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CHAPTER 1:

“I have a really, really, really, big favor to ask you Jerry.”

“I’ll do it,” I replied without hesitation.

“You don’t even know what it is,” my friend Joan said with a laugh.

“Doesn’t matter. I owe you big time for that thing you did for me and you know that you can always talk me into anything anyway,” I said with a shrug. “I don’t have a lot of willpower.”

“That’s not true...well...maybe it is true, but you should probably hear what I’m going to ask before you agree so quickly.”

“As long as it doesn’t involve physically harming anyone or committing any serious crimes I’m in.”

“Okay then. The boys will be here to pick us up at seven o’clock on New Year’s Eve,” said Joan casually.

“Huh? What boys, for what?” I stammered.

“Well, there’s this really cute guy Chris that wants to take me to a very swanky New Year’s Eve party but there’s a catch. He’s got this buddy who was his college roommate or something, and he’s going to be in town, and Chris doesn’t want to go without him so I agreed that we’d double date,” Joan sort of explained.

“Double date? We? You lost me there somewhere,” I said.

“It’s like this, sweetie. I’ve got these gender swapping pills, and don’t ask where I got them, and you’re going to pop one on New Year’s Eve and go as Andy’s date to the party.”

“Andy being the roommate guy from out-of-town I assume.”

“That’s right.”

“No...fucking...way.”

“You already agreed,” Joan pointed out.

“But how could I have known that you’d have such a crazy plan?” I whined. “To begin with why me instead of one of your actual female friends?”

“On this short notice? On New Year’s Eve? Are you nuts? It’s just luck that I happened to have these pills or I’d be totally screwed.

“How do you know I don’t have plans?” I asked.

“Because I know you and I know that your plan is to sit at home feeling bored and lonely while you watch that stupid ball thing dropping in Times Square on TV like you do every year.”

“Fair enough. But you’re forgetting one big thing.”

“What’s that?”

“I’m a man and I’m not gay. How in the hell do you expect me to go on a date with some other man?”

“But you won’t be a man that night, you’ll be a woman, and I’ve already told Chris to tell Andy that you’re a lesbian so he shouldn’t expect anything.”

“Then why would he want to go on a date with me if he thinks I’m a lesbian?”

“It’s just to have someone to walk in with. We’re all going to have dinner at a really nice restaurant before the party and nobody wants to be the third wheel. From what I understand he’s quite the ladies man and will probably ditch you as soon as we get to the party so that he can go hit on chicks.”

“Then what am I supposed to do?”

“Drink a lot...check out all the eye candy...wear a silly hat and crank your noisemaker around at midnight. Shit, there will probably be some gay girls at the party...maybe you’ll get lucky as a lesbian,” Joan suggested. “The main thing is you’ll be out of the house, with people, at a party. It’ll be good for you. You shouldn’t be so antisocial.”

“I’m not antisocial I’m just shy.”

“Whatever. Look at it as an adventure, or a unique experience at any rate. For a few hours you will live as a member of the opposite sex and see what it’s like. I’ve been a girl my whole life and I don’t have a problem with it. You should be able to stand it for a few fucking hours.”

“Okay, okay, don’t get all riled up. I said I’d do it and I’m a man of my word.”

“Or maybe you should say woman of your word, just to get used to the idea,” Joan teased.

“Don’t push it.”

“Terrific. Everything’s taken care of already. I’ve got the outfit you’re going to wear, I’ll do your hair and makeup, and the guys will be paying for everything.”

“Well, I like that part of it.”

“I thought you might,” Joan said with a chuckle. “You see...being a girl isn’t all bad. And who knows? If you loosen up a little you might even have a good time.”

“It will take a lot of drinks to get me even close to loose enough.”

“Well, if that’s what it takes…”

Joan was a platonic friend of mine. An incredibly good friend who I had practically grown up with. I suppose she was really more like a sister, which may be why we had remained platonic friends all these years and never even tried dating just to see what would happen. That was okay because girlfriends kind of came and went through my life but a girl like Joan, who was actually a real friend, was a pretty rare thing.

She had come through for me more times than I could count and I was happy to be able to return a favor, although I sure as hell wasn’t happy about what that was going to cost me. While it might truly be an adventure or an experience, as she suggested, it was also going to be the most emasculating thing I had ever done.

As a heterosexual male the idea of putting on a dress and going to a party as some dude’s date, even if it was a fake date and I was pretending to be a lesbian so no sex would be expected, was a pretty embarrassing thought. Fortunately nobody but Joan would ever know that I did it, and since I was doing it as a favor to her she wasn’t likely to rub my face in it later.

I tried to look on the bright side and thought that just maybe I’d actually have a chance to get laid. Not with Andy, of course, but with some other woman. There were bound to be lesbians at that party, and being a girl I might just get lucky and have one hit on me, if that pill made me at all attractive. I completely sucked at hitting on women and never had a good opening line, and usually didn’t have the balls to try one anyway but maybe if I could throw off some “I really like girls” vibe at the party some bean-licker would take notice and offer a quickie in the bathroom or something. I knew that was a total long shot but at least it gave me something to justify my going in my own mind.

It would be nice to actually go out on a holiday for a change but kind of pathetic that I had to change my gender to accomplish that. In any case, like Joan said, it was just for a few hours. I could certainly suck it up that long to repay a debt to a friend...although I would never agree to do Joan a favor again without asking first what was involved.


CHAPTER 2:

I had to take one of those pills the day before the big event just so that we could see if the clothes Joan was providing me would fit all right. We weren’t going to bother with the hair and makeup stuff but I needed to try the outfit on.

The pill worked like a charm. I took it and lay down as the instructions suggested and a few moments later I basically passed out. Maybe not completely, or maybe I was having some weird dreams, but I sort of felt my body re-configuring itself, inside and out. When I was clear headed again Joan told me I had been out for about two minutes and that the process was fascinating to watch.

“Glad you enjoyed it,” I quipped sarcastically. “Oh, fuck! Is that what I sound like?”

“You sound cute. And you look cute too. Really cute. If I was a lesbian I would totally want to do you,” Joan joked.

I knew she was kidding but it was kind of strange hearing her talk about wanting to have sex with me. There were many times over the years where I definitely wished that we could drop the whole platonic thing, even just for a night, because Joan was a fine-looking woman. It had been a dream of mine to see her naked sometime but apparently she was going to see me in the buff first as she made me strip completely.

It was funny but I didn’t feel shy about getting naked in this new body, which I hadn’t even seen yet. Joan wouldn’t let me look in the mirror until I had my dress on, but first I had to deal with the stuff underneath.

The panties felt amazingly nice. Of course there wasn’t much there to feel because Joan had provided me with a thong, I guess you would call it, which just had these little straps on the side and not much material covering the front and back. Even so I had to admit that it was comfortable not dealing with having to stuff my package into some shorts. I wasn’t hung like a porn star but even an average cock and balls takes up a fair amount of room in the crotch of your pants and you’re always kind of shifting around to get the adjustment right. With a pussy and panties it was no nonsense, or so I thought until I later discovered how the thong would keep riding up the crack of my ass.

The bra was probably the trade off. The thing had to be fairly sturdy, I guess, in order to supply the required support, but it was strange having that kind of rig strapped to my chest. Even without a mirror I could see that I had a fairly ample bosom so presumably I needed all the support I could get.

The dress was kind of short, kind of low cut, and very slinky. I’d never worn anything with a silky fabric like that and it felt great against my skin, especially when I moved around. Joan gave me a crash course in how to sit in a short dress so that I wouldn’t be flashing my panties all night long and I appreciated the advice. It also made me suddenly realize that I was probably in way over my head.

I didn’t know a rat’s ass about how to act like a woman. I didn’t want to go mincing around like some drag queen but I didn’t want to come across as totally butch, even if I was pretending to be a lesbian. I didn’t have pockets to stick my hands in, for one thing, and Joan handed me this damn purse that I felt certain I would set down and forget at some point.

The last major item on the list were the shoes, and they looked intimidating, even if they didn’t have very high heels. I just wasn’t used to wearing shoes that didn’t have laces. After walking around the room a few times I relaxed a little as it wasn’t as hard to do as I had feared. I’d never thought about it but Joan explained that wearing heels caused your lower back to arch slightly, pushing your pelvis forward and lifting your butt making it look more perky. It also made your hips sway more when you walked. It was all news to me but I could see that she was right.

Fortunately everything fit just fine and I was finally allowed to see myself in the mirror. My jaw literally dropped in amazement. You just can’t imagine how weird it is to look at yourself and see someone who totally isn’t you. Maybe if you had some really elaborate Halloween costume with a mask or something you’d get that sensation, but this was just me in the flesh, and showing quite a bit of that flesh in the dress Joan had chosen for me.

“So...what do you think?” asked Joan hopefully. “Of course you can’t get the whole effect until we do your hair and makeup but what’s your first impression?”

“Well, like you said...if I were a lesbian I would totally want to do me,” I joked.

“But you are a lesbian, honey, at least a temporary one. You should do you.”

“What do you mean?”

Joan grinned a wicked grin and went to her dresser and produced an unmarked cardboard box. When she opened the lid I saw a big pink dildo inside.

“I got you a little gift for being such a good sport. I know you’re going to want to touch yourself, don’t bother trying to argue with me, and you definitely, definitely should. This will make it very nice for you to experiment with your new equipment,” said Joan.

“Okay...but when am I supposed to use this?” I asked.

“Well you can take it home and use it tonight, if you want. I’m giving you the whole bottle of pills so you can change back and forth as much as you need to. Or you can try it right now, if you want, and I can show you how it works,” Joan volunteered.

Things had definitely taken a turn to the surreal I thought. As if it wasn’t weird enough that I had been turned into a girl, or that my platonic female friend had given me a pink dildo, now we were talking about me masturbating in front of her while she gave out pointers.

“You mean like get naked in front of you right now?” I asked for clarification.

“I’ve already seen you naked and there’s nothing you’ve got that I don’t have,” she shot back.

“But you haven’t seen me shoving a pink dildo up my snatch,” I pointed out.

“Oh, good grief! If that’s what you think masturbating is then you definitely need some instruction. Take that dress off and hang it up over there, we don’t want to get it all wrinkly.”

I did as I was told and got on the bed in my bra and panties as Joan took the dildo out of the box and climbed on the bed next to me. It was thrilling to be this close to her on a bed, even if I didn’t have a penis at the moment.

“Okay the thing vibrates but you can have a lot of fun without even turning it on,” said Joan as she showed me the various settings. “And you don’t just shove it up your snatch...well...unless you’re super horny and in a big hurry to get off. You take your time and work your way around. Here, let’s get these off of you so I can show you what I’m talking about.”

Before I knew it Joan had pulled my panties off and was rubbing the dildo around the folds of my pussy and then up and down my slit. I guess I always kind of foolishly thought that the vagina was basically a hole you stuck your dick in but I could see now that it was more like a flower with various petals. After a while it was a flower on a dewy morning because I could feel myself getting kind of wet.

“That feels good doesn’t it?” said Joan softly as she continued to demonstrate proper dildo technique. “Okay, I think it’s time to slip it inside you. It comes with a bottle of lube but you seem to be doing the job yourself.”

Very gently Joan pressed the tip of the vibrator up against the opening to my pussy and then slowly slid it in. I let out an enormous moan as I felt each inch sliding deeper and deeper into my box.

“Oh, my God,” I groaned. “Oh, my God! Oh...oh...oh, yes!”

“Somebody likes her new toy,” Joan said with a grin. “Now let’s flip the switch, shall we?”

She didn’t wait for a reply and simply turned the vibrator on. I was pretty sure it was the lowest setting but it might as well have been a stick of dynamite being ignited in my cunt.

“I think I could get to like this,” I gasped.

“I think you already do,” Joan replied.

It was so incredibly sexy to be getting off in front of Joan in a way that I knew it never would have been if I was just standing there jerking off my dick. We were sharing the experience and it was like Joan was initiating me into the mysteries of womanhood. Of course I hadn’t really masturbated at all yet as Joan had done all the work so far, which I guess was sort of the girly equivalent of a hand job or something.

As she turned up the speed, and I got more and more turned on, I suddenly reached out and put my hands on her upper torso. She leaned down and gave me a little kiss and I thought my body would crumble to dust.

“You look so pretty and so happy right now,” she commented with a smile.

“I am...well, happy that is. I don’t want to sound vain,” I replied.

“That’s alright, sweetie, we’re all a little vain. Right or wrong women are obsessed with their appearance.”

“I think you look really pretty too,” I added.

“See? You’re a natural lesbian at heart. You’ll be a smash at the party,” Joan said teasingly.

The party. That’s right. Tomorrow I was going to go to a big New Year’s Eve party wearing that hot dress and heels. That seemed like a lot of work. It was much easier to just lay on my back and have my good friend play with my pussy, but a promise is a promise and since I was willing to do this I might as well go and have a few drinks. It wasn’t so bad wearing a dress and I certainly didn’t feel like a man in drag. The only big challenge was the fact that I’d be going on a date with a man, but how big a deal was that really?


CHAPTER 3:

With my hair and makeup skillfully applied by Joan, and with the addition of a few accessories, I felt like a real knockout. All that cosmetic stuff always seemed like such a hassle, and I was glad that I didn’t have to deal with it, but seeing the results I could understand why girls went to all the fuss and bother.

“You look just gorgeous sweetie,” Joan pronounced once I was declared ready to roll.

“So do you,” I replied sincerely.

“Andy is going to be seriously impressed by this blind date, I can tell you that.”

“But he knows I’m not...I mean...he thinks I’m…”

“Relax, honey. He thinks you play for the other team but you’re his escort for the evening and I’m sure he’ll enjoy having such a hot piece of eye candy on his arm.”

Escort sounded sort of like prostitute, but I guess what I was doing was sort of in that ballpark, even if it didn’t involve sex. I was there to be an object to be admired by a man while he paid for everything. He probably didn’t expect too much from me in the way of conversation, which was fine, because I had no idea how to make small talk with a man when I wasn’t one. Maybe that sounds crazy but I could feel the difference. I definitely was not in “bro” mode. I felt very, very feminine.

