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				CHAPTER 1:
			

			
				 
			

			
				“Are you sure we should be doing this Josh?” I asked as I felt the young man’s arms slipping around my waist and holding me tightly.
			

			
				“Well, since you’re a princess and I’m a prince it seems only logical,” Josh replied with a chuckle.
			

			
				“I mean, should we be doing this here? What if someone catches us? I don’t want to get fired,” I said.
			

			
				“We’re perfectly safe here. Virtually nobody ever comes out to this old shed, except to do what we’re doing, and there are no cameras either,” said Josh just before he kissed me. “Just relax and enjoy yourself honey.”
			

			
				Josh was very handsome, but of course that was how he got the job portraying Prince Aelorian at the same theme park I worked at. That was pretty much the job description, be handsome and resemble the cartoon character. Of course that was the same for me except that I was portraying the beautiful Princess Lavendara. Our characters weren’t from the same story but what the heck.
			

			
				“You know they pad the heck out of this costume but I assure you I don’t need it,” said Josh with a grin as we continued to make out. “Should I prove it?”
			

			
				“Okay,” I replied a little nervously.
			

			
				I was definitely curious to see his dick but also a little nervous about what that mean once he whipped it out. Necking in a storeroom was one thing but if he showed me his cock we’d be taking things to another level.
			

			
				Josh let go of me and took a couple of steps back. Then he unfastened his costume trousers and pulled them down. From the bulge in his shorts I could see at once that the costume didn’t really need the padding in front. Josh had the contented, almost smug look of a man who knew he was well-hung and happy to display that fact. When his shorts went down I was seriously impressed by the sight of his manhood, which was indeed prodigious.
			

			
				“Well, what do you think?” he asked.
			

			
				“Very impressive,” I replied.
			

			
				“You want to suck it baby?”
			

			
				“Okay, just let me take this dress off. I don’t want to mess it up,” I said as I started to remove my costume gown.
			

			
				Soon I was standing in my underwear and looked for a safe, clean spot to place my dress. Once I had taken care of that I came back and stood in front of Josh.
			

			
				“Why don’t you show me your tits honey?” he suggested.
			

			
				Rather than remove my bra I just pulled it down and let my boobs pop out. I was still worried about getting caught and wanted to be able to get dressed again as quickly as possible in an emergency.
			

			
				“Now it’s my turn to be impressed,” said Josh as he stepped forward and fondled my breasts for a bit. “But we probably better get on with this if you’re worried about someone finding out.”
			

			
				That played into my thoughts exactly so I got down in front of him and took his prick in my hand. It seemed like the logical thing to do the way it stuck out from his body like the handle on a machine or something. It was already warm and throbbing as I began to stroke it, so I suppose Josh had gotten pretty horny while we had been making out. From the moistness of my panties I knew that I had certainly done so.
			

			
				I also knew that Josh had kind of a reputation around the park. I had heard other girls gossiping about him. There were a lot of attractive people working at this place but Josh kind of acted like the head rooster apparently. I was definitely not the first girl who had gone with him to this storage shed, but that didn’t bother me. I wasn’t looking for a relationship I was just looking to have a little fun, and at the moment that was exactly what I was doing.
			

			
				As I stroked him I just kind of parted my lips and moved my head a little closer to his rod. I felt the tip and a bit of his shaft entering me and that got me very excited. I had been thinking about sucking cock for a long time but had never actually done it so far.
			

			
				Since I didn’t really know what I was doing I just kept stroking so that I was essentially jacking him off in my mouth. That was pretty easy and I felt comfortable doing it. Of course I had seen videos where girls were taking a guy all the way down to his balls but I wasn’t ready for anything quite that ambitious. Basically I just wanted to get him off without him knowing that I was a total novice.
			

			
				Having a man’s dick in my mouth seemed like the most wickedly sexy thing I had ever done in my life, and it probably was. The fact that we were doing it secretly and against the rules just made it even more thrilling, but I had been doing a lot of things secretly lately so this was just another thing added to the list I suppose.
			

			
				“Oh, baby, you really know what you’re doing,” Josh commented contently.
			

			
				Of course I knew that I didn’t know what I was doing, and maybe he knew that I didn’t know but wanted me to feel encouraged or something, or maybe he just liked what I was doing and assumed it stemmed from experience. In any case it did encourage me and made me want to be a little more aggressive.
			

			
				As I continued to suck him off I tried to prepare myself for the inevitable eruption that would take place when he began to ejaculate. I certainly wasn’t in any position to clean myself up or redo my makeup in a hurry so it seemed like the only choice was to keep his dick in my mouth and swallow. In all honesty I was very curious to know what that would be like anyway so it made the choice all the easier.
			

			
				As Josh got ready to pop he put his hand on my head, as if to keep it in place, but I wasn’t planning on moving it anyway. It just kind of forced his cock a little deeper down my throat when he began to cum but it was still an absolutely amazing experience. His hot, slightly salty jizz, was being pumped into me like the way you would pump gas into a car. His long hard nozzle was deep in my tank and his manly fluids were making their way down to my stomach.
			

			
				“That was fantastic, babe,” said Josh once he had finished and was pulling up his pants. “Next time I promise I’ll take care of you properly.”
			

			
				I wondered if there would be a next time. I’d heard a few of the girls saying that Josh tended to be more interested in accumulating new conquests rather than repeat performances. I wasn’t going to worry about it one way or the other. There were a lot of cute guys who worked at this place and now that I had kind of let the genie out of the bottle I could see hooking up with any number of them.
			

			
				After work I drove to my friend Daisy’s house, where I always went before and after a shift. I had a key so that I could come and go when I needed to but this time she was home.
			

			
				“You seem in an especially cheerful mood,” Daisy commented.
			

			
				“Do I?” I replied coyly.
			

			
				“You got laid, didn’t you?” she suddenly asked.
			

			
				“No, I didn’t,” I replied. “But I did suck cock.”
			

			
				“You filthy little slut!” Daisy said with a giggle.
			

			
				“Well you’re the one who said I should stop talking about boys and actually do something with them,” I pointed out.
			

			
				“I didn’t necessarily mean give a blowjob,” Daisy chuckled. “How was it?”
			

			
				“It was pretty awesome frankly. His dick was pretty damn big but I think I did okay honestly,” I explained.
			

			
				“Good for you girl,” said Daisy. “I knew you’d like cock once you got a...taste for it.”
			

			
				“Speaking of which I guess I better get changed and head for home. I don’t want to be too late,” I said.
			

			
				“Of course honey, mi casa es su casa.”
			

			
				I went into the bathroom and opened the cabinet where I knew I would find the bottle of pills that facilitated my great secret. After swallowing one down I stripped off my clothes and got in the shower. I found that was usually a relaxing way to make the transition.
			

			
				By the time I stepped out from under the water the pill had done its thing and I was back in the body of a man again and ready to get dressed and head for home. I was extremely lucky that Daisy was so supportive of my unusual lifestyle, otherwise my secret double life would have been almost impossible to pull off.


			
				CHAPTER 2:
			

			
				 
			

			
				I suppose I should tell you how I got myself into this unusual situation. For starters my name is Thomas Bartlett and I’m 19-years-old. I go to a local community college where I study drama and music but this summer I decided that I wanted to get a job at the big theme park not too far from my home. It wasn’t Disney World, or anything that famous, but in my area it was kind of a big deal and always seemed like it would be a fun place to work.
			

			
				Summer jobs were kind of hard to get, as you can probably imagine since so many young people would be looking for work between semesters, and I wasn’t able to land anything until my friend Daisy came up with a crazy suggestion. Since I had an acting background, and facially bore a resemblance to the cartoon character Princess Lavendara, why not apply to the park again, but this time as a woman?
			

			
				At first I thought she meant in drag but then she told me about these temporary gender changing pills she knew about that would actually turn me female until I took another pill and returned to my normal state. It sounded crazy, but also kind of like crazy enough that it might work so I gave it a try and landed a job with no trouble.
			

			
				Since people usually called me Tom or Tommy I decided to go by the name Tammy when I was female and that was beginning to seem very comfortable to me, as was the whole experience of being a temporary girl. Sure it took a lot of practice and I was still kind of stumbling my way through womanhood but with Daisy’s help I had managed to get the basics down pretty quickly.
			

			
				Since I lived at home with my parents, and had no desire to let them in on my little secret, Daisy had offered to let me use her apartment for making my transformations. I could keep my costume, and all my other female clothes there, and dress on my way to work and change back on my way home.
			

			
				One thing I had discovered almost from the moment I started taking those pills was that my sex drive was greatly increased, and more to the point, my sexual orientation also changed to align with the female body I was in. It wasn’t that big of a leap because I knew plenty of gay guys in the college drama department and never looked down on them or anything. I had even kissed a guy at a cast party once, but I told him I wasn’t really into that and we didn’t do anything more.
			

			
				Lately I had been thinking about kissing guys quite a lot, and now that I had actually done it, and considerably more, it had only increased my appetite for boys. As Daisy put it, I was apparently going through my “boy crazy” phase and she cheered me on enthusiastically.
			

			
				It just felt natural, what can I say? I was young and horny and pretty damn attractive as a girl so lots of guys took note of me. My job was literally to walk around and look beautiful, albeit in a wholesome way, but I couldn’t help what men might think, whether they were fellow employees or fathers escorting their children around the park. They were just men, after all, and very drawn to what I had between my legs.
			

			
				It was actually a pretty cool job. Most of the time I just walked around and took pictures with little girls. It was my mother, actually, who pointed out my facial resemblance to the princess when we were on a family outing to the park when I was a child. She even suggested that I dress up like Princess Lavendara for Halloween, but I nixed that plan. Funny how back then my manhood was too fragile to consider such a thing but now it was actually my job.
			

			
				I wondered about that Princess Lavendara from long ago, well probably not that long come to think of it, and whether she ever gave blowjobs in that old shed. She was probably a mom now bringing her own daughters to the park, if she had daughters, and nostalgically remembering the days when she wore the gown.
			

			
				I liked being part of the tradition, even if I was sullying it by sucking cock in a storeroom. That was nobody’s business except my own, and whoever the cock belonged to that I was sucking.
			

			
				I was looking forward to getting fucked, whether by Josh or someone else, and figured it was just a matter of time. Now that I had gone down on Josh it would probably get around pretty quickly that I was a slut and there would be a lot of interested men buzzing around me, not that there weren’t before anyway. I don’t know what they put in those pills that made me think about sex so much but maybe it was hormones or something. It’s a pretty big shock to your system to switch gender in a matter of minutes so those had to be some pretty powerful drugs I figured.
			

			
				Whatever was causing it didn’t really matter because it was just a fact. It was interesting being so fascinated by naked men all of a sudden. It wasn’t something I had given a great deal of thought to before but I was sure thinking about it a lot now. Especially cocks. A big erect penis just looked so darn appealing to me. I had been aware of, and lived with my own for my whole life but seeing someone else pointing one at you was considerably more exciting.
			

			
				I had never been the super aggressive type so sex had always been kind of a wait and let someone else take the lead kind of thing for me. I never would have kissed that guy at the cast party but I was offended that he kissed me, just not willing to take it any further. When Josh suggested that I suck his dick it was easy just to say okay. I wasn’t interested in playing any games, or skilled enough to know how to do that, so I was quite comfortable if someone else wanted to take charge of the situation. Maybe eventually I’d have more experience and feel more like shaping the flow of things but it was all so new to me that I was kind of happy for the guidance.
			

			
				Certainly I enjoyed the feeling that I could turn a guy on without really having to do much of anything, and that seemed like a pretty powerful thing in and of itself, but that was kind of a passive form of power. I suppose some women knew how to use that to get things they wanted from a man, hinting at but never quite delivering, but that wasn’t my style. If I made a man hard and I liked the guy or at least found myself sexually attracted to him I couldn’t see any reason not to give myself to him. Plus Tammy was living on borrowed time in a rented body. When the summer was up I’d be back in school and none of this would matter anymore. If I was going to have some kind of a summer fling I might as well make the most of it I figured.
			

			
				A “real” woman would probably be more concerned about her reputation, or possibly even looking for some kind of lasting romance to develop but those were things that I didn’t need to concern myself with. For a couple of months I would just do whatever I thought might make me feel good and let the chips fall where they may.


			
				CHAPTER 3:
			

			
				 
			

			
				“Oh my God, that feels so good!” I cried.
			

			
				I was back in the old storage shed with Josh, and once again in my underwear with my tits hanging out but this time with my panties down around my ankles. There wasn’t a whole lot of room to move around, or any kind of furniture to use, so I was just turned around and leaning against a stack of cardboard boxes. Josh had placed me there and I had let him and now he was leaning over my back with his cock deep in my pussy letting me experience the first girly fuck of my life.
			

