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CHAPTER 1:

As I sat freezing my ass off in my college dorm looking at the picture my friend Kaitlin had sent me of her parent’s beach house in sunny Southern California I couldn’t wait for Spring Break to arrive. It looked like a great place to hang out and have fun under any circumstances but the harsh snowy conditions I was dealing with at the moment made it seem like some kind of fantasy paradise.

Kaitlin knew how to party and she had the run of the place for two whole weeks while her parents were off in France or something. Whatever was going to happen at that beach house I knew it was going to be epic. More importantly it was going to be warm and at the moment that was all the inducement I needed.

Even though I was a guy and Kaitlin was a girl we were thick as thieves. Never in a romantic or sexual way but it was the kind of friendship that develops when you grow up together and just really like each other’s company. I’d do anything for her and she’d do anything for me so even if her offer didn’t seem as  appealing as it was I would have joined her anywhere for Spring Break just to spend time with her again.

I knew that things were probably going to get pretty wild, and I knew that the beach house was going to be filled with a bevy of beautiful young women, because Kaitlin was always surrounded by a gaggle of gorgeous girls, and that was the only part of the invitation that gave me a little pause...because I was going to be there as one of those girls.


CHAPTER 2:

Kaitlin Carson, or KC as she was sometimes known, came from a wealthy family. She was the third child, and came rather late in life for her parents, who had basically substituted a credit card for parental responsibility. I suppose they were just kind of over the whole idea of raising kids and figured that Kaitlin would be fine as long as they just spoiled her enough. My family wasn’t exactly poor but they tended to try and instill some sort of work ethic in me but Kaitlin’s life had been pretty pampered, although usually by absent parents.

The fact that she had access to a temporary gender changing drug didn’t really surprise me. She knew all kinds of people and always seemed to have access to anything illicit, even when we were kids. I had gotten my first cigarette, had my first drink, and smoked my first joint from her. Fortunately none of those things had become an addiction for me but they had been an exciting rite of passage.

It also didn’t surprise me that she wanted me to be female while I was visiting. I had pretended to be a girl numerous times growing up with her, ostensibly so that I could fit in better with her crowd, but I think she also got a kick out of seeing how easily she could manipulate me into wearing her clothes. I was able to attend slumber parties and fit right in, or go to the movies with her and some of her female friends, and I even kissed a boy named Ronnie Simpson on a dare.

It was easy to pass for female when we were just kids since I had rather effeminate features and a slight build but once the gals started developing curves it was harder to maintain the deception. We remained god friends but in high school she started dating a lot and we spent less and less time together. That was another reason why I was so anxious to go on this trip. I really wanted to rekindle that friendship, and relive those memories of childhood, with the only difference being that I would actually be a girl this time instead of just pretending to be one.

The obvious question you’re probably asking, but I didn’t ask myself at the time, was whether I was gay. The issue had honestly never popped into my head, even when I was kissing another guy. It was childhood and innocent and just silly fun. It was like going in drag on Halloween. I liked the idea of being invited into a secret society that most guys would never be a part of. Girls were fun and smart and usually very supportive, although they could be a little catty too, and I enjoyed their company and conversation.

I had never been big on sports, or science fiction, or action movies or basically any of the things that most of my male friends were into but the girls liked pop music and gossiping and sappy movies that weren’t great art but usually made me cry. And they talked very openly about their feelings and their emotions and never seemed to try and hide what was important to them. I learned secrets about these girls that their future husbands probably would never know. So it wasn’t just Kaitlin that I was looking forward to seeing again as I hoped that some of my other old friends and acquaintances would be there.

I was going to travel to California as myself, Wendel Dickson, and then Kaitlin would pick me up at the airport and take me back to the beach pad where I would make my big transformation. Supposedly it was as simple as popping a pill but I’ll admit that I did have some trepidation about taking some weird back alley drug, although Kaitlin assured me that she knew people who had tried it and that it was all perfectly safe, if not perfectly legal.

That was kind of the Kaitlin experience in a nutshell. No matter how crazy or wicked something seemed to be to the rational mind she could make it seem like it was no big deal and that only a pussy would be too scared to try it. Ironically I was proving that I wasn’t a pussy by taking a pill that would give me a pussy but it all sort of made sense in its own weird way.

When I got to California I was kind of blown away by how amazing Kaitlin looked. I hadn’t seen her in about a year and a half because she had been traveling in Europe while I was away for my freshman year of college and now it was the spring of my sophomore year. I had seen pictures, of course, but they didn’t real do justice to her looks. She just seemed so adult and womanly that for a moment I wondered whether I had made a mistake by agreeing to this scheme.

I had been thinking about the flat-chested schoolgirl days of youth but Kaitlin had obviously moved way beyond that, and the rest of her friends no doubt would have done so as well. They were women now and I hadn’t been part of that circle for a long time and I wondered whether I would still be able to fit in.

“You haven’t changed much,” said Kaitlin as headed for her car.

“You sure as hell have,” I commented. “When did you get to be such a knockout?”

“I guess I was a bit of a late bloomer but it just happens.” she said with a laugh. “You start to fill out in all the right places and if you have the money to pamper yourself, which I obviously do, it isn’t hard to kick your game up a notch.”

“I’m afraid I’m probably going to be the ugly duckling in this crowd,” I joked.

“Oh, I wouldn’t be too sure of that. I’ve seen other people try this and the results are often quite surprising. And in any case once we get you fixed up I’m sure you’ll look just fine. You ever see pictures of celebrities without their hair and makeup done professionally? You’d probably walk right past them in the streets and never recognize them. Beauty is not just in the eye of the beholder if the beholder is holding a gold card.”

Naturally Kaitlin had a red convertible, I would have expected nothing less, and we sped along Pacific Coast Highway with spectacular views of the ocean whizzing by. I felt a little guilty that I was back home in California but not going to go and visit my family but I had told my folks that I was going to Florida with some friends for Spring Break so it would be hard to explain what I was doing on the other side of the country. The summer would be coming up soon enough and they would see me for three months so I figured I could slip into town for a couple of weeks without being the worst son in the world.

Of course the fact that I was going to be spending the next two weeks as a girl would have made me the worst son in the world to some people but fortunately my parents weren’t like that. I wasn’t about to let them in on that little secret but I knew they wouldn’t totally flip out and disown me if they knew.

From the outside the house looked a little more rustic than it did in the picture but inside it was everything I expected. Kaitlin’s parents had only recently bought the place and she explained that they were still fixing it up but it all looked great to me and the location couldn’t be beat. The place was perched on a cliff with some steps leading down to the beach so there was privacy, a great view, and easy access to sand and surf. And it was warm and sunny.


CHAPTER 3:

Kaitlin wanted me to take the pill right away so that we could go shopping for clothes so I popped the thing in my mouth and washed it down with some water and moments later I was practically knocked to the floor by the violent changes that were taking place within me. It was like a Jekyll and Hyde moment from a movie but it passed quickly enough and then it was done.

“Ding, ding, ding, ding, ding...jackpot!” Kaitlin cried as she looked at me. “Damn girl, those boobs are amazing.”

I looked down at my chest and saw the unfamiliar protrusions and reality started to sink in. I wasn’t just pretending to be a girl this time I actually was one. As crazy as it seemed it had happened and I was literally living in a strange new body.

“They’re kind of heavy,” I said in wonder as I put my hands under my breasts and gave them a little jiggle, testing their heft.

“I can imagine. You’re not exactly build like a ballerina,” Kaitlin chuckled. “Come look at the total package.”

Kaitlin took me over to a full-length mirror where I got my first glimpse of my new self. I have to admit that I was impressed. Surprised as hell, but impressed. There were those curves in the right places that Kaitlin had talked about. Facially I wasn’t really all that different, I mean I could recognize myself to some degree, but the rest of the “package” as Kaitlin had put it was going to take a little getting used to.

“You are going to be very popular,” said Kaitlin as she fussed with my hair a little.

I didn’t exactly see the correlation between my looks and my potential popularity but I assumed she meant that I would fit in quite naturally with the other girls, which was all I had been hoping for. Kaitlin gave me something to wear to go shopping in, and that certainly was a flashback to the old days, but there was something different about it now. Instead of a “costume” these were actual female clothes, the kind of clothes I would be wearing all the time for the next two weeks. I had real boobs stuffed in my bra and my panties were smooth where my dick had been replaced by a slit between my legs.

I tried to get Kaitlin to take me somewhere sensible to buy clothing since I was trying to keep to a modest budget and I’d only be needing the stuff for a couple of weeks but she was having none of that and insisted on taking me to some upscale shops and buying way too many things and paying for all of it. I tried to protest but it was pointless. Obviously this was a big part of the fun for her, getting to create my entire image from scratch, and after a while I just went along with the program and tried on whatever she handed me.

I kind of balked a little at some of the bathing suits she had me try on because they seemed incredibly revealing. Yes I had the body to fill them out, and I certainly looked sexy as I admired myself in the dressing room mirror, but I wasn’t used to showing that much skin in public and worried that I might have a wardrobe malfunction in some of the tiny tops that seemed to be barely more than a thick string.

“One for swimming and one for showing off,” Kaitlin announced after finally selecting two bikinis.

They both seemed like they showed plenty but one did have a little more fabric and I felt slightly better about parading around in public in that one.

“Don’t you ever feel kind of exposed wearing stuff that skimpy?” I asked as we headed for our next destination.

“That’s the whole idea, honey. You want to show off your assets...or at least enough to get their interest,” Kaitlin replied.

“Whose interest?” I asked naively.

“Boys, of course...or men, which is even better. Besides, I’m not going to have this body forever. Might as well enjoy it while I can.”

I felt like an idiot for having not realized the obvious. Kaitlin had been dating for a long time and had no shortage of male admirers, but that always happened away from me or when we weren’t communicating that much so I didn’t tend to think about it. Of course she wanted to look attractive to men, she was a woman, and her friends were all grown women too. No doubt there would be plenty of guys at that beach house over the next two weeks. I suppose I stupidly thought it was going to be like the old days, just a bunch of girls hanging out doing shit and talking. There would probably be some of that but there would likely be other activities that were more sexual in nature and I wondered what I would do when all of that was going on.

It probably wasn’t that big of a deal. I assumed one had to flirt with somebody to get their interest so if I just minded my own business and didn’t lead anybody on there was no reason to assume that anyone would bother me too much.

