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CHAPTER 1:

“What’s the word dude?”

“It doesn’t look good. The old man said if the weather doesn’t clear up it’s going to take a few days, at least, to get the roads open.”

“Shit!”

Three of my buddies and I were basically trapped in a rustic cabin in the mountains that was just supposed to be a hangout for a weekend getaway. Unfortunately a huge snowstorm had come up almost as soon as we had arrived so we were pretty much stuck inside, bored out of our skulls. One of the hardier members of our group, Jay Tremblain, had volunteered to hike over to the nearest cabin, which was a couple of miles away. The old guy there had a Ham radio, or whatever they called it, so he could communicate with the outside world, which was good because the power was out and we had all burned through our cellphone batteries. There was a generator, which we were supposed to fill up with gas, but unfortunately we didn’t so we were basically screwed.

The cabin belonged to another of our crew, Barry Bronson, or I guess I should say belonged to his parents. I had been up there a few times, but always in nice weather. You could hike around and there was a pond for swimming and when the roads were open you could drive into town and get a pizza and some beer. We knew there was some snow on the ground when we came up but we weren’t expecting to get hit with a blizzard.

It had been dull enough before the storm but at least we had power to charge our phones, and there was a TV with an old DVD player and an assortment of movies so we had been able to amuse ourselves somewhat. Fortunately we were well-stocked on food, and pretty well-stocked on booze so we weren’t going to have to resort to cannibalism or anything like that. We did have to keep our firewood stocked or we’d probably all freeze to death, but fortunately there was a lot of wood in a little shed not too far from the cabin so we hadn’t been forced to do any chopping yet.

We also had some candles and some kerosene lanterns for light and we just buried our frozen food in the snow right outside the cabin where it stayed nice and frozen. For entertainment there were some books, a deck of cards, and a few old board games with dust on the boxes. I guess in olden-times that’s what people did for recreation but even a few hours without electricity was making us all climb the walls.

“You know this wouldn’t be so bad if we were stuck here with some chicks,” commented the third member of our group, Todd Bateman.

“No, shit,” Jay replied dryly.

“Well I might be able to do something about that,” Barry volunteered.

“What, does your old man keep a secret harem locked up in the root cellar or something?” I joked.

“No, smart ass, but I do have something here in my pocket that could liven up the proceedings considerably.”

“Go on,” said Jay.

“I have this pill that will temporarily turn a man into a woman,” said Barry with a straight face.

“Bullshit,” Todd snorted.

“No, I’ve heard about that, man,” said Jay. “You take half a pill and boom...chick city...then you take the other half and you go back to normal.”

“That’s right,” said Barry.

“So why the hell do you have that?” I asked suspiciously.

“This dude I know got the pills from somewhere and we were going to use them to sneak into the girl’s locker room on campus and like spy on all the babes taking showers or whatever,” Barry explained. “It was a solid plan but we both chickened out at the last moment so I’ve still got this pill lying around.”

“So what are you proposing, exactly?” asked Todd.

“It seems pretty obvious to me,” said Jay, taking over as he often did. “One of us will take that pill and keep the other three entertained until this fucking weather clears up.”

“Yeah...which one?” I asked.

“I don’t know...some kind of contest. We could arm wrestle or something,” Jay suggested.

“Fuck no, you’d win with no trouble,” Barry pointed out.

“So something else then,” said Jay, throwing up his arms.

“You can’t really expect one of us to turn female just to fuck the other three guys,” Todd protested.

“It’s for the greater good, man. I volunteered to walk through this crap to the old man’s cabin didn’t I? I was freezing my balls off out there while you all sat around the fire drinking cocoa or something,” said Jay rather defiantly.

“But boning a dude…”

“Three dudes.”

“Yeah, three dudes. Who the fuck wants to do that?”

“Nobody,” said Jay, “but it has to be done. Now that we know we have a pussy option I don’t see how we can turn it down.”

I did see his point. All four of us would be much happier being trapped in this cabin if we were getting laid, but the big problem was that one of us would have to make the sacrifice. We didn’t even have the option of everyone having to take a turn since there was only one pill to go around.

“I say we each draw a card. Low card loses and has to take the pill,” said Todd.

“Sounds fair.”

“Okay by me.”

“Just make sure the deck is shuffled really well.”

“We should probably make some ground rules,” said Barry. “Like, how much does the loser have to fuck?”

“I say twice a day with each guy, and the chick gets the bedroom,” Jay recommended.

“I’m cool with that,” said Barry, who had the privilege of sleeping in the only bed in the place, since his parents owned it, while the rest of us crashed in the main room in sleeping bags.

“Oh, yeah, and each day one of us gets to spend the night with the chick in the bedroom,” Jay added. “We’ll have a rotation based on the highest cards.”

“Sure.”

“Whatever.”

“Just get the cards and get this over with.”

Barry grabbed the old deck of cards from a drawer and began to shuffle them. He seemed to be doing a very thorough job but once he was done and placed the deck on a table Jay instructed him to cut the cards one more time, just to be sure. Then we lined up and picked a card off the top of the deck.

I was first and drew a Nine of Clubs, which made me feel pretty secure. I might not have the high card but I probably wasn’t going to get the dreaded low one.

Jay was next and drew a Queen of Diamonds. Todd pulled a Jack of Clubs, which left only Barry to determine the outcome of the contest. Now I was really nervous because I was still holding the low card but mathematically it seemed improbable that Barry wouldn’t draw something lower.

“Ace of Spades,” said Barry proudly as he showed the card all around. “Sorry dude. Your low man on the totem pole...or I guess I should say low woman.”

I wanted to make a run for it but there was nowhere to go. Of course freezing to death on the side of a mountain was probably a better fate than what awaited me inside the warm cabin but I had made a pledge, like everyone else, and I wasn’t the kind of guy who was going to fail to honor his word.

“Oh, fuck…” I sighed heavily. “Give me the damn pill.”


CHAPTER 2:

I couldn’t believe this was really happening to me. Nothing in my past should have led me to this moment, aside from being friends with a bunch of horny dudes who had access to a gender changing pill. It was the most humiliating experience of my life, and I hadn’t even taken the pill yet.

“Hey, I don’t have any girl’s clothes,” I pointed out, hoping that somehow that would let me off the hook on a technicality.

“Don’t worry, you won’t need any,” Jay smirked.

“I think there’s some crap that belongs to my mom and my sister up in the bedroom,” Barry suggested. “It might not fit too well but it’s better than nothing I guess.”

Wearing Barry’s mom’s clothing sounded like just another level of indignity piled on top of me, but his sister was pretty cute and I’d always had kind of a crush on her, although I had never acted upon it. The idea of wearing something of hers was at least a little kinky, although I had absolutely no idea whether we’d even be close to the same size.

Barry handed me the pill and I trudged up the stairs to the loft bedroom like a condemned man mounting the steps to the gallows. I thought about the “rotation” and realized that Barry would get first crack at me, then Jay and then Todd, and Barry would also be spending the first night with me in the bedroom. All things considered it could have been worse. Barry was a reasonable guy, and we had been buddies for ages. If I asked him not to fuck me he’d probably go along with it, although it wouldn’t be fair to cut him out, especially since he had drawn the high card.

I carefully broke the pill in half and stuck the other half in a zipper pocket in my backpack. I was going to need that, hopefully soon, and I couldn’t afford to let anything happen to it.

After waiting as long as I could I finally worked up the nerve to pop the thing in my mouth and washed it down with a drink of water from my canteen. When nothing seemed to be happening I felt a moment of joy. It sounded like Barry had been dragging that thing around for a long time so maybe it had expired. Of course it would be hard to convince the others that I hadn’t just thrown the pill out the window or something but I hoped my honorable reputation would see me through.

As it turned out I didn’t have to make up any excuses because a weird feeling ripped through my body and I doubled up, clutching my knees, and trying not vomit. Fortunately the feeling passed quickly enough and when I got back on my feet I could see myself in the mirror, and even with heavy clothing on it was obvious that I had changed radically.