I also have to admit that wearing these clothes was a kinky thrill. I mentioned before how nice the fabric felt against my skin but it was more than that. I had never once fantasized about wearing women’s clothes before but I could see now why some men did. I just looked and felt fantastic and my own body was turning me on.

As seven o’clock approached I got serious butterflies in my stomach but there was no turning back at that point. Soon the doorbell rang and two rather attractive men entered Joan’s apartment. I could certainly see why she was so anxious to go out with Chris as he looked sort of like one of those actors on a soap opera that played a romantic lead. This was Los Angeles so he might very well have been an actor for all I knew.

Andy was no slouch in the looks department either but he had more of an athletic build. It was hard to tell, since he was wearing a nice suit, but he had the look of a guy who probably worked out a lot. They were both the kind of men that would have made me feel totally bummed out as competition but tonight I wasn’t competing with the boys so I didn’t have to worry about that. I just had to make sure that I didn’t trip in my heels and fall flat on my face. I had planned to do a lot of drinking but maybe it would be wise to pace myself. I was wobbly enough on my feet already.

After introductions Andy gave me a quick kiss on the cheek and complimented my appearance rather more than was probably necessary but I didn’t mind too much. It was funny thinking that a guy was looking me over and judging me, appraising me I suppose you could say, but that’s what I would have done in his place so I took no offense from it. I was trying my best to look nice and it was reassuring to get some positive feedback for it.

We went to the restaurant in separate cars, I suppose so that Chris and Joan could cut out early if things went really well between them and I suddenly worried about what would happen to me if Andy got lucky and picked up some chick at the party. I couldn’t very well ask them for a ride home so perhaps I’d have to call an Uber or something, although I couldn’t imagine how long the wait might be on New Year’s Eve.

The conversation on the way to the restaurant was nothing too demanding. It was basically a get-to-know-a-little-about-each-other kind of thing. I didn’t bother trying to make up some elaborate story so I just told the truth about my life without explaining that I usually lived it as a man.

Andy was surprisingly relaxed and comfortable. I was never comfortable around a woman, except Joan, and I was impressed by how much confidence he exuded. Confidence was definitely not my strong suit, especially in a dating situation. I suppose Andy had what people today refer to as BDE, or big dick energy. I had no idea what the size of his penis was but the expression generally meant a man who had some swagger but was cool about it, not a toxic male asshole. Hell, he probably did have a big dick. Some men just had all the luck.

It was hard not to like Andy. He was charming and witty and very easy to talk to. He was the kind of guy you could have a beer with and shoot the shit, even though you had just met.

“Hey, if this is way too personal just let me know, but I thought we should get it out in the open while we’re alone. You really don’t dig men at all? I mean, sexually?” asked Andy.

“Ah...no, that’s not my thing,” I replied truthfully.

“Damn, that’s a shame. I mean for men, not for you. I imagine it must be kind of a drag getting hit on all the time by guys when you’re not in the market for that sort of thing.”

“Well you can’t blame a guy for trying,” I joked.

“That’s a very healthy attitude coming from such a hot-looking chick. I’m afraid not all of your sisters share that point of view,” Andy chuckled.

“Well some women are just bitches,” I griped, speaking from personal experience. “Society expects a man to be the aggressor and make the first move but some women act like you’ve just insulted their mother or trampled on the American flag by simply offering to buy them a drink.”

“Wow, you really do understand the male perspective,” Andy commented.

“Maybe I’m a bull dyke,” I joked.

“I find that very hard to believe,” said Andy, laughing out loud. “You seem more like a lipstick lesbian.”

“You seem to know a lot about lesbians for a straight guy,” I pointed out.

“Not really. I just know that I enjoy watching two women go at it in a video.”

“Join the club,” I said, joining in his laughter.

“Why do you suppose so many men get off on that?” asked Andy.

“What’s not to like? Women are hot and sexy and you don’t have to look at any dicks while they’re getting it on,” I said.

“Good point. And you can understand that I might not want to look at a dick but it’s kind of a shame that you don’t. Again, speaking from a man’s point of view.”

“At least we’re clear on that. It’s nothing personal I assure you. I’m sure you have a lovely big dick that would make most women swoon but I just prefer boobs and snatch,” I said playfully.

“Well at least we have that in common.”

It was funny talking about sex with Andy, not because I didn’t talk about sex with guys all the time but because I was being basically honest while in the middle of a giant deception. I liked boobs and snatch because I was a man, but he thought I was a lesbian. It was actually much easier to pass myself off as a gay girl than I had thought it would be.

Conversation at the restaurant was much less NSFW but it did seem like Andy was kind of flirting with me. I wasn’t sure exactly how to tell when a man was flirting with me but I got that definite impression. He laughed at all my jokes, even the ones that weren’t that funny, he took every chance to say something nice about me, and he made a hell of a lot of eye contact. It didn’t make any sense to me since he knew he was wasting his time, but I enjoyed the flattery and the attention. It was kind of fun to be on the receiving end of that for a change.

The party was held in a very elegant ballroom at the top of a tall hotel building downtown and the view was spectacular. Being LA the weather was quite mild, even though it was late December, so I didn’t feel chilly at all standing out on the open observation deck watching the lights twinkle below.

“So I guess you’re going to go off and mingle with all the pretty little things around here,” I joked as Andy and I enjoyed a glass of champagne as we took in the view together.

“You’re the prettiest little thing I’ve seen so far and I can’t imagine being anything but disappointed by trying my luck with someone else,” Andy replied.

“But you know I don’t...I mean...I’m not….”

“Unless you want to go hunting for a pretty little thing for yourself. I don’t want to get in the way of your fun, but I brought you as my date and I can’t think of anyone more charming and enchanting to spend the evening with.”

“Gosh,” I said, sounding like a bumpkin as I felt a lump in my throat.

So I spent the whole party hanging out with Andy...and had a hell of a good time. He always made sure I had another drink if I wanted one, and focused his attention on me. We even danced together a little and I was proud of myself for staying on my feet. When we slow danced and he held me tight I could feel my heart pounding. It was all just so wrong, and not at all what I had expected, but the party atmosphere, and the champagne, and the newness of everything got to me a little.

When midnight finally rolled around, and the big countdown concluded, I found myself throwing my arms around Andy’s neck and kissing him rather more passionately than one probably should have for a friendly New Year’s peck.

“Gosh,” said Andy with a big grin. “For a lesbian that was one hell of a kiss.”

“Well it is New Year’s and I am your date after all.”

“And you have had a fair amount of champagne,” Andy reminded me.

“Oh, I’m not drunk at all...just delightfully buzzed.”

“Glad to hear it. I’d hate to think I was taking advantage of you.”

“It was just one kiss.”

A moment later Andy had his arms around me and we were kissing again, just as enthusiastically as the first time.

“Now it’s two kisses. It’s not so bad kissing a guy is it?”

“No...it’s not too bad at all,” I said as I put my arms around his neck again and we resumed locking lips.


CHAPTER 4:

Somehow I ended up back at Andy’s hotel room. Joan and Chris had cut out pretty shortly after midnight but Andy and I had stayed and danced a little more and had a nice chat back on the observation deck before we went to his car and he invited me back to his room. Of course I shouldn’t have agreed because I didn’t want to give him the wrong impression, especially after all the kissing we had done at the party, but I was having such a good time I guess I just didn’t want it to end.

“So you’re telling me that was the first time you ever kissed a guy?” said Andy as we sat on the edge of the bed since there wasn’t really any kind of sofa in his room.

“Yup,” I replied.

“Not even like back in school when you were younger?”

“Nope.”

“So you always knew that you didn’t like boys.”

“I didn’t say that I didn’t like boys, I just never liked them in that way.”

“But you like kissing me?” Andy pressed.

“Yes...you’re a very good kisser,” I replied.

“So how do you know that you wouldn’t like doing anything else if you’ve never tried? Maybe I’m even better at other things,” said Andy as he put his arm around my waist.

He had a very good point that was hard to argue with. I obviously couldn’t tell him that I didn’t fool around with guys because I really was one myself so looking at it from the perspective that I was a girl who had never even kissed a boy before it made perfect sense to question how I could be so sure that I wouldn’t enjoy going to bed with a guy.

“You just see me as a challenge, don’t you? I know how guys think. You assume that a lesbian is just a girl who hasn’t had the right cock inside her,” I said, trying to lez my way out of the dilemma.

“Look, I have an idea. Why don’t we take this really slow and easy and see what happens? If it’s freaking you out too much we’ll stop, I promise, but don’t you owe it to yourself to try being with a man just once in your life?”

“Why?” I asked with a shaky voice.

“Because you might be missing something you’d really enjoy. Maybe you’re not a lesbian. Maybe you’re bi-sexual. It’s the perfect opportunity to experiment. No pressure. No expectations. I know you’re a virgin where men are concerned. I can be gentle,” said Any as he stroked my cheek with the back of his hand.

“How do we start?” I said nervously.

“Let’s get a little more comfortable, shall we?”

Andy had already taken his jacket off when we came in and now he stood up and removed his shirt. I was absolutely right about him as he was pretty jacked. I would have killed to have abs like his but I had the sinking feeling that it wasn’t just envy that made me admire his physique. I was actually kind of aroused by it.

He helped me take off my dress and then he took off his pants so we were down to our underwear. My skimpy little thong suddenly seemed to provide me even less protection than I imagined and I could see the very prominent bulge in his shorts.

We both resumed sitting on the edge of the bed and Andy kissed me, which felt somehow more intense now that we were partially undressed.

“Would you like to see my cock?” he asked very sweetly.

I just nodded yes in a sort of mechanical way and he indicated that I should pull his shorts down. That caused me to get on my knees on the floor in front of him. That simple act seemed highly erotic and somewhat appropriate. I had a feeling that I possessed a submissive streak that I wasn’t fully aware of.

When I pulled down his shorts his prick literally popped out in my face. I could definitely see where he got all that Big Dick Energy from. It wasn’t obscenely large but it was a hell of a tool to be working with. As it stood at attention in his lap I felt like I should salute it or something but instead I just stared at it and wondered why I thought it was kind of beautiful in a raw and primitive sort of way.

“Do you like it?” he asked.

“It’s very impressive,” I replied.

“Do you want to touch it?”

I didn’t reply, I simply wrapped my hand around his shaft. I could feel it twitching in my hand and was surprised at how warm it was. I knew that, didn’t I? I had certainly held my own dick in my hand many times but it never quite felt like this.

“I’m going to take your bra off now because I really want to see your tits,” said Andy as he reached behind me and unfastened the hooks.

He then pulled it away from my body with my assistance and it felt kind of nice to be free of the bindings.

“You have really beautiful breasts,” he commented as he cupped one of my boobs in his hand and gently squeezed it.

“Thanks,” I said, not knowing exactly how you replied to a comment like that.

Andy got on his knees on the middle of the bed and I joined him in the same position facing him. Now he went to work on both of my boobs and I loved the way he rubbed his fingers  back and forth with my nipples between them. There was no real harm in letting him cop a feel I figured, especially since it felt so nice. I would obviously have to call a halt to the proceedings before it got too serious but I was definitely having an adventure, as Joan had suggested I might, although she probably hadn’t pictured this exactly when she said it. Or maybe she had. Maybe she knew something about me that I didn’t know.

After some hugging and kissing and more boob squeezing Andy gently got me on my back and pulled off my panties. I was kind of embarrassed by how wet I was but I guess that was sort of the idea of the whole thing.

“Now I know you’ve probably had your pussy licked by expert lesbians who would put me to shame but I really want to go down on your sweet muff so try not to judge me too harshly,” he said with a grin before his head disappeared between m legs and my gash began to receive a yummy tongue bath.

So this was what a girl was feeling when I licked her pussy. Well, maybe not this exactly because Andy had some serious technique going on. I had no idea what a lesbian could do to top this but I found it hard to believe that it could be done much more expertly. When Andy started working on my clit I just lost it and busted a nut in his face, or whatever the female equivalent of that was.

A man had made me cum. Oh, well. There wasn’t anything I could do about that now. It was pretty obvious that I was loving what he was doing to me so there was no point in trying to pretend that I was bored or disinterested. The fatal flaw in my lesbian cover was that I wasn’t really a lesbian, I was a man who was temporarily transformed into a woman, and as a woman it probably wasn’t all that surprising that I enjoyed being with a man, especially one as attractive and talented and charming as Andy.

“I want you to fuck me Andy,” I said very softly.

“Are you sure?”

I once again just nodded yes and prepared myself for the shameful results. I wasn’t just about to be fucked by a man I had actually asked him to do it.

“Now I assume you’ve been penetrated before, I mean strap ons, dildos, whatever,” said Andy.

“Uh huh.”

“That’s good so you’ll know what to expect when I put my cock inside you.”

I had absolutely no idea what to expect but I could hardly explain that I had only used a dildo once in my life. Besides that a dildo seemed very tame and harmless compared to the raging hard on that was now dancing between my legs just a few inches from my slit. In a word I was terrified. I wondered if real girls were this scared when they were about to get their cherry popped and figured that they probably were. I also figured that most of them probably weren’t dealing with such a formidable cherry popper.

I was super wet from the cunnilingus so I’d at least be nicely lubricated but it still mystified me how anything that big could possibly fit inside me without causing massive damage.

“Here we go honey, just relax and enjoy it,” said Andy as he hovered over me and I felt the tip of his dick poke inside me.

Then, much like the way Joan had slid the vibrator into me, I felt more and more of his length plunging deeper and deeper inside. Only this wasn’t a pink piece of rubber it was part of a flesh and blood man and that blood was obviously pumping vigorously through his prick.

“Oh, my God…” I moaned, repeating what was fast becoming my favorite sex catch phrase. “Oh, my God Andy...you feel so...oh...oh you feel...oh, fuck…”

“What is it you feel baby?” asked Andy.

“I feel like a woman...and that feels wonderful!”


