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CHAPTER 1:

I suppose my story really begins with the day that my girlfriend Amy admitted to me that she had a couple of lesbian experiences with her roommate Liz back in college. Now I've seen pictures of Liz and I have to say that if I were a girl and I had to sleep in the same room with her every night I'd probably want to fuck her too, but of course that's coming from my male perspective. The thought of two hot babes like my girlfriend and her roommate getting it on is pretty much a major sexual fantasy and something that I would love to have seen.

That was what got the wheels spinning in my head I suppose. To have been a fly on the wall watching them go down on each other would have been amazing, but actually being in the middle of that pair, and participating in the fun sounded more like heaven on Earth.

Now it's one thing to get your girlfriend to admit that she had done a little experimenting back in the day, it's quite another to actually find a good way of suggesting that she might want to rekindle that lesbian flame for a night and toss in your cock for good measure. I didn't really know how close she was to Liz these days, but I figured it wouldn't be that hard to find another lady to stand in for her if necessary, and had a few candidates in mind from her pool of current friends.

Unfortunately in trying to coax the lesbian story out of her I had to confess my own homosexual encounter from long ago. I was young and in a kind of confusing place in my sexuality, and some beers were consumed, and some gay sex happened. I am neither proud nor ashamed of it, although I probably lean more to the ashamed side because it's something I've always tried not to talk about. It was a onetime deal, and I was never tempted again, so it seemed best to just put it behind me and forget about it as much as possible.

I thought Amy might be appalled by the knowledge that I had done something gay, since women don't tend to be as turned on by homosexual men as men are by homosexual women, but she seemed to take it all in stride.

"That's very brave of you," said Amy once I had finished my confession. "It takes a man whose very secure in his manhood to admit to something like that. I personally don't know why people have all of these hang ups about sex and gender anyway. Why should we all ascribe to some arbitrary set of rules that some church came up with centuries ago? We don't burn witches at the stake anymore but we still act like two people of the same sex kissing each other is some kind of mortal sin."

"Well, you know...if you ever have the urge to...you know...be with a woman again I'm all for it. I'd love to participate, but if that's not your thing I could just watch or something," I suggested.

"Funny you should mention that," said Amy as she went over to the dresser and opened a drawer. "I've been thinking the same thing lately. That's why I got you this."

Amy reached into the drawer and pulled out a small bottle that looked like something pills would come in from the pharmacy. I honestly had no idea what she had in mind but the thought of a three-way with her and one of her sexy friends was getting me pretty aroused.

"I don't think I'll need any Viagra," I joked.

"These aren't those kind of pills, silly. They're something much more powerful and unique. They're a new type of temporary gender changing drug."

"Okay...so what does that have to do with us?" I asked slowly.

"Well, I totally agree that it would be fun to do it with a girl again and with these pills you can be that girl!"


CHAPTER 2:

I was stunned for a moment and then tried to see if she was just messing with me. Maybe this was her way of getting a shot in at me for my gay story, even if she had acted like she was cool with it. That was probably a bottle of aspirin for all I knew.

"I'm sure you could find a much more attractive partner somewhere. Someone who was actually a woman," I joked, trying to play this off lightly.

"I'm not that worried. You have some feminine features, you know. And the pill is supposed to be a pretty radical change. It's not like we're just sticking the male you in a dress and slapping on some lipstick. You're going to be an actual woman. Doesn't that sound exciting?"

"I...don't know," I said rather slowly, trying to process all of this in my mind.

"I already know that you're secure enough in your manhood to not let a little thing like this bother you, and I already know that you're turned on by the idea of me having a lesbian encounter, so it makes total sense. Nobody in the world will ever know about this but us. It will be our little secret," said Amy, making it sound perfectly innocent.

"Well I'm all for making love with you any way that I can, but do you really think you'd be into doing it with me as a girl? I mean, you have no idea what I'd look like," I pointed out again.

"Look, I'm not that superficial. I'd still know that it was you on the inside and I think I could handle whatever your looks turned out to be. Worst case scenario you're a total dog and I just can't get into it and you can change back and everything will be like normal. I just think it's worth a shot. I've got the pills, why not give them a try? Who knows? You might be really cute and I can show you some of the stuff Liz and I used to do back in college."

That was pretty much the tipping point for me. The thought of my girlfriend teaching me lesbian tricks and techniques that she used to practice with her old roommate was just too damn hot to pass up. It didn't matter to me what I looked like, that was all Amy's burden. If she thought I was acceptable then why should I quibble about it? I already knew she was beautiful and that wouldn't change because I took some stupid pill.

"Yeah, I guess it wouldn't hurt to give it a try," I said as casually as I could, even though I was somewhat terrified by the idea of some drug shaking up my insides and changing my whole DNA.

"Awesome! Why don't we plan for Friday night? That way if we really have fun we don't have to be a hurry to change you back. We might have a whole girly weekend together. Doesn't that sound like fun?" said Amy very cheerfully.

For the sake of full disclosure I will now share with you something that I didn't even tell Amy about and that was the fact that during that period of sexual confusion I did try dressing in women's clothing a few times, but always in private. Amy may have said that I had some feminine features but they sure weren't apparent to me, not even when I tried to look female.

It just felt sexy to put women's clothing on, and I was obviously open to new possibilities, but I really didn't think that I could pass for a real woman, let alone be an attractive one. The thought of being a beautiful woman and wearing sexy lingerie was kind of kinky and exciting to fantasize about, but I wasn't so confused about my gender identity that I actually ever considered trying to transition or anything like that. That whole phase of my life passed pretty quickly, and I settled into a very "normal" heterosexual male lifestyle, and I have never regretted that since.

I suppose there was a tiny little part of me that sort of worried that I might be messing with things by trying this gender pill but it was hard to imagine how fooling around with my girlfriend could be that different, even if I was in a different body. I'd probably just end up doing her with a strap on or something so it would be basically the same as usual, except that I wouldn't have to worry about maintaining an erection.

When Friday night rolled around Amy surprised me with a lovely candlelight dinner, and we enjoyed some wine, and then we went upstairs to the bedroom.

"Let me change into something more appropriate," said Amy as she disappeared into the bathroom.

When she came out she was wearing one of my absolute favorite sexy outfits of hers that was all stockings and garter belts and black lace. She must have had it stashed in the bathroom knowing that she would be wearing it tonight and I thought it was a great choice.

"Now you should take off all of your clothes and sit on the bed," she instructed. "Supposedly you might feel a little dizzy right after the transformation."

I did as she suggested and it felt like a normal Friday night to me. Maybe a little special one, with the fancy dinner and her in sexy lingerie. Just seeing her dressed like that had already given me a major boner.

"You won't be needing this tonight," said Amy with a laugh as she stroked my erect penis a couple of times before handing me a pill and a glass of water.

"Are you sure about that?" I asked. "It's kind of a shame to waste a nice hard on. We could always try the pill thing later."

"No way. I'm ready to lick some pussy," she announced, which just made me even harder. "Now take your medicine like a good boy...or I guess I should say good girl."

I shrugged my shoulders and swallowed the pill. I then waited a moment or two and thought I was off the hook because I didn't feel anything but when it hit it hit pretty hard. I did become dizzy, so much so that I think I might even have passed out for a second, but when my head started to clear I didn't feel sick. It was more like a pleasant buzz or maybe a mild head rush.

Amy was grinning from ear to ear and it took me a moment to realize that my body had actually changed. My big throbbing erection was gone, along with a penis of any kind, and looking down I could see tits where things used to be flat.

"Don't laugh at me," I sort of whined as I tried to cover up my bare breasts with my hands. "That's not nice."

"I'm not laughing at you, silly, I'm smiling. I had no idea you'd turn out looking this amazing."

"You're just teasing me," I protested.

"Come look for yourself," said Amy as she dragged me up from the bed and took me over to the mirror.

I had to admit that she was right. I did look pretty amazing. I don't know if my alleged "feminine features" had anything to do with that, or it was just the magic of modern science, but somehow I seemed to have been transformed into a really hot babe.

"Look at you with your perky titties and pert little nipples. I just have to give them a tweak," said Amy just before she did just that.

"Either I drank way more wine than I thought and I'm seeing things or we've just witnessed some kind of a scientific miracle," I said.

"You're not imagining it, trust me. You're a beautiful young woman with a killer body and I am so going to eat you up," said Amy enthusiastically. "Now let's see what I've got that might fit you."

Amy rummaged around in her dresser drawer and pulled out a very sheer pink baby doll nightie. It was extremely short, ultra-feminine, and short of flared at the bottom. It actually was just the kind of thing I might have picked for myself if I had been choosing something from her wardrobe.

"We won't mess around with bras and panties and all that tonight. This should fit well enough and give me plenty of access," Amy commented as she helped me to slip the nightgown on. "Now what shall we call you?"

"What do you mean?"I asked.

"Well I can't very well call you Ted while you're looking like that, can I? We need something more appropriately feminine."

"Pick something," I suggested.

"How about Lisa?"

"No, I dated a girl named Lisa once. She was kind of a bitch."

"Well we can't have that. How about something sassy, like Jade?"

"Sounds too much like a stripper," I said.

"I know what you want, miss pretty in pink. You want a very girly-girl name, don't you? You want to be called Cindy."

Damn if she wasn't right about that. For some reason that name had already popped into my head and when Amy suggested it I knew that it was meant to be.

"Okay, I like that. I'm Cindy," I said with a little giggle, although there was really nothing all that amusing about it.

"Pleased to meet you Cindy. Now why don't you hop up on the bed like a good girl and let's see if we can get better acquainted.


CHAPTER 3:

I had really figured that zapping into a woman's body wouldn't change me all that much, aside from the external appearance. I had never been what you would call an aggressive alpha male type, but I did my manly duty in the bedroom and usually took charge of the situation, but this was all screwy and new and confusing to me.

For one thing I didn't know anything about having lesbian sex, aside from watching porn videos, and Amy at least had some practical experience in that area. Then there was the psychological aspect of the way we were dressed. Amy was all in black with straps and buckles and whatnot. She was basically just a leather corset and a riding crop away from looking like a dominatrix, while I was wearing the most feminine little pink thing you could imagine.

I also felt totally feminine and pink, if that's actually something you can feel. Amy had sensed it somehow and given me the appropriate name. Maybe it was my voice. It wasn't annoyingly childish but it was far from deep and sultry. Or maybe it was my looks. I was really cute more than exotically seductive. The really scary part was that when I used to dress up like a girl that was exactly the kind of girl I wanted to be in my imagination. That fascinating mix of apparent innocence with an underlying sexuality just bubbling below the surface. Maybe I was reading too much into the fact that I had been handed a pink nightgown, but things just seemed to be pushing me in a direction that I couldn't really control.

"You are too cute for words, Cindy," said Amy as we began to kiss.

I sort of assumed that something like kissing my girlfriend would be pretty familiar, having done it so many times before, but I had never done it when I had boobs that were pressing up against hers. I couldn't believe how arousing the material of my nightgown was. I had assumed that sexy lingerie was eye candy for the man, but it felt incredibly stimulating just to feel it brushing against my bare skin.

As our kissing intensified Amy's hand got under my gown and felt up my slit. That sent a little shiver of excitement running though me and I wondered what it was going to be like to have sex with a pussy.

"Somebody's getting in the mood already," said Amy as she pulled her hand out and indicated the moisture on her fingers before licking it off. "That's a good sign."

"So what made you decide to fool around with your college roommate?" I suddenly asked.

"Oh, that just kind of happened," Amy said with a laugh. "Our dorm really sucked and if you didn't shower early enough the hot water was usually gone. Once or twice, when we were both running late, we agreed to shower together to get as much hot water as we could. There was nothing sexual about it, we basically just took turns standing under the shower head, and then we'd get out pretty quick before the water got too cold. You know, more like being in a locker room or something. Well one time there just wasn't much hot water at all so we both squeezed together under the shower head and I guess that feeling of our wet bare skin rubbing together did something. We started soaping each other up...and then we started feeling each other up...and that my dear is how I became an honorary lesbian."

"That sounds wonderful. I'd like to shower with you," I said.

"And I'm sure we will, baby, but let's see if we can work up a sweat first," said Amy as she crawled down between my legs and spread them apart. "What a perfect pink pussy. And so appropriate, too. I think maybe I should have called you Pinky."

"You still can if you want to," I said with another little giggle. "I can have a nickname, can't I?"

"Of course you can, baby. You can have whatever you want. You're an adorable girl now, and they always get whatever they want."

Amy then started to rub her fingers around my muff. Sometimes she rubbed in circles and sometimes she short of traced the outline of my pussy. It was rather gentle and leisurely at this point with no frantic groping or poking going on.

"Does that feel good honey?" asked Amy as he continued to massage my gash.

"Yes," I replied. "It feels really good, but kind of strange not having a dick."

"You'll get used to that soon enough once you feel how nice it is to have a pussy."

Amy then got her head down between my legs and started licking. I figured this was where I would have the edge on her, having so much more experience bean licking, but Amy sure as hell seemed to know what she was doing. It sort of made me wonder if I had been doing it wrong all this time. Maybe it was because she was a woman and knew what women like, or maybe she and Liz just did a lot of muff diving, but whatever the reason I had to admit that my girlfriend was probably better at licking pussy than I was.

"You've done this before," I teased.

"A few times, but not for years now," Amy managed to reply without really missing a beat down below.

That was such a hot image to hold in my head. Even my pretty little feminine head. Amy was a beautiful woman and seeing this adventurous side of her sexuality was really exciting. All the more so, I suppose, because I was the recipient of her oral skills.

"Why did you stop having sex with girls?" I asked.

Amy sat up and resumed rubbing my snatch with her hand so that we could better converse. That was fine because I liked the switching back and forth from fingers to mouth and it just kept me on kind of a low boil.