I pulled off my sweatshirt, and the thermal “long John” undershirt I had beneath it and stared at my tits in the mirror. They were pretty fucking awesome. Not huge, but big enough, and they didn’t have that “fake boob” look that you tended to get with implants. I had honestly never dated a girl with tits that great and that gave me a weird sort of feeling of pride for some reason. In reality I should have been hoping that I was a total dog that no one would want to bang, but the fact that I was actually kind of pretty sort of went to my head.

I stripped off the rest of my clothes and examined myself a little more. I definitely had a sexy body, although I couldn’t really see my snatch until I turned around and bent over and looked over my shoulder. If I was going to be the public piece of ass I was certainly built for the job.

“Hey, are you alright in there?” I heard Barry say from outside the room.

“Yeah, I’m fine,” I replied in a strange girlish voice that must have at least indicated to Barry that I had gone through with the plan. “I’ll be done pretty soon.”

I decided to rummage around in the drawers and the closet looking for something to wear. There didn’t seem to be any underwear but I found a simple dress that I pulled on and it seemed to fit me pretty well. The cabin was warm enough, as long as the fire was going, and I didn’t plan on going outside for any reason so it was actually pretty comfortable to walk around with just the dress covering my naked body.

There was no point in prolonging the inevitable, and I knew I had to face the guys, so I just took a deep breath and headed down the stairs. I had expected laughter or catcalls or lewd jokes or something but the room was surprisingly quiet as I made my entrance.

“Holy shit, Dylan...is that really you?” asked Todd, breaking what I guess was the stunned silence.

“Yeah, it’s me,” I replied with a shrug.

“Fuck, dude, you’ve got a hell of a rack,” Jay commented. “I can’t wait to get my hands on those nice titties.”

“Okay Barry, you’re up to bat. Just don’t take too long. You get her for the whole night after all,” said Todd.

“God, we don’t have to rush anything,” said Barry.

“It’s okay,” I said. “The sooner we get started the sooner I get this shit over with.”

Barry and I went back upstairs and I got on all fours on the bed and hiked the bottom of my dress up so that my bare ass was exposed.

“Nothing personal but it’s probably easier if I don’t look at you while you’re doing it,” I explained.

I could feel Barry climbing on the bed behind me and then heard the sound of his pants being unfastened. I waited patiently and tried to let my mind go as blank as possible, which was really difficult when I felt the tip of his dick rubbing up against my gash.

“I’m sorry but I...I just can’t do it with you in that position wearing my mother’s dress,” said Barry as he slumped down on the side of the bed.

“Shit, this is your mom’s dress? I was hoping it belonged to Karen,” I said.

“Well thinking about my sister while I fuck you isn’t really a much better option. Would you mind just getting naked, or maybe putting a t-shirt on or something. I’m happy to do you from behind but the whole incest thing is freaking me out a little.”

“Yeah, okay,” I said as I got off the bed and took off the dress.

“Man, you are really beautiful,” said Barry.

“Thanks, but let’s get this over with if you don’t mind,” I said as I got back on my hands and knees on the bed.

Once again I felt Barry’s prick rubbing around my slit but he didn’t press inside for some reason. I was actually starting to get a little impatient because I didn’t want to drag this nightmare out any longer than necessary.

“What are you waiting for? Do what you got to do,” I said.

“Hey, I don’t want to do this if you really don’t want me to,” said Barry.

“Well of course I don’t want to do this but I gave my word,” I replied.

“I can’t speak for the others but I’m not going to fucking rape you. You’ve got to at least try to enjoy it.”

“How do you propose that I do that?” I shot back.

“Let my try something,” he said as he gently rolled me over so that I was lying on my back.

I could see the conflict written on his face. He was so close to pussy but he was too much of a friend, or a gentleman, to take advantage of it without a care. I really appreciated that and it made me relax a tiny little bit.

“Let’s just ease into it, shall we?” said Barry as he put a hand between my legs and began to rub my pussy.

It did feel better not to just rush in and that relaxed me even more. He just laid next to me and felt me up for a while and I tried not to look him in the eyes. When he stuck two fingers inside me I felt a little tingle down below.

“How does that feel?” asked Barry.

“Different,” I replied. “But definitely not bad.”

“Let me try this,” he said as he began to rub the hood of my clit with his thumb.

“Oh, wow...that’s...that’s really something,” I said in surprise.

“You know what they say...the way to a woman’s heart is through her clit,” he joked. “Not that I’m trying to get to your heart, but you know what I mean.”

“Yeah, I know what you mean,” I said, my voice sounding a little raspy.

“Do you like that?” asked Barry.

“Um...yeah,” I said nervously.

“Let me get a little more intense.”

By a “little more intense” he meant getting under the hood and stimulating my clitoris directly. When he touched it I felt for a moment like I was going to jump out of my skin. It was like stroking my dick, only a million times more sensitive.

“Oh...oh my…”

“Hey, I think you’re getting wet. That’s a good sign,” said Barry cheerfully. “Now don’t go anywhere.”

Barry moved around to the foot of the bed and opened my legs up even wider than they had been. Then to my dismay he buried his head in my muff and started to lick my pussy. I had pictured myself just being a cum dump for my buddies. Like a fancy sex doll for masturbating. It never crossed my mind that anyone would give a shit about what I was feeling, or that I could possibly feel anything other than shame and disgust. Barry was treating me more like I was a girlfriend or something, which I appreciated on one level, but I was disturbed by on another.

“Do you want me to fuck you?” asked Barry after getting me amazingly warmed up and primed for more.

“Yeah...I want you to fuck me Barry,” I replied as I wondered whether those were words I would regret for the rest of my life.


CHAPTER 3:

“I didn’t know you had such a big cock,” I commented once Barry had stopped going down on me and taken off all his clothes.

“It’s not that big,” he replied.

“Maybe not, but under the circumstances it looks like a telephone pole to me,” I said.

“Do you still want me to do you from behind?” he asked.

“It doesn’t matter now. I’m looking right at you with your big throbbing dick sticking out at me. Kind of hard to get that image out of my head.”

“I’ll try to be gentle,” said Barry as he climbed on the bed and got between my legs.

My pussy was well-lubricated by that point but I sort of wished that I had gotten lubricated with booze before starting this whole thing. Being drunk is usually a good excuse for any bad behavior but I wasn’t going to stop now. Barry had been super cool with me and he was obviously ready to take the plunge so I just lay there and let out a little yelp when he pressed his manhood into my box.

“Does it hurt?” he asked.

“No, not really. Just took me by surprise more than anything,” I assured him.

I was lying on my back, buck naked, in a bed, with one of my oldest and dearest friend’s cock inside me. It should have been the absolute worst experience in my life...but it wasn’t. It was actually kind of exciting. I was discovering what a woman felt when she was having sex. I’d always been curious about that, but I suppose most people are curious about what the other sex feels when they’re getting laid.

“Mmmmm...mmmmm yes,” I purred.

“I hope that means you like it,” said Barry.

“Oooooooooooo,” was all I offered in reply.

Barry’s big dick was starting to feel really good inside me. It even started to feel silly to me that I had been so worried about doing this. So what if he was a friend? He knew I didn’t have a choice in this. He knew that there was nothing gay or effeminate about me. I drew the low card so I was taking one for the team. And if it always felt this good it might not actually be the worst way to pass the time. At least I’d get to sleep in the bed every night.

“Oh, God...dude...I think...I think...I think you’re making me cum!” I suddenly squealed.

“Awesome,” Barry replied with a grin. “You’re going to make me cum soon too.”

I couldn’t believe how fucking amazing it was to have a female orgasm. When Barry was eating me out and rubbing my clit I thought that was probably about as good as it could get but he had taken me to an even higher level of ecstasy.

“Should I pull out?” asked Barry when he was close to finishing.

“Hell, I’m only going to be a girl for a couple of days so I don’t think you can knock me up,” I replied.

“I just thought...maybe you didn’t like the idea of it,” Barry replied.