			
				I kind of wanted to see his face, since he was so handsome and all, and I really didn’t get to do that much while I was blowing him, aside from glancing up a few times, but I did enjoy the feeling of being taken from behind. It was also one of the most practical solutions to our space problem in that little room so I didn’t mind being bent over at all.
			

			
				“Yeah, you like that don’t you baby?” said Josh.
			

			
				“I do...I do so much,” I panted.
			

			
				His dick didn’t just make my pussy tingle it made me tingle all over. I was so squishy and wet between my legs but the rest of my body was crackling with energy. It seemed crazy but I could feel it in my nipples and it made me start to pinch them. I managed to step out of my panties and spread my legs a little bit, which gave me a bit more support, which I needed because Josh was starting to pound me pretty hard.
			

			
				It hurt a little when he first put it in and I wondered if I was making a big mistake but that passed quickly and the more he hammered me the better it felt. I had watched a lot of porn videos to sort of concentrate on what the girls were doing and it struck me that they were probably faking a lot of their enthusiastic responses but now that it was actually happening to me I realized that you didn’t need to fake anything, it all just kind of happened to you.
			

			
				I wondered what it would have been like if I had gone further with the guy who kissed me at the party. He was definitely the aggressor so I probably would have ended up being the one who was penetrated, and I might have found myself in a similar position, except that his dick would have been up my ass instead of in my pussy. Blowing him would probably have been a virtually identical situation. I mean if you were blindfolded and your hands were restrained I don’t see how you would know whether you were getting blown by a guy or a girl so giving head was likely the same thing. Mentally I wasn’t prepared to suck a cock, but I wondered if that had changed now or whether it was entirely the result of taking these pills.
			

			
				Theoretically I probably could do this job in drag, instead of taking a pill, but they never would have hired me to do that in a place like this. Would guys like Josh still want me to blow them even if they knew I was really a dude in a dress? I wondered.
			

			
				“Ow...ow...ow…” I started to squeal, or maybe it was more like “uh...uh,,,uh…”
			

			
				The sounds I was making at that moment were kind of hard to transcribe into words. You kind of had to have been there and heard them for yourself. They were certainly sounds I had never made before, but I was feeling things I had never felt before so that probably wasn’t so surprising.
			

			
				“You’re so hot baby, you’re so fucking hot,” Josh almost growled. “God you are gorgeous and sexy as hell.”
			

			
				I realized that he was just looking at my back but that might have been a pretty nice view from his vantage point and I appreciated the fact that he thought I was sexy. I suppose if I had just bent over for him and passively stood there while he jacked off inside me he still would have had a good time but I think he kind of got off on the obviously pleasure he was giving me. I was glad. I wanted him to know that he was doing something special for me that I absolutely loved.
			

			
				Perhaps I should have felt humiliated by the whole thing. I was engaged in a pretty sordid act while at my place of business, bent over and shoved up against a stack of boxes in a dusty old storeroom, moaning and squealing with delight while I let another man roughly and aggressively pound my ass. There was nothing remotely romantic about the situation and I was actually reveling in how much I felt emasculated by the experience. Josh was very attractive but aside from sex we rarely ever talked about much of anything, not even the usual company gossip stuff.
			

			
				Even if I accepted the idea that the pill changed me completely into a female, mind as well as body, I knew I was basically being treated like a piece of ass but that didn’t bother me at all. It wasn’t like getting fucked by a guy just for the fun of it was an unpleasant thing. When I just gave head I certainly didn’t experience the total body euphoria that I was filling now with a dick in my pussy but it was still pretty awesome and I would gladly do it again without hesitation.
			

			
				“I’m going to cum pretty soon baby,” Josh suddenly announced.
			

			
				“Mmmmm,” I purred in reply.
			

			
				Josh had a big dick and a hard body but he also had something else rather impressive...stamina. That was definitely not my strong suit as a man but Josh had been thumping away for quite a long time, and I know he was actually trying to make this a bit of “quickie” so that we didn’t get caught.
			

			
				“Should I pull out?” Josh asked.
			

			
				“Huh?”
			

			
				“Should I pull out or are you on the pill or something?”
			

			
				“Oh, oh...go ahead and cum inside me,” I said.
			

			
				The thought that a man ejaculating inside me might knock me up had never entered my mind. After 19 years of being male pregnancy had never entered the equation. I had only had sex with women twice, and they used birth control and I wore a condom. A few hours from now this body would be gone, and presumably there was no chance that I could be impregnated. It was a strange thing to suddenly think about for the first time in your life. Josh was about to fill me with his sperm as billions of men had done to billions of women over the centuries, sometimes resulting in producing offspring. So we were essentially going through the ancient mating ritual, but of course we were, I just hadn’t happened to think of it that way before. Every time a man put his penis into a woman’s vagina it was a repeat of a ritual as old as time.
			

			
				“Ohhhhhh...fuuuuuuck!” Josh cried as he began to do his part in the insemination process.
			

			
				I could feel the violent jerks of his ejaculation, just as I had when he finished in my mouth, but I was so wet myself already that his seed just added to the mix. I was panting and gasping for air at the finish and didn’t have the energy to move from my spot even after he had pulled out of me.
			

			
				“That was incredible honey,” I head Josh say from behind me. “I think I filled you up pretty good.”
			

			
				I reached down and felt my soaking gash then licked my fingers clean. When I finally gathered the strength to turn around I could see that Josh already had his pants back up.
			

			
				“Damn, you are really hot stuff baby,” he said as he handed me my dress, which I had again put aside to keep it clean and rumpled.
			

			
				“Thanks,” I said, as I took the gown from him and started to get back into it. “And thanks for the amazing lay. You’re quite the stud.”
			

			
				“It’s easy when you’re inspired, and you inspire me honey.”
			

			
				Honestly I knew that it usually didn’t take much to inspire a man to get an erection. Sometimes they just kind of happened without anything obvious triggering them but for some reason I liked the idea that I was fueling the fire of man’s lust. It was sort of like being the muse that inspired an artist to create a great painting or a composer a great song. Maybe inspiring a man to cum in my pussy wasn’t quite on that lofty a plateau but who knows? Maybe Josh would go home and write a song about me.


			
				CHAPTER 4:
			

			
				 
			

			
				“Girl, we need to go out and have some fun sometime,” said Daisy one day when I had stopped by her house after work.
			

			
				“What, you mean go out as two girls?” I asked.
			

			
				“Of course, why not? You obviously enjoy the company of men, and I certainly do, so we should go out and enjoy them together. It’ll be fun.”
			

			
				“I’ve never been Tammy outside of work, other than to go to the store a couple of times,” I pointed out.
			

			
				“All the more reason to broaden your horizons,” said Daisy. “You like being Tammy so why limit your chances? Just tell your folks that you’re going out with friends after work sometime and they’ll never have to know that you’re going out as a girl.”
			

			
				“Well what would going out entail exactly?” I asked.
			

			
				“I don’t know, what do you want it to entail?” she fired back. “Do you want to go out on the prowl and let some strange men pick us up or do you want me to arrange a double date?”
			

			
				“So going out means we’re going to go get laid.”
			

			
				“Well I would hope so. I don’t have a job where I can just go slut it up in a storeroom or whatever whenever I feel like it,” she said with a laugh.
			

			
				“Neither do I technically,” I chuckled back.
			

			
				“So basically if we go out and get picked up it’s going to be essentially all about sex but there will be a very random aspect to it. If I set us up on a double date then there will be some preliminaries and small talk and flirting and the guys will feel more like they earned the sex when it happens at the end,” Daisy explained.
			

			
				It was an interesting choice. Getting “picked up” by strangers sounded kind of scary, and potentially even dangerous, but I figured most women experienced that sort of thing. Going on a “date” might be more fun in the long run because I could trust Daisy to pick someone for me who wasn’t going to be a total jerk and it would be nice to just socialize a little before the sex stuff came into play.
			

			
				I was a little scared to be Tammy outside of the work environment I was used to but I realized that was kind of foolish. Everybody there accepted me as a “legitimate” female so I must have been playing the part well.
			

			
				“Okay, so who are these guys we would be going on a date with?” I asked.
			

			
				“I don’t know, I’ll just make some calls and set something up. Although I better have a picture of you,” said Daisy. “I won’t have any trouble at all setting you up on a blind date if the guy can see how hot you are.”
			

			
				“I don’t think I have a picture of me as a girl,” I said.
			

			
				“Well let’s take one,” said Daisy as she grabbed her phone. “But probably not in the princess gown and the wig. Take that stuff off and I’ll find something for you to wear.”
			

			
				I took off my gown and my wig and started fussing with my real hair a little as Daisy came up with an outfit for me. Then she just had me pose while she took a couple of photos, some closeups and some that showed more of my body. I had obviously seen myself in the mirror as Tammy but it was really interesting to see myself in a photograph that way. Even without all the princess garb I thought I was still really pretty. I decided to have Daisy send me the pictures so that I’d have them as a keepsake of my time as a woman once the summer was over.
			

			
				It was going to be interesting going on my first date as a girl and also interesting to see Daisy on a date. We had met in the high school drama department, and even played a love scene together once, but we had never actually been romantically involved or anything. Apparently she had originally thought I was gay, as so many guys in high school drama tend to be, but even after she found out that I wasn’t we kept our relationship platonic. I knew she went out with guys but it wasn’t something we really talked about all that much. Now I would be seeing her “in action” as it were and that was kind of an amusing thought.
			

			
				She had no trouble lining up our dates, and mine was a pretty cute guy named Marsh that she knew from somewhere. Unlike me Daisy was very outgoing and sociable so she tended to know a lot of people. Her date, a guy named Hank, was also rather attractive. Wherever she found them she certainly seemed to know hot to find some hot guys, which seemed like a handy thing to me.
			

			
				We had a casual dinner and then went dancing, which was really kind of cool. I had gotten myself a new outfit for the evening that I thought was pretty sexy although the skirt seemed a lot shorter to me once I was actually wearing it out in public and moving around and sitting down. I was normally pretty covered up in my long princess gown but I was definitely flashing a lot more skin on that date.
			

			
				Later we stopped by a club to see a band that somebody knew about and then had some ice cream before the big moment of truth arose. Marsh had been very handsy with me all night and I knew he wanted to bang me and I figured Hank had the same goal in mind with Daisy. The only question unresolved was where this banging would take place.
			

			
				Apparently Marsh, who was a little older than the rest of us, had the best job and a pretty nice pad that we all adjourned to. There were two large sofas in the living room so Marsh and I took one and Daisy and Hank too the other. We put on some movie on the TV and started making out almost as soon as the film started. Like I said, Marsh was pretty handsy and that only intensified now that we were in a less public place.
			

			
				He was cupping my breasts and kissing my neck and then I felt his hand sliding up my leg and under my skirt. I glanced over at the other couch but it seemed like Daisy and Hank were pretty much doing the same stuff we were doing except that Daisy had hed her top pulled up so that her bra was exposed. I had helped Daisy with a quick change backstage during a play once so I had seen her in her underwear before but that was a very different set of circumstances. There was certainly no one pawing at her bosom as there was now.
			

			
				Marsh suddenly grabbed my full attention as I felt his fingers rubbing me through my panties. I guess the fact that my panties were already kind of moist was the signal to him that I was enjoying myself because his hand went down inside my underwear pretty quickly and his fingers were feeling me up with no cloth impediment.
			

			
				I wondered whether he thought I was a slut. We had just met this evening and here he was with his fingers up my cunt and his tongue in my mouth. Not that I cared if he thought I was a slut, but I was a little curious to know what he was thinking. I don’t think I would have ever stuck my hand down a girl’s panties on the first date without some kind of conversation about what the ground rules were first but what the hell did I know? Dating was not my field of expertise.
			

			
				Suddenly Marsh stopped kissing me and re-positioned himself on the couch a little. Then he pulled my panties all of the way off and flipped my little skirt up in front. Suddenly he was stretched out on the sofa with his face buried in my muff. This is new, I thought, and kind of nice. My previous female sex was pretty much down and dirty without a lot of what you’d call foreplay but Marsh was taking his time and showing me some attention before he’d even gotten his cock out of his pants.
			

			
				I turned my head lazily and saw that Daisy was sucking Hank’s prick. That got me even more aroused than I already was. I’d never seen anyone else having sex in person, let along one of my closest friends. I think Marsh might have sensed my intensified arousal because he became more aggressive between my legs and even pressed a finger into my anus, which made me moan really loudly.
			

			
				I was so impressed by guys like Marsh and Hank and Josh who had so much confidence that they’d just make a move on a woman and assume it would be well-received. I was always so nervous about sex when I was male but it kind of made sense that a man would try to push the envelope to get as much of what he wanted as he could. If I had objected to Marsh finger fucking my ass he would surely have stopped but I think he knew that I’d like it.
			

			
				“You want to go in the bedroom baby?” Marsh asked as he pulled his head up from my gash for a moment.
			

