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CHAPTER 1:

"Let me get this straight...no pun intended...after twenty three years of living as a guy you woke up one day and decided you'd rather be a chick?" Ralph asked skeptically as he and his friend Jacob were kicking back at the beach enjoying some eye candy.

"Don't be ridiculous," Jacob replied.

"Well that's a relief. I thought you were going all gay on me," Ralph joked.

"No, I mean don't be ridiculous about this being an overnight thing. It's something that I have agonized over for as long as I can recall."

"Damn, dude you're serious aren't you? That's pretty far out. What have you been smoking?"

"It's not like that man. You see that girl over there in the blue bikini?"

"Oh yeah, I've had my eye on her for some time. Those titties have so much bounce in them you could use them as a diving board."

"A few years ago I'd be sitting here getting hard and trying to think of some excuse to go up and talk to her. Now I'm thinking that's a really cute bathing suit and I wish I had the figure to wear something like that," Jacob confessed.

"No way! I've known you a long time man and I've never seen you do anything that made me think you wanted to switch teams. Ashton, on the other hand, I wouldn't be all that surprised about. He seems a little fruity sometimes."

"Dude, Ashton is totally gay but it's not the same thing."

"Whoa., how do you know that? Have you two guys..."

"No, you're not listening to me," Jacob snapped. "This isn't about who I want to go to bed with. It's about who I want to be when I wake up each morning."

"So you're saying you want to be a lesbian?"

"No, I'm not saying anything of the kind. I'm not sure about the whole sexual aspect of the thing. This is about me feeling like I belong in another body," Jacob explained.

"I totally get the idea that putting on some chick underwear is kind of kinky and it feels real nice and sexy but if you're talking about what I think you're talking about I think you're either way too stoned or fucking crazy," said Ralph.

"I'm not stoned but I may be crazy, you got that part right," Jacob sighed. "It's not like my life sucks and I'm just looking for a way to start over. In fact I'm guessing my life might suck really hard if I actually went all the way and had surgery and everything. Still it's something that just keeps eating at my brain and won't let me alone."

"No offense dude but I don't know how hot you'd look in a dress. I mean if a genie could magically turn you into a chick like that one in the blue bikini I could see some advantages. You'd never have to pay for a date again and you get laid whenever you wanted to and some old rich dude would want to make you a trophy wife and you'd never have to work again. But unless you're planning to be some kind of drag queen aren't you afraid you'll end up looking like a freak?"

"Of course I'm afraid of that. I'm afraid of what everyone I know will think if I do it. I'm afraid that I'll get part way through and change my mind and be stuck as some weird chick with a dick or something."

"Hey some of them are pretty hot you know," Ralph pointed out.

"That's really neither here nor there. It would mean a total readjustment of my whole mental outlook. I would have to learn a whole new set of skills and assimilate into a world that I know almost nothing about. Even if I pull it off physically and nobody thinks twice about me being a woman there's always going to be this secret past that follows me around. I've been taught to be a man, conditioned to be one really, my whole life. Not having all of the normal stepping stones to womanhood might make things really difficult. And yet...despite all that I can't stop thinking that it's the right thing to do."

"Dude that is a really heavy trip to lay on somebody," said Ralph while shaking his head. "It would be pretty weird if you went away as Jacob and came back as...whatever."

"It probably wouldn't work quite like that. It's a really long process and the transition is made in stages. I'm hoping that my friends like you will stand by me and be there through the whole process. It would make it a lot easier if I had a support group I could count on."

"I don't know man, I don't like hospitals. I'd probably freak out if they started cutting your dick off or something."

"I don't expect you to be there for the operation. I just mean that I hope you'll accept me as a friend no matter what kind of changes I'm going through."

"I'll try dude but I can't promise anything. I mean how do I know how I'll feel until it happens? It might be cool hanging with a female friend or it might be weird. I might feel like I have to watch my language or open doors for you or not scam on babes when you're around or something. It's like I wouldn't want my sister tagging along if I wanted to pound a few brews and go to a titty bar."

"Well as long as you don't cut me out of your life completely that's the main thing. I need to be able to talk to somebody about what's happening in my life. I don't need to crowd your action with the ladies or anything but hopefully we can still have some good times together."

"Might be cool if you have some hot girlfriends at any rate."

That was probably the most Jacob could hope for from Ralph but at least it was a start. The prospect of sailing into the unknown totally alone was almost too much to bear.


CHAPTER 2:

It's hard to pinpoint the exact moment Jacob Forsythe realized that he had feminine leanings. He was an only child from an upscale family living in the beach town of Malibu, California. He went to private schools most of his life and then on to college where he recently graduated with a degree in Graphic Design. He had always been interested in art but this degree seemed a little more practical. So far he had been in no hurry to start a career and there had been no serious pressure at home to do so. Consequently Jacob found himself with a lot of time on his hands and a lot to think about.

He always liked girls, that was for certain. Even at a young age he tended to cultivate a lot of female friends. Boys were expected to like girls once they reached a certain age but they were supposed to like them from a physical standpoint. A girl was a mysterious creature that you found yourself irresistibly drawn to even if you had nothing in common and didn't really like them all that much. A girl you hated one day could smile at you and make you crumble. It was all raging hormones and the chemistry of attraction.

Jacob had felt that too but he also felt disappointed that he was excluded from some of the things his female friends were experiencing. Having a lot of female friends wasn't problem when he was really young but as he got older the situation became trickier. He certainly didn't want to get labeled as the gay guy who hung out with the fag hags but after puberty girls spent a lot of time talking about things that they didn't want to talk about around guys. Once they started dating they had totally new lives and interests and no boyfriend likes another dude spending time with his girl.

Part of it was the fact that many of his male friends, like Ralph, were not exactly intellectual heavyweights. Surfing, getting high and banging the hottest chicks you could find was pretty much the goal of the circle he traveled in. A lot of spoiled rich kids who would rather work on their tans than study any more than absolutely necessary. Perhaps to compensate for his artistic leanings and studious ways and female friends he became very good at sports. He was one of the best beach volleyball players for miles around. And he dated his share of lookers too.

He didn't swish his hips when he walked or have a limp handshake. He didn't wear pink sweaters or take ballet lessons. He was the All-American male as far as anyone who knew him was concerned. People would have been shocked to know that while some guys were stuffing socks in their pants he was home stuffing socks in a bra and practicing makeup techniques in the bathroom mirror.

When he was younger he'd raid his mother's makeup stash when she wasn't home and play around with lipstick. When he got older he started buying cosmetics for himself and experimenting with different looks. When he was about fourteen he got a long, curly black wig for Halloween since he was going as a pirate but that wig got a lot of use after the holiday even though it was pretty hideous and very fake looking. Still he entertained himself at length by wearing makeup, putting the wig on and pursing his lips in front of the mirror while striking what he thought of as feminine poses.

He wasn't beautiful in a conventional sense, he knew that, but there was something kind of beautiful about the face he saw in the mirror none-the-less. His eyes were lovely and when he didn't go crazy with the makeup they could be really nicely accentuated. He was pleased about that for some reason. Maybe because it was the one thing he didn't have to change in order to look feminine.

It was a hopeless dream because he based his ideal of what a woman should look like on the most attractive and glamorous women in the world. In reality most super models and movie stars don't roll out of bed looking spectacular. They have an army of professionals helping them and spend a fortune keeping their appearances up for the cameras. A teenage boy with a crappy fright wig and some stolen makeup wasn't going to come close to that image.

He liked being one of the guys but he also yearned to be one of the girls. He wished so much that he could join their secret society and see what a slumber party was really like. He wished he had a crush on some singer in a boy band so that he would be able to shriek and scream along with the other girls at whatever new sensation was sweeping them off their feet. Girls just seemed to be so free to be silly and crazy and giggly without anyone thinking anything of it. They could break out dancing at the drop of a hat. They could cry when they were upset or pout for hours without criticism. If anything it just brought them more sympathy. Guys were supposed to play it cool and be quietly confident and aggressive. You didn't stamp your little feet and throw a hissy fit when something didn't go your way.

Like most boys who had these leanings Jacob was terribly ashamed of it. Had someone walked in on him accidentally and found him in a bra and panties he would probably have wanted to kill himself. It was a secret that had to be kept at all costs. He sometimes wished he could tell some of his female friends so that they could help him look better as a girl but that would have been social suicide. He probably would have been expelled from school and sent to therapy and branded a degenerate for life. He tried to fight the urge. He failed. He hoped it was a passing phase. It wasn't.

The sex question didn't really emerge until his late teens and early twenties. Before he wasn't dressing up like a girl and fantasizing about being fucked by anyone, male or female. If something made him hard he jacked off in the bathroom and got on with his life. He wasn't a great connoisseur of masturbating practices. He didn't lose his virginity until his Senior year in high school and that was a pleasant experience. She was a very pretty girl and his friends were all impressed as hell that he had scored with her. It wasn't a mad passionate love affair but he got his dick wet a number of times. For a seventeen-year-old boy that's not bad as far as relationships go.

College is where he really started to get heavily involved in sexual activity. It was also the first time that he masturbated dressed as a woman. It felt so daring and risqué. He loved squeezing his fake breasts while he stroked himself. Now he was adding a sexual component to his dress up fantasy and it was good. He wasn't particularly thinking about any partner in general he just liked the feel of the whole experience. Immediately afterwards he felt dreadful and was about to throw away his whole collection of clothes and makeup but thought the better of it at the last moment. Whacking it in ladies underwear didn't make him gay. He was having no trouble with the chicks on campus. It wasn't like he couldn't get it up for them. He rather enjoyed being popular and thought of as a cool dude.

Looking back on it it's impossible to say really what made him want to start sticking things in his ass.


CHAPTER 3:

Jacob loved beauty, whether in art, music, architecture or anatomy. He had the artist's eye for line and form. Women were just so much more beautiful he thought, at least they were encouraged to be. For a man to call another man beautiful would be an insult and probably result in a fist fight. But there were so many things that women could do to enhance their appearance. And their wardrobe options were staggering. Sometimes when he looked at a picture of a beautiful woman he almost ached from the pain. He knew he had no right to complain about his situation in life since he had been handed so much in the way of comfort and advantage but he still couldn't help himself. He just wanted to be a girl like that in the worst way. He would gladly have given up his convertible if there was a way to just make it happen in a snap and live as if it had always been that way.

His meager attempts at private feminization usually only resulted in a guilt trip and a reminder that he was never going to be anything other than what he was right now so he should just forget about it and go on with his life. Try though he might he could never shake the desire to at least get as close as possible.

If he didn't have such artistic sensibilities he might have explored this side of his nature more thoroughly even sooner. Because he refused to accept the possibility that inside he had been female all along it was far more difficult to see the light.

Some people know that they're trapped in the wrong body almost from birth. It's a cruel trick of nature that has handed them the wrong genitals and confined them to a role they were never meant to play. For many people the idea that they may be in the wrong body is treated more like a bad habit like smoking...something you think you can kick. And it's quite understandable that one would try to banish such thoughts from their mind. Society is not kind to those who don't fit neatly into their assigned roles. Sometimes there's a religious aspect that makes things even worse because you're not just doing something different you're doing something morally wrong. Jacob fought to repress his impulses for a very long time but his resistance began to crack.

If shopping on the Internet wasn't so easy and discrete he might never have taken some of the steps he took. He didn't have to walk into a department store to get lingerie. He didn't have to go to some seedy adult bookstore to buy sex toys. Anything he wanted could be shipped to his address in a plain cardboard box. Of course hiding his stash was still a problem and once or twice a stray piece of clothing was discovered but it was easy to pass it off as a "trophy" from one of his conquests or something he was going to give to his girlfriend. He had an old trunk that was sort of like an Army footlocker and many of his secrets were locked safely inside that. Still the fear of discovery was always lurking over his shoulder. 

He bought an anal toy one day when he was in an especially girlish mood but just locked it away and tried to forget about it. There were stretches of time where all he could think about was cross dressing and wearing makeup and daydreaming about being a girl and then other times where it subsided into the background and he would breathe a sigh of relief and hope that the whole thing had run its course. It never did and eventually he was back at the mirror.

He was curious about having sex in female positions. Again, not specifically thinking in terms of having sex with a man but rather just exploring the sensation of lying on his back with his legs spread or being on all fours. He hadn't been terribly adventurous with his female sex partners, much to the relief of most of them who were perfectly happy to lock up in the missionary position and look each other in the eyes. He never pressured anyone to blow him and not too many volunteered. In pornography it looks like everybody copulates in every conceivable position every time they do it but in real bedrooms there is often a considerably more conservative approach, which is partly why porn is so popular.

Tits were extremely fascinating to him but he could never quite decide what the perfect size was. When he was younger he tended to go overboard and really packed the bra to the breaking point but as he got older and more discerning with his female image he tried for a more "natural" look. Socks turned into pantyhose filled with rice or birdseed and tied in a knot that could sort of resemble nipples and ultimately he shelled out for breast forms. When got them to fit just right they looked amazingly realistic in a sheer bra. The more expensive ones felt pretty good too. You could squeeze them and pinch the nipples. Of course they weren't part of his actual body so they had no sensitivity but in his mind he was getting closer and closer all the time.

He knew the anal toy wasn't going to just slip in magically the first time he tried it so he had purchased one that was designed for beginners and took the advice that a generous amount of lube was required very seriously. It was hard to lube the damn thing up without getting his hands all slippery but he prepared himself for his first penetration experiment the best he could. He wanted to do it on all fours but it was really awkward, especially with slippery hands so he ended up kind of squatting down and pushing the device up from the bottom. It may not have looked terribly sexy but it got the job done.

At first he thought it just wasn't going to work. It slid pretty easily in for about an inch or so but then he got tense and things tightened up. Shame overcame him and he hurriedly cleaned up and locked the toy away again. A few more attempts followed and then surprisingly it began to go a little deeper without much trouble. It was a moment of triumph mixed with despair. He liked the feeling but what he really liked was the idea of being penetrated. In the mood he was in he would have let a man fuck him in the ass gladly. For several days he tried to convince himself that he was really thinking about some kinky thing where a girlfriend would put on a strap on dildo and do him once for fun but in his heart he knew better. A girl with a strap on did sound somewhat appealing but he knew that he had fantasized about a man screwing him in the ass and it was hard not to think of that as gay any way you looked at it.

Maybe he was gay, he thought for a time. Maybe all this messing around with girl's clothing was just a way to hide his true intentions. If he was a girl it wouldn't be gay to have sex with men it would be normal. Yet he knew that wasn't really the issue. First and foremost he wanted to be a woman. Who stuck what in what orifice was something to be sorted out down the line.

He knew it wasn't just an intellectual choice where he calmly made up a list of the advantages of being a woman over a man and went whichever way the scales tipped. He knew his perception of the "female experience" was skewed by ignorance, appearances and the influence of pornography. He wasn't foolish enough to think that life was all happiness and sunshine for anyone lucky enough to be born with a pussy but he knew that was the world he belonged in. 

Like a lot of people who dabble in cross dressing the desire to push the envelope was always there. Once of the easiest ways to do that was to dress up the best he could and drive around at night. As long as he didn't get pulled over by the cops he should be fine. Even on the off chance that someone thought they recognized his car he could always say he loaned it to some girl to run an errand for him or something. Sneaking in and out of the house was another matter.

He still lived with his parents as the college he was attending wasn't that far away and he didn't really want to deal with roommates given his secret activities. It was a big house so he could slip out the back door without too much trouble if his parents were watching TV or something. He did himself up to the hilt, threw a jacket on to cover his "breasts" in case of emergency and clutching his rather expensive new wig made his escape. No one paid the slightest attention to the sound of his car pulling out of the driveway and he was on his way at last.

He pulled over to the side of the road once he felt that he was safely enough away from his neighborhood and removed the jacket and tried to adjust the wig in his rearview mirror. It wasn't an ideal situation for cosmetics but it would have to do. Once he got driving again he felt a rush like nothing he had ever felt before. Unfortunately he hadn't thought to put the top up on his convertible so as soon as he got up to speed his beautiful wig went flying off into the dark. There was no way he was going to get out of the car and go look for it so he just drove home feeling like a total idiot.