“It’s cool. Go for it man.”

It was awfully nice of Barry to ask for permission to cum inside me I thought, but he had been awfully nice throughout the whole process. I wondered if I would have been as nice if the situation was reversed.

When Barry started to ejaculate I found the experience surprisingly satisfying. It wasn’t so much a physical feeling as an emotional one but it definitely made me happy. After he finished he just pulled out and sat on the side of the bed breathing heavily.

“I really hope you enjoyed it as much as you seemed to,” he said.

“I did...thanks to you. I appreciate the way you handled the situation,” I replied as I reached over and put my hand on top of his.

“Should I send the next guy up?” he asked a bit apprehensively.

“Give me about ten minutes. And tell him to bring me a beer,” I replied.

“I ah...guess I’ll be seeing you again tonight,” said Barry after he got his clothes back on.

“I guess so,” I replied.

“See you later then,” he said as he started out of the room.

“Yeah, later.”

Once he was gone I just stretched out on the bed and looked up at the ceiling. That had really been an incredible experience. I had prepared for the worst but Barry had turned the whole thing around so that it ended up being great instead of terrible. It was a side of Barry that I’d never seen before, but of course I’d never been a girl before so I was bound to experience a lot of things differently.

The important thing was that I had discovered how good it could feel to have sex as a woman. I had to use that to my advantage. If I just lay there as a limp fuck puppet it would be a pretty lame experience for everybody so why not make the best of it? I had the only pussy in a house full of men desperate to get laid. That made me a pretty valuable commodity at the moment.

I wondered what Barry was telling the guys downstairs. I knew they’d all be pressing him for information. I knew what my friends were like and how they talked about women but it was kind of strange suddenly being one of the women they were probably talking about. Well, there was nothing I could do about that so there was no reason to worry about it I figured. There was really nothing to do but relax and wait for the next appointment.


CHAPTER 4:

“I see you’re all ready for action,” said Jay as he began to strip out of his clothes.

Jay had drawn the second highest card and seemed very anxious to cut to the chase. I had decided there was no point in getting dressed again so I had just been waiting for him naked on the bed.

He was the most athletic of the group and not surprisingly had a rather well-developed and muscular body. He was also very much a take charge kind of guy and his whole alpha male vibe kind of scared me a little. Barry had been very sweet and supportive but I had a feeling that Jay was going to be much more aggressive. That was just his nature I suppose but I had never confronted it as a naked girl before. I suddenly felt kind of small and helpless.

Jay had brought me my beer, as requested, but he had just set it down on the dresser when he came in and hadn’t bothered to actually hand it to me. I felt like I really needed a drink at that moment but I realized I should have asked for something stronger.

“Man, you turned out all right didn’t you?” said Jay as he hopped on the bed beside me and started casually fondling my breasts. “We’re going to have some fun baby.”

I really couldn’t help but be impressed by his body and even his somewhat cocky demeanor. I didn’t want to be but I was. I had always tried to be a nice guy and a gentlemen where women were concerned but men like Jay seemed to get all the tail they wanted almost effortlessly, even if they acted like total jerks sometimes. I never could figure that out but I had a feeling I was going to get an education in that area rather quickly.

When Jay stuck a finger in my mouth I started sucking it basically because I didn’t know what else to do. No one had ever stuck a finger in my mouth before.

“Yeah, you learn quickly don’t you?” said Jay and I knew he was thinking about sticking something much bigger in my mouth than just his finger.

With his free hand he moved my hand so that it was touching his very big and very hard cock and I took hold of it. With his dick in my hand and his finger in my mouth it just reinforced the oral sex implication even more and I wondered what a cock would taste like.

“I’ll bet you can’t wait to get that big slab of meat inside you,” said Jay and I hated to admit it but he was probably right.

Usually after I’d gotten my rocks off I was totally ready to think about something other than sex for a while but it seemed to be kind of different being female and not needing an erection. I was sure there was a limit to my endurance but I certainly was nowhere near that point yet. Barry had totally gotten me off like a stud but that only made me feel even more horny.

I lay on my back and opened my legs but Jay had other ideas. He flipped me over so that I was lying face down on the mattress and then yanked on my hips so that my butt was up in the air and I was resting on my knees.

“You got a nice little booty, too” said Jay as he slapped my butt a couple of times. “That pill really gave you the whole package.”

Then he got up right behind me, but he was standing on top of the bed kind of crouching over me. Suddenly he poked his rod deep inside me and pulled it right back out again and it made me yelp. He gave my ass another smack and proceeded to dive in and out of me a few more times. When he finally stopped toying with me and began to thrust in earnest I let out a sigh of relief and let the warmth of being stuffed roll over me.

“You really like being a girl, I can tell,” Jay chuckled.

“Just trying to make the best of a bad situation,” I replied.

“I can tell how much you’re enjoying this,” Jay snapped back. “Bet you\re glad you drew the low card now.”

I wouldn’t go quite that far, I thought, but I didn’t regret it as much as I thought I would, or should regret it. Barry had made me enjoy it by putting me at ease and not making me feel ashamed for what I was doing. Barry wanted to make sure that I wanted him to fuck me but Jay just already knew that I did, which was infuriating...but hot at the same time. There was just something about him that made me putty in his hands.

“You might want to bite down on a pillow if you don’t want everyone to hear you screaming,” Jay suggested.

“I don’t think that will be necessary,” I replied, as I pulled a pillow a little closer to my face just in case.

Getting fucked by Jay was similar to getting fucked by Barry but different too in some ways. Jay was about the same length, I would guess, but a little thicker, but the position we were in seemed to allow him to penetrate me a bit deeper. He was also poking at me from a different angle. And of course the position itself was very submissive and the way he was hovering over my backside, humping me like an animal, made me feel ultra feminine. This was how nature intended for people to fuck and it seemed like a pretty good plan to me.

“Oh, God...oh, God…” I started to whimper.

“Hell, if I had you all to myself I’ll bet I could make you my bitch before the snow cleared. You’d be so addicted to my cock you’d never want to take the other half of that pill,” Jay grunted.

My fingers were digging into the blanket so hard I thought I might cut a hole in it. I felt my head spinning and my body squirming. Worst of all I was so afraid that Jay was right. The dude had some serious sexual magnetism. I wondered if I’d ever be able to look at him the same way again but I certainly could begin to see why he got so much pussy. Hell, he had even fucked Barry’s sister Karen, who was kind of my dream girl. It wasn’t any big thing but I was always jealous of the fact that he had gotten his dick inside her sweet pussy while I just fantasized about it. Then I realized how crazy it was that he was probably fucking me the way he used to fuck Karen and I felt completely emasculated. I wondered whether she squealed and squirmed as much as I did as his massive cock plowed into her tight little body. Shit, I had probably even tried on some of her clothing. Was it possible that I would rather be Karen than be with her? That made my head spin even more than before.

Before I knew it I was biting down on the pillow to muffle my screams. That bastard knew exactly what I was going to do and what he had to do to make me do it. I felt weak and defeated but I also felt so good physically that I couldn’t really be too bummed out about realizing what a sissy I was.

Jay didn’t ask for permission he just put a steaming hot load of jizz in my snatch and then pulled out and came over and stood next to the bed pointing his dick at my face.

“Why don’t you lick a little off just to get the taste of it?” he suggested.

I stuck my tongue out and he shoved his cock even closer to my face and soon I was licking the sticky residue from his dick.

“Good girl,” he said softly as he watched the last shreds of my manhood disappearing. “That’s just a sample. I’ve got plenty more for you when you’re ready for it.”

He left me kind of a quivering wreck on the bed and I knew he could do pretty much anything he wanted with me from now on. I thought about drinking my beer but I really didn’t have the energy to get up and walk across the room at the moment. Plus I think I didn’t really want to spoil the taste of cum that was lingering on my tongue. Something about licking his prick was humiliatingly hot.

One more cock to go and my first round would be done for the day. All this fucking certainly made the time fly by. I wondered what in the world I’d do with myself while waiting for round two.