"Liz and I weren't really lesbians, I guess. It was fun to fool around sometimes in the privacy of our room, and we didn't have to get all dressed up to go out. I guess we were kind of lazy lesbians of convenience," Amy said with a laugh. "You know, something to do when neither one of us had a date, or got stood up or something. It was college and everybody's having sex all the time. I couldn't really be sure what my orientation was without trying both sides of the street, which I'm sure you can understand."

"So you like guys better?"

"Of course I do. It's fun to play with a girl every now and then, but you must know how much I like men. I'm living with one for one thing. That ought to be a pretty big clue," Amy replied with another laugh. "Pussy is great, but there's just nothing like taking it from behind from a big strong man with a huge cock who's pulling your hair and slapping your ass."

I assumed she was just being colorful, because that wasn't at all a very accurate depiction of our sex life together. I kind of wondered what big strong man with a huge cock had ever fucked her that way. Even so I didn't feel much jealousy at the moment, since I wasn't in any position to compete with any man with a dick of any size, so it was actually kind of arousing to think of Amy getting boned like that.

"You know what? You should find out what that feels like...and I've got just the thing," said Amy as she hopped off the bed and quickly rummaged through another dresser drawer.

When she came back to bed I saw that she was wearing a rather enormous strap on dildo that looked incredibly realistic. This was not at all what I had expected but seeing her like that got my pulse racing.

"Okay, bitch, get on all fours like a good girl," Amy commanded.

I was kind of in a state of shock but I quickly turned over and propped myself up on my hands and knees and waited for her to make the next move...like a good girl.
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"Oh, my Gaaaaaaaaaaaaaaawd! Oh, fuck, fuck, fuck!" I wailed as Amy drove that big dildo into my wet cunt.

The early pussy play had been very gentle and kind of sweet, but we had switched gears now and I was getting seriously boned. I mentioned earlier that Amy's choice of attire did give her kind of a domineering look, and with that huge phallus strapped on in front it sort of completed the package, so to speak. That fake dick was certainly bigger than mine, but I sort of wondered whether it was bigger than some of the other guys Amy had dated over the years. That may have been kind of a weird thing to be thinking about, but this was kind of a weird situation for me all around.

Amy had flipped my flimsy little gown up on my back and I was very exposed to her in this position. It was a feeling I wasn't really used to but I found it kind of thrilling for some reason. Sometimes she held my hips firmly, and sometimes she leaned over and grabbed my boobs, and a couple of times she even slapped my rump. Not really hard, but hard enough that I felt like I was being spanked.

I wondered whether Amy had been the aggressor with Liz, or whether they traded off topping each other, or whether she used to be the bottom and just wanted to flip things around, the way I was experiencing the opposite of what I usually knew. I couldn't really stop and ask her at the moment as I was moaning and crying out too much to engage in any sort of serious conversation.

"Did you ever get fucked like this when you were experimenting with boys?"Amy asked, seemingly out of the blue.

"No, of course not," I managed to reply.

It seemed like a silly question, since I obviously didn't have a pussy back then, but suddenly I realized that I could have taken it up the ass in this position so it wasn't that silly a question at all. The answer was still no but I sort of wondered why she asked it. Did it turn her on, for some reason, to think of me getting butt fucked by some dude, the way I got hot thinking about her with another woman?

I really hadn't done much with a guy before. It started when I was a teenager and I had this friend who would invite me over to watch porn with him while we both jacked off. It was just something kind of dirty to sneak off and do, like smoking behind the garage or stealing some booze from your dad's liquor cabinet. We were both presumably straight and seemed to like the same porn stars so we'd just sit there jerking off, trying to see who could last the longest, which I'm sorry to say usually wasn't me.

Then one day the guy reached over and replaced my hand with his own. I tried to brush it away but he already had a good grip on my shaft and was stroking me firmly.

"Come on, dude, don't leave me hanging," he said with a laugh as he nodded to his throbbing member.

I felt shy, and a little guilty, but feeling guilty was kind of the whole idea of what we were doing, so I reached over and took his dick in my hand. Then we jerked each other to completion and I had a pretty intense orgasm. There was just something about the human connection, even if it was with another guy, that made the whole thing more pleasurable.

It seemed like no big deal to me at the time, and I tried not to think of it as gay, since we were straight guys watching straight porn and lusting after the same female performer. We did it a couple of more times before the guy asked me if I wanted to suck his cock. I thought he was joking, at first, but he wasn't. What kind of bothered me was that he wasn't suggesting we suck each other off, but that I should suck him. That made it much, much, harder for me to not feel emasculated, yet I agreed to try it anyway.

I had gotten down on the floor in front of the guy's chair and started stroking him, which I had already done a couple of times before so it didn't seem that bad, but when it came to actually putting his dick in my mouth it barely passed my lips before I chickened out and got the hell out of there.

I decided that I didn't want to be his jerk off buddy anymore, and that was pretty much the end of my gay experimental phase. I hadn't given Amy all of those graphic details so she probably assumed that I had done a whole lot more, especially since it was pretty apparent that she had gone all out during her homosexual fling.

"Is it too much for you, baby, or can you handle this kind of a pounding?" Amy asked.

"I think I can handle it, but that that thing is just so BIG!" I moaned, which made her laugh.

"Trust me, if you ever see a guy whip something like that out of his pants it's like finding the golden ticket in a Wonka bar," she joked.

Amy made me cum very hard, but that didn't seem to be the end of it. If anything she actually fucked me a little harder before suddenly pulling out and rolling me over on my back. She helped me pull my nightgown off and then removed her own bra and got on top of me as we embraced and kissed and rubbed our boobs together.

"I can't wait to take you shopping tomorrow and get you some adorable clothes," Amy announced.

"Really?" I said, sounding surprisingly pleased at that prospect.

I knew what shopping for clothes meant to Amy, and how long it usually took, so it was something I tried to avoid participating in most of the time, unless she wanted my opinion on anew bikini or some kind of lingerie. That was fun, but how she could spend hours just looking at stuff and trying things on was beyond me. Somehow now, hearing her make it sound like a treat, I sort of looked forward to it.

I was also sort of surprised that Amy didn't seem in any hurry to get her own needs taken care of. She had fingered me, and licked me, and fucked me with a dildo, but I still hadn't really done much of anything to her yet except kiss and hug and touch her boobs a little. Maybe she was just trying to break me in, since I was new to this whole female thing, but I didn't want to be a selfish lover. She had made me cum and I needed to return the favor.

"Don't you want me to get you off now?" I asked, at least letting her know that I was thinking about her needs.

"Don't you worry about that, you sweet thing. We've got all kinds of time to play. The main thing is to get you feeling nice and comfortable as a girl," Amy replied.

"I think you're doing a pretty good job of that already. I feel wonderful!"I said.

"Good, you should feel wonderful. You're a beautiful girl with nice titties and a tight pussy and a sweet booty. You're perfectly designed for pleasure. Savor it. Enjoy it. Let all that nice orgasmic energy sweep through your whole body and make you quiver with excitement. What a little heartbreaker you could be with the boys."

I was two years older than Amy but she was making me feel like a teenager to her experienced older woman. I would say an older sister, but what we were doing was definitely more than displaying sisterly affection. I guess I did look a lot younger this way and I did feel kind of wide-eyed and curious about everything female at the moment. She was my guide and mentor and I was happy to have her expertise on hand.

"It seemed like you really enjoyed having that big dildo in your pussy," Amy commented.

"I did. That was totally wild. I've never felt anything like that in my life," I replied truthfully.

"You know what I bet you'd really like? Having the real thing in there," Amy suggested slyly.

"Well, that dildo looked pretty realistic to me," I said with a laugh.

"Yes, but it's not the same as having a man's cock fill you up," she insisted. "And a dildo isn't going to cum."

I guessed that she was still probing me to find out more about my gay experiences in my youth so I finally told her the simple truth of how little I had done and how it never really went beyond giving someone a hand job and I figured that would probably end her fascination with me having sex with men. Unfortunately a little seed was planted in my brain and I wondered if my fascination would end so easily.
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When we tried scissoring later that evening I thought it was just fantastic. We sat on the bed with our crotches pressed together as tightly as possible while we leaned back, supported by our outstretched arms. Then we started to rub our pussies together and much to my surprise the thing really worked like a charm. It was kind of a tricky position to get into but once we were there I found that grinding my pussy on another woman's was incredibly hot.

Amy looked really hot too as her tits bounced and her face got this amazing look of satisfaction. We were both naked now so there wasn't the whole clothing thing messing with my head. We were just two horny babes getting off on each other in the nude. What was really cool about it was the fact that we were sharing the exact same experience at the same time. In that way it was sort of like having a jack off buddy, because both of you knew what the other was feeling, and even though this was just as gay it didn't really feel that way to me at the moment for some reason.

I dated a girl once who said her favorite way to masturbate was using a pillow, and for the life of me I could never figure out how that would work. A guy could cut a hole in a pillow and have a nice squishy pocket to unload in, but a soft bag of foam hardly seemed like a proper device for female stimulation. Now I was beginning to understand. Penetration was great, but that amazing little clit could blast you into the stratosphere without needing a jackhammer to prod it along. I had a feeling you could grind against just about anything and get the job done without even needing a banana or a cucumber or some other phallic object.

After building up to a pretty wild finish, where both of us were having an orgasm at roughly the same time, we mellowed out a bit and settled in for some snuggling and cuddling. I found myself sucking on Amy's nipples while she stroked my hair and said sweet things to me and I couldn't remember feeling any closer to her after having sex, no matter how good the sex had been. There was just something about being part of her womanly sorority that seemed to bond us even more tightly than usual.

I think I really enjoyed the fact that I didn't feel like I had to prove anything. Being a man meant being ready to perform in the sack, and judging your manhood accordingly, even if your partner was nice enough not to complain if you shot your wad too fast or failed to get her off before you passed out after having a few too many beers with the boys. I wanted to be a stud for Amy so badly, but I didn't feel like I always measured up. I felt like I always needed to be in charge, and confident, and manly, but the male ego is so fragile, and an erection can vanish in the blink of an eye, and as much as I wanted to be manly I didn't want to go too far and be some kind of jerk so there was always some underlying tension where sex was concerned, and not the good kind where you meet somebody and you can both feel the sparks flying.

It was so much easier to play the part of the girl, especially the kind of inexperienced girl I was at the moment. I was just learning how this new body responded to different stimulus, and how my brain seemed to process things a little differently as well. Being kind of soft and gentle and cute seemed to suit my personality in a lot of ways that could never be expressed when I was a man.

Amy got to relive her shower experiences in the morning, but fortunately we had no shortage of hot water so we were able to linger under the shower head as long as we liked, rubbing and touching and soaping each other up before we toweled each other off and I got properly dressed as a woman for the first time. Amy seemed to have a lot of fun picking out my wardrobe and helping me apply my makeup, and I'll admit I had a lot of fun as well. It was just another one of those girly bonding things that made me feel all warm and happy inside.

Stepping out the door freaked me out for a tiny moment, because I had a flashback to my cross-dressing experiments and worried that I'd never pass for a real female, but then I realized that I wasn't trying to "pass" for anything since I actually was a real female, and a good-looking one to boot.

Amy didn't overdo it on the shopping, but I wasn't about to complain. I could begin to understand why it took so much time since there were just so many more choices and options available for just about everything. And even if something looked good on the rack there was no guarantee it would look as good on your body. Every girl's body was so different it wasn't as easy as just grabbing a package of male t-shirts that were either S, M, L, or XL.

We still ended up buying far more stuff than I could ever use in one weekend but I figured that since Amy and I were similar in size she could always use whatever we ostensibly bought for me. I would never have guessed that something like shopping with my girlfriend could possibly be so enjoyable, but I was discovering a lot of surprising things.

Amy hadn't talked about men very much since she suggested that I would probably enjoy being with one, but she didn't have to. I was noticing them in a disturbingly sexual way on my own. I couldn't help it. It was painfully obvious that guys were checking us out and that kind of turned me on. I wasn't used to being ogled like that in public so openly and it made me feel kind of powerful. I knew men, and I knew how easy it would be to get any one of them to fawn all over me if I showed them the slightest bit of attention.

The rest of the weekend was also a blast, even when we weren't doing anything special. I was suddenly much more interested in poking around some little boutiques looking at funky jewelry or even watching a kind of sappy romantic comedy movie. And of course we had lots of lesbian sex, which continued to be delightful, but I was actually feeling a little disappointed when Sunday night rolled around and I knew this would all be over by the next morning.

"So what do you think, babe? Next weekend we bring a guy into the mix? Or would you be more comfortable if we both had dates or something?"asked Amy as casually as she might have asked me what I wanted for dinner.

"Say what now?" I stammered.

"Don't act so shocked. I know you're curious. And don't think I didn't notice you checking out every cute guy we walked by."

"I wasn't," I protested.

"Or flirting with that guy at the fish and chips place," she added.

"I didn't."

"Come on, it's perfectly natural, and it's not like you've never had any interest in men before," she pointed out.

"Are you saying you want to fuck some other guy?" I asked a little suspiciously. "Is that what this is all about?"

"I'm more interested in what you want at the moment. I could just watch if you preferred that. Or maybe fool around with you and let you have all the male attention. I'm open to whatever you want, baby. But tell the truth. Doesn't being with a guy sound like fun?"

"I guess so," I said rather softly.

"Do you think it would bother you to see me getting nailed by some other guy, or do you think it would turn you on? I mean I can't wait to see you grinding your little pink pussy on some big stud's raging hard on."

"Gosh...I don't really know how to answer that question," I said.

"Well why don't we start with just one guy who's there for your pleasure and I'll just guide you through it. I can always leave you alone once you get started if I'm making you uncomfortable. And if you want me to participate more I'll jump in and join you any way that you like. How does that sound, baby?"

"I guess that sounds pretty good," I replied.

"Of course it does. You're going to have so much fun and I'll have so much fun watching you. Now do you want me to pick someone or is there someone you have in mind that you'd like to invite?" asked Amy.