Still it was a step forward for him. A tiny step but a step in a strange new direction. It was definitely fun while it lasted. Taking his cross dressing experience out for a test drive, literally, made him hungry for even more. Just looking into the car mirror and seeing a female version of himself was a mind bender.

The lack of a female voice made it impossible to venture out too recklessly. He had certainly practiced making his voice sound more feminine over the years but he had no confidence in his ability to actually pull it off in public. He did go to the movies once dressed as a girl because he knew it would be dark inside the theater and he could buy advance tickets online so he wouldn't have to deal with the box office. That had been really exciting. For a couple of hours he got to be out in the world with other people who were all focused on the same thing. Nobody thought about him one way or the other, he was just some random woman in the audience.

As his college years rolled by he was increasingly becoming depressed and frustrated. His schoolwork suffered a little at times but not so much so as to seriously damage his overall grades. Dating became sporadic. Sometimes when he was in an especially feminine mood he would try to pick up a girl and sport fuck her to prove he was a real man but it never caused him to give up his secret life. For a time he thought that maybe he could find a girlfriend who would be sympathetic to his situation and might even enjoy dressing him up and doing his hair and going out sometimes as two girls but he never had the nerve to broach that with anyone. Whenever he did try to slip an idea like that into a conversation casually it usually resulted in the girl expressing disgust at the notion and wondering why anyone would want to be that perverted.

Once Jacob graduated his thoughts really focused on the subject of who he wanted to be partly because he was at a crossroads and partly because he now had the means to do something about his desires if he was absolutely certain that he wanted to. He had been very close to his maternal grandmother and when she passed away she left him a considerable sum of money to be released to him upon graduation from college to help him get started in life. Well, this probably wasn't what granny had in mind but it did make starting a whole new life possible if he had the will to see it through.


CHAPTER 4:

The Internet had a wealth of information about sexual transitioning, some of it helpful, some of it pornographic fantasy and some of it cautionary or even outright insulting. Everyone in the world has an opinion and on the Internet they can express it, sometimes crudely and with hateful intentions. 

The pornographic stuff was the most pleasant to look at it. There were all kinds of "caption stories" about men who magically became women, either voluntarily or against their will, but either way they usually ended well because once a man discovered the joys of having a cock shoved him he became a happy camper for life. 

It was a little odd that so much of this type of pornography also featured the transformed person becoming a "bimbo" and a "slut" as opposed to a strong, confident woman who was secure in her sexuality but there were a lot of psychological underpinnings to this mindset that went beyond simple fantasies.

Some men who desired to transition, or at least fantasized about it, had been considered effeminate already in their social circle growing up. They might be small in stature or have soft feminine features or interests that didn't conform to manly standards. Such boys were often bullied in school, made fun of and often rejected by their male counterparts. Although they might be intelligent and creative and gifted in a number of areas because they had "failed" at being a man they developed an inferiority complex, especially when confronted by more traditional male archetypes. The idea of becoming a sex toy appeared to be a way to gain a type of acceptance from a group of males who otherwise would have had no use for that person at all. Serving the needs of an "alpha male" was a very strong desire for many people of either gender.

Ultra feminization did have some psychological aspects to it that were generally good for people who were transitioning whether they had any desire to become a sex slave or not. To live life in a different gender role meant learning to live a bit differently no matter what your ultimate objective was. For a man like Jacob who had never had any difficulty being popular or accepted totally as a successful male the challenges of being treated as a totally new person seemed to call for a totally new mental outlook. In reality he probably just wanted to be himself but in a woman's body but such a subtle difference was in some ways harder to grasp than a total transformation. If you wanted to be a girl it was sometimes easier to think about being the most "girlish girl" possible and cater to every pink and frilly stereotype imaginable.

With such a strong double standard concerning male and female sexual aggression it was not that surprising that a man might consider the concept of being a slut as something desirable or at least not as insulting as the phrase would be to a woman who had battled against that sort of labeling all of her life if she chose to be sexually liberated.

The "sissy  training" and "hypnosis" videos often took a similar approach in that they were preaching the virtues of being totally subservient to a strong man with a big cock but some of them were actually just encouraging people to think of themselves as feminine or encouraging them to embrace a female lifestyle. Jacob really enjoyed that kind of programming. It made him feel better about himself. It meant that there were others who felt the same way and wanted the same things.

Information on the practical realities of transitioning was also readily available in the privacy of his home and it looked like he was in for a long, sometimes painful, very expensive road ahead. It wasn't as simple as putting on a dress and saying that from now on you were a girl, at least not from a legal standpoint. Professional counseling was an important step and would be required for moving forward with any medical or surgical procedures. Things were easier than they used to be but it was never going to be a decision to be made lightly or on the spur of the moment. In erotic fantasies a person might be able to drink a potion or wear a magical amulet and switch bodies at will but in the real world there were regulations and fees and protocols involved. You couldn't just become a hot chick for spring break and then go back to normal with a snap of the fingers.

Jacob had decided to seek counseling before telling anyone what he was contemplating. He had his own money so he didn't need to get his parent's financial support for the sessions and if for some reason he changed his mind no one would ever need to know the he had come this close to making the change.

The idea of counseling was difficult for Jacob to embrace initially because it was hard to imagine talking freely about something he had worked so hard to keep secret most of his life. Fortunately the relief of actually being able to express all of those secret feelings at last made the process something he looked forward to instead of something he dreaded.

There is no easy, one-size-fits-all definition of the transgender experience. This often leads to a great deal of confusion because words like "transgender" and "transsexual" are often freely interchanged when they might actually be referring to very different things. In the earliest days of scientific research on the subject it was assumed that in order to be a "true" transsexual, and therefore qualified for sexual reassignment surgery (SRS), a man had to prove that he was entirely homosexual in his desires because all "real" women were entirely heterosexual in their desires. It took some time for the concept of gender identity and sexual orientation to be thought of as separate things.

Some cross-dressing males are completely heterosexual and have no desire to become a woman while others may use it as a stepping stone to transitioning. Any man who dressed like a woman used to be called a transvestite and was assumed to be doing it for sexual arousal but now that specific behavior tends to be classified as transvestic fetishism. Men who dress like women in highly conspicuous public settings, especially competitions or performances, are often referred to as being in "drag" and many of them are homosexuals but not necessarily all of them. The situation can get even more confusing because terms like transvestite and transsexual often carry a negative stigma to them that causes individuals to choose some other description that's more comfortable to them even if it's not the accepted "clinical" term of the day.

"Gender fluid" is a relatively new term that basically means a person who fluctuates between male and female identification, regardless of what body they were born in or what their sexual preferences are. Sometimes they feel like a boy and sometimes they feel like a girl.

A big part of therapy is an attempt to bring some clarity to all this potential confusion. If someone realizes at a very early age that they are in the wrong body and they are allowed to go to school and live life as the opposite gender in an accepting environment the path is usually pretty clear to SRS. Sometimes a person didn't reach this conclusion until much later in life, even their fifties or sixties, which tended to complicate the issue although not preclude a surgical option.

The therapist had a lot of experience in the field and recognized certain similarities or patterns in Jacob's story that were much like other patients who had gone down this route before him and made it easier to determine exactly what Jacob really wanted. It's not supposed to just be a kinky thing you want to try because you think "girls have more fun" or that it will be easier to get dates as a woman. There has to be a genuine need to identify so closely with the opposite gender that no other alternative seems likely to result in a happy life. For Jacob that was probably the toughest thing to prove. He came from a privileged background, had a good family life, had graduated from college with high marks and had many close friends. He had never experienced any sort of unusual sexual dysfunction when dating women and was not considered "strange" or an "outsider" by his peers.

Why then did this California surfer boy want to trade in his penis for a vagina? The simple answer was that he knew it was the right thing to do. Years of denial and repression had delayed this decision but once he had reached it there was really no turning back in his mind. When he started therapy he half hoped that they would tell him that he just had a common but minor chemical imbalance in his brain and that he would be fine if he just took a pill whenever he felt these urges coming on or something. Once he got into therapy be began to see that a lot of his life had been a fabrication. Peer pressure and societal influences had shown him the "right" way to play the game and be accepted but the face he was wearing in public was actually the mask concealing the girl in the mirror who was aching to get out. The wig and the boobs might be "fake" on the surface but in Jacob's case they were just tools to correct what nature had screwed up.

He had reconciled his gender identity issue but his sexual orientation was still a bit cloudy. Cross-dressing had begun without any sexual aspect. Eventually cross-dressing and masturbation became more and more linked. Some men don't like any pornography that shows a man's erect penis either because they are intimidated by the size of the other male's cock or because they are extremely uncomfortable looking at naked men. Jacob never had a problem with that. As a young teen getting his first glimpses of erotic images he found it easy to picture himself in the male role and desired the women in the images. As time went by and he found himself increasingly mixing his female fantasy with masturbation he would sometimes allow himself the pleasure of identifying with the girl instead of the guy. Eventually all of his masturbation became centered on the idea of being a woman penetrated by a man, even if he didn't bother to dress up for the part.

His situation was actually not all that unusual, although few men would ever really admit it. Under the right circumstances and in the right mood a man may very well find the sight of another man's erect penis very attractive and arousing. And were they to suddenly find themselves magically transformed into a woman they would suck that penis or allow themselves to be fucked without hesitation. Being a girl was the key. In that case they would be heterosexual and therefore the act would be natural and "normal" by traditional standards and any sense of guilt would be alleviated. Even if that same man were to walk into their bedroom with the same erect penis they would find it difficult if not impossible to have sex with him if they were still in their male form. Anti-homosexual bias, especially between males, is a very strong influence on people that's constantly reinforced throughout a lifetime. Many people are curious but the negative stigma attached is just too great to overcome.

Jacob still liked to look at naked women and could become sexually aroused by the thought of being their partner but he also now enjoyed looking at naked men and had no trouble imagining himself as their female companion. He just liked beauty in all its many forms and found it in places that he never expected sometimes.


CHAPTER 5:

"Coming out" was the next huge step. Fortunately he didn't have a current girlfriend. Some people are already married and have children when they start transitioning which obviously just makes the whole thing a lot trickier to deal with. He also wasn't going to school and hadn't started looking for a job yet. He would have to tell his parents and he would probably need to tell his friends. Today had been the start of that process as he felt that Ralph was probably the one person he knew who would be most likely to take the whole thing in stride. Whenever anything happened that Ralph didn't understand it was just "trippy" and he was about as laid back a dude as you could find. They had been friends for ages and nothing ever really got between them so hopefully this would be the same.

His parents were a real concern. His mother tended to be more open-minded and liberal in her thinking and politics. If one of her friends told her that her son was going to become a woman she would no doubt be very supportive and understanding. The question was would she feel the same about her own son? His father was more difficult to get a handle on. If it wasn't going to cost him anything he might just shrug and tell Jacob that he was an adult and could do whatever he wanted and go back to checking his stock portfolio or watching golf on television. Or he could explode in a rage and berate Jacob for being a sissy and disgracing the family. His outbursts were infrequent but they could be quite explosive. Jacob had spent much of his life trying to stay out of his dad's hair. There had never been a lot of attempts at father/son bonding but as long as Jacob was getting good grades and staying out of trouble and not blowing too much money he was pretty much left to his own devices.

It played out pretty much as he expected. His mother cried and questioned her own skills as a parent and tried to see if this was some passing whim but eventually began to let it sink in that her son was going through something really difficult and that it was her responsibility to back him up. His father seemed almost bemused by the idea and just shook his head.

"Well, since men are all emasculated wimps these days anyway you might as well go all the way and have your balls cut off," his father scoffed. "Just don't expect me to pay for your wedding dearie."

Jacob was a little hurt but not devastated. Why should his father suddenly take a big interest in his life now after all of these years? He had always gotten the impression that fatherhood was not something his dad had ever really craved. He made a good income that provided his family with many wonderful opportunities that other people didn't have. That meant that his wife was free to deal with the whole child raising thing and so she had. It wasn't that Jacob had a bad relationship with his father he just didn't have much of a relationship at all.

Each step was like burning another bridge behind him. The further he went the harder it would be to turn back. He was publically confessing his desire to be a woman. That would be a pretty hard thing to live down if she suddenly got cold feet and dropped it at the last moment. He would never be looked at the same way again no matter what he did now so he might as well go through with it and let the chips fall where they may.

The next big decision was whether it was better to stay where he was, since it didn't appear that his father was planning to kick him out anytime soon, or go away for a time, make the transition and then come back and deal with everybody's reaction to the "finished" product. It was a tough call. Maybe if people saw the transition in gradual stages it would be easier to take. After a while it might not even be that noticeable anymore. He would gradually change before their eyes over time. On the other hand maybe one swift shock to the system would be easier to deal with. If he came back looking and sounding entirely different people might not really associate this new woman with the man they formerly knew. Of course he would also be adding the stress of relocation to an unfamiliar location and the challenges of living on his own for the first time on top of everything else. If he knew he could count on his friends for support than staying put would be best but he didn't fancy the idea of becoming the town freak or something.

He decided to stay, for the time being at least, and see how things went down. If there was ever going to be a test of who your real friends were this would be it. As it turned out he really didn't need to tell that many people. Ralph hadn't said a word to anyone but once he started confiding in others the word spread like wildfire. The reactions were all over the board.

Someone started leaving prank "gifts" like a box of tampons or a pair of soiled panties in the mailbox or in the front seat of his car. Someone also painted "FAG" in huge letters on his car doors and hood but fortunately it was just poster paint and washed off pretty easily. Some people were curious about what the hell he was doing and why and others basically just cut him off.

There was one other big decision to be made and a reality that would take some time to get used to. Jacob didn't plan to go through life with a typically male name so he would need to come up with a new one and begin telling people of his preference to be addressed as such. The reality check part of it was thinking of himself and being addressed as "she" instead of "he." In California the name on your driver's license could be changed without a court order and the gender "marker" could be switched without having begun hormone or surgical treatment but a medical service provider had to sign a special form. That was just one of many forms of identification that would have to be changed, each with its own set of rules and hoops of fire to jump through. Jacob had always like the name Jacqueline and it wasn't that far from the original so Jacob Christopher Forsythe became Jacqueline Christine Forsythe. At least the initials were the same.

Her therapist had approved Hormone Replacement Therapy (HRT) so she began the first medical aspects of changing her body. The easiest way to describe the concept is that the levels of estrogen and testosterone, which exist in all people, are adjusted to make the balance more appropriate for the desired gender. Nature doesn't allow the process of hormonal feminization to be rushed so Jacqueline, or Jackie as she hoped her friends were call her if she still had any friends, was in for a long process that would probably take a couple of years at least.

As one might expect with anything this complicated there were no simple rules that applied to all people. Each person tended to respond differently to the treatment even if they were receiving exactly the same dose at the same frequency. It was a balancing act and each individual had their own regime that might be adjusted down the line. Estrogen was often taken in combination with other medications like Progesterone and Anti-Androgens. In some cases the drugs could be administered orally as a pill, injected or used topically as a cream or a skin patch. The process could be quite expensive unless you were lucky enough to have an insurance plan that covered it and like all medications there were potentially undesirable side effects.

While changing your hormonal levels didn't really change who you were inside as a person fundamentally it did often promote mood swings and a sense of being aware of something different taking place in your body. No amount of pills magically made you a woman but as the physical changes began to take hold one often found that the mind was undergoing changes as well. For the woman literally trapped in a man's body it was like being let out of jail at last although the gradual nature of the process could make it very frustrating. 

Unfortunately the pitch of one's voice wasn't usually altered in a terribly dramatic way although some kind of vocal change was not unheard of. To get the girlish voice to go along with the new body Jackie would have to practice for hours and hours. It was very hard work but there were established vocal techniques that had proven to be effective and specialists who could help if a home study plan wasn't getting the desired results.

As time went by Jackie was definitely changing. One of the first exciting changes was a great deal of increased sensitivity in her breasts, especially the nipples. The feeling of developing breasts was similar to that of a genetic female going through puberty. Within the first few months it was obvious that something was beginning to blossom. It would take a couple of years for her breasts to reach their maximum size and just like any woman that size could vary greatly based on a number of genetic factors but it was one of the things that Jackie was looking forward to the most so it came as a pleasant aspect of the experience.