CHAPTER 5:

Andy was true to his word and fucked me very gently...until I asked him to do me harder. Even though I had just cum earlier I seemed to have no trouble doing it again in short order. That was a real treat but something I wasn’t prepared for mentally. Ejaculating meant the end of the main event for me usually, even if I tried to carry on a little longer if the girl still seemed to want some more attention. When my second orgasm hit I was in a state of sexual frenzy. The room was just kind of spinning around me and my head was full of fuzzy thoughts and I think my mouth was positively filthy but I don’t remember all of the details clearly.

What I do remember with crystal clarity was what a profoundly moving and almost spiritual experience it was when Andy finally put his load inside me. It must have been some kind of ancient maternal instinct thing that was hardwired into the female DNA.

With my pussy full of Andy’s sperm we cuddled up in the bed and I felt incredibly warm and secure lying in my lover’s embrace. I felt like I should pinch myself to be sure that it was all really happening but my nipples had been pinched enough earlier that I didn’t require any additional proof.

“So I take it it wasn’t all that bad,” said Andy.

“No, it was wonderful. You’ve made a believer out of me. I’ll never look at cock the same way again,” I joked.

“Well I’m not trying to crimp your style. I don’t imagine you’ll give up fucking girls just because of one good experience with a man.”

“No, probably not...but it was more than good, Andy...it was spectacular. The best sex I ever had,” I confessed truthfully.

“Are you telling me I fucked a gay girl straight?”

“I’m not saying that but a few more rounds like that and I might just be a convert.”

“A few more rounds? My dick is up to it but it’s pretty late honey. Shouldn’t we try to get some sleep?”

“I should probably be getting on home,” I said.

“Why?” asked Andy.

“No reason. Fuck it. I’m cozy right here.”

“Then just relax sweetheart and dream about all the nice hard cock you’re going to get tomorrow.”

“Okay,” I said with a genuine yawn.

Andy was so strong and masculine and I felt so soft and feminine and everything seemed right with the world. I wasn’t going to worry about the homosexual implications of what I had done, or the fact that Joan would know that I spent the night with Andy, or anything like that at all. I was just going to think about Andy’s big beautiful cock and how much I wanted to see it hard again.

I fell asleep rather quickly and when I woke up I was a bit confused and disoriented. For one thing I was alone in a bed in a strange hotel room and I had tits sticking out in front of me. I may not have gotten drunk on champagne but I had obviously put away a fair amount of booze and my head was paying the price for it now.

Suddenly it all came back to me. I had tits because I was a girl and I was in bed because that’s where I had fallen asleep after a man had fucked me and the room was that man’s room. Then the bathroom door opened and Andy strolled out as naked as a jaybird. Damn but he did have a hot body.

“I hope I didn’t wake you. I had to make some phone calls and check my messages this morning but I wanted to let you sleep. We can get room service if you’re hungry, said Andy as he came back over to the bed and sat on the side of it while he stroked my hair and gave me such a loving look of affection that I could feel my heart melting inside me.

“You didn’t wake me,” I said with a smile. “And I like seeing you walk around naked.”

“That’s high praise coming from a lesbian,” he joked.

“Probably a bi-girl from now on.”

I wondered if that was true. Once I took the pill again and returned to my normal male state would I still enjoy the thought of Andy’s nude body or would all of that disappear along with my perky boobs and shapely ass? That thought should have brought me comfort but for some reason it kind of made me sad. Andy was a really terrific guy and I had enjoyed every moment of being with him.

“I have to get back to work tomorrow so I’m flying out of here tonight but we can spend as much time together as possible if that’s something you’d be interested in. We can run by your place if you need to pick up a change of clothes or something,” said Andy.

“I don’t think I’ll need any clothes. Let’s just make love as much as we can,” I suggested dreamily.

“You know Chris warned me that you’d probably be some man hating dyke wearing a tuxedo and smoking cigars.”

“Afraid my tux was at the dry cleaners,” I joked.

“That’s okay, you looked great in that dress.”

“I can put it back on if you want,” I teased.

“No, no! You look even better this way.”

I grabbed Andy and pulled him next to me on the bed. As we were kissing he put two fingers in my mouth.

“Is that a hint that you want a BJ?” I asked as I pulled his fingers back out.

“Well every man always wants a BJ but I thought you might be interested in trying it...for educational purposes. You can’t totally judge how much you like having sex with a man until you’ve tried giving head.”

“That’s a very interesting approach you have there mister, but fortunately I happen to think you’re right,” I said as I grabbed his hand and put his fingers back in my mouth.

I proceeded to suck them as if I was giving a blowjob, not that I knew anything at all about giving blowjobs, but I had already decided that I wanted to suck Andy’s cock so I wasn’t upset with his less than subtle suggestion as much as I was disappointed that the surprise had been spoiled.

So far everything about being a girl had been a spectacular rush and Andy was absolutely the perfect guy for me to be with since he was kind and patient and thought my lack of experience was due to my being a lesbian. He was also the perfect guy for me because he was getting on a plane and flying away that night and I wouldn’t have to make up some lame excuse why I couldn’t see him again. Hopefully he would forget all about me soon, or maybe I’d be remembered when he bragged about how he turned a lesbian straight. In any case there were no strings attached or loose ends to tie up.

I had kissed and fucked and had my pussy licked so it seemed like this was probably the only chance I was ever going to get in life to find out what it was like to suck a cock and I couldn’t think of a better cock to be sucking, although I’d be less likely to gag on a smaller one.

“Okay, bear in mind that I have absolutely no skill at this so it’s probably going to be the worst BJ of your life,” I said as I scooted down on the bed and got between his legs.

“Honey, just looking at your beautiful lips wrapped around my cock is going to make it one of the best experiences I’ve ever had,” said Andy.

“Just remember that you said that because I’m going to hold you to it,” I grinned before I started to lick his dick from his balls to the tip and back down again.

“And you say you’ve never done this before?” said Andy with a hint of genuine skepticism in his voice.

“Scouts honor...Girl Scouts, of course, however honorable they are,” I replied as I continued to lick and kiss his pecker all over.

“I can’t help but get the feeling that I’m being hustled somehow,” said Andy with a laugh. “It’s hard to believe you’ve gone your whole life without ever fooling around with a guy before.”

“You’re right. This is where I overpower you and tie you to the bed while I steal your wallet,” I said.

“Don’t put kinky ideas in my head baby. I think I’d be pretty hard to overpower.”

“I know you would stud, so I’m just going to suck your cock like a good girl and leave your wallet alone.”

With that I opened my mouth and let a few inches of his manhood glide in along my tongue. It was so exciting I almost had an orgasm right there and then but I needed to concentrate on what I was doing. In hindsight what I probably needed to do was relax but in the heat of the moment I was cranked up and horny as hell. It was just the dirtiest, nastiest, kinkiest, thing I had ever done but at the same time I was doing it with a lot of compassionate affection. It was raw carnal lust, but I really liked Andy and I desperately wanted to please him. He was a total stranger to me yesterday but now it seemed very important to me that I make him happy. It was certainly more important than worrying about my own sexual gratification.

I didn’t even try to go deep on him so I focused more on head where the action was anyway. It was definitely an advantage to know what having a penis felt like because I could always fall back on the “when in doubt do what you would want done to you as a man” philosophy.

Whatever I did seemed to work pretty well because he blasted a huge hot load of cum into my mouth that took me a little by surprise. It was so warm and thick and sticky and tasted nothing like I had imagined. I got the first couple of spurts down my throat but then it all just sort of overflowed and ran down my chin and the sides of my mouth.

I didn’t bother to wipe his jizz off my face I just looked up at him with a hopeful expression. The huge smile he gave me was exactly what I needed to see.

“Baby it’s so hard to believe that you’ve never done that before. That was incredible! And I’m not bullshitting you, it was top shelf,” he said.

“Really?” I said happily.

“Yes, really. Now wipe that goofy grin...and my cum off your face and let’s order some breakfast.


CHAPTER 6:

I honestly lost track of how many times we fucked before Andy had to get to the airport but it was definitely the most sex I’d ever had in less than 24 hours. Naturally we had to take a little break every now and then to let his awesome penis come back to life but that gave us a chance to take a shower together and watch some TV and order some more room service.

I told Andy to drop me off at Joan’s apartment, since my car was there, but of course I didn’t tell him that there was a bottle of pills waiting for me that would turn me back into a man. That would have been the buzz kill of all time.

He had promised to stay in touch and said that he really wanted to see me again but I figured that was the sort of thing you would say after a really nice prolonged one-night-stand. And if he did come back to visit someday I could always pop another pill and have another fuck fest.

Joan didn’t seem surprised at all to see me slinking in so late. She just kind of grinned at me like a Cheshire cat or something.

“What?” I asked, breaking the uncomfortable silence.

“So tell me all about it,” said Joan.

“Tell you what? Maybe I was just tired and went straight home and slept off my hangover,” I said.

“Yeah, maybe...except Andy called Chris and told him that he wouldn’t be able to hang out with him today because he had spent the night with you and wanted to spend as much time as possible before his flight,” said Joan, almost triumphantly. “So what the hell girl?”

“I know...I know...I know...it was stupid of me but I couldn’t help myself,” I said with a big shrug.

“How did it happen?”

“Well we kissed at midnight and it was really nice so we kissed again and that was really nice and we kissed some more and then…”

“Go on.”

“Then we went back to his room and made out for a while and he licked my pussy and then he fucked me and I spent the night with him and in the morning I gave him a BJ and then we had torrid sex all the way up until the time he had to leave for the airport,” I said in a rush.

“Holy crap! So much for your lesbian cover story,” Joan said with a chuckle.

“It was a good idea but man...he is such a really cool guy...who happens to have a really big cock.”

Joan was literally rolling on the floor laughing, which I thought was rather uncharacteristically mean of her but when she stopped laughing she explained that it wasn’t my situation she found funny as much as the way I told the story.

“So when were you going to thank me?” asked Joan.

“Hey, I’m the one who did you a favor. Shouldn’t you be thanking me?” I reminded her.

“Not if his cock was as big as you say.”

“Okay...thank you Joan.”

We both started laughing at that, or perhaps I should say giggling because my usual hearty laugh tended to come up more like a high-pitched chirping with my female voice.

“That must have been quite an eye opening experience,” said Joan.

“The whole thing was really. Basically one pleasant surprise after another.”

“So what happens now?”

“I guess I take a pill and finally go home,” I replied.

“No, about your female thing I mean...and this hot guy you seem so crazy about.”

“Look, I thought it would be hell but instead it was a little slice of heaven. I should probably quit while I’m ahead. I want to just chalk it up to experience and get back to my life and hope that I don’t spend all my time watching gay porn or something,” I said.

“Well keep the bottle, just in case the mood strikes you. You had one date with one guy. Maybe you’ll want to date some other guy sometime. Who knows?”

I was going to tell her to keep the pills but a high pitched voice in the back of my head told me to take them. I might need to pop one if Andy called me sometime or something and I was still riding the buzz of the glorious fucking I had received. It was probably all just the novelty of the thing and pure blind luck that it worked out so well but like Joan said...who knows?


CHAPTER 7:

I did a lot of soul searching after that experience with Andy. I thought about him a lot, even though I was back to being male. I even masturbated a few times while thinking about him and wondered whether he was thinking about me or whether I was just the piece of ass he got hooked up with on an out-of-town trip. That was best for all parties concerned but I couldn’t help but sort of wish that I had made more of an impression on him.

The more disturbing thing was the fact that I wasn’t just thinking about Andy I was thinking about Gerri, which was the more feminine spelling of my name that I had used on my date. It just seemed easier to use my real name so that I wouldn’t get confused. Obviously it wasn’t the feminized spelling of my name that I was thinking about it was the feminized body and voice.

And it wasn’t just the sex I was thinking about, although that certainly was a big part of it. There was something about being that girl that made me feel like I could be myself, as strange as that probably sounds. Being female felt like something I could do very well. I liked feeling pretty and being able to wear pretty things. I had a feeling that if I spent more time being a girl I’d develop a lot more confidence because I could excel at the things that girls were expected to do. I was still me but a liberated version of me with more options.

The fact that I embraced being female so quickly and easily was something I just couldn’t ignore. I doubted that a guy like Andy, for example, would have had as easy a time switching roles because he was so good at being masculine. It seemed like it meant that I was naturally predisposed towards being female, a thought that had never really crossed my mind before.

Still it was just one fucking date. Life wasn’t all drinking, dining, dancing, and dick. There was all kinds of sexism and misogyny and discrimination in the world. Maybe if I actually spent some time as a woman I would be so depressed and horrified that I’d never think about taking one of those pills again, no matter how good the sex was.

It seemed like there was only one way to find out and that was to try being female again just to see what happened. One thing I was certain of was if I had sex again as a woman I wanted it to be as uncomplicated as possible. I had exchanged a couple of fairly harmless messages with Andy but I was trying not to encourage him too much. I didn’t want to get into some big long distance romance thing with some guy who thought I was a woman who was a lesbian but was open to straight sex with him. Like I said, I preferred something less complicated.

To me that meant getting a bit slutty and going somewhere where I could get picked up by a guy who would want to get down and dirty without even bothering to ask my name. Of course I wasn’t sure how to go about that, and I didn’t really want to tell Joan what I was planning, even though I could have used her help, so I did some online shopping for slut-wear.

You know if you do a Google search for “slutty clothes” it actually brings up shopping options just as if you had typed in “formal wear” or “work attire” or something normal like that. I just typed it in looking for some pictures that would give me ideas but I was able to purchase all my slut needs from the privacy of my computer in no time.

I got myself a light blue tube top, a really short denim mini-skirt, a wide leather belt with studs on it and a pair of tall boots. I actually couldn’t wait for the stuff to arrive so I could try it all on, even if I had no idea what I was going to do with it.

When it did arrive I was kind of shocked by how different I looked in that outfit compared to my party dress from New Year’s Eve. I looked like such a dirty slut, which of course was the idea. I didn’t wear anything under the tube top so my boobs kind of bounced around a bit when I walked, but that was okay. At least the material was thick enough that my nipples weren’t totally on display.