Suddenly it hit me that when Kaitlin said I was going to be very popular she probably meant popular with boys. Did she really think that was something that would appeal to me? I was about the least sexual person I knew, and that was when I was a guy, so being a girl wasn’t likely to change that. Maybe she was warning me, or maybe she just assumed that I’d be up for that kind of thing. I certainly knew that sex was important to a lot of people even if it wasn’t to me.

I had been kind of vacillating between dread and excitement ever since I had arrived, worrying that somehow I had made a terrible mistake by coming under these circumstances. If there were going to be guys here I suddenly wondered why I couldn’t have just come as myself. I was tempted to ask Kaitlin whether she would mind if I took the pill and turned back but she had just shelled out a bunch of money for clothes and accessories and probably wasn’t done spending. The least I could do was try to be a good sport and hang with this female thing for a little while at least.

“So, you going by your old name?” asked Kaitlin.

“You mean Wendy? I don’t know, I hadn’t thought about it.”

“I’ve got to call you something.”

“Okay, Wendy is fine.”

I hadn’t thought about it but that was what I was always called when I was pretending to be a girl back in the day. Kaitlin would sometimes tease me and call me that even when I was being myself, but as long as she didn’t do it in front of anybody it didn’t really bother me.

“So what exactly is on the agenda for this big spring bash?” I asked cautiously.

“Pretty much what you’d expect, partying, drinking, messing around, kicking back, sunbathing, shopping, shooting the breeze, and lot’s of fucking,” she replied.

“About that fucking part…”

“Don’t worry, you’ll figure it out quick enough. The guy has the hard part, but you must already know that.”

“Well what if I don’t want to...do that sort of thing?” I asked.

“Up to you, but I would think you would want to take advantage of this incredible opportunity. I mean not too many guys are ever going to know what it’s like to get boned as a girl,” Kaitlin pointed out.

“Why would they want to?”

“It’s educational and you might learn something about how to please a woman and because it’s the best thing you’ll ever feel in your life.”


CHAPTER 4:

That part about being the best thing I’d ever feel in my life kind of stuck in my head. I assumed sex was a pleasant thing but I had never been motivated enough to go out and actually try and get any. I masturbated, like everyone, and it felt good to be relieved of the pressure but I wasn’t sure it was the be all and end all of all experiences. Maybe there was something about being female that made it inherently more enjoyable but that didn’t seem too likely.

I tried not to think about it too much. If the situation came up presumably I’d know how to handle it when it happened. I was there to have a good time and I wasn’t going to let the thought of some guy’s penis bum me out too much.

Interestingly I had the master bedroom, since Kaitlin had her own room and it was set up the way she liked, and there was a third bedroom being shared by two girls, Julie and Maxine, or Max for short, plus crash space in the living room and so on. If the weather stayed nice people could sleep outside as well but the four of us made up the core of the group who would be there for the duration.

Julie I knew from the old days but Max was a new friend of Kaitlin’s that I hadn’t met before. She was a really pretty dark-haired girl with piercing blue eyes. Julie was a blonde now, although I had known her as a brunette.

“I can’t believe that’s you Wendell, I’m sorry, I mean Wendy,” said Julie once she had arrived,

“It’s hard for me to believe it too,” I chuckled.

“I never knew you were really queer.”

“What?”

“I’m sorry, is that the word? I get kind of confused about that. Is it trans or do you prefer gay?”

“I...I’m just...me,” I said.

“I just meant that putting on a dress when you’re a little kid is one thing but this is a pretty bold step. I figured it must be something you were really into,” said Julie.

“Well, talked into at any rate,” I joked.

“Oh, God, now I feel like a total idiot.”

“No, it’s fine. No offense taken. I guess it is kind of a weird thing for a guy to do,” I admitted. “Kaitlin just kind of has a way of…”

“Yeah, I know, getting people to do weird things,” Julie said with a laugh. “Well I think it’s impressive that you’re secure enough in your manhood to do something like this. A lot of guys wouldn’t have the balls to do it.”

She meant well but it was kind of a strange conversation starter. It seemed like it was a bigger deal to everyone else than it was to me but I guess that made sense. One of the things that made me often prefer female company was that guys seemed to be very concerned about asserting their manhood at all times. You had to be bragging about banging chicks and kicking ass at something all the time or somehow you might be thought of as effeminate, God forbid. Obviously I could never mention my childhood cross-dressing experiences to another guy for fear that I would be mocked and ridiculed for it, even though at that age there was absolutely nothing sexual about it.

The fact that I was an adult now, and certainly aware of sexuality if not very experienced with it, did raise some questions about my motives. Although I hadn’t chosen to take that pill to become attractive to men somewhere in the back of my mind I must have known that was a possibility. A heck of a lot of guys would probably have been ashamed or embarrassed just to have tried on a bikini but my only concern had been whether my boobs would pop out during strenuous activity. And what did “being secure in my manhood” mean anyway?

I assumed that in two weeks I would take another pill and go back to being Wendell and resume my old life as normal. Maybe that was an unrealistic expectation but at that time I had no reason to believe otherwise. Whatever I did or didn’t do over a two week period during Spring Break of my sophomore year in college hardly seemed like it would be the defining moment of my life. Like millions of people before me if I did something really stupid that I regretted later I could always just blame it on having been drunk.

The rest of the first day at the beach house had been pretty mellow. After everyone had settled in we out to dinner at a local spaghetti place and then had some wine back at the house while we chatted for a bit. I was kind of jet-lagged and tired from the shopping so I didn’t stay up very late. Kaitlin had bought me this really cute pink babydoll nightie to sleep in and it was very sheer and very silky. The material felt fantastic against my skin and when it rubbed against my nipples I even got a little tingle between my legs.

I’m not sure why she thought I should wear such feminine night clothes when I could have just worn my underwear or a long T-shirt or something, but I guess maybe she thought it would help me think of myself as a woman, which it certainly did. Looking at myself in the mirror in that outfit made me realize just how sexy I really was.

Even though I had turned in early out of fatigue once I was in bed I felt my hand slipping down between my legs. I guess my curiosity just got the better of me. In addition to shopping Kaitlin had taken me to get a Brazilian bikini wax so I was totally clean down below. It was a little painful but I did like the neat look, and it was kind of a necessity if I was going to wear the tiny bathing suits she’d bought me.

At first I just gently let my fingers move up and down the folds of my lady parts. It didn’t exactly feel like stroking my dick but I was definitely getting turned on. At the top of my pussy I found my clitoris kind of tucked away under a little hood and when I started to rub that everything seemed to kick into a higher gear.

I started rubbing my hand in a circular pattern around my whole genital area and then very carefully poked a finger inside. It was so wet and squishy and mysterious to me. I had no idea if I was doing it right but it felt really good so I figured I could be doing it totally wrong.

Pretty soon I got into a pattern of poking two fingers inside me while I rubbed the hood of my clit with my thumb and it made me start to moan as I squirmed a little on the bed. It was sort of like masturbating as a man but much more intense and satisfying. When I jerked off before it was a very localized sensation with all of the real action in the head of my penis and the primary motivation had been to get the job done quickly. It was like a few minutes of work to get to a few seconds of pleasure but I was enjoying the whole process of playing with my pussy and felt it throughout my body.

It took quite a while for me to reach climax, and when I did I had to stuff a pillow in my mouth to muffle the sounds I was making, but I understood what Kaitlin had said about it being the best thing I would ever feel in my life. It certainly beat the hell out stroking my rod and made me sleep so deeply and peacefully.

I was still thinking about it when I woke up in the morning and I was also a little curious to know what it would feel like to have something a bit bigger and longer than my fingers inserting up inside me. I certainly knew that there were tons of sex toys available, and knowing Kaitlin she probably had a dildo or two lying around the house, but I was reluctant to tell her about my curiosity for some reason. I guess I didn’t want her to think that I was looking to get laid or something. I don’t know, looking back on it it seems kind of silly now, but I suppose I was a little scared and maybe even a little ashamed about what I was feeling.

In any case things were about to go to a whole different level soon enough anyway.


CHAPTER 5:

As it turned out Max was a really good cook, at least by my standards. She made these fantastic breakfast burritos that were way better than anything you could get from a fast food joint and I was happy to help clean up afterwards if she was willing to do the cooking.

“Is that hard to do?” I asked her while putting away the dishes.

“No, not at all,” she replied. “I can teach you if you like.”

“I don’t know how much luck you’ll have with that but I’ll certainly give it a try,” I said with a grin. “Putting cereal in a bowl or hitting the button on the microwave is about the extent of my culinary expertise.”

“My mother always said a woman should know how to cook so I’ve been doing it for years,” Max explained. “It’s functional but it can be fun too, and it saves you a lot of money.”

I don’t know that I ever saw my father prepare any kind of meal aside from barbecuing on our outside grill. I’d never thought about it before but I guess that was considered a “masculine” thing to do and not really cooking because you weren’t in the kitchen. My mom worked in the legal profession and didn’t always have a lot of time to prepare anything fancy so I didn’t have the memories of great home-cooked meals that other people seemed to have but that was okay at the time because it meant we ate a lot of fast food, which I enjoyed as a kid.

We spent the first part of the day sunbathing on a deck that was built on one side of the house. We all got naked so that we wouldn’t create tan lines and even though we were all adults it seemed like a very naughty thing to do, like skinny dipping as a kid. Each of us had very different bodies but they were all beautiful in their own way. Max probably had the best ass and Julie had the biggest tits, although I think I liked the shape of mine a little better, and Kaitlin was the most physically fit and athletic-looking of the bunch. She obviously put a lot of time, effort and money into looking fantastic and it showed.

As the day progressed other people started to show up. We were going to have our first full-blown party that night and the crowd just kind of kept building. I suppose the party really started about three o’clock in the afternoon but there wasn’t exactly a formal structure to the affair. There was music playing in the house and some people were hanging out there drinking and socializing, and some people were on the deck taking in the view, and some people were down on the beach.

Everybody was in bathing suits and I opted for the more modest of my two choices but I still felt surprisingly exposed even though I had been naked earlier in the day and everyone else was in similarly revealing attire. I had toyed with the idea of going with the more revealing option but this was all so strange and new to me that I didn’t want to rush into anything.

The group seemed to be a pretty even mix of boys and girls which I;m sure was done by design. Kaitlin always did know how to throw a party.