			
				“Whatever you want,” I replied.
			

			
				Marsh got up and took my hand and we started walking down the hall. It was his place so I guess the bedroom was his to use if he wanted to so Daisy and Hank would presumably continue on the sofa.
			

			
				I had grabbed my panties and stuffed them in my purse before we went to his room and now Marsh pulled off my top and I removed my bra. That left me naked, aside from my shoes, while Marsh was still fully dressed, and he kissed and caressed me all over before I finally managed to unbutton his shirt.
			

			
				It was an interesting feeling being naked in the arms of someone fully clothed, and I wasn’t sure if that was something Marsh was doing intentionally to make me feel more vulnerable or something, but it was also the first time I had gotten nude during sex as a woman. I definitely liked the feeling but I was also sort of hoping to see a naked man someday.
			

			
				“I want to see you body,” I said boldly, despite feeling like I was in a slightly submissive posture.
			

			
				“Sure thing baby,” Marsh said with a grin. “Why don’t you hop on the bed and wait for me?”


			
				CHAPTER 5:
			

			
				 
			

			
				I got on the bed and sat on my knees and watched as Marsh stripped out of his clothes. He had a really nice body and was definitely not lacking in the cock department. I was really looking forward to what I thought of as “normal” sex with two naked people in a bed and I didn’t have long to wait as Marsh soon joined me and we began kissing again before he pushed me on my back and spread my legs open.
			

			
				“You know I don’t usually do the blind date thing, but when I saw your picture I was totally blow away,” said Marsh.
			

			
				“Yeah, I’ve never been on a blind date either,” I said honestly.
			

			
				“I can understand why. You’re absolutely gorgeous honey.”
			

			
				“Thank you, I think you’re really hot too.”
			

			
				“Daisy is quite the matchmaker, isn’t she? I think I would have trusted her judgment anyway but the picture really put it over the top for me. I hope you’ve been having as good a time as I’ve been having,” said Marsh.
			

			
				“Oh, I have,” I replied. “I’ve been having a wonderful time.”
			

			
				“Time for it to get even more wonderful,” said Marsh as he began to slowly press his manhood inside me.
			

			
				It took a while for him to get his total length into my box but it sure felt great just getting there. In a way it felt like I was having sex for the first time, although of course getting humped in the storeroom would always count as my first. There was just something very different about lying there looking up at the man who was fucking me that’s hard to put into words. Obviously I’m not going to say that I was in love with a guy that I just met but I sure felt something kind of emotional aside from just the sexual pleasure that I was receiving.
			

			
				It was actually kind of scary because I thought this was how relationships start. A couple of people are attracted to each other, and go out on a date and have a good time, and then totally connect in bed. It made me wonder whether I had made a mistake by letting Daisy pick a guy for me as opposed to just going out and getting hit on by a total stranger. I didn’t know exactly what Marsh had meant about Daisy being a good matchmaker but I wondered whether they had chosen Marsh for reasons beyond his physical attractiveness.
			

			
				On the other hand, caught up in the moment, I liked the feeling. It sort of elevated the sex a little bit and made it more intimate and personal. Josh was sexy, and hot as hell, but even though I worked with the guy I barely knew him at all and I knew his reputation for using and discarding women casually. I thought that’s what I wanted, since I was only a woman for the summer, but I also liked the idea of maybe having kind of a temporary boyfriend. Aside from group gatherings, like cast parties, I didn’t socialize all that much and this had been a really fun experience so part of me wanted to explore the dating thing more, while a pragmatic side of me wanted me to remain distant and detached from anything remotely romantic.
			

			
				I wondered what Daisy was up to in the other room but figured it was probably something similar to what I was up to. I also wondered how Daisy knew Marsh and whether they had ever fucked, not that it really mattered to me all that much. Whatever the nature of their relationship was it was pretty obvious that Daisy was perfectly happy for us to copulate together or she never would have hooked us up.
			

			
				Marsh wasn’t doing anything especially fancy, but that was okay. I enjoyed the steady thrust of his rod inside me and the obvious effort he was putting into it. His arms looked very impressive as they held him over me and I loved the feeling of his weight pressing me down into the bed. Sometimes he kind of moved my legs around a little, and sometimes he fondled my boobs, and sometimes he got right on top of me and we kissed, which was amazing.
			

			
				Then it happened. I had my first female orgasm and it blew my mind. It kind of snuck up on me I guess, although it had obviously been building. I had sort of assumed that I had already experienced one before because I couldn’t imagine anything feeling any better than it already did but apparently I still had a lot to learn about female sexuality.
			

			
				“Oh fucking fuck!” I moaned. “Jesus fuck yes!”
			

			
				That caused Marsh to give it to me even harder and faster and I found myself clutching at his back and staring into his eyes. I can only imagine the expression on my face. I was trying to bore into his soul as he was boring into my snatch. It was the single most exciting thing I think I had ever done with another human being.
			

			
				“Oh baby, I’m going to cum in you so hard,” Marsh grunted.
			

			
				“Yeah, cum inside...cum inside me hard,” I pleaded. “I want you to cum in me.”
			

			
				When Marsh finally did ejaculate inside me it felt like a victory celebration. It was like how much more fun could a person have in one night? I probably could have had more if Daisy and I were sticking around but we had already agreed beforehand that we were not spending the night this time. I did have a chance to cuddle with Marsh and we had a great conversation and he asked if he could see me again.
			

			
				“I’d like that, but I think I should warn you that I’m not looking for anything serious at the moment,” I said.
			

			
				“That’s fine. The best relationships are often the ones that start out casually with no expectations,” said Marsh.
			

			
				I had at least been as honest as I felt I could be but I wondered if I would be strong enough to resist the temptation to fall in love if the opportunity presented itself. It was actually kind of frustrating that everything in my life seemed to be going so much better whenever I was Tammy. I loved my job and was making money, I felt great about the way I looked, I was having amazing sex and an active social life, and the female role seemed to suit me perfectly. It certainly looked like it was going to be a hell of a great summer. Hopefully I would be able to walk away from it when the time came without too much emotional damage.


			
				CHAPTER 6:
			

			
				 
			

			
				I began to face a surprising reality. The great experiment to try becoming female to land a job at the theme park had gone exceptionally well, as I previously mentioned, but I wondered if it was going too well. At first I felt kind of relieved when I changed back into my normal self. Partly because it showed that the pills actually worked and that I could go back and forth, and partly because I initially felt a lot of pressure to “perform” as Tammy without giving away the fact that I wasn’t really a woman. Now it was beginning to feel like kind of a drag being Tom again and I couldn’t wait for the chance to turn female.
			

			
				That was something I had never anticipated nor desired. This was supposed to be kind of a lark. I started out hoping that the experience of being female temporarily wouldn’t be too awful but it never crossed my mind that it might actually be awesome.
			

			
				Of course the sex was a big part of that feeling, but it wasn’t just that. I loved the clothes and wearing makeup and the way my body moved when I walked. I thought boobs might be a hassle, and they were a little strange to deal with at first, but I loved having tits now and felt funny when they weren’t there.
			

			
				I liked being “one of the girls” at work. They could be a bit bitchy or competitive at times but they also were very warm and welcoming and tended to be more naturally sympathetic and supportive if someone was having some kind of troubles. Most of us wanted attention and for the guys to think of us as hot but there was also a protective streak there. I suppose that was one reason why I was so close to Daisy even though we never had a sexual relationship, I just related to her, and a number of other girls I knew from high school and college drama. I just never seemed to develop the same kind of friendships with other men that I did with women and now that was actually an asset.
			

			
				All of that was fine and dandy, and certainly made the crazy scheme of being temporarily female all the more enjoyable, but I started to wonder if I had gotten myself into something that was going to be rather hard to get out of. Obviously as long as I had access to those pills I could switch back and forth even after the summer was over and I went back to school but that definitely seemed like a slippery slope. I had a good setup now where my secret could be protected and no one was likely to figure it out but the more I became Tammy outside of work the greater the risk of discovery became. That, of course, wasn’t the real thing I was worrying about the most it was the possibility that my life as a woman would consume my identity so much that I would be stuck in some kind of limbo, trying to live two different lives at the same time and not being able to do either of those lives justice.
			

			
				Of course at the moment I was riding high on the buzz of the novelty of the experience and by the end of summer that could easily be wearing off, or worse, I could have experienced some of the less pleasant aspects of being female in a male-dominated society. So far I didn’t think that I had done any irreversible damage so there was no reason to get too caught up in a lot of “what if” scenarios. The important thing was to continue enjoying my job and my massively improved social life for as long as possible. It was the summer and I was only 19-years-old, there was no reason to be getting all heavy and philosophical over nothing.


			
				CHAPTER 7:
			

			
				 
			

			
				There were actually several girls that played Princess Lavendara and a couple of “swing” performers who could fill in for a variety of roles in a pinch. Obviously no one person could be available during all of the park hours, seven days a week, so there was a little team of us. Normally we didn’t meet because we were working at different times or in different parts of the park but when word came down that there was going to be a stage show based on the cartoon our character was featured in we were all asked to audition for the role.
			

			
				The parent company that owned the park, and several others around the world, was definitely in Disney’s shadow but always trying to follow in their footsteps and live entertainment based on their intellectual property was a logical move for them. The show in the park would only be about 20 minutes long but I had heard rumors that if it went well they would try to expand the project into a full-length musical play.
			

			
				This put me in kind of a bind. As a theatre student the opportunity to perform in the stage show at the park was a very fun idea, even if I could probably never put it on my resume, but the possibility that they would develop the show into a potential Broadway musical would be a life changing dream come true if I could be part of it.
			

			
				Of course I was getting way ahead of myself. Getting an audition wasn’t the same thing as getting a part and there would be other people trying out, not just the girls who already played Lavendara in the park. It would definitely be a challenge in that I had never done any acting as a girl and I would also have to sing and I had no idea what my female singing voice might even sound like.
			

			
				I knew I had to audition for the part, no matter what the outcome might be or what complications it might create. Doing shows at a community college was certainly good experience but this was a paid acting gig that might lead to something even bigger. It was an opportunity that was too big to pass up and it had fallen in my lap simply because I strongly resembled a character in an animated movie. Chances like that didn’t come around every single day.
			

			
				I got the materials to work on and began rehearsing as much as possible. Normally when you auditioned for a musical you didn’t necessarily sing a song from that specific show and chose something that showed off your range or was in the style of the production but this was a little unusual. They weren’t just looking for a good performer to play the role they were looking for someone who looked and sounded as much like the animated character as possible. The looks part I already had done but now I had to be able to deliver Lavendara’s big belting number “When Things Change” which was sort of like “Let It Go” from Frozen or “Defying Gravity” from Wicked. It was a show-stopping number that would be challenging for any female singer, let alone someone like me who had never sung as a female in their life.
			

			
				The tricky part was finding a way to practice the number. I had a piano at home, and could have accompanied myself while I sang, but I’d have to do that while being a girl, and the piano was in the living room so that wasn’t likely to happen. Instead I made a recording of the piano accompaniment and played it in the car to sing to on my way to and from work. I also sang it a few times at Daisy’s house so that I could be up on my feet and doing it properly and I was beginning to feel pretty good about the results.
			

			
				I actually liked my female singing voice much better than my male one. I knew it would need some training and lots more practice to really see what I was capable of doing but I was feeling confident about my chances at the audition.
			

			
				To cut to the chase I passed the audition with flying colors and was one of several women cast in the role of Princess Lavendara. I would still be doing my regular job of greeting guests at the park when I wasn’t performing in the stage production but it was a major step forward and a but of in increase in my pay. At the age of nineteen I had landed my first paid acting gig and I was over the moon with joy. The only problem was that most of the people who knew me in my real life would never be able to know about this.
			

			
				My family thought I worked at the park in some sort of “behind the scenes” capacity. The last thing in the world I wanted was for them to show up one day and “surprise” me when the real surprise would be discovering that nobody with my name actually worked there. By making the job sound boring and conventional I figured there would be no incentive for them to drop by the park. If I had landed a part in a stage show there as a man I would have been thrilled to rush home and tell my folks all about it and have them come and see me perform, but this was one big career milestone that they would never even be aware of.
			

			
				One person that I did know previously as a man would be aware of my performance but naturally not aware that it was me. A guy named Eric Finley, that I had been in the high school drama class with, had also been cast in the production. I had to really fight off the urge to go up to him and reminisce about the “good old days” but I knew that wasn’t an option. I actually didn’t recognize him at first because he had filled out a bit since last I saw him. He was kind of a skinny kid in high school but now he looked pretty jacked.
			

			
				He was actually pretty hot but it seemed like such a weird idea to even contemplate having sex with a guy I knew as a friend from my real life. I suppose there was nothing really different about it than having sex with guys I met just as Tammy but Eric and I had shared experiences and came from the same circle of friends. I suppose I was somewhat afraid that I’d slip up and blow my cover by bringing up something I shouldn’t know or remembering a person I was pretending to have never met.
			