One of the less pleasant things to deal with was the permanent removal of body hair. Being on hormone therapy generally helped with the thinning or removing of some body hair but to go all the way was a big project and often another big expense. Unfortunately there was no quick and easy way to do it, whether you chose electrolysis, laser hair removal, body waxing or some other method. Electrolysis was permanent but very costly and time consuming as it basically involved "plucking" each hair with a tiny steel wire and tweezers. Jackie had the time and the money so she opted for this route figuring that it was better to just get it over with once and for all but there were many times during her sessions when she would rather have been just about any place in the world other than where she was.

During the first few months Jackie tried to keep a pretty low profile and generally wore her old men's clothes when she went out of the house. She had always sported fairly thick and wavy blonde hair so she just let that grow out a little more. She tended to favor shirts and pullover sweaters that were kind of baggy and of thick material so that her budding breasts wouldn't be noticeable yet. For a quick trip to the store or something it just seemed easier to go ahead and look like a man but eventually the changes were becoming more noticeable and she realized that it was important to begin living life as a woman full-time so she prepared herself for the big leap of faith. The time had come for Jacob to be left behind and for Jacqueline to step out into the world.

Over time the fat in her body would be redistributed causing her hips, thighs and buttocks to increase while her waistline would shrink. Eventually she would have something resembling an "hourglass" figure but those changes were gradual and something she would just have to wait for. On the bright side her skin had already changed noticeably and was considerably smoother and more translucent. Her cock and balls were also shrinking and when she masturbated it didn't result in the same thick, sticky goo it once had. With her legs now clean and hairless she decided to show off her legs and bought a pair of female shorts. While her bones wouldn't change her muscle mass was reducing considerably and she found that her old shoes were now too big. With a little tasteful makeup she looked like a girl with an athletic, "boyish" body. 

She didn't really require a bra yet but decided to wear one anyway and supplemented it with breast inserts to make it fill out a little nicer. Nobody had to know how big her tits really were or how fast they were growing but it felt better to have a little something upstairs to complete the package.

As she looked at herself long and hard in the mirror she realized that she wasn't ready for the cover of any fashion magazines but she did look remarkably like a healthy young woman. It gave her confidence that she was ready. All she had to do now was work up the courage to get out the door.


CHAPTER 6:

"Don't you look lovely?" her mother cooed appreciatively as Jackie tried to stroll quickly and casually past both her mother and father who were having coffee in the kitchen.

"Thanks," Jackie half whispered in her best female voice, which actually sounded kind of sexy with its slightly husky overtones.

"Jesus Christ!" her father muttered with a disdainful glance. "I suppose the little princess will be bringing boyfriends home next. Might find out it's not so fun on the other side of the fence."

Jackie's mother scolded her husband for being so insensitive but he just kind of grunted and turned his attention back to his laptop computer. He didn't speak to Jackie very much but whenever he did he never failed to take the opportunity to talk down to her or make some snide remark. It was no big deal. In the old days he would have just ignored her most of the time anyway.

"Where are you headed sweetie?" her mother inquired.

"Thought I might go to the beach," Jackie replied.

"That's nice. You have a good time."

Jackie made her escape and headed for her car. This was actually a very big moment in her life but she really didn't want it to be. She didn't want the extra pressure. All she wanted to do was drive to the beach and kick back for a little while. It was a familiar place and somewhere she felt really comfortable. Hopefully she would go unnoticed amidst the sea of beautiful bodies and righteous tans. There would be plenty of eye candy there so no one was likely to try and spark up a conversation with her or anything.

As she drove along she began to relax and enjoy herself. She was relieved that no one seemed to be staring at her when she came to a stoplight at an intersection. She was just a chick in a car going about her business.

At the beach she just took a spot on a bench near the parking lot that would make for a quick escape if necessary. She had no intention of lying out on a beach towel or anything like that. She just wanted to get used to the idea that this was normal for her now and not some secret thing she had to do in the dead of night. If someone recognized her so be it.

No one did recognize her so she decided to press her luck and go for a little stroll. It was all working quite well until she suddenly noticed Ralph heading right towards her. Panic gripped her body and she thought about making a run for the car but if she really wanted her friends to accept her she was going to have to face them sooner or later. She stopped walking and waited for Ralph to come to her but to her surprise he walked right past her without a glance.

Was it a deliberate attempt to snub her or did he seriously not recognize her looking like this? It didn't seem likely that Ralph would be so cruel so she decided to find out.

"Ralph," she called after him.

Ralph turned around to see who had called his name and he still wasn't sure until Jackie beckoned him to come over.

"Dude, I totally didn't recognize you," said Ralph in amazement.

"That's good, I think, but don't call me dude. My name is Jackie now and I'm not a dude anymore I'm a chick."

"I'll say! You had me totally fooled in that getup."

"Look, I'm not trying to fool anybody. This isn't like a Halloween costume it's just what I look like now."

"Wow man you've even got boobs," he said appreciatively.

"Well, sort of. They're still growing so I've padded them a little for the time being."

"Oh, yeah? How big are they going to get?"

"It's hard to say for sure but a rough estimate is about a cup size smaller than my closest female relative, which means my mom."

"Whoa dude, you're mom is like totally stacked!"

"Can you cool it with the dude thing? And I'm not crazy about the idea of you talking about my mother's bosom."

"I meant it as a compliment," Ralph pointed out.

"I know you did and it's appreciated."

"I haven't seen you around in ages...what do I call you if I don't call you dude? I don't ever call anybody by their name."

"I don't know, how about girl or babe or something?" Jackie suggested.

"That's cool. I can get into that. Like I was saying, I haven't seen you around in ages...babe."

"I've been kind of busy and a lot of freaky things have been going on with my body so I haven't been going out much when I didn't have to. This is the first time I've really been out in public as a woman."

"I like your voice. It's way sexy."

"Thanks. I'm still working on it but I think it's getting better all the time."

"So are dudes like totally hitting on you?" asked Ralph.

"No, thank goodness, I don't think that would be a very good thing right now."

"Aren't you going to go out with dudes eventually?"

"I'm just taking it one day at a time at the moment. I was nervous enough about wearing shorts and coming to the beach at all. I was honestly hoping that no one would notice me, but I'm glad you came by none-the-less. It feels good to talk to an old buddy."

"Jeez, I've dated girls that weren't as hot as you are. You know that," Ralph pointed out.

"You mean like Colleen Farrell?" Jackie joked.

"What about you? You used to have the hots for that chick Shelly with the big nose," Ralph retorted.

"Cut it out," Jackie said with a playful shove on Ralph's shoulder.

Ralph looked like he was about to shove back but suddenly caught himself. He suddenly took a long hard look at Jackie.

"What's the matter?" Jackie asked.

"I don't know. It doesn't feel right shoving a chick for some reason," replied Ralph.

"Well I could probably still kick your ass...at least for a little while longer. I'm losing a lot of muscle mass," Jackie explained.

"I know this is kind of personal but do you still have your package?"

"Yeah I do as a matter of fact, so that's another reason I don't need any guys hitting on me at the moment."

Just then an old school acquaintance named Mike and a couple of his buddies strolled up to them. They had all gone to school together and had never been terribly close but Jackie had always thought of him as sort of a friend. Mike and his pals were ultra macho and spent most of their free time working on their beach bodies. Jackie had a sinking suspicion that one of them might be behind some of the cruel pranks but had no way of knowing for sure.

"Well, what do we have here?" Mike sneered as he quickly recognized Jackie. "I guess they let all kinds of freaks and weirdoes on the beach."

"Hey man, that's not cool," Ralph protested as he took a step forward.

"Sticking up for your girlfriend are you?"

Mike gave Ralph a solid shove to the chest and he started to stumble backwards. Jackie put her arms up to catch Ralph and keep him from following over backward so for a moment her hands were around his waist.

"They do make a cute couple," Mike chortled as his pals laughed in agreement. "You know if you're going to do that sort of thing you should probably get a room. On second thought, a dog like you could walk buck naked down the beach and no one would notice."

"Why don't you just leave us alone?" Jackie shot back.

"Oh...it can speak. You let your bitch do your fighting for you Ralphie boy?"

"Dude, you're really starting to piss me off," Ralph replied.

"Whatever. Nobody's making you stand here," Mike pointed out.

With that Jackie turned and started to walk away but one of Mike's buddies quickly stuck his leg out and tripped her. Fortunately she fell on the sand and not the concrete but as Ralph rushed to help her up she realized that her hand was already formed in a fist ready to strike. It wasn't unnoticed by Mike.

"Oh, I'm so scared. I'm going to get punched by a girl," he said sarcastically.

Jackie wanted to remain cool but she just turned away and ran for the car. When she got in the front seat she realized that she was shaking all over. Whether it was fear, nerves, humiliation or all three was hard to say but she suddenly broke down and sobbed uncontrollably. She couldn't have taken Mike in a fight when she was a man and they were outnumbered as well. It was the first time in her life that she felt really vulnerable and fearful of her safety. She had tried not to let it get to her but it was impossible not to have hurt feelings. She was pretty certain now who had been sending those prank items and defacing her car. It would probably only intensify now.

"Don't take it so hard babe."

Jackie heard Ralph's voice and realized that he had followed her to her car.

"Thanks for sticking up for me," Jackie tried to say as she wiped away some tears.

"That guy's just a jerk, what can you say?"

"I know, but I was really hoping that my first time out as a woman would go more smoothly."

"Who cares what assholes like that think? A lot of people think I'm weird but I just say fuck it and keep doing my own thing man...ah ma'am....babe."

Jackie couldn't help but laugh in spite of herself.

"You can call me dude if that's easier for you. I know what you mean. You stood by me when it would have been easier to join their side or just split and leave me alone. I appreciate that."

"Hey, you caught me when I was going to fall. That's just what friends are for I guess," Ralph grinned.

Thank God she had at least one real friend because she had a feeling that this wasn't the last time she would take a tumble.


CHAPTER 7:

Months went by quickly but never quite quick enough for Jackie who was anxious to see the full potential of her development on HRT. The women in her family, especially on her mother's side, had tended to be rather buxom ladies and it appeared that perhaps Jackie was carrying on the family tradition in that regard. Not that she was likely to be considered "stacked" even after years of hormones but there were definite signs of significant breast development. There would also be the option for surgical breast enhancement but Jackie wasn't really sure how large she wanted her breasts to be. The shape was far more important to her and how they looked on her frame. It had been a little over a year in the making but she finally had enough upstairs to be comfortable wearing a bra without padding.

She wasn't totally reclusive but she had been spending a good deal of time painting and drawing in her room. Her career path would undoubtedly be more focused on commercial graphic design but she found a great outlet for expression in her artistic works. Perhaps it was all in her mind but she thought that she painted better as a woman for some reason. 

One very happy stroke of good fortune had been bumping into a girl she had been friends with in junior high named Karen. Karen had transferred to an all-girls school in high school so they hadn't seen each other for years. Jackie was surprised how easily she recognized Karen and Karen was...well...just surprised.

"Oh, my God! It's been so many years," Karen gushed. "What have you been doing with yourself?"

The look on Karen's face was priceless as she suddenly realized how funny that question sounded.

"Oh, not much...how about you?" Jackie replied trying to keep a straight face without much luck.

They both broke out laughing. It was better to get the obvious questions out of the way.

"You look great by the way," Karen said as she touched Jackie's arm. It was a very feminine gesture and Jackie appreciated it.

"Thanks, so do you," Jackie replied.

"So how long have you..."

"Over a year and half on hormone therapy now."

"Wow...that's so brave. You know I'd really love to do some serious catching up but I'm late for an appointment. Why don't you give me your number and we'll do lunch soon," Karen suggested.

Jackie assumed that it was just a polite way to extricate herself from an embarrassing situation but Karen called a few days later and the two old friends did indeed meet for lunch. This was kind of a new challenge for Jackie as she had yet to do the lunch with a woman thing and there was a certain political aspect about your appearance on such an occasion. She was already learning how much women judge other women very closely on their appearance and Jackie didn't want to be overdressed but she definitely didn't want to come across like she had just raided a drag queen's closet.

"I hope you don't mind if I ask this but I'm just kind of curious," said Karen at some point during their meal. "When we were friends in school did you want to be a girl back then?"

"Sometimes more than anything in the world," Jackie admitted. "I was very jealous because even though I had a lot of female friends there were certain doors that were always closed to me. Girl talk always seemed wonderful and sort of mysterious but you generally clammed up about certain topics when I was around."

"You poor darling. I wish we had known. We could have made you an honorary girl or something and let you in on our secrets, which weren't really all that spectacular I have to admit."

"As wonderful as that sounds it probably wouldn't have been too good for my image. Most teenage boys don't want to be thought of as honorary girls I'm afraid. I would have appreciated the honor but not the fist fights that would have gone along with it."

"It's funny...I knew you as a boy and I still feel that connection of friendship from all those years ago but it's impossible not to feel like I'm chatting with someone who has always been a woman. It just seems to fit you perfectly although I never would have guessed that in junior high."

"Thank you, that means a lot to me Karen. I don't have a lot of friends these days and I don't really have a female friend at all. It's really great to be able to get out and do something like this. Much of the time I just stay home and paint."

"I wondered if you still did that. You know, you drew me a picture once. It was a picture of my cat. I still have that picture."

"Well if you're waiting for me to become famous so that it's worth something you may have a long wait," Jackie chuckled.

"I held on to it because it was so good and so thoughtful. Every time I look at it it brings back pleasant memories. It's funny but sometimes when I bump into people I haven't seen in years we kind of run out things to say within a couple of minutes. Our lives have gone in different directions and so many things have changed that it's hard to capture that spark of friendship that used to be there. But we've been gabbing for ages and I feel like we've just scratched the surface."

"I'm glad you feel that way too," Jackie said with genuine pleasure. "I mean, I hate to sound needy but I could really use a friend and I was afraid I was going to have to offer you money or something to get you to hang out with me."

So Jackie and Karen had become gal pals. Karen had her own life, a job and a boyfriend but they still found time to do things together. Karen kept hinting that it would be great if Jackie had a boyfriend too so that they could double date but Jackie kept trying to politely remind her that she still had a cock and balls between her legs.

"Ok, so maybe you're not ready for a full on boyfriend yet. A date wouldn't kill you would it? I'm sure Henry knows some nice young man who wouldn't mind going out to dinner as a foursome sometime," Karen insisted. "Unless you can't go on a first date without sleeping with a guy he'd have no reason to know."

"Yeah, I don't know. A blind date? I don't even know for sure if I like guys all that much," said Jackie. "I mean I like the idea of guys and I don't have any trouble finding them sexy but the whole concept of dating one still seems kind of strange."

"Now I really do feel like I'm back in junior high hearing that. Guys are all right once you get used to them. We can set something up for Saturday night. We'll go to a really nice restaurant which will give us an excuse to get all dressed up, or even better, an excuse to go shopping then get all dressed up. We have some good food, we drink some wine and then we drop you off at home. He walks you to the door and maybe you get a little goodnight peck on the cheek or something. What's the big deal?"

Somehow Karen talked her into it and somehow Henry found a sucker willing to go on a blind date with a girl that probably didn't come with a five star rating unless Henry was a total liar and had to twist the truth to get the guy to come. Henry did the driving and Jackie was introduced to her first ever male date as she got in the back of the car. He was surprisingly nice looking with kind of an intellectual vibe about him. He was one of those guys who could rock a pair of glasses without looking totally nerdy. She thought she sensed a noticeable sigh of disappointment as he inspected his mystery date but that may have just been her paranoia speaking.

If he was disappointed in her looks he was certainly gentlemanly enough to not let it limit his conversation. As the wine flowed pretty freely everyone seemed to be in a very good mood. Her date, Kevin, worked in a bank but also played in a rock band, not at all what she would have guessed from his appearance. Hopefully Kevin wouldn't guess from her appearance the she still had to hold her dick when she peed, even if she was doing it sitting down the ladies room.

After dinner they took a short drive along Pacific Coast Highway and stopped at a scenic turnout to enjoy the ocean by moonlight. Kevin slid his arm around Jackie but she didn't fight it and instead sort of rested her head on his shoulder. She had a nice little wine buzz going and the view was terribly romantic, even from the back seat of the car.

When they got back to Jackie's house Kevin did indeed walk her to the door as predicted but what came next was a bit more than a little peck on the cheek. Kevin put his arms around her, pulled her close and locked his lips on hers. In a few moments they had both opened their mouths and the kiss was becoming rather interesting.