"What? Me invite someone?"

"Well, I don't know. I thought maybe you'd be more comfortable with a friend or a co-worker or something than being with a total stranger."

"But how would I ever explain that?"I stammered.

"You tell them about the pill, show them a picture of what you look like when you take the pill, and I'm sure that would be about all the explanation that would be required. You're very, very, fuckable sweetie."

I didn't really mean how would I explain on a technical level, I was more concerned about what they would think once they knew that this was something I was messing around with. She was probably right that my photo, and the promise of guaranteed sex, would be ample inducement to get just about any guy I knew in the sack with me, but then I would have to live with that afterwards once I had become a man again, and that didn't thrill me too much.

"Why don't you pick someone," I suggested.

"Okay, no problem. I'm sure I can get you a nice big stud to pop your cherry," said Amy with a grin. "Just leave everything to me."

At the moment it didn't seem like I had much of a choice so I put it in her hands and tried not to go crazy waiting for the weekend and wondering what the hell I was getting myself into.


CHAPTER 6:

"So do you want a meet and greet thing first or do you want to cut right to the chase and be waiting for him in bed?" asked Amy one evening during dinner in the middle of the week.

"What do you mean?" I asked.

"Well, we could hook up with him at a bar and have a couple of drinks. A little small talk to break the ice and see if you hit it off right away. Or we could bring him here and open a bottle of wine and do the same thing in living room, or you could just be sitting on the bed waiting for him to walk in and take you," Amy explained.

"So who is this guy anyway?" I asked.

"Just a friend. More like a friend of a friend, really. He used to date my friend Jane so I am reliably informed that he is well-endowed and knows how to use it."

"How come she's not dating him anymore?" I inquired suspiciously.

"She caught him cheating on her with one of her other friends. Apparently he's not reliable boyfriend material but he gets high marks for his stud services," Amy said with a laugh. "And I'm assuming you don't want to fall in love with the guy, you're just looking to have some fun."

"God, this feels so weird talking about this stuff when I'm sitting here as a man," I said.

"Just remember what it feels like to be Cindy. What do you think she wants?"

I was pretty sure that Cindy wanted to get boned, but I wasn't quite sure if that was what I really wanted. It was one thing to flirt a little, or look at a guy or two, but we were talking about actually going all the way.

Chatting first might be nice, but it would also give me a chance to back out, and I was sort of afraid that I would take that chance if it was available. I had harmlessly flirted a tiny bit with one guy, but it wasn't a guy who had come over specifically to fuck me. I really didn't know what to say to the man.

"Does he know about the pills?" I asked.

"Oh, yes. I showed him your picture and it went just like I thought it would. He doesn't care how you got that way, as long as you look like that when he gets here. Typical man," Amy said with a chuckle.

"Well I guess there's no point in wasting time on small talk if this is a done deal anyway," I said with a shrug.

"That's my girl! Oops...sorry...you know what I meant," said Amy with a grin. "This is good. This way we can get you all dolled up and ready for him when he arrives. I'm sure you'll make a great first impression."

She was probably right about that I figured, especially when I saw the new outfit she had gotten for me to wear. It was called an "unwrap me" teddy, and that was exactly what it was. It consisted of a pink bra fastened in front by a giant bow that had streamers that ran all the way down to my crotch, which was barely covered by a matching pink g-string that ran right up the crack of my ass. If he unfastened the bow my bra would open in the middle, and the g-string offered little or no coverage to my lower bits. He could easily pull them off or just push them aside if he was impatient. I was literally a gift wrapped package just waiting for him when he arrived.

I wondered what I would do if someone offered me the chance to be in his shoes. Jump at it immediately I assumed, assuming that Amy and I weren't a thing, or it was something kinky she wanted to see happen. The fact that I'd be fucking someone who was really a guy probably wouldn't freak me out that much. It might even be a little ego boost. Nothing makes a man feel more manly than seeing another man being totally emasculated.

Amy got me all fixed up and ready to go with plenty of time to spare, which just gave me all the more time to be nervous, but we did open that bottle of wine and had a couple of glasses by ourselves before the gentleman in question was ringing our doorbell.

"There he is!" Amy said cheerfully. "Prepare to leave your virginity behind, honey. This is a special night for you. I'm so happy to be a part of it."

With that she kissed me for luck and went to answer the door. Amy was wearing a black cocktail dress that was both simple and elegant at the same time, and showed a nice bit of leg due to the slit up one side. I still didn't know exactly what her role was going to be in all of this tonight, but I definitely wanted her there at the beginning at least. I was scared and I wanted her moral support and encouragement. If she provided more than that along the line then it would probably just happen naturally. I tried not to make any hard and fast rules about what she should or shouldn't do. This was an adventure and anything could happen.

When the door to the bedroom opened and Amy and the man walked in I felt my heart, which had already been racing, begin to beat even faster, only now it was more from excitement than from fear as I realized this was really happening...and that Amy had chosen an incredibly hot guy.

His name was Blake Dixon, which sounded like a great name for a male stripper, and he certainly had the looks to be one if he so desired. He was tall and handsome and very casually dressed in a tight pullover shirt and equally tight jeans which gave me a pretty good idea that he probably had a pretty nice physique. I could certainly see why Amy's friend had been attracted to him. It was too bad he was such a philanderer, but that just made him available to me so I didn't feel that bad about his reputation.

"Hi," I said with a little wave of my hand after Jane had made the introductions, which was the best I could muster.

"Hi," Blake replied with a grin. "My, aren't you a pretty little package. It makes me feel like it's my birthday or something."

"Then maybe you'd be more comfortable in your birthday suit," Amy suggested, saying the kind of appropriately witty thing that I had desperately wanted to say but choked on.

"Good idea," said Blake as he pulled off his shirt and revealed his really toned upper body.

I just stared at him as he took his pants off, and I think my mouth was literally hanging open, although I did manage to avoid drooling on myself somehow. He had that kind of body that you knew took some work to develop and maintain without looking like he was planning to enter some kind of weight lifting competition, although judging by his arms he might do very well at that anyway.

Once he was naked Amy led him by the hand and had him sit on the bed next to me. It was so strange to be delivered up on a silver platter to a man I had just met, especially when I was being delivered by my own live-in girlfriend, but that didn't really bother me for some reason. I actually kind of liked that feeling of knowing that I was the object of so much desire. Blake obviously had been with plenty of women, even when he was already in a relationship, and it was also pretty obvious that he would have little trouble finding girls to share his bed, but right now, in this room, in this moment, he wanted me, and that made me feel good.

Blake positioned himself so that he was sitting on his knees and then pulled me up so that I was doing likewise. Then he put a hand behind my head and pulled me towards him as he leaned forward to kiss me. There was nothing to do but close my eyes and pucker up. A moment later our lips met, and then our tongues, and then I put my arms over his shoulders and let myself melt into his embrace.


CHAPTER 7:

Life, love, and relationships can be very strange. Obviously the whole setup I was in was strange, but it struck me that kissing Blake in front of Amy seemed almost worse somehow than fucking him. Kissing seemed to have a more romantic connotation to me than other more overtly sexual acts. I was willing to touch another man's cock back in my experimental phase but I don't think I would have kissed the guy for a million bucks. I had no idea what Amy might be thinking as she watched me swapping saliva with this handsome guest, but she probably just thought it looked hot.

"I've got to unwrap this gift," said Blake after we had been kissing for a bit.

Either he was familiar with this type of lingerie or just figured it out on the fly because it very neatly had my bow undone and my boobs tumbling out in nothing flat.

"Now those are titties that shouldn't be kept under wraps," he commented as he cupped both of my breasts in his hands.

"They are pretty, aren't they?" Amy commented from her seat on the bed.

"Absolutely," Blake confirmed. "And so firm, too."

I felt a little like a car or something and Amy was the saleswoman, and Blake the potential buyer, the way they were talking about my features and attributes as if I was just an inanimate object. I suppose it was my own fault, in a way, because I wasn't really contributing much of anything to the conversation. I was just too scared, but in a sort of juvenile way, as if I were a shy teenage girl confronting a naked man for the first time in my life.

That probably wasn't all that surprising considering the fact that I had been denied the opportunity to actually be a teenage girl and sort of work my way up the sexual ladder one rung at a time. And I was only in my late twenties so I wasn't actually that far removed from my teenage days anyway.

Another thing that wasn't surprising at all to me was the fact that Mr. Dixon had a very big penis. It was impressive enough when I first caught a glimpse of it coming out of his pants, but now that it was fully erect it was pretty much a thing of awe and wonder. I knew some men had dicks like that, but I had certainly never seen one in person, let alone had it rubbing up against me while my tits were being fondled. I felt a tremendous urge to touch it so I did.

It had been many years since I had touched a cock that wasn't my own but I felt that same kind of tingle of tasting forbidden fruit as I stroked his pole rather slowly. By Monday I would be a man again and have to cope with the knowledge of what I had done over the weekend, but that didn't stop me from doing what I really wanted to do at that moment.

I supposed I'd have to say that I have always been fascinated by cocks. From the first time I had an erection I marveled at how something that was part of my body could suddenly grow so fast, like I was a human Transformer. Then of course there was the whole business of ejaculation and the even more remarkable concept that the white sticky stuff that came out of the cock was actually capable of creating life.

Having only a pretty average-size dick had given me a little penis envy over the years. My stroke buddy wasn't hung like a horse, but he was a bit bigger than me, and I think that sort of made me feel a little intimidated by him. I was always telling myself that size didn't matter, but secretly wishing I had a much bigger prick.

Now I was holding my dream cock in my hand. It was big and beautiful and bulging all over. The tip of it came to kind of a point, like an arrow head, which seemed very appropriate since it was no doubt going to be shot into me somewhere along the line tonight.

"Do you like it?" asked Blake, without needing to indicate what he was referring to.

"It's gorgeous," I replied softly. "But it's so big."

"You'll learn to like that part of it soon enough, I promise," Blake said with a slight chuckle.

"Why don't you kiss it, baby? Show him how beautiful you think it is," Amy suggested.

I knew that she didn't really mean that I should just give him a quick peck on the pecker but it did seem like it might be a good way to ease into the blowjob that I had already resolved to give the man. I had chickened out the first time I tried to blow a guy, and I didn't really regret that because I didn't consider myself to be gay, or even bi-sexual at the time, but the curiosity never left me entirely.

Blake stayed sitting on his knees so I had to scoot back a little to get my head down low enough to be lined up with his dick. From this view the arrowhead impression was even stronger, especially the way the head kind of split to the sides on the bottom. I puckered my lips and planted a wet one right on the tip of his cock.

"Can I suck it?" I asked very sweetly as I looked up at him, obviously knowing what the answer would be.

"Of course you can suck it, baby," said Blake as he gently stroked my hair. "I'd be disappointed if you didn't."

I opened my mouth and moved my head forward until I had several inches of his rod inside me and then let my lips form a seal. Taking his shaft in my hand again I resumed stroking him while I moved my head back and forth. So this was what I would have experienced if I hadn't freaked out and run away the first time I tried it. That seemed so silly now. It was a unique sensation, but not unpleasant at all. In fact it was kind of exhilarating.

It was hard not to be impressed by Blake's virile manliness. He just seemed to have it all going on, as far as a male sex object was concerned. If he had been some homely fifty-something dude with a beer belly and too much hair on his back I probably wouldn't have felt so excited about wrapping my lips around his throbbing member, no matter how big it was, but Blake seemed like my idea of what a real man should be like, and it was a pleasure to do my best to try and please him.

"You're doing so good, honey," Amy whispered in my ear as she had crawled over and was kind of lying next to me. "And you look so pretty doing it."

I still couldn't really guess what was going through Amy's mind. How well did she know Blake? Jane was a pretty good friend, so she might have crossed his path a few times, but we had never gone out as two couples on a double date or anything like that. Had Amy been lusting after Blake all this time? Had Blake tried to hit on her in the past? Hell, maybe they'd had an affair for all I knew. I decided that I didn't really care right now. I was just so thankful that Amy had come up with this whole crazy scheme and made it possible for me to experience something like this, at least once in my life.

"He's really yummy," I said to Amy, taking Blake's dick out of my mouth for a moment. "You really ought to taste it."

"Are you sure, baby? This night is all about you," said Amy.

"No, I want to see you suck his big cock. Show me how it's done," I said firmly.

Amy just smiled and took my place in front of Blake's pelvis. Then she took his shaft in her hand and gave it a few good strokes.

"The changing of the guard," Blake joked.

"Looks like we're going to tag team you," Amy joked right back.

"The more the merrier I always say," Blake replied.

The I watched as my girlfriend proceeded to suck the biggest cock I had ever seen in my life like she was a pro. I knew she was good at giving head, but I'd never seen her quite this enthusiastic before. I should have been more jealous, but I couldn't really blame her. Blake just exuded raw masculine sexuality from every pore. He had the kind of cock that would make a dedicated lesbian question her vow of penile chastity.

"You're right...he is yummy," Amy said before she turned the BJ duties back over to me and then leaned in close to whisper in my ear again. "And I'll bet his cum is too."


CHAPTER 8:

I had felt another man's cum on my hand before, but I had certainly never tasted it, but I wasn't grossed out by the thought at all. It was the inevitable conclusion of a successful sex act and a completely natural and organic material. I didn't know if Blake was going to finish up this way, or whether it was just a precursor to other sex, but if he wanted to blow his load in my mouth I was ready to receive it.

"That's good, honey, you're doing so well at this," Amy said encouragingly.

Being female together had made a lot of ordinary things seem more enjoyable, and it was fun to have new hobbies and interests to share with my girlfriend. Sharing a cock seemed like just another one of those things, although maybe a little more so. It definitely wasn't an ordinary or mundane thing to do and was some incredible female bonding.

