger by the tail” conundrum. It’s too dangerous to hang on but it’s also too dangerous to let go.

Of course at that point any sort of ending that involved Trent dumping Rose and rushing to my side with a wedding ring in his pocket seemed pretty darn remote and more the stuff of a romance novel than a real life situation. We were two, mature, consenting adults who were enjoying a sexual tryst. Why overthink it? Things like that happen all the time.

Over the next few weeks we got pretty good at perfecting the art of the lunchtime quickie or “nooner” or “afternoon delight” or whatever you wanted to call it. I could be ready in a short skirt and no panties to get fucked almost anywhere and frequently did, or I could be very happy just sucking his big cock and having a protein rich salt malt for my actual midday meal. Eventually we got our big break as Rose was going to be traveling out of town for a work-related convention for 4-5 days which gave us our first opportunity for any sort of extended time together.

Our own work schedules were not going to allow us to go out of town for the same length of time but we were planning to take a little weekend road trip and also spend as much time together as possible. Trent was obviously going to have to be a slave to his phone and I understood that. He couldn’t just turn it off or ignore any calls from her because we didn’t want her to have any reason to be suspicious. When you’re the “other woman” you just have to be pragmatic about things I suppose.

For out first full evening together we did the whole date night experience. Dinner at a nice restaurant, a little club hopping to check ouot some live music, and ultimately wound up back at my place where I served drinks from my hastily stocked bar.

As we sat sipping our cocktails on the couch and chatting I suddenly realized that the next few days were going to be potentially challenging for me, as far as talking about myself was concerned, as we normally didn’t have time for much in depth conversation. Now we were going to spending quite a bit of time together and bound to run out of innocuous small talk fairly quickly.

I had a basic story, of course, and Trent had heard most of that already but when he started asking me questions about my parents and my childhood and where I grew up I was suddenly paralyzed with fright. To a total stranger I could have simply used details from my own real life but Trent would no doubt notice the startling similarities if I tried that path with him. I panicked and blurted out some crazy story about my parents dying in a tragic boating accident and being sent to live with a strict aunt who enrolled me in an all-girls school run by nuns or some bullshit like that. I have no idea where that came from or why I said it but at least it did give me the opportunity to explain that I didn’t like to talk about my childhood because it brought up a lot of painful memories.

Fortunately what we both really wanted to do was fuck so once we finished our drinks the conversation kind of took a back seat to some major fooling around on the couch which resulted in us both getting at least partially undressed. Trent was really good at making out and knew how to work my body all over to get me really stimulated. It was genuine foreplay and not just a formality. And in all modesty I think I played my part pretty well too. It was one of those times where being a man gave me some insight into what a man might like to have done to him.

Suddenly Trent flipped me over so that I was lying on the sofa and told me to pull my legs back as far as I could, which turned out to be a surprisingly long way. Then he squeezed himself into the remainder of the couch and began to lick my pussy with absolute skill and the kind of technique that must have taken him years to perfect. No wonder I couldn’t get any sleep in college, I thought, with all those girls being treated to such heavenly ministrations. I was moaning and squealing just as loudly as they had and I was amazed that he had made me cum before I had even gotten all of my clothes off, let alone made it to the bedroom.

Apparently we weren’t quite done with the couch just yet because just as I was starting to peak Trent flipped me over and lifted up my backside. A moment later he was looming over my ass and ramming his cock deep into my cunt. My orgasm quickly became a “super orgasm” and my squeals and moans become loud cries punctuated with much random profanity.

It might have been a good time to offer up my ass but I couldn’t process information fast enough at that point to think of it. Trent was hammering me so hard my head was banging up against the side cushions but I barely noticed. Since I wasn’t really using my head for anything other than producing weird noises it didn’t really matter anyway.

When he finished up inside me I was a little surprised because I knew of his amazing stamina. Not that I was complaining because anytime I made Trent cum was a good time in my book and my head probably could use a break from all the pounding it had been taking.

“That was just an appetizer baby,” said Trent as he leaned over my back, his dick still inside me. “The main course is for later.”

I had no reason to doubt him whatsoever I just needed to remember how my limbs worked so that I could get off the couch and walk into the bedroom.


CHAPTER 12:

When I hatched this crazy scheme I knew that I would be required to have sex with Trent and had hoped that it wouldn’t end up being a total deal breaker. Then I had sex with a number of different guys and found how pleasant the experience could be so the stigma was largely removed and I felt no shame, guilt, or remorse about having been intimate with a man. Then I started having sex with Trent, which took things to an even higher level, and I went from being resigned to my fate to being a cock hungry slut desperate for my man to penetrate me as often as possible.

I liked to think of Trent as “my” man when he obviously wasn’t. At best I was sharing him with another woman and at worst I was just a convenient set of holes for him to stuff when his “actual” woman wasn’t available. At least he was my man in my eyes. I had been with oher guys, and some of them were pretty good, but that was just practice and I couldn’t imagine being with any other man now that I had been with Trent.

We had a fantastic fuck session that night and did it a couple more times after the couch drilling. In between we got comfy and I brought in some snacks and we watched a little TV or just cuddled for a while. It just all felt so right. We were best friends and could goof around and make each other laugh but we were also lovers now and could make each other feel fantastic levels of sexual bliss.

As we started to finally drift off I thought about the “sleepovers” we used to have as kids. His family had a “camper” and when I spent the night at his house we usually spent it in there because it was so private. That was actually the first place I ever saw a pornographic video. Trent had figured out his dad’s porn site password and we felt very mature and daring as we watched some amateur Asian porn, which apparently was his dad’s kink. (Not here to judge, just stating the facts.)