			
				On the other hand I was attracted to him, and she seemed to be flirting with me quite a lot during rehearsals, so that when he asked me out I said yes.


			
				CHAPTER 8:
			

			
				 
			

			
				Eric turned out to be pretty aggressive, which I assume had something to do with his physical transformation, because he was never a super outgoing guy in high school. Of course I really didn’t know all that much about his sex life back then, if he had one, because it wasn’t something that we tended to talk about. I think if I had been a jock, and hung out in the locker room with a bunch of other athletes, I probably would have been more exposed to the world of guys bragging about how many chicks they banged but that wasn’t really the circle I traveled in. Plus I didn’t have a lot to contribute to that conversation so it wasn’t a topic that I was anxious to bring up.
			

			
				It was fascinating hearing Eric talk about things I that I was well-acquainted with. Usually that sort of thing would be of the “do you remember” variety but here he was telling me stories that he assumed would be new to me. It was interesting that none of his stories seemed to mention me specifically although he did say “there was this girl” or “a guy in my class” a few times and I always knew exactly who he was referring to.
			

			
				I knew right away that I wanted to fuck him that night, which wasn’t surprising since I only had limited opportunities to be female and a short shelf life overall. Obviously we couldn’t go to my place so we went to his. Like me he still lived with his parents, worked a summer job, and was planning to go back to school in the Fall. Nobody appeared to be home, or were in another part of the house when we arrived, so we just went upstairs into his bedroom. That was probably the freakiest thing about the evening because he had a number of framed cast photos from plays we had done together in high school so I was looking at a picture of my male self knowing I was about to get my pussy stuffed and my boobs groped.
			

			
				We put on the Sirius XM Broadway channel, and yes that is something that theatre people do when they fuck, and got on the bed. We started fooling around and I took my top off to give him easier access to my tits which he took advantage of right away. I had the kind of breasts that men seemed to want to get their hands on and I could understand that. They were large enough to stand out and to be grabbed and squeezed without being obscenely big. I loved looking at them and touching them myself so it made sense that others might want to do the same.
			

			
				Eric’s aggressiveness continued to be on full display as he pulled my bra down and got his hand up under my skirt. I thought it was kind of weird that a lot of the porn videos I watched didn’t have much foreplay, because I thought that was usually really fun, but maybe I just didn’t watch the right videos. Eric got into a nice groove of sucking on my nipples while finger banging me which really got me in the mood for whatever cock play was to come. There wasn’t a lot I could do to reciprocate at that moment with his hands and mouth occupied and his dick still in his pants so I just let him have at me and enjoyed the sensation.
			

			
				I was still finding it pretty awesome to be the object of so much desire and to simply allow a man to do what he felt compelled to do. As an actor I had always been good at taking direction so that’s kind of what I felt sex was like. I wasn’t passive, I mean just lying there would have sucked for both of us, but I felt very comfortable letting him take the lead if he wanted to. I don’t think I could have been too passive if I tried, my body just responded to stimulation so enthusiastically.
			

			
				I could understand that male impulse of seeing a pretty woman and being all-consumed by the desire to have her. There were virtually always some pretty hot girls in drama classes and I ached for a few, although I rarely made any effort to do anything about that. My soft and curvy body was something Eric obviously wanted to explore and I was happy to let him.
			

			
				Eventually I was able to adjust my position a little bit and got my hand in his pants. I couldn’t see his dick but I could feel that it was nice and hard and felt pretty big. I started to slowly stroke him and he shifted from sucking on my nipples to kissing me and we just lay there smooching and jacking each other off for quite a while. I wasn’t what I had expected but it was very enjoyable.
			

			
				“So...do you want to fuck?” Eric suddenly asked.
			

			
				It seemed like kind of a funny question considering all the fooling around we had been doing but it was kind of nice to be asked.
			

			
				“Yeah, absolutely. I definitely want to fuck,” I replied.
			

			
				So we fucked.


			
				CHAPTER 9:
			

			
				 
			

			
				We had gotten out of our clothes pretty quickly and Eric had positioned me on top of him while he stretched out on the bed. At first I felt a little unbalanced and leaned forward with my hands on his chest for support but after a while I got more adventurous and tried sitting upright with my hands cupping my breasts, which were bouncing rather freely.
			

			
				As I looked down at Eric I thought what a funny thing it was that not so long ago we were both a couple of guys in drama class competing for the same roles, and I suppose the same girls, and now here I was in his bedroom riding his cock. I’d never thought about his penis back in high school, why would I have? We’d been in the same dressing room in the school auditorium but I never saw him naked or anything.
			

			
				I wondered what he’d think if he knew who I really was. Would he be disgusted and hate me and kick me out of his house or would he not care because at the moment I was an attractive girl bouncing up and down on his prick? I hoped that would be the case but I wasn’t anxious to find out.
			

			
				It did make me think about high school and how different my life might have been had I been born a girl. I assume I would have still had my same interest in the arts and my same passion for performing but who knows? Maybe I would have had the same artistic impulses but channeled them in a different direction. Or if I had just lived the same life but lived it with a pussy instead of a dick it would certainly have been a strange parallel universe kind of experience where I sat in the same classroom with the same teachers and fellow students and auditioned for the same shows but played entirely different parts.
			

			
				In that alternative reality I might have played a romantic role opposite Eric and maybe even kissed him on stage. I wondered if that would have led to some sort of backstage romance as well. Maybe I would have been in this bed riding his cock a long time ago. Obviously there was no way to know that but it was a very strange and interesting thing to consider.
			

			
				It was also interesting to consider whether I would have been as free with my body as I was now had I grown up being female. I probably would have been slut shamed for as easily as I put out now, and I was probably heading towards that if I kept banging guys I worked with. My female adventure was going to be brief, and I wanted to enjoy it as much as I could, but if I had spent my whole life being a girl maybe I would have cared more about my “reputation” or something, or at least worried more about getting knocked up.
			

			
				The more I rode Eric the less I was able to think about things like my reputation or whether I would have been a slut in high school because my brain was getting as squishy as the gash between my legs. I threw my hands behind my head and let my boobs fly freely as I moaned loudly and bounced faster.
			

			
				“Damn babe, you have like literally perfect tits,” Eric commented.
			

			
				“I like them. I’m glad you like them too,” I replied.
			

			
				“Hell, what’s not to like about them? What’s not to like about all of you for that matter?”
			

			
				“You don’t really know me,” I pointed out.
			

			
				“But I sort of feel like I do. I don’t know, maybe that sounds crazy, but there’s something kind of familiar about you,” said Eric.
			

			
				“Maybe I just remind you of some girl you went out with before,” I suggested.
			

			
				“No I don’t think that’s it. Maybe it’s just that I feel so comfortable with you that it feels like familiarity.”
			

			
				“Well you certainly do look comfortable there,” I teased.
			

			
				“Is that you way of suggesting that I should be working harder?” Eric said with a laugh before he suddenly flipped me over on my back and got between my legs.
			

			
				“That was a slick move,” I said.
			

			
				“I was just enjoying the view, but I like this one a lot too,” said Eric as he took over the duties of dictating the pace and depth of his penetration.
			

			
				“I like it too,” I said in kind of a hushed voice as I stared into his eyes and felt my stomach go a little jittery.
			

			
				It was funny how different it could be having sex with guys you went out on a date with. Josh was a total stud, and I really enjoyed sucking and fucking him, but I hadn’t gotten quite the same emotional feeling from our sex that I’d experienced first with Marsh and now with Eric. It was scary but exciting too. I felt very romantic sometimes, and kind of daydreamed about it, but it was so much more real and tangible when I was with a guy. I wondered if I’d make a good girlfriend for somebody and figured that I probably would. I thought I was pretty fun to be around as a woman, and I wasn’t really into playing a lot of games or anything. It might be kind of cool to have someone special to share things with, but that was just for the realm of my imagination. I just needed to be that fun girl that wasn’t shy about her body or her sexuality and who let men know that she was up for a good time.
			

			
				The bed was starting to bounce pretty hard and I hoped it wouldn’t disturb his parents or anything but we were too far along to stop now or even think about slowing down. His dick was like a piston rod repeatedly firing into my wet cylinder. I was really moaning and clutching at him and almost trying to will his cock to go even deeper and faster, although I don’t know if that would have been possible. It was that sumptuous overload period when you were functioning at peak awareness, as if you could feel each follicle of hair on your body, and at the same time be in sort of a dream-like mental state.
			

			
				My orgasm was so intense I wanted to scream, but thankfully I managed to control myself enough to keep that suppressed. I touched my nipples and they were like granite. My heart rate must have been off the charts and my breathing was erratic still Eric kept going with an almost religious fervor.
			

			
				“You should cum baby, you should cum hard,” I panted.
			

			
				I thought maybe a little lewd encouragement would help put him over the top and it seemed to do the trick. Pretty soon he was grunting and ejaculating what I could only imagine were thick hot streams of cum.
			

			
				I had heard guys refer disparagingly to women as “cum buckets” or “cum dumpsters” implying they were just sleazy whores who would fuck anyone but I was quite happy to be a semen receptacle. I was in a woman’s body which was perfectly designed for that purpose so I wasn’t going to shame myself for doing such a natural and beautiful thing.
			

			
				“That was pretty awesome,” said Eric as he sort of let himself down on top of me without pulling out yet.
			

			
				“Yes it was,” I replied.
			

			
				“Do you want to spend the night?” he asked.
			

			
				“I wish I could but my parents are expecting me so maybe I better take a rain check on that,” I said with a smile as I stroked his cheek.
			

			
				“Well that offer is open anytime you want it,” said Eric.
			

			
				It was pretty late by the time I pried myself away from Eric, and I didn’t want to barge in on Daisy at that hour, so I just took the pill in the car and changed into some sweat pants and a T-shirt I had lying around there for emergency quick changes and drove home. It was obviously going to be a little tricky if I kept going out on dates instead of just sticking to my work schedule for girly time but it definitely seemed worth the extra effort.


			
				CHAPTER 10:
			

			
				 
			

			
				I was discovering that I was a pretty good actress and a surprisingly good singer. It’s not that ever really doubted my talent but I was also aware of my limitations. In my high school drama class, where there weren’t many boys, I was always going to get cast in some part but they weren’t always the kind of roles I would likely ever play in the future, like a middle aged country doctor or a big city police chief. I just wasn’t really that “type” but in high school you play whatever roles have to be filled. In college I was finding more of a niche but it wasn’t one that seemed likely to lead to anything too exciting. I just didn’t have the looks or the voice to do a lot of the great leading man roles. That’s not to say that one couldn’t forge a decent career out of being a second banana or a sidekick but I wasn’t always landing those kinds of roles either.
			

			
				As a woman I was definitely leading lady material, as my casting as Princess Lavendara certainly proved. Of course my physical resemblance to the cartoon character gave me a massive advantage but that was largely aided by the wig and the costume. When I was “out of uniform” I was still a very attractive young woman with a powerful voice and a commanding stage presence. That seemed to open the door to a wide variety of interesting and important roles. It was hard to argue with the fact that being a pretty girl had its advantages in show business.
			

			
				I realized that a twenty minute theme park musical wasn’t exactly Broadway or Hollywood success but it felt like a potential stepping stone to bigger and better things, especially if they did go ahead with their rumored plans to expand the show into a full length musical play. How could I turn that down if the opportunity presented itself, but on the other hand how could I possibly accept it when I wasn’t the person I was pretending to be?
			

			
				That was probably what got me thinking about the possibility of extending my double life past the end of summer deadline. Of course the incredible sex I was having was something I wasn’t anxious to give up but the potential career boost that might exist if I remained female was something I had to seriously consider. That wasn’t just about an improved social life or the fun of getting to wear pretty clothes it was a question of making my dreams come true.
			

			
				The tricky part, of course, was trying to figure out if there was actually any way to make that happen. As long as I was able to change back and forth at Daisy’s I had a pretty good thing going, especially if I was just going to or coming back from work. It was the summer, and I didn’t have any other responsibilities, and my parents had no reason to be suspicious of my activities so far. That was starting to be tested a little more now that I was dating as a woman because it simply increased the odds that I would slip up or get stuck in some situation where I couldn’t easily make the transformation back to manhood.
			

			
				Since Eric worked with me at the park I could certainly say that he was a new friend I had made and was hanging out with after hours but it would also be a little weird that he never showed up at the house. Not a super big deal but I didn’t want to do anything that called attention to my activities.
			

			
				When school started again I’d be in kind of a bind. Going back to taking drama classes as a man seemed kind of pointless if I really wanted to try my luck as a woman in the performing arts but if I went to school as Tammy I would certainly have to notify them that I had changed my name and gender, and that would be virtually impossible to conceal from my family for very long, even if I could slip off to Daisy’s house to take a pill and change clothes without them knowing.
			