CHAPTER 5:

I don’t want to demean Todd by not going into graphic detail about our first fuck but there really wasn’t anything all that special about it one way or the other. He came in the room, he stuck his dick in me, and he shot his wad. It was fun, and if I hadn’t just fucked two other guys I’m sure I would have been a lot more excited about it but for someone who had just become a girl my pussy had been getting quite a workout and I felt like I needed a break.

At first I thought I would feel totally embarrassed by having all of my friends see me naked and exposed but it struck me that they weren’t really seeing me, at least as they knew me, they were seeing some strange girl they had just met. On the other hand I had seen all of them naked and exposed and I held their egos in the palm of my hand. Sure they could tease me later about being a sissy but I knew their bedroom secrets. I knew who had the biggest dick and who was the best lay. I knew that all three of them wanted to believe that they were God’s gift to womanhood but they couldn’t bullshit me because I knew the truth.

That was a lot of power, I realized. Nobody wanted a pretty girl, even a temporary one, to impugn their cocksmanship. Praise from me would have them walking on air but a public rebuke would be crushing. Not that I planned to rebuke anyone but it was a powerful defense mechanism I had at my disposal if anyone really got to be a jerk with me over this whole girly thing.

After finally downing my beer I decided to go down and mingle with the boys. I was curious to see what sort of reaction I would get. I also decided not to wear the dress again and dug up something a little more enticing. Since the Bronson family usually used the cabin in warmer weather there were some outfits that were definitely not designed to be worn in the snow but that would serve my purposes nicely.

I found a pair of jeans shorts that were cut off so much there really wasn’t much you could call legs left, which was fine with me. I managed to squeeze into those pretty easily. I also found a pink top, that I knew had to belong to Karen, and with a little more effort I managed to squeeze into that as well. My tits were definitely bigger than hers, which I actually felt kind of turned on by for some reason. It was a short top that exposed my midriff, but that was also fine with me. With my boobs practically bursting at the seams, and my nipples firmly outlined through the fabric, I knew that I would be kind of distracting, which was just what I was hoping for.

I was a sex kitten, there was no denying that, so why shouldn’t I look the part? I only existed as a woman for the express purpose of serving the sexual needs of my buddies. And I knew these guys, and knew the kind of ribbing I might get if I acted all sullen and moody. I’d be an easy target to poke fun at but if I totally owned this thing, and acted like I was really the winner, it would confuse them and throw them off guard. They had all gotten a taste of what I had to offer and I knew they didn’t want to do anything to mess that up now.

As I headed for the stairs I realized that I had the sperm of all three of my friends swishing around inside me. If I could get pregnant somehow I’d have no way of knowing who the baby’s father was without a DNA test. That was possibly the weirdest thing that had popped into my mind so far, which was saying a lot. The idea that any one of my pals could be the father of my child was almost too much to comprehend, although it was hard to shake that thought from my mind as I appeared before them filled to overflowing with their manly essence.

This time I got the whistles I expected last time and all three of the boys gave me a spirited round of applause. I started to bow and then quickly changed it into a little curtsy, which seemed more appropriate under the circumstances.

I had wondered how they would treat me and I soon discovered that I was the belle of the ball. Even though I was about as sure a thing as you could get I guess their old male instincts just kicked in and they treated me like gold, practically falling all over themselves to see to my comfort or impress me in some way. It was kind of silly but it was cute as hell I thought. I’d been on the other side of this fence and I knew a man would jump through hoops of fire for a pretty girl, it just surprised me that they accepted me as a girl so quickly and completely. Even Jay, who was all alpha male swagger in the bedroom, and talking about making me his bitch, was acting like a lovesick puppy, which kind of amused me.

I was sure that hot girls had all sorts of problems that I knew nothing about but it was starting to seem like a pretty sweet gig to me. All I had to do was let the boys fuck me when it was their turn and since they were all decent-looking and had nice cocks that wasn’t exactly torture if it meant getting treated like a goddess.

As I looked around the room I let my imagination wander a bit and tried to picture what it would be like starting a family with each of my buds. The sex would probably be great with Jay, and our kids would no doubt be very athletic, assuming they inherited his genes in that regard, but he seemed like a dude that would cheat all the time and get bored with a wife pretty quickly. I had a feeling Karen could confirm that if I asked her.

Todd would likely be the best provider. He was ambitious and good with money and already drove a nice car and had all kinds of business opportunities. He was also probably the most handsome facially, but I didn’t really know him as well as I knew the other two.

Barry would no doubt be the easiest to live with since we liked a lot of the same things and had the same sense of humor. And he was very smart and a really good guy who would take his responsibilities seriously.

It was a stupid thing to be thinking about but they were all treating me like they wanted to win me over so it was kind of interesting to contemplate whether any of them actually had a shot, if I were really a woman. Plus they were all pumping a shitload of semen into me so it was hard not to make that whole mating connection.

Apparently I was absolved from all non-sexual chores so dinner was served to me, and the dishes were cleaned, and I didn’t have to freeze my ass off getting wood from the shed. Pretty girl perks were especially nice out in the wild I thought.

After dinner there was some debate about whether spending the night with me counted as the second screw or was bonus banging. The argument seemed to be that spending the night with me would presumably allow for multiple acts of fornication but since we hadn’t spelled that out in detail there was also a degree of risk involved in that I might just want to go to sleep and the dude would be shit out of luck. I assured them that I would be completely open-minded about the situation but I would need to feel motivated.

That made for a whole new test of masculine prowess that seemed to appeal to the guys. Nobody wanted to admit the possibility that I would turn down the chance to be penetrated by them all night long and made their courting of me all the more meaningful.

The vote was unanimous, with me abstaining, which meant that Barry would have to wait for his second turn while I finished up with Jay and Todd. Barry looked a little bummed so I went over and whispered in his ear.

“Don’t worry, you won’t be disappointed,” I told him.

And I meant it. I would probably be perfectly happy just curling up with him and keeping warm while we got a good night’s sleep but I was happy to show my appreciation for the way he treated me earlier.

Now I just had to get back to business and earn my exalted status.


CHAPTER 6:

“Okay honey...you know what I want,” said Jay as he stood near the bed and whipped out his cock.

I did know exactly what he wanted and I had been thinking about it all night long. Ever since he stuck his finger in my mouth I knew that Jay expected me to blow him. All of the guys probably wanted me to blow them but Jay actually just took it for granted that I would do it. Once again the arrogance was infuriating but hard to resist. There was just something about that man that made me want to submit to his will.

Obediently I went over and got on my knees in front of him. Then I just looked up at his eyes and I knew there was no way I was getting out of it.

“I don’t know how to do this,” I said softly. “Don’t get upset if it’s not what you’re used to.”

“That’s all right baby, I don’t expect anything special from you,” said Jay as he rubbed his hard dick all over my face. “You just do the best you can.”

The scent of his cock drove me wild. I don’t know if it was pheromones, or whatever, but it was like the sexiest thing I had ever smelled. I was used to being with girls who smelled pretty and perfumed but I could see the appeal of a musky, manly scent. It was so raw and primal and I could feel myself getting totally aroused as I took his massive tool in my hand and started to stroke it.

The more I stroked it the more I wanted to suck it but it was just too damn big to try and cram down my throat all at once. I let my tongue come out and licked his shaft a bit and then the head of his penis. What the hell was wrong with me? Was my manhood really so easily dispensable? Did all my years of being a straight dude mean nothing? Shouldn’t I fight or protest or at least pretend to be offended by the idea? Of course what would be the point of that? Jay knew I wanted to suck his cock so I just opened my mouth and started sucking.

“That’s it baby, that’s good,” said Jay as he put a hand on my head. “You learn so quickly. You just know what you’re supposed to do.”

Jay’s power was astonishing to me. Not because he was so much physically stronger than I was but because he could bend me to his will so easily. He wasn’t being mean, or intimidating, or threatening but he made me want to submit to him. That scared me a little, but not the act of submission itself but rather the way it turned me on. Downstairs Jay was basically just one of the guys but upstairs he was more like my master.