I knew those clothes had “fuck me” written all over them and I also knew that I really wanted to get fucked again but I still had to figure out where to go to make that happen. I couldn’t go anywhere nice because I’d probably be mistaken for a hooker and I really wasn’t looking for nice guys anyway. On the other hand I didn’t want to get kidnapped by some biker gang either so I needed to find some place in between.

On Friday night I just popped a pill, put on my new clothes, and drove around for a while looking for bars. The first place I went in looked like kind of a dive cowboy place but inside I could see that it was actually more of an upscale hipster joint for people who thought it was ironic or something. That’s Los Angeles for you I figured.

After a couple of more attempts I finally stumbled across a place that seemed dingy enough to attract a rougher crowd without being totally terrifying. Once there I wasn’t sure what to do so I took a seat at the bar and ordered a beer.

When I started to reach into my purse for some money to pay for my drink the bartender just chuckled and told me to put my money away.

“Don’t worry honey, this one’s already paid for,” he said.

“Huh? By who?” I asked as I swiveled around to see if anyone was approaching the bar.

“By those two guys back there in the corner,” the bartender said with a nod in their direction.

“But how do you know that? Nobody had time to speak to you,” I pointed out.

“Those guys are regulars. We have kind of an arrangement. If a pretty girl comes in alone I put her drinks on their tab.”

“That’s interesting,” I said.

“Now look honey, I should tell you that these are kind of rough guys,” said the bartender, leaning closer to me and lowering his voice. “If you don’t want to mess with them just finish your beer and walk straight out the door. They won’t bother you. But if you’re up for it just head on over to their table.”

“Thanks,” I said in a slightly nervous voice.

What the hell had I gotten myself into? What did he mean by rough guys? I didn’t want to be physically assaulted or something. It seemed like the best thing to do was to get up and walk right out the door as quickly as possible. Instead I picked up my beer and headed for their table in the corner.

“Hey hot stuff, I haven’t seen you around here before,” said one of the guys who had paid for my beer.

“No, just stopped in for a drink,” I replied, trying to sound casual.

“Or maybe you stopped in for a little something else,” the second guy suggested.

“Like what for example?” I asked.

“Like maybe a little action with me and my buddy,” said the first guy.

“Might be fun,” I said, still trying my best to act cool.

“I had a feeling you’d think so,” said the second guy.

“You want to finish that beer or are you ready to go?” asked the first man.

I just put the bottle up to my lips and chugged the whole thing straight down, which seemed to impress them quite a bit. It was the first time a skill I picked up in my old college fraternity ever came in handy for anything.

“My kind of gal,” said the second guy. “Now I know we’re going to have a good time.”


CHAPTER 8:

The guys got up and I followed them into the men’s room. The bathrooms were down a hallway so nobody saw us go in together and the bathroom was unoccupied when we got there.

The first guy was bald but had a very thick mustache. He wore jeans and a leather vest with no shirt under it. The second guy had long hair pulled back in a ponytail and kind of a scruffy beard. He also wore jeans but had a leather jacket on over a t-shirt. Both of them were pretty big dudes, especially the guy with the vest. His arms looked massive, which was probably why he went around with no shirt on.

Bald guy wasted no time and started groping my breasts rather aggressively. I just stood there and hoped that they weren’t planning to kill me or anything.

“You got some nice titties babe. Let’s get a better look at them,” said the bald guy as he yanked my tube top down.

I think my knees might have been shaking a little but I was also very excited and aroused. There was something about being manhandled that was sort of thrilling.

“Oh, yeah, very nice,” the bald guy commented appreciatively as he continued to fondle my boobs. “And they’re the real deal too. You should come feel these bro.”

Leather jacket accepted the invitation and came over and started copping a feel for himself. Needless to say nobody asked for my opinion or permission.

“Take your panties off baby and hand them to me,” bald guy commanded. “I want to keep them as a souvenir.”

I did as I was told and then the leather jacket dude went and stood behind me. A moment later I felt his hands reaching under my skirt and squeezing my butt cheeks. After that he stuck a finger up my wet pussy and pulled it out rather quickly sort of like you would check your car’s engine oil.

“Oh she wants it...she wants it bad,” the guy with the jacket remarked with a chuckle.

“I’ll bet she does. Look at the way she dresses. Just like a whore. Well if you’re going to dress like a whore you should get fucked like a whore,” said the bald guy. “Now bend over and stick your arms out behind you.”

I complied with his demand immediately and waited for them to make the next move. The guy in front of my unfastened his pants and I could hear that the one behind me was doing likewise. The the leather jacket guy grabbed one of my wrists and held it rather tightly as he got his cock lined up and slammed it into my snatch. I couldn’t see his dick, obviously, but I could sure feel it and it felt pretty big.

His buddy up front I could definitely see and he was certainly sporting some serious lumber which he was very slowly stroking as he watched his pal giving it to me from the backdoor. I wondered whether I was some kind of big cock magnet or whether most men were just better hung than I was.

“Look at those titties bounce,” said bald dude with a laugh. “You must be really giving it to her bro.”

“Fuck yeah man! She’s a righteous piece of ass!” his friend replied.

I took that as a compliment although it wasn’t expressed quite as romantically as Andy would have done it.

“Okay bitch, time for you to suck it,” said the bald guy as he stopped stroking himself and stood even closer in front of me.

He grabbed me by the top of my head to steady me a little and then stuck his cock in my open mouth. With my hands held behind me I had absolutely no control over the situation and I soon found that I didn’t need to as the pounding I was getting from the back pretty much just drove me onto bald dude’s dick while he continued to grip my hair. It felt sort of like we were a piece of machinery with interconnecting parts as I got stuffed with two huge cocks front and back.

At one point the bathroom door opened and some guy who looked like a trucker came in and took a piss with barely a glance in our direction. Either he was just being polite or the sight of some girl getting boned in that bathroom was nothing unique because he just did his thing and left.

“You’re such a dirty little bitch aren’t you?” said the bald guy. “Bet your boyfriend would love to see you now.”

I obviously didn’t have a boyfriend but for a moment I thought about Andy and felt a little ashamed about what I was doing. He’d probably be shocked to see me moaning and squealing with delight as two rough characters double teamed me in a public bathroom. Hell, I was shocked. Shocked and horny. Super horny.

It was actually good that my mouth was gagged with prick because when I started to cum I felt like I wanted to scream. The whole experience was just so intense. My legs were definitely shaking at that point but not from fear. My whole body was shaking from the incredible orgasm I was having.

Leather jacket guy ejaculated first and did so with many grunts and groans and a little swearing. He must have put a ton of cum in me because when he pulled out I could feel some of it dripping out of me.

“On your knees bitch and finish the job properly like the horny little slut you are,” barked the bald guy who released his grip on my head.

The bathroom floor was pretty nasty but I got my knees down on it anyway and grabbed the bald dude’s prick. Not bouncing around and being able to use my hands I knew I could do a much better job of sucking his cock and I went at it enthusiastically.

I desperately wanted to please Andy in bed because I liked him so much but for some reason I really wanted to please these two guys as well. There was something kind of impressive about the cocky way they just did what they wanted. I suppose I wanted their praise and approval even if they were just a couple of crude jerks.

“Oh yeah...that’s it bitch...slurp it all down,” the bald guy groaned as he started to cum in my mouth. “Yeah baby...good to the last drop.”

“Nice work honey. Hope you remembered to take your birth control pills. If you get knocked up don’t come looking for me,” said leather jacket as he laughed and headed for the door.

“Don’t pay any attention to him girly. You come look us up anytime you want to party,” said the bald one as he zipped up his pants and departed.

I was left alone on my knees in a filthy public bathroom with my tits hanging out and no panties. All in all it had been a rousing success!


CHAPTER 9:

I had to accept the fact that I really liked having sex with men. It wasn’t just Andy’s charm or the amount of champagne I had consumed at the party. I had quite a taste for cock...literally. There was something about a big throbbing erection that just sent shivers of excitement down my spine. That seemed crazy to me, especially since I thought I was actually a heterosexual male, but the evidence was pretty overwhelming.

I said that being female made me feel more like myself so maybe this was the real me. Maybe I’d had these impulses all along and just smashed them down at the back of my brain. Or maybe it was just the normal reaction to being a girl. Either way it didn’t much matter because I was hooked on dick now and my fascination carried over even when I was male. Sometimes I’d be surfing the web and I’d suddenly get the urge to look at some tasty dick pics.

Being kind of small in stature I had always admired big strong muscular men. Now my admiration had turned to appreciation. If I couldn’t be one of those guys I could at least enjoy being with them.

As for all that “bitch” and “whore” stuff it just kind of added to the thrill. I had wanted to play the wanton slut and that’s exactly what I got to do. It was about as uncomplicated as you could get. Not as emotionally satisfying as being with a guy like Andy but a definite rush and a kinky thrill.

I was more convinced than ever that my experience as a man had a powerful impact on how I behaved as a woman. As a man I couldn’t just walk into a bar, sit down, and a few minutes later be in the middle of a hot threesome...and get a free beer out of the deal too. As a woman it was definitely easier to get laid, especially if you went out of your way to call attention to yourself, which wasn’t hard.

I also kept coming back to that do what you would want done to you mantra. I knew that men liked to feel powerful and in control. That was only natural, even if it frequently was branded as “toxic” these days. To get it up and keep it up for a long time is just not that easy. A man needs encouragement and inspiration. Consequently it seemed like the more I gave a man what he wanted the better he would perform and the more I would enjoy the experience.

Was it humbling to be on my knees in front of a man? Probably, but I found it was more humility than humiliation, and what’s wrong with being humble? I got my ego stroked in different ways when I was female. For one thing it was a rush to know that I looked hot and sexy and that men were popping boners in their pants when they saw me. And when I hungrily sucked a big thick cock and swallowed their load I know it was appreciated, even if the man acted like that was to be expected. I knew that it wasn’t.

Do you know how hard it can be to get a blowjob? If women wanted to give head as much as men wanted to get it prostitutes would be put out of business. Believe me I’ve tried all kinds of tactics over the years and most of them fail miserably. Same with anal sex. You see it in porn constantly but how many men have ever really fucked a girl in the ass?

Just say yes was my new motto. Swallow your cum? Sure, why not? Your buddy wants to join us? The more the merrier. Want my panties as a souvenir? You want me to autograph them first?

I knew a lot of guys who liked the thrill of the chase and the challenge of trying to bed a woman but I found that I would much rather be the hunted than the hunter. I had never been one of those guys with a smooth and easy way with the ladies. Approaching a girl had always been a lot of pressure. It seemed a lot easier to be able to just smile and bat your eyes at someone if you wanted to flirt with them.

I’m sure a lot of my story makes me sound shallow and sex obsessed but it seems like there’s no point in telling it if I’m not trying to be completely honest. From the first time I took one of those amazing little pills I had been putting my life under a microscope. I’d lived for almost a quarter of a century without giving my gender or sexual preferences a second thought. Now all of that was turned on its ear and it was a lot to absorb in a short time.

I was really glad that I had accepted Joan’s offer to take the whole bottle of pills because I knew that being Gerri was something I wanted to explore a lot more without me having to constantly hit her up for another fix. Plus I still wasn’t sure that I wanted her knowing how often I was turning female.

It was especially fortunate that I had those pills on hand when my phone rang one evening and I saw it was Andy. I had ordered some more female clothes on the Internet, and they had arrived that day and I had taken a pill to try them on when the call came in so I could pick it up right away instead of letting it go to voice mail and then calling him back.

“Hey there, how are you doing?” Andy greeted me cheerfully.

“Doing fine thanks...even better now that I’m talking to you,” I replied.

“I’m glad to hear you say that. I wasn’t sure whether calling was a good idea. I’m afraid I may have imposed on your chosen lifestyle a bit too much already.”

“Don’t be silly. You just opened my eyes to a whole world of new possibilities,” I said.

“Well then how do you feel about Gallup, New Mexico?” he asked.

“Since I’ve never been there I have no strong opinion one way or the other,” I told him.

“Well I’ve got to go to a trade show there in a couple of weeks and it just so happens that I’ll be there on February 14th so I you don’t already have plans with your lesbian lover I was wondering whether you might like to join me there for Valentine’s Day.”

“Wow...I wasn’t expecting that.”

“No I’d be surprised if you were,” Andy said with a laugh. “My treat, of course. I’ll pay for everything. And I will have to actually show up at the trade show that day but if I get an early start I can hopefully get out of there in a reasonable amount of time.”

“Okay. I will jump on a plane and meet you in Gallup, New Mexico on February 14,” I said firmly.

“Just like that? I thought it might be a little harder to persuade you.”

“I’d fly to the moon to get another look at that gorgeous cock of yours baby.”

“Now I’m blushing,” Andy joked.

“Of course I hope to do more than just look at it.”

“I’m sure that can be arranged.”

So apparently I had a date for Valentine’s Day. I just had to fly 548 miles to make it happen.


CHAPTER 10:

Valentine’s Day was another one of those holidays that usually found me sitting home alone feeling kind of depressed. It was this big romantic thing where everybody was getting laid except me. I knew that wasn’t true but it seemed that way sometimes.

The first thing I did was some more online shopping. I had beefed up my wardrobe a little but I needed to cover all the bases and I especially needed something killer for the bedroom. It was Valentine’s Day and I was traveling a long way to get boned so I wanted to look absolutely adorable.

There were a lot of ways I could go with that. Red was certainly appropriate for the holiday, or I could go for something black and sultry, but ultimately I decided on pink and frilly. I knew it was impractical but I wanted one of those outfits that was all straps and snaps and garters. Let the man work his way towards the prize. Sexy lingerie was primarily for the man’s enjoyment anyway. I was just gift wrapping the package.

I knew it was kind of a dangerous thing to be doing, not in a life-threatening sense, like getting banged in a dive bar by two thugs, but in a life-complicating sense. I had a lot of fond of memories of my short time with Andy and the correspondence we’d had, while not extensive, hadn’t done anything to dim my enthusiasm for the man. Now I was providing myself as a “sure thing” on Valentine’s Day, and traveling to New Mexico to do it. One could easily get the impression from that that I was looking for some kind of serious relationship.