			
				Likewise if I dropped out of school to continue working full-time at the park I would need to come up with a good excuse for that. Since my parents didn’t know that I was a costumed character there, let alone that I had been cast in their new stage show, it would be tough to explain why I would be forgoing my education for what they assumed was basically a temporary summer job to make a little money.
			

			
				Of course the real elephant in the room was the possibility that the short stage show in the park would be developed into a much bigger professional production, at which point I would obviously want the chance to land the coveted leading role, or any role for that matter. Even being in the  chorus with the chance to maybe understudy for the lead would be a fantastic career opportunity. Unfortunately there would be no way in the world that I could see to keep my secret identity going.
			

			
				On the other hand that was all speculation and the expanded show might never happen. If I could get through the summer without getting caught then it would probably be prudent to just put this whole madcap adventure behind me and go back to the life I was leading before. That was probably an easier said than done situation but nothing about becoming a woman had been easy except the discovery that I enjoyed it so much. If I had to try and break myself of it in the future like a bad habit so be it. It would certainly take away a lot of the stress and the guilt. At the moment I was having the time of my life so it was easier to focus on that and put the more difficult stuff on the back burner.


			
				CHAPTER 11:
			

			
				 
			

			
				I found myself with a new and unexpected problem. Eric wanted to see me again, and so did Marsh, and Josh wanted to fuck me at work, when the mood struck him. For someone who wasn’t very experienced with dating or relationships it was kind of an overload of possibilities. I felt an emotional connection with both Marsh and Eric on our first dates, and if I’m being totally honest, I was sexually drawn to Josh even though I didn’t have those kinds of feelings with him. I found him very physically attractive and kind of commanding in his demeanor. He didn’t need to romance me to get his cock inside me and he knew it.
			

			
				I was a little more reluctant to have sex at work, since the job meant a lot more to me now and I didn’t want to mess it up by getting caught, but in a way that danger made the sex more exciting than ever. So when Josh suggested a quickie in the closet one day I didn’t hesitate to accept.
			

			
				As usual I got out of my gown and placed it carefully to the side while Josh pulled his pants down and started stroking his prick.
			

			
				“Why don’t you warm me up with a little BJ action?” Josh suggested, although the way he said it didn’t exactly sound like a question.
			

			
				“Sure,” I said.
			

			
				I got down in front of him, wearing just my underwear, and took his cock in my hand. Right, wrong, or indifferent I was really impressed by the man’s penis. Everything about it just screamed raging masculinity and power. I honestly don’t know if my sex life would have been different if I had a dick like that but I could imagine that it might have made me more confident the way my awesome boobs made me feel more confident as a woman.
			

			
				I blew him for a while, trying to take a little more of his pole down my throat this time but still finding that kind of a challenge. I didn’t have a terrible gag reaction but that was still a really large and hard object to be trying to swallow. I don’t think it’s really necessary to deep throat a guy for him to have a good blowjob experience but I liked the challenge of trying to be the best female sex partner I could be.
			

			
				After a while Josh got me up and turned me around. He pulled my bra down and cupped both of my breasts before he shoved his cock into my pussy, simply brushing my panties aside. There I stood, leaning slightly forward, while he fucked the hell out of me from behind. I may  not have felt butterflies in my stomach but I sure felt his big prick in my wet cunt and that was good enough for me.
			

			
				The way Josh was hammering me I assumed he would just finish up pretty quickly but he had a surprise in store for me. He suddenly threw one of my arms over his shoulder and then grabbed the back of my thighs and literally lifted me up off the floor. Then he just bounced me up and down on his dick while I clung to him from dear life.
			

			
				“Oh, my God! Put me down, I’m too heavy,” I cried.
			

			
				“You’re light as a feather,” Josh chuckled.
			

			
				“Won’t you hurt your back or something?” I asked.
			

			
				“No, my dick won’t last that much longer so just enjoy the ride sweetie. I won’t drop you.”
			

			
				It was amazing how easily he had hoisted me up. Not being a big muscular guy myself I couldn’t imagine pulling that kind of stunt but it just added to his mystique and my pleasure.
			

			
				“Oh, oh, oh,” I kept gasping loudly as the room became more and more out of focus.
			

			
				“That’s it baby, you can let me do all the work. Just take that cock like a good girl and you’ll get a reward at the end,” said Josh.
			

			
				The “reward” was Josh dumping me back on the floor before he ejaculated into my mouth. The man’s swagger really crossed into audacity sometimes but I didn’t complain or argue. When I had been sucking his cock at the beginning I was thinking about tasting his cum again but put that thought of my mind when he started fucking me. Now that I was able to finish him off the way I started it honestly did feel like a reward to me in some ways.
			

			
				I did take his cock “like a good girl” and wasn’t insulted by the phrase, even if I thought it was unlikely that a guy like Marsh or Eric would ever say something like that. I wasn’t sure that Marsh or Eric would ever try to fuck me like I had just been fucked, although they both seemed like they might be strong enough to do so. Josh was more like a pornographic fantasy come to life for me. He was the embodiment of a dominant male sexual animal and being with him always made me feel ultra feminine, even if it clashed with whatever feminist leanings I inherently believed in. I was still trying to convince myself that I was really a woman so this sort of thing, superficial and stereotypical though it may be, reinforced that idea in my mind.
			

			
				His dick was jerking with violent spasms and his cum was hot and a little tangy. My tits were still exposed and my nipples were sticking out like road signs pointing to my orgasmic delight. I didn’t know if I really was a good girl for taking his cock but it certainly felt good to be a girl who was doing that.
			

			
				“Well, I guess we better get going,” said Josh once he had expelled his load into me and was pulling up his pants.
			

			
				“Yeah, we really should,” I replied as I tucked my boobs back into my bra.
			

			
				It was always straightforward with Josh, which lacked real intimacy on a more emotional level, but served its purpose really well. We both were hot for each other’s bodies and enjoyed getting off. Sometimes it was kind of handy to have a fuck buddy who wasn’t looking for anything complicated.
			

			
				“I hear you’re really kicking ass in rehearsals for that new show,” Josh suddenly commented, catching me by surprise.
			

			
				“Where did you hear that?” I asked.
			

			
				“Oh, people have just been talking about what a great singing voice you have. Wouldn’t be surprised if this makes you a big star,” said Josh.
			

			
				“Well I don’t know about that. I’m just one of the girls doing a theme park show. I don’t know if it’s going to lead to anything,” I said with a modest shrug.
			

			
				“Well if it does and you go off and become a big star I hope you don’t forget about all the little people you knew before that,” Josh chuckled.
			

			
				“Believe me, there is nothing little about you stud and I’m not likely to forget any of this.”
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				We didn’t get a lot of rehearsal time before the show opened but that was okay, it wasn’t a terribly long show, it was more like doing a one act play as opposed to a full length production. The idea wasn’t so much to tell the whole story faster it was more about presenting some of the highlights of the animated film to an audience that would already know the whole story. And if someone wasn’t familiar with the movie this “teaser” might make them interested in watching it, and believe me the soundtrack and the Blu-Ray were both available in the gift shop by the stage.
			

			
				Of course I was still doing my princess character gig in the park as well so my schedule was pretty full and I was putting in a lot of hours but at least I was making some money. More than that I was getting paid to sing and act, which was something I knew was very special because many people with far more experience than I would never know what that was like.
			

			
				That should have been enough for me. I should have been totally focused on my work but the more time I spent being a girl the more time I seemed to spend thinking about boys. They were just so much more interesting to me when I was female than when I was one of them. I liked the way they looked at me, and the way they talked to me, and I got kind of a kick out of the way they sometimes tried to show off for my benefit, or any other girl who might be near them. It was kind of like a primitive mating ritual, not that I was looking for a mate, but the thought of a boyfriend was kind of intriguing.
			

			
				Obviously I had male friends but the rules seemed kind of changed a bit when it came to guys who were potential boyfriend material. Obviously you still wanted to have some common interests and personalities that meshed well but there was that extra something that you were looking for as well. That thing that gave you a tingly feeling or butterflies in your stomach. That thing that made your heart beat a little faster whenever you saw them. The sense that you were a complimentary couple, not just two similar people who liked each other.
			

			
				Even though I hadn’t experienced a lot of romances in my young life I had always felt like a romantic person at heart. I freely admit that I was always a sucker for a good romantic comedy and singing a love duet with someone, even if we weren’t actually involved romantically, was always kind of a thrill.
			

			
				Unfortunately I knew that I had no business getting myself tied up in some relationship sort of thing when I was just a temporary girl who was running out of time. A guy like Josh seemed safe enough because he just wanted pussy, and if mine wasn’t there one day he’d just find another. I might be able to string other boys along, keep it casual, not let anything get too serious but what if that failed? What if I fell head over heels in love with a guy? That sounded like the recipe for a disaster.
			

			
				Since I was in the show with Eric I saw a lot of him at rehearsals and since we had already fucked, and fucked rather well I thought, it was natural that we would be tempted to fuck again. I wondered whether there was a way I could sort of subtly move him into the fuck buddy category, like Josh was, so that we could do a little screwing sometimes without it becoming some big thing.
			

			
				We went out for a casual dinner one night and then went back to his place, as we had done the first time, and as we sat on the edge of the bed together he started kissing me but I politely put the breaks on.
			

			
				“Look Eric, I think you’re a terrific guy, but I want you to know that I’m very career-oriented and focused on that completely right now,” I told him, although he promptly resumed kissing my neck.
			

			
				“Sure I get that. This could be a big opportunity for you,” he said as a hand slipped down to cup one of my breasts.
			

			
				“Exactly, so I definitely don’t want to give you any false impression about my intentions here. We’re friends and we work together and I really like you but I’m not sure that having sex is such a good ideeeeeeeeeeeeeeeah,” I moaned as I realized he had put a hand under my skirt and was feeling me up.
			

			
				“Whatever you think honey,” said Eric as he continued to toy with my snatch.
			

			
				“I mean there’s nothing wrong with sex, in fact I find it quite enjoyable, but if going to bed together means that we both complicate our lives and careers too much than maybe we should...mmmm...you know...oh...not do it.”
			

			
				“I don’t want you to do anything you feel uncomfortable with baby. If you want a no sex policy that’s fine by me,” said Eric as he unzipped his pants and pulled out his very erect member.
			

			
				“I’m glad you see it that way,” I said as I stared at his dick and felt my mouth begin to water. “Because I’m just not in a position to get into any sort of committed relationship right now…”
			

			
				My words trailed off as Eric had been gently but firmly pressing my head down on his lap and suddenly his cock was in my mouth and I was eagerly sucking it. I had planned to be in control of the situation but I guess I should have known better. I should have had this conversation during dinner when we were on neutral ground and in a public place but having gone back to his bedroom he now had the home field advantage. It certainly didn’t help that I was very comfortable with men taking charge in sexual situations so I had been putty in his hands from the moment we sat on the bed.
			

			
				Even so I had gotten my message out and he seemed to have accepted it. At least I thought that sort of happened. I hadn’t actually said that we should have a no sex policy I had just said that if we couldn’t have sex without getting into a committed relationship then we should have a no sex policy. Hopefully he felt the same way and a little friendly sport fucking every now and then wouldn’t cause any big drama for either of us. He was a guy, after all. It was hard to imagine him being offended by the idea that I just wanted him to think of me as a piece of ass rather than a girlfriend.
			

			
				It was an awkward position leaning sideways to blow him so I slipped off the bed and got on the floor so that I could work from a better angle. He put his hand back on my head for a while, then kind of flopped back on the bed, resting on his arms as I sucked away merrily. I didn’t mind his hand on my head but I certainly didn’t need it there. I had been practicing blowjobs with a dildo I had bought and was getting pretty good at taking a man deeply down my throat. I didn’t flatter myself that I gave porn star quality blowjobs yet but nobody could accuse me of lacking enthusiasm with a dick in my mouth.
			

			
				“So are you spending the night this time?” Eric asked.
			

			
				“I’m not sure...why?”
			

			
				“Well if you’re staying I’ll probably go ahead and cum in your mouth, but if you’re taking off again we should probably get to some fucking, don’t you think?” he replied.
			

			
				“Go ahead and cum in my mouth. I’m staying.”


			
				CHAPTER 13:
			

			
				 
			

			
				When it came to sex I guess I didn’t have a lot of willpower. And his timing was perfect because I really wanted him to cum in my mouth but I also really want to fuck. Realistically I didn’t have to stay the whole night to do both but he had kind of maneuvered me into a position where I had agreed to stay and honestly I had already made arrangements to spend the night if it came to that.
			