“Good girl...suck it...suck that big hard cock baby,” Jay almost snarled.

“Did Karen suck your cock?” I suddenly blurted out, pulling his dick out of my mouth for a moment.

“Who?” he asked.

“Karen Bronson. Barry’s sister,” I reminded him.

“Fuck yeah she sucked my cock...but not like you baby. You’ve got a natural gift for it,” he replied.

That made me happy for some stupid reason and I resumed giving him head. Why was I always trying to compare myself to Karen Bronson? I was in her family’s cabin, and wearing her clothes, and blowing a guy she used to go out with so I suppose it wasn’t that odd that I was thinking about her, I guess what I was really thinking was that I never worked up the nerve to even flirt with her and Jay had shoved his cock down her throat. That made me think that I was much better as her rival than her suitor.

I never did get a whole lot of his prick down my throat but he busted his nut in my mouth and I managed to get most all of his cum down without seriously gagging. I got a pat on the head and some kind words for my effort and then Jay zipped up and took off. I had given my first blowjob and actually enjoyed it, even the swallowing part, although it wasn’t the tastiest treat I’d ever had by any means. It was sexy, and kind of convenient, as I didn’t even take my clothes off, and Jay was done pretty quick.

My second time with Todd was solid but unspectacular again. It wasn’t really anything that he did wrong or didn’t do right but I just didn’t feel any sparks with him. Honestly I don’t think he was into it as much as the other two guys, but I might just be projecting that because he had fucked me twice and hadn’t made me cum yet. Some guys like the thrill of the chase and not having to work for it might take some of the fun out of the conquest. Hell, I don’t know. In any case the deck was clear and Barry was coming to spend the night with me, which I was looking forward to very much.


CHAPTER 7:

When Barry arrived he brought with him a partially full bottle of wine and two glasses. Obviously he couldn’t bring me flowers or a box of candy but I had a feeling that he would have had it been possible.

“I thought we might want to, I don’t know, just chill out a little bit first?” Barry suggested.

“That’s sounds lovely,” I replied.

Barry poured the wine and we sat on the bed together drinking it. Barry seemed surprisingly nervous for someone who had already fucked me and licked my pussy earlier that day but I figured the wine might steady his nerves a little.

“Sorry that I’m wearing your sister’s clothes...at least I assume these are your sister’s clothes,” I said.

“That’s okay. You’re the only woman that I’m thinking about right now,” he replied.

“Did you ever imagine we’d be in a crazy situation like this?” I asked.

“Never. I figured that pill was going to stay in my wallet until it fell apart,” said Barry.

“I’m glad it didn’t.”

“Really?”

“Yes, really. I’m not ashamed to say that I’m finding this experience to be surprisingly enjoyable. I guess it’s a good thing you chickened out and didn’t invade the girl’s locker room.”

“Actually it was my friend that chickened out first but I wasn’t going to go by myself,” Barry admitted.

“Probably for the best,” I said. “I think you might have gotten into a lot of trouble if you got caught.”

“Yeah, it was a pretty stupid idea,” said Barry with a shrug.

“Do you like me Barry? I mean do you like me as a girl?” I suddenly asked.

“Of course I do,” he replied. “I like you either way, I just like certain aspects of you as a girl a little more.”

I leaned over and kissed him on the lips. It was sweet, but not too passionate. I just looked at him and felt like kissing him I guess. Oddly enough it was the first time I had kissed a man on the lips. I had kissed Jay’s cock a few times but kissing had never entered the equation with anyone until now. I think Barry liked it because a moment later he was kissing me and this time it was for real.

“Believe me when I tell you that I’m never going to take you for granted or treat you like a whore. You deserve so much better than that,” said Barry as he looked very deeply into my eyes.

“Do I really though?” I asked. “I mean I’m not really a woman. Yes, right now, I’m obviously in a woman’s body, but it’s not real or lasting. Maybe it’s better that you do just think of me as a whore. Someone you rented to pass the time until the snow clears.”

“I suppose you’re right but I don’t feel that way,” said Barry. “How do you feel about me?”

“Dude, you’re awesome! You are so cut out to be a kick ass boyfriend but you’re barking up the wrong tree with me. In a couple of days I’ll be a guy and I’ll never be a girl again. There’s no future, there’s only now, so let’s not complicate things and just make love while we can,” I said as I pulled off my shirt and tossed it aside.

I was going to say “fuck” but it came out as “make love” for some reason. I think Barry kind of wanted to hear that and I kind of wanted to say it. Getting fucked had been great but I was feeling in the mood for something a little more romantic and Barry was the man for that job.

Taking of my shirt was like ringing a dinner bell. I knew he’d take the invitation and go right for my jugs, which he did. I certainly would have had I been in his place. Tits were heavy but man were they wonderful. It’s like you never knew how big a guy’s dick was until you saw him naked, but boobs were just right out there all the time for everyone to see. I didn’t know how real girls felt about it but I sure knew how much guys were impressed by nice titties so I was extremely proud of my rack.

It was also fun to have my boobs played with. I had never been sure about that. Some girls seemed to like it when you groped their tits and some seemed pretty bored by the whole affair. The nipples were definitely the best part to have manipulated but a little all-around squeezing was kind of hot too. It was good to know that hooters weren’t just decorative.

After Barry had messed around with my globes for a while I pulled off his shirt and we did some serious topless necking. Kissing was really enjoyable, especially when you were rolling around pressing your bare skin against someone else’s. Barry tried to get his hand down my shorts but they were just too fucking tight so I had to wiggle out of them while he took off his own pants.

That led to some more kissing and rolling around on the bed and now Barry could easily get his hands between my legs, at least when I stopped moving enough to let him do so.

“I’ll suck your cock tonight if you want me to,” I whispered in his ear while he fingered me.

“Really? I never imagined that would be an option,” he replied.

“Does that make me a slut?” I asked.

“No, that makes you the perfect woman,” he said with a laugh.

“I’ll do it later, I promise, but I want your cock in my pussy first,” I said as I swung over on top of him and mounted his raging hard on.

“Whatever you say dear,” Barry kind of mumbled.

That was kind of the difference between Barry and Jay in a nutshell. Barry wasn’t a wimp but he obviously wasn’t threatened by my being aggressive, and he certainly appreciated whatever I had to offer. With Jay in the bedroom he was the boss and I was his bitch. What he wanted he got. What he gave I took. I already knew that he was going to fuck me in the ass and had started looking around for something to use as a lubricant. Which did I prefer? I didn’t have a clue yet.

“I love the way your boobs bounce up and down as you ride me,” Barry commented once I was up to good speed.

“It’s a pretty freaky thing to experience for the first time,” I replied.

“You look so beautiful right now.”

“I doubt that,” I scoffed. “I’ve got ratty hair and no makeup and with no electricity we can’t run the space heater in here so it’s kind of chilly. Although the cold makes my nipples really hard.”

“So I noticed,” said Barry with a grin. “But you do look beautiful. You look really happy.”

“I am really happy. I like bouncing up and down on your hard dick and I like the way you stare at my big boobs and I like kissing you, so let’s do it some more.” I said as I leaned way forward and kissed him while I kept riding without really missing a beat.

“God...I could fall in love with you so easily,” said Barry between kisses.

“Dude, don’t even think it. I’m just some slutty bitch that everyone gets to pass around for their pleasure. If you get all gooey on me I won’t give you your blowjob,” I said rather urgently.

“Sorry. I don’t usually make love to women who don’t want any kind of a commitment.”

“Well you save that for someone who’s worthy of it, and who can make a real commitment to you in return. You deserve that,” I said.

I sat upright again and bounced away and tried not to think about Barry as a boyfriend and just concentrated on how fun it was to be on top. I had so much control this way which was really incredible. As I built up to an orgasm Barry and I tried to cum at the same time but we didn’t quite manage it. It was close enough anyway so we both were quite happy to dive under the covers and snuggle up right away.