On the other hand I was only seeing him because he happened to be on a business trip that happened to land on a romantic holiday. He probably didn’t like the idea of spending Valentine’s Day alone in a hotel room anymore than I didn’t want to spend it alone at home. It was basically a long distance booty call with an excuse to make it seem a little less tawdry. For all I knew the guy had a wife and three kids and just liked to have fun when he was out of town.

I tried using all of that logic on the butterflies in my stomach but they weren’t paying much attention. I felt like a giddy schoolgirl on prom night, not that I had any idea what a giddy schoolgirl felt like on prom night or any other night, but I could imagine it.

Since I started experimenting with those pills more often I had been doing a lot of practice in two areas. The first was cosmetics. Since I didn’t have Joan around to do my hair and makeup all the time I had to learn the art of that myself. My first few efforts were kind of lame but with online guides I started to get the hang of it and could at least get my face on without looking like a rodeo clown.

The second thing was anal training. I had decided that if I was going to be the girl who said yes I should be ready to say yes to a good ass fucking. In fact I had a pretty strong suspicion that Andy’s dick would be planted in my anus before this trip was done and in order to take something that big up my butt I wanted to be ready for it.

For those of you who may not have ever thought about sticking something in your ass I should explain that it’s not the flexible thing a vagina is. In order to do anal like you see in porn one has to “train” their anus by using various “butt plugs” of increasing size until it’s ready to something as large as a dick. It also helps to use lots and lots of lubrication because nature doesn’t provide that the way a pussy does.

Andy was a big boy but I figured I was ready for the challenge. I had a lot of lube in my luggage and a burning desire to make this the best Valentine’s Day he ever had so I was up for just about anything he might want to do.

When he picked me up at the airport I thought he was even better looking than I remembered and I remembered him looking very good indeed. It was a month and half later but we picked right up where we had left off with a very comfortable conversational style that was both flirty and familiar.

“I’m going to drop you off at the hotel and head to a meeting I really need to go to. I should be back by about 4:00 or 4:30 and we have dinner reservations for 6:30 so that gives us a little time for catching up before we have to get dressed and go out,” said Andy.

“Yeah, you’ll need to catch up because I’ll probably be masturbating while you’re gone...or just running up your tab on the mini bar,” I joked.

“Feel free to do both,” Andy said with a laugh. “I’ll join you as quickly as I can. I don’t know how well I’ll be able to concentrate on a meeting anyway thinking of you getting off by yourself back in the room...or running up the tab on my mini bar.”

Once I was safely deposited in his room I needed to make plans. I had my pink lingerie but that I wanted to save for later in the evening, after we had dinner and could concentrate on sex the rest of the night. I needed to make an impression when Andy came back in the afternoon so I decided that nudity was always a good style choice.

I’d let him come in and find me naked on the bed, casually playing with my snatch. That should get him to spring into action rather quickly and we could make the most of our time before we had to get ready for dinner.

The plan worked like a charm. Andy came in and saw me on the bed and flashed a wicked grin as his clothes went flying everywhere. No small talk, just stripping and grinning and suddenly I was in his strong arms being kissed like I’d never been kissed before.

“You do like to be naked, don’t you?” said Andy.

“I like being naked with you, that’s for sure,” I replied.

“Likewise.”

We fooled around for a bit before Andy ended up on his back and I couldn’t wait any longer to have him inside me so I perched myself on top of his dick and slowly lowered myself down. It was so exquisite to be filled like that again and I knew this was going to be the best Valentine’s Day of my life...hell...it already was.

“I like the view from here. I can look at your pretty face…” Andy began to comment before I cut him off.

“So how come you’re looking at my bouncing boobs?” I joked.

“I was going to say I can look at your pretty face and your bouncing boobs.”

“Sorry, it was rude to interrupt.”

“No problem. Just keep looking pretty and keep those boobs bouncing and everything will be great on my end.”

“You know baby I really love having your cock inside me. Like, really, really, really love it,” I moaned happily.

“It’s the best place for it really, if you think about it.”

“I think about it a lot...and I agree with you.”

Andy grabbed me and pulled me down so that I was leaning over his chest. Then he sucked on my nipples for a while and squeezed my tits. Riding him had been great fun but this was even more intimate and soon we were kissing as he continued to thrust into my wet gash.

As I began to cum my pelvis went into overdrive and I started to gyrate on his crotch like a crazy woman. I thought I was seeing stars before my eyes but it might have just been the wallpaper which was kind of garish.

“I want your cum, baby! I want your hot cum inside my cunt!” I practically snarled.

“Maybe I’m saving it for later,” he joked.

“Don’t tease me baby, I’m serious. I want you to cum in me so hard.”

“Fuck girl, don’t you think I’m working on it.”

A few moments later I got just what I wanted as Andy began to cum inside me. I fucking have no idea why I loved that so much but I just did, even if the sensation itself wasn’t all that exciting. I guess it was a mental thing. The idea of a man putting his sperm inside me was just a huge turn on.

Just as he was finishing I managed to wiggle off of him and started licking his glistening prick. I cleaned him thoroughly before I was finally ready to give up and bask in the afterglow. I probably seemed like some crazy bitch but I couldn’t help myself. Once I got wound up I was just a demented little fuck doll. Fortunately I don’t think Andy minded at all.

“So do you think you could stand wearing clothes long enough to go to dinner?” asked Andy.

“Don’t be silly, I love wearing clothes. I’ve got a new dress that I’m dying to wear,” I said as if his comment made absolutely no sense. “Men. All you think about is sex.”

With that I got out of bed, grabbed my garment bag and headed for the bathroom.


CHAPTER 11:

Dinner was marvelous and Andy had managed to find a charming little candlelit place that was dripping with romance. I looked around at all the happy women enjoying their meal with their dates and envied them. They could just fall in love if they wanted to, not that it would guarantee a happy ending, but at least they were free to follow their hearts. Or maybe they were all just cheating on their spouses or something. How the hell did I know what their romantic status was?

Andy was super fine-looking but we also connected. I didn’t feel like I had to walk on eggshells around him. The after sex conversations had been really enjoyable and we had gotten to know each other surprising well in a very short amount of time. Some people are just like that.  You feel like you’ve known them forever even when you’ve just met. He was a very special guy and it totally sucked that I was deceiving him. I was supposed to just be his dinner date on New Year’s and leave him to his own devices at the party but things had just taken a turn I never expected.

When we got back to the room I excused myself and went into the bathroom to change into my pink gear. As underwear it was wildly impractical but it sure did look good. When I came out I saw that Andy had a bottle of champagne on ice and he was holding two glasses.

“I thought this might be a nice way to begin but seeing you like that I don’t know if I can wait long enough to drink this,” he joked.

“Oh, this old thing?” I teased. “Since it was a sleepover I just tossed some PJs in my bag.”

“You know I can almost believe that,” said Andy with a chuckle as he handed me a glass. “What shall we drink to?”

“To holidays since it’s the only time we see each other,” I said.

“To holidays then.”

After we sipped a little of our champagne we set the glasses down and got on the bed. I was on my back and Andy was kind of leaning over me on the side and we kissed while he got his hand into my panties and started feeling me up.

If you would have told me a couple of months ago that I’d be a girl in pink lingerie having sex with a man on Valentine’s Day, aside from thinking you were crazy, I’d probably have thought it sounded like a total nightmare. I don’t really know why the idea of changing genders was so uncomfortable but it certainly used to be.

I suppose there’s a fear of the unknown. I had always been a man so naturally I just thought that was the way things were supposed to be. I wasn’t homophobic but I certainly didn’t like the idea that I might have some gay feelings or something. It just wasn’t what a “real” man was supposed to feel.

For some reason when I was female the sound of my heels on the pavement wasn’t the only thing that clicked. Everything seemed to fall into place and make sense. I loved where I was right now, on my back, feeling pretty, moaning softly as a man I really liked played with my pussy and I gazed up into his eyes longingly. It was as far from a nightmare as you could get.

Andy rather skillfully got me off with his fingers and I decided it was time to put the next phase of my plan into motion. I reached over to the little table next to the bed and grabbed my phone. I brought up the timer function and set it to five minutes.

“Okay stud here’s a little competition for you. If you can get me out of this outfit in less than five minutes you can do absolutely anything you want to me...and there’s a giant bottle of lube next to the bed to prove I’m serious,” I announced.

“Sounds fun,” Andy replied.

“Okay I’m starting the timer...now!”

I would say it only took Andy about 45 seconds to have me stripped completely naked. It sure as hell took me a lot longer to get the damn thing on but part of that was trying to figure out where everything was supposed to go.

“We have a winner,” I said as I turned off the timer. “And a new world record in the process I imagine. So how do you want to claim your prize?”

Andy just gave me that wicked grin of his and reached for the lube. A moment later it was being slathered in my anus. Of course he spent a little time poking around in there with his finger in addition to getting me all nice and slippery but I knew that something much bigger was headed my way any moment.

After lubing me up sufficiently he greased his pole and told me to get on all fours. I quickly got on my knees and rested the front of my body on my forearms. Then I wiggled my butt a few times for good measure and Andy prepared to mount me.

“Are you sure about this?” he asked as I felt the tip of his penis pressed up against my asshole.

“To the victor go the spoils,” I replied. “Just don’t crazy...at least at the start.”

Slowly his big cock entered my ass and I was so glad that I had prepared for this moment. I liked wearing the butt plugs and stimulating my ass but I had no idea what it would be like to actually have a cock in that tight little hole. It was a little hard to take at first but pretty soon I relaxed and it started to feel really good.

“So is this something you do with your lesbian lovers?” asked Andy.

“No baby, you’re blazing new territory again,” I replied.

“Wow, I took your virginity, you gave me your first blowjob, and now I’m popping your anal cherry too. It’s like winning the Triple Crown,” he joked.

“It couldn’t have happened to a nicer guy,” I sort of grunted.

Getting ass fucked is kind of a weird sensation, but not an unpleasant one at all, even if I probably sounded like a stuck pig at times during the process. Your mind sort of tells you that you can’t take it but if you’ve prepared your body enough you know that you can and eventually you get past the trepidation and the discomfort and start to enjoy yourself.

“Did you know that I would choose to tap your ass?” Andy asked.

“I had a pretty good hunch. Of course I kind of dropped a major hint by mentioning the lube but what guy isn’t going to go for the ass if it’s offered up on a silver platter?” I replied.

“Are you enjoying this all?”

“Absolutely. Just keep doing what you’re doing baby, even if I start crying like a wimp.”

I don’t know whether it was the tightness of the fit or the excitement of doing something special but Andy didn’t last too long in my anus. I felt the explosion and then his hot sticky fluid started dripping out as he removed his cock and collapsed on his back, pulling me on top of him as he did.

“I think you’re the most incredible woman I’ve ever known,” he said.

“Meaning I lack credibility?” I joked.

“Meaning I think I’m falling in love with you,” he replied.

My heart started beating a mile a minute and I wanted to tell him that I was falling in love with him too but I managed to hold back.

“You probably say that to all the girls you ass fuck,” I said with a laugh.

“I know it’s a crazy idea. We live so far apart, and you’ve always been a lesbian, but things just feel so right between us.”

“Look, all that lesbian stuff was just some bullshit that Joan told Chris so that you wouldn’t be expecting anything,” I confessed.

“So you weren’t really a virgin?”

“No, I was a virgin. You still got the hat trick baby. You were the first man to make love to me. I know that sounds weird, but it’s complicated. I went on that date as a favor to my friend and I assumed that I’d just have a nice dinner a couple of drinks and call it a night right after midnight but you charmed the socks off me and I found that I wanted you so badly. But things are still complicated and it’s not just the geography. My heart wants to love you but my brain is telling me to keep it cool.”

“Hey, I understand. It’s only our second date, I shouldn’t be pressuring you,” said Andy.

“It’s not really that, baby, it’s just...well a lot of things that I can’t explain right now. I think you’re totally awesome and the greatest lover a girl could ever have. Maybe we could leave it at that for now and just enjoy the rest of the evening? I did let you fuck me in the ass after all. That must show you how much I care,” I said with a laugh.

“Grab your legs honey and pull them back as far as they can go. I’m going to lick your pussy until your head spins,” said Andy.

I was truly amazed at how flexible I could be as a girl. I didn’t do yoga and I was certainly no gymnast but I folded myself in two and Andy made good on his promise. He didn’t just make my head spin he made my heart do somersaults.

We fucked long into the night and slept the happy sleep of exhausted lovers. I really couldn’t see how any other Valentine’s Day would ever top this but if Andy was part of it anything was possible.


CHAPTER 12:

I got home safe and sound and rather sadly got back to the business of being Jerry Parker. Not that my life as a man was bad but my life as a woman just seemed so much more exciting. I suppose all that sex will do that.

I was also sad because I felt like I needed to end things with Andy before we got too carried away. It was thrilling to hear him say that he was falling in love with me but he was in love with a version of me that only came from a bottle.

On the other hand did I really need to do anything? How often was Andy going to be available? There are only so many holidays and he probably wasn’t going to be jetting into town for Arbor Day or something. And a hot guy like that must have tons of ladies who would jump at the chance to be with him. Even if I tried to string this along for a while there was a very good chance that he’d meet someone closer to home and begin a serious relationship with her and I’d just gracefully fade out of the picture...or go rip that bitch’s hair out by the roots.

Then there was the whole dishonesty thing. I had redeemed myself slightly by admitting that the lesbian ploy was a ruse devised by Joan for my protection but I still hadn’t explained why I would have needed protecting from a super nice super stud like Andy. I suppose I figured things would just kind of fizzle out on their own and I wouldn’t have to tell him and he’d never know so it would save us both an ugly scene.

I certainly didn’t want to quit being female on occasion but it seemed to me like I’d be better off doing my slut thing and keeping it impersonal. Of course sometimes I just enjoyed taking a pill and doing my grocery shopping in a dress, letting all the men admire my shapely legs as I pushed my cart around the store.