It was pretty obvious from the start that boys were looking at me. I don’t mean just seeing me with their eyes while we had a conversation, I could tell it was much deeper than that. Some were more obvious about it than others but I felt the appraising looks of virtually every man I encountered. There wasn’t much cloth separating me from nudity but it seemed like that was being mentally erased. At one point I thought I might as well just be naked if it was that important to picture me so.

“Isn’t it kind of weird when a guy is talking to you but obviously looking at your boobs?” I asked Kaitlin at one point.

“Not really. Not when you’ve got such fabulous hooters,” Kaitlin replied, giving my tits a playful squeeze.

“What, like you’re some big lesbian now?” I joked.

“Squeezing another woman’s boobs does not a lesbian make,” she replied. “Now licking pussy…”

“Don’t you feel kind of strange knowing that all of these dudes are undressing you with their eyes?”

“Not really, but I’m used to it by this point. It’s like celebrities always say about autographs...it’s when they stop asking that you have to worry. My advice is to turn the tables and undress them with your eyes. You might like what you see.”

That seemed like a pretty solid idea so I tried it, although there was a little less to imagine since all of the guys were shirtless or had unbuttoned shorts on. That brought my primary focus down to the crotch area but most of the guys wore kind of baggy shorts so it was hard to really have much to go on. I had seen plenty of naked men in my life in locker rooms and showers and whatnot and my roommates in college changed clothes pretty freely in the dorm room but the protocol there was never to look below the waist, although that was kind of hard to accomplish and I think most men tried to sneak a peak because comparing cock size was a traditional male ritual.

What I found most surprising was that I didn’t have to force myself to objectify the male form because I had been kind of doing it anyway. There was something kind of impressive about a guy with washboard abs or muscular arms because I knew I never had the dedication or energy to try to look like that even if I could. But there was something else about it that worried me a little and that was the fact that I seemed to like looking at men.

As far as I knew that pill had changed my whole biology so I was now a woman like any other woman so it probably shouldn’t have been all that shocking to me that I would look at guys a little differently than before but it didn’t erase my memories or my knowledge of my true identity so therein lay the quandary. The female aspect of my new nature was telling me that it was perfect fine to ogle another man’s hot body but my collective male consciousness was putting up some resistance.

Because I had never thought of myself as “queer” it had taken me aback a little when she suggested it and I suppose I was trying to prove that I was a completely straight red-blooded American male, to myself if no one else, but it was getting more difficult to do as I downed a couple of drinks and started to feel like maybe I was more than just window-shopping.

The hammer kind of came down on me when I realized that I knew a few of these guys from school. I suppose it wasn’t surprising at all that Kaitlin would have male friends from high school who might attend a beach party she threw but I hadn’t been prepared for that in my mind. I had just been looking forward to catching up with my old female pals from childhood and hadn’t even considered the implications of familiar male acquaintances checking me out in a bikini.

Fuck it, I thought, that was then this is now. I was Wendell now I’m Wendy...at least for the next two weeks. To them I was just another chick in a party full of hot babes as long as none of my gal pals blew the whistle on me which I didn’t think was likely. If I knew anything about girls it was that they were good at keeping secrets and protecting each other so I felt pretty safe in my anonymity.

Later I strolled down to the beach and joined in a game of co-ed touch football, where the emphasis seemed to be on the word touch and I noticed that it was a great opportunity for folks to get handy with each other. It wasn’t just the occasional boob popping out either as several times girls would lunge at a guy try to make the “tackle” and “accidentally” pull his shorts down. I refrained from engaging in such shenanigans but I certainly didn’t refrain from looking when a guy flashed his butt or his dick.

I had never been much of a party-goer, and when I did go I tended to just try to blend in with the wall, so it was a nice change of pace to be active and participating and enjoying the experience to the fullest. Soon it would get even fuller.


CHAPTER 6:

Later in the evening a group of us were sitting around a campfire on the beach. There was a blonde guy playing guitar and it seemed to be where couples were starting to cozy up and get acquainted. I thought about getting up and going back to the house but I was just too comfortable and pleasantly buzzed so I sat by myself until a very attractive young man sat next to me.

“Hey, I’m Todd,” said the man. “Mind if I sit here?”

“Wendy,” I replied. “And shouldn’t you have asked that before you sat down?”

“It’s not that hard for me to get back up if you want me to,” he said.

“Well I’d hate to put you to any trouble since you’re here already.”

Then it hit me. I knew the guy. It was Todd Watson from high school. I didn’t really know him but he had been this big jock guy, like a multi-sport Varsity letterman or something. I hadn’t recognized him at first because he looked even bigger and more muscular than I remembered and his stubble beard definitely made him look older.

I don’t really remember much of anything about our conversation except that my heart was kind of accelerating and I sort of vaguely understood that he was hitting on me. I was mildly annoyed at myself for being so easily impressed by a sports hero from my old school, especially since I had never been too interested in sports, but I was discovering that I could be very interested in athletes. When he kissed me it seemed like the most natural and perfect thing to do sitting on the beach in front of a campfire.

We started kissing a little more aggressively, which I’m sure went largely unnoticed since so many other couples were doing the same thing. I guess that’s just how it works. A guy makes his move and you either accept it or reject it. From the looks of it most of the girls there were happily accepting it.

“You want to take a walk somewhere and maybe find someplace a little more private?” Todd suggested.

“I’ve got my own bedroom in the house,” I volunteered, although I had seconds thoughts about that almost immediately.

“Really? That’s handy. You must be pretty close to Kaitlin to score you own room,” Todd commented.

“Yeah, I’m just visiting from out of state so I needed a place to stay,” I explained.

“Well hard to find a much nicer one,” said Todd as he got up and offered his hand to help me up as well. “Lead on.”

I was still holding his hand so I just left it there while we walked up the stairs and went into the house. The music was still blasting and there were still some people dancing but a lot of people up in the house were doing basically the same thing the people on the beach were doing.

I took him into my room and he almost immediately removed my top. It was a small piece of clothing but it made a big difference as my bare breasts pressed against his hard chest as we stood kissing. It was all happening so fast, maybe too fast, but I didn’t feel like I could really stop it if I wanted to, which I definitely didn’t.

“You are so fucking gorgeous, you know that?” said Todd as he nuzzled my neck.

“Please, this place is crawling with hit chicks.”

“You don’t know it, do you?” said Todd as he suddenly got a little serious and looked deeply into my eyes.

“What do you mean?” I asked in a shaky voice.

“There’s something kind of different about you, kind of innocent or something I guess. It’s hard to describe.”

“Look Todd, I should probably tell you that...well...I’m a virgin,” I said.

“I don’t know how you managed to pull that off looking as hot as you do but I respect that, if that’s what you want,” said Todd.

“No, I don’t think that’s what I want. I want you to make love to me,” I said in a voice so soft I was afraid he might not even hear it.

Todd pulled off my bikini bottoms and carried me over to the bed. He scooped me up like I was made of paper or something and placed me on my back very gently. Then he quickly took off his swim trunks and I got a look at his prick for the first time. He may have been a big man on campus back in the day but he was a pretty big man in the bedroom too as far as I was concerned. It was a little more than I was expecting but I tried to put my fear aside and concentrate on how good masturbating had been. If real sex was anything like that I was in for a treat I figured.

Todd pushed my legs back a little and spread them before getting next to me. Then he began to feel me up, much the way I had done to myself the previous night, while we resumed kissing. The fact that someone else was doing it to me, and the kissing, and Todd’s general hotness and confidence elevated everything dramatically.

When Todd had me very wet and warm he moved between my legs and opened me up even more. His cock was literally throbbing and the sight of it took my breath away, although I was already breathing kind of hard from all the finger banging that had been going on. My brain was trying to go to war with itself over the intense lust I was feeling and my fears that I was about to do something I might regret later. I guess I was buzzed enough that my brain didn’t really want to work that hard so I just prepared myself for the big moment.

“Last chance to keep your virginity,” Todd cautioned.

“No, I want you to put it in me,” I replied and then I gasped as he did just that.

“Oh, fuck Todd, you are so big,” I squealed.

“Not too big I hope.”

“I don’t know, I’ve got nothing to compare this to.”

Fortunately Todd took it easy with me at the start. I was blown away by how my pussy could stretch to accommodate him, even when he pressed deeply into me.

“Do you like it?” asked Todd.

“I love it,” I moaned. “It’s even better than I thought it would be.”

“I can do it harder if you want,” Todd suggested.

“Will I like it more?”

“Let’s find out.”

Todd leaned over me, which pressed my legs back even more, and then he began to thrust a bit harder and faster. Now we had switched the channel from dreamy sensual pleasure to aggressive pussy pounding action and it kind of woke me up. Why the hell was it so fantastic to have a man’s penis in my vagina? And the way he was jerking it back and forth inside me seemed like it should be some kind of torture, not the incredibly awesome sensation it was.

“Oh yeah, I do like it more,” I sort of grunted in a raspy voice.

“Man, I wish you could see the look on your face right now,” said Todd.

“Why? Do I look goofy?”

“No, you look like the most blissfully happy girl in the world.”

I probably did look that way because that was exactly how I felt.


CHAPTER 7:

By the end we were both locked in and rockin’ hard. I kept repeating stupid shit like “Go baby go!” or something like that. I’m not proud to admit it but it happened. His athletic prowess had been on full display as he rested on his big outstretched arms like he was doing an endless push up. The rhythm of our bodies had fallen into sync and the eye contact was amazing. I don’t know what losing your virginity is like for most girls but for me it was worth the trip out here even if I had to turn around and go home the next day.

Afterwards we talked and smoked a joint and watched a little TV until he was hard again and then I climbed on top of him and lowered myself slowly onto his pole. Once I was securely affixed to his dick I started to push myself up and down but I quickly realized that I didn’t have the leg muscles to do that for long so I ended up leaning over his chest and let him do most of the serious thrusting.

I was definitely developing the opinion that a big cock was a good thing, once you got over the initial shock of it. Like I said I had seen naked dicks before but not erect ones and certainly not an erect one that size. It was almost a shame that it was inside me because I couldn’t see it there, but on the other hand I sure liked how it felt in my pussy so it was a small sacrifice to make to get so thoroughly drilled.

Once we finished we just kind of cuddled a bit until we fell asleep. I loved feeling the weight of his body leaning over my back and I don’t think I ever felt more snug and secure than I did that night.