Whether it was the shared body heat or the shared carnal bliss I had never felt better simply lying in bed before. I had certainly slept with women before but it felt different somehow pressing my naked female body against Barry while we made light pillow talk. It just felt...right, like something I could do for the rest of my life and be quite happy.

Although it seemed like kind of a waste of our night together we were both just so snug and warm that we decided to just stay under the blankets and talk until we fell asleep. Of course we touched each other and kissed a lot too, and I promised Barry he’d get his BJ in the morning, so we spent a really beautiful night together without any further copulation.


CHAPTER 8:

“Good morning,” I said cheerfully as I pulled Barry’s cock from my mouth and smiled sweetly at him.

“Good morning,” he replied, rubbing the sleep from his eyes. “How long have you been...ah...doing that?”

“Just started,” I replied. “Hope you don’t mind.”

“Not at all. You can wake me up like that anytime you like,” he said with a grin as he stretched his arms.

I almost made a joke about how that would be gay but I didn’t want to spoil the mood so I just put his dick back in my mouth and resumed sucking him off.

It did make me wonder whether I would have gay feelings after I had turned back into a man. Was this newfound fondness for cock just the natural result of being turned female or was there something deeper inside me that I never realized? Would I be horrified by the memories of what I had done as a girl or inspired to explore my sexuality? There was no way to know for sure until I changed back to male so there really wasn’t any point in worrying about it too much now.

Barry looked like the happiest man in the world, which made me very happy, but I knew it couldn’t last. I had no idea how long we’d be snowed in but eventually I was going to have to take that other half of the pill and go back to my real life. It was pretty obvious that Barry had a crush on me, which was so flattering, but I didn’t want him to have a broken heart when this whole thing was done.

“So is this the first time you’ve done this?” Barry asked, catching me by surprise.

“Oh, baby, you don’t want to ask that do you?” I replied.

“I think I just got the answer,” he said rather sadly.

“Look, I want to be honest with you,” I said as I temporarily stopped sucking and scrambled up to lie next to him. “I did it with Jay.”

“Why doesn’t that surprise me?” said Barry.

“Honey, Jay is just...very aggressive,” I said. “He kind of does what he wants.”

“That prick,” Barry muttered under his breath.

“Now don’t be like that,” I protested. “We’re all friends here. You popped my cherry, that’s more important isn’t it? It’s actually good that I had a chance to practice. I really want to give you a great blowjob.”

“He treated my sister like crap.”

“Oh yeah?”

“I warned her that he was a total player but she was crazy about him for some reason. She stayed with him even though she knew he was cheating on her, at least until she caught him screwing her best friend,” said Barry.

“Wow, that sucks,” I said.

It’s funny but I knew all of this in my mind already. I’m not sure I would have predicted the part about the best friend but it didn’t surprise me. The really funny thing was that I totally understood why Karen would stick with him even though she knew he was being unfaithful. Jay just had that “it” factor that made you want him even though you knew he wasn’t good for him. It was like a drug habit that was hard to kick. You wanted the buzz even though you knew you would come down hard later.

“Don’t get all worked up, baby. You just relax and let me take care of you. We can’t leave you hanging with a half-finished BJ,” I said with a smile.

I crawled back down to his crotch and resumed giving him head. I couldn’t believe Barry was really jealous because I had sucked Jay’s cock first, but men are very competitive and I guess he was kind of hoping that it was something special I’d do for him that I wouldn’t do for anyone else. It didn’t make a bit of sense, really, but Barry obviously felt kind of possessive towards me which was sweet, but foolish.

When Barry started to ejaculate in my mouth I kept my eyes locked on his as I swallowed every drop of his sticky breakfast shake. That’s when I got a little scared because I felt butterflies in my stomach when I saw that look of aching desire in his eyes and I had a feeling he was seeing the same thing in mine.

In any case that was the end of our “sleepover” and soon Jay would be coming to do whatever he was planning to do to me but first I was going to eat breakfast. My stomach may have been full of butterflies and cum but I was really hankering for something a little more filling.


CHAPTER 9:

“Uh...what’s the rope for dude?” I asked Jay, as if I didn’t already know.

“I thought you might want to try being tied up, just to spice things up a little,” Jay replied.

We had only fucked one time, and I had sucked his cock one time, so it seemed hard to imagine that we needed to “spice” things up already but as with all things Jay I knew that he knew I would go for it.

“Where do you want me?” I asked.

Jay walked over to me and pulled my top off. He then squeezed my boobs a little and pinched my nipples kind of hard. I just stood there feeling both aroused and ashamed of my arousal. He took my shorts off next and felt me up between the legs. When he stuck a finger in my ass I tried not to laugh when I saw the startled look on his face. I had found some lube and thoroughly prepared my ass before Jay came up to the bedroom which caught him totally by surprise.

“Good girl! You can read my mind,” said Jay, recovering his composure quickly.

We just stood there for a bit while he finger fucked my asshole and I had to admit that I liked it a lot more than I thought I would. When he was ready Jay took me to the foot of the bed and tied my wrists to the bedposts, which spread my arms pretty wide. Then he positioned my legs so that I was completely bent over in the middle. It wasn’t the most comfortable position to be in but it sure was arousing.

I could hear Jay undressing behind me and tried to turn my head to look but it was impossible in my current position. A few moments later I felt a sharp slap on my butt and knew that he must be ready for action. I wondered how many other girls Jay had tied up. I wondered whether he had tied up Karen. I couldn’t even begin to imagine how pissed off Barry would be if he knew Jay tied up his sister and ass fucked her. Then I realized he’d probably be even more pissed off if he knew that Jay was doing it to me.

When Jay grabbed my hips I braced myself for the impact of his penetration but he surprised me by sticking his dick in my pussy.

“I just want to get you warmed up and ready,” he explained as he drilled my snatch and spanked me a few more times along the way.

Say what you will about Jay at least he was a man with a plan. I was kind of used to awkward fumbling around sex. I had always been kind of shy about suggesting different positions or trying new techniques. I was usually just happy that I was getting laid at all so I didn’t want to rock the boat. There was none of that about Jay. He wasn’t shy about anything and he obviously had a wealth of experience to draw on. It was certainly easier to be the canvass than the painter I thought.

When Jay suddenly pulled out I knew what was coming next and tried to relax, which wasn’t easy, but it had been a good idea to start vaginally. I felt the tip of his dick poking at my asshole and a moment later it pressed in.

“Ohhhhhhh,” I kind of gasped.

“Not too bad is it?”

I just shook my head no and he pressed in a little deeper.

“Ohhhhhhhh, fuuuuuuuuuuck,” I moaned this time.

“Should I gag you?” asked Jay.

“I don’t know...maybe...let’s see what happens,” I said nervously.

Jay pushed a little deeper and I bit my lip and felt tears building up in my eyes. A gag was probably a good idea, because I had a feeling I was going to scream, but on the other hand I wanted to be able to tell him to stop if it became too unpleasant.

Jay just worked his cock in and out of my ass for a little while, going deeper sometimes, and not as deep other times. His prick was big and my ass was tight but somehow he seemed to be fitting it up in there.

I thought about Karen again and decided that she had probably never let him do anything like this to her but that was probably just my virginal boyhood crush talking. I always pictured her as sweet and innocent but she had a thing for Jay so she probably got tied up and took it up the ass just like me. Hell, I’ll bet my mom had probably done some crazy shit back in the day. I’d seen pictures of her back in college and she was quite the looker. There were probably lots of blue-haired old grandmothers who had snorted rails of cocaine off some guy’s dick and had lesbian orgies in their sorority house. All kinds of people have all kinds of sex. I was the living proof of that. I was a man who took a drug to turn female and was tied to a bed while one of my buddies rammed his cock up my ass. I’m pretty sure that nobody who knew me would ever imagine I’d be in such a situation but here I was.