Then one day Joan called me up and asked if I’d like to go with her to a gallery where a friend of hers was having some of her photographs exhibited. As close as I was to Joan I didn’t know she had a photographer friend but Joan worked in marketing so it wasn’t that surprising that she might know someone like that.

I agreed to go but I didn’t tell her that I was planning to attend as Gerri and not Jerry. I figured it would be fun to surprise her. To my slight disappointment she didn’t seem very surprised at all when I turned up as a woman.

“After your first adventure I figured you’d be spending a lot more time in that body,” she explained. “It appears I was right.”

“As usual,” I commented a little dryly. “But how do you know that this isn’t only the second time I’ve been female?”

“Come on...you turned female to go to a party and ended up spending the night with a man. It seems unlikely that you wouldn’t be curious to see what other mischief you might get into.”

“True.”

“I think it’s wonderful, as long as you don’t do something crazy like fall in love with that guy you met on New Year’s.”

I guess I don’t have much of a poker face because my expression gave me away.

“Oh, fuck...really?” said Joan.

“Well not in love...exactly. I did spend Valentine’s Day with him in Gallup, New Mexico,” I replied.

“You certainly know how to set yourself up for a broken heart like a real woman.”

“I know. Dumb, right?” I said a little sadly.

“Not really. Men tend to think with their dicks and women tend to think with their hearts. I think it’s kind of sweet that you’re having a romance with a guy.”

I suppose I felt a little better letting Joan in on my secret. For one thing she was the only person I knew who knew where to get the pills, and it was nice having a female friend for the times where I was female too.

The gallery was kind of small and a bit crowded with all of the people there but the work on display was pretty impressive. There was a collection of nude photos, mostly black and white but some color, that I thought were particularly good...but maybe I just liked looking at pictures of naked people.

“You like these?” asked Joan as she noticed me spending a lot of time in one section.

“Yeah, they’re really good,” I replied.

“That’s good because those are by my friend so you won’t have to pretend to like them just to be polite,” she joked.

“Is he here? I’d like to meet him,” I said.

“She’s right over there,” said Joan pointing to a very “arty” looking chick wearing a beret. “Come on, I’ll introduce you.”

I don’t know why I was surprised that the artist was female except that most of the photos were of naked women and I guess I didn’t picture a female photographer taking those. Her name was Maria Sanchez and she looked like someone you would cast as a Bohemian artist in a movie. It was hard to tell her age but she was very pretty.

“Maria this is my friend Gerri. She’s been admiring your work,” said Joan as we were introduced.

Maria just stood and looked me over very carefully. It was actually kind of a weird feeling and I just stood there a little uncomfortably while she sized me up.

“I’d like to photograph you in the nude,” Maria finally announced.

“I’m not a model,” I replied modestly.

“I don’t photograph models I photograph people,” Maria replied.

“Well then I guess I qualify,” I joked a little nervously.

“You will have to be naked,” Maria added.

“Okay.”

I was the say yes to anything girl. If some hipster artist chick wanted to take nude photos of me why not?

“Wow, I was just hoping you wouldn’t be too bored by coming here. I never expected you to get a modeling gig out of the deal,” said Joan when we were having a drink together a little later.

“It’s not a modeling gig it’s a peopling gig,” I said.

“So you don’t mind that your picture might end up hanging in a gallery like this for everyone to see?” asked Joan.

“Why should I? Nobody knows who I am because I don’t really exist,” I replied.

“Good point.”

I was never what you would call the exhibitionist type as a man. If anything I was that guy who kept his shirt on by the pool or at the beach. I was much more comfortable in my female body and didn’t mind showing it off at all. Plus, as I said to Joan, I didn’t have a reputation to worry about, not that I probably have worried about that too much anyway since I really did like getting naked these days.


CHAPTER 13:

Maria had a funky little studio that looked like it was also where she lived. The living side of things was kind of messy but where she had her lights set up it was very neat and organized.

“Just toss your clothes anywhere,” said Maria right after I had arrived.

I guess she wanted to get right down to business so I just stripped and found a chair to pile my stuff on. To my surprise I wasn’t the only one getting undressed as Maria pulled off her peasant blouse and I saw that she had no bra on underneath.

“Now, go stand over there and think about the best sex you’ve ever had in your life,” said the topless photographer.

That was easy because any sex I had with Andy had been the best sex of my life so far, although I did find myself thinking a bit about the bathroom bang I had with the bald guy and leather jacket. Sometimes Maria told me to turn a certain way or look in a certain direction but most of the time she just had me talk about sex.

“Go ahead and touch yourself if you want to,” said Maria.

With all that sex talk I kind of did want to touch myself so I started to go at it. Even though I was talking about my experiences with men I couldn’t help but glance at Maria every so often because she had really fabulous tits. Not really big, but incredibly shaped. They kind of scooped down like a ski slope and then turned back up again. That made her big nipples stick straight up in the air. Just looking at them made me finger myself even more aggressively and soon I was moaning and feeling my fingers getting wet.

I assume that didn’t go unnoticed because Maria kind of kicked things up a notch. She started moving all around me snapping pictures rapidly while she said all kinds of dirty things that made me finger myself even faster. It was sort of like when a drug kicks in, I guess. You kind of feel a little something before but just when you think it isn’t working it all drops on you like a ton of bricks.

I swear I don’t even know exactly how we transitioned from taking pictures to rolling around together on a pile of pillows but it happened. It seemed kind of funny because I was talking about dick this and cock that and hadn’t mentioned anything about the sex I’d had with women but somehow Maria just knew I wanted it.

Soon I had those rock hard nipples between my teeth and Maria was sticking one finger up my snatch and another up my ass. Fortunately after Andy’s prick a finger was nothing at all to deal with so she could poke away to her heart’s content.

As we began to kiss and caress each other all over I suddenly realized that I didn’t miss my penis at all. Gone was all that erection anxiety. Our bodies were both so soft, and smooth, and curvy that it was awesome to just kind of rub up against each other.

After a while Maria got me on my back and lay on top of me heading in the opposite direction so that her face was in my muff and her muff in mine. I was no experienced lesbian but it was obvious what was supposed to happen so as soon as Maria started going down on me I did the same for her. Pretty quickly it turned into a bit of a feeding frenzy as we both aggressively lapped at each other’s cunts.

I wondered whether Maria had sex with all of her models...excuse me...people, or whether I was just so irresistible that she couldn’t help herself. I also wondered what I would have done if I wasn’t interested in doing it with her, but fortunately that wasn’t an issue. Not with those tits.

We got each other off and then smoked a joint, which wasn’t really my thing but it seemed rude to say no, and then that was that.

“So how did your photo thing go?” asked Joan when I saw her later.

“I think it went really well but I haven’t seen any of the pictures yet so who knows?” I replied.

“You had a good time though?”

“Yeah…”

“Yeah but what?”

“Well...Maria fucked me,” I said.

“What? You mean she didn’t pay you or something?”

“No I mean she...fucked me. Literally.”

“How was it?” Joan inquired.

“Great, but isn’t that like sexual harassment or something?” I said.

“She didn’t rape you I assume.”

“No, it was consensual...in a way. I mean she just started going for it and I didn’t try to stop her.”

“So what’s the problem?”

“Well I thought I liked having sex with men because I was a woman and that was a normal woman thing to do, but what does it mean that I liked having sex with a woman when I was a woman?” I asked a little hopelessly.

“I don’t know, it means you like sex I guess,” Joan replied. “I wouldn’t get too wrapped up in that. You like women when you’re a man so it’s no big stretch to imagine that you might still find them attractive as a woman, and women don’t tend to be as hung up on the whole same sex thing anyway. I mean I was perfectly comfortable helping you masturbate but I don’t think I ever would have wanted to jack you off as a guy...no offense. It’s just that you give a guy a hand job and there’s this whole sex thing between you but girls can have a little harmless fun without attaching anything to it. Of course two women can have a serious romantic relationship but they can also get drunk and have experimental sex with their college roommate on a boring Tuesday before finals to blow off a little steam.”

“So you and Cheryl…”

“Just that once.”

“Wow, I would have liked to have seen that. Well, I guess now I should say I would have liked to have joined you. Cheryl was really hot.”

“Calm down you perv. Everything doesn’t have to be about sex all the time,” said Joan.

“True, but everything else is a little dull by comparison,” I said.

“Point well taken but sometimes you just have to do the laundry.”


CHAPTER 14:

Now that Joan knew about my fondness for becoming female she started suggesting various activities for us to do together as women. Having been platonic friends for years it actually seemed quite natural to pal around as girls but changed our itinerary a bit.

Instead of relying on the Internet for all my female clothes it was fun to actually go with Joan and do some shopping. For one thing she had a good sense of style and she also knew some cool shops that carried things I probably wouldn’t have found on Amazon. She also made sure that I was well stocked on the gender changing pills so that I could be female as much as my schedule allowed.

When the pandemic hit my company, like a lot of companies, had shifted towards more of a work-at-home arrangement for many of its employees so my office was now in my apartment. Working in research a lot of my time was spent on the computer or making phone calls so I could do my job as Jerry or Gerri most of the time without anyone knowing. It was mostly the video conferences that required me to be my male self. Consequently I was often taking a pill and just staying female for days at a time now.

The more often I was Gerri the more comfortable I became as a woman and the more natural it seemed. That did seem a little odd to me because I’d spent a couple of decades being male and only a few months being female but somehow being female started to seem like the “real” me and being male was just the temporary state that I sometimes switched to.

I wasn’t very close to anyone who lived in my apartment complex so I suppose nobody really gave it much thought when they saw me as Gerri coming and going. If they had noticed me at all they probably just assumed that the woman who had a key to my apartment was my girlfriend. On the other hand when I was Gerri I definitely got noticed by some of the men in the building who would be checking me out in the elevator or trying to flirt with me when I went to get my mail.

Sometimes I flirted a little, and it was tempting to think about hooking up with some guy in my building, but it seemed like that could get kind of sticky. Questions would be asked and it would be hard to avoid the man if I wanted to without moving to another apartment. I was perfectly happy just being eye candy for the local horn dogs to fantasize about.

The fact that I was staying female more often meant that Andy and I could chat on the phone much more easily and we even started doing some video chat sessions which almost always turned sexual at some point. It certainly gave me a great chance to model some of the items from my growing collection of sexy lingerie.

[Andy] “Damn you look hot in that! I’ve got a raging hard on already.

[Me] “Raging? Let’s see some proof.”

Andy stood up and pulled down his shorts revealing his huge pecker which was clearly throbbing and twitching.

[Me] “Okay, that qualifies as raging.”

[Andy] “Show me your tits. I’ve been thinking about them all day.”

[Me] “But I thought you liked the outfit I had on.”

[Andy] “I do, but largely because I can see your tits through it and it makes me want to see your bare breasts.”

[Me] “I suppose that makes sense. And you are sitting there with your dick hanging out so I guess I should reciprocate.”

Slowly in a teasing fashion I worked the top of my lingerie down so that my boobs were on full display for his carnal delight.

[Andy] “Fuck you have amazing breasts. I’d love to stick my dick between them and give you a good titty fuck.”

[Me] “Well you’ve fucked all my holes so I suppose we would have to improvise to come up with something new.”

[Andy] “Believe me I’m not tired of fucking your holes.”

[Me] “I believe you. But you probably would if I was with you all the time.”

[Andy] “I don’t think that’s too likely. At least not until you were really old like...thirty or something.”]

[Me] “You’re joking now but I know what men are like. To guys women are like leasing a car. They can’t wait until the lease is up to trade it in on a new model. Sometimes they don’t even wait to take a test drive.”

[Andy] “What do I have to do to prove my sincerity? Quit my job and move out to California to be closer to you?”

That was getting a little dangerous so I quickly changed the subject.

[Me] “You don’t have to prove anything to me baby. Just stroke your big cock for me while I put this new dildo in my pussy.”

That worked well to extricate me from a potentially tricky conversation. On the one hand it would kick ass to have Andy living out here so that we could actually get together instead of having to rely on our smutty video show to get each other off, but it would also mean that he had made this big life changing decision for me and how long would it be before he suggested we live together or something? A man doesn’t quit his job just to make the occasional piece of ass more convenient to get, certainly not a hot guy like Andy who could get laid quite easily right where he was.

Of course I didn’t know how serious he might have been about that but it seemed safer to deflect the subject before we got any deeper. Sitting in my room, pinching my nipples and drooling over Andy’s big cock on my computer screen, it was very easy to get swept away with the idea that this was the man for me and how romantic it was that he would make dramatic sacrifices to bring us closer together but I had to keep my head. I had to admit that I was basically catfishing the guy, not for any criminal purpose or financial gain, but even so I was presenting him with a false persona.

Sometimes I wished that I had just been Joan’s female friend all along and that I had met Andy on a legitimate blind date without pills or a lesbian smokescreen. I tended to be a pretty honest and open person so it really bothered me that I was being such a sneak, but things had all happened so fast and so completely unexpectedly that it was hard to beat myself up too much. Still I knew that I had to resolve the Andy issue one way or the other, and probably soon, or else things might get completely out of my control and end in total disaster.


CHAPTER 15:

Bachelorette party. Those were two words to fuel the lustful imagination of any heterosexual male. While bachelor parties have traditionally gotten a reputation for drunken lewd behavior rumor has it that the female version of the affair is actually far more likely to live up to the tawdry reputation.

As Joan explained it to me a lot of women don’t really know how to pace themselves when it comes to hard drinking so they get hammered pretty quickly and once that happens they tend to lose their inhibitions. And in some circles the bachelorette party is considered a “hall pass” for all who attend, even the bride-to-be. Marriages, pending or present, and committed relationships get checked at the door for one night and anything goes.

Needless to say I was thrilled when Joan invited me along to the bachelorette party of one of her friends. The veil of secrecy was going to be lifted and I was going to be allowed to enter one of the secret sanctums of womanhood. I felt honored...and aroused. Joan warned me that there would be male strippers and that they had been paid to do whatever was asked of them. Uncomplicated sex? Sign me up!