At the time I wasn’t thinking about Trent’s dad masturbating to petite Japanese girls but the idea actually seemed kind of funny to me now. Everybody had secrets where sex was concerned, I more than most people. I just hoped my secret would be secured better than Trent’s dad’s had been.

Those sleepovers were great, and I had very fond memories of them, but they were nothing compared to the one Trent and I had that night. Waking up next to Trent was a sensation that I felt like I could really get used to.

Trent woke up with a raging hard on, that I happily took care of orally, but it was a work day for both of us so we didn’t have time for much else other than downing a quick bowl of cereal and getting dressed for work. I didn’t have to go anywhere that day and could work from home but he needed to get to the office so I kissed him goodbye at the door like some housewife in an old sitcom and then I tried to focus on getting some work done myself.

We didn’t bother with the date thing that night and just stayed in and ordered some food. We were getting kind of obsessed with each other sexually I guess and I decided that it was probably a good time to introduce anal to our repertoire.

“You know you’ve fucked my pussy a bunch, and I’ve sucked your cock, but there is one thing we haven’t tried yet,” I said very coyly, or at least in a way that I thought sounded coy.

“Oh, yeah? What might that be?’ asked Trent with a crooked grin.

I rolled over and stuck my butt up in the air and wiggled it for him a few times.

“You haven’t taken me in the ass yet,” I said, as if the butt wiggling might not be enough for him to get the picture.

“Are you sure?” asked Trent.

“Well I think I’d know if you’d fucked me in the ass,” I joked.

“I meant, are you sure that’s something you want to do?”

“Baby I wouldn’t have suggested it if I didn’t want to do it,” I replied. “You just have to lube up really good and take it a little slow at the start. That’s a pretty big pole to be poking in a pretty tight spot.”

The stretching and training had been crucial in getting me to the place where I felt confident enough to actually let Trent stick it in me but I was definitely a little nervous. I had total control over a butt plug or a dildo and he would be running the show now. Letting him start and then chickening out seemed worse than having never offered at all so I was determined to let him get a good ass fuck out of the deal but I had no idea exactly what that would feel like.

Ultimately it felt a little painful but pretty damn good overall and I knew that Trent appreciated the gesture probably as much as the physical act itself. I wanted to make it clear that I wasn’t one of those girls who bargained for blowjobs or bartered for butt fucking. My body was available to him however he chose to take it.

I did have one weird thought later that evening and it crossed my mind that since I enjoyed sucking Trent’s cock and I now enjoyed having him fuck me in the ass we could do at least those things anytime we wanted whether I was male or female, not that I figured that Trent would ever be interested in gay sex but I certainly wouldn’t hesitate to blow him now either way if he wanted me to. Certainly not a plan that was considering but more of an interesting observation further highlighting how far I had come from wondering if I’d ever be able to have sex with another man even in a woman’s body to casually accepting the fact that I would let Trent fuck e as freely as a guy as I did as a girl, and that I had no reason to think that I wouldn’t enjoy it.

This time when we woke up we had about a two hour car ride to the beachfront cabana we had rented for the weekend. We were already packed, and I had probably packed way too much for such a short trip where we would probably be in bathing suits most of the time anyway, but I still fussed over my luggage a little, wondering if there was something crucial I was forgetting.

“Hey don’t stress over it,” said Trent with a chuckle. “If you forget something we can just buy it when we’re down there.”

On the drive down the coast we mostly listened to music so there wasn’t really an opportunity for any serious conversation, which was fine with me because I was still smarting from my ridiculous story about the boat crash and the nuns.

I had arranged for the use of the cabana through a company I knew from work that was sort of like an Airbnb rental thing that was more exclusive and geared toward corporate clients. It wasn’t cheap but neither was anything else about this project but it was private, although the beach was open to the public.

It was a lovely room and it was a lovely day and I was in a lovely mood so I wasn’t going to worry about money. How could I even think about that when I was about to wear my first bikini?


CHAPTER 13:

My jogging attire had been revealing, because it showed a lot of skin and was so tight that you could clearly see the contours of my body, but the bikini I had chosen was next level skimpy. When I first tried it on it looked so hot and sexy that I was delighted but now that I was actually going to wear it in public I was having my reservations. You had to have a really good body to wear something like that and I worried that mine might not be good enough.

It wasn’t a modesty issue, I was shy about my body at all, but since I had become female I had become kind of hypercritical of my potential flaws. It just kind of happened and since I had only recently become a woman I couldn’t totally blame it on a lifetime of being pressured to conform to some ideal standard of beauty or something. I really didn’t need anyone to tell me that I needed to conform to that ideal I just sort of instinctively felt that I did.

Once I saw Trent’s reaction to my bathing suit all my doubts and reservations went out the window. He was impressed and that was all that mattered. Since he was slightly older, and generally thought of as part of the cool crowd, I had always sought Trent’s approval. That always made me feel good about myself and boosted my confidence and it was no different now as an adult woman. If anything it might even have been more important to me.

The beach was beautiful and not too crowded and we just kind of strolled around for a bit holding hands. It was incredibly romantic, and romance wasn’t something that we had particularly tried to cultivate much before so it felt very different. I think we both had been trying to keep things on a lustful level but now we were in a different situation with more freedom to explore other aspects of our feelings and emotions.