We traded off several more times, and whoever didn't have his dick in her mouth usually chipped in by playing with his balls, or squeezing in to lick his shaft or something. I don't know how he lasted so long, but that only made him all the more impressive in my eyes, even if my jaw was getting a little sore.

"All right ladies, open those pretty little mouths and get ready for your reward," Blake finally announced as he was on the verge of finishing at last.

It was probably a pretty cocky and sexist thing for him to say, but it honestly did feel sort of like we were getting rewarded for our efforts. He was going to show us how much he had enjoyed himself by shooting cum in our mouths, and I couldn't wait.

Amy and I both got our heads right next to each other and waited with our mouths open and our tongues sticking out. It was probably a pretty funny sight, and there really wasn't a terribly dignified way to present yourself for cum swallowing, so I almost felt the urge to giggle while we waited.

Blake grabbed his rod and started stroking himself furiously. He had his cock pointed at my mouth, an inch or so away from my tongue, so I knew I was going to at least get some of his jizz.

"Ohhhhh...here we go girls," he grunted as the first hot spurt burst from the tip of his dick and went straight and true right into my mouth.

Blake had pretty incredible control over his ejaculations so most of his cum hit the intended target as he moved back and forth between us, but there was a little collateral damage along the way as an errant shot hit someone's cheek or the tip of their nose. That turned out to be okay, actually, because even half a load of Blake's cum was harder to swallow than I anticipated, due to the fact that it was so thick and sticky.

So the deed had been done at last. All those years since I first allowed a cock to pass my lips I had finally finished the job as completely as possible. And I had done it with my girlfriend sharing the load...literally. I felt a strange kind of relief that I had finally satisfied my curiosity and discovered what it was like to suck a dick, but also a little sense of discomfort because I had enjoyed the experience so much.

"I hope you gals don't mind waiting a little for me to recharge the batteries," said Blake. "I know I'm supposed to be here to deflower the virgin but having both of you babes going at my cock at the same time made it a little hard not to get my rocks off."

"That's perfectly fine," said Amy. "I'm sure Cindy didn't mind a little sticky appetizer to get her mouth watering, did you sweetie?"

I just shook my head no and gave them kind of a goofy grin.

When I touched another guy's dick while watching porn I still thought of myself as totally straight. Even when I tried to put his dick in my mouth I still wanted to be straight, but I wondered whether I might be gay. I wasn't doing it because I wanted to imagine myself being a girl. The few times I tried dressing like a woman I felt sexy, but I didn't do anything sexual. Now, on this amazing drug, I was putting everything together. The wicked hotness of wearing sexy clothes, but also having the feminine good looks to go along with it. My fascination with cocks seemed perfectly natural when I was female. Even the homosexual aspects of making love to another woman just felt sensual to me rather than shameful.

"If you guys want to keep the motor running while you wait for me to catch up I don't mind watching," suggested Blake.

Amy looked at me and I nodded, yes this time, and she quickly got undressed and we started necking. I'd never thought about having somebody watch as I had sex but it was surprisingly easy I had found. I think the fact that I liked the way I looked as Cindy so much probably had a lot to do with that. Feeling good about your appearance takes away a lot of the shyness and apprehension of being naked around other people.

Amy and I got right down to business, kissing, licking, and touching each other all over. I kept stealing little glances at Blake and I could see he was enjoying the show. He had his big dick in his hand and was very slowly stroking it in an almost mechanical fashion I thought. Just an impulsive reaction to watching two hot girls making out right in front of you, as opposed to a serious effort to get hard.

I was naturally focused on pleasing my girlfriend, but I couldn't help but feel good about the thought that I was pleasing Blake too by performing for him like this. I mean of course I loved Amy and I wanted to make her feel good, but this was my big night to get fucked by a man and I really couldn't wait to feel that huge pecker sliding inside me. Amy had chosen such a magnificent specimen of manhood, at least where looks were concerned, that I had no choice but to go weak at the knees at the thought of him taking me.

Amy must be lusting after him too I figured. How could she not? And how was I ever going to compete with that once things went back to normal? Was I helping to dig the grave of my own manhood? Not that she would probably dump me for Blake, knowing his history of infidelity, but there had to be other guys who looked as hot as he did who were also good boyfriend material.

I was getting kind of paranoid, and maybe even a little jealous. I probably should have insisted that Amy wait outside while Blake deflowered me. And what in the world was I thinking by letting her suck his cock like that?

Suddenly I felt hands grabbing my hips and holding them righter tightly. I was on my knees, bent down with my head between Amy's legs, licking her pussy, and didn't notice that Blake had returned to action and was pressed up right behind me.

"Okay, baby, it's time to pop that cherry. I'm sure I'm just the first of many, many, men who are going to tap that cute little booty," said Blake as I felt the tip of his dick pressing up against my slit and then slipping inside with a rush that left me gasping for air.

I think I almost screamed but with my mouth still on Amy's snatch it came out as just a sort of muffled groan I think. I don't know why but I had sort of assumed I would do it on my back but I guess my ass just presented too tempting a target to resist once Bake had gotten it back up.

As he started to really go to town on my cunt I was breathing harder and harder, and moaning in a low grunting kind of way. I wasn't able to concentrate on Amy anymore so she slide out from under me and helped lift me up at the front so that I was resting on all fours. Then she kissed me, which didn't help my breathing, but made me feel very warm and loved.

"Oh, baby, you look so awesome right now," she whispered. "I can tell that you absolutely love this, don't you?"

"Yes," I managed to whisper back.

"Your first time with a cock in your pussy...and what a cock! Right? Did I not find you an ideal specimen?"

"Yes, you did. Thank you," I said.

"Anything for you, my little darling. And Blake is such a total stud. You deserve to be fucked by a real man like that for being so brave and adventurous."

"Oh, God..." I wailed. "God this is...God...fucking hell..."

"Go ahead and let it all out girl. Sometimes you just can't hold it in when that big cock is really starting to hit all the right spots," Amy said without whispering this time.

She didn't really need to tell me to let it out because I was past the point of controlling it anyway. Amy stayed up front with me and sometimes reached under and toyed with my nipples, or kissed me on the neck or the lips. At one point I found myself staring straight into her eyes with what I imagined to be a look of wild desperation and confusion. Amy's eyes looked so warm and comforting that I tried to relax but I was shaking and almost in tears. Then my eyes just kind of glazed over as Blake put his hand on my back and pushed my head down on the mattress.

As my arms were outstretched in front of me Amy held one of my hands and I just moaned and gasped as Blake began to fill my cunt with so much jizz that I could feel some of it seeping out.

"So how was it, baby?" Blake asked as he bent over me, jerking the last couple of drops of his cum inside me.

"Am I still alive?" I asked weakly.

"Honey, you're more alive than you've ever been in your life," said Amy.

"I think you're right," I croaked. "I think I'd like to try that again sometime."

"Oh, honey, you will. You most definitely will," said Amy with a squeeze of my hand.

"I don't suppose you've got a beer handy?" asked Blake as he pulled out of me and flopped on the bed.

"Sure thing, stud, let me get it for you. You certainly earned it," said Amy as she got up and strolled out of the room.

Yes, he certainly had earned it, I thought, and I would gladly have fetched it for him, but at the moment I wasn't even certain that I could make my legs work well enough to stand up, let alone walk all the way to the kitchen.


CHAPTER 9:

"So why are you doing this to me?" I asked Amy one morning when I was back to my male self and we were eating breakfast together.

"Doing what?" she replied innocently.

"You know...trying to feminize me."

"Is that what I'm doing?"

"I sort of understood that you wanted to try being with a woman again, and it made some sense for me to stand in and play that role, rather than bring someone in from outside our relationship, but we could do that anytime without all the shopping and hanging out as women and certainly without bringing a man into our bed," I pointed out.

"I thought you liked shopping and hanging out together as women," said Amy.

"I do, but that's not the point."

"And you sure didn't seem to mind a man like Blake in our bed," she added.

"No, I didn't," I said a little softly.

"So you like shopping, and you like hanging out with me as a girl, and you like sucking big fat cocks and getting fucked until you can't see straight. What part of this so called feminizing are you objecting to?" she asked.

"I'm not really objecting as much as trying to figure out what this is all about and where it's leading. You seem to want me to become a woman for some reason, and I can't see why exactly."

"Don't you like being a woman?" said Amy.

"Yes, so far it's been a lot of fun. But it's not like I was in agony over being a heterosexual male."

"But you have shown an interest in men sexually in the past," said Amy.

"That was a long time ago, and I was a bit confused about my sexuality, and open to trying new things," I protested. "But none of that had a lasting impact on me. I went on with my life as a man and never really thought about those other things very often."

"Maybe it's time to think about them again a little more seriously. I mean the pill can put you in a totally different body, but it doesn't erase your memory or your life experiences or force you to change your orientation. Al it's really doing is making it easier for you to act on your natural impulses. You didn't become more submissive and demure just because you had a cute face and we named you Cindy. You could have been a raging bull dyke and a man hater, but that wasn't you. You didn't have to hate being a man to discover how much you loved being a woman, but isn't it better to know?"

I wasn't sure how to answer that question. Partly because I wasn't sure if everything she said was true, and partly because if it was true I wasn't sure that it was something I really wanted to know.

"So you think I'd rather be a woman?" I said, answering her question with a question of my own.

"I think it would probably be premature to come to that conclusion based on a couple of weekends that were mostly revolving around sexual activity," said Amy. "But given your favorable response to those experiences it would seem like something that should probably be explored a little more in depth."

"What are you suggesting?" I asked.

"I didn't know that you were going to spring this conversation on me at breakfast so it's not like I have some big plan all worked out, but it has occurred to me that things could get really interesting around here if we were bi-sexual roommates instead of boyfriend and girlfriend," Amy suggested with a mischievous gleam in her eye.

"How would that work exactly?"

"Like I said, I don't have this all mapped out, but I don't see why we couldn't still be friends and lovers but bring men into the mix when we felt like it."

"So you're essentially telling me that I don't really do it for you sexually as a man," I said rather flatly.

"Honey, you're a very sweet and attentive lover, but that seems to work even better when you're making love to me as another woman. I'll admit that sometimes I do get the urge for a guy more like Blake," said Amy.

"Even though you know you can't trust him," I reminded her.

"I'm not saying I want to have a relationship with him, or anyone other than you, but if you have those same urges, and I think that you do, maybe we could indulge them together. I mean we are obviously both sexually adventurous people who have dabbled in what I suppose most folks would call alternative lifestyles, or something. But who made the rules about what people should or shouldn't do when it comes to sex? I didn't get to vote on it. Maybe we're the normal ones for acting on our impulses and the mainstream is just too repressed to accept that things aren't always as cut and dried as they seem," said Amy, quite convincingly I might add.

"It would still have to be only on weekends because I've still got my job and I can't very well just turn up there one day looking like I do when I'm female and tell everyone that I'm really Ted Musgrove, which is not something that I'd be really crazy about doing, even if they believed me for some reason," I said.

"Weekends are a good way to start, but nothing says that you can't take a pill when you come home from work anytime that you want. And you've been talking about getting a different job anyway. Maybe you could find a telecommuting job where no one would ever have to see what you look like unless there's a video conference or something. But that's really getting ahead of ourselves. You're obviously somewhat intrigued or you would have just shot the idea down flat as something that didn't appeal to you at all."

Her argument was pretty persuasive and she seemed to be speaking very honestly and openly. She had even admitted that she had "urges" for other men, or more significantly a different type of man. Presumably that meant more of an alpha male, or at least one with a bigger dick. "Sweet" and "attentive" seemed kind of like code words for pussy.

And it did sound kind of appealing to go on with this experiment a bit longer. My relationship with Amy did seem better, in some ways at least, when we were both female. We were just bonding on a different level and able to share more things like clothes and earrings...and cock.

Thinking about my girlfriend wanting to be fucked by a well-hung stud didn't really bother me that much when I knew that I wanted the same thing. And she knew it too now so it wasn't something I had to hide away as a dirty little secret. I was still getting used to the whole business of being female but I always felt completely natural when I was Cindy. It was sort of like coming home from work and taking off your tie and your business shoes and throwing on a comfortable old t-shirt and your favorite sneakers. Being Cindy just seemed to suit me for some reason.

Obviously there was a risk of our relationship falling apart if we were really living more like bi-sexual roommates than boyfriend and girlfriend because there was always the chance that one or the other of us might meet someone that we became serious about, but that could happen now anyway and the world was always full of temptation. Who knows? Maybe the couple that goes gay together stay together.


CHAPTER 10:

Amy and I continued to share the master bedroom but we did dress up the guest bedroom to make it a bit more comfortable and a lot more feminine. She had suggested that there might be times where we both brought dates back to our place and that it would be handy to have private rooms to go off and entertain our gentlemen guests in. She also pointed out that if we ever got comfortable with the idea of solo dating it would allow one of us to have a man over even if the other person didn't. I was a little paranoid about that at first but she pointed out that as Cindy I would have very little trouble keeping my social calendar filled and I was just as likely to have a hot date on my own as she was, although for the time being we agreed to focus on threesomes and double dating.

Although we were still sleeping in the same bed our sex life, when I was male, was beginning to suffer a bit. For one thing I was starting to have performance issues, either finding it difficult to get hard or finishing too quickly. I also found that I tended to do more pussy licking and fingering than ever before, sometimes not even attempting to penetrate Amy with my cock. That wasn't as bad as it might sound, since it wasn't like we had sex every night during the week anyway, and from Friday night to Monday morning there was bound to be a veritable feast of sexual activity.

Blake was a hard act to follow, but Amy invited a co-worker to join us, and after sipping some wine together in our living room we all went upstairs together and fucked like bunnies. He was easy on the eyes and also packing some serious meat, and to my surprise I didn't really feel jealous at all that this was someone who worked with Amy, who had obviously been hitting on her or something.

His name was Darren and he had a nice athletic body and seemed like a pretty easy-going guy. He also seemed like he had been in a few threesomes before, or just watched a lot of videos of that, because he had some very creative positions he got us in.