"I really had a good time tonight Jackie. I hope we can do it again sometime. Maybe you could come and hear my band or something."

"I'd like that," said Jackie actually meaning it and not just trying to escape.

Boy, Karen had sure been right about everything. Henry did know a nice young man and dinner was divine and she did look rather nice in her new dress and...well...that kiss was something else! She had just dated a man and found it enjoyable and romantic. Boy, did she ever have something to tell her therapist.

Of course there was an elephant in the room that she tried not to think about. They had pretty much agreed to another date which wasn't the one-shot-no-strings-attached thing she had planned for. The way Kevin worked his tongue on their goodnight kiss didn't imply a shy man who could be kept sexually at bay indefinitely. At what point in a relationship do you bring that sort of thing up anyway? It might have just been bullshit anyway. Too much wine and a guy wanting to get something out of the date. Might never hear from him again, she thought. That would probably be best for all parties concerned.


CHAPTER 8:

"I think Kevin really liked you," Karen gushed the next day on the phone.

"Yeah, well, it wasn't as bad as it could have been," Jackie replied.

"Oh, come on. I caught a glimpse of you in the mirror resting your head on his shoulder," Karen reminded her.

"That was nice. I was feeling pretty mellow at the time and the view was very pretty."

"You need to work on your dishing skills girlfriend. You wondered what mysterious things we girls used to talk about...we talked about boys. We still do only now we have a larger and more colorful vocabulary to use," Karen joked.

"I hate to keep bringing this up but I don't have a pussy. Unless men have changed radically in the year and half since I was one he's going to want sex at some point if we keep seeing each other. I don't really want to start something I can't finish," Jackie explained.

"So you don't have a pussy. It's not like you don't have any other tools."

That was certainly true. She could give him a hand job, suck his cock or take it up the ass, any of which would likely result in the desired resolution for the man involved but that didn't change the fact that there would be two dicks in the room. What was a man to think of that if he didn't have advance warning? Plus Jackie didn't know for sure what her penis would do in that kind of situation. The hormones sometimes made her sex drive radically diminish and getting an erection wasn't as easy as it used to be, which was fine because it made it easier to hide in her clothes but there might be no way of hiding it if things got going too far. She was very afraid that a man confronted with another person's erection during sex might freak out or even become violent. She had read a lot about pre-op transsexuals being beaten, sometimes to death, if their secret was discovered by the wrong person.

Karen assured her that she was worrying too much. It was way early in the dating process and every woman had her own set of rules about how far a relationship needed to go before having sex. For now just have fun and go with it she recommended.

Kevin did call again and he invited her to a small local club where his band was playing a gig. Karen would also be there but it wasn't really Henry's cup of tea so he made up an excuse and left the two ladies on their own for the evening. Jackie had made sure to get details about what kind of band it was and what sort of club and what people would be wearing so that she could hopefully fit in. Whether it was for Kevin's benefit or just the opportunity to do it Jackie sported a pretty sexy outfit for the first time. She had a black leather miniskirt, knee boots and a top that revealed her very flat and smooth stomach. She toyed with the idea of getting her navel pierced but figured that might be a little much. She felt a little funny about going out in public in something that revealing and overtly sexy but it made her feel good to have it on so what the heck.

The club was small, crowded and very noisy making conversation with Karen next to impossible. There was a two drink minimum but they were not going to have any trouble meeting that quota. By the time Kevin's band came on they had both enjoyed a few drinks and shared a joint in the bathroom. That may have made the band sound better but everyone else seemed to be enjoying them too so perhaps they really were decent. Kevin looked totally different in very tight black pants, a muscle t-shirt and no glasses. He was definitely hot. Jackie was surprised how easy it was to look at a man that way, especially a man she knew personally and had even kissed. This wasn't an abstract concept like lusting after some stranger in a video. She actually felt a little proud that a cute guy like that would invite her to his gig. Maybe he'd banged half the girls in the room but she was feeling a little sense of possession right about now. If he was going to bang anyone tonight it was probably going to be her. Wait! Stop! What are you thinking you ditzy pothead? The absolute last thing in the world you want to do is get banged by anyone tonight. Hopefully you can just hang around and tell him how much you enjoyed the show and then get the hell out of there with Karen. 

That sort of sobered her up a little and that was indeed the game plan she was hoping to stick to. Once the band finished their gig and broke down their gear Jackie and Karen would do the polite thing and thank him for the invitation and so on. It took longer than expected but Kevin did eventually appear and seemed very pleased that they had stayed.

"Why don't we all go grab a drink or something?" he suggested.

"I'll have to pass," said Karen. "Busy day tomorrow and I think I may have already had a little too much to drink."

"She's my ride so..."

"That's cool, I've got my car. I can give you a ride home," Kevin volunteered.

"That is a great idea," Karen chimed in. "You two have fun and I'll call you."

With that Karen beat a hasty retreat and Jackie had the distinct feeling that this might have been her plan all along. Well she was here now so better make the best of it. Kevin grabbed his gear and Jackie volunteered to carry his gig bag with all the patch cords and so on and it made her feel distinctly like a groupie...or a girlfriend.

"Where would you like to go?" Kevin asked once they were in the car.

"I don't know. I've probably had a little too much to drink too. Maybe we can just go somewhere and talk or hang out or whatever," Jackie replied.

"How about taking a drive along the cost again? The moon is pretty bright tonight and the view might be better from the front seat."

That sounded like a fine idea so they cruised for a while until they came to a nice, secluded spot with a good scenic view. They got a little better acquainted and as they did Kevin slipped his arm around her shoulder again and she again responded by resting her head on his arm. It was pretty damn nice she thought. She felt very womanly like this. She wondered why she had been so reluctant to embrace her interest in men. Some of them didn't look half bad when you gave them a chance. As they chatted she realized that his left hand was under her shirt and working its way up to her bra. Not a problem. Whatever she had up there was all woman so if he wanted to cop a feel it was no big thing.

With her head still resting on his shoulder and kind of tilted back it must have made for a good kissing angle because she barely noticed that he was on her lips once more. It was nice to just sort of lie back and let him do the driving. He was a very good kisser she thought. It certainly didn't hurt that he was also playing with her boobs at the same time since that was the most sensitive part of her body at the moment.

Then she was snapped out of her reverie by the realization that his free hand was no longer in her bra but pulling back her skirt and heading for the danger zone. Jackie kind of jumped up and tried to straighten her skirt.

"Ah...I can't really do anything down there right now it's ah...that time of the month," she stammered.

"Hey, it's cool baby. I know your packing some meat down there. Henry told me all about it."

"I didn't know Henry knew."

"Like I said it's all cool. He knows that I get turned on by chicks with dicks and tranny porn and stuff like that. That's how he got me to go on a blind date. I score with regular chicks all the time, especially doing this band stuff but how many times does a guy get to be with a t-girl? Don't be shy, let me take a look. Is it big? Some of the chicks in those videos are hung like a horse."

"No, it's not big at all," Jackie replied softly. "The hormones I'm taking have made it shrink."

"Whatever. We're not here to have a dick judging contest. Whip it out and let's have a look."

Jackie was a little stunned and more than a little frightened. She didn't really know this guy at all. They had been on one blind date and now this was the follow up. She was out in the middle of nowhere on a dark turnout with a guy who seemed pretty pleasant but obviously had no real interest in her as a person other than as a kinky novelty item. Something to cross off your bucket list. She went ahead and lifted up her skirt and pulled down her panties. There was her little dick looking rather pathetic. It was the first time in her life that she really hated the fact that she had a cock. Kevin at least was fascinated.

"So what do you do with it? Do chicks suck you off or gay dudes or what? I mean you've got like the best of both worlds going on there. Are you like bisexual or something?"

"I've had chicks suck me off before," she replied in all honesty referring to her past but with absolutely no emotion in her voice.

"Damn that would be hot! I'd like to see some dirty girl going down on you on all fours and then I could come up from behind and get all up into her ass."

He was obviously enjoying this very much and actually stuck his hand in his pants and began to stroke his own dick.

"I guess you have to do a lot of anal since you don't have a pussy. Do you ever tape any of that and post in online?"

"No, I'm more of the shy type."

"Hey, do you think it would make me gay if I touched it? I mean you've got tits and everything and legally you're a girl right?"

"That's what it says on my driver's license."

"Fuck it! So what if it is gay? When in Rome right? I think it would be wild to touch it if you don't mind."

"Go for it."

Kevin continued to stroke his own rod while he tried to get some action going with Jackie's dick but it wasn't really in the mood for action.

"Hormones can make it difficult to get erect sometimes," Jackie explained in a mechanical voice.

"That's pretty wild. I'm just glad I got a chance to see one for myself. Hey, baby, I'm just about to pop. You think you could do me a favor and finish me off? It's a lot less messy than just blowing a load in my pants."

"Sure, why not?"

Kevin whipped it out and half forced Jackie's head down on his throbbing member. She didn't really have to do anything and she didn't have long to wait. Pretty soon she felt the hot flow of semen shooting into the back of her throat. With her head still held in place there really wasn't much of anything to do but swallow. When he was done he released her from his grasp, did up his pants and drove her home. There was no goodnight kiss this time and no mention of getting together again in the future.

He had been pleasant enough on the way home and actually throughout the whole experience. He was just a guy with a fetish living out some kinky fantasy that he picked up on the Internet. It never crossed his mind that Jackie was not a porn star or a sex worker she was just a woman going through a traumatic life changing transition. She was just a "tranny." Something new and exotic to try when you were burnt out on normal sex.

Technically she had given her first blow job tonight but it hardly seemed like an event to record in your diary. Of course she could have fought or protested or tried to jump out of the car or something but he didn't appear to be planning to force himself on her. Hell, the main thing he wanted was to touch her dick. It was the crushing disappointment of Henry revealing her secret to a guy that he knew specifically had a thing or this kind of kink and the realization that what she took for budding romance was just obligatory foreplay before the main event.

She had kind of strange feelings about her body these days anyway. The odd combination of boobs and balls just didn't seem right. When she looked at herself in the mirror naked it was hard to totally recognize herself, not to mention the fact that she was changing all the time in one way or another. She didn't really feel like she had been physically violated or something, that part of it was sort of surreal and seemed like it was happening to someone else. It was the emotional tweaking that really hurt. It wasn't a bully like Mike trying to embarrass her but it hurt, perhaps even deeper in some ways because she thought there was a genuine connection developing.

Live and learn. Nobody said this was going to be easy.


CHAPTER 9:

"Darling I am so, so, so sorry! This is all my fault," Karen exclaimed when she heard the details of the post gig get together. "I could kill that idiot Henry. Why did I ever tell him about your past?"

"Why did you?" Jackie inquired.

"I don't know. It was hard not to come up in conversation after that first day we bumped into each other. I guess I must have mentioned how strange it was to see an old junior high friend after so many years and see that they had turned into a girl. It's not something that happens every day you know."

"That's all right, I don't blame you for that. You were just trying to be a friend and get me going in the right direction as far as the dating thing was concerned. I should have suspected that it was too good to be true. Why would a guy that hot have any interest in me for god's sake?"

"Now don't say that," Karen protested. "You're a fine looking girl who's still growing into her womanhood. You looked very sexy in that miniskirt and boots outfit. Whatever you take from this experience please don't sell yourself short because the guy turned out to be a perv."

"Look, you don't have to make a big thing of this with Henry. I'm sure he did it more for you than for his buddy. You wanted him to set one of his friends up with a transgender work in progress and he tried to turn a negative into a positive. The last thing in the world I want is to be responsible for causing some kind of a fight between you two guys. Let's just let it be and drop the blind date idea."

Over all the experience did have some interesting ramifications. Jackie had been given the chance to experience dating as a woman and it was kind of different and unique. Again, as a woman you were very interested in what the other women in the place where wearing, what sort of accessories they hand and so on. You were totally conscious of things like trying not to smear your lipstick on a napkin or where you put your purse when you sat down or how you positioned your legs in a dress. These weren't things that she was conscious of only because they were new to her but something that women just dealt with all of the time. Jackie just had a lot of catching up to do.

Female body language was a little different too. Men often tried to strike a relaxed and casual pose while women tended to be more concerned with appearing graceful and feminine, especially in an upscale dining establishment. At the rock club, on the other hand, it was totally different. The girls in the club were much louder and more outgoing. They danced in front of the stage and shook their hips and made loud noises. In that arena you were allowed to cut loose and be a little crazy. Not that there weren't any men at the club bopping along or having a good time but the ladies there were definitely more outgoing on the average. It was all very interesting to observe.

Always the sucker for beauty it wasn't hard for Jackie to lose herself in the moment of being with someone in the moonlight as the ocean rippled a silver reflection and made gentle noises in the distance. That would have been enjoyable to her as Jacob, it wasn't like she had to become a girl to appreciate the beauty of a sunset or something.

Being soft and round and sweet smelling fit her true nature she thought. She loved the fact that she could say that she was an artist and not always have to explain that it was a good paying career path and involved computers and designs for advertising and packaging and solid, practical, commercial things like that. She could digs sports and go to the ballet if she wanted. It was no big thing. Girls did guy stuff all the time these days while guys still tended to shy away from anything that was considered classically girlish.

Because her sex drive was a bit low these days she had been in no hurry at all to get sexually active with anyone. That had kind of been forced on her a bit prematurely. Karen meant well, it was just what fiends who were in a relationship tended to do, try and play matchmaker. It was actually a testament to how much Karen just thought of Jackie as any other woman that she didn't totally understand the complexities of what Jackie was going through.

Everything was a learning experience and it certainly hadn't all been a bed of roses but there was an inner happiness that kept urging her on to whatever the next hurdle was. Even her educed sex drive was kind of pleasant in a way because she didn't feel that constant urge to get off all the time.

Karen remained a good friend but the experience with Kevin had not gone without its residual damage. Even though Jackie had insisted that it shouldn't be a bone of contention with Henry she knew that Karen would not let the guy off the hook that easily. And since Jackie wasn't interested in any more blind dates and wasn't looking for dates on her own it made their happy little foursome a thing of the past. She could understand if Henry was a little pissed off for getting criticized about Kevin. He had only brought him into the picture as a favor to Karen and he probably didn't see it as his fault that the thing backfired. Perhaps it was the male aspect of Jackie's nature that allowed her to understand Henry's feelings so well. Most guys have had some sort of no good deed goes unpunished scenario with a woman and it's never fun.

After about two years of hormone therapy she was really starting to see some noticeable results. For one thing she had tits. They weren't huge but in the genetic lottery of life she already had larger breasts than many women would ever attain from HRT alone. Her facial features had softened a bit too. Even so she was leaning towards facial feminization surgery, perhaps even before having her body done. Having a pussy would be nice but not something that most people would ever see whereas a more feminine face would increase her comfort and confidence levels in all types of situations.

While hormones didn't make magic happen they did help to bring about a variety of subtle changes. In Jacqueline's case it definitely increased her interest in men sexually. It was kind of a hard thing to accept but also a relief in some ways. She knew that eventually surgery would bring her to as close to the physical embodiment of a woman that was scientifically possible. The last thing in the world she really wanted was to become a woman and then try to force herself to like men in order to feel normal. Obviously it wasn't required of her to have sexual interests in anyone but because society assumes that women are supposed to be attracted to men there might be a temptation to pretend an interest and she was tired of secrets and pretending.

Other things also began to change in little ways. She found that she wasn't following the local sports teams as closely as before. She still had an interest but it was less urgent these days. Movies that she probably wouldn't have watched now caught her attention. As clichéd as it sounds she actually started to develop an interest in domestic activities and was learning to cook. That meant being out of her room and in the kitchen more often so she would consequently bump into her father more frequently but he usually ignored her and when he didn't she could handle his sarcastic barbs.

The appearance of her room also underwent a gradual change. For one thing it was much cleaner now. She didn't just toss her clothes around like she used to and she found that she preferred a space that was a little more neat and tidy. Even with her art supplies she was more contentious about thoroughly cleaning her brushes and leaving things in order.

She was more emotional now and cried much more easily. She wasn't sure if that was a good thing at first but pretty soon it didn't bother her. It made her feel more connected to her feelings. It wasn't necessary to hold so tightly to your image. She didn't always have to be strong and brave and in control of every situation anymore.