			
				I felt a little silly that I had allowed myself to be manipulated that easily but then I thought maybe that was a good thing in the long run. Perhaps I could really play up the brainless bimbo thing to make sure that he never really took me seriously. I was an actress, I could do that. That might be a good role for me to play. Tammy the silly little slut. The girl who will fuck anyone. Hell, I might already have that reputation for all I knew.
			

			
				Sucking a real cock was so much better than practicing with a dildo. It was warm and pulsating and there was a real man attacked to it making pleasant noises while I serviced him. And of course there was the big finish at the end. Maybe I’m completely out of my mind but I loved it when a man ejaculated into my mouth. It was like a musical crescendo leading to a crash of cymbals. I guess that’s a weird thing that isn’t universally loved by all women but I liked it, which was probably a good thing since men seemed to like having their dicks sucked. Better to be a pleasant experience than a chore I figured.
			

			
				After he finished we took our clothes off and got in bed together. That felt nice, sort of like we were a real couple, which of course was the exact opposite thing that I wanted to happen, but the feeling was nice none-the-less. Usually I was having sex with Josh in a storage shed and hoping that we didn’t get caught, which was exciting but always kind of rushed. Being in bed with a man felt more, I don’t know, normal I guess.
			

			
				We made out a little, and we talked a little, and we made out some more while we waited for Eric to get hard again, which didn’t take too terribly long. Since we were under the covers I didn’t really even notice his erection until he suddenly we pressing it into me.
			

			
				“Ooooo, that didn’t take too long for you to recover,” I said with a grin.
			

			
				“No, I’m horny pretty much all the time, especially around you. It’s actually kind of a problem at rehearsals because sometimes I get hard when I see you and it’s not good trying to dance with an erection.”
			

			
				“Now you’re just being silly, I never noticed that,” I said.
			

			
				“Well I wear a dance belt so that helps keep it under control but it’s still uncomfortable as hell trying to dance with a hard on,” Eric said with a laugh.
			

			
				“Poor baby, I’m sorry I make you so hard,” I teased.
			

			
				“Now you’re the one being silly. I think you like making me hard.”
			

			
				“Well I do right now because I get the benefit of it,” I giggled. “I did warn you that us getting involved could be a bad career move.”
			

			
				“That’s okay, I’m much more interested in you than my show business career,” said Eric. “I mean I enjoy it, but being with an awesome woman like you I enjoy even more.”
			

			
				“That’s not the way you used to talk. You were very ambitious back in high school as I recall?”
			

			
				“How would you know what I was like back in high school?” asked Eric.
			

			
				That’s when I realized how badly I had fucked up. I wasn’t pretending to be a brainless bimbo I had actually become one. I was so intoxicated by the sexy talk and the total intimacy that we were sharing that I let down my guard and forgot to cover my tracks.
			

			
				“You must have mentioned something about that,” I said, quickly trying to recover.
			

			
				“No, I don’t remember us ever talking about my high school experiences,” said Eric, who I noticed had stopped thrusting, although he was still inside me.
			

			
				“What do I know, I’m just a goofball. I’d forget my head if it wasn’t attached,” I said as jovially as I could. “I must have been thinking of someone else.”
			

			
				“No, you’re sharp as a tack,” said Eric as he suddenly pulled out and hovered over me. “I think you’re hiding something from me.”
			

			
				“Does that mean you don’t want to fuck me anymore?” I whimpered.
			

			
				“Of course I want to fuck you, I want to fuck you senseless and have you fall asleep in my arms but I’m curious. Why did you bring up high school?”
			

			
				“Who cares? I’m just a stupid little bitch who made a dumb comment. I can’t believe you’d pull out of my pussy just because I said something stupid,” I shot back angrily.
			

			
				It went downhill from there. I became defensive and nervous and frustrated and all I could think about was getting the hell out of there so that’s what I did. Eric tried his best to calm me down and sweet talk me but I had entered a scary female zone of illogical behavior. I was caught in a lie so I blamed Eric for catching me. It was absurd but that’s the way it went down.
			

			
				When I got home I cried harder than I’ve ever cried in my life. Maybe that was a female thing too or maybe it was just me but I hurt deeply on many levels. I was mad at myself for being so careless, horrified that I had lashed out at Eric the way I had done, scared that my whole secret identity was going to be exposed and my dream would be shattered, and really sad that I wasn’t sleeping in Eric’s arms as I had planned to.
			

			
				It seemed like the best thing to do was to drop this charade, quit my job, and go back to being a man. If I couldn’t make it as an actor instead of an actress then maybe it wasn’t meant to be, but I’d still be where I thought I would be before all of this crazy female stuff started. I obviously had enough talent to land that leading role, it just happened that my resemblance to the animated character gave me a huge edge. I was still very young and just starting out, still in school actually getting my training, so there was no reason to assume that I wouldn’t be able to have a successful career as a man.
			

			
				Unfortunately it wasn’t just my career that I was worried about. I honestly couldn’t imagine being totally happy being male again, despite the emotional hiccups I was experiencing now. If that was some hormonal thing then I could deal with that. I never imagined that being a girl was somehow going to make everything in life perfect, but it had certainly made most things in my life better.
			

			
				When I began to calm down and come to my senses I realized that all that had really happened was that I had experienced a spat with boy. My less than tactful handling of the situation had turned it into a major blowup, but Eric never once lost his temper with me, no matter how badly I was behaving and I appreciated that.
			

			
				There was really no reason to take a wrecking ball to my whole life over this. I just needed to apologize to Eric and tell him the truth. Maybe he would be cool with it, or maybe he’d be furious that he’d been duped into fucking a queer, and maybe he’d even try to out me in some way but he deserved an explanation and I was going to give it to him. Let the chips fall where they may, as the saying goes. It sounded brave but I wondered if I’d actually have the courage to go through with it when the time came.
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				Eric couldn’t have been nicer when we saw each other at rehearsal. By that I mean he didn’t do anything unusual that he normally wouldn’t have done. It sort of looked like he was willing to just let the whole thing pass and forget about it, and I was tempted to follow that course but I knew that I really needed to come clean to him for me to feel right moving forward. When we had a break I took the opportunity to seek him out privately and we went outside behind the rehearsal room.
			

			
				“I’m just going to lay it on the line with you and not try to come up with some bullshit excuse for my behavior. You were completely right that I was hiding something from you. As weird as this is going to sound we did know each other in high school. We were in the drama class together, only then I was Thomas Bartlett, not Tammy,” I said.
			

			
				“Holy shit, you had a sex change or whatever they call it?” said Eric.
			

			
				“Not exactly. I’ve got these pills that allow me to switch back and forth so I’ve been living a double life for the summer,” I explained.
			

			
				“Did you always want to be a girl?”
			

			
				“Not that I’m aware of. I did it to get a job here at the park. I figured I resembled Princess Lavendara as a guy so I’d probably be even more convincing as a girl so I took the crazy pill and turned into Tammy, got the job, discovered boys, and got cast in this show. It’s been a pretty wild ride,” I said with a shrug.
			

			
				“Interesting that you threw in the bit about discovering boys,” said Eric with a laugh.
			

			
				“Well that was quite a big change to my life. An unexpected but very pleasant one.”
			

			
				“I’m glad to hear that,” said Eric. “I should have known it was you, I can definitely see the resemblance now and the names are so similar. It just never crossed my mind I guess.”
			

			
				“Why should it have? It wasn’t like we were super close in high school, I mean basically we were rivals. There’s a similarity in my facial appearance but the overall package is considerably different,” I pointed out.
			

			
				“I’ll say. And definitely for the best from my point-of-view,” said Eric.
			

			
				“I agree with you there. Being a girl has been pretty awesome, at least until I screwed up and went mental on you.”
			

			
				“Jesus, that’s not the first time I’ve had a girl do that, nor the worst case believe me,” Eric chuckled.
			

			
				“Yeah, I’m beginning to realize that being female can be kind of an emotional roller coaster ride sometimes and I don’t have a lot of experience with that yet so I’m probably not too good at keeping it under control.”
			

			
				“That’s okay. I’ve got nothing against crazy women. Crazy women actually tend to be the best lays,” Eric chuckled again.
			

			
				“Well if you can forgive this crazy woman for lying to you and screaming in your face I would love another chance to prove how good a lay I can be,” I offered.
			

			
				“Anytime, anywhere,” said Eric. “Right now if you like.”
			

			
				“Well there is a storage shed we could slip off to but I don’t think we have enough time. Our break is almost over,” I said with a smile. “Besides, I still want to end up falling asleep in your arms after you fuck me senseless.”
			

			
				“That can easily be arranged, but for now you have to excuse me. I need to run into the bathroom and jack off. We’ve got a dance number coming up and you’ve got me hard as a rock.”
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				When we reconvened in his bedroom that evening I treated him to the whole sexy lingerie routine, strutting around the room showing off before he took me in his arms and we began making out. I loved having the opportunity to wear something sexy like that, and I figured it was a nice way to put the ugly incident behind us and move forward.
			

			
				Eric had gone up many notches in my estimation for the way he had handled the whole thing. Of course part of his motivation was surely the desire to continue fucking me but I wasn’t that egotistical. I was quite sure that Eric could get laid pretty easily without my help so I assumed he kind of liked me as a person and not just as a convenient piece of ass.
			

			
				“This is the third time we’ve tried to spend the night together,” said Eric.
			

			
				“Third time’s the charm, as they say,” I replied.
			

			
				“Let’s hope there’s not an earthquake or something,” Eric joked.
			

			
				“Well if it happens while you’re making me cum I won’t even notice.”
			

			
				“Then I guess I better make you cum a lot, just to be on the safe side.”
			

			
				“Yeah, that would probably be best.”
			

			
				Eric did make me cum a lot...like a whole lot. Lot harder and more often than I had ever cum before in my relatively short female life. We spilled out over the bed onto the floor, against the wall, bent over a dresser and back to the bed again. It was the kind of unbridled passion that one saw in the movies but never imagined really happening in real life. We wanted each other so badly and we just couldn’t get enough until we were both so exhausted that I finally did fall asleep in his arms.
			

			
				In the morning I woke to find him looking at me, which was kind of weird, but also a little sweet I thought. Sleeping with someone was a popular euphemism for having sex but it was nice to wake up and find your lover gazing at you and recalling all the nasty things you had done to each other the night before.
			

			
				“You were wonderful last night,” said Eric.
			

			
				“What about you? You did most of the hard work, with the word hard in bold italics,” I joked.
			

			
				“You’re very passionate...very giving...more like an older woman I suppose.”
			

			
				“And have you had much experience with older women?” I teased.
			

			
				“Some. You remember Miss Christie?” asked Eric.
			

			
				“The dance teacher who choreographed the musicals?”
			

			
				“Yeah, that was one.”
			

			
				“No wonder you got cast in better parts than I did,” I said with a laugh.
			

			
				“I didn’t sleep with her until after I had graduated from high school and I wasn’t her pupil anymore, and you got your fair share of good roles as I recall.”
			

			
				“It’s funny to think that we were competitors back then,” I said.
			

			
				“Better as partners, don’t you think?” said Eric.
			

			
				“Well friends with benefits was more what I was shooting for. I wasn’t kidding about not wanting to get involved, and I assume you can understand one of the main reasons why I feel that way.”
			

			
				“Why? Because you’re going to supposedly turn back into a man when the summer is over?”
			

			
				“Yeah, I suppose that’s the plan.”
			

			
				“Is it really? Even if the show goes into full production?”
			

			
				“I don’t know. That’s a big if I suppose,” I said.
			

			
				“And do you think you can ever really go back to being a man after everything you’ve...experienced as a woman?” asked Eric.
			

			
				“That’s another tough question and a difficult one to be objective about when I’m naked in your bed and your big cock is right next to me. Right now I can’t think of anything I’d rather do than suck you off or jump on you and bounce around on your dick like a lunatic, but I’ve got to think about other aspects of my life,” I pointed out. “I just want you to be aware that I could decide to give this up and spend the rest of my life as Thomas instead of Tammy.”
			

			
				“I am definitely aware...but I’m guessing it won’t happen. So can we skip to the part where you’re sucking me off or bouncing around on my dick like a lunatic?” he asked.
			

			
				“Sure, why not?” I said with a laugh. “Let’s do both.”
			

			
				I threw back the covers and found that Eric was quite erect already, which I suppose shouldn’t have surprised me. I kind of leaned my upper body over his pelvis and found a comfortable position in which to blow him. I frequently woke up with a hard on so I assumed that was a natural thing that lots of men shared so I figured I might do a lot of this early morning cock servicing if I stayed female for a while. It actually just seemed like another fringe benefit of being a girl.
			

			
				I was still trying to wrap my head around the idea that Eric had boned Miss Christie, but she was hot and not that old, although she probably seemed a lot older to us back then. I think all that dancing kept her in shape, and she had a great body. Not as curvy and buxom as I was, but tight and sexy and I could imagine that she was quite flexible. I had lusted after her ass a few times when she was in her tights but I never would have had the balls to even consider the idea that I might have sex with her someday. Eric obviously did, and it was funny to think that we might have both wanted the same woman, but things worked out much better this way. He could have my ass and I could have his dick and there was no rivalry between us, just a harmonious balance.
			