In one example I was on my hands and knees on the floor, with my head basically up against the side of the bed, while Amy perched on top of me, with her hands on the mattress and her legs on my back. Darren then got on his knees and fucked me from behind while he leaned forward and ate Amy's muff. It took a little work to get everybody lined up just right but once we were it was a pretty fun thing to try and I wished we had a picture of it.

After we went at it that way for a while he had Amy put her feet on the floor and bent over so that she was resting her arms on the bed so that she could take a turn at getting her backdoor serviced while I got on my knees under Amy and played with her tits. Darren was cute, but he also scored a lot of points in my book for his creativity.

Three-way sex is not quite as easy as it may seem, especially if you're not too experienced at it. Not that you're always trying for some acrobatic set piece, like we had been doing, but you sort of want to try and make sure that all the bases are being covered. It was probably easier when you had two guys and one girl, since the girl had three holes and two hands to use so the gal should be able to keep two cocks busy at the same time, but with two girls you had to either take turns sharing the dick or figure out some way to bring the third woman into the mix.

I have to admit that watching Amy getting fucked was pretty damn hot. I had always fantasized about seeing her fooling around with another woman, but seeing her with a man was pretty darn exciting too. I guess the fact that it wasn't really cheating had a lot to do with that. If I had just walked in on her one day and caught her in bed with some other guy I'd probably have gone ballistic, but this was all above board, and I was sharing in the fun as well. Jealousy over infidelity stems from a lack of trust, I think, and is probably rooted in reality because statistics show that lots and lots of people do have affairs. Amy and I still considered ourselves a couple, but when I was Cindy we were also a couple of hot bitches who liked getting fucked by strong men with big cocks.

I knew I probably wasn't doing my sex life as a man any good by getting involved in these kinds of torrid encounters with manly studs, but that couldn't really be helped, at least not if I wanted to enjoy the pleasure of being with that kind of a man when I was a woman, which I obviously did very much. Blake and Darren were so cool and confident, but why wouldn't they be? They knew they were hot, just like I knew I was hot when I was Cindy. They were the kind of guys who could bed two attractive women at the same time and not feel like it was a once-in-a-lifetime event. They were man enough for the both of us, and they knew it, and they knew that we knew it, and we all knew that we were going to have some serious fun together.

Darren seemed to really like carpet munching so we did a lot of positions where one of us mounted his pole while the other sat on his face or something along those lines. That generally meant that Amy and I weren't as active together as we might have been, but after Darren shot his first load we were more than happy to make up for lost time by rubbing our pussies together wildly until we were both practically screaming.

I loved fucking and sucking cock but I also really enjoyed those recovery sessions where we were waiting for our man to get hard again. It was a chance for Amy and I to sort of "reclaim" each other and show off a little for our guest. And if you want to get a man erect in a hurry nothing beats putting a couple of beautiful lesbians in front of him getting each other off in a sexual frenzy.

I wondered what it would be like to be a man like Darren and have two horny girls in your bed who were craving your cock. It was probably a pretty big ego boost, I imagined. Of course it also amped up the pressure on him to perform, which I knew all too well could be a challenge sometimes, even if you were really excited by what you were doing. That was what really impressed me about Darren and Blake, aside from the bigness of their pricks. They could just keep going and going and going. Even though I was sharing time with his dick I was getting off with regularity.

At one point I found myself actually thinking that it was pretty awesome to be with a "real man" and then felt a little ashamed of myself for thinking that. I didn't want to believe that I was becoming so shallow and superficial that I would judge "manhood" on the basis of penis size and stamina, but the thought of being emasculated did kind of turn me on in a way. It made me feel a little better about my choice to take those pills and become female because the less I thought of myself as a man the easier it was to think of myself as a woman. The drug obviously gave me the body of a woman but my brain was still trying to figure out what that meant and what I really wanted.

Part of me sort of also enjoyed the idea that since I was never going to look like these guys I was at least sexy enough now to be fucked by them. I didn't have to envy their strong fit bodies and their big dongs, I could just drool over them as they pounded me senseless.

And I felt really good for Amy because it seemed like she was getting the best of everything. She still had me as a friend and lover and housemate, and was able to indulge her desire for sex with another woman, and got to bang some really hot men of her choosing with her partner's blessing. It was a pretty sweet deal for her, but it wasn't like I was exactly suffering in the process, although it was obviously harder on me since I had to jump back and forth between two radically different identities.

Darren turned out to be so much fun that we were still going at it as the sun was coming up and spent a good part of the next afternoon sleeping it off before we dragged ourselves out of bed for a little something to eat, and then went right back at it until late afternoon when Darren had somewhere else to be. This much sex was fun but it could be kind of exhausting too, but that was a small price to pay for so much pleasure.


CHAPTER 11:

"Isn't there anyone you'd like to invite over?" Amy asked later that weekend when we were just kind of chilling out in front of the TV. "One of your friends, or someone you work with?"

"Oh, good God, what a thought," I replied.

"Come on now, you're seeing things through your girly eyes at the moment. Surely there's some man who turns your screws," Amy persisted.

It wasn't as if I hadn't thought at all about the men in my world as potential sex partners when I was a woman, but I had a serious reluctance to share my secret with any of them. I couldn't imagine what they would think of me but they would certainly never think of me the same way again if they knew I liked to become female and have sex with men.

I had actually fantasized about possibly trying to seduce someone I knew without telling them who I was, but that seemed so convoluted and complicated, and I didn't think I was probably a good enough actor to pull it off. Of course it would be interesting to see how my buddies treated me if they just met me somehow as a girl named Cindy, but it also worried me that they might feel kind of pissed off if they found out I had deceived them.

Blake and Darren had both been strangers to me and had been told in advance that I was really a guy taking a gender changing pill. That had made everything so much easier because I didn't have to try to remember some kind of made up story or worry that I'd slip up and say something that didn't make sense. It also took the pressure off the guys who might ordinarily feel like they had to make a lot of small talk and show a lot of interest in me first since they knew I was just there for the sex like they were.

On the other hand I was kind of interested in trying something a little more like a regular date but I seemed to enjoy pretty much everything I did as Cindy and maybe going out on the town before hitting the sheets would be enjoyable too.

"Okay, let's play a little game then," Amy suggested when I shared my thoughts and concerns with her. "Let's say that there weren't any obstacles at all and you could fuck any guy you know. Who would that be?"

"Well, for looks it would probably be Dave Brown from Accounting at work. He plays a lot of racquetball and has nice arms...and a cute butt. For personality it would have to be Jim, whose been my buddy since we were kids."

"So you've been checking out Dave's cute butt at work, have you?" Amy teased.

"It's kind of hard not to notice," I replied.

"I think it's awesome that you're looking at guy's butts when you're not female."

"Why?"

"Because it shows how much femininity is becoming a part of your life no matter what body you're in. It's just more proof that you're on the right path. Don't you think you might feel better letting someone you know in on your secret? It's not as hard as coming out to everybody all at once and it may not be nearly as bad as you fear. It's not like everybody in the world is bigoted and transphobic," Amy said reassuringly.

"Am I trans? Doesn't that mean somebody who's changed from one thing to another, or they're in the process of doing it? I just jump back and forth," I pointed out.

"Well, you know how much I hate labels but I suppose you're sort of what people these days call gender fluid. Of course your fluidity is a little more dramatic because it happens so fast and so completely."

"So let's suppose I did talk to one of my friends. Would I be inviting them to come over and have a three-way with us or are you thinking of something else?" I asked.

"How do you feel about that? Do you think you'd be comfortable seeing me with one of your friends or would you rather I got a date of my own? Or maybe you'd rather just go out alone with your guy without me being involved," said Amy.

"This sounds kind of like a trick question," I joked.

"Don't be silly. This is about you taking another big step and trying to feel as comfortable about it as you can. I totally understand if you're uncomfortable with the thought of seeing me with someone you know. So far it's only been strangers to you, but it's kind of different to share your girlfriend with a buddy or someone you work with at any rate. And if you want to fly solo I understand that too. Whatever you want, babe, is what I want."

"Well, I like sharing the experience with you, even if we don't end up sharing the same cock, so maybe a double date sort of thing would be a good way for me to get my feet wet," I suggested.

It was still incredibly difficult for me to think of how to make this happen. Dave and his cute butt seemed like the most logical starting point because I didn't know him all that well and it would just be a sex thing. But since I didn't know him all that well it was kind of hard to just walk up to him, tell him that I liked to pop pills that made me a girl, and invite him out on a double date with my live-in girlfriend. Jim would be easier to approach but more embarrassing to come out to.

As it happened the upcoming weekend was going to be a girls only affair anyway as Amy had a number of errands to run and scheduled commitments, like having lunch with her sister, that had been arranged some time ago. I was going to do a little housecleaning and maybe catch up on some reading when Amy wasn't home so I didn't have to worry about approaching any man for another week or so. Or so I thought.

It was on Saturday afternoon, when I was just lounging around being lazy and not really doing much of anything while Amy was away that I heard the doorbell ring. Without even thinking about it I just instinctively got up and went to answer the door dressed in my little cutoff t-shirt that bared my stomach and a pair of kind of tight but stretchy shorts. To my dismay I saw my pal Jim standing there with a look of bemused surprise on his face.

"Oh, hey there...I was looking for Ted. Ted Musgrove. I'm Jim Morris, a friend of his and I..."

"Yes, I know exactly who you are Ted," I said with a sort of heavy sigh. "You better some inside."

If Jim looked bemused before he looked totally baffled now but he followed me in anyway and I shut the door behind us quickly. I knew there wasn't any point in lying to him now and pretending to be someone else if I had any interest in going out with him as Cindy in the future so I figured I might as well come clean and lay my cards on the table.

"Ted is here, Jim, and you're looking at him," I said. "Only when I'm like this I go by the name Cindy. You might as well sit down because this is going to take a little while to explain, and you might want a drink too. I know I do."

I fetched a couple of beers from the fridge and then we sat on the couch and I couldn't help but notice how Jim was looking at my tits. I had a bra on under my t-shirt so it wasn't as bad as it could have been, but I probably did make a pretty suggestive appearance in that outfit, which I had just worn because it was comfortable.

Then I took a drink of my beer, looked him in the eye, and gave him a pretty complete rundown of everything that had been happening and why I hadn't been available to hang out much lately and how being a woman on the weekends was becoming a pretty regular routine. I showed him the bottle of pills and told him that Amy would verify my story when she got home if he wanted to wait for that and then I sat back and took a deep breath.

"So...what do you think?" I said.

"I think you look pretty fucking hot is what I think," he replied.

Then it struck me. Jim was a man. He thought with his dick. He may have believed that I was actually his old friend Ted but he was so bedazzled by my boobs that he wasn't all that concerned about it. It actually made me start to laugh.

"Just like a typical guy," I joked. "You see a pretty girl and all you can think about is her looks."

"Is that a bad thing?" Jim said with a grin.

"No, it's a relief, actually. I didn't know what you'd think or how you'd react. I've been thinking about how to tell you because I was curious to see if you might want to go out with Amy and me on a double date sometime, but it's kind of a hard subject to bring up out of the blue," I said.

"Well, it's probably best that you told me when you were already changed into a girl because it makes it a lot easier for me to think about things like going on a date, or whatever," he said with a chuckle. "I mean I support your whole trans thing and all that, but it's one thing to hear that you like to become a woman and quite another to see it with my own eyes, especially when you're such an incredibly attractive woman."

Jim had sidled over right next to me during the last part of his speech and ended up stroking my cheek with the back of his hand. A moment later he kissed me on the lips and I put my arms around his neck and kissed him back. This wasn't at all what I had planned, or how I imagined things would go, but the ball was rolling now and I wasn't sure how to stop it, or if I even wanted to.

"So I take it you might be interested in the idea of going on a date?" I asked.

"Of course," he replied. "But there's no time like the present, if you haven't got any other plans at the moment."

"Nothing that can't wait," I said as I pulled off my t-shirt and tossed it aside.


CHAPTER 12:

Jim followed my lead and pulled his own shirt off as I reached behind my back and kind of fumbled with the hooks of my bra. I head learned how to put it on in front and spin it around but I still wasn't very good at the whole behind the back thing yet.

"Let me do that for you," Jim suggested gallantly.

A moment later he had his hand on the bra fastening and flicked it open with no trouble at all. It was an impressive move and he was rewarded with the sight of my bare breasts as he pulled the bra off my body.

"Wow," he commented as he began to cup and squeeze my boobs. "That pill really does work wonders. They don't look fake at all."

"They aren't fake. This is all real...it's just not the real me you're used to seeing," I told him.

"Well, no offense, but this you is a lot easier on the eyes," he said.

We started kissing again and pretty soon Jim's left one hand on my boobs and moved the other into my pants. I had bothered to put on a bra but not any panties so his hand found my bare pussy with ease.

"Wow," Jim said again. "You weren't kidding?"

"What did you think, that I had a dick stuffed in there or something?" I replied.

"No, I was pretty sure you didn't the way those pants were crawling up your snatch, but it's still kind of a shock to know how much you've changed."

It was very pleasant making out on the couch like we were. Just the two of us. No one watching. No prearranged thing, it had all just happened organically. Jim continued to feel me up and sort of switched between kissing me and kissing my tits, sometimes sucking on my nipples too. I wanted to reciprocate so I reached for his belt and got it unfastened. Next came the zipper, which I pulled down and away, since I knew how worried men could be about getting their dick caught in the damn contraption, and then I confronted his boxer shorts before I finally hit pay dirt and managed to pull his cock out of his pants.

"Wow," I said, mimicking his phrase. "I had no idea that you were that big."