After a while I felt pretty comfortable with his dick in my anus and I kind of zoned out mentally. Mercifully Jay never stuck it all the way in but he was beginning to fuck my ass more like he fucked my pussy. Being tied up was kind of kinky but I sort of wished that I had a hand free to rub my clit because I think that would have triggered an insane orgasm.

I moaned a lot, and I cried a little, but I didn’t actually scream, which was probably just as well because the last thing I needed was Barry rushing into the room trying to be my savior or something.

“Maybe I should leave you this way for Todd,” Jay joked after he had pulled out and put his clothes back on.

“I don’t think that’s such a great idea,” I said. “And I’m getting rope burns on my wrists.”

“Well we don’t want that,” said Jay as he released me from my bondage. “I’m probably going to want to tie you up again tonight.”

It was Jay’s turn to spend the night with me and I could only imagine what he might come up with. At least I knew I wouldn’t have to worry about him falling in love with me. It was weird how differently Barry and Jay treated me and yet I was drawn to both of them. I had a strong feeling that it was going to be difficult to leave all this behind when the time came. Of course I wanted to get back to my normal life but this weird sexual carousel I was riding was a powerful force on my brain. I had no idea how I was going to feel once I got off the ride but I had a feeling that my transition back to manhood wasn’t going to be all smooth sailing.


CHAPTER 10:

You want to know how to be really popular? Volunteer to be a sex slave to three horny young men. It was quite an ego boost but it was not without its perils. As the time went by jealousy became more of a factor and I increasingly had to prevent the boys from coming to blows over me. Usually there wasn’t any real argument involved it was just a matter of everyone wanting exclusive access to me or feeling that they had somehow been shortchanged.

“Listen you assholes, if you keep this up I’m taking the other half of the pill and you can go fuck a snowman,” I’d warn them and that always calmed things down.

Then came the day that Jay returned from visiting the old man with the news that the road would soon be clear and we could all go home. There was a great sense of relief but also a little tinge of sadness because it meant our sex party was coming to an end. I have to admit that even I was a little sad about giving up my female identity. Although I had only been a woman for a few days it really felt so natural and instinctive to me now.

Barry took it the hardest. He was head-over-heels in love with me by this time and it broke my heart to see him so sad. Despite trying hard not to I had certainly developed some pretty strong feelings for him as well but I needed to downplay that in order to help him get over me.

Before we left I suggested one final fling for the road. We’d all get naked in the main room and I’d take on all three of the guys at the same time. I think I really wanted some kind of a grand finale to have a sense of closure about the thing and I also wanted Barry to see me as just a slutty piece of ass. I knew he didn’t like the idea of the other two men fucking me but I thought that maybe if they all gang-banged me it would knock some of the stars from his eyes. None of them wanted to share me with the other two but no one wanted to be left out either so I got them all lined up in the nude in front of me and started to work their shafts.

At first I just stood there stroking two dicks at a time and then switching it up so that all three got serviced. Then I got on my knees and jerked off two cocks while I sucked on a third.

“Oh, man I sure am going to miss this.”

“You’re the best baby.”

“Fuck yeah!”

It was hard not to get a little emotional because I wasn’t only saying goodbye to their beautiful cocks I was saying goodbye to my fabulous tits and pussy. Goodbye to the attention and adulation. Goodbye to the best few days of my life.

After giving everyone a couple of rounds with their dick in my mouth I called a halt to the proceedings and went and fetched three slips of paper which I put in a bowl.

“All right guys we’re going to end this the way it began. Each of you draws a paper from the bowl. You’ll know what to do.”

Jay went first and drew a slip with the word “pussy” written on it. Then Barry drew one marked “mouth” which left Todd with my ass. Jay went and lay on the floor and had me sit down on his cock. Once we were situated Todd squatted down and stuck his prick in my lubricated ass. Barry kind of hesitated and I was afraid he was going to bail.

“Come on baby, I want you in my mouth,” I said.

I guess when the woman you love says she wants you in her mouth it’s hard to turn her down, even if she’s already got two other guys in her snatch and her anus. And then we fucked. It was the perfect symbolic way to end our relationship but a lot harder to actually accomplish than it looked like in all the triple penetration porn videos. Fortunately they all had pretty substantial rods so it made it a little easier to keep them all inside me at once than it probably would have been with less well-hung participants.

Testosterone fest that it was no one wanted to be the puss who shot his wad first but I guess my tight ass was too much for Todd and he fell by the wayside. Since I was looking for symbolism it really couldn’t have gotten any better than having both Barry and Jay stuffing me with their cocks while competing to demonstrate who had the most stamina. I have to admit that I helped Barry a little by periodically taking his dick out of my mouth so that I could swear or moan or something and by doing so they both managed to finish at basically the same time.

Aside from being a really impressive physical accomplishment the feeling of two men ejaculating into me simultaneously was one of the most exquisite things I had ever known. If I were a real woman Barry could win my heart but Jay could own my pussy. It was a complicated relationship and probably better that it was now over for good.

After I cleaned up and took the pill and dressed in my male clothes again we all just got in the car and drove home. Nobody really said much of anything except that we were all starving for some junk food and stopped at a Burger King along the way.


CHAPTER 11:

It felt good to be home but not so good to be male. It wasn’t like the pill erased my memories and it was hard to stop thinking about all the things I’d done. I had worried that I might be filled with shame when I looked back on all the cock I had stuffed inside me but it was exactly the opposite. I really missed it.

I tried watching some gay porn, and although the dudes were crazy hot, and I would have loved to fuck either one of them as a girl, I just couldn’t really get into it. Instead I looked for straight porn with cute guys and imagined myself as the girl in the scenario. That went a lot better. It was just so much nicer to deal with someone else’s penis rather than your own.

I thought about Barry and Jay a lot too, although I had avoided making contact with anyone from the cabin. I hadn’t had a girlfriend in a while, and I missed having some kind of romantic relationship in my life, but whenever I tried to get motivated to do something about it my mind just kept drifting back to those sweet times in bed with Barry and how that was exactly what I wanted, although I knew I couldn’t have it. Or so I thought.

Out of the blue Barry showed up at my place on day looking kind of frazzled, like he’d been on a bender or something. In fact I had the feeling he had been drinking a bit before coming over.

“Look man, I’m sorry to barge in like this but I just got to talk to you,” said Barry once I had let him in.

“That’s cool dude. You want a drink or something?” I asked.

“No, I’ve been doing too much of that lately,” he replied.

“Yeah, you kind of look like shit,” I pointed out.

“I know. I haven’t been sleeping well either.”

“What’s on your mind?” I inquired, having already guessed what the answer would be.

“I can’t stop thinking about...well...you know...what we had together up at the cabin,” said Barry.

“That’s not healthy dude. You know I can’t help you there,” I told him.

“What if you could? What if I could get some more of those pills?”

“And do what exactly?” I asked, feeling my heart starting to beat a little faster.

“Go out with me. I don’t mean just fuck, like we did in the cabin, but go out on a date or something. Let me take you to dinner, or go dancing, or whatever you want to do,” Barry suggested.

It was so fucking tempting. I could be a girl again, and Barry and I could be a couple...sort of. But it was also incredibly dangerous. If Barry got this messed up this quickly I worried about what sort of damage might happen when we quit again. It was like a junkie needing a fix, which I knew all too well because I wanted that fix too, but maybe it was better to just go cold turkey. Or...maybe it was better to try and wean ourselves of the highly addictive chemical. Being trapped in that cabin wasn’t a very realistic situation. Maybe if we tried the whole boy/girl thing in the real world, in our natural surroundings, it would be a let down.

“Would you want to go out with me if you were a girl again?” asked Barry.

“Of course I would. I loved being with you...like that,” I replied carefully.

“Thank God! I was afraid you might be all messed up after what happened up there, or maybe you would have turned gay or something, not that there’s anything wrong with being gay.”

“It’s cool dude, I would be very happy to go on a date with you, but I need you to get a few of those pills because I’m going to need to go shopping and get something to wear and some makeup and crap and it’ll be a lot easier to do that while I’m female,” I said.