			
				After blowing him for a while I scrambled up on top and let myself down his slippery rod. Then I grabbed my tits and started pinching my nipples as I began to ride him up and down. Eric was sharp, and I had a feeling he could read me like a book, so it was going to be hard to slip anything over on him, which was a funny thing to be thinking about but it just popped into my head. It certainly didn’t come from having known me well back in high school, but he seemed to have a lot of insight into me, and he also seemed to know how to get whatever he wanted out of me. That was okay because I kind of liked his smug confidence and I think he knew how easily he could make me his own if he really wanted to.
			

			
				A great weight had been lifted from my back by telling Eric my secret, if only I felt as brave about facing my parents. I wondered if that was really the main thing holding me back from a full-time commitment to womanhood. There was that, and possibly the relatively shorter shelf-life for the typical actress. Some men got better looking as they got older, and some seemed to transition into more mature roles more effortlessly, and men could often play romantic leads even when their leading ladies were twenty or thirty years younger than they were. A lot of women who made a big splash in their careers in their twenties were basically washed up by the time they were pushing forty.
			

			
				Then there was the whole motherhood thing. I could totally see myself marrying a man and being faithful to him and building a home together and all of that but could I really handle getting pregnant and giving birth? When I thought about having kids when I was a man it seemed like a much more passive thing. I’d do the easy part and then my wife would do the hard part. Not that I wouldn’t be supportive but there’s only so much a man can do and ultimately it’s the woman that’s going to have to deal with the physical aspects of the whole process.
			

			
				I certainly didn’t want to get pregnant now while I was just getting my career started but I could see a time down the line where my priorities might shift plus if I was female all the time I’d have to be super careful or it might just happen accidentally. I wasn’t really scared of being a mother but getting there was the challenge.
			

			
				At the moment I was just a happy young girl riding a hot guy’s cock and dreaming about a bright future full of possibilities. Later that day I’d take another pill and this body would vanish and any thoughts of birth or motherhood would vanish with it.
			

			
				“You think you’d ever want to have kids?” I suddenly blurted out.
			

			
				“Are you saying that you want me to knock you up?” he replied.
			

			
				“God forbid! Well, not now at any rate. I meant more as a general concept.”
			

			
				“Yeah I could see having some kids, but knocking you up would definitely be one of the cool parts of that.”
			

			
				“I’ll keep that in mind,” I said with a chuckle.
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				I did keep it in mind. It was kind of hard not to when he was ejaculating inside me. Right now it was just cum, it was sexy, it was what you produced when you got a man off but he was going through the act of trying to inseminate me. That’s why all this sex stuff was so appealing. We were all built that way so it was the most natural thing in the world for Eric to want to put his sperm in me. Of course humans had gotten creative with the whole concept and added a lot of cool features that had nothing to do with populating the species but it all still went back to basic animal instincts I suppose.
			

			
				I certainly felt those animal instincts as a woman, especially when I was around an aggressive man. You sort of knew that you were trapped, but not in a bad way, if that makes any sense. You had either put yourself, or allowed yourself to be put into a situation where you knew a man would want to put his penis in you and once he did he would build to a frenzied need to ejaculate, but here’s where it gets interesting. If it was purely a primal impulse you would probably just passively take it and wait patiently for the man to finish but human emotion kicked in and took the whole thing to a higher level of complexity.
			

			
				When Eric said that he would fuck me senseless it wasn’t just hyperbole. If things were clicking my brain really did seem to lose a lot of its capacity for rational thought and instinct and emotion sort of took over. It was like being on a powerful drug I suppose, although I didn’t really have any experience with that sort of thing. I could be simultaneously aware of the tiniest little detail in the room and totally oblivious to a train wreck happening outside the window. When I joked about not noticing an earthquake I wasn’t totally joking. Intense copulation transported me to a place that didn’t always feel totally real, where all the barriers were down and the rules seemed thrown out the window.
			

			
				I know the popular stereotype is that men enjoy sex more than women do so maybe I was just lucky that I loved having sex as a woman so much more than I had enjoyed it as a man, or maybe I was lucky that I had been with some very good partners who knew how to satisfy a woman, or maybe the stereotype was total bullshit and just more of the anti-woman, slut-shaming propaganda that had run through society for centuries but whatever it was I didn’t really care. Something magical happened to me when I had sex as a girl and I considered that a wonderful gift to be cherished.
			

			
				It was hard prying myself away from Eric but I had to get going and had to get back to being a man, until my next opportunity to become Tammy. Fortunately I wasn’t burdened with a lot of guilt or shame about what I had done once I turned back into a man so I could still savor the memory. Thomas was becoming the “temporary” version of me that I had to put up with for appearances but Tammy was the “real” me now. How I was going to reconcile that fact was still unclear in my mind but I knew I was going to have to do something about it soon.
			

			
				As fate would have it events that were beyond my control were already in motion and the “moment of truth” as the saying goes was almost at hand. The show had opened, and I was very pleased with both my performance and the audience reactions that we were getting and one day they called all of us into the rehearsal room where the entire creative team was assembled along with a bunch of people in suits that I didn’t recognize. Things had been going very well, as far as I could tell, so I didn’t think it was likely they were shutting down the show so quickly and as it turned out it was exactly the opposite.
			

			
				The people in suits were there representing the big corporate machinery that ruled over everything in our little fantasy land and they had decided to put the show into a workshop phase where it would be fleshed out into a full-length musical with new material and some big name creative types taking over at the top. After the workshop the show would open somewhere for a tryout and if everything stayed on track there would be an actual Broadway production in the future.
			

			
				Like sex it was sort of a totally real and yet completely unreal sensation to sit there casually and listen to someone telling you that you might be on your way to your wildest dreams coming true or you might be left right where you were. I felt bad for some of the creative team, like the director and choreographer, because they had done a terrific job but the corporation was planning on dropping tens of millions of dollars on this project and they wanted the security of established Broadway names attached to the project.
			

			
				I had auditioned for the part, been selected as one of several actresses who would play Princess Lavendara in the park version, gone through rehearsals and begun playing the role in front of live audiences. Now everything would start all over again. I’d have a slight advantage, having already proven myself in the part, but the competition was going to vastly increase as the stakes got higher and higher. My uncanny resemblance to the animated character had landed me a job at the park and given me the chance to show what I could do on stage but as I said there were millions of dollars riding on this venture now and I didn’t know if the corporate suits would be comfortable trusting a total unknown with no previous professional experience.
			

			
				When I walked out of the meeting my head was still in a bit of a fog as I tried to keep my imagination from running wild. There was certainly a chance that I would be invited to participate in the workshop although not necessarily as Princess Lavendara. I might be offered a smaller part or a role in the chorus, but even then I might have a shot at being the Lavendara understudy or something. Either way it would be a full-time professional job and my foot in the door so I knew I had to take it but that would of course lead to the inevitable “coming out of the closet” to my parents, which still wasn’t something I was looking forward to.
			

			
				When I hooked up with Eric later we naturally talked a lot about what had happened in the meeting and what it might mean for both of our futures. Maybe it meant nothing and we’d both be left behind, or maybe one of us would go and the other wouldn’t, but there was always the possibility, although a slight one, that we would both end up on Broadway together. Of course the elephant in the room was still the question of what I would do if there was no offer to join the workshop.
			

			
				“So do you think you’d stick to your original plan and go back to college as Thomas and leave all this female business behind you?” asked Eric.
			

			
				“Oh God, I don’t even want to think about that,” I said.
			

			
				“But you kind of have to. I mean if you get a shot at the workshop you’re obviously going to tell your parents and make the change official so why not just do it now? We both know that’s what you really want,” said Eric.
			

			
				“Because I’m a scared little pussy, that’s why, and getting a great job would be a way of softening the blow I think,” I said with a slight chuckle.
			

			
				“You’re definitely not a pussy, at least not in that sense. Anybody who gets on stage in front of an audience and hangs it all out there has a certain kind of courage. That’s the nature of live theatre, there’s a million things that can go wrong every performance, and you’re asking a bunch of strangers to approve of you, and no matter what happens out there you just keep going and try to make the best of it,” said Eric. “It seems to me like it’s not that different from your situation with your family. You want their approval but you might not get the standing ovation you were hoping for but you keep going and hope that things will get better in the future.”
			

			
				I knew he was right, and by putting it into theatrical terms it did seem much more clear to me. I desperately wanted to be Princess Lavendara on Broadway but the role I most wanted to play in life was that of a woman. I’d been rehearsing that part for a couple of months now and knew that I was pretty good at it. I just needed to convince an audience of two that it was actually the role of a lifetime.


			
				CHAPTER 17:
			

			
				 
			

			
				I decided to invite my parents to see the theme park production. I told them it was very important to me and that I would be playing a major role but that they probably wouldn’t recognize me. I know it sounded very mysterious but I knew that would intrigue them and that they would try to figure out who I was. I didn’t imagine they’d ever guess but it seemed like an appropriate way for them to meet their new daughter.
			

			
				“So what did you guys think?” I asked when I greeted them after the show. “Did you figure out my secret somewhere along the line?”
			

			
				“I knew it was you the moment you came out on stage,” said my mother. “But how? Why? I mean, how long has this been going on?”
			

			
				“The whole summer basically. I tried to get a job here as a man but there was nothing available so Daisy told me about these pills that can change your gender temporarily and to my surprise they hired me to play Princess Lavendara in the park. Then the show came along and I auditioned for it and got cast, and the rest is history as they say,” I said with a shrug.
			

			
				“So you’re on one of those pills right now?” asked my father.
			

			
				“Yes, I take one before I go to work and then take one before I come home. Daisy lets me use her place to change clothes and whatnot. At first I thought it was a crazy idea and I’d hate it and stop doing it, and then I found how much I liked being a girl, and then this opportunity to be in the show popped up and I went for it, and now there’s a chance that it might lead to something much bigger for me. They want to turn it into a full-scale Broadway musical and I may have a chance to be part of that. I should have told you sooner but at the start I figured it would just be for a couple of months and nobody would ever have to know about it, but that’s all changed now because I’ve changed and I know that this is the person I want to be from now on,” I said.
			

			
				“But you could still change back if you wanted to?” asked my father.
			

			
				“Yes I could, but I can’t imagine wanting to, not now that I’ve finally worked up the courage to tell you the truth,” I said.
			

			
				“We just want you to be happy darling, and if this makes you happy we’re all for it,” said my mother.
			

			
				“I hope I’m not too much of a disappointment to you as a son,” I said to my father.
			

			
				“Look, I knew you were never going to be a linebacker for the Rams so I made peace with that long ago,” said my father with a slight chuckle. “Like your mother says, if this is what makes you happy we’ll support you all the way.”
			

			
				I threw my arms around my father and gave him a big hug. What dad really wants to hear that his son is a little queer and yet he seemed to be taking it all in stride. At that point I noticed Eric standing nearby kind of trying to look like he wasn’t watching us. I went over and grabbed him and dragged him back to my parents. It seemed like time to go for broke.
			

			
				“Mom, dad, this is Eric...my boyfriend. Just thought this would be a good time to introduce you,” I said with a sweet smile.
			

			
				“Well...this has been a day full of surprises,” said my mom, in the understatement of the year.
			

			
				Eric and my parents exchanged a few pleasantries, and I was relieved that my dad didn’t say anything too embarrassing about taking good care of his little girl or some shit like that, and hopefully the air was now clear all around.
			

			
				“Well we’ve got to get back to work but I’m sure we’ll talk about this when I get home tonight, or actually when I get home tomorrow morning because I think I’ll be spending the night with Eric,” I said as if it was the most common thing in the world to say.
			

			
				“So, I’m your boyfriend now?” asked Eric once we had parted from my parents.
			

			
				“I don’t know, it seemed like the cleanest way of putting it,” I said with a laugh. “I couldn’t very well introduce you as the guy whose dick I was sucking. Besides, don’t you think you are kind of my boyfriend?”
			

			
				“Absolutely, if you want me to be,” he replied.
			

			
				“I do, I do very much.”
			

			
				“So you plan to do some of this dick sucking tonight at my place?”
			

			
				“I do, I do very much.”
			

			
				“You’re definitely not a pussy. That was one of the balliest things I’ve ever seen anyone do,” said Eric.
			

			
				“Funny that I had to lose my balls to get that ballsy,” I said with a laugh. “Which is okay, because I’d rather concentrate on your balls.”
			