Now it wasn't that Jim was quite as big as Blake or Darren had been but I guess I wasn't expecting him to be as big as he was for some reason. I'd never had any cause to see his erect penis before, and never given it any thought actually, but now that I had it in my hand I was pretty impressed. As I started stroking him I had a serious flashback to my youthful cock jerking days but felt none of the shame and confusion I felt back then. I knew exactly what I was doing, and that I really liked doing it, even if I was doing it to one of my male friends.

"So you still like girls, I take it," said Jim, trying to keep his voice as steady as possible. "I mean, you said that Amy was still your girlfriend, even when you were a girl."

"Yeah, that's right," I replied, smiling a little because I knew I was getting to him already.

"But you like guys too now?"

"I thought that would be pretty obvious right about now," I teased.

Suddenly I heard a noise and looked up to see that Amy was standing in the room. She must have bumped into a table or something but I hadn't heard her come in the door. I just froze, feeling like I was totally busted, the way I felt when my mom caught me once with Jennifer Bixby up in my room with her shirt off.

"Oops!" said Amy. "I didn't mean to interrupt. I just forgot something so I came back to get it. Please don't stop on my account."

"Hey, Amy," Jim said cheerfully. "Nice to see you."

"Nice to see you too Jim. Let me just grab what I came to get and I'll go out the backdoor. Please carry on," said Amy as she disappeared as quickly as she had materialized.

"Must be nice to have a girlfriend who lets you fool around on the side," Jim commented.

"Yes, but it works both ways you know. I let her fool around too. It's just that usually we kind of do things together," I explained.

"Damn, I'll bet that's something to see," said Jim as he looked off in the direction Amy had departed in.

I knew that he thought that Amy was pretty. He had commented more than once on how lucky I was to have a girlfriend that hot, and he had kind of flirted with her a few times, but nothing serious enough to make me jealous. And I wasn't really jealous now but I was feeling kind of competitive for some reason, even though Amy was either gone or about to be.

On impulse I got on my knees on the floor and took off Jim's shoe's before removing his pants and his underwear. Then I got right between his legs and resumed stroking his shaft.

"You want to see how much I like guys now?" I asked, though I didn't wait for an answer.

A moment later I opened my mouth and started sucking his cock.


CHAPTER 13:

The first time I tried to give head, many years ago, I had gotten cold feet and run off. When I got the chance to try it with Blake I had already made up my mind that I was going to do it and see it through to completion even if I hated the experience. By the time I hooked up with Darren I knew I had nothing to fear about giving blowjobs, and that they could be kind of fun. Now with Jim I realized that I was actually developing kind of a taste for man meat. There was just something so incredibly intimate about taking a penis into your mouth and trying to make it explode.

"Damn girl, I never imagined you'd go right for the BJ," said Jim. "That pill really does change you, doesn't it?"

Amy had said that the pill didn't really alter your real feelings and desires, and I had been tempted to suck cock long before I ever knew that such a pill existed, or would exist in the future, but I didn't stop sucking to explain that to Jim. Probably better if he thought it was some kind of a slut drug or something anyway. He would just assume that whatever I did I did because I was under the influence of this strange medication. Hopefully that would make me seem a little less gay.

It was so weird sucking my friend's cock. Part of me wanted to impress him with how good I was at it, while part of me didn't want him to think that I took this too seriously. The female side of my brain wanted him to see my enthusiasm. The male side wanted him to think that I could take it or leave it.

The female side of my brain was winning because the longer I sucked his cock the more excited I became and the less I could hide it. I just felt so free in this body to do whatever I wanted. Of course I mean that sexually, not like I felt like robbing a bank or something, although if I did this was the perfect disguise. Once I popped a pill and turned back into a man they'd never find me.

When I felt Jim place his hand on top of my head I sort of got nervous. I never pictured Jim as a guy who would start shoving my head down on his dick, but he didn't seem to be applying all that much pressure. It was almost like he was just showing me that he could if he wanted to, which was actually a pretty hot thing to do.

"You know...I think I really like you this way, baby," said Jim. "It sort of adds a whole new dimension to our friendship."

I wasn't quite sure how I felt about hearing Jim call me "baby" but I was relieved that things were going so well. I really liked the guy, and had for a long time. We'd helped each other through some tough times, whether it was losing a job, or losing a woman, or needing a ride when your car broke down in the rain at three o'clock in the morning. We were what I called "your one phone call" buddy, which meant that if either one of us ever ended up in jail for something the other one could be counted on to come bail his pal out.

Of course what we were doing right now was an added dimension to our friendship but it was hard not to also see it as a sort of restructuring of the whole dynamic. Your bro is your bro. There's sort of a rough-and-tumble masculine swagger that goes along with being pals. Sometimes when you're a kid and you get to tag along with the older guys you feel that sense that they're the boss and that you're lucky to just be there, but Jim and I were the same age and there had never been any sort of "leader" of our crew. Now that I was down on my knees in front of him, with his cock in my mouth and his hand on my head, it was hard not to see some symbolism in that. It wasn't like I had undergone a total personality change and become an airhead bimbo, but I did feel a little like I was sort of humbling myself before him.

With Blake and Darren it had just been a role I was playing, and Amy was there too, encouraging me along and doing the same thing I was doing. But this felt different. It felt more like I was baring my soul along with my tits. Whenever I looked up and made eye contact with him I saw something in his eyes I had never seen before. I couldn't completely describe it but there was sort of a hunger there. A look that told me that things were very different now.

And then a light bulb kind of went off over my head and I put on my male thinking cap. There was no reason for me to feel diminished by giving my friend head. Quite the opposite. Of course he looked hungry because he was desperate to get his rocks off, just as I would have been had the situation been reversed. He found me attractive and sexually desirable, which meant that I had the power to give him what he wanted most, and on some level he instinctively knew that, just as I did. His head was full of lust and probably swimming with possibilities as he pondered what this new development in our relationship might mean to his cock.

Of course that meant that he also knew that I had the power to continue giving him pleasure or call it off at any moment. He had gotten an easy BJ but I could also make him work for more if I wanted to. The male ego desperately wanted to be massaged, especially when it came to sex, but no matter how much a guy pulled your hair or slapped your ass the female still called the shots. The hand on my head was a gesture, but I could easily have brushed it aside if I wanted to. When a man's dick was aroused it was like life and death to get to the finish line so the last thing in the world he wanted to do was piss me off or seriously offend me.

No matter how weak and girlish I acted I wasn't anybody's whore or sex slave. Whatever I gave I chose to give, and at the moment I chose to give my old friend a blowjob. The more he enjoyed it the more he'd want to do it again. And the more manly he felt the more confidence he would have around me.

It was a lot to think about but Jim was staying hard for an impressively long time so I could let my mind wander a bit while I waited for him to finish. If a guy impressed me with his cock size and stamina I decided that I should reward him with my cock sucking skills and enthusiastic cum swallowing. It seemed like a fair trade to me.

"How do you want me to, ah...you know..." Jim started to say but I freed my mouth and cut him off.

"Just keep doing what you're doing, baby, and I'll take care of the rest," I said before getting my head back down where it belonged.

Shortly after that I felt him tense up and then the spurting started. I was beginning to get used to the taste of cum, although I noted that each of the men I had sampled all tasted a little different, but I was definitely prepared for the sensation of having that hot sticky goo slamming against the back of my throat. Just to blow Jim's mind I tried to capture some of his jizz on my tongue and then showed it to him before I downed it all in one big gulp.

"So...you think you might still be interested in doing a double date kind of a thing or did you get what you wanted already?" I asked.

"Anytime, anyplace you want to go," he replied. "Just tell me where to be and I'll be there."

I smiled contentedly as I licked a little of his semen off my fingers. It wasn't so very hard to train a man I thought.


CHAPTER 14:

I was seriously tempted to have Jim hang around so that he could get hard again and fuck me but I wasn't sure exactly when Amy would be home so I suggested that we should "save" something for our date night. Then I went and took a nice hot bath and masturbated in the tub.

"You wicked little thing," said Amy with a grin when she got home later and I explained how she happened to catch me half naked on the couch with my best friend. "You couldn't even wait for our date."

"It was just a BJ," I said casually. "I think I left him wanting more."

"I'll bet you did, you slutty little heartbreaker. It's always the ones with the sweetest faces who have the dirtiest minds."

"I think maybe you're exaggerating a little," I said slightly defensively.

"It's okay to be a sex kitten. You've certainly got the looks for it," said Amy. "So blowing your buddy didn't traumatize you too much?"

"No, it was fine. It just kind of happened really," I said with a shrug.

"That is often the case," Amy said with a laugh. "I'm glad you have another friend to share this journey with."

"Why do I get the feeling that you already know how this is all going to end?" I asked.

"Believe me, I don't. I just know that you're exploring something that you really need to explore. Maybe it's just a passing phase, or some kind of a kinky novelty that's hard to resist, but there might be more to it than that and it would be good to find that out sooner rather than later."

I actually found her words kind of comforting because I had sort of believed that she was on some kind of a mission to feminize me and "turn" me into a woman for some reason. By suggesting that this might just be a fad it left the door open to the possibility that I might just burn out on the whole thing and become bored with it and life would go back to normal.

But what was normal now and could I ever really go back? I'm sure plenty of people had gotten drunk and made mistakes that they woke up regretting and managed to put it behind them and move on, but this didn't feel like that kind of a situation to me. I was just as attracted to Amy as I had ever been but my sexual interest in her when I was male seemed to be growing weaker all the time. I think the combination of preferring the way I felt sexually as a woman, while feeling increasingly inferior to the men I bedded, was messing with my male sex drive in a big way.

And now I was actually planning to "date" one of my closest male friends, having already given him head on the couch. Were either one of us ever going to be comfortable with me just being one of the guys again? Maybe Ted and Cindy were so different physically that they could co-exist in the same world, and maybe even the same circle of friends, but I wondered if that was really possible or just wishful thinking.

Fortunately Amy and I were able to enjoy the rest of the weekend together quite pleasantly, but the die was cast and the double date was definitely going to take place. I was a little surprised that Amy wasn't going with either Blake or Darren but with a guy I'd never heard her mention before named Art Wilkins, who she said was a casual acquaintance. I was a little curious to know just how they were acquainted, and how casual it really was, but I was in no position to be acting jealous since I was already matched up with a guy myself, who Amy knew was a close personal friend of mine, and also knew that I had already sucked his dick so I was obviously interested in him sexually.

The plan for the date itself was actually pretty simple. Dinner at a nice restaurant, drinks and dancing at a club, and then...To Be Determined. The guys came to pick us up at our house but then Amy and I each got in our date's cars and traveled separately so that all the options were left open. If someone wanted to leave the club first, or go for a moonlit drive, or one couple wanted to go back to the guy's place and the other to ours there was no hassle involved. It was a group project only up to the point that one pair decided to split off on their own.

I obsessed about what to wear like a complete ninny, as if it was prom night or something and I needed to get everything perfect, but Amy seemed to understand and was very patient and helpful in getting me to look my best. (Which is a strange thing for your girlfriend to be doing when she knows you want to look your best in order to impress your date who is undoubtedly going to end up fucking you before the night is through.)

When Art Wilkins arrived to pick up Amy it didn't surprise me in the least that he looked tall, handsome, and muscular. I obviously had no idea how big his dick was but I would have bet good money that it wasn't small. Amy definitely had a thing for this super-masculine dudes, which made me wonder how we had ever gotten together in the first place.

When Jim showed up he actually seemed kind of nervous, which almost made me laugh, but then I thought about what a basket case I had been just trying to pick the right accessories for my outfit so I decided to cut him some slack. There was something kind of "formal" about going on a first date, even if you had been pals forever and had even fooled around beforehand. It was such a traditional ritual that signified an implied interest in the other party as a potential partner of some kind, which was crazy since I was already in a committed relationship with someone who was also participating with a different date.

I had been trying to embrace Amy's "no rules" outlook on life but the problem with having no rules is that there's no rule book to fall back on when you're not sure what the proper protocol might be for a given situation. Society tends to roll along pretty smoothly when everyone is more or less following the rules, written or unwritten, that govern things like dating, sex, relationships, and infidelity.

If, for example, you're a married man and a sexy woman corners you at an office party and suggests a little hanky-panky in the supply closet you know that if you agree you're committing adultery, which could ruin your marriage if exposed, and probably violating company policy, which could certainly get you fired. And even if your wife and your employer never find out about the tryst you might have a hard time living with the guilt, or the woman might have a jealous boyfriend who would come looking for you to kick your ass. All that I've just described is quite logical and something that most people could relate to on some level. Cheating on your spouse often has consequences, and it's not too hard to figure out what those consequences might be.

I, on the other hand, felt like I was living on a different planet. I was undergoing a total gender transformation at least once every week, sometimes more, while living and sleeping with my girlfriend regardless of which body I was in at the time. On top of that she had brought men into our bed, that we both had shared, and now we were double dating, but not as a couple with another couple, but as two girls with two guys as our dates, and my date was an old friend of mine when I was male. If anybody reading this right now is nodding their head and thinking that this sounds just exactly like the situation they're currently in I would be shocked. There was certainly no one I knew who had gone through this that I could go to for advice.

It was probably best to just go with the flow, as they say. If your date opens the car door for you, hop in the car. If he takes you to a restaurant, eat dinner. If everybody's having a good time don't stop and question it, just enjoy yourself. It was a pretty hedonistic concept but I couldn't think of anything else to do at the moment.

Dinner was really interesting. Ordinarily Amy would have been my date and I would have made a point of paying attention to her, but that was Art's job tonight, and Jim was making me the center of his focus. Art was really trying to butter her up, but oddly enough Jim was kind of doing the same with me. I'd eaten dinner with the guy plenty of times but this wasn't just shooting the breeze anymore. He was trying to be charming, and witty, and complimentary...and not doing too bad at it either.

The kicker was that both men knew that Amy and I were a couple but it didn't matter. Because Amy and I had obviously given our consent to whatever was going to happen tonight the machinery of dating was swinging into gear. They were two guys out on a date with two girls and they were both hoping to get lucky. I almost envied them the simplicity of their quest.