The hormones definitely flipped a number of switches inside her, which was to be expected since you can't undergo such radical physical changes without having some mental changes as well, but part of it was also the fact that being accepted as a woman gave her the freedom to explore all of the things that had been locked away deep inside all of her life. It wasn't even a question of saying that it was better to be a woman it was simply that for her it felt right. She was home at last in her own body.

On the downside her own artistic sensibilities and the "beauty culture" in society made it difficult for her to ever be very satisfied with her appearance. There was a constant bombardment in the media presenting an unrealistic ideal concerning female beauty. There was an obsession with the idea of youthful perfection, which of course most women would never live up to no matter how much money they spent on cosmetics or hair products. In subtle ways, and sometimes ways that were not too subtle, women had their self-esteem kicked to the curb on a daily basis. This was true for most women but it hit Jackie especially hard because she had a tremendous mountain to climb just to have people accept her as actually being a woman at all. The pain of looking at an image of a beautiful woman and wanting to be her wasn't just for men who were trapped in women's bodies. It was a kind of pain that most women shared and it rarely went away entirely.


CHAPTER 10:

Sessions with her therapist were less frequent now than they had been at the start but it was important for her to maintain that contact through the entire transitioning process, and possibly beyond. There were so many little ups and downs to deal with that it was nice to have someone along for the ride who had been there every step of the way.

Her therapist strongly encouraged her to start looking for a job but Jackie wanted to wait until she had facial feminization surgery. If she started work now and came in one day with a vagina instead of a penis no one would know. Even if her breasts got a little larger or her hips wider or something it wouldn't be a dramatic change. Her face, on the other hand, was how people would identify her. Whatever the end result of that surgery was going to produce it was going to be her face from that time forth. Fortunately her therapist agreed that it was a sensible idea and signed the necessary paperwork to authorize the procedure.

The surgery was actually a series of procedures that were designed to reconstruct features that were typically male to make them more classically female. There were a lot of options and it was really important to find the right surgeon if you wanted the best results. It wasn't like in the movies where some super villain has plastic surgery and is completely transformed into any face they desire. This was an attempt to work with what you already had and augment it so that it looked even better.

It wasn't a walk in/walk out the same day solution. It would takes weeks of recovery and several months before the results were finalized. With any surgical procedure there could be complications. There would probably be swelling and loss of feeling in some places and there might also be pain. Jackie was glad that she could hole up in her room with her art for some time and not have to worry about going out any more than necessary. Even though it took time for the results to be complete it would still be a pretty dramatic transformation. She had always recognized her face in the mirror even with makeup and a cheap wig on. She had "real" breasts now but she had seen herself in a padded bra countless times. The curves and contours of her figure had been shifting slowly but surely. It was sort of like watching hair grow; you really didn't notice from day to day how long it was getting but an actual change to the way your faced looked was bound to take some getting used to.

She had done a lot of research and consulted with several surgeons before making her final choice. It wasn't cheap but this was her face. This is what people would see every day. She wasn't expecting to change completely and probably didn't really want to. She just wanted a more feminine version of herself that fit the woman she was inside.

Fortunately there were no serious complications and in the end the results exceeded her expectations. She had had deliberately been trying to keep her expectations low so that she wouldn't be too disappointed however it turned out but to her pleasant surprise she really liked the face she saw in the mirror. It was still her face. She hadn't disappeared completely but now it just fit so much better. It was softer and more sensual somehow even without makeup. Her soulful eyes seemed to have found the perfect frame, like matching a diamond to the perfect setting.

At first she kept touching her face to make sure that it was real and not something that was just going to peel off. Because you don't see your face most of the time you carry a mental picture of it in your head as you go about and interact with people. It was going to take some time to get this picture in her head.

Her mother was certainly impressed. She had been pretty terrific throughout this whole process Jackie thought and she really appreciated the support. It wasn't as if her mother had always secretly longed for a daughter but after more than twenty years of having only a son it was kind of interesting to have a full-grown daughter instead. The main thing was that she could see that Jackie was happy with the decision. There had been plenty of tears and drama along the way as well but she never doubted that her daughter knew what she wanted or felt that she had made some terrible mistake.

Jacob had always been a very sweet boy with a good heart but peer pressure had guided him towards a more physical path that required less imagination. He had become far less communicative as he got older and developed kind of a careless attitude about things. The "cool factor" was very big in his circle and it wasn't cool to have really deep feelings or expressive emotions. Jacqueline seemed to have rekindled the more youthful aspects of Jacob. They had long talks now. They hugged. Jackie's mother felt more a part of her daughter's life than she had in a long time.

Her mother still wasn't sure how much womanly advice to give, especially about things like sex. She didn't need to tell Jackie about men since Jackie used to be one. Jackie wasn't going to get pregnant or have periods. At the moment her daughter still had a cock and balls so that wasn't something she was prepared to discuss. Instead she focused more on helping Jackie with her cooking skills and always trying to remember to be complimentary about her appearance. Ultimately those things were not the most important to Jackie, it was simply the fact that her mother still loved her and accepted her as she was. It was the most solid rock that Jackie had to build upon.

Once she was satisfied that her facial surgery was a success it was time to start a job search. It was a scary thought and getting her college records transferred to her new name had been a bit of a hassle but she felt good about her chances. She had high marks and a strong portfolio. 

Despite her impressive credentials job interviews were proving harder to get than anticipated. Several places that advertised for graphic designers told her that those positions had been filled but there might be something available for a secretary or a receptionist. It took a lot of persistence but eventually she landed a job that was at least a foot in the door. 

It had been a little disconcerting when she had gone in for that particular interview because she noticed a lot of people staring at her as she walked through the building. She thought she looked rather sharp in her business suit and had a very professional hair style but something must have looked out of place about her appearances she feared It just made it all the more surprising when she discovered that she had the job.

What had never crossed her mind was that she did indeed look very sharp and the eyes boring a hole in the back of her head were just men who were admiring the view. Had she known she would have been a little pleased but a little uncomfortable at the same time. She was now more than "passing" as a woman, she was becoming a very attractive woman and she was going to find eyes on her wherever she went from now on, not just in the office.

While it was true that she had been living as a woman for well over two years now she had also been somewhat of a recluse. It happens to a lot of people who transition, not so much because they're afraid to go out in the world but because so much of their time and attention is devoted to the process of transitioning itself. There was a natural tendency to always be waiting for something to happen when your whole body is a work in progress.

It was going to be good to get away from that relative isolation and have something else to think about besides transitioning. Here was a whole pool of people who were going to meet Jacqueline Forsythe and form their opinion of her exclusively on the basis of what they knew of her from this day on. She was just Jackie, the new girl. They wouldn't be thinking how strange it was that Jacob had become a woman or wondering how her transition was going. As far as anyone at the office knew Jackie had always been a woman and was just an employee trying to make good like anyone else.

Sexual harassment in the workplace used to be a common thing. Nobody tried to hide it. There were basically no laws against it. An individual company might have some sort of "fraternization" policy but women in the workplace were routinely ogled, objectified, propositioned and worse. While these practices were theoretically outlawed today the harassment often continued in some more subtle and muted form. Women often found that they weren't paid as much as co-workers with equal responsibilities and seniority and were often passed over for promotion to higher levels of authority. In many cases a woman had to work twice as hard and really be aggressive to be taken seriously in the workplace which often resulted in being thought of as a "bitch." Having real tits to put in her bra was a definite upside of being a woman to Jackie but she was also going to discover some of the downside virtually from the day she started her new career.

At first the attention was kind of pleasing. As the "new meat" in the office a lot of men wanted to kiss up to her and find out what their opportunities might be outside of the office. She found a lot of "helpful" men hovering around her desk when she was trying to work which only made her job all the more difficult. A workplace is a world unto itself and a certain amount of random chance has cast a group of people together, much like castaways from a shipwreck. One had to learn the politics of the office and get a feel for the level of informality that was allowed. There were petty jealousies and power plays to watch out for. Sometimes you could do your job too well and piss everybody else off because your effort made them look bad even if that wasn't your intention. This was all a new experience for Jackie and she tried to take it all in as quickly as possible.

She felt like she was fitting in pretty well during the first few weeks and found the work interesting and at least somewhat creatively stimulating. A couple of guys had seemed to have really mastered the technique of violating her personal space without really lingering there long enough to warrant a complaint but that wasn't the end of the world. Maybe they thought they were being subtle but it seemed pretty obvious to her that they were just taking every opportunity to lean over her shoulder to point something out on the computer or casually reaching for a pen that required them to brush up against her momentarily. She might have chalked it up to her imagination but she knew the moves and had been known to employ tactics herself in her former persona. 

She definitely didn't want to appear anti-social and went out for drinks with the "gang" a couple of times but it was always a little uncomfortable when questions about her love life popped up. A couple of guys in the office had already decided that she was a lesbian, which they of course were happy to believe because the idea was hot and it took them off the hook for failing to make any progress with her. In short she was fitting in like any other woman would have done.


CHAPTER 11:

The weather was especially nice and Jackie hadn't been to the beach in ages, especially since her first visit as a woman had ended so disastrously, but she thought it might do her some good to lie out in the sun for a while and kick back. Normally rather tan her skin had gotten kind of pale from all the time she was spending indoors. She didn't even own a bathing suit but figured it would be fun to try a few on and see if she could find something she liked.

A bikini was tempting but trying to hide her package would be problematic in something too skimpy plus she wasn't that comfortable with the idea of revealing so much skin in public so she picked out more of a sporty one-piece. With the help of Internet "how to" videos she had gotten pretty good at tucking or taping her private parts so that they wouldn't show through her clothes but she rarely wore anything that was too tight in the crotch if she could help it. She tended to favor jeans that were a little baggy and had developed a real fondness for skirts. It had taken some practice to master the art of sitting in a short skirt but the sensation of feeling the breeze between her legs was something she always enjoyed. It also seemed more feminine, which naturally appealed to her, and it had the added bonus of concealing her secret body parts.

A bathing suit was much trickier to deal with so she also got a sarong and wrapped that around her waist for extra overage. She knew she wasn't really going to be working on her tan very well with this much skin covered up but she just wanted to get outdoors for a while anyway. The tan wasn't a high priority.

It felt good to be back. The sunshine, the smell of the ocean, the people...it was all just as she had left it. She found a semi-private spot and rolled out her towel. Another thing that hadn't changed was that she was still doing a lot of girl watching. Now it wasn't out of lust or the pain of wishing to trade places it was more out of curiosity and for comparison sake. She was very interested in what they wearing and how they walked and moved. Jackie was never sure if her walk was feminine enough. She didn't want to go overboard and swish her hips around in some cartoonish way but she noticed there was definitely some nice hip swaying going on that she would have to practice. Body language was another thing that just didn't change overnight. What girls did with their hands when they were talking was so different. Everything was different but most people never thought about it. They didn't have any reason to think about it, it's just what they did naturally.

At one point a stray ball from the nearby volleyball pit rolled over to her and she picked it up to toss back to the players. It felt so familiar to hold this particular item in her hands once more that she couldn't help herself and drove the ball back to the net with a serving motion. She was rusty and didn't have the same type of muscle development but her skills hadn't faded completely. It was an impressive shot.

"Hey, you're pretty good," the guy who had gone to retrieve the ball said. "You play a lot?"

"Used to," Jackie replied with grin.

"Want to join us? That was a wicked serve."

"Maybe next time. I've got to split pretty soon and I'm just kind of kicking it today anyway."

"That's cool," the guy said. "We play here a lot. You should come out some time and show your stuff."

It was very tempting indeed but the thought of playing something like volleyball with all the leaping and jumping made her shudder. No matter how well her dick was tucked it would be super embarrassing to have it come peeking out at an inappropriate moment. Better not tempt fate. The last time she tried to push her luck it didn't end so well.

She decided to stop focusing her thoughts on how girls dressed and behaved and turned her attention to something much more pleasant...boys! It was really easy to appreciate the male figure now that she had no guilt about the subject. Guys were so hot it made her wonder how she had failed to really notice all of these years. All those cute butts...all those chiseled abs...all those big dicks stuffed into tight little Speedos. Thank goodness men didn't have to worry about displaying their goods so freely. She pretty much hated her own unwanted appendage by now and didn't even think of it as a cock if she could help it. Cock seemed like a word that should be reserved for something more majestic and powerful. What she had was a little clitty stick at best. The sooner it was gone the better.

She let her mind wander and fantasized about what it would be like to make love with one of these studs. Silly little daydreams but full of wonder and potential. What would it be like to go to bed with someone who was bigger and stronger? What kind of lover would she be? Would she be a tigress in bed and control her man or would she be more submissive and willing to let him take the lead? Most of her life she had wondered what it would be like to be penetrated by a man. Sticking a dildo in her ass just wasn't the same thing. She wanted that sensation of hot flesh sliding deep inside her. What could that be like? She knew that female orgasms weren't as centrally located, even the few she had experienced by masturbating had radiated throughout her body in a strange and wonderful new way. It didn't have to be some big romantic thing right away, although that would be nice sometime. Just a reasonably attractive guy who knew what he was doing and wasn't a complete jerk would be fine for starters. 

She had been more or less forced to swallow cum in a situation that was neither romantic or particularly arousing sexually and it had been no big deal. It wasn't like she wanted to chug down a big mug of it in the morning instead of coffee but she knew she wouldn't even hesitate to swallow the first time she really gave someone head. If you want to impress a guy suck his dick. If you really want to go down in his memory book as something special swallow his cum. She knew from experience how true that was. As a wise hooker once said, if wives gave head more often we'd all be out of business. Jackie had no idea where she heard that but it was totally true.

She didn't stay too long because as pale as she had gotten she was afraid that she might burn too easily. Farewell my fantasy lovers she thought as she packed up and headed for the car. You don't know what you missed.


CHAPTER 12:

The fact that she had found a job was great but it also complicated the next huge step in her transition, sex reassignment surgery. Some people were happy just getting as far as Jackie had gotten but she was absolutely convinced that she wanted to go all the way with this. She hadn't been on the job long enough to have accumulated vacation time or a lot of sick days so it would be pretty hard to get a sufficient amount of time off this early in her career. If it had to wait it had to wait. She had been waiting her whole life she could wait a bit longer.

She was thrilled to have been assigned to a very high priority project and was part of a team working hard on a tight deadline. She had been booking a lot of late hours at the office but it was a great chance to prove herself.

The team leader on the project was a guy named Al Simmons and he was basically the big man in the graphic department. If you were picked for his team that was a good way to get top assignments and move up the ladder. When Al asked if Jackie could work late on Friday she had no objections. A lot of people had dates or wanted to get started on their weekend but it was no big burden to her to stay for a few hours.

She was a little surprised when she discovered that no one else on the team was joining them but Al shrugged it off as prior obligations.

"A lot of people just don't have their priorities straight," Al groused. "So what if they have to wait a couple of hours to get drunk? But I can see that you're dedicated and I like that."

"Well, thank you Mr. Simmons that's high praise coming from you," Jackie replied.

"Please, call me Al. You're part of the team now."

They did get some work done but Al seemed to be asking a lot of personal questions that had nothing to do with the project. Maybe he was just curious about someone he hadn't worked closely with before but her guard was raised ever so slightly.

At one point Al suggested that they take a little coffee break and Jackie was about to head for the break room to get it when Al very gallantly offered to go instead.

"You just relax for a while. I like my coffee made just so anyway so it won't kill me to stretch my legs."

When he returned they sipped their coffee and chatted, this time mostly about business, and after a time he suggested that they go back to the drafting table and take another look at the layout.

As Jackie got up she suddenly felt a little light headed for some reason. She stumbled ungracefully but Al was there to catch her.

"I guess we have been working pretty hard," he joked. "I hope you're not going to pass out on me or something."

She actually felt like she might pass out. She felt drunk...way drunk but she hadn't been drinking. Al was talking to her but she couldn't quite make out what he was saying. It was almost as if he was way down the hall and his voice was just a distant echo.

She felt something...hands on her hips. That's right, she had stumbled and Al was helping her back to her feet. But that was a while ago, wasn't it? She definitely felt hands on her hips even if she couldn't quite understand why. Al had helped her over to the drafting table and was now lifting her up so that she was sitting on it in kind of a heap. Her head kept swaying back and forth like a total lush in the middle of a bender.