			
				It was back to roaming around the park taking pictures with little girls and then I had another show to do before I could retire to Eric’s place for a celebratory fuck. It seemed easier to tell my folks that I was becoming a woman when I was one so that there wouldn’t be any weird worries about me looking like a dude in drag or something. I suppose I shouldn’t have been that surprised that my mom recognized me right away. I may have looked and sounded a little different but she was kind of used to that since I’d been acting for a long time now and playing all sorts of different characters.
			

			
				The important thing was that it was done now. Whether I chose to go back to school full-time as Tammy, or went part-time and kept my job in the park, or some wildly good luck came my way and I was asked to participate in the showcase I would be doing it as a girl from now on. That probably meant lots of forms to fill out and new identity cards to get but that was nothing compared to what I had just gone through.
			

			
				I swung by Daisy’s place to pick up my overnight bag on my way to Eric’s and I was pleased that she was home so that I could share the good news with her.
			

			
				“I guess I won’t be needing to take up all your closet space anymore,” I said with a grin.
			

			
				“That’s okay, you’ll be buying a lot of new clothes now and I’m sure I’ll raid your closet from time-to-time,” she replied.
			

			
				“It sucks that I haven’t seen much of you lately but I’ve just been so busy,” I told her.
			

			
				“Busy in a good way it sounds like. We’ve got a whole lifetime to be best gal pals ahead of us now.”
			

			
				“And it’s all thanks to you. I don’t even know how to begin to thank you,” I said.
			

			
				“Well if you’re really not changing back you’re going to be dealing with a trip to the gynecologist, birth control, and periods so maybe don’t thank me just yet,” Daisy chuckled.
			

			
				“My God, my mom is probably going to want to talk to me about tampons or something,” I said with a giggle.
			

			
				“So let her. Let her enjoy having the daughter she never had,” Daisy suggested. “It’ll be good practice for you when you become a mom someday.”
			

			
				“Stop throwing cold water on this,” I playfully protested. “I’m going over to my boyfriend’s house to have a victory fuck.”
			

			
				“As well you should. Sounds like you’ve really earned it,” said Daisy.
			

			
				“Yeah, I guess I have in a way,” I said. “Having a secret double life was kind of exciting at the beginning but then it just became this big millstone on my back and all I wanted was to break free and be my female self. It couldn’t have gone better with my parents but it certainly could have gone a lot worse but either way I knew I had to do it and now that it’s done I feel almost giddy.”
			

			
				“Well you’re certainly entitled to feel giddy, and sexy, and feminine, and goofy, and emotional and all the other things that females are entitled to feel. I’m thrilled that you’re on the right team at last and you’re so young, and beautiful and talented that I see great things on the horizon for you.”
			

			
				I hoped she was right, and I certainly wanted to believe it, but my first stop on my way to that horizon was Eric’s bed where I found a very happy, and horny, young man waiting to greet me.
			

			
				“So do you want me to make romantic, sweet love to you to consummate our new relationship status or do you want me to throw you down and hump you savagely as a man claiming his woman?” asked Eric.
			

			
				“Hump first, sweet love later,” I said after thinking about it for a moment.
			

			
				He didn’t need much more prompting and suddenly my clothes were partially torn off and I was on all fours as he got behind me and prepared to enter my snatch.
			

			
				“I guess this pussy belongs to me now,” he said as he lined up the tip of his dick and I felt it poking inside just a little bit.
			

			
				“Well I own this pussy...but you have full access.”
			

			
				“Good enough,” he said as I felt the full length of his manhood drive into me in one deep thrust.
			

			
				I was still wearing my bra but Eric reached around and yanked my boobs out and I think my panties were still kind of hanging on around one ankle but we were off the races now and I was getting the savage humping I had been promised.
			

			
				“I’m sorry I threw you into the lion’s den with no warning like that,” I managed to gasp.
			

			
				“No problem, I’m making you pay for it now,” he replied.
			

			
				“That seems fair.”
			

			
				He was certainly not holding anything back as he pounded me into the mattress, and even pulled out a couple of times to finger fuck my ass before slamming his dick back in my pussy. I wondered if he was going to give me the whole anal treatment but he seemed content at the moment just to poke around my anus a little and then resume the thrashing I was getting, which was quite enough to handle as it was.
			

			
				To my surprise he suddenly shifted gears and took me on my back to gently and sweetly you would have thought he was bedding some timid virgin. I had sort of assumed that he would finish me rough and out next round would be the gentle one but it was kind of breathtaking to see how effortlessly he could go from one to the other.
			

			
				“So do you like the idea of being my girlfriend?” asked Eric.
			

			
				“Absolutely, I think it’s awesome,” I purred. “I just hope I live up to your expectations. I’ve never been a girlfriend before.”
			

			
				“Well you’re a natural at it, that’s for sure. Just keep on being yourself and I’m sure you’ll be fine.”
			

			
				Just keep on being myself. It was still sinking in that this was myself now. There was no more hiding behind the excuse that whatever I did didn’t really matter because I would turn back into a boy at the end of summer. I had made an impulsive declaration that Eric was my boyfriend, primarily to let my parents know right up front that I liked boys now, but that was really happening and I was in a relationship. The stakes had gotten higher and the decisions we made as individuals would impact us both as a couple. It was a big responsibility but it also enriched the quality our lives. It was a lot to take in for the first day of the rest of my life but after facing my parents I felt like I could face anything.


			
				CHAPTER 18:
			

			
				 
			

			
				When I was asked to join the workshop production and play Princess Lavendara I heard the words but they didn’t seem real. When the summer started I had planned to make a few bucks and then go back to scene study and school plays but now I would be joining the union and becoming a full-time professional actress working on the lead role in a new musical that was slated for Broadway. Toss in the fact that I had changed my gender in the process and it was kind of a big life-changing deal for me.
			

			
				The news only got better when I discovered that Eric had been hired too so our burgeoning romance wouldn’t be put on hold or wiped out completely by the change. I would be doing what I loved most in life, getting paid to do it, and doing it with my lover there. I held it together as long as I could but then I just slumped down somewhere and cried my eyes out. It wasn’t like when I screwed up and got pissed off at Eric, they were tears of joy, and maybe a little fear too, but I cried long and hard.
			

			
				The funny thing was that I kind of liked that I had all these powerful emotions inside me and that I wasn’t afraid to let them out. It was kind of scary too, because I had always been a rather quiet and reserved person, but there was nothing wrong about having deep feelings, happy or sad, and expressing them from time-to-time. That was just one of the perks that went along with being female and I’d learn to get used to it in time.
			

			
				Life can be so crazy and unpredictable. If I’d gotten a job at the theme park as Thomas the whole issue of becoming a woman would never have come up. And if Daisy’s crazy suggestion that I apply again using a gender changing pill hadn’t landed me a job that would have been the one and only time I was ever a girl. And once I had the princess job if the corporation that ran the park hadn’t decided to create a show around one of their animated movies I probably would have ended up just going back to school as man and chalked the whole thing up as a crazy summer adventure. Yet somehow everything just fell into place perfectly and I found love and happiness and a whole new life full of wonder and possibilities that was just beginning for me. Sort of like a princess in a fairy tale, don’t you think?


			
				AUTHOR’S NOTES:
			

			
				 
			

			
				I applied for a job at a theme park once...I didn’t get it but it wasn’t that big of a deal to me, certainly not enough to change my whole identity and try again but it seemed like an interesting idea for a story. A friend of mine actually played a Disney princess on Broadway so I had that whole experience in mind as well. The idea just kind of kicked around in my mind for a while before I decided to turn it into a story and I hope you enjoyed it.
			

			
				There’s definitely potential for a sequel there as we follow Tammy and Eric through the workshops, and their ups and downs as a couple, and maybe a few twists and turns along the way to Broadway, but I usually come up with new ideas so quickly that I rarely go back and continue stories I’ve already told. Who knows? Maybe the inspiration will strike...especially if this book sells well!


			
				SOCIAL MEDIA
			

			
				 
			

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

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

			
				 
			

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

			
				 
			

			
				http://staceyzackerly.blogspot.com
			

			
				 
			

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

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


			
				SORT OF NEW VIDEOS!
			

			
				 
			

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

			
				 
			

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

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


			
				ALSO BY STACEY ZACKERLY:
			

			
				 
			

			
				Confessions of a Cybersex Slut
			

			
				The Transformation
			

			
				The Virgin Whore of New York
			

			
				Free Love
			

			
				Unchained
			

			
				Borderless Desire
			

			
				Sweet Dreaming
			

			
				Not Really Me
			

			
				No Turning Back Now
			

			
				The New Roommate
			

			
				Only One Exit
			

			
				Pink and Blue
			

			
				The Ultimate Punishment
			

			
				The Role of a Lifetime
			

			
				Buried Treasure
			

			
				The Halloween Party
			

			
				The Fairy Godmother
			

			
				In the Name of Science
			

			
				Second Time Around
			

			
				Buried Treasure 2: Secrets and Longings
			

			
				The Dude Ranch
			

			
				Becoming Penelope
			

			
				At the Crossroad
			

			
				Rejuvenation
			

			
				Rotation
			

			
				All for the Best
			

			
				The Slut Squad
			

			
				Girl of my Dreams
			

			
				Weekend Woman
			

			
				Try Before You Buy
			

			
				Reform School
			

			
				A Christmas Karol
			

			
				Pinup Girl
			

			
				Weekend Woman 2
			

			
				The Project
			

			
				The Stand-In
			

			
				The Experiment
			

			
				Welcome to the Club
			

			
				Chemistry
			

			
				Trans Travel, Inc.
			

			
				Metamorphosis
			

			
				Star Power
			

			
				The Castle 
			

			
				Just Enough Magic
			

			
				A Happy Accident
			

			
				The Unlikely Princess
			

			
				Cheerleader Camp
			

			
				Corporate Takeover
			

			
				Stress Relief
			

			
				Business as Usual
			

			
				Destiny
			

			
				The Hitchhiker
			

			
				Going to the Mat
			

			
				Paying the Price
			

			
				Where There's A Will
			

			
				Transplendent Resorts
			

			
				The Girl Next Door
			

			
				The Initiate
			

			
				Max
			

			
				Stand-In Bride
			

			
				Turnabout Is Fair Play
			

			
				Last Minute Christmas Swapping
			

			
				Is This Real?
			

			
				Sharing It All
			

			
				 Getting the Job Done
			

			
				Two Roads to Womanhood (Co-authored with Jenna Braveheart)
			

			
				My Lucky Day
			

			
				The Mistress
			

			
				Following In My Son's Footsteps
			

			
				Taking A Break
			

			
				No Place Like Home
			

			
				The Chastity Belt
			

			
				A Cozy Arrangement
			

			
				Bewitching
			

			
				Exclusive Membership
			

			
				Office Politics
			

			
				Santa's Helper
			

			
				The Comeback
			

			
				Photographic Memory
			

			
				Think Pink
			

			
				Getting Even
			

			
				You First
			

			
				The New Cougar
			

			
				Greener Grass
			

			
				The Proxy Girlfriend
			

			
				The Unknown Planet
			

			
				Topsy-Turvy Halloween
			

			
				No Rules
			

			
				Secret Santa
			

			
				Answering the Call
			

			
				The Surprise of My Life
			

			
				Higher Education
			

			
				A Friend In Need
			

			
				Swap Island
			

			
				Bikini Season
			

			
				The Vacation Club
			

			
				The Partnership
			

			
				Beating the Odds
			

			
				Full Membership
			

			
				Wake Up Call
			

			
				A Magical Christmas
			

			
				New Year’s Resolution
			

			
				The Lottery
			

			
				The Narrator
			

			
				Never Too Late
			

			
				Undercover Girl
			

			
				Let’s Party!
			

			
				The Summer We Swapped Places
			

			
				Getting Schooled
			

			
				Work Before Play
			

			
				Ghostly Girl
			

			
				Snowed Under
			

			
				It’s Not Such A Bad Life
			

			
				From Top to Bottom
			

			
				The Flapper
			

			
				The Romance Readers
			

			
				The Wallflower
			

			
				Crushing It
			

			
				The Summer Job
			

			
				Finally Getting It Right
			

			
				Don’t Bet On It
			

			
				The Big Shakeup
			

			
				How I Became a Goth Girl
			

			
				My Last Mission
			

			
				Candi and the Wicked Elf
			

			
				My Side Hustle
			

			
				The Swapping Club
			

			
				Recasting
			

			
				Farm Girl
			

			
				My Surprise Awakening
			

			
				I’m Game!
			

			
				Team Spirit
			

			
				My Rival
			

			
				Hanging With My Pals
			

			
				What happened To My Brain?
			

			
				The Wheel of Chance
			

			
				The Ornament
			

			
				A Little Mad Money
			

			
				My Sunny Secret
			

			
				The Woods of Womanhood
			

			
				The Temp Agency
			

			
				When You Get What You Want
			

			
				Tunnel of Love
			

			
				The Hikers
			

			
				The Gender Tourist
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