That should have worried me but I was blinded by the wonderfulness of the feeling. I had no business fantasizing about some sort of future where Trent and I would be a couple and live our lives together. I was on a specific mission to get Trent to come to his senses but who was going to come and to the same for me?

The mood on the trip was periodically broken by phone calls from Rose that Trent had to take, and he always seemed a little distant for a short time after talking to her, but fortunately the convention was keeping her quite busy so she didn’t have as much time to monitor his every move as I’m sure she would have liked. I’m sure if she could have put one of those electronic things on his ankle that they put on prisoners who are under house arrest she would have done so but checking in via phone was the best she could hope for.

Up until that trip I don’t think I had ever considered the idea that I could possibly remain female for the rest of my life and live like any other woman with all its ups and downs. I already had a life as a man named Brian Bachman. Beverly Benton didn’t exist. She had no bank account, no documentation, nto even a library card in her name. She wasn’t on file anywhere, she didn’t have a Social Security number and she didn’t pay taxes. My parents most definitely hadn’t died in a boating accident and were very much alive and would be very surprised to discover that their son was wearing a bikini on a beach holding hands with a man. My employers and co-workers would be surprised. Worst of all Trent would be surprised...and probably none too pleased.

The idea that I would ever walk away from my old identity and become this Beverly woman I was pretending to be just seemed so far-fetched but I suppose the seed had been planted in the back of my mind and as the weekend became more romantic the more appealing the idea became.

So you might be wondering how I defined “romantic” or differentiated it from “lustful” in a practical sense. It was sort of like if a guy said “I love the way your tits bounce when your’re riding my cock” it was lustful and if he said “I love the way you smile, it always brightens my day” it was romantic. On that trip Trent and I spent an increasing amount of time talking about all the things that made us happy about being together aside from the obvious sexual gratification we were both enjoying. I tried not to read too much into that, we were at a very romantic beach setting after all, but I couldn’t help but get butterflies in my stomach at least a little whenever Trent seemed to be “wooing” me. He knew he didn’t have to “butter me up” to get me in the sack so I took the compliments and the flattery to heart.

So we walked a verbal tightrope where we said how much we loved this or that about the other person but never directly declared our love for each other. That would have been too heavy too soon and in too uncomfortable of a situation, with the specter of a call from Rose always hanging in the air like the Sword of Damocles. I don’t know if it was hard for Trent but it was hard for me because I knew that I loved him, but of course I loved him before this whole madness ever got started and that’s why we were in this situation in the first place. The difference was sex. As two guys it was the bro hug and a “love you man” quickly uttered but as a guy and a girl it was gazing deeply into each others eyes as he filled my pussy with his cock.

In addition to making my bikini debut I also unveiled my first incredibly sexy lingerie outfit. It was one of those wicked little things with straps and bows and belts and stockings and I don’t think I ever felt sexier in my life than when I finally got myself dressed in it. When I came out of the bathroom and struck a pose I was projecting maximum feminine energy and it was being well-received by the man waiting for me on the bed.

In truth it was actually just a lot of stuff to put on that was ultimately going to be coming off anyway but the removal process was half the fun and I think the effort was appreciated. They say that women usually dress more to impress other woman than they do to impress men, and that may be the case, but with sexy lingerie I think it’s really aimed at an audience of one...unless you’re the star attraction at a gang bang or something I suppose.

As Trent finally got one of my boobs exposed and was starting to amuse himself with my nipple Rose decided to put in a call. To my amazement Trent let it go straight to voicemail, which seemed like kind of a dangerous thing to do but a gesture I totally appreciated.

“Isn’t she going to be pissed if you don’t call her right back?” I asked.

“I’ll tell her I was taking a shower and couldn’t hear the phone ring or something like that,” Trent replied. “Right now I am totally focused on your amazing bosom.”

I wasn’t going to argue with that logic. And maybe in some ways it would be good to interject a little suspicion into Rose’s mind. The point of this mission was to give Trent the confidence to tell Rose that he didn’t want an exclusive relationship so maybe not dropping everything to immediately take her call was a sign that he less worried about dealing with her jealousy.

That ended up being a really great night all around. I felt so beautiful and soft and feminine and adored and Trent was inspired to great feats of masculine virility. We really did make such a good team in these roles I thought.

Of course the sad part was that it would be our last night together before Rose got home from her convention and there was no way of knowing when an opportunity like this might present itself again.

Neither one of us seemed anxious to talk about that so we just enjoyed the remainder of our time together and then headed home when the magical weekend was over but I think we both knew that some things had probably changed in our relationship and that it would be hard to go back to exactly the arrangement we had started with.


CHAPTER 14:

Although I spent a lot of time in Bev’s apartment I still tended to work from my regular home was I was working remotely and sometimes they would send someone over with project updates. I was scheduled to get such a delivery one afternoon, which I had totally forgotten about until I heard the doorbell and remembered that a package was coming.

I was currently in Beverly’s body and panicked for a moment trying to figure out how quickly I could change back into a man when I decided to just go answer the door as I was. I was just wearing panties and the thinnest little crop top you could possibly imagine with no bra under it but I figured I may as well answer the door that way anyway just for kicks.

The delivery was being made by a young intern named Tom something, although I couldn’t quite remember his last name, and when he saw me at the door his look was absolutely priceless. His eyes bugged out and his jaw dropped like something out of a cartoon and it was hard not to laugh.

“Ah...I have a package for Brian Bachman,” he finally managed to croak.

“I’m afraid he’s not here at the moment. Are these the schematics he was waiting on?” I asked.