After dinner we went to a club and I was really amazed at how much I enjoyed dancing as a girl. It had never been a big thing with me, but I wasn't clumsy on the dance floor as a man, I just tended to be kind of mellow and reserved. As Cindy I found this whole untapped reservoir of uninhibited expression that I never knew existed. Of course I had been drinking a bit, which probably contributed to my social lubrication, but I found it amusing to shake my tits and ass and shimmy my body in front of the appreciative eyes of my date, and anyone else who cared to look in my direction.

"So...you want to get out of here?" Jim finally asked after I had done my dance thing for a sufficient amount of time.

"Sure," I replied happily.

As I followed him out of the club I stopped by Amy and gave her a big kiss on the mouth, which probably didn't go unnoticed by her date, but probably only made him all the more aroused.

"Don't wait up for me," I whispered to my girlfriend before and turned and walked out the door on Jim's arm.


CHAPTER 15:

Jim suggested going back to his place, and I had no problem with that. He lived alone in a modest but neat apartment, and I had been there many times. Usually we were watching sports on TV or playing video games, but I had a feeling that what we were going to do tonight would be a little more enjoyable.

"I had no idea you were such a terrific dancer," said Jim once we were in his apartment.

"Neither did I. Of course I never had a booty to shake before so once I started shaking that everything else just kind of came along for the ride," I joked.

"You are so fucking adorable it makes my head spin," said Jim as he suddenly took me in his arms and kissed me.

"You're pretty cute too...for a guy," I teased. "You've got a nice butt."

"Oh, really?"

Maybe it was the buzz I had going, or maybe I was just coming out of my shell as a woman, but I was not the shy and quiet girl I had started out as. I even reached around and gave his ass a good squeeze.

"Not quite like Dave Brown's, but not bad," I commented.

"Who the hell is Dave Brown?" Jim shot back.

"Just a guy at work," I replied casually."Are you getting jealous already?"

"No, but I was just a little curious how long you've been going around judging men's butts," said Jim.

"Not long. It's a new hobby of mine. Beats the heck out of stamp collecting."

"So, ah...you want to go to bed with me?"

"I thought you'd never ask," I replied as I took his hand and led him into his own bedroom.

We both got completely naked in a pretty big hurry but I didn't have a chance to stop and admire his rear end for very long because he pushed me down on my back on the bed and pinned my arms over my head as he straddled my torso.

"I know who you really are, and I know what our past has been, but I don't care. I can't help myself. I just see a gorgeous woman who drives me wild with desire. I know I still look the same to you but I hope you can look past that and just see me as a man," said Jim in a surprisingly serious tone of voice.

"Okay," I said softly, a little shaken by the sudden earnestness of his conversation.

A moment later he was inside me. I hadn't even noticed that he was already lined up with my slit as it just glided into me with so much ease. My buddy Jim had his cock in me and it all seemed so natural and kind of wonderful. I wanted to throw my arms around his neck or something but he still had them pinned down over my head, which was okay too. It wasn't rough or painful but it was a pretty domineering move. Fortunately my lower body was free to respond so I was really bucking and grinding against him as he thrust into me with powerful deep strokes.

"Oh, baby, we fit together so well. It's like we've been doing this for years," Jim grunted.

"Weird, isn't it? Kind of makes me wish I had been born female. Then we really could have been doing this for years," I joked. "Isn't that a strange that thought? I might have been your childhood sweetheart or something instead of your buddy. At least now I can be your fuck buddy."

"How did you get so good at being a girl just doing it on the weekends?" Jim asked.

"I don't know. Am I good at it?"

"You're fantastic. You look so cute an innocent but you talk so dirty, and you suck cock like a porn star."

"I think you're exaggerating, but thanks for the compliment," I said, actually feeling myself blush a little.

"And you're so responsive," Jim continued. "Some chicks just kind of lie there like they don't know what to do or aren't really digging it, but your whole body is just in motion all the time, kind of like when you were dancing."

"I am dancing, baby. I'm dancing on your dick."

"Fuck! When you talk like that it makes me want to blow my load," Jim groaned.

"Then blow it. I'm in no hurry to be somewhere else. We can fuck all night if you want to."

To his credit Jim held out a little longer but pretty soon he was putting his thick creamy jizz inside me and I was astonished at how easily we had segued from male friends to male/female lovers. I thought it would be this big deal where we agonized over things and talked it all out and tried to figure out if we were making some kind of a terrible mistake, or maybe it would be an awkward situation where one of us would back out at the last moment, but it had been nothing like that at all.

"So you're really cool with the fact that Amy is probably getting drilled by that Art guy right now?" Jim said as we kicked back and enjoyed the afterglow of our first intercourse of the evening.

"It would be pretty hard to object, considering what I'm doing right now," I replied.

"Yeah, but it seems so odd to me. If you guys are still a couple aren't you worried that all this fooling around might mess up your relationship?"

"Sure, that's a concern. She might fall madly in love with Art, or the next guy she hooks up with, and then I guess I'm shit out of luck, but I try not to let that get into my head too much. She's an attractive and popular woman. There are always going to be men hovering around. There's not much I can do about that. Shit, I know you'd like to fuck her," I said with a grin.

"Hey, I've never done anything inappropriate," Jim protested. "I've always kept my distance."

"I know. It's cool. Why wouldn't you want to fuck her? Who knows? Maybe I'd like to see that."

"And what about you?"

"What about me?"

"What if you fall madly in love with some guy? Would Amy be shit out of luck?"asked Jim.

"Well, that couldn't happen because I'm not really a woman," I reminded him.

"What's to stop you?"

"Huh?"

"If you can be a woman anytime you want couldn't you just be one all the time?"

"Well...yeah...technically I suppose that could happen, but I'm not doing this because I want to be a woman fulltime," I said.

"But what if you did?"


CHAPTER 16:

What if I did? Now there was a question I had somehow managed to avoid seriously asking myself up until that moment. If I wasn't doing it because I wanted to be a woman fulltime then what was I doing it for? For kicks? For interesting life experience? To spice up my relationship? All of those excuses seemed kind of thin considering how deeply I had become involved in my new female identity.

The shyness and the shame and the fear had all passed so quickly. Being female just felt so natural now that sometimes when I was a girl I almost forgot that I hadn't always been. And more and more I found the time being male in between to be a little of a letdown. I'm sure the fact that my sex life was so much better as a woman had a lot to do with that, but the more times I became Cindy the more time I wanted to spend being her.

Because I liked being Cindy so much, and Cindy seemed to like being with men so much, perhaps it wasn't that much of a stretch to imagine the possibility that I would be so emotionally drawn to a man that I would want to be his girlfriend despite my feelings for Amy. That thought kind of sucked, because I didn't want to break up my relationship with Amy, but it was kind of exciting too. I could picture myself as a girlfriend. I had a feeling I'd be pretty good at it. I knew a lot about what a man would want in a partner and felt quite confident that I could deliver that.

Would that be heartbreaking for Amy, or is that what she was sort of hoping for all along? Of course I was getting way ahead of myself. I had really only been alone with a guy when I was female a couple of times so far with Jim so I was hardly in a position to judge what living life as some guy's girlfriend might really be like but I had a feeling it might be pretty nice.

But of course staying a woman all of the time didn't necessarily mean changing my relationship with Amy. We got along great as two gals, whether we were doing anything sexy or not, so maybe we'd have an even better relationship if I just stopped turning back into a man.

One thing that I definitely liked about our current situation was the total lack of jealousy. That had always been something that sort of nagged at me. When you date a hot woman there's always this sense of insecurity that I didn't like, even though in my heart I fully trusted her to be honest with me and faithful. Somehow mow that the fidelity part didn't matter so much the honesty seemed to be even more appreciated. I loved Amy, and I liked living with her, as a man or a woman. Who we chose to fuck on the side didn't seem like that big of a deal somehow.

Things were so open between us that Amy and I even ended up comparing notes after spending most of the weekend with our respective dates. Amy seemed very pleased that Jim and I had made the transition to boy and girl so easily, and I kind of got off on hearing about all the nasty things she did with her guy. Then we made really passionate girly love before going to sleep on Sunday night, knowing that in the morning I would be back to my old male self.

I felt like a couple of hot sluts could really rule the world, or at least a little part of it. Everything and everyone was on the menu. Girls, guys, groups...whatever we felt like. There was no shortage of potential partners out there for us to have our wicked way with and we knew it.

It was actually so much easier to relate to Amy when I was female. We communicated like never before.

Now you might think that two hot bitches living together would make things get a little catty or competitive, but Amy seemed to delight in helping me look pretty almost as much as I delighted in looking pretty. I know it sounds pretty superficial but I really did enjoy looking my best. And it was amazing how different I could look with just a change of eye shadow, or matching my dress with different stockings or something. I still didn't understand it all, and was quite willing to let Amy be my guide, but I found the whole thing to be quite enjoyable, if it was a lot of work sometimes.

I don't know how much my female brain was taking over my thinking or how much I was simply trying to think and act like I thought a female should, but there was no doubt that I felt more and more feminine each day, even when I wasn't in my female body. It was kind of getting to the point where it was like my male body was the disguise I wore to go to work and Cindy was the real me just waiting for the chance to get out again.

Perhaps that should have frightened me, or depressed me, or something, but it really didn't anymore. I knew I wasn't getting the whole female experience just popping a pill at home and prancing around in a dress or sucking some stud's big cock, but I figured I could handle whatever life threw at me. I had so much more confidence and poise as a woman, even though I knew I was much smaller and weaker physically, and prone to more openly emotional responses to things. I still felt internally strong and empowered as a woman in ways that I never quite felt as a man.

Things had gone very smoothly with Jim knowing about my secret life, but of course he was getting to fuck me pretty much every time we got together. I wasn't quite so sure how the rest of the people in my life might react, especially if they weren't in line as prospective sex partners. I still cared about that for some reason and worried about what people would think of me if they knew the truth. It didn't bother me nearly as much as it used to, but it was still a very hard thing to come to grips with.

Would my parents think they did something wrong in raising me? Would my co-workers always be making jokes behind my back? Would everyone assume I had always been in the closet and think less of me for rejecting my manhood? Could I still be friends with my old friends or would they only see me as a piece of ass?

I don't think Jim only saw me that way, but I had forced our relationship into a sexual one right off the bat and there had been no reason to cool those jets so far. We tried to hang out and just "chill" sometimes but somehow I always ended up with his dick inside me. Not that I'm complaining, because I really liked having Jim's dick inside me, but it did make me wonder whether we would ever be able to be pals again without sex being in the mix.

It also made me worry that maybe Jim was becoming too much of a boyfriend, when I already had a steady girlfriend that I was shacking up with. We had managed to steer clear of any sort of romantic stuff, as much as possible, but I couldn't help but feel that Jim really wanted me to be his girlfriend.

I decided that the best thing to do was to have Jim come over and do a three-way with Amy. Make it clear that sex with men was just sex and that I was happy in my relationship and that it was no big deal to share Jim's cock with my female lover. That was the plan. I don't know how great a plan it was but at least I was trying to work things out before they got too complicated.

Jim was naturally delighted to be invited to such a gathering, and I knew he would really get off on being with Amy at last, especially with my permission, and more than that, my participation.

We started with the obligatory cocktail hour where we all sat around with drinks in our hands and tried to talk about something other than the sex we all knew was about to happen at any moment. It's kind of a silly ritual, I suppose, but a little booze never hurts to get people loosened up and ready for adventure.

"So, be totally honest Jim, you've always wanted to fuck Amy, haven't you?" I said, broaching the subject that I knew was on all our minds.

"Well, that's kind of a sneaky question," Jim replied with a slight stammer. "If I had met her first, absolutely. I mean, she's gorgeous. You're a lucky man...ah...woman I mean. I've always thought that."

"Hey, it's all cool. We're all about honesty here. I know Amy finds you attractive too so we're all in for a good time I would say," I said with a grin as I pulled off my top and unfastened my bra.

Amy was wearing a dress so she turned her back and let Jim unzip her and then she pulled the top half of her dress drown and also removed her bra. Then Amy leaned in and started kissing Jim while she let her hand run up and down inside his thigh. I slid over and let my hand rest on his package while he and Amy continued to smooch. Was this really okay or totally wrong? I couldn't really decide, but I knew we were in it now and not likely to turn back. No rules, I thought. It is what it is. Then I unzipped Jim's pants and pulled out his cock.


CHAPTER 17:

"Ooooh...it's very nice, isn't it?" cooed Amy as she took Jim's pole in her hand.

"I told you it was," I replied.

"So you girls have talked about my cock?" asked Jim in a genuinely surprised tone of voice.

"It might have come up in conversation somewhere along the way," I teased. "We talk about cocks a lot."

"You know if you were total strangers I had just met in a bar right about now I'd be thinking that I was probably going to get knocked over the head and robbed or something because it just seems too good to be true," Jim joked.

"Maybe that's our plan all along," said Amy with a wicked grin.

"Well if it is it's probably going to be worth it," Jim replied. "I don't have that much money on me anyway and my watch is an old piece of shit."

As Jim quickly tried to get out of his pants without getting up from the couch Amy and I leaned across him and kissed each other very warmly. We also cupped each other's breasts and moaned very softly. Once he had accomplished the task of taking off his trousers we helped him pull his shirt off so that he sat naked between us, while we were still half dressed. Amy got up on her knees on the sofa, facing the back of it and resting her arms over the edge.

"Help me out of my dress?" she said to Jim over her shoulder.

Jim pounced on that offer and soon pulled her dress all the way off her body and handed it to me for some reason. I guess he was just trying to be polite. When Amy started wiggling her ass at him he lost all sense of politeness and jumped up behind her butt. Not waiting to pull her panties off he just pushed them to the side and mounted her from behind. None of this was planned or scripted by us, unless Amy had developed some plan that she hadn't shared with me, but it was super hot to watch my two best friends doing it doggy style on the couch right next to me.