In the morning Todd was still crashing hard so I put on a robe and wandered out into the rest of the house. There was a pile of bodies and bottles everywhere. I thought about trying to clean up a little but I had a feeling that things would probably start up again pretty soon anyway. After making some coffee I wandered out on the deck and found some red haired chick with a big dick in her mouth. My first impulse was to politely make a quiet exit but I was kind of fascinated by seeing the way the girl was enthusiastically giving head. It was kind of hard to tell if the guy was even awake until I heard a few contented moans coming from him and he lifted his head briefly to look at her before putting it back down again.

It was pretty bold I thought to be giving a blowjob in broad daylight out in the open but there had probably been a whole lot of that sort of thing going on all night. I was just tucked away in the master bedroom so I didn’t see it. I wondered whether I would ever be brazen enough to fuck in a room full of people but I had already done a lot of things that I had never imagined I would do so it was probably foolish to make too many assumptions about much of anything.

“Good morning,” said Kaitlin as I almost literally bumped into her coming out of the bathroom. “You’re up bright and early.”

“Just getting some coffee...and surveying the damage,” I joked.

“Speaking of damage I hope you didn’t wreck the furniture in my parent’s room.”

“What?”

“Well I heard an awful lot of banging around in there.”

“Oh, my God, were we that loud?” I asked.

“No, I’m just messing with you but it did sound like there was a lot of banging going on in there that had nothing to do with the furniture,” Kaitlin said with a laugh.

“Yeah, I got laid...can you believe it?”

“Why shouldn’t you get laid, a sexy little piece of ass like you?”

“Maybe because I’m really a man,” I pointed out.

“Minor detail. And at the moment you’re 100% female, and a freshly fucked on at that. How do you feel sweetie?” asked Kaitlin.

“I feel amazing,” I said with a giggle. “I kind of can’t wait for Todd to wake up so we can do it again.”

“That’s the spirit.”

“I was thinking about trying that dick sucking thing. You think he’d like that?” I asked.

“Oh, I’m sure he would,” Kaitlin chuckled.

“I just don’t know how to do it and I don’t want to disappoint him after he treated me so well last night,” I said.

“Don’t worry girl, it’s very difficult to disappoint a man with any blowjob. That’s one of those “it’s the thought that counts” kind of situations.

I hugged Kaitlin and then went back in my room where Todd was awake and just kind of leaning on a pillow.

“I just went to get some coffee. You want some?” I inquired.

“No, I want you to get your sexy little body back over here in bed,” he said.

I happily bounced across the room and jumped up on the mattress, kind of falling into his arms as I did.

“That was so wonderful last night,” I said between kisses.

“Yes it was.”

“You want to do it again?”

“Absolutely.”

“You know...I was thinking about how big and beautiful your cock is,” I said as I reached under the sheet that was partially covering him and started to stroke his prick. “Would you be cool with me putting it in my mouth?”

“I’ve never heard it put that way but by all means,” said Todd with a chuckle.

“Don’t get your expectations too high, I have no idea what I’m doing,” I warned him.

“I’m sure you’ll figure it out as you go.”

Once I had him erect I just opened my mouth and tried to stuff his cock in it. It was too big to get very far and it made me gag so I pulled my head back and started licking him instead.

“That’s nice...you don’t have to take all of it at once,” said Todd as he stroked my hair.

Obviously I knew what a dick felt like having touched my own plenty of times but it was different touching someone else’s, especially when it was so much bigger and more intimidating. I could have practiced with a dildo, if I had one, or a banana or something but it would never have totally prepared me for handling something so powerful and alive. It was so warm and it throbbed and twitched and had a fascinatingly manly scent to it. I had started out wanting to suck it out of curiosity but now it was almost more like an act of respect and admiration.

Todd just had that “something” that I think most men want. A body that was fit and strong and could do whatever he wanted it to do. A quiet confidence that made you feel secure being around him. A certain charisma that just drew women to him and of course the kind of cock that most men dream of having. Of course all the girls in school had wanted him and I imagine if I had been a girl back then I would have wanted him too. Fortunately I had him right now and I worked my ass off to give him the best blowjob I could possibly give.

When he started to ejaculate in my mouth I held his shaft a little tighter and sort of jerked the cum out of him. It was hot and thick and there was a lot of it but I managed to swallow it down. Now I knew exactly what Todd had been talking about when he said that he wished I could see my face because he looked so blissful and content it made me smile.

“Not too bad for a beginner I hope,” I said cheerfully.

“Baby, you are something else. I don’t know why you waited so long to have sex but I have a feeling that there’s no stopping you now.”


CHAPTER 8:

The party lasted the entire weekend and people kind of came and went and there were lulls and surges of activity but it was the most descendant thing I had ever witnessed. Casual nudity seemed to proliferate everyone was having a lot of sex. I suppose it was the kind of Spring Break activity that people often fantasize about but rarely actually experience.

Food just sort of appeared. Somebody would order a bunch of pizzas or Max would whip something up in the kitchen or someone else would make a run to a local burger joint. The four of us who were in residence at the house did our best to tidy up along the way but it wasn’t until the festivities were finally over that we got down to some serious cleaning.

Todd had stayed the whole time and we had fucked and fucked like crazy but we also just hung out together a lot and I was kind of sad to see him go.

“Baby I really want to see you again as much as possible. I know you’re here to hang out with your friends and do other stuff but I feel like we really made a connection,” Todd had said before we kissed goodbye.

Todd had made plans with some friends to go on a scuba diving trip, which was totally understandable since he had planned his Spring Break activities long before he had ever met me, but it also made me a little sad because I just enjoyed being with him so much.

“You two make a cute couple,” Kaitlin commented once Todd had departed.

“I’d hardly say we were a couple,” I replied.

“But I could see it happening.”

“It would have to be a very short relationship,” I pointed out.

“Or not.”

“What do you mean?”

“Those pills aren’t a one-time use thing sweetie. You can be a girl whenever you want to be,” said Kaitlin.

“Even so I’m going back to school pretty soon,” I reminded her.

“And then the summer will be here before you know it.”

I know I must come across as kind of dense sometimes but I honestly had never considered the idea of doing this female thing again. I had thought of it as a crazy lark and hoped that I could survive the entire two weeks but the idea of spending the entire summer being female suddenly sounded pretty appealing. It would be a great chance to really get to know Todd better, but I could also see a number of flaws with that plan.

“So how well do you know Todd anyway?” I asked as casually as I could.

“I went out with him in high school a few times, and yes we fucked if that’s what you want to know,” Kaitlin replied.

“You must have stayed friends at least since you invited him to your party.”

“I hadn’t really communicated with him much in ages but he’s a good guy. It’s not like he broke my heart or anything. I went out with a ton of guys in high school and he was just one of them.”

“Believe me, I remember,” I said with a grin.

“The main thing is that you shouldn’t ruin the rest of your stay by pining away for him or something. There are plenty of other interesting guys to keep yourself amused with in the meantime. Just let it go and if he pops back into your life you can deal with it then,” said Kaitlin. “Fortunately I’ve got some very interesting entertainment lined up for the middle of the week.”

The “entertainment” she had lined up was very interesting indeed. It started with the four of us getting all dressed up and driving to a very swanky restaurant where four men were waiting for us. They were all much older than the college crowd that had been at the party and I guessed they were probably in their mid to late 30’s or so. I had no idea how Kaitlin knew them or how this arrangement came into being but I was kind of excited by this surprising turn of events.

The four guys all seemed to work in some aspect of the entertainment business, which wasn’t surprising since this was Los Angeles, but they weren’t like actors or producers or anything. Just money guys basically, the people who put the business in show business. We had a great dinner, and some very expensive wine, then we piled back in the car and went home, while the four gentlemen followed us in their own cars.

Once inside Kaitlin poured drinks and Julie passed around a joint and pretty soon we were all necking with whatever guy we happened to be sitting next to. My guy was named Frank, and he was really quite handsome. He rather quickly unzipped my dress while we were kissing and had me step out of it, then he pulled me down on his lap in just my panties and bra.

“You girls are really something,” said Frank as he pulled the top of my bra down and began to fondle my breasts.

As I looked around I realized that my three companions were all similarly engaged and it struck me as kind of funny but really erotic at the same time. I had no idea whether there was some prearranged pairing that went on but I didn’t really care. Sex was a new and thrilling thing to me and if Todd wasn’t going to be there then making out with some attractive older stranger seemed like a perfectly good alternative.

Frank really worked my tits for a long time before taking my bra all the way off and sucking on my nipples, which were getting rock hard. I knew my panties were wet but there was nothing I could do about it as it just seemed to be a natural response to getting turned on sort of like the way I used to get an erection when I was aroused.

It was kind of weird thinking that I ever had erections sitting there on some guy’s lap with my nipple between his teeth. That seemed like a long time ago, although it was probably only a few days. More appropriately I guess it seemed like those erections happened to a different person, which was kind of true because Wendy was definitely not Wendell despite our shared background and upbringing.

Wendy was just fucking fun to be. She was so much more spontaneous and outgoing and full of a sense of adventure. Kaitlin obviously recognized that or she would never have sprung this middle-aged man on me totally by surprise. On the other hand she might have just been trying to teach me to swim by tossing me in the deep end but either way I felt confident that I’d stay afloat.

“Do you like sucking cock baby?” asked Frank once my nipples were out of his mouth.

“I do, but I don’t think I’m very good at it,” I replied.

“Let me be the judge of that honey. You just get on your knees and show me what you can do,” Frank instructed.

I got off his lap and got down on the floor in front of him as he unzipped his pants and pulled out his dick. Like Todd it was a pretty impressive specimen of manhood but maybe everybody just looked big to me because I wasn’t.

Max was already getting boned right next to me on the sofa, bouncing up and down on her man’s lap. She looked so hot riding that thick cock that it made me even more horny than I already was and I couldn’t wait to get Frank’s prick in my mouth.

I suppose the fact that my friends were all giving it up so easily and so openly took away a lot of potential anxiety. This was obviously a totally normal thing for this gang of gals to do so I just wanted to fit in and be part of the crew. In some ways it might have been less intimidating than had we just all gone off to some other room because I felt safe and I also felt a real sense of inclusion. I really was just one of the girls at last and not a boy playing a game of pretend.

“You shouldn’t be so modest honey, you’re a terrific little cocksucker,” said Frank.

I just looked up at him and smiled with my eyes because I didn’t want to take his dick out of my mouth. I don’t know why I gave a damn about pleasing this total stranger but I did.