“Ah...I’m not exactly sure what they are but they’re from the office,” Tom replied.

“Well you can leave them with me, I’ll see that he gets them,” I said sweetly.

“Ah...sure, I guess that would be okay.”

I took the package and smiled at the lad who turned back to look at me one more time as he departed. I gave him a little wave and then he was off like a shot, probably to find the nearest bathroom where he could jack off I imagined.

Knowing how quickly gossip spread through that office I knew that the story of Brian’s sexy girlfriend would get around in no time. It was ironically hilarious because I was never a guy who had a reputation for being a ladies man and now I was actually much closer to being a lady than a man. In any case I had a feeling that it was something Tom would remember for a long time and that he would probably volunteer to make deliveries to my apartment anytime the opportunity arose.

There were things about being a woman that made me feel kind of weak and vulnerable sometimes but there was also a type of power that went along with being a pretty girl, especially where men were concerned. Fortunately I’d never had to try and cry my way out of a traffic ticket yet or anything like that but the deep primordial lust embedded in the male DNA said that I was a valuable commodity worth pursuing. It may not have said that I was a valuable commodity worth respecting and treating as an equal but I figured I could always work on that on my own without genetic assistance. If showing a little skin got me a better deal on a rental or a batter table at a restaurant I wasn’t going to complain.

As I spent more and more time being Beverly that meant spending less and less time as Brian and I began to wonder whether I was a man who sometimes became a woman or a woman who had to occasionally turn back into a man when the situation required it. I certainly didn’t hate being a man but I love being a woman. The only time I kind of hated being male was when I thought about it in relationship to Trent. If I wasn’t all tied up in this double life mess I could just go after him with both barrels blazing.

Reality having a way of crushing the most pleasant of dreams Trent and I went back to our tawdry little affair finding times to fuck whenever we could. Sometimes we didn’t even have time to actually meet up at my apartment so I’d join him in his car in the parking garage at his office and then he’s finger me while I jerked him off and then leaned over his lap so that he could finish in my mouth. I’m not saying it wasn’t sexy or even kind of a kinky thrill to be doing it in broad daylight in a public place like that but it was always rushed.

The thing that definitely stood out to me was the fact that we were both getting a little frustrated by the limitations on our relationship. I can’t imagine that it didn’t impact his relationship with Rose negatively or that she would fail to recognize that something wasn’t right. Even if we were very good at covering our tracks a woman like Rose was bound to realize that her iron grip on Trent was slipping a little. I think I had really done my job about as well as one could so that I presented not only an alternative set of holes for him to stuff his cock in but a refreshingly lower maintenance vibe to deal with when we were together. I never whined or complained about being the “side chick” or talked shit about Rose in an effort to build myself up.

That had always been the goal, to show Trent that he didn’t have to spend the rest of his life with Rose just because she had made that the most convenient path. I wanted him to see that he was still young enough and attractive enough to get all kinds of women so he should only settle down once he was certain that he had found someone who had the best chance of being the “right” woman for him. It didn’t make me feel good to know that I was making life harder for this woman I barely knew but it sort of seemed like the old breaking a few eggs to make an omelet thing.

But of course what was really going to end up broken when this project came to an end was my heart. I was so very much in love with Trent and suspected that he might feel the same, but I couldn’t think of any happy ending where that would matter.


CHAPTER 15:

When Trent started having flowers delivered to my apartment periodically I got a little worried. That seemed like a romantic gesture and probably not something you would normally do for the piece of ass you were nailing on the side unless it was Valentine’s Day or you’d had a fight or something and wanted to make amends. It also made me surprisingly happy. I’d always kind of figured that the whole sending flowers to a woman cliché was sort of a movie contrivance rather than something that really worked in real life but I was definitely a sucker for the gesture. They were awfully pretty, and they smelled nice, and every time I looked at them they reminded me of Trent.

I couldn’t really reciprocate because I couldn’t think of what the guy equivalent of flowers was (good beer maybe?) And because any kind of a gift would likely be spotted by Rose. I suppose providing him with so many blowjobs was gift enough when you thought about it.

Sometimes I thought that maybe getting caught would be the best thing for everyone. It would bring everything out in the open and force some decisions to be made. As long as Trent was able to successfully juggle the two relationships things could go on as they were pretty much indefinitely. I was way too deeply in love with the man to even think about bowing out gracefully by that point and it didn’t look like Rose was concerned enough by any chance in Trent’s attitude to bring things to a boil so maybe there needed to be  showdown.

Little did I know there was about to be one in the most unlikely of ways.


CHAPTER 16:

When Trent told me, rather last minute, that we suddenly had a Friday night free I was thrilled. I loved our midday quickies and whatnot but it was kind of nice to not be sitting at home on a weekend knowing that my man was off with another woman.

Trent suggested that we go to a nice restaurant first, since we didn’t get many chances like that, and I happily agreed. Since we’d both be coming from work we decided to simply meet at the restaurant. I couldn’t risk taking my own car which would be easily recognizable to Trent so I either needed to use a ride share or a rental. The ride share would be the cheapest and easiest option but since I’d be changing from a man to a woman at work the rental seemed a better option. Once I changed into Beverly I could just put all of Brian’s clothes in the trunk and not have to worry about hauling some big bag of male clothes around with me at the restaurant.

I actually bought a new dress for the occasion because why the fuck not? It felt like this was going to be a special night and I wanted to look my best. I think I even had some crazy idea in the back of my head that Trent was going to tell me he was breaking up with Rose or something but I tried not to let my imagination run too wild.