As Jim continued to hump my girlfriend I slipped off my skirt and slid a hand down into my panties. It was all so weird to think that a few months ago if I had walked into my living room and found those two going at it like that I would have been furious and emotionally devastated. Now I was using it as stimulus to masturbate to. Of course there would have been the pain of being cheated on, and as a man the inevitable conclusion that I wasn't "manly" enough to satisfy my woman so she had to look elsewhere. Now it was cool because I didn't care about being manly anymore and I was going to enjoy Jim's cock as much as Amy was and it was all above board and in the open. Hell, this had even been my idea.

Amy looked like a very happy girl with Jim's dick inside her and I certainly could understand that. Having Jim's dick inside me often made me a very happy girl, although the way we women kind of whimper and cry makes it seem more like we're being tortured or something, which in a way we are. Sometimes that feeling of being stretched and filled by a big cock is almost more than you can take. It's a lot like being on some kind of a drug, I guess. Things are just happening to your brain and your body that you can't really explain and certainly can't control.

After fingering myself for a while I got closer to the other two and sat on my knees basically at Amy's ass and reached under her to diddle her clit just for some added stimulation, not that she seemed to require any at the moment.

Jim suddenly pulled out and pointed his throbbing member at my face and I didn't hesitate for a second. I started sucking that gorgeous pecker, which was all wet and slick from Amy's pussy, as Amy tried to look over her shoulder to see what was going on behind her.

Then Jim just kind of alternated between sticking his dick in Amy's gash and sticking it in my mouth. I could just imagine what kind of a rush he was getting from this. I was obviously an object of desire for him, now that he knew me as a woman, and I knew he had always lusted after Amy so getting to bone both of us at the same time must have been a massive ego boost. What man wouldn't want to fuck two pretty ladies at the same time? And it was all just so good to be able to have this much sexy fun with my two closest friends in the world. All that mattered was that everyone had a good time, which we certainly seemed to be doing at the moment.

I could taste Jim's pre-cum when I had my turn at servicing his rod and knew that he was about to blow his load. Obviously I would have been very happy to let him slam it all down my slutty throat, but I had swallowed plenty of Jim's jizz by this time so it seemed more appropriate to let him finish up inside Amy.

After a little more vigorous fucking than I thought he'd probably be capable of he surrendered to nature and ejaculated into my girlfriend's pussy. It was such a huge load that I could see it dripping out of her when he pulled out so I just jammed my face in her butt and started licking like a wild thing. Jim knew that I was a horny little bitch but I think the intensity of my attack on Amy's gash took him a little by surprise, and probably amused him a bit as well because I could hear him chuckling behind me.

I was pretty sure that Jim had gotten Amy off but just to be on the safe side I continued to lick and finger fuck her pussy until I heard the unmistakable sound of my woman reaching climax. It was funny sometimes to think of her as "my woman" when I was female, but I guess I was "her woman" as well. And at the moment we were both just Jim's bitches because he was the rooster in the hen house and we were under the spell of his mighty cocksmanship.

Amy finally removed herself from her perch on the couch and went and fixed another round of drinks. Jim and I just kind of necked lightly on the sofa until she returned and then we all just sat there, with Jim in the middle, enjoying our cocktails and chatting pleasantly about nothing terribly important. One of the nice things about having sex with your friends is that you feel so darn comfortable afterwards. Sometimes with a stranger it's all about the fornication and you really don't know the person at all and have little to say, but I could be naked around Amy and Jim anytime at all and carry on as if it was a completely normal way for things to be.

I'm not sure how long we sat there chatting but pretty soon we set our drinks down and the three of us began to make out again in sort of a random pattern of kissing and touching each other. Somewhere along the line Jim managed to suck on my nipples, and Amy's as well, and before too long his big pole was sticking straight up in the air again. I definitely admired a man who could recover that quickly, since that had never been my specialty as a guy. A lot of nights I was one-and-done with Amy, which she never complained about but obviously couldn't have not noticed. It was good that we had introduced more virile specimens of manhood into our sex lives because sometimes you just really want to keep going.

"Bedroom!" Amy announced as she got up from the couch and literally snapped her fingers, as if we needed any encouragement to follow her lead at that point.

Up the stairs we went and onto the bed we fell in a big naked pile and soon Jim's cock was disappearing down Amy's throat while I sat on his face and let him slurp at my wet slit while I watched Amy enthusiastically giving him head. I suppose a more morally strict person would find all kinds of reasons to think that what we were doing was wrong on many levels but to me it all just felt so right and natural and perfect. We seemed to make a really good team, and I was genuinely happy that Amy and Jim seemed to be hitting it off so well. I had a feeling that Jim might be joining us on future adventures of this kind, and I liked that idea a whole lot.


CHAPTER 18:

It was about a week after our threesome that Amy hit me with kind of a surprise that I hadn't really seen coming.

"You really like Jim a lot, don't you?" she began. "I mean, I know you have been friends forever, but you especially like the way things are when you're with him as a woman."

"Ah...yeah...I think you could say that," I replied, still not sure what she was getting at.

"I think that's really cool and I've kind of met somebody too that I'm sort of interested in getting to know better. His name is Gary, and we knew each other casually when I worked back at my old job, but I just bumped into him recently and we started chatting and now I think I'd like to do a little more."

"Well, sure. You don't need my permission to date another man," I said, "but I appreciate you telling me about him up front."

"I have no idea if it will go anywhere, but he's a really nice guy and I think you'd like him. He's also very handsome, which I know you would like," said Amy with a wink.

So Amy started dating Gary, and old acquaintance from a former job, and Jim and I continued dating almost as if we were a couple. When I met Gary for the first time I had to agree with Amy that he seemed like a nice guy and that he was very handsome, and from her reports he was also pretty terrific in bed. Somehow it all seemed okay, and I didn't feel like my relationship was on shaky ground, even though my girlfriend and I were starting to see other men on a pretty regular basis.

When Amy told me that she had invited Gary to come join us for a three-way, as Jim had done, I was a little surprised but not displeased at all by the proposition. It had actually been a pretty good idea with Jim because it underscored the fact that I still was Amy's partner although I was free to be with him quite often, and more than willing to share my girlfriend with him as well. Hopefully this was the same sort of message that we would be sending to Gary.

What was a little different about this arrangement was that Gary had decided to spring for a fancy hotel room in the city so Amy and I got all dressed up for dinner at a nice restaurant and cocktails in the hotel lounge before we all headed up to the room and the inevitable fuck fest that was about to commence. It was also a little different in that I didn't know Gary as well as Amy knew Jim before we all hit the sheets, but Gary was charming and fun to be around, and made me feel very much at ease. I was also comforted by the fact that he knew all about my true male status, and the nature of Amy and my relationship, so there was no need to be guarded or to try and pretend to be something I wasn't.

The room was really impressive and had a great view of the city lights outside the window. There was also a large sunken Jacuzzi, that was plenty big enough for the three of us, and that's where we started the evening's carnal festivities. It was actually a pretty pragmatic thing to do, as we were all going to get naked soon enough anyway, and this way we just cut to the chase and stripped out of clothes at the same time.

I promised myself that I wouldn't stare when Gary took off his pants but I couldn't help it. I was really curious about his dick, and even though it wasn't erect yet, what I saw hanging between his legs got me more than a little excited. I think he caught me staring, because he flashed me a little smile as we headed for the tub, but that may have just been my dirty imagination.

Once we were in the water, with the lovely jets spewing all around us, the kissing and touching got started in earnest. Gary was literally the center of attention, with two girls on either side of him, but Amy and I put our bi-sexuality on full display as well, which I'm sure didn't bother Gary in the least. I don't think I've ever met a man who wasn't turned on by two attractive ladies going at it, especially if they had a chance to join in the fun.

Since I was the new tail this time it wasn't all that surprising that I found myself turned around with my ass sticking out as Gary climbed aboard and began to ride me. His cock had turned out to be quite majestic when at full power and I was really feeling every inch of that hard staff working its way up inside my snatch.

This was a man who had been dating my live-in girlfriend, but now here we all were getting it on in a hot tub in some hotel room. I had no idea what kind of relationship they had going, or what they talked about when they were alone together, but none of that seemed to matter at all.

I had learned firsthand what a woman really wanted in bed and come to appreciate the fact that I was able to appreciate the same things that my girlfriend did. At first it had made me feel totally inadequate as a man, but I had come to accept the reality of the situation. Some guys are just built for fucking and I had never been one of those guys. It didn't make me a bad person, or even a bad boyfriend, but it did leave my partner kind of longing for something more, even if she was not going to go behind my back to get it.

Perhaps that was the message all along when Amy started me down the path of feminization. It may have been partly a desire to dabble in lesbian sex again, but it may have been more about finding a way to keep up together while cranking up both of our sex lives to the max. Of course she couldn't possibly have known how much I would embrace being a woman, or how much I would love having sex with men, but I guess she had a pretty good hunch for some reason, and it certainly proved to be the case. I loved my life as Cindy, as weird and kind of complicated as it made the state of my relationships. Most people would probably think it was kind of screwy to do all this mixing and matching of boyfriends and girlfriends, but it was working for us.

Gary was certainly working me like a stud as I began to pant and moan like mad. It just felt so good to be bent over while a man attacked my pussy with his huge hard cock. Maybe I liked it a bit better when it was Jim's cock, since we were such good buddies, but even though I barely knew Gary I was perfectly happy to let him stuff me with his manhood while I whimpered and carried on like a horny little ninny.

"I told you he was good," Amy whispered in my ear, although I was barely able to concentrate on her words.

"Fuck yes...fuck yes...fuck yessssssssssssssssssss!" I replied, not necessarily to her comment but to the whole situation in general.

Fuck yes. That really did sum it up rather nicely. Fuck tradition. Fuck convention. Fuck the rules. I wasn't born a woman but I sure took to it like a duck to water and now I couldn't imagine walking away from it for anything. Fuck anyone who had a problem with that. Fuck society if they thought I was some kind of a freak. And most importantly fuck my pussy with a big hard dick any day of the week.


CHAPTER 19:

I don't think it was Gary's cock that made me realize that I wanted to be female all the time, but it certainly didn't hurt in making my decision all the easier. The girly life was the life for me and whatever changes I had to make in my routine and my lifestyle would just have to be made.

Ultimately I suspected that my relationship with Amy would probably change somewhat down the line as both of us really enjoyed the company of men, no matter how much fun we had together as lesbians. Now that I was committed to being a woman fulltime I couldn't help but at least fantasize a little about a future that might include being a wife and a mother and raising a family with some terrific guy...like Jim for example. I'm sure Amy had the same kind of thoughts and dreams so it wasn't likely that we could keep our freewheeling orgy going forever, but that was okay. We wouldn't break up because we didn't care for each other anymore, or because we had found someone else, it would probably just sort of happen organically as a matter of course.

It was about six months after I had officially and legally transitioned to womanhood that Amy dropped a bombshell of an idea that blew my mind and rocked my world. She had been seeing quite a lot of Gary, and I had continued to go out with Jim, and there had been some double dating and even some partner swapping, all of which had been very pleasant for everyone. Gary and Jim had hit it off like gangbusters, and I felt a little tinge of old male jealousy because he seemed to be taking the place I used to hold in Jim's world, but I had a much better role to play now in that regard so it didn't bother me too much if they were the best of buddies.

Amy's idea was that we should all get a place together and move in as two couples. It was kind of like keeping the old way of things, except that now Jim and I shared a bedroom, and Amy and Gary were our roomies down the hall. Technically I was now Jim's girlfriend and Amy was Gary's, but everyone knew our history and our fondness for each other so there weren't any questions asked if Amy and I wanted to fool around sometimes. As far as cock went we did sort of imply that one should ask permission before dipping his wick in the other guy's pussy well, but it wasn't a hard and fast rule. We didn't really go in for those, so if some morning I just felt like sucking Gary's dick under the breakfast table it just happened and that was cool with everybody.

It was surprisingly easy to fall in love with a man, and I suppose I had already done that with Jim some time ago, even if we hadn't said the words officially. Now it was out in the open and I was looking forward to my first Valentine's Day as a woman with a boyfriend. I knew Jim would get me something nice and I knew that I would delight him with the sexiest lingerie I could find.

As far as wedding bells go I wouldn't be surprised if they were ringing in the future, but at the moment nobody is in a hurry to mess with the good thing we have going. I'm sure whoever ties the knot first will want the other to be their bridesmaid, and who knows? Maybe it'll be a double wedding and we'll all just keep on keeping on in our strange little love nest.

I'm sure it's not everybody's cup of tea, and I know my parents weren't too thrilled when they heard all about my plans, but they had softened quite a bit, seeing how happy I was as a woman, so they weren't really losing a son as much as gaining a daughter I suppose.

It's very easy to get hung up on the way you think things are supposed to be because that's how everyone else seems to do them but once you realize that humans don't come with instruction manuals, and that the rules society comes up with for living are often kind of arbitrary and not necessarily applicable to everyone, then you can start to find your own path, and hopefully your own happiness. I certainly did, although I never would have guessed what it would take to find it. Thank goodness my girlfriend had the good sense to know that what I really needed was a good boyfriend of my own.


AUTHOR'S NOTES:

I've always been fascinated by the dynamics of personal relationships and how easily we tend to fall into set patterns of thinking about them. Jealousy is a terrible emotion, but a hard one to be completely rid of when deep passion is involved. There's something about the idea of making love to more than one person that always seems to imply that you're not that serious about anyone, but that isn't always the case. In this story it takes a total gender transformation for the protagonist to fully embrace the possibilities of an "open relationship" which makes some sense when you consider how hard it is to make major changes in your outlook generally. For Ted it took becoming Cindy, an whole new identity, to cast off the old notions and explore the world with a new perspective with her eyes...and legs wide open to the wondrous possibilities!
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