"That's it baby, just relax and take a nice little nap," Al whispered but Jackie didn't hear him.

His hand pulled up her skirt and then went straight for her panties. Suddenly a look of shock came over his face as if he had just been bitten by a rattlesnake. Without ceremony he shoved Jackie backwards so that she was lying on the table with her face to the ceiling and quickly pulled her panties down to about her knees. He hadn't imagined it. She wasn't really a woman at all, she was a dude in a dress.

She had taken off her jacket some time ago so Al unbuttoned her blouse and pulled her bra down. Very real female breasts popped out in response. He was confused for a moment and then realized that this wasn't a dude in a dress it was some kind of transsexual freak. He pulled her head up and gave her a sharp slap across the face which caused her to regain a moment of semi awareness.

"Yes, Mr. Simmons I'll get on that right away..." she mumbled.

"What the fuck are you trying to pull you fucking freak?" he screamed at her.

There was no recognition from Jackie so he let her fall back onto the table while he paced the room in a rage.

"You fucking cock tease. Always strutting around in your tight little skirts, bending over to show off your ass. Of course you were free on Friday night. Who the fuck would go out with something like you? Well, maybe you don't have a pussy but I'm still going to teach you a lesson."

He roughly flipped her lifeless body over and pulled down his pants. He was already quite hard which only made him madder because he didn't like the idea of having been tricked into an erection by someone with dick. He got up behind her and began savagely violating her ass. Fortunately for her she had years of practice in taking dildos much larger than his penis so she was at least stretched in that area but Al didn't know that and didn't care in the slightest.

When she woke up she was on a couch in the break room. She was fully dressed and her jacket was neatly hanging over the back of a chair nearby. Her purse and her briefcase were sitting on the table. As she tried to get up she realized that she didn't feel very good. In fact she felt terrible. It felt like the worst hangover ever times 100 but she hadn't been drinking. As her head cleared a little she checked the time and realized that it was four o'clock in the morning! What was she still doing at work at that hour?

There was a note on the table next to her things from Al explaining that she had dozed off on a break and that he didn't have the heart to wake her up. He wished her a happy weekend and said he would see her on Monday. That was nice of him. She might have gotten fired for something dumb like that. How could she possibly have fallen asleep on the job?

She gathered her belonging, fished her car keys out of her purse and headed for the door. As she started to walk she felt kind of uncomfortable. Her ass seemed to be tingling for some reason. Her stomach hurt, her head hurt and even her ass hurt. All she wanted to do was get home as quickly as possible and curl up in her own bed.

She was still sick the entire weekend and realized that she must have been coming down with the flu or something and that's what caused her to fall asleep like that. It also explained the sickness and the aches and pains she was feeling. She never for one moment suspected that she had been drugged.

There were a number of so-called "date rape" drugs which were used to incapacitate a victim, usually for a number of hours. Some were easier to obtain than others but all of them were usually slipped into someone's drink or taken voluntarily as a pill by someone who thought they were taking a pain killer or some other more conventional medication. Most tended to work pretty fast and once the drug kicked in the victim was helpless. They weren't always totally unconscious and could have occasional flashes of semi-lucidity but they had absolutely no control over their actions. They also rarely had any recollection whatsoever of what had happened to them, at least not in the immediate aftermath.

Had Jackie woke up and found herself in Al's bedroom or a motel or some other strange environment with her clothes messed up or even removed she would have at least known that something unusual had happened but since she woke up at work, where she was supposed to be, and seemed to be doing nothing more than sleeping the thought of some sort of sexual violation never entered her mind. She was the one who felt guilty for falling asleep on the job when Mr. Simmons was counting on her help. She would definitely have to apologize on Monday.

She still felt pretty lousy when Monday morning rolled around but she wasn't going to compound her sins by calling in sick so she pulled herself together and reported for work. Almost from the minute she arrived she could feel that something strange was in the air. For starters she was informed that she was no longer needed on the team and reassigned to some very basic cut and paste work. She tried all day to get a chance to explain to Mr. Simmons that she had been ill and that's why she fell asleep but he never seemed to be available.

What was much worse was the way everyone was acting towards her in the office. People were staring but it wasn't just checking out the new girl, there was pointing and sniggering going along with it. She actually heard people laughing as she walked passed their cubicles. One jokester couldn't help himself and found an excuse to bring some paperwork to her desk.

"So, I've got a sister coming into town next week and I'm sure she'd enjoy having some nice young man show her around if you're available."

He could barely finish the sentence without laughing and Jackie was left confused and speechless. Later she heard two men commenting as she walked by.

"Well if mine was that small I'd just have them cut it off."

There were more comments like that and a few rude gestures before she finally realized that she wasn't the object of ridicule because she had fallen asleep on the job, somehow they knew her secret and the word had gotten around quickly. She tried to stick it out but finally she just broke down in tears and rand for the door.

"At least she cries like a girl," were the last words she heard as she closed the door behind her.


CHAPTER 13:

If she felt bad before she felt like death warmed over now. There was nothing to do but crawl back in bed since she couldn't really crawl in a hole and pull the hole in after her. How could anyone have possibly found out? All of her records and documents had been legally changed. Even her birth certificate said she was Jacquelyn Christine Forsythe, a female. She had never posted anything to social media about her transitioning. In fact, she had no web presence as Jackie anywhere. She had deleted any accounts in Jacob's name years ago. Nobody at work seemed to know her from before and even if they thought they did the story would sound pretty fantastic. If you held a picture of Jacob next to one of Jackie you might think that they were relatives but you'd never assume they were the same person. Yet someone had found out and someone had thought it was a good idea to share that information. Why? Who would be that cruel? She hadn't been there long enough to make that kind of an enemy had she? Was someone jealous that she had been picked for Al's team? Even so, how would they have gotten that kind of information. Medical records are confidential.

The only thing that made sense was that someone who knew her before had found out where she worked and spread the rumor around somehow. There were plenty of people like Mike who would think that it was funny to do something like that but what proof would he offer? Who would listen to him? Even if there was some question raised why wouldn't they talk to her about it first? This was shocking and terrifying. Somebody out there really hated her and she had no idea why. 

She wondered whether she had made some mistake at sometime in the office and let her skirt ride up too high or something. Maybe she had inadvertently bumped into someone who felt her bulge. Could someone have been spying on her in the bathroom? She did have to pull her pants down to pee, but she was always inside a stall with a closed door. It was baffling. She felt like her rights had been violated but she didn't care. To lodge a formal complaint would be to open a can of worms. She hadn't lied on her employment forms, she was legally a female and no one had the right to harass her or ridicule her in the workplace because she happened to have a penis but the thought of going back to that place or getting involved in some kind of a lawsuit was unbearable. 

Well, it looked like fate had settled things. She had the time now and even greater motivation than ever to have the work done. At least after that her penis wouldn't cause her any more trouble ever again.


CHAPTER 14:

Fortunately for Jackie her sex reassignment surgery went as well as her facial surgery had done and in time the scars healed and the swelling went away and she was able to resume a normal and active life. She had thought about breast augmentation but opted against it, at least for now. She liked the fact that she had "grown" these breasts and they were already bigger than anyone had a right to expect from hormones alone. She liked the way they looked and they way they felt. She was afraid that getting a boob job might take away some of that wonderful sensitivity. She realized that they weren't the breasts she would have designed for herself if one could just snap their fingers and make it happen but she was getting more and more comfortable with who she was all the time. The images of ideal beauty were still all around her but she also realized that most people don't look like that. That's why models and movie stars were sort of unique. Everybody dreams of something they can't have. Everybody probably wishes they could change something about their life if they could wave a magic wand and have it happen.

When she stepped out of the shower one day she stopped and looked at herself in the mirror. She was totally nude with no makeup and her wet hair kind of hanging limp on her shoulders. She felt a sudden surge of emotions running through her body all at once. As she slowly began to move her hands across her body she felt the sensation that she was touching a dream. Once she had bags of birdseed stuffed into an ill-fitting bra. Now she felt the weight and heft of womanly breasts. She didn't need to smear a ton of makeup on her face or wear a costume wig. She looked fine, and natural and sexy with her wet locks framing her soft features. And now there was no vestige of her former maleness that had to be tucked away or covered up. As her fingers found their way between her legs she watched in fascination as they slipped gently inside her moist slit. They weren't inside her for sexual gratification, this was merely a sense of wonder and validation. It had taken years and cost a fortune and played havoc on every aspect of her life but this was what she always wanted and now she had it. She knew this was a moment that had to be savored.

It's hard to say that a transition is ever complete anymore than you could say that a person stops learning from life experience. Certainly there would be follow ups and medical exams and some ongoing treatments but for all practical intents and purposes she was about as female as she was ever going to be. That raised a very interesting new question? Who was this girl and where was she going?

Her first job had been very hard to get and ended really badly. She wasn't going to get a letter of recommendation, that was for sure, and even trying to explain why she left her previous job wasn't something that she looked forward to. She still had no idea that she had been raped but that was probably a blessing in a way. She just wanted to move on. But move on to what?

Maybe graphic arts wasn't the best path after all. She had chosen it because it seemed like a practical way of trying to use some of her artistic skills while still working in a field that was solid and commercial but much of the time what she was doing wasn't terribly artistic. It was in the ballpark and much more interesting than doing something she knew nothing about like working in real estate or something but she was still young and there was plenty of life ahead of her.

Despite what it said on her birth certificate she would always be a transgender person. That was a reality that no amount of money or surgery could change. It was a part of who she was. Even with a pussy there were plenty of people in the world who would hate her if they knew what she had done. Some might pray for her soul and some might try to kill her. Some would probably even pray for her soul while they were trying to kill her. She had to be careful. Ignorance and intolerance is everywhere and you never know when it may strike.

It was hard to deal with that thought. She had never tried to hurt anyone in her life. Like anyone she had made insensitive remarks and rubbed people the wrong way but she was never afraid to apologize or make amends for things. There was a very sweet soul inside that lovely young lady that didn't really understand why people could be so mean. All she wanted was a chance to live life like anybody else. It didn't seem like too much to ask.

She still had some money but a huge chunk of her inheritance was gone by now. There was no heavy pressure to move out of her parent's house, especially since she and her mother had bonded so closely during this time, but she knew she had to get her shit together pretty soon. She decided to get away for a little while and take some time to take stock of her life. Maybe that would help her sort everything out in her mind. If nothing else it would be nice to have a little fun for a change.

It was always better to travel with someone else but she really didn't know who would go along with her and since her main purpose was to clear her head anyway she decided to go solo. Although it was going to take another big bite out of her budget she opted for Hawaii. That seemed like the kind of paradise where she might find real peace and be able to make sense of things. In any case she had always wanted to go there so now was as good a time as any.

It was a long flight, well over five hours, but she didn't really mind it for some reason. She had a window seat and the man sitting next to her was also flying alone. He was on a business trip and flirted with her as much as he could before he got down to the brass tacks.

"Hey, look...I know the islands pretty well and I've got a very generous expense account. I've got a couple of meetings that I have to make but otherwise my calendar is pretty clear. If you want somebody to show you around or maybe grab drinks or dinner or something give me a call. Here's my card. It's got my phone number on it and the hotel I'm staying at is written on the back."

She took the card politely and said she'd think about it. This flirting business was kind of funny she thought. She knew within the first few minutes of talking to the guy what he had in mind but it took him hours to get around to what he really wanted. She saw the wedding ring on his finger and guessed that he did this sort of thing all the time. It made her wonder whether he thought there was anything special about her at all or she just happened to be the woman in the seat next to him. Poor men, she thought, so horny all the time. At least he hadn't suggested that they join the "Mile High Club." Maybe he would have used that line if the was the return flight.

When she arrived she wasn't thinking about married businessmen or banging in airplane toilets or even taking in the sights. She had brought along the most wicked-looking little bikini she could find and she wanted to put it on and hit the beach. Once she actually had the thing on her body and she looked in the mirror she had serious second thoughts. It looked great in the store but now it just looked like a few strings attached to a couple of tiny patches of cloth. She was definitely letting it all hang out in this getup. She chickened out and started to look for the old one-piece she had brought along just in case but suddenly decided to throw caution to the wind and take a bold new step.

She wondered what the businessman would think if he could see her right now. She guessed he would have a really big bulge in his pants. It wasn't ego talking as much as her understanding how easy it was for a man to get his motor running, although she did have to admit that she didn't look half bad in this thing.

That was actually an understatement because Jackie still had a very hard time thinking of herself as attractive. She had always wanted to be in a body like this but now that she had it she had developed the very female habit of analyzing herself and finding little faults everywhere with ease.

The beach here was very different than the beaches she usually hung out at back home. It was a semi-private beach specifically for hotel guests and it looked like something on a postcard. It was the kind of place where waiters brought drinks to ladies on deckchairs who wore sun hats. She kind of liked the idea of having a hat like that and made a note to look for one. She had planned to just lie on the sand but the deckchairs looked pretty inviting. You could put the back down and totally stretch out which is exactly what she decided to do. As she began to fiddle with mechanism that lowered the recliner an attendant rushed up.

"Please, allow me miss."

She thanked him and lay down on her back. She had stopped him when the angle looked just about right. She wanted to be able to look out at the ocean and do a little people watching. Maybe the attendant would have done the same for a man but it felt kind of odd to have something like that done for her. It was also kind of odd to be called "miss" but she liked it.

People often say that you should try to find a job where you can do something you love but she wondered what sort of career opportunities might be available in the field of lying on the beach all day in Hawaii. The job wouldn't even have to pay all that much she joked to herself. Room and board and a little extra spending money would be just fine.

A few drinks and a little while later she was ready to turn over and work on her tan. This time she signaled the attendant who gladly lowered the chair to its full reclining position and she turned over on her stomach to catch some rays. Just for the hell of it she reached around and unfastened the top of her bikini. It was just a little string but she had seen girls do that a million times in order to avoid getting a tan line and it seemed like an appropriately female thing to do.

She almost dozed off, which is never a good idea while lying in the sun, but after a time she was suddenly surprised to hear someone speaking to her.

"Don't get out in the sun much, do you?" a man's voice inquired.

She was about to spin around and sit up and tell this jerk that she lived in Malibu and was an experienced surfer and beach volleyball player when she suddenly realized that there was nothing holding her top on. Avoiding disaster in the nick of time she just turned her head slightly and beheld an extremely attractive man with a nicely developed chest and arms smiling at her in a delightful way.

"What?" was all she managed to utter.

"No tan lines and your skin is pretty light. You really have to be careful with a complexion like that lying out in the sun too long. It would make the rest of your trip pretty unpleasant if you were burnt like a lobster."

"How do you know I'm on a trip?" she asked suspiciously.

"Well this beach belongs to the hotel so unless you live in the hotel or work for it I just made the educated guess that you were traveling. My name's Paul, by the way. Paul Murphy."

Jackie again went to sit up and caught herself. She started fumbling with the string on her bikini trying to get it fastened again but it wasn't going so well.

"Here, let me help you with that," said Paul as he kneeled down beside the chair and quickly secured her top.

"You seem like you've had some experience with that," Jackie said with a smile as she was finally able to flip over and sit up.

"In truth I like taking them off more but when you see a damsel in distress you have to be prepared for any emergency."

"I don't know if I'd go that far but I do appreciate the assistance. I would hate to have had to call the attendant."

"Well if you sat up to do it you could have probably saved yourself a little tip money," joked Paul.

She liked this easy banter and she certainly liked the way Paul looked. 

"I know this is going to sound like a total pickup line, because it is, but have you made any plans for dinner tonight?"asked Paul.

"Aside from eating I have absolutely no agenda," she chuckled.

"Would you like some company while you're eating?"

"I think that sounds very nice," Jackie replied.

"Good. Then we have a date. I'd come pick you up but we're staying in the same hotel so why don't we just meet in the lobby around seven?"

"Seven it is."