Changing into Beverly at my place of business was not a simple proposition. One of the sacrifices I had made in order to have as much freedom to work from home as I did was to give up my private office and take a cubicle instead since I wouldn’t be around to use the office which could be given instead to someone who worked in the building five days a week. I also needed a mirror which meant a bathroom was pretty much required.

Since I was going to walk into the bathroom as one gender and walk out as another I had to choose which one to use and I ended up opting for the female executive washroom, partly because there weren’t many female executives at my company and most executives were long gone by quitting time on a Friday night.

It did feel a little strange taking my garment bag and other supplies into the ladies room but it was empty and I was able to transform into Beverly pretty quickly and easily. Despite the rush job I had to admit that I looked pretty darn stunning in my new dress and only wished that I’d had time to do something special with my hair but you play the cards you’re dealt I suppose.

Trent had chosen a very nice upscale restaurant, not like the most expensive one in town, but something above the casual dining standard that we were usually both quite comfortable with. My dress seemed to fit the environment perfectly and Trent couldn’t stop gushing over it, perhaps because it featured a plunging neckline that really accentuated my bust but whatever the reason it made me feel like the money had been well-spent.

“So how exactly did you manage to arrange this free Friday night?: I asked once we were seated at our table.

“Rose hasn’t been feeling well for the past few days and staying home from work,” Trent explained.

“I sort of thought she’d expect you to be at her bedside feeding her chicken soup or something,” I joked.

“Hey, I offered, but she said she hates to have me see her looking like crap.”

I actually could understand that feeling. Since I had started becoming female I had become extremely preoccupied with my appearance, especially around Trent, and I don’t think I would have wanted him seeing me looking like a wreck either, although I would have appreciated the concern. I don’t know, somewhere along the line I suppose you grow in a relationship to the point where you’re comfortable being together in all situations but in the “dating” stage you’re reluctant to be seen at less than your best if you can help it.

The restaurant was elegant, but it was also crowded on a Friday night and the service wasn’t particularly speedy so we just sat enjoying some wine while we waited. Then I excused myself briefly to go use the restroom and took advantage of the opportunity to do a little touch up work on my makeup before heading back to the table. Suddenly I stopped dead in my tracks. Standing at the table with her arms crossed glaring at Trent was a very healthy-looking and very angry Rose!

I froze while I tried to think of what to do. If I just casually walked back to the table there would be the showdown I had been contemplating but in the worst of places at the worst of time it seemed to me. I thought about heading for my car and getting the hell out of there and leaving it to Trent to figure out some excuse for why he was dining at this fancy restaurant, seemingly alone despite the two place settings and two glasses of wine. That seemed like a chickenshit thing to do so I opted against it. Instead I did race to my car but only to slam down my medication and change into my male clothes so that I could return to the table as Brian.

It felt like it was taking an eternity but I think I actually pulled off the transformation in remarkable time. In any case I was soon back in the restaurant and striding towards the table looking as confident as I could.

“Oh, hey Rose,” I said casually. “Are you joining us?”

“This is your dinner date at Le Parisian?” Rose stammered in disbelief.

“I don’t know that I’d call it a date but it is a celebration. I just got a big promotion at work and thought it would be nice to blow some money on a good meal with an old friend,” I replied.

“Un...fucking...believable,” Rose kind of muttered under her breath.

“Should we call the waiter and have them bring you a menu and another place setting? It’s my treat,” I volunteered.

Rose just shook her head and walked out of the restaurant without saying another word. Trent, who had been silent the whole time, just stared at me in amazement before finally recovering his ability to speak.

“Dude, what the hell are you doing here?” he asked.

“Saving your ass from the wrath of a jealous woman it appears,” I said with a slight smile.

“But how could you possibly have known that I’d be here or walk in at just the right moment? I was so certain Beverly would come back to the table at any second and World War 3 would break out,” said Trent. “Rose set this whole ambush up to try and catch me with another woman and she damn near did.”

“Well I’m glad I saved you that awkward and embarrassing moment but it came at a very price,” I said. “Obviously, when you think about it, there is only one possible explanation for how I saved your ass and that’s because I’m really Beverly.”

“What the fuck do you mean?”

“I mean I’m Beverly Benton when I’m not being Brian Bachman. I have a prescription medication that changes my gender at will. I’ve been living this double life for quite some time now,” I explained.

“But why? What the fuck dude? This was all some kind of a joke to you?”

“Not at all. It was a well-intentioned if not well-thought out plan to try and get Rose’s hooks out of you before you ended up doing something stupid like marrying her just because she had your life planned out that way. I thought that if you had a chance to meet someone else who interested you then you might realize that you still had other options to consider and you would at least consider the possibility that Rose wasn’t really the right woman for you,” I explained.

“So you were actually willing to do all of the...stuff...we’ve been doing and it didn’t bother you at all?” asked Trent.

“I thought it would but exactly the opposite was true. When I’m in a woman’s body I think and feel like a woman. I mean obviously I know that I wasn’t born that way, but it doesn’t change the fact that I’m a totally different person when I’m female so all of the stuff we’ve been doing has been the greatest thrill of my life.”

“Look man I appreciate that you got me out of this mess right now but I don’t appreciate the deception,” said Trent a little tensely.

“So you were cool with me helping you deceive Rose so that you could have a secret chick on the side but you’re not cool with me deceiving you by not telling you that I was the chick?”