The future bride was a very pretty girl named Carly. She was kind of the typical California blonde with silky hair, big boobs, and a tan. She also seemed very friendly and delighted to have me tag along even though we had never met before. There was definitely a “more the merrier” spirit to the whole shindig which made me a little more comfortable attending.

We started off with a bar crawl and I noticed that Joan was correct about her assessment of the drinking skills of some of the ladies as they were pounding the booze pretty hard and fast and showing signs of it very quickly. I had never deliberately tried to get a girl drunk to have my way with her but I had certainly noticed that a little intoxication went a long way towards increasing my chances of getting laid and I had a feeling that this party was probably going to get pretty raunchy at some point.

The conversation already was for one thing. These gals were not shy about sexually objectifying every man who came into view and the language they used would make a sailor blush. That made me feel quite at home because I had a fucking filthy mouth and I loved to ogle men’s butts or the tightness of their shirts outlining their perfectly toned pecs or of course the bulge in their pants...damn...I’m getting horny just talking about it.

By the time we staggered into the hotel suite that was booked for the occasion everyone, self included, was pretty lubricated. We all put on these stupid party hats and Carly was made to wear a plastic tiara as she opened her gifts, all of which were something lewd in nature.

“Shit, it’s almost worth getting married for all these free sex toys,” I whispered to Joan which caused us both to giggle even though it wasn’t very funny.

“Don’t worry girl, we’ll be throwing one of these parties for you soon enough,” Joan replied.

If I had been a little less drunk that might have sobered me up on the spot but as it was I just kind of glossed over it. It was such a silly thing for Joan to say since she knew the truth about me but it did make me feel a little jealous of all these other women who already were married or probably would be someday. I wasn’t destined to wear the bridal gown, let alone the plastic tiara.

When the two male strippers arrived it was total bedlam in that place. There was a black guy and a white guy. One was dressed as a cop and the other a fireman. I honestly don’t remember which was which because they were soon taking their costumes off to the beat of some very loud music that came from somewhere.

Needless to say they were both ideal physical specimens of manhood. Maybe somebody somewhere specifically hired strippers with “dad bodies” but these were classic old school stud muffins. When they got down to their jock straps we were of course all stuffing money in their pants like crazy and pulling the thing open enough to get a good glimpse of what it was hiding before letting it snap back into place.

Soon we were all chanting for the strippers to “take it off” and after a few more generous tips the boys were naked as the day they were born. It was a truly wonderful thing to behold and I wasn’t the only one who thought so. Women often give off kind of a prudish attitude about things like sex and strippers, or criticize men for treating women like sex objects, but let me tell you...get enough strawberry daiquiris into a gal and she’s just as horny and raunchy as any man.

The black fireman...or was he the cop...got his dick right up in Carly’s face and with a little prompting from her friends she took it in her hand and started stroking the guy into hardness. It was an impressive sight to watch that monster grow to full size and I think it literally made my mouth water. I’m sure her fiancee would be relieved to know that she went no further than that, though who knows what he was up to at his bachelor party?

Meanwhile the other stripper had offered up his dick to the maid of honor, Carly’s best friend and the woman who had organized this bacchanalian enterprise. Unlike the bride the maid of honor had no compunctions about sucking the big dick she had just stroked into a state of erection.

I have to say that I was quite impressed by the lady’s skill with a dick in her mouth. There was quite a bit of cock there but it was disappearing down her throat with relative ease. Of course she had probably been giving head since high school and I’d only had a few chances to blow a guy so far so hopefully with some more practice I would be able to rival her talents. I imagined that Andy would be very pleased if I could take his enormous pecker balls deep.

We were all offered a taste of the dick hors d'oeuvres and a couple of gals demurred but I noticed that Joan took a sample, despite the fact that she and Chris were currently in a fairly serious relationship.

“Hall pass,” Joan said with a grin as she pulled the prick out of her mouth and offered it to me.

I had no hesitation about sucking that big hard cock and really wanted to make him ejaculate, but I knew that would probably be considered bad bachelorette party etiquette. But when the two strippers pulled up chairs and asked if anyone wanted to sit on their laps I happily jumped up and down and waved my hand and got my pick of the dick for volunteering so fast. Since I’d already sucked the white guy’s cock I decided to choose the black guy so I presented myself in front of his chair and he reached under my dress and pulled off my panties.

Dresses were so cool that way because you didn’t have to fiddle around with belts and zippers to get your private parts exposed. I straddled the stripper and lowered myself down on his humongous pole and gasped rather loudly even before I’d hit rick bottom. Since I was sitting facing him the stripper pulled down the top of my dress and then yanked my boobs out of my bra and began fondling them while I bounced giddily up and down on his dick.

I glanced over at the other chair and saw that someone had quickly filled the lap of the second stripper, although she was turned the other way and squeezing her own breasts as she rode him.

A couple of girls tried to drag the bride over to the chairs and encouraged her to take a ride but she dug in her designer heels and resisted. I wondered if I’d have that kind of will power if I were in her place but was happy that I didn’t need to worry about that.

Once again etiquette demanded that I share the cock so I didn’t get to experience the male climax but at least I got myself off quite nicely before I relinquished my man’s lap to another. Fittingly it was the maid of honor and another close friend of the bride who took the men to the limit of their prodigious endurance and were rewarded with a pussy full of hot cum for their efforts.

Joan didn’t take a turn getting fucked so I guess either the hall pass had its limits or Joan was uncomfortable about going that far behind Chris’s back. I didn’t press her for answers at the time because we both were wasted and could barely manage to call a ride share to get us home safely.

I was way messed up but completely happy as I stumbled into bed. I had sucked one dick and rode another and did it without even noticing that I was wearing a stupid little paper hat. And most importantly I knew that the next time I heard some woman complaining about men being sexist pigs or only having sex on their minds I was going to go up and whisper in her ear the two words that would shut down her arguments flat...bachelorette party.


CHAPTER 16:

Despite Joan cashing in her hall pass at the party it turned out that she was more deeply involved with Chris than I had thought. I was actually blown away when she announced that she was engaged and flashed her big ass ring in my face.

I went through a variety of emotions. Happy that she had found her man. Jealous that she was going to have that “big day” that would never be for me. Sad that I probably wouldn’t be seeing her as much anymore and stunned when I discovered that I would be her maid of honor and Andy would be flying in to be the best man. I wasn’t just going to be seeing Andy again I was going to be in a wedding party with him.

“Aren’t people going to think it’s kind of weird that your maid of honor is someone no one has ever heard of?” I asked Joan as we were going over the attire for the wedding.

“Fuck ‘em, it’s my wedding. I’ll just say you’re an old childhood friend, which is true,” Joan replied with a shrug. “Now what do you think of this dress?”

“Hell I don’t know, they all look great to me. Pick whatever you like and I’ll happily wear it,” I replied.

I’d been a guest at weddings before but I’d never played any official role in one. It was kind of fun to be in on the planning and everything and Joan’s enthusiasm was infectious. Even so I was still not the person to go to for fashion advice, although I was learning and starting to develop my own sense of taste...or lack thereof as my eye frequently was attracted to things that made me look like a hooker.

Being a maid of honor actually turned out to be kind of a huge thing. I assumed it was just a ceremonial title, like Ambassador to Sweden or something, but I really had a lot of responsibilities. Foremost among those was organizing the bridal shower and the bachelorette party. For those of you not familiar with the wedding game those are two different events. The bridal shower, or wedding shower as it’s often referred to today, is more of a traditional tea drinking kind of ritual where ladies of all ages give practical and appropriate gifts. I was out of my element there so I let Joan’s cousin do the heavy lifting on that one. The bachelorette party, as previously described in some detail, was more up my alley.

“So let’s talk strippers,” I said to Joan as I pulled out a notepad and a pen. “Any special type or costume you want?”

“I’m not fussy. Surprise me,” Joan replied.

“So are you going to fuck them?” I asked.

“Depends on how drunk I am I suppose. If I don’t it’ll just be more cock for you.”

Ordinarily it would have been a given that I would have wanted to get drilled by a stripper but I was going to be seeing a lot of Andy during the whole wedding thing and I wasn’t sure that I’d feel good about hoping into bed with him with some other guy’s sperm still fresh in my box.

Joan was having one of those big weddings where everything was fancy, and perfect, and expensive. I used to think that was such a ridiculous waste of money, especially considering how many marriages fail miserably, but I got totally caught up in the wedding mania and secretly longed for a similar day like that for myself.

The fact that Andy was there was great in theory but it was also kind of frustrating because he had his own responsibilities as the best man so we were frequently called away for our various matrimonial duties. Fortunately there was some cross over, like the wedding rehearsal and dinner, so we’d at least see each other then.

It was actually kind of hard to concentrate on anything once I was around Andy again. It was my best friend’s big day we were preparing for but it was Andy’s big cock that clouded my mind. I was almost desperate in my desire for him to fuck me.

When I finally got my chance I didn’t waste any time. Once we were in his hotel room I got on my knees and pulled out his dick and went to town on it immediately.

“Nice to see you too,” Andy joked as he stood and looked down at me as my head bobbed back and forth on his majestic rod.

Inspired by Carly and the bachelorette party I tried to deep throat Andy but I just wasn’t up to the task. In fact I gagged pretty hard and had to back off for a moment or two but hopefully Andy appreciated the effort.

The distance and time away from each other didn’t seem to change anything, other than building up anticipation for our next get together. We always just seemed to glide in and pick up where we had left off.

“God, if you keep going like that I’m not going to last much longer,” said Andy.

The thought that I was giving him such good head that he was about to cum in my mouth sounded like a delicious invitation and not a warning but Andy obviously wanted to prolong things so I reluctantly gave up his dick and settled in for some proper necking and disrobing, which was nice too. It’s just that once I have a cock in my mouth I sort of look forward to tasting the payoff.

“Doesn’t it seem kind of weird that we ended up in the same wedding party like this?” asked Andy as he squeezed my left breast and rubbed his hand between my legs.

“Yes it does. Joan’s been my best friend forever but it sure caught me by surprise,” I replied.

“That was quite a New Year’s Eve party that brought us all together. Maybe this is a sign of things to come.”

There it was on the table already. Weddings make people think about getting married, although it’s usually the woman who’s thinking that it’s her turn and the man who’s thinking of ways to get out of it. Joan kept telling me I’d be next and talking about how great it would be for us to do stuff as married couples and I kept reminding her that I was really a man, and she always just shrugged that off like it was no big deal. It certainly seemed like a very big deal to me and I had a feeling Andy would think so too if he knew the truth.

I had already decided that I would tell him the truth instead of making up some excuse for why we couldn’t see each other anymore. I cared for him way too much by now to leave him wondering what had gone wrong and whether it was his fault in some way. I also didn’t want to give him false hope that I just had cold feet and that I’d change my mind eventually. Yes, I was going to tell him...eventually. At the moment I really needed his cock in my pussy.


CHAPTER 17:

When the wedding arrived it was strange to be so close to Andy in that setting. You’re right up there in the action, like a batter waiting in the on deck circle, though I knew the game would end before I got to step up to the plate.

Did I really want to marry a man I’d only been with three times or was this just the wedding haze wafting over me. Joan looked so beautiful and so happy and Chris seemed like a very cool guy so I hoped they were starting something that would last but you never knew about that. Even the worst marriages probably started out like this. Despite the odds you would never know for sure if it would work until you tried it.

I was happy for Joan and I was happy that I was going to get fucked by Andy again tonight but I was also kind of confused and concerned. What was there about me that made me enjoy being a woman so much? I took one of those pills and wham...it was like I had been female all my life. I fit right in and nobody ever questioned my gender. I was one of the girls. Not that all girls are alike but I certainly didn’t stand out like some weirdo who didn’t belong. I had certainly learned some feminine traits along the way but I didn’t really have to learn all that much because it all came so natural to me.

Was it all drug induced or was there something about me that I never knew, or never wanted to know? I’d been pleasantly surprised that I was able to have fun as a girl, even when getting physical with a man, but I’d gone way past the point of kinky thrills. For all practical intents and purposes I was living my life as a woman now, yet still thinking of it as a temporary thing. I didn’t take the pill to turn female anymore I took it only when I absolutely had to turn male again. Being a man was now the temporary condition and something I got out of as quickly as possible.

I never thought I was being gay when I was with Andy. He was a man and I was a woman and it all seemed perfectly natural. It was only when I turned back into a man that I had weird feelings because I still found Andy just as attractive and sexually desirable as ever. I had been slowly erasing my masculinity to the point where I wondered whether I would ever be able to get it back.

As I slipped into the bathroom to change into my evening attire my lack of masculinity was the last thing on my mind. I had planned to get something new for the occasion but Andy really liked one of the outfits I wore on our video “chats” and insisted that I wear it for him in person.

I stood there feeling soft and feminine and all packaged up for his viewing pleasure, much as I had done on Valentine’s Day, and waited for his approval and his strong masculine embrace to sweep me up. I liked it this way. I was really good at being female and Andy was really good at being male. I really had no complaints and no confusion when things were boiled down to their essence like this. Soon he would put his big penis inside me and we would copulate in anything from a sweet romantic union to a savage animalistic pounding and I would love it no matter what direction it took.

It happened to take the savage animalistic pounding approach, at least for the first go round. Andy didn’t wait for me to produce a timer and wasn’t going to be bothered by how many layers of lingerie I had on. He pushed it all aside and bent me over so that I rested my feet on the floor and my hands on the bed and every inch of his manhood slammed into my gash with almost ruthless intensity. The thought that I could inspire that kind of lust in a man made my ego soar, which was ironic because I once would have thought that being in this position with a man would be the ultimate humiliation.

Maybe I hadn’t been born a woman but I felt like I had been reborn once I discovered those pills and the wondrous results they produced. It was so easy to forget the little technical details when Andy had his cock buried in my pussy and my tits were cupped in his hands.

“That was a lovely wedding, wasn’t it?” Andy grunted between thrusts.

“Yeah...very lovely,” I panted in return.