I have absolutely no way to explain how it happened but somehow all four of us girls ended up on the floor facing each other in kind of a semi-circle on our hands and knees. We all just kind of grinned at each and Kaitlin squeezed my hand. Then our guys mounted us from behind and gave us a vigorous humping. It was freaking amazing. All the moans and whimpers intermingling, all those boobs flying back and forth from the pounding we were getting, and all those very mature men fucking us with serious intensity. I had a shattering orgasm that made my body feel limp as a noodle and so hot I feared that I would burst into flames.

The best part was the eye contact that we girls made with each other and the way we would reach out and grab each other’s hands. There was only guy nailing my cunt but I was making love to my three female friends at the same time, a deeper kind of love that touched my soul. I loved that we were all sharing this experience and knew exactly what the other was feeling.

My eye contact was broken when Frank grabbed my hair and jerked my head back but that was okay too. This felt like a ritual to me, of sorts. A communal celebration of femininity and the powerful men who could reduce us all to squealing wrecks. I would never in a million years have imagined that I would take such pleasure from having my body totally dominated by a man but now that I’d experienced it there was no denying the thrill.

Maybe it was just me because I was so wrapped up in trying to convince myself that I really was a woman that the thought of being a helpless little bitch seemed like a way to drive the point home. I was in a different biological role now, a breeder if you will, a vessel designed to receive sperm from men. Obviously I wasn’t actually going to give birth but I was going through the process that could normally lead to that. That’s a heavy thing to wrap your head around, but kind of a beautiful thought too.

Frank may have taken a little longer to get hard between ejaculations but once he was up he stayed up for a good deal of time and he gave me a thorough going over that night, frequently shifting me into different positions or variations, each of which seemed to stimulate some other part of my body. He even finger banged my ass but I wasn’t sure that I was ready to try anal although it seemed like something I would surely explore at some point.


CHAPTER 9:

“So I hope you weren’t too shocked by that surprise I sprung on you,” Kaitlin said to me while we were sipping coffee on the deck the next day after our “dates” had left.

“No, it was awesome, but how did you know that I’d be willing to do something like that?” I asked.

“Because I think I know you pretty well. Maybe even better than you know yourself in some ways,” she replied.

“What if I had freaked out and said I wouldn’t do it?”

“Then I guess your guy would have been an extra dick and somebody would have gotten double teamed,” said Kaitlin.

“Oh, my God,” I giggled.

“A little gang banging can be quite enjoyable.”

“So how do you know those guys?” I inquired.

“I know lots of people,” Kaitlin replied with a shrug. “Don’t get me wrong, college guys are great but there’s just something about getting fucked by a man with a little more maturity and a little more experience that’s pretty sweet.”

“I don’t know that much about getting fucked by either but last night was definitely a treat,” I said.

“You really should think about doing what I suggested and coming back in the summer as Wendy,” said Kaitlin.

“Oh I am thinking about it. I’m having the time of my life. I mean sometimes I just feel my boobs jiggling when I walk and I think, wow, it is so awesome that I have boobs.”

“I think we’re going to do a spa day tomorrow. You’ll probably find that that’s pretty awesome too.”

“Hey, I’m down with whatever you’ve got planned.”

The spa treatment was absolutely fabulous. Way too expensive, but the feeling of being totally pampered was exquisite. I loved this new female body and all of these new experiences were a total rush.

When the weekend rolled around again there was another marathon party and this time I was a total slut, fucking guys right and left. I even made out with a chick for a little while but we didn’t do much more than kiss. I had started wearing my skimpy bikini but I was spending so much time being naked that it seemed silly now to recall that I had ever been shy about showing so much skin.

Of course the fact that I was frequently a little buzzed probably contributed to that because I didn’t usually party that much and when I did I definitely became more uninhibited. I found that I liked letting my hair down a little bit and not worrying about what other people might think. It was Spring Break, you were supposed to get totally wasted and do crazy things before you went back to school and got serious again.

I even got into a BJ contest with another girl to see who could get her guy off the fastest. I didn’t win but that was okay because the guy I was blowing was kind of cute and I took him back to my room where there was no rush to get his rocks off. He was another alumni from my old school but I didn’t really remember him at all. It just made me wish that I had been a girl back then because I would have had so much more fun.

Cleaning up the house after the party wasn’t a blast but it was a small price to pay for what we were getting in return. It was also kind of cool that we had some time to decompress and recover from our debauchery so the trip was a mix of relaxing vacation and high intensity pleasure seeking.

The two weeks went by faster than any other two weeks in my life and the final weekend party would be cut short for me because I had to catch a flight on Sunday to get back to school in time for classes on Monday. That thought seemed incredibly depressing for a variety of reasons but my spirits picked up a bit when Todd suddenly came back from his scuba excursion. He obviously wasn’t my boyfriend or anything, and I had obviously not sat around being celibate in his absence, but when I saw him again my heart started racing and I got butterflies in my stomach.

We spent every minute together we could until it was time for me to go. There was a really tearful farewell as I hated to leave my friends, old and new, and hated the fact that I was going to be saying goodbye to Wendy as well. I didn’t want Todd to see me as a man so I said my goodbyes to him earlier and made some vague promise to keep in touch, which I didn’t know whether I would actually do, and then I popped another pill and traded my bikini for jeans and a T-shirt.

“When you come home this summer I absolutely expect you to be female again,” said Kaitlin as we headed for the airport.

“I don’t know. I’d love to, of course, but don’t you think my parents might notice?” I joked.

“Yeah, because you should tell them in advance what you’re planning to do.”

“Jesus.”

“You don’t have to say that you’re doing it permanently, just tell them that you’re curious and you’re experimenting and it’s no big deal,” Kaitlin suggested.

“That sounds good in theory but I don’t know if I have the courage to actually put that plan into practice,” I said.

“You’ve got a little time to work on it before the semester ends,” Kaitlin pointed out. “But we both know it’s what you really want.”

What I really didn’t want at that moment was another emotional scene so I had Kaitlin just drop me off. She had given me some pills to take with me, disguised in a low-dose aspirin bottle since the tiny little things looked very similar to children’s aspirin. I didn’t know if I’d have any reason to use them but it did feel good knowing that I could if I wanted to.

Then I was back in my dorm, in my old body, in my familiar bed and with my usual routine. It was hard to believe that life could just switch back like flipping a switch and in many ways I would discover that it couldn’t. While everything seemed the same on the surface there was this feeling bubbling down deep inside me that made me feel like I was living some kind of a lie, even though this was supposedly my “real” life.

I tried my best to settle down and get back in the groove but Wendy’s voice kept calling to me and I knew I would have to answer at some point.


CHAPTER 10:

“You ever wonder what it would feel like being a girl?” I casually asked Sal, one of my roommates one day when we were just kicking it in the room.

“Hell yeah, I mean not like in a gay way or anything, but when you see the way those bitches go crazy in porn videos they must be feeling something that I’m not feeling. Don’t get me wrong, I love fucking, but sometimes it’s kind of a chore. Your arms get tired or your back hurts and you’re trying to keep it up as long as possible but all you really want to do is get your rocks off and have a beer,” said Sal.

“Well, crazy as it sounds I did get to find out what it was like, and you’re not wrong about the sex thing...it’s pretty amazing,” I said.

“What the fuck are you talking about?”

“My old friend Kaitlin had these pills that could temporarily change your gender and I tried it,” I said.

“Bullshit.”

“No, it really works. I spent the whole break being a chick,” I assured him.

“Why?” Sal inquired.

“Curiosity I suppose. My friend had this killer beach house and she had invited some girls to stay with her and she wanted me to be a girl too,” I explained.

“Prove it.”

I showed him some pictures of me and the house and the other girls but he was still skeptical.

“How do I know that’s you? It could be any chick,” Sal pointed out.

“Stop looking at the tits and look at the face. It still looks kind of like me,” I said.

“That doesn’t prove anything. I think you’re just messing with me trying to get me to say something gay.”

“Fuck it, I’ll show you,” I said with a heavy sigh.

I went to my closet and grabbed my skimpy bikini, then I went into the bathroom and popped one of my pills. Suddenly I was Wendy again and I took a moment to admire myself in the mirror before getting into my swimsuit and going back to present myself to Sal.

“Are you convinced now?” I said as I stuck my hands on my hips defiantly.

“Holy shit!”

“Why the hell did you think I’d be messing with you?” I asked.

“I don’t know, it was just too weird-sounding to be true,” said Sal.

“I told you it sounds crazy but it works.”

“So did you get it on with your roommates?” Sal inquired.

“No, but I did fool around a little with this girl I met at a party,” I said.

“So when you said that the sex was amazing I assume that means that you were talking about sex with guys.”

I suddenly realized I had painted myself into a corner and wondered whether I had made a huge mistake by revealing my secret. I had figured that it would be safe enough to talk to my roommates about it before talking to my parents because the semester would soon be over and I could get new roommates next year if it was a problem but from the look on Sal’s face I could tell he was hungry for my body.

“Yeah I had sex with guys,” I said a little cautiously.

“I’ll bet you did. You’re smoking hot. I’ll bet you had guys all over you,” said Sal.

“It’s California. All the girls are smoking hot.” I said.

“But it sounds like you enjoyed it.”

“I’ve got more pills if you want to try it,” I suggested, hoping to diffuse the situation.

“No, that’s okay, but I was thinking since you went to the trouble of taking one we could have a little fun before you change back,” said Sal with a sly grin.

“I’m not sure that’s such a good idea,” I said.

“Come on, why else did you come out here dressed like that?” asked Sal as he came over and stood quite close to me. “You want it, don’t you?”

My heart was racing because part of me did want it very badly. I had sort of been going through sexual withdrawal or something and being back in Wendy’s body made me crave some relief.

“I don’t want you running around telling people about this,” I said as he put his hands on my hips and I got a little shiver down my spine.

“Of course not,” said Sal.

“And don’t expect this to become some regular thing.”

“Whatever you want baby,” said Sal just before he kissed me.

I knew it might be a mistake to mess with the whole dynamic of our relationship and the chemistry of our room but it sure felt good to be in a man’s arms again and things escalated very quickly. Sal took off my top and I pulled off his shirt and we did some heavy necking just standing there before flopping on the bed.

“You’re tits are fucking fantastic,” said Sal as he rather aggressively groped my bosom.

“They do kind of stand out,” I chuckled.

“I can’t believe you’ve been keeping this a secret.”

“Well I haven’t kept it very long.”