“Hey, I’m not trying to claim any moral high ground here, I’m just telling yout that right now I feel really shitty and betrayed and I think it would be better if I don’t see you again as either Brian or Beverly,” said Trent as he stood up and tossed some money on the table before walking out quickly.

I just sat there for a moment then finished my glass of wine and called for the check, such as it was. Then I left the restaurant and drove home. There didn’t really seem to be anything else to do.


CHAPTER 17:

I woke up, stretched my arms, and looked at the naked man lying next to me in my bed and for a moment I honestly couldn’t remember his name. He was a nicely built dark haired guy with a mustache that I had met in a bar the previous evening and the sex had been pretty great. He had a big dick and a lot of stamina and he had kept me entertained all night long but we had hardly said two words to each other that weren’t sexually related and now I couldn’t even recall his name. Then it struck me that I didn’t know his name. He had pitched a pickup line at me at the bar and I had quickly sized him up and deemed him worthy of bedding and somehow we had never gotten around to making introductions.

It had been more than eight months since the incident at the restaurant and a lot had happened in my life since then. I had come out as female, quit my job, moved to a new city and had legally become Beverly Bachman, the name I had sort of randomly chosen for myself back in that gender studies class in college.

I had a great new job, although I honestly wasn’t being paid as much as I would have been had I applied for it as a man, a great new apartment, and a pretty active sex life. It wasn’t all just hookups, I had dated a few guys but nothing much had really come from that. Sometimes it was just easier to go to a bar and find someone to fuck me, like the unnamed stud still snoozing in my bed after spending the entire night slamming his big dick into my pussy and mouth.

I had sent a text to Trent using Beverly’s old phone telling him that I was leaving and wishing him well and hoping that he could forgive me someday but I had never heard back from him. I assumed that he was probably married to Rose by now and maybe they were even expecting their first kid, which would please Trent’s mother that he was finally giving her grandchildren or whatever.

My plan had obviously backfired spectacularly and instead of “saving” Trent I had actually driven him away and probably into the arms of my bitter rival. It was a crushing defeat because I still cherished him as a friend and still loved him with all my heart. Yet on the bright side it had prompted me to take an action that I might not have taken otherwise and made the decision to live the rest of my life as Beverly a much easier one to make.

The clean break, the fresh start, the new life had all been very good for me mentally and emotionally. There were lots of good jobs if you were qualified, lots of nice places to live if you had the money, and lots of opportunities for an attractive female to find companionship.

“Hey babe, that was quite a night,” the hunk in my bed announced when he finally rose from his slumber.

“Yes it was. You definitely know how to show a girl a good time,” I said.

“Don’t suppose you’d be up for helping me get rid of this morning wood for me by any chance?” the man suggested.

“What the hell, why not?” I said with a shrug as I positioned my head over his dick and proceeded to suck him off.

I really loved sucking cock and knew that I was really good at it which made it all the more enjoyable. When you have a skill or a special talent I suppose you look forward to the opportunity to show it off, whether it’s playing the piano or being good at Beer Pong or giving head. I liked the praise because I knew that it was justified and not just polite flattery.

As my head bobbed up and down on his swollen prick I thought taking the time to ask his name but ultimately decided that it didn’t really matter. Sport fucking was sort of like joining a pickup basketball game in the park. You’d probably never see any of those people again and you were just temporary “teammates” because it was convenient for the moment.

After he deposited his salty load into my mouth he got dressed and made his exit with the usual “we should do this again sometime” kind of farewell that usually didn’t mean anything at all. It definitely made life less complicated, especially compared to the elaborate lengths Trent and I had to go through to sneak around behind Rose’s back. That was one thing I didn’t miss at all and I couldn’t imagine ever allowing myself to become the “other woman” again no matter how hot the guy was.

When I finally decided to take a little trip back to my old stomping grounds to visit my family I decided to shoot Trent a text just for the hell of it. I thought maybe if we could meet for coffee or something there could be some kind of closure, not that I expected him to accept my suggestion or even reply.

Much to my surprise he responded rather quickly and said that he would love to meet for coffee when I was in town so we arranged the details and I added it to my itinerary for my trip back home. Maybe the fact that I had gotten out of his hair completely and so much time had passed meant that he had softened his position a little, or maybe he was just going to rub my face in his domestic bliss with Rose or something. Whatever the case I was happy for the chance to see him again. Losing such an old pal in such an ugly way had not been a pleasant thing to deal with at all.

When I arrived at the coffee shop Trent was already there and promptly stood up and kissed me on the cheek, which I took as a sign that this would hopefully be a friendly conversation.

“Man, you look fantastic,” said Trent. “Being female obviously agrees with you.”

“It better,” I joked, “because I gave up a whole lot to be one.”

“So I hope that means you’re happy,” said Trent.

“Yeah, I’m very happy being a woman,” I said confidently. “My stupid plan may have blown up in my face but I did at least discover this wonderful side of myself that I probably never would have discovered otherwise.”

“That’s quite a relief to hear. I cut you off so abruptly and never responded to any of your efforts to reach out to me. I was so afraid that you might be miserable or kind of lost or something but it looks like you really have your shit together,” said Trent.

“Well I don’t know if that’s entirely true but I’m glad if I make a good impression,” I said with a laugh. “So how is your life going? I don’t see a ring on your finger so I assume you’re still waiting for Rose to give you that BJ.”

“Oh we broke up right after the restaurant thing. I realized that you were completely right about her and the whole idea of her faking an illness just to try and trap me was kind of the last straw. Not that I had anything to be proud of concerning my own honesty but it was sort of a double whammy that made me swear off women for a time completely,” said Trent. “Not that I became gay or anything.”