“Is that the kind of wedding you want?”

“Ah...yeah, I suppose...if I was thinking about having a wedding this would be a point of reference.”

This seemed more like a fitting conversation for after sex cuddling but I guess the wedding haze had gotten in Andy’s eyes too. Fortunately he was getting near the point where he couldn’t talk about much of anything except the fact that he was about to cum in my pussy.

I actually hadn’t cum yet, probably because of all the matrimonial hinting, and Andy being the awesome dude he was had noticed so he quickly went down on my muff until he had me squealing loudly and clutching at his hair.

As I lay in his arms afterwards I realized how much I really did love him. I had liked him right off the bat and found him attractive as soon as I convinced myself that it was okay to be attracted to a man when I was a woman, but despite the limited time we had actually spent in each other’s presence I knew that we were right for each other. I also realized that I had a very big decision to make.

I had assumed that I only had two options in dealing with the Andy situation. I either had to tell him the truth and hope that he might want to still see me as a fuck buddy when I was on the pill, or call it all off and try to come up with an excuse that made it seem like it was all my fault. There was of course a third option that I hadn’t seriously contemplated that much until now. I could just never take that pill again and stay female for the rest of my life.


CHAPTER 18:

I suppose I had avoided the “nuclear” option because I was so afraid of what people would think. Joan obviously knew about my gender switching but no one else did. I thought I would have to quit my job and try to find a new one someplace where they would just assume I had always been a woman. And I stressed out over the legal issues and the hassle of changing my identity on everything. Plus this wasn’t an officially sanctioned way of changing your gender so I worried that I might get in trouble with the authorities for taking a street drug instead of following the normal procedures for transitioning. But most of all I feared telling my parents.

My family was very conservative. Not in the conspiracy loving nut job kind of way that a lot of “conservatives” were these days but in an old school, traditional family values kind of way. They didn’t hate gay people they just felt sorry that they had been “turned” gay and I don’t think they even comprehended the concept of someone being transgender. Their idea of being “trans” was basically like in a movie where someone dressed like a woman like Some Like It Hot, Tootise, or Mrs. Doubtfire. They could laugh at someone funny in drag but the idea that their son actually wanted to become their daughter would make their heads spin around and explode.

I knew they would take it very hard and probably blame themselves for having failed as parents. They just didn’t live in a world where people weren’t what they were “supposed” to be. I knew they loved me so I didn’t think they would react violently and cut me out of their lives but I also knew they would be very disappointed and probably pity me and want me to get help to “cure” my problem.

Then there would be the reaction of their friends for them to deal with. They’d be the parents of that “unnatural” child who had disgraced them. People would probably whisper about them in church. Their whole life of cultivating a “respectable” image might be undone just because I liked sucking cock. That seemed terribly unfair of me.

After Andy went back home I tried spending more time being male but it just wasn’t the same for me anymore. Joan was off on her honeymoon so I couldn’t talk to her about it and I felt very lonely and kind of depressed. I kept opening my closet and running my hands over the fabric of my female clothes, longing to be wearing them again. I tried to masturbate watching porn but my dick was not cooperating until I started picturing myself as the girl in the video. Even touching my own cock just made me long for the feel of Andy’s prick in my hand.

At Thanksgiving dinner with my family I felt like a total fraud. I was passing myself off as the man they had always known but in my heart I knew it wasn’t true anymore. I wanted to stand up and make an announcement but I was scared. It would ruin the Norman Rockwell moment they had worked so hard to produce.

I think I was also probably using my family as an excuse because I wasn’t just afraid of telling people that I was going to be a woman from now on I was scared of actually doing it. If life was just sex I could see no objections to having it as a female but what if I got into the workplace as a woman and felt diminished or discriminated against? I loved being young and pretty but I wouldn’t stay that way forever. Would I accept aging gracefully or hate the fact that my male friends of the same age were just getting more attractive while I felt like I was falling apart? And while I loved the thought of being a bride and wearing a gorgeous gown and being the center of so much attention would I really make a good wife?

I loved Andy, and I knew that he was marriage-minded, but I really had no idea what concept of marriage might be, largely because I had avoided any serious discussions on the topic. What were his expectations? And what about children? I didn’t know if that was even possible for me just by taking one last pill and never turning back again.

Of course just because Andy had hinted at marriage didn’t mean I had to dive right into it immediately. There were plenty of other steps along the way, especially since we were dealing with the whole long distance romance thing. Logistics entered the equation.

Then I stumbled upon a very obvious truth. Nobody knows what the future may bring. Even if I had never known that gender changing pills existed and just lived my life as a man I had no way of knowing what twists and turns might be in front of me. And just like Joan a perfect wedding was no guarantee of a perfect marriage. Things would play out over time and be judged on balance.

I guess having such a clear cut choice as deciding my future gender made things more difficult for me. With no choice you couldn’t be blamed for the future, but that wasn’t entirely true either, because we all make choices all the time that impact the direction our lives will go in.

Taking the pill and turning female was the easiest thing in the world. Deciding to not ever take it again and stay female forever was proving to be much more complicated. When Andy invited me to come and spend some time with him and his family during Christmas I accepted, partly out of curiosity about his family, and partly out of my desire to get laid.

His family couldn’t have been more different than mine as far as politics was concerned. They were wealthy, well-educated, socially conscious liberals. I sort of wished we could just swap families because having a transgender kid in the family would probably be seen as a badge of honor in their circles. It wasn’t a political issue to me but obviously lots of other people saw it as such.

“My parents loved you,” said Andy as we lay in bed in his apartment for the first time.

“That’s because I didn’t tell them I was a member of the Young Republicans in college,” I joked.

“I didn’t know you were a Republican,” said Andy, sounding genuinely surprised.

“I’m not political at all, it’s just my parents are very conservative and I knew it would make them happy,” I explained truthfully. “So what about you? Are you super liberal like your folks?”

“Not super liberal, I think of myself as more a middle-of-the-road kind of guy, but I’m pretty open-minded I guess.”

“That’s good. Then maybe you won’t kick my ass too hard,” I said.

“Why would I want to kick your ass?” asked Andy.

“Remember how I said my whole virginity thing was complicated? Well the complication is that I hadn’t had sex as a woman before because I hadn’t ever been a woman before New Year’s Eve. Joan talked me into taking a gender changing pill to be your blind date for the party. So she made up the lesbian story to explain why I wouldn’t be interested in anything physical. Then I spent some time with you and...got physical...and now I’m in love with you and spend most of my time being female but I’m scared to tell my parents that I want to be a woman full time.”

“So you’re really a man?” asked Andy, looking kind of confused.

“I was born that way but I’m not, I’m really not. This is who I am. This is who I want to be,” I replied.

“Wow. I thought I was pretty hot stuff when I thought I was turning a lesbian straight. Turning a guy into a girl is even more impressive,” Andy joked.

“So you don’t hate me?” I asked hopefully.

“Are you nuts? I have a hot girlfriend who loves to suck cock and swallows and lets me fuck her in the ass. That would be like being disappointed in finding the Holy Grail because it used to just be a cup.”

“Oh God I love you so much!” I cried as I started to kiss him frantically.

“But I think I deserve a little anal sex for being such a good sport, don’t you?”

“I couldn’t agree more,” I said as I quickly got on my hands and knees and waited for him to enter me.

I got a couple of good hard slaps across the rump first, which I totally deserved, and then his cock was inside me and everything was right with the world. All I had to do was work up the nerve to tell my ultra-conservative family that I was going to be a woman from now on and that I was in love with a man.


CHAPTER 19:

Apparently Andy really was the cool guy I hoped he was. I wasn’t just seeing him through cum colored glasses. He had pummeled my ass, but in a good way. I suppose it was probably kind of an ego boost to know that you’re so hot even a normally heterosexual man would give up his manhood and become female in order have sex with you. It certainly wasn’t an insult, although I had feared that the deception part of the story would undermine our relationship, especially since I had already admitted lying about being a lesbian. But he had a point...what’s a little dishonesty compared to a chick who’ll swallow your load happily?

I had gotten away with telling Andy about my plan to stay female for life with a couple of slaps on my butt and a really hard ass fucking but he stood to benefit from my decision so it made sense that he would be supportive. My parents, on the other hand, would likely see no upside to my decision. Consequently I chickened out and used Christmas as another “I don’t want to ruin the holiday” excuse not to tell them.

Andy was coming out for New Year’s again, and we were all going to go to the same party we had gone to last year, so the fact that everything had come full circle seemed like the perfect time to clear the decks of my manhood, my baggage, and my guilt.

What a difference a year can make. Last year I was nervous and shy and wearing a borrowed dress just hoping that the evening wouldn’t be nearly as horrible as I anticipated. I went to the party purely because Joan liked Chris so much and wanted to get to know him better. Now they were married, I was in a stunning evening gown that I had spent way too much time and money obsessing over, and Andy wasn’t my blind date, he was my boyfriend and lover and if I played my cards right future husband.

It was wonderful because I could bask in my femininity. I didn’t have to pretend to be a lesbian. Didn’t have to pretend to be anything. We drank champagne, and we danced, and we kissed, and we hung around until midnight but made a speedy retreat to Andy’s hotel room shortly after. Even though I had been with him less than two weeks prior while visiting his family for Christmas it always felt like ages whenever we were apart for any length of time.

“You look amazing in that dress you know,” said Andy once we were back at his room.

“I can leave it on if you like,” I teased.

“No, take it off. Take it off and just stand there for me,” he instructed.

I carefully removed my expensive dress, which was low cut in both the front and back so I couldn’t wear a bra, and then I stood in the middle of the room in my panties and heels waiting to see what Andy had in mind for me.

He came over and stood behind me with his arms around my waist while he kissed my neck.

“Aren’t you going to get undressed?” I asked.

“I will, but I just want to enjoy this for a few moments,” he said as his hands moved up from my waist to my breasts. “It’s hard to believe that you weren’t born with this body.”

“Well I’d be pretty tall for a baby,” I pointed out jokingly.

“You know what I mean,” Andy replied. “Are you sorry that you didn’t get to grow into it?”

“Sometimes. I have wondered how different my life would have been if I had started out as a little girl. On the other hand I got to skip the whole training bra thing and got these titties right out of the box.”

“Well they certainly are well-trained anyway. They held that dress up with no problem.”

“Glad it looked that way. I spent the whole night worrying that I was going to spill out if I reached for something.”

“I thought you didn’t mind if people saw your tits,” Andy pointed out.

He was referring to the pictures Maria had taken of me. I had finally gotten to see them, and in turn passed them along to Andy. She was planning to display a couple of them in her next show and I didn’t want something new to hide from him. They were beautiful and sexy and I couldn’t believe that it was really me, but it was really me. The real me. She had somehow captured that. Or maybe I was just romanticizing. Anyway, Andy seemed to enjoy them, and didn’t seem to mind that my naked body would be on display in some art gallery. Or if he did he was nice enough not to mention it.

“Well I’m not shy about my body but I think I’d rather grant you the exclusive rights to look at it naked,” I said.

“That’s a big responsibility but I’ll try to live up to it,” said Andy as he scooped me up in his arms and carried me to the bed.

He placed me on my back and I opened my legs and waited for him to get in between them, just as I had done in a similar bed in this same hotel exactly one year ago. Fortunately this time I wasn’t a terrified virgin coming to grips with the fact that I could find a man so attractive I would want him to put his penis inside me. And Andy wasn’t a stranger I had just met, he was the man I loved with all my heart.

As he slid inside me I had that wonderful “connected” feeling I always got when he “plugged” into me. “Turn on” usually means getting aroused but when he had his cock in me he really did turn on my whole body. I could picture the lights in a factory all flipping on as the machinery started to warm up and get into gear. Not that a factory was particularly sexy but the analogy often popped into my head for some reason.

“Can you believe a whole year has gone by?” Andy commented.

“Yeah, it’s really been quite a year too. Certainly one that I won’t forget very easily,” I replied.

“No regrets about your decision?”

“Are you kidding? I would never have looked as good in that dress as a man.”

Then we pretty much stopped talking and let the moaning and grunting take over. We were a couple now so sometimes you just let your bodies do the talking.

Afterwards was happy snuggle time, which was always awesome, and that’s when we got back to conversation.

“So how did your parents take it when you finally told them about your big decision?” asked Andy as he brushed a strand of hair out of my eyes.

“Well...about that…”

“You didn’t tell them?”

“I’m going to, I promise. I may have a tight little pussy but in life I’m really just a big pussy,” I joked. “It’s all taken care of though.”

“How is that?” asked Andy.

“I’ve made it a New Year’s resolution,” I replied.

“And do you keep your New Year’s resolutions?”

“Always,” I stated firmly. “And just so you know I made another one. I resolved to love you for the rest of my life.”

“Well in that case I’ll have to trust that you’re a woman of your word because I’ve made the same resolution,” said Andy just before he kissed me.

I didn’t get around to telling my parents for about another month but the other part of my resolution I had no trouble keeping.


AUTHOR’S NOTES:

Holidays tend to inspire book ideas, and with New Year’s just around the corner as I finish writing this, I was inspired to write something not so much about the event but about those tricky resolutions we tend to make. (Like quitting smoking, losing weight, etc.) New Year’s Day also happens to be my birthday so I guess I was feeling extra festive.

New Year’s Eve is the only holiday that specifically has kissing built into the agenda. Obviously there’s lots of kissing to be had on other holidays, and Christmas has the whole mistletoe thing that gives you an excuse to kiss whenever you can corner someone under the sprigs, (sprigs...there’s a word I don’t use very often) but New Year’s Eve makes everyone do it at the same time. It’s a time zone wide lip orgy. Consequently if you go to a New Year’s Eve party you’re probably going to kiss someone so that was really the jumping off point for this story. What if a guy agrees to go to the party as a girl on a blind date as a favor to his friend and ends up kissing the date...and likes it? It’s not a deep analysis of world affairs or anything but I think it’s a fun way to kick off the new year.

Happy New Year’s everybody! (And “happy birthday to me, happy birthday to me…”) Go kiss someone!
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