When his hand brushed my bottoms aside and his fingers began to explore my snatch I felt that warm sensation of arousal. He was getting me wet and whatever reservations I’d had were quickly vanishing as all I could think about was how much I wanted his cock inside me.

“So do you have like a favorite position or something?” asked Sal.

I wasn’t sure if I did because I pretty much liked everything and was quite happy to let the guy decide how he wanted me but I rolled over on my hands and knees and pulled my bikini bottoms down. I figured doggystyle was a good choice because all men seem to love it and it would be a little more impersonal than looking at my roommate in the eyes while we were doing it. A dick could be any dick when it’s shoved in from the back and hopefully if he just saw me as a piece of ass he wouldn’t get all sentimental about what we were doing.

I knew what Sal looked like flaccid but you can’t always tell about how that will translate into an erection but I wasn’t disappointed when he slipped his cock inside me and began thrusting. It might not have been the biggest I’d had so far but my pussy gripped it just fine and soon the internal sparks were flying.

“Oh man, that feels so good,” Sal groaned. “Makes up for all the times I struck out on Spring Break.”

It was an interesting admission from Sal considering that he had implied that his trip to Florida was one big pussy fest but I guess he wanted to paint a positive picture in front of his male friends. Even though I was the same person hearing his story in the same room it was somehow different now that he had his dick in me. It actually made me feel better about what we were doing because I liked Sal and I didn’t want to think that his Spring Break was a disappointment.

At one point Sal leaned over my back and cupped my breasts as he started to pound my pussy a little harder. I was making little “chirping” noises as I gulped for air and my nipples were so hard you could cut a diamond with them.

“Are you close?” he suddenly asked.

“I don’t know how much closer we can get, you’re literally inside me,” I joked.

“I mean to finishing,” he said.

“Oh...don’t worry about that. You just do you’re thing, I’m having a great time,” I said.

Sal went back to a more upright position and took a firm grip on my waist as he really started to jackhammer my gash. There wasn’t a lot of finesse to his technique, like there was with Frank, but it was getting the job done. It made me flash back to the four of us on the floor in a circle all getting railed by older men and I missed their company.

“Oh...okay baby this is it...I’m going to cum...I’m going to cum…” Sal announced.

He didn’t really need to tell me because I would figure it out when it was happening but I knew that people say weird shit in the throes of passion. I didn’t need to prepare myself for the big event but maybe he did. When he did ejaculate it was accompanied by a number of loud grunts and moans and the word “fuck” repeated numerous times.

Normally I rather enjoyed the afterglow of sex but I wanted to keep this as clinical as possible so I just got up and started putting my bikini back on, which made me feel a little like a hooker but seemed like the prudent thing to do.

“Hey, I’ll be ready to go again pretty quick, you don’t have to change back right away,” said Sal, sounding almost a little desperate.

“Well I’ve got to study for a test tomorrow,” which wasn’t true but seemed like a polite way to extricate myself from the situation.

“You know you’re literally the hottest chick I’ve ever fucked,” he said. “This is what I hoped college would be like.”

“Yeah, it was fun, but it’s just our little secret. If you ever tell anybody it’s never going to happen again,” I warned him.

“My lips are sealed baby.”

I realized that I had just floated the idea of a reprise fuck but I suppose I wasn’t really opposed to the idea. Getting laid as a girl once-in-a-while would be good for my mental health as long as we kept it casual.


CHAPTER 11:

Having fucked one of my roommates I suppose it was inevitable that I would fuck the other, especially since he was probably the more attractive of the two. When I sprung the news on Jerry he was slightly bemused by the concept, and gave me some grief about being queer, until he saw me as Wendy. That changed his whole tune and he was practically begging me to go to bed with him, which I did, after making him work for it a little.

I felt kind of guilty about scarfing down so many of the pills Kaitlin had given me but I wasn’t in a position to just turn female and stay that way. I had to pick and choose my opportunities carefully. While having sex with my roomies was definitely a prime motivator I also started going out a little as a girl and just walking around campus or hanging out at the library or even taking in a sporting event and rooting on the home team, something I never did before but I especially enjoyed watching water polo and all the hot guys in their tight little swim trunks.

It seemed pretty obvious to me that when the summer rolled around I would want to spend it as Wendy and at first I tried to think of some elaborate ruse to make my parents think I was on some trip somewhere but I wasn’t sure how I would pull that off. I had the beach house to stay at for Spring Break but it seemed doubtful that it would be available to me for the entire summer so having a place to live would be a hurdle. It also would probably be kind of a waste of money since I could just live at home for free and it would suck to stick my family with a bunch of unnecessary bills, even if I could conceal them somehow.

I had created an email account to write to Todd and he certainly was pushing for me to come out to California for the summer, completely unaware of the fact that I would be there one way or the other but one way was not the way he was expecting me. I toyed with the idea of just suggesting that we go on some prolonged trip so that I could come home as myself but spend some quality time elsewhere as Wendy but the more I thought about it the more I didn’t want to pile deception upon deception.

Kaitlin was right that I didn’t have to make it some big announcement like this is the new me forever take it or leave it but it was still an awkward thing to talk about. I’d never been very sexually active so I had managed to avoid any embarrassing conversations about the birds and the bees although my dad did actually give me some condoms as I was heading off for college, perhaps in an optimistic gesture that maybe college life would make a man of me at last. It was funny how the exact opposite seemed to have happened.

I finally decided to explain my situation to my mom, because I thought she would take it better, and if my dad freaked out she could filter the message a little and save me the anguish. Fortunately she seemed very supportive and almost pleased, which was a huge relief, although conversations with my mother about tampons and birth control seemed a little uncomfortable, although actually useful. I’d never had a period and I’d never had to worry about getting knocked up but three months was a long time to be living as a woman so there were unique challenges to that that I would have to deal with.

My mom loved the fact that I chose Wendy for my female name because apparently that was what they were planning to call me if I was girl so that probably paved the way a little because I was at least temporarily going to be the daughter she never had and it wasn’t like my dad and I had done a lot of male bonding things like tossing a football around so maybe he’d actually adapt to me being a girl fairly easily. There wouldn’t be any expectation of me needing to be a “chip off the old block” so it might relieve some of that pressure.

I had held off until the end of the term but I finally agreed to fuck both Sal and Jerry at the same time before I headed home to California and my next big girly adventure. I’m not quite sure why they wanted that so much but I guess it was a male fantasy thing to double team some horny bitch and I was probably the horniest bitch they knew.

It’s not as easy as it looks in the videos because there’s nobody behind the camera telling you what to do or what positions to get in so it was all improvised on the fly. What surprised me about it was the fact that they would both be seeing each other naked and hard and would probably bump into each other at some point. Knowing how uptight guys can be about that sort of thing I wondered if they might chicken out at the last minute but I guess the opportunity was just too good to pass up because we all peeled off our clothes without hesitation and got straight down to business.

I got on my knees and took a dick in each hand. They were hard from the moment they got their pants off so I didn’t need to do anything to start their engines but I stroked them a little before bringing my mouth into play. It was kind of a fun challenge to be an equal opportunity cock sucker so that nobody got an unfair amount of oral attention.

It was a rush having that much masculine energy directed at me in such an obvious way. I loved the fact that I could make a guy hard, not that most guys had much trouble with that. It just seemed like quite a compliment and made me want to show my appreciation.

After a while I got on the bed on all fours and Jerry jumped on my butt while Sal came around to the front so that I could continue sucking him off. That was my first time having two cocks inside me at once and it was thrilling. My buddies were obviously having the time of their lives and it made me feel good to know that they would be going home happy, even though it would be the last time we saw each other for a while.

The boys did manage to switch up for a bit so that each of them got a shot at my snatch but Sal popped pretty quickly after taking his turn at the back door and Jerry was soon ejaculating in my mouth.

It was a hell of a way to end my second year of college but a whole exciting new world was waiting for me at home.


CHAPTER 12:

I probably should have been a little offended at home much my mother seemed to enjoy my transformation into a female. She couldn’t stop gushing about how beautiful I was and making all these plans for mother/daughter excursions. She insisted that we redecorate my room in a more feminine style, which I wasn’t sure it really needed, but she ended up making the place look like something out of a Barbie Dream House or something. In short there was a fuck ton of pink everywhere.

It made perfectly good sense that she would enjoy having a shot at having a daughter after all these years and it did make things a lot easier for me. As pink as my room was it was a heck of a lot nicer than staying in some crappy motel would have been and my wardrobe expanded rapidly.

I didn’t really need a hyper-feminine place to crash but it did make it a little easier to think of my room as Wendy’s space. Because it wasn’t recognizable as my old room I didn’t have to deal with a lot of memories that might have seemed weird now. I had a new body, a new voice, new clothes and a newish room. It was sort of like the first 20 years of my life didn’t really happen and this was just the way it had always been.

It was actually surprising how easy it was to adapt to the change. I had a lot more crap in my bathroom than I used to have and I spent more time fussing over my appearance but it was the same old fridge when I wanted to grab a snack and the same old garage where we kept the washer and dryer. The fact that I had tits didn’t change the neighborhood, although it might have changed the way some of the people there would look at me.

Kaitlin was delighted that I was there in all my feminine glory and we immediately went out and got my ears pierced. It wasn’t really an issue for my relatively short stay in the spring but apparently it was an absolutely essential procedure. In any case I enjoyed it as a rite of passage because it seemed like a very feminine thing to do, although plenty of guys had pierced ears these days too.

“I’m really proud of you,” said Kaitlin as she gave me a big hug. “It took a lot of balls to come out like that.”

“Why do people keep talking about my balls when I don’t have them anymore?” I joked.

“Balls is a state of mind, not something hanging between your legs,” said Kaitlin.

“And is that what I’ve done, come out?” I asked.

“You’ve certainly made a statement of some kind,” said Kaitlin. “You were a boy now you’re a girl. Do your parents know you like guys?”

“No, but they will when Todd comes to pick me up for our date,” I replied.

“Good for you! I said you made a cute couple.”

“We’re still not a couple. We’re just getting better acquainted,” I said.

“Ah...so you haven’t done anal with him yet,” Kaitlin teased.

“No I haven’t...but I’m not totally opposed to the idea.”

“Well you might want to stretch it out a little first and remember to use plenty of lube. Todd is a big boy and it’s not like someone sticking a finger up your butt,” Kaitlin cautioned.

“So I take it you’ve done it.”

“Yeah, the list of things I haven’t tried is getting shorter all the time,” she said with a laugh. “Do some research and give yourself a little time to practice. I think you’ll be glad you did.”