“Well you better not have,” I teased, “because all of this could have been avoided if you had just let me suck your cock as a dude. So how long did you abstain from having sex with women?”

“Not long,” Trent replied with a grin.

“Well good for you, it sounds like my plan may not have been a total failure after all.”

“So why did you do it? Was it really that important to you to show me that Rose wasn’t good for me, even if it meant becoming a woman in the process?”

“Yeah, it was that important to me because I really loved you as a friend and I hated the thought that you were going to get trapped in a situation that might make you really unhappy down the line,” I said. “Unfortunately I went from just loving you as a friend to falling in love with you and that meant there was no easy way out for me.”

“I don’t know if this is going to make you feel better or worse or maybe you’ll be indifferent to it but I was planning to tell you that I was in love with you that night at the restaurant. It’s why I was really anxious for us to go someplace special. I was going to ask you if you felt the same and what you thought we should do about it but we kind of never made it to that point,” said Trent.

Strangely enough I had sort of suspected that maybe Trent had something like that in mind when he chose the fancy French restaurant but everything went off the rails so quickly I never really thought about it again. In fairness it must have been quite a shock for Trent to discover in one shot that his girlfriend had tried to trap him and his side chick wasn’t even really a chick. I guess all three of us had gone to that restaurant with very different expectations and come away disappointed and frustrated.

“So have you met anyone special yet?” asked Trent.

“Nope, I fuck a lot but usually just a hookup or a casual thing,” I replied.

“Yeah, me too,” said Trent. “It’s a shame because we were really, really good together.”

“Yes we were.”

“I know this may sound crazy since you’ve moved to an entirely new city and started an entirely new life but do you think you’d ever consider giving it another shot?”

I suppose I had dreamed of hearing him say those words but always assumed that it would never happen. Now it was happening and I honestly wasn’t sure what to say. The chemistry was still there and the comfort level too, maybe even more than before because I felt like I had nothing to lose, but I had moved away and started over. Of course I was attracted to the idea because I had never stopped loving Trent and having dated a bunch of other guys since we split up had only reinforced how special our relationship had been.

“Yeah I think I’d consider it,” I said after taking a deep breath, “but the logistics aren’t exactly in our favor at the moment. Maybe we should see if the spark is still there.”

“How do you suggest we do that?” asked Trent.

“By fucking obviously.”


CHAPTER 18:

I had heard of breakup sex and I had heard of make up sex, and I had heard of revenge sex and all kinds of other sex but usually my motives were pretty simple and clear; I was horny and I wanted dick. I wasn’t sure what category this sex might fall into but I didn’t want to put a lot of emphasis on it. I was just horny and I wanted dick and Trent’s dick still seemed very, very appealing to me.

It was kind of funny going to his place to fuck for the first time but I didn’t have a place here anymore and was just staying with my parents. It didn’t look like it had changed much since the last time I had been there so there was a comfortable sense of familiarity even if what we were about to do there was completely different than anything we had done there before.

As far as the spark being there that question was answered almost immediately because we just attacked each other like hungry animals who hadn’t eaten for days. Buttons popped, things got torn, and pretty soon Trent was holding me up with my back pressed against the wall as he hammered the living crap out of me. I hadn’t imagined any scenario where our going for cover would immediately lead to fornication so I hadn’t put on any particularly sexy underwear or anything but it didn’t matter. Neither one of us needed any sort of extra stimulation to get insanely aroused.

After a while Trent carried me away from the wall, and I think maybe we were heading for the bedroom, but we only got as far as a table where I was suddenly on my back. We’d never stopped fucking for a second and just carried on in the new position and location at the same serious pace.

It was one of those “pinch yourself to see if you were dreaming” moments but since I was already pinching my nipples rather aggressively it didn’t appear that this was a dream. It had been more than nine months since we had last seen each other but the separation seemed to have only increased our appetite for one another. Nine months...long enough to have had a baby. I thought I’d never see Trent again and now I wondered whether I might have his baby someday.

The potential to give birth was one of the things that went along with the decision to make my change permanent. The temporary medication had certain limitations, which definitely made sense to me. Of course the biggest impact of having the change made permanent was probably psychological. As long as you could freely switch back and forth it was hard to ever really convince yourself that you were one gender or another, even if you stayed in one body for a long time. I had wanted the finality because I knew there was no going back for me and because I liked the idea of being totally female in every biological sense, including the ability to give birth. I hadn’t been thinking much lately of that sort of thing but with my chosen mate potentially back in the picture it added a little bit of excitement to an already thrilling situation.

“Oh God baby I’ve missed you so much,” Trent grunted.

“I know and I’ve missed you too,” I moaned in reply.

“I was crazy to walk away from you like that,” Trent added.

“No, you were hurt and confused and in a tough situation. And I’m the one who ran away without even waiting to see how things might shake down,” I reminded him.

I wondered what might have happened if I hadn’t just packed up my whole life in some cardboard boxes and started over somewhere else. I assumed the restaurant debacle was going to drive him into the arms of Rose forever but apparently it had done the exact opposite. Maybe if I’d stuck around I would have had this “coffee” moment sooner, but then again maybe we needed the time apart to realize how much we needed each other.