CHAPTER 15:

It was still kind of hard to wrap her head around the idea that a man had just asked her on a date and that she had accepted. Her first date had been a prearranged affair and even the follow up hadn't been a real date, it was just an excuse to hook up after a band gig. And a date with a hunk like that? Be still my beating heart she thought. Still she knew she needed to proceed with caution. This guy looked pretty damn strong and she didn't have any experience fending off attackers in this body. Plus everything she did and said at dinner would be analyzed by this guy to gauge her willingness to have sex. She had practiced with her lady bits but she was still as inexperienced as you could get. Hell, she was virgin. She suddenly felt out of her depth and thought about blowing the whole thing off. She even thought about moving to another hotel so that she wouldn't run the risk of bumping into this guy but then calmed herself down.

This is what she had always wanted, wasn't it? Learning how to deal with men in sexual or romantic situations was just a part of being a woman. Yes, it was a good idea to be careful as she had become more vulnerable but how else was she going to learn if she ran away every time a man showed some interest in her. They were meeting in public and could dine in the hotel and after that...well that it would all depend on how things went at dinner. The odds of her first date turning out to be some dangerous lunatic seemed pretty long. Better to concentrate on more important things...like what to wear.

Jackie settled on a very cute little dress with a colorful floral pattern. It seemed "date-like" while remaining casual enough for the surroundings. Paul arrived right on the dot and looked very nice in his tan slacks and blue pullover shirt. They decided to go to the bar and have drinks first while they figured out where to eat.

"So...business or pleasure?"

Jackie was thrown off by the question. Did he think she was a hooker? Was he a hooker? Some kind of hustler who worked the hotel scene for lonely women? He certainly had the looks for it.

"What?" was all could stammer again.

"What brings you to Hawaii?" Paul said with a smile.

"Oh, pleasure I suppose. Relaxation at any rate."

"Yeah me too," Paul replied. "I got divorced about six months ago and it kind of messed with my head. I thought it was going to be this big thing for life you're always told it's supposed to be but we started fighting practically from the moment we go back from the honeymoon. I thought it might be good to get away from it all for a while."

"That's too bad," Jackie said sympathetically.

"It certainly takes some getting used to. I guess I'm kind of out of practice when it comes to dating."

"I can't imagine you'd have any trouble with that," Jackie replied. "You seemed pretty smooth on the beach today."

"Well I was kind of mesmerized by that bikini you were almost wearing. I like it when a woman is so comfortable in her own skin she doesn't feel like she has to hide anything. I think confidence is very sexy."

Boy, is this guy barking up the wrong tree she thought to herself. Still she liked his game so far. He had a nice easy charm about him. There were several restaurants in the hotel and after a couple of drinks they picked one and went to dinner.

The conversation was pretty light but she could tell that he was probing her for information. He obviously wondered why she was traveling alone and that was kind of a hard thing to explain without going into too much detail. She basically just said that she had gone though a bad experience at work and was thinking about a career change and thought a little break might help clear her head.

"That's exactly what I thought," said Paul. "When everything around you just reminds you of your troubles it's time to throw some stuff in a bag and get away for a while. At first I thought I was really going to enjoy being single after years of marriage but it just felt kind of strange to be back on my own. When I was married all kinds of temptation fell in my lap but now that I'm single again it's hard sometimes to find the motivation to start over. My wife was a very jealous woman and was convinced that I was sleeping with every girl I met but I swear to God I never cheated on her. Looking back on it I might as well have since she treated me like I was doing it anyway. If you're going to do the time you might as well do the crime."

When they finished dinner it was time for the inevitable question of what to do next. Paul obviously didn't want the evening to end and in all honesty Jackie was in no hurry for that to happen either. Paul suggested dancing but Jackie wasn't ready for that yet. She had no idea how to dance and didn't want to look like a total idiot. It sounded like fun but she needed some practice first. His next suggestion of a moonlight stroll on the beach sounded much better so they went for a little walk.

Paul was easy to talk to. He definitely wasn't trying too hard to impress, he seemed to be genuinely opening up to her which she liked. It was hard to reciprocate because she didn't really want to get into the real reason for her trip to Hawaii but she didn't want to make up some totally bogus story either. Somewhere along the line she felt him taking her hand and she liked the way it felt. Her hand seemed kind of small and soft compared to his. She thought they must have looked like they were on the cover of a romance novel. At one point Paul stopped and turned to face her.

"Look, I know you must get hit on all the time and you've probably heard every line in the book but when I saw you on the beach today something inside told me that I just had to go up and meet you. Now that I have I'm glad I did. I'm sure back home you're not the kind of girl who falls for cheap flattery or throws herself at any guy who buys her a drink but I can't help myself...I really want to kiss you."

"Please do..." Jackie replied with chuckle.

In a flash she was wrapped in his strong arms and lost in his lips. Paul was hungry. He kissed with the urgency of a man who has recently been in prison and in a way maybe he had been. Maybe his story about dating apprehension wasn't just total bullshit designed to get her sympathy. When he kissed her neck she felt a jolt of electricity that didn't expect and she let out a little involuntary moan. Who knew getting kissed on the neck could be so hot?

They just stood there making out for who knows how long. As her hands caressed his body she could feel his hard muscles under his shirt. His arms were so big and powerful she felt like he could just crush her if he hugged too hard but he actually had a fairly gentle touch despite his eagerness. She could really get used to this kind of thing.

"Your room or mine?" she whispered in his ear.


CHAPTER 16:

Pornography can be a very good thing. It's an excellent aid in masturbation. It's a great release for bottled up sexual frustration. It's a playground for the imagination to indulge in any fantasy you can think of. Sometimes it's even educational when it demonstrates positions and techniques that one might not have come up with on their own. But it also had the potential downside of creating some false expectations and even rude behavior. Most porn is made by men for men and there seems to be an assumption that men enjoy seeing women treated with disdain in bed. Women were often portrayed as cock-crazed sluts and bimbos and men didn't hesitate to address them as such. That didn't reflect all porn but some guys obviously took their cues from this kind of thing and really had no idea how to make love to a woman in real life. "Suck it bitch" could be a very powerful line if used in the right situation but if a man automatically expected his date to beg him to come on her tits he was probably in for a rude awakening.

Fortunately for Jackie Paul didn't seem like that kind of a guy. He was a little older for one thing, probably in his mid 30's she guessed, and he had been married. He wasn't as smooth as Cary Grant or something but he seemed likeable and sincere and even a bit sensitive. If Jackie was going to lose her virginity tonight this guy seemed like the man for the job. Of course she also knew that men could be huge liars when it came to trying to get a woman in the sack. There might not be a word of truth in anything he said but he was so attractive it was hard to imagine why he would bother going to that much trouble, especially with a girl like her. She couldn't help but feel a little skeptical. She honestly had no idea how attractive she really was. In the end she figured it didn't really matter. They both wanted to go to bed together so who cares how they got there or why?

They went to her room, which made her feel safer for some silly reason. At least she knew there wouldn't be someone hiding in the closet or a secret camera taping the whole thing. There was nothing to do now but go with the flow.

The kissing and caressing resumed the moment they got inside and soon she felt the zipper on her dress magically lowering and the straps fall from her shoulders. It took a little bump of her hips to make the garment fall all the way to the floor, a nice testament to how curvy she had become in the right places. She reciprocated almost automatically and helped Paul pull his shirt off. The caressing took on a new dimension with so much bare skin involved but Paul suddenly held her by the shoulders and took a long look at her face. Her heart sunk. Had he figured out her secret.

"Your eyes are so amazing," he said with a sense of wonder. "It would be so easy to get lost in those eyes."

A shiver literally ran down her spine. It wasn't a bad feeling like being frightened it was a sublimely good feeling. She couldn't quite recall a compliment having that kind of physical impact on her before. She suddenly felt very emotional for some reason and half expected to break out into tears, as ridiculous as that seemed. Instead she offered her lips and didn't have to wait long for the offer to be accepted.

Then suddenly she was floating. Not like she had been floating when drugged without her knowledge, she was literally lifted off the ground and gliding gently through the air supported by those massive arms of her soon to be first lover.

She found herself on her back and instinctively began to remove her bra as Paul's hands slid her panties off and rubbed the outer lips of her pussy quite gently for a moment or two before removing his own pants. He was fairly big, although his large frame probably made him look a little smaller than he actually was, and he had a raging hard on. She could see his dick literally pulsating with anticipation. It was one of the most beautiful things she had ever seen she thought with amazement. There was no question that she was cause of this miracle of nature. She was appealing and desirable and this man had no control over his lust. 

She felt her own pussy and it was wet. Probably not as wet as a cisgender woman would be by now but it was something. She usually used a healthy amount of lube when inserting anything inside herself and thought about taking a quick time out to lube up but it sort of felt like it might spoil the mood. There was probably going to be some pain involved either way so she just lay back and reached her arms out to welcome her man between her legs.

He didn't wait too long to make his move. The poor darling was obviously aching for this and as she felt the tip of his dick poking inside her she held her breath. A moment later the head had vanished and his shaft was in quick pursuit. Because she had been holding her breath the gasp she made was much louder than she had expected but it only seemed to encourage Paul.

"My God, you're so tight," he kind of muttered to no one in particular. He probably wasn't even aware that he had said it out loud.

Be careful what you wish for. People say that all the time and it's actually pretty good advice. From the first time she had worked up the nerve to stick a butt plug up her ass she had been wondering, and dreaming about how it would feel to have a real man inside her. To be the one being penetrated. Years of training and practice and medications and surgery had all led up to this one big moment and she was desperately hoping that it wouldn't be a total disappointment. She had nothing to worry about.

"Oh fuck this is so much better," she uttered in a moan. This time it was she that didn't realize she was articulating her inner thoughts.

"Better than what?" Paul grunted.

"Better than anything!"

That pretty much summed it up. It was better than pretending to be someone she was not. It was better than masturbating in a dress. It was better than going to the doctor. It was better than looking for a job. It was better than living in fear. It was better than any food she had ever eaten or any book she had ever read. Her whole body was tingling and inspired and alive. She might be sore later but at the moment she was totally lost in the sensation. Was sex really that much better as a woman or was it just better for her because she was finally experiencing it the way she should have all of her life?

Jackie felt more vulnerable but more alive than she ever had before. It was like her body was a socket and Paul had just plugged some extraordinary energy field into her. Her past, present and future all sort of collided in her brain at once. She looked at Paul to see if he was glowing or something but he was just grunting and working up a sweat. All that raw power being forced inside her. All that manhood yearning to find sweet relief in the deep mysterious of her magic box. She was receiving him. She was the one being fucked rather than the one doing the fucking. It was all so strange and new and wonderful and weird at the same time.

He finished with a manly groan and collapsed beside her. Even his strong arms needed a rest after doing that many pushups. Jackie was still on fire and touched his face and kissed him and stroked his hair.

"That was wonderful," she purred.

"It's been a long time. I'm glad everything still works," he said a little sheepishly, but she could tell he was feeling pretty good about himself. "I can usually last a lot longer than that but you really turn me on and I couldn't control it forever."

"That's the nicest thing I've ever heard," she said with a smile.

"You're body is something else. Perfect tits, curves in all the right places and that tight little pussy. It's almost like you came out of a factory or something where they produce the ideal woman," he joked.

"I did. This is one of our newer designs. I'll make a note that you were pleased with the design."

"Well if you'd like to do some more testing I'll gladly be your assistant. I don't think it will take too long to be back in action."

"You take your time stud. I'm in no hurry. I'm just admiring the view."

They both took their time that night and enjoyed each other in a variety of ways. She had been afraid that she wouldn't be a very good lover due to her lack of experience but instinct told her what to do and she let Paul take the lead whenever possible. It was actually quite a relief to not be in charge of the situation. If he suddenly flipped her into another position without warning it was an exciting surprise. Sometimes his thrusts could be a little hard to take but he wasn't being cruel he was just a big man caught up in animal lust. No pain no gain she thought to herself.

When it came to her first real blow job that was the only moment where panic really gripped her for an instant. She wanted so badly to please her man but didn't know if she had the skill to do so. She started by licking and stroking so that his dick was nice and wet from her kisses. She sort of hoped that might do the trick but it appeared that it was going to require a little more effort on her part.

For some reason his tool felt much hotter in her hand than her own had felt in the old days during masturbation. Of course this was a real raging monster of a cock with bulging veins and a really large purple head. Jacob would have definitely lost to Paul in a dick judging contest but fortunately penis envy was a thing of the past. What she was feeling now was the first stages of cock worship, that guilty pleasure where a woman drops all pretense of doing her man a "favor" by blowing him and finds herself craving the opportunity to do so in an almost spiritual ritual of body, mind and soul? She wasn't quite there yet but she felt the pangs and knew she had to take him in her mouth because she wanted to more than she felt like she was expected to.

She didn't rush it. She tried to remember every blow job instructional video she had ever watched. Relaxation was the key. If you're tense you'll tighten up. Proper breathing technique was also important. Damn, it was so hard to remember all of this technical stuff with a hot throbbing member twitching in your throat! So hot...so big...so manly...Jesus I love cock she thought when her mind functioned clearly enough to formulate ideas and concepts. Most of the time she was just lost in a hypnotic trance of eroticism. She could smell the sweetness of the flowers outside on a gentle breeze and the sound of the ocean in the distance. She could feel his heat and taste his manhood. They were both making various noises but they somehow just blended into the cacophony of sounds that seemed to be filling her head.

As he began to ejaculate she pulled her head back just enough so that he could watch his cum spraying into her mouth. She knew that was bound to be pleasing and of course she was right. She also held his shaft tightly so that there would be plenty of resistance making his spurts all the more intense. Years of masturbating as Jacob had definitely taught her a thing or two about what makes a guy feel good.

His cum was pretty thick and had a texture that sort of reminded her of yogurt. It was salty with a little tang to it and the taste lingered on her tongue for quite a while after. That was fine with her. It was a pleasant reminder of her man and his essence.


CHAPTER 17:

Paul stayed the night and it was wonderful to wake up next to him. She wasn't nearly as sore as she expected to be but she definitely had been given quite a workout. They had breakfast sent to their room and just kind of lounged around for a while not in any hurry to be active. 

The question on both of their minds was...now what? For her part Jackie had no idea what to expect. This was virgin territory...literally. She had sort of assumed that he would just go back to his room after getting his rocks off but the night had been truly passionate and magical, for her at any rate. If this had happened at home she would probably hope it was the start of something. Of course if this had happened at home they might not of escalated things so quickly. She never really had much experience with any sort of vacation fling, other than one drunken spring break where Jacob kind of hooked up with the same girl for a few days before they both moved on to new adventures. Maybe this would be something like that. It was Paul that brought the subject up.

"Look, I don't know what you're thinking but I had a damn good time last night and I'd sure like to see more of you while we're both still in town. I don't want to monopolize all of your time or anything since I know you came here to do some thinking but maybe if you wanted to do some things together it might be nice to have some company."

That seemed to fit the bill just fine. For the next couple of days they scheduled some sort of activity together like snorkeling in a beautiful reef with crystal blue water and taking a drive up into the hills where the view was spectacular. Mornings were usually her time for reflection and each evening found themselves in bed together. They joked that they were wasting money by paying for two rooms and there was some truth in that.

Wherever they went they must have looked like two people in love the way they were constantly holding hands and touching and kissing. People might easily have guessed that they were newlyweds on their honeymoon. It felt like a honeymoon to Jackie but like all honeymoons reality has to enter the picture sooner or later. 

Paul lived in Seattle, Washington so at least they were in the same time zone but that was over 1,000 miles away from her home in Malibu. Not exactly convenient for dating once they returned home. He owned his own business, mostly restoring old classic cars and "pimping" out people's rides with custom alterations. Jackie could picture him in a tight t-shirt with his head under the hood of a car. It seemed like an appropriately manly thing for him to be doing.

Paul was looking for the inspiration to get back in the saddle again and Jackie was serving that purpose perfectly. Jackie had been hoping for the chance to experience sex as a complete woman and he had turned out to be the best possible introduction to that world imaginable. She had actually kept that businessman's card and probably would have called him if it looked like her vacation time was running out with no suitors in sight. She had really wanted to get laid at least once while in Hawaii and she was prepared to take whatever she could get.

If they thought about it in a rational and practical way they should both just be happy that they got what they came for but of course with all that snorkeling and necking and fucking going on thinking practical thoughts was a little hard to do. Their heads were swimming in a sea of tropical ecstasy but one can't spend their whole life in a resort hotel doing nothing but seeking pleasure. They had talked a lot but not always said that much. There were more sweet nothings than hard facts being tossed around. Nobody wanted to break the magic spell by getting into a debate over politics or something. 