I told her about fucking my roommates and how I even took both of them at the same time and I think she was impressed. Kaitlin seemed to put a pretty high priority on all things sexual and I guess she’d been doing it kind of a long time compared to some people our age, like me. Even as kids she knew what a blowjob was long before she ever gave one. Being largely unattended to by her parents she had pretty much unfettered access to the Internet and cable TV and was worldly wise beyond her years. I don’t know if that’s a good thing or a bad thing but it sort of explained a lot about her nature.

I was a late bloomer in the sex department but I was sure making up for lost time. It reminded me of this girl in high school named Kathy McDonald. She had gone to a Catholic school for girls that was literally taught by nuns until her family moved and she transferred to our public school. While I had no firsthand knowledge the rumor was that she was some kind of sex maniac, which was probably an exaggeration, but the popular theory was that having been let off the leash at last she had all this pent up sexual anxiety. Maybe it was true and maybe it was bullshit but I could relate to that at any rate.

My general lack of interest in sex I had always ascribed to a lack of confidence, and that was probably partly true at least. Guys like Todd had no trouble getting girls but I knew if I wanted to I would have to work for it and the thought of constant rejection was not something I looked forward to. I always figured I’d fill out a little more someday or grow a beard to look more masculine or make a big pile of money and have supermodels on my yacht but it was kind of just a fantasy.

What I was starting to think was that maybe the issue wasn’t so much that I didn’t want to put in the effort to date girls I just didn’t want to date girls all that much because I really wanted to date boys. Obviously I didn’t know that then, or didn’t want to know it, and maybe it was just the biological change of being in a woman’s body that made me so cock hungry but it felt right to be with men. No suppressed urges or feelings of guilt. And I didn’t feel inferior even when I allowed myself to be dominated because it was a choice, it wasn’t like being slammed into a locker by some bully.

I could be soft and sensitive and emotional and nobody looked down on me for that. I’m sure there were still plenty of dickhead guys who would look down on me just because I was girl and the toxic culture these days promotes misogyny at every turn but I figured if I could handle having my dad see me in a dress I could handle just about anything.

Of course I didn’t know what being a female out in the world for some prolonged period of time would be like but I was at least going to get a taste of it. The two weeks I had spent earlier was not exactly much of a test being just a luxury vacation hunkered down in a cool beach house but the next three months should be somewhat telling I thought.

Was my future really as Wendy Johnson or maybe even Mrs. Somebody-or-Other someday or was this just an extension of that fantasy vacation? Only time would tell.


CHAPTER 13:

“Man I’ve missed you so much,” said Todd as we embraced outside his car.

“I’ve missed you too. I guess it hasn’t been that long really but it seems like ages,” I said.

That had been an interesting moment having Todd come to the door to pick me up for our date. My mother had invited him inside to wait while I finished getting ready and my father looked at Todd like he was a serial rapist, which kind of made me happy because that’s probably the way most fathers look at boys who come to call on their daughters even if they’re the nicest, most clean cut guys in the world.

I had actually been ready on time but sort of wanted to let this family tableau play out. It also gave me the opportunity to make a grand entrance coming down the stairs like something out of a movie. I wondered whether my father would think my skirt was too short. I was a grown ass woman but we had obviously never played this scene before so I was interested to see how it went. I could picture myself as a teenager coming down those stairs to greet a boy waiting for me with a corsage or something and feeling the eyes of parental scrutiny boring through the back of my head. It almost made me laugh but we were outside soon enough and on our way.

Todd held the car door open for me, which was a charming first for me to experience. It was just dinner at a mid-level chain restaurant than a popular comedy at the cineplex, about as cory and traditional as you could get, but with my limited dating experience it was all wonderful and new. I figured the main thing with a date was the company you were keeping. If you were with the right person a trip to the hardware store could probably be fun and since I knew that sex was on the agenda all the hoopla leading up to it was kind of a formality.

Todd could have taken me right there on the hood of his car if he wanted to, although I might have suggested that we do it in the backseat at least in case my parents were peeping out the window. As it turned out we were getting pretty frisky at the movie so we split and headed back to his place.

Like me he lived on campus when school was in session but had retreated to his old room for the summer. I didn’t meet his parents but I figured they had probably seen him bring a lot of girls back to his room over the years so it likely wasn’t a big event like picking me up from my house had been.

His room was kind of the opposite of mine. There was nothing pink and frilly about it. There were framed jerseys on the wall and a display case full of the trophies and medals he had won. Call me a sucker but those symbols of his masculinity kind of turned me on. I wished now that I had paid more attention to his exploits in high school but I just wasn’t into the whole sports thing. That could have been so much fun, especially if I was like a cheerleader or something, jumping around in that little skirt, waving my pompoms while watching my boyfriend lead the team to victory. There could have been so much celebratory sex.

“I like your room,” I commented as I looked though his trophy case.

“Thanks. It’s cleaner than usual because I haven’t been home that long. Come see it in a couple of months,” he said with a laugh.

“I hope I get the chance,” I said.

“Careful what you wish for. I know how much chicks hate a messy room.”

“Oh, I’m not always the typical chick. I might surprise you sometimes with what I do,” I said.

“I totally believe that,” said Todd as we sat on the edge of his bed. “I was totally surprised when you told me you were a virgin.”

“Why? Because I’m such a whore now?” I joked.

“No, because you’re so gorgeous and sexy and fun to be with. If you’re not a Mormon or planning to be a nun or something I can’t imagine what you were waiting for.”

“I don’t know...maybe I was just waiting for the right guy to come along and take my virginity,” I said as I leaned towards him a bit and gave him a kiss on the lips.

“I don’t know what I did to earn that honor but I’m glad you bestowed it upon me.”

“Me too. That was a first time I’ll always remember,” I said. “So what was your first time like?”

“Really? You want to hear me talking about other girls I’ve been with?” asked Todd.

“Sure, I know you were popular in high school, and I know you’ve been with Kaitlin. I’m cool with all of that,” I said.

“Well there was this chick named Kathy McDonald who had gone to this really strict religious school. I mean it was no contact with boys at any time. When she transferred to my school she couldn’t wait to get laid. She had secretly been watching porn her whole life so she thought that was how normal girls were suppose to act. I’d fooled around a lot, kissing and doing hand stuff but I hadn’t actually fucked anyone yet but I went on a date with her and she was all over me and that was that. She made a man of me that night,” said Todd with a grin.

It had been incredibly hard not to burst out laughing as he told his story but I finally had confirmation that the rumors about Kathy McDonald had been true. (And Kathy, if you’re reading this, no slut shaming here. You go girl!)

“So I take it the relationship didn’t last?”

“No, she was just looking for sex.”

“The hussy,” I joked.

“She was a really sweet girl too, she just had been denied all the normal experiences people usually go through growing up so I guess she wanted to make up for lost time.”

“I can relate to that,” I said.

“So I take it you’ve had other partners now,” said Todd.

“Yeah, I really like sex.”

“That’s totally cool. It actually makes me feel better because I’ve been such a slut in my life. I don’t have any fantasy about marrying a virgin or wanting to be the only guy a girl has ever been with. Sex is just a number until you find someone you want to settle down with. It’s sort of like training for a sport. You practice and practice and try to get better at it but it’s what you do on the field that counts,” said Todd as he returned my kiss, which was deeper and lasted longer and caused us to fall over on the bed.

It was kind of a long slow process of foreplay as we rolled around and really explored each other’s bodies. Along the line articles of clothing would be removed and that would open up a new avenue until we were both totally naked.

I had such a crush on Todd I think I actually ached for him. I’d never had that feeling about anyone before and it blew my mind. I certainly knew my roommates better than I knew Todd, and I enjoyed having sex with both of them, but there wasn’t the same chemistry between us. We were friends with benefits or something like that but it was different with Todd. I thought about him all the time. I got all excited whenever I got an email from him, even if the message was just mundane. It was the idea that he was thinking of me too.

When I pulled my legs back and he finally entered me that night I felt so lucky. Not only that I had been allowed to discover what being female was like but that I had found a guy who had opened up this whole part of my being that had never existed before. I knew it was crazy to get too carried away. I wasn’t sure whether I would even be able to just remain a girl after the summer, although I was certainly giving that some heavy thought. And there was no reason to think that the first guy I ever had a crush on would somehow turn out to be the great love of my life but feeling him inside me did things to my brain. I saw this whole new future in front of me. One that I had never thought about or dreamed of or even imagined being possible growing up as a boy.

It was a fantastic fuck and I really wanted to stay but I wasn’t ready to spring that on my parents. Obviously I was an adult and I could spend the night with a man but this was the first time they had ever known me to even go on a date. I’m sure the thought that their little boy had grown into a mature woman was quite a shock to the system so I reluctantly put my clothes back on and went home at a fairly decent hour. One step at a time I figured. If I ever did get married I’d want my dad to walk me down the aisle so it seemed prudent to build to that moment in easy stages.


CHAPTER 14:

Did I want to remain female forever? The easy answer was yes. Everything about my life seemed better as Wendy, and not just the sex, although the sex probably was a big part of it. I felt like I had found myself at last. Found my true voice, even if it was a bit higher pitched than I was used to.

I liked being a daughter more than being a son, even if it meant that I was subjected to different rules and standards. My dad had given me a pack of condoms probably hoping that it would motivate me to use them. My mom had taken me to the doctor to get birth control pills probably hoping that I wouldn’t need them. Either way they had been pragmatic and concerned for my well-being. It was probably better that I was dealing with my mom about intimate things like having periods or using a douche or seeing a gynecologist. The plumbing was so much more complicated and my mother had this shit down. I couldn’t imagine my dad trying to cope with that stuff.

Todd added a new wrinkle to the equation. I was pretty sure that he wanted me to be his girlfriend but I didn’t know how one went about declaring that exactly. It wasn’t like getting engaged where there was this whole rigmarole involving rings and finding the perfect moment and all of that. Did people just start going out with somebody and then realize somewhere down the line that they were going out together all the time or was there some point where someone suggested that we should “go steady” if anybody actually ever still used that expression these days.

I had gone out of state for college partly because I wanted a school that had a good reputation for studying literature and the arts and partly because I wanted a taste of adventure. I had been kind of hoping that maybe college far from home would be a new start for me and that I’d come out of my shell and be this whole new person but ultimately I was the same person as before, just suffering through the butter cold and dreaming of the California sunshine I had left behind. It wasn’t the big endless orgy I had kind of fantasized about until I started taking those pills and becoming Wendy again. Wendy had no trouble finding fun and excitement and I liked that little swagger in my step that I had, although I was still trying to learn how to walk in heels without doing a face plant.