After getting nailed on my back for quite a while I actually managed to push Trent away so that I could slip off the table and down onto my knees. I was hungry for the taste of his cock in mouth again and wasted no time in getting it there. Trent left me to my own devices for a while before putting both hands on the back of my head and began to jam it deeper down my throat. That’s when a blowjob shifts from a girl power demonstration of oral skill and technique to turning your mouth into a cock sleeve and fortunately I was good at both. It was great to be in charge but sometimes a guy just wants to face fuck you and there’s a lot of satisfaction to be derived from that as well.

As Trent got closer to popping he took his hands off my head and let me finish him off properly, as he knew I would do. I was very familiar with his cock by that point and I could suck the cream out of him like nobody’s business. Soon I was hearing those contented grunts of relief as he began to ejaculate in my mouth and I was treated to his unique “man taste” which I had sort of assumed I would never get to taste again.

“I really tried to get us in the bedroom,” Trent said apologetically.

“No problem buddy,” I replied, licking my lips clean. “Have you got plans for this evening?”

“No.”

“Then we should have plenty of time to enjoy your bedroom,” I replied.

Some surprises are bad like finding you lover’s girlfriend standing at your table in a restaurant but some are, well, surprisingly good like discovering that a major crisis in your life was probably just a bump in the road.


CHAPTER 19:

Logistics had always been a bit of a hurdle for us to overcome as a couple starting with the whole fact that I wasn’t really a girl thing at the beginning. Fortunately there had been a medical solution for that problem but that led to the challenge of how to maintain a double male/female life that involved Trent in both without him ever knowing that Brian and Beverly were the same person. That part was expensive and tricky but I think I managed it pretty well for quite a while. On top of all of that you had the fact that Trent was dating an obsessively jealous and controlling woman so we had to be incredibly careful and take advantage of whatever opportunities presented themselves.

All of that was behind us now as I was completely female and living openly as such and Rose was no longer in the picture. Unfortunately I had moved to a new apartment in a new city with a new job and it wasn’t exactly like easy commuting distance between my old home and my new one. I wanted the space to feel like I was making a break and not just rearranging deck chairs on the Titanic. Now it looked like I’d probably be looking for a way to move back closer to my old home. It probably wasn’t best move career-wise to be changing jobs again so soon but I’d been through a lot on a personal level recently and I wasn’t about to let this second chance at happiness slip away because it might not look good on my resume.

Trent offered to quit his job and move to the new city I was currently living in but both of our families still lived in our old childhood homes and I really was fond of the old neighborhood hangouts I had grown to know so well. And if we did have children it would certainly make it more convenient having the grandparents so close.

Of course none of that was really at the forefront of our minds that day. We were both the lust-crazed sex maniacs we had always been and relentless fucking pretty much dominated the proceedings. We had plenty of time to figure out what this sudden change meant and to get all of the details sorted out but I wasn’t going to be in town for long on this trip so it was good to get as much fornicating in as possible.

Once I went home nothing changed all that radically right away except that Trent and I communicated every day and plans for our future began to take shape. Our future was going to be together somewhere and as I said before if you have the qualifications there are usually good jobs available and if you have the money you can find a nice place to live. I wasn’t crazy about packing everything up again so soon and starting over but it was a small price to pay if that’s what was required for Trent and I to finally live and love together the way that we wanted to.

It was funny that I could remember an article I read in a women’s magazine back in my college gender exercise that warned the “other woman” to be skeptical of a man who would cheat on someone with you because they might very well cheat on you if you got elevated to the “girlfriend” position. I certainly couldn’t argue with the logic but I wasn’t going to let it be a deal-breaker for me. Anyone who thinks that anyone in a relationship couldn’t possibly be tempted to stray is probably in for a rude awakening. It’s not something that we generally like to think about but it’s just a reality of life.

Hopefully when we both made the commitment to each other we’d be sincere in our desires and make an effort to honor that commitment but having already defeated one extremely tough rival for Trent’s affections, who had all the advantages in her favor, I felt reasonably confident about prevailing over any other bitches who might try to get their hooks in my man.

Of course without Rose’s domineering presence in Trent’s life I never would have had a reason to become female so it actually turned out that she had done me a great favor. Looking back on it now I suppose I had always been in love with Trent but afraid to do or say anything about it when we were both guys. Without that spirit of competition driving me to extreme measures I probably never would have found true happiness so I suppose sometimes it’s not such a bad thing to have a rival to spur you on.


AUTHOR’S NOTES:

It’s always a tough thing to see a very close friend getting involved in an obviously toxic relationship, regardless of the genders involved and always a dangerous thing to interfere too much in other people’s romantic affairs. I’ve certainly had some very good friends who found themselves sort of trapped in bad relationships and even if they realize it’s a bad relationship it can be hard for them to break out of it. That topic had been on my mind recently which gave me the idea for a story where the only way to “save” the friend would be for someone to actually change their gender and offer themselves up as an alternative. Even if such a thing were possible it’s a pretty crazy idea to contemplate, which made it a fun story to write. Sadly people often make very bad choices in life and they often have to see the disastrous effect of those choices before the message really sinks in. I just decided to put a happy, romantic, sexy spin on it so that it all works out well in the end because I’m an eternal optimist who’s a sucker for a happy ending.
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I’ve recently started trying to establish some kind of more substantial social media presence. What I’m really hoping for is to get people to engage and communicate with me so that I can better understand what my readers want to see in the future. And I would like to use things like my blog as an outlet for some of my other artistic endeavors that I hope you will find entertaining and stimulating.
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https://www.facebook.com/pages/Stacey-Zackerly-Author/1433132996914960

http://staceyzackerly.blogspot.com

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

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


NEW VIDEOS!

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

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

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