Paul was especially torn, although Jackie probably had no idea. Unlike a lot of men, especially guys with his rugged good looks, he had never really thought of himself as a player. He had a very romantic soul and had always believed in the idea of finding one special woman and staying with her forever. Unfortunately he had rushed into his first marriage, largely based on a similar vacation romance, and tried to make the best of it for as long as he could. He knew the dangers of marrying someone that you only knew from an ideal and unrealistic setting. He had already caught himself thinking about popping the question to Jackie but came back to ground in time to steady himself. Physically she was just his type and in bed...well that girl sure knew what a man wanted. Sometimes it was like she was reading his mind or something. But what else did he really know except where she lived and where she had gone to school and that she was interested in art? She had also said that she knew how to surf and had played a lot of beach volleyball but she had kind of a soft body for that he thought. Chicks who played volleyball seriously tended to have kind of flat chests and ripped abs but Jackie was so smooth and almost delicate in her features. Still she obviously liked outdoor activities and that was something they shared.

He wondered about the men in her life. She said she had never been married and he hadn't pressed her for too many details but little things she said along the way made it seem like perhaps she wasn't all that experienced. That was perplexing. Here was a beautiful blonde in her mid-twenties, who was a college graduate, who lived in Malibu, California and supposedly spent much of her free time at the beach. The way she handled herself in the sack she certainly didn't seem like a shy girl or one with a lot of sexual hang ups. She must have gone out with tons of guys but the way she talked it didn't really seem like that was the case. Sometimes he had the strangest feeling that she was sort of like a teenager going to the prom or something. There was a kind of innocence about her that was irresistible. She took delight in even the smallest things. Paul's wife had been very high maintenance. It became almost impossible to do anything that pleased her. If she complained about money he'd spend more time at the shop to generate extra income but then she'd complain that he wasn't paying enough attention to her. It was hard to believe that they had ever had the kind of wild passion and joy that he was now experiencing with Jackie but in truth that's exactly the way his marriage had begun.

Marriage was on Jackie's mind as well but with a mix of happiness and dread. Ideally she would love to find a man who made her feel the way she felt now and give herself to him completely. The wedding wouldn't have to be spectacular but she definitely wanted to walk down the aisle someday, somewhere, in a white gown, even if her father wasn't going to pay for it. But that also meant finding a man she could tell her whole story to who would still want to go ahead with the wedding anyway. If they wanted to start a family they would have to adopt but she knew some men were uncomfortable about that concept. She had sort of expected Paul to figure it out as soon as he took off her panties but the surgeon had done a splendid job and there was no reason for anyone to think that there was something different about her. Pussies come in all sizes and shapes anyway and each one tends to be somewhat unique. He noticed she was tight but that was a plus not a deal breaker.

As their time together began to run out they agreed to stay in touch. There were a couple of car shows in Los Angeles that Paul usually came down for and his work could take him anywhere a unique car was being sold so there were a few built in opportunities to get together  if they wanted to. Paul explained that his experience with his first wife had made him reluctant to rush into anything too quickly and Jackie said she understood completely and felt the same way. They could email and video chat and see how it went. Nobody owed anybody anything, they had both been enriched by the experience. If fate had brought them together for some grander purpose then hopefully they would find a way to make it work.

Paul actually went home two days before Jackie and while she missed him terribly it was a good chance to take stock of things finally. She knew that she wanted to develop her art more but that would mean just taking some kind of a job to make money and not utilizing her degree to start a career. It seemed like kind of a waste of all that effort and expense but being a commercial graphic designer had been Jacob's plan, not hers. There was always time to fall back on that but right now she was bursting with ideas and creativity. Being an artist was a tough road but after everything else she had already been through tough challenges didn't put her off anymore. No, she wasn't as physically strong as she used to be. She couldn't bench press the same weight anymore but she knew that she was far stronger internally than she had ever been before and that made everything in life a little less frightening.

She loved Paul and she was pretty sure that Paul loved her although they had both carefully avoided using that word. Nobody wanted to make the situation harder than it was but her womanly heart had definitely been filled. She thought it was kind of funny that Paul seemed like the kind of guy Jacob might have hung out with; kind of laid back and athletic. He was a bit of a mystery too because he was built to be the smooth-talking womanizer who only had to flex his muscles to get women swooning but he really didn't seem like that kind of guy at all. Well, not everybody is what you think they are based on their exterior appearances she thought. At least she felt good that who she was on the inside was now being reflected much more accurately on the outside. That was a good feeling indeed.


CHAPTER 18:

Home was a heavy dose of reality after Hawaii but it didn't take long to settle back into a routine. Jackie wasn't sure how much to tell her mother about Paul but she kept pushing the subject and Jackie finally related the whole experience, cleaned up a bit for decency. Nobody really wants to talk about sucking dick in front of their mom. Her mother was delighted. She had hoped that Jackie would meet some nice man over there and have someone to share activities with. She had a hunch that Jackie wasn't going to be lonely. An attractive young lady doesn't have much trouble attracting admirers. It was especially nice that she had found a man who treated her kindly and respectfully. Men could be brutes, there was no doubt about that, and she didn't want that for her daughter.

She had sorted drifted away from her few friends like Ralph and Karen so she made an effort to at least talk on the phone or exchange emails more often. They had stuck by her when she needed them the most and now she didn't want to have them just fade out of her life.

Ralph was kind of a marvel. He was without a doubt the least ambitious person she had ever known but that was kind of charming in a way. Ralph just never changed. Nothing in life seemed to faze him in the slightest. He did just enough to get by and never seemed to care what people thought of him. He wasn't interested in status symbols or climbing any ladders. Even with her total transformation such a rousing success Ralph still occasionally called her "dude" and it didn't bother her at all. It was her decision to become a babe so why should it be his job to change his vocabulary?

When she and Paul had parted they had agreed to stay in touch but Jackie wasn't sure whether that was just the thing you say when your island romance is winding down or whether it was sincere. Paul made the first move emailing her shortly after she got home wanting to make sure that she had made it safely. It was a sweet gesture and led to many, many electronic communications of various types. They had still made no commitment to each other of any kind so it was dangerous to get too caught up in a relationship that might never lead to anything but they definitely had something going even without the physical contact they had enjoyed in Hawaii.

Jackie took a job at a women's clothing store which was just fine by her. She had always adored women's clothing and the employee discount meant that she could pad out her wardrobe from time to time without spending all of her earnings. It was also nice to work in a place that was run by women for women. There was no glass ceiling to worry about and no horny men constantly climbing up her back. She also started taking an art class at a local community college, finally free to just pursue her passion without worrying about the career implications.

Jacob had never been a big car guy but Jackie found Paul's work very interesting. He sent her pictures of the cars he was working on and she found herself doing her own research on the subject and becoming fairly knowledgeable about things like a 1965 Shelby Cobra 427 or a 1970 Plymouth Hemi 'Cuda. It was pretty ironic she thought that she didn't take an interest in cars until she became a woman but she liked that she was learning to share Paul's passion.

True to his word he was coming down for a car show and they planned to spend the whole weekend together. Of course a big chunk of that time would be attending the car show but she was anxious to show him how much she had already learned. There would be time for other things back in his hotel room.

She picked him up at the airport and they way they started going for each other it almost seemed like they'd never make it to the hotel, let alone the car show, but after a lengthy kissing reunion they were on their way. It was a classic car show and Paul seemed to know everyone and everyone seemed to know Paul. What they didn't know was the sexy lady on his arm. She rather enjoyed being shown off like that, even if she had no idea if she would ever meet any of these people again. Sometimes Paul brought cars to sell and sometimes he was looking for cars to buy but this time he was basically just looking. He might have skipped this show under ordinary circumstances but there was no way he was going to pass up a chance to see Jackie as soon as possible.

Paul was totally blown away by how easily Jackie could converse about cars. It was as if she had been a classic car buff all her life. She didn't even mind at all when he corrected her a few times, she seemed like she genuinely wanted to learn and that really touched his heart. His former wife didn't give a flying fuck about anything he did or was interested in. She tolerated it as long as it made money but even then she always rolled her eyes whenever he explained that he needed to invest some money in a car that he was going to restore and make a nice profit on.

They grabbed a very quick bite to eat on their way back to the hotel but food wasn't on their minds. The clothes started flying as soon as they reached the room and Paul seemed like a man possessed. He picked her up again but he didn't even bother to carry her to the bed. Before she knew it she was wrapping her legs around his waist and clinging to his neck as he began to fuck her right where they stood. She had been looking forward to getting off her feet after walking around the car show all day but she had never imagined it would be this way. Oh, the wonderful things a strong man can do she thought as she bounced happily up and down on his rock hard pole.

They really enjoyed fucking each other, that was for sure. It might not be enough to build a life together but it was sure a pleasant way to pass the time.

The next morning when they went to eat breakfast at the hotel coffee shop Jackie decided it was time to come clean with Paul. If Hawaii had just been a passing thing and they never saw each other again it would never have to come up but there was definitely something between them that she wanted to explore and she knew this secret might blow the whole thing out of the water.

"Paul, there's something I need to talk to you about. I thought about trying to get you drunk or waiting until we had just had sex and you were in a good mood but I think I owe you the opportunity to hear it straight up. I also chose a public place to say it because, well...you're a big dude and you could beat the crap out of me and you might want to after you hear what I have to say."

Paul was stunned and visibly shaken. This was a turn of events he hadn't seen coming and it didn't sound like it was going to be good.

"I was born in a man's body and tried to live as a man for a long time. Eventually I couldn't take it anymore and for the past few years I've used every method known to science to transform my exterior body so that it would match the woman I was inside," she began.

"So you weren't entirely kidding about coming from a factory," said Paul.

"Well, a hospital technically, but it's kind of similar I guess. You're the first boyfriend I've ever had and you literally took my virginity that night in Hawaii. I'll always be grateful for the way you treated me and for making that whole experience a memory I'll cherish my whole life. I thought maybe we were just two ships that passed in the night so I didn't want to spoil the vacation. Maybe that was selfish of me and if so, I apologize. If it's any consolation I am legally a woman. Most of my body is the result of hormone therapy but I obviously had some work done downstairs as well as on my face. My voice has taken years of practice to develop and I obviously can't have babies. I guess that's about the size of it in the most basic of terms. I knew I had to tell you sometime and this is the time I chose."

"I...I don't know what to say to that," Paul stammered. "I've got to hand it to you, you really had me fooled."

"I wasn't fooling anyone Paul. I'm a woman in every possible sense of the word. Women have cosmetic surgery all the time and they don't usually advertise the fact. I was never gay as a man, in fact, it came as quite a shock that I had developed an interest in men. I didn't change for the sex, I changed to be at peace with myself and to live the life I knew I was meant to live."

"I guess I should have known it was too good to be true. It certainly explains some things that I had wondered about. I wish I could say that it was no problem at all and just go on as we have been but I think I need a little time to think about this, if that's all right with you."

"That's better than beating the crap out of me at any rate," she said managing a weak smile.

"I think I'm glad you told me. I suppose it had to come out sooner or later. There's nothing about you that seems mannish at all. I might have just sailed along completely oblivious."

"I couldn't let that happen. My life has been too much about living with secrets and I'm really tired of that. I like you a lot Paul. It would be very easy to fall in love with you if I'm not already. I hope you can find it in your heart to ignore my past and just judge me as I am today. I think I'm a pretty good person with a large capacity to care about someone. You've brought something into my life that's new and wonderful. I appreciate that so much. If I'd had a choice I'd have just been born a woman and saved a whole lot of money and misery but I didn't get a vote. Instead I did the next best thing and corrected the error that had been made."

They agreed that it would be better not to see each other for the remainder of his trip since he still needed time to process the whole thing in his head. She desperately hoped that he would change his mind at some point and call her, at least for a ride to the airport but he went home alone and there was no immediate communication.

She wondered whether it had been a mistake to tell him or whether she had chosen her words poorly but in her heart she knew neither of those things were true. Paul didn't seem like a guy who would have his masculinity threatened by knowing that he had slept with someone who was once a man so she guessed it was the fact that she hadn't been upfront about it at the start the was really bothering him. That was fair she thought. It was a selfish decision that she thought she could get away with without ever having to deal confront but it still disappointed her that he was making such a big deal out of it. She tried to think back to when she was Jacob and figure out what he would have done in the same situation but she couldn't even begin to guess. It's not something most people are prepared to deal with. Transgender people were something you read about but didn't actually deal with in daily life.

Eventually Paul did send an email and while it wasn't exactly a heartfelt expression of love he did say that he was trying to come to terms with the situation and wanted to at least remain friends for the time being if she was interested. She did like Paul and enjoyed communicating with him so it wasn't hard to be cordial even if they weren't as lovey-dovey as they had been in their previous messages. If there was anything at all she learned from this whole experience it was that she needed to be happy with herself as she was regardless of what other people thought of her. People come and go in our lives all the time but we're always left standing in their wake.

Maybe Paul would come around to the idea or maybe Paul wasn't the right guy after all. It would have been lucky to have found that the first time out. The last thing in the world she was going to do was spend her whole life miserable because some guy couldn't handle the truth about her past. It was a big world out there and it could be pretty lonely and scary sometimes but at least she was living in that world as the woman she always knew was locked inside her.

Her new life was just beginning anyway so maybe it wasn't the worst thing if she took it slow. Transitioning had been the whole focus of her life for a long time now so it probably wasn't a bad idea to spend some similar effort on focusing on her future and her goals and aspirations. She had discovered that she could be attractive to a man who wasn't a gigolo or a fetish freak or a thrill seeker and that was a great feeling. If she could turn on a guy like Paul there was no reason she couldn't turn on any number of guys but most importantly she knew that didn't need to be the whole purpose of her existence.

She could look in the mirror and see beauty at last. Not the idealized, glamorous beauty that she thought she desired, but the beauty of a person at home in their own skin. The beauty of a survivor who had been tested by the trial of fire. She had the strength to deal with whatever life dished out at her. For better or worse there was no turning back now.


AUTHOR'S NOTES:

After spending a lot of time in the online virtual world Second Life where one can build any avatar their imagination can conceive of I thought it might make for an interesting story if something like that was possible in the real world. My first work of TG fiction was "The Transformation" and was a fantasy tale about a young man who gets to be remade as the perfect woman. I wanted to write something that was fun and sexy and romantic. I didn't have any real life transgender experience so I did some research on the Internet.

I found the subject fascinating and often kind of heartbreaking if not outright tragic. So many people are mentally and physically abused for simply trying to be the person they know they were meant to be. As I wrote more transgender themed books I continued to learn more and more about the subject and the very brave people who buck the system and struggle against the odds. And I also learned about the rather large number of people who just secretly ache to be a member of the opposite sex but who usually just carry that secret to their graves.

All of my previous TG books had at least some kind of science fiction or fantasy element to them. Technology of the not-too-distant future could make the transformation happen rather easily or it just happened by luck. This time I wanted to write a book that had no magical quick fix or futuristic science involved. I did give my protagonist some huge advantages by having a supportive parent and a ton of inherited cash to do the best job money could buy but everything that happens to Jackie is based on science and technology that is used all the time these days. I just thought it would be nice to take a more realistic approach after having done so many fantasy stories on the subject.

For those of you who are familiar with my work you probably noticed that there isn't as much graphic sexual activity as usual, although things do start to heat up near the end. That was just a reflection of the real world fact that there are no magical transformations and the process of transitioning takes a long time. I wanted to convey that by having Jackie have to wait for the big moment and try to be patient.

I deliberately chose not to go too heavy into the area of physical abuse that many trans people experience. The experience with Kevin in the car is more ludicrous than traumatizing and I just didn't have the heart for Jackie to even be aware of the fact that she had been brutally raped in the office. It needed to be pointed out that so much hatred and violence is directed against these people but it was so uncomfortable to even write about that I decided to give Jackie more of a best-case-scenario.

This is definitely not a textbook on the subject. I strongly urge anyone who has an interest in the subject on a more personal level to seek professional help and guidance. This is just a fictional imagining of what someone might experience while changing gender.
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