If I went back to school as Wendell I knew I would need a boatload of pills to make it through the semester and I knew that I’d be pining away for Todd and worried that he’d find someone else in the meantime. He was still this big jock guy in college and I’m sure just as popular with the ladies as he had been in high school.

Even though he lived on campus Todd had stayed closer to home and I wondered how difficult it would be to transfer to his school, or at least one in the general area. I decided to look up the transfer process and was relieved that I still had time to get my application in if I really wanted to make that big move.

I won’t lie, the thought of going to school with Todd again, now that I was in a position to really reap the benefits, was incredibly appealing. I wanted to cheer on his athletic achievements in person and keep all those other coed bitches away from him. I had been jealous of him in high school but now I wanted other girls to be jealous of me because I had him.

As far as the legal issues were concerned that was a trickier matter. The political climate was not LGBTQ+ friendly and trans people had been especially targeted for hate and scorn. I could just stop taking the pills and remain female but I couldn’t very well go through life with Wendell Camby on my driver’s license. Fortunately my mom had worked in the legal profession so she might be able to hook me up with a lawyer who could handle all of that but it would probably be expensive and I didn’t know how my parents would react to me making the change permanent.

And then there was the question of what to tell Todd or not tell him. Up until now it hadn’t seemed necessary to reveal my secret. When I met him I was only planning on being a girl for two weeks. When I came back I was only planning on being a girl for three months. Now I was thinking about moving back home and becoming his steady girlfriend, with all that that could lead to in the future. At some point my past was bound to catch up with me so I figured it was better for me to get out in front of the situation as quickly as possible.

One thing I can say for Wendy was that she had more balls than Wendell ever did. That point had been made abundantly clear. I was just stronger as a woman. Not exactly fearless but my need to be feminine motivated me in ways that I could never have imagined. I was willing to fight for what I wanted and what I wanted most was to be a woman.

My parents would have to be told. Wheels would have to be put into motion. Papers would have to be signed and documents transmitted. And Todd would have to discover that he had been sticking his dick in a guy he used to go to high school with. That could end my schoolgirl crush in the blink of an eye but if I truly wanted to be a woman I was just going to have to man up and face the music.


CHAPTER 15:

I wasn’t a totally fierce lioness yet so I broached the subject of transition with my mother first. She was prudent, and practical, and tried to warn me about all the ways that being a woman could suck but I wasn’t scared off, which I think was the point. I hadn’t even had my first period yet so I still had a lot to learn but I was up for some on the job training.

She said she would look into the legal aspects for me and make a few calls and then if I was still hell bent on doing this thing she would gently break the news to my dad. It honestly couldn’t have gone much better. Now I just had to hope that things with Todd didn’t go sideways. The only time I wanted things to blow up in my face with him was when he was blasting a big load of cum all over me.

Kaitlin gave me a big hug and two thumbs up when she heard about the plan I had put into motion. She had known this was right for me before I even did and I was pleased to tell her how right she had been and to thank her for making it all possible.

“You would have figured it out eventually baby, all I did was give you a little nudge,” said Kaitlin. “And honestly I didn’t know for certain that you would take to it so quickly or so enthusiastically but I think getting stuffed with some big hard dick probably helped pave the way. Especially the big hard dick that belongs to a certain athletic young gentleman we both know.”

“Yeah, I’ve got it for him bad,” I said with a laugh. “I’ve never been in love with anyone before so I’m constantly afraid that I’m going to screw it up somehow.”

“Honey, it’s hard to screw it up if you’re doing what your heart tells you is right. Things just happen. The timing isn’t right or the guy you thought was Prince Charming turns out to be a dirt bag, or you meet someone else. That’s just the way relationships go sometimes. And it’s a two-way street so you may be totally happy with what you’ve got but he might want something else. You hang your heart out there and you hope for the best.”

“Right now I\m just hoping that he doesn’t beat the crap out of me because I’m planning to tell him my whole story,” I said.

“Well I don’t think he’s likely to get physically violent but if you’re really worried you could always do it in a public place,” Kaitlin suggested. “Or at least have an exit strategy.”

“In some ways getting punched in the face would be less painful than having my heart ripped out and stomped on,” I said.

“Somehow I doubt if that’s true, plus you have such a pretty face, you don’t want anything to mess with that.”

I knew how I planned to spring the surprise on him. I had noticed his high school yearbooks, which of course were my high school yearbooks too, on a shelf in his room. I decided that I would ask him to show me some pictures from his senior year and if I could muster the courage I would tell him then about my high school experiences.

His picture was all over the damn book, as I knew it was, but there was at least one picture of me and I planned to show it to him.

“Look baby, I don’t know how you’re going to take this but I have something really important to tell you and I don’t think I can wait any longer,” I said.

“Well you said you were on the pill so I assume it’s not that,” Todd joked.

“No, but it’s still kind of a bombshell and you may not like it,” I warned him.

“So what’s the big bombshell?” he asked.

“Do you remember a guy from high school named Wendell Camby?” I asked.

“Not really. Is that a relative of yours or something?”

“No baby, it’s me, or it was me back then,” I said as I showed him my class picture.

“Fuck...he does look like you...I mean, obviously not exactly like you but I can still see the resemblance.”

“Yeah, my tits are a lot bigger now and you had no reason to particularly remember me, I kind of went out of my way to be inconspicuous,” I said.

“So you were a guy back in high school but you’re a girl now? How did that happen?” asked Todd.

“It was Kaitlin’s doing mostly. She invited me to spend Spring Break with her at the beach house and gave me this pill that turned me female,” I explained.

“Why did she want you to be female?”

“I used to pretend to be a girl sometimes when we were kids and I think she knew that there was something more to it than just dressing up,” I said. “And she was totally right. Those two weeks changed my whole life, and you were a big part of it too. You unlocked something in me, or unleashed it, or whatever you want to call it that made me realize that I was meant to be a woman.”

“Why didn’t you tell me sooner?” Todd inquired.

“I didn’t think it would matter. After Spring Break I was going back to my college and figured that I’d probably never be female again. You rocked my world and gave me a memory I would cherish forever and I didn’t want to take a chance on ruining that. Then I decided to come home for the summer and be female again and you just kept on rocking my world. I knew that I was in love with you and wanted to be with you as much as possible so I decided that this was the person I wanted to be for the rest of my life. I don’t know how or if I figure into your future plans but I knew you had to know my whole story, and if you never want to see me again I won’t blame you in the slightest,” I said, feeling a tear running down my cheek.

“Oh baby, that just makes me want you all the more. I know a lot of things must have gone into making that decision but it’s pretty damn flattering to think that I helped fuck the manhood out of you,” he said with a chuckle.

“You so did darling. You fucked it out of me once and for all.”

“Glad I could help,” he said with a grin. “I’m always available if you need a reminder that you prefer being a chick.”

“Honey I hope you keep reminding me of that for a long, long time...starting with right now.”

There was no real foreplay this time. We just ripped each other’s clothes off and then Todd grabbed me and hoisted me up so that I had to wrap my legs around his back and my arms around his neck to keep from falling. A moment later his cock was inside me and he was bouncing me up and down while I clung to him for dear life. As precarious as it was to be lifted like that I felt safe and secure in his strong arms and I had a feeling that I would always feel that way whether we were fornicating or not.

My mom knew that I might not be coming home that night so we spent an incredible evening that almost stretched into morning making love and reminiscing about high school and making plans for our immediate future. I knew I was incredibly lucky about so many things. Lucky to have discovered my true nature. Lucky to have met a terrific guy so quickly. Lucky that parents didn’t disown me. With the kind of streak I was on I thought I should probably head to Vegas but I was too snug in bed with my lover to want to be anywhere else.


CHAPTER 16:

My lucky streak continued when my application for college transfer was approved and my mother helped me to start the process of officially becoming Wendy Camby. Todd took me for a tour of my new campus and I loved it so much I wondered why I had ever gone so far away from home, although the fact that I loved the tour guide so much probably contributed to my overall favorable view of the institution.

Todd was already rooming with some guys from his team and I didn’t want to interfere with that so I lodged in a female dorm with some great new roommates named Cassie, Dawn and Heather although I was kind of sad to be leaving Sal and Jerry behind.

Incredibly I actually did become a cheerleader and lived my daydream fantasies about what life might have been like in high school had I been a girl. I even got my parents to come to some of Todd’s games and the four of us would go out to dinner afterwards. In a lot of ways I think Todd was kind of the son that my father secretly always wished I had been, which actually made things a lot easier for me. He was sort of getting the best of both worlds because he had a happy little princess for a daughter who seemed to have picked a potential mate that he approved of.

We never did make any kind of formal declaration of the nature of our relationship until Todd popped the question shortly after graduation. We just wanted to be together as much as possible so the need to slap a label on the thing never seemed to matter until I was changing my name again to Wendy Watson. Has a nice ring to it, don’t you think?

Naturally Kaitlin was my Maid of Honor, and Julie and Max were among my bridesmaids, along with my roommates which created a nice mix of my old female friends and my new ones. And my father seemed quite proud to escort me down the aisle.

I was happy to be home in Sunny Southern California starting a new life with the man I loved, but ironically it was the frigid weather back east that had set the wheels in motion to make all of that possible. I was so cold and the beach house looked so inviting that I was willing to trade my manhood temporarily for two weeks of  sunshine. Little did I know that it was the best decision I ever made in my life.


AUTHOR’S NOTES:

This was one of those odd situations where I was finishing up the book that I thought would be my next release and suddenly got inspired to start a whole new one largely because I was freezing my ass off and thinking about how much I couldn’t wait for the warmer weather of spring. It made me think, what would a person do for a little sunshine? Change their gender if they thought it was only temporary? Obviously in the creative world of Stacey Zackerly that sort of thing is entirely possible. If you’re going to hit the beach who wouldn’t want to do it in a hot bikini? And if you happen to attract some sexy guys while you’re flaunting your body in the sun why not take advantage of the opportunity to find out what it’s like to go to bed with them? In my mind it’s not only possible it’s completely logical. Hopefully you think so too.


SOCIAL MEDIA

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

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

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

http://staceyzackerly.blogspot.com

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

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


NEW VIDEOS!

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

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

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