“Sure, sure, I’ll get as many as I can,” said Barry happily.

“And there’s something else I want,” I said, taking a deep breath. “I want to tell your sister about what happened up at the cabin. I don’t know shit about being a girl in public and I need some help and advice. I can’t very well call up one of my ex-girlfriends and ask them to help my pick out a bra, and I don’t have a sister. I’m sure Karen will keep this all a secret and I don’t care if she knows that I like being female. If she gives you shit about it that’s your problem but I’m the one who has to admit to being trans, or whatever I am.”

“Does it have to be Karen?” asked Barry a little sadly.

“Well who else? I can’t go up to some total stranger and ask them to help me choose the right lipstick,” I pointed out.

“Sure, sure, I understand. Whatever you want.”

“Okay then. Let me know when you’ve got the pills and we’ll make plans,” I said.

“God, I’m so happy I could kiss you,” said Barry.

“Let’s wait until you get the pills. We don’t need to make this more complicated than it already is.”

So I was going to be female again. And I was going to go on a date with Barry. And I was going to tell the girl I used to be crazy about that I wanted her help in making me a girl so that I could fuck her brother. It sounded pretty insane when you spelled it out but it actually made sense to me. Somehow wearing Karen’s clothes, and fucking the same guy she had fucked, made me feel like there was some sort of a womanly bond between us. Of course she might just call me a queer, laugh in my face, and tell me to fuck off but I had a gut feeling that she’s be supportive. Call it my feminine intuition, if you will.

It took about two days but Barry was back with a shitload of pills. He looked like a completely different man. Obviously he was highly motivated to go out with me and I got a little feeling of what it had been like back in the cabin where all the guys would have moved heaven and earth to get between my legs.

I looked at Barry and realized that we were going to fuck again. Somehow, even though I was a man at the moment, that thought turned me on. And I didn’t feel any shame or embarrassment about it either. I just thought about how fun it was going to be to get all dressed up for the first time and go on an actual date as a woman. It might be a bad idea in the long run but Barry had scored a ton of those magic pills so we could work on weaning each other off of them at a leisurely pace.

If nothing else it meant that if we had a lousy first date, which is often the case, we could make up for it on the second one.


CHAPTER 12:

“Are you fucking with me?”

Barry had arranged for me to go over to Karen’s place but hadn’t told her the details. I had just finished relating the sordid details of my experience being snowed in with three horny buddies and explaining that Barry and I had kind of thing for each other now and that I needed her help in showing me how to be a woman.

“No. Who would make something like that up, and why would I want to tell you about it if I wasn’t serious?” I replied.

“So you actually took a pill that temporarily turned you female and then had sex with three of your best friends, including my brother, and now you want to do it again although you never had any feminine leanings at all before this?”

“Yup, that’s a pretty good way of summarizing it,” I said with a sigh.

“Why?”

“I like being a girl I guess, and I especially like being a girl around Barry,” I replied.

“There are definite latent homosexual issues here.”

“No doubt.”

“Man, you’ve got way more balls than I ever thought you had,” said Karen with a laugh. “You always struck me as kind of shy. You never looked me in the eyes whenever I tried to talk to you and your voice always got so soft I could barely hear what you were saying.”

“I had a pretty serious crush on you,” I explained.

“I’ll be damned. I had no idea. You were too scared to talk to me but you’ll have sex with my brother.”

“Yeah. Weird isn’t it. I never had any balls until I lost them.”

“You know I’m still skeptical about this pill thing. It sounds like bullshit to me.”

“I’ll take it in front of you if you like,” I offered.

“No, let’s wait until Saturday. Why don’t you come over around ten and I can watch the big transformation. Then we can hit the stores and maybe grab some lunch. I am curious to see what I’ve got to work with.”

“We can wear the same size, if that helps, but I am a little bigger upstairs,” I said.

“Well maybe I can just loan you something of mine,” she suggested.

“No, that’s not a good idea. I need something that doesn’t remind Barry of any of his family members,” I said.

“This just gets weirder all the time.”

I hadn’t specifically identified all the male participants in our cabin adventure, aside from Barry, because I didn’t really want to get into the whole Jay issue right away. Maybe if we got to know each other a little better we could talk about that but it seemed like enough for now for her to know that I had worn her clothes and fucked her brother. The fact that we had both fucked the same dude was probably better left for later.

Barry was delighted when he heard that Karen was cool with helping me and I’ll have to admit that I was pretty happy about it too. It felt good to reveal my secret crush to her at last, even if it was in the process of asking for her help in shopping for panties. I suppose the most surprising part of it all was the fact that even though I was a man, and she looked as great as ever, I didn’t mind emasculating myself before her in the slightest, and in all honesty I was hot for her brother now, and not her. Although if she wasn’t Barry’s sister I wouldn’t mind trying a little lesbian sex with her if she was into that.

When Saturday rolled around I was pretty excited. I was going to feel those big beautiful globes on my bust again. Being flat-chested totally sucked. It made me feel like a boy, which I guess I actually was, but it sure didn’t make it easy to properly fill out a sweater and there was no cleavage no matter how hard I squeezed together.

“It doesn’t take long but it’s a little uncomfortable so is it cool if I lie down on your bed or something?” I asked as I prepared to take half of a pill.

“Whatever floats your boat guy,” said Karen with a shrug.

I took the bottle of water I had brought with me for the transformation and swallowed the little pill portion as before. Once again I felt the cramping sensation and curled up in a ball. When it was done I stood up and saw the look of amazement on Karen’s face.

“Holy shit” she said.

“Yeah, it’s pretty crazy, right?” I said in my female voice.

“Get those clothes off. I want to see the whole package,” said Karen.

Getting naked on Karen’s bed used to be one of my biggest fantasies but now I didn’t feel anything sexual about it at all. We were just a couple of girls hanging out before we went shopping, which seemed really, really cool to me.

“Damn girl, you’ve got it all going on,” Karen commented after looking me over. “I don’t know exactly what I expected but this isn’t it. I sort of figured you’d look more mannish or something.”

“Well all the guys seemed to think I was pretty attractive,” I pointed out.

“Let’s face it, a bunch of horny dudes trapped in a cabin would have thought a pillow looked pretty attractive if you stuck a blonde wig on it.”

“That’s for sure,” I said with a charming little giggle.

“Aren’t you just adorable? I don’t know what help you need from me. You seem to have the whole girl thing down already,” said Karen.

“But I don’t really. I look and sound like a girl and I know how to...you know...have sex as a girl but I’ve never been a girl outside of that cabin. There must be girl stuff you can teach me.”

“Okay, that sounds like it might be fun. I used to do dress-up with my girlfriends all the time and we’d give each other makeovers. I don’t think I can teach you about feminism or battling the patriarchy in one afternoon but we can at least get you something to wear.”

“That’s good. I just want to look hot for my date,” I said.

“Honey, I don’t think you’re going to have any problem with that,” said Karen. “Now let’s look through my closet and see if we can find you something to go shopping in.”

She had me try on a bunch of different things, just for fun more than anything else I think, and I fit into her clothes remarkably well. I was a little bit taller but her breasts seemed to be a little bigger than I assumed they were based on the tight shirt of hers that I had worn. Of course that could have been sitting up in that cabin since she was a teenager or something so it probably wasn’t that surprising that she had filled out a bit.

Once we were settled on an outfit for the day she gave me a quick tutorial on basic cosmetic application. I knew I was going to have to practice a lot if I was ever going to be able to do it myself but she showed me enough to get me started and when she was done I was really impressed with the results.

“You look great, honey,” said Karen, admiring her own handiwork.

“Thanks to you,” I said. “I can’t tell you how much I appreciate this, and how much it means to me.”

“You really do like this whole female thing, don’t you?”

“I think we’re past the point of just liking it. I’m afraid I might be addicted to it,” I replied.

“It’s not the worst thing in the world to enjoy being a woman. Lots of women do you know.”

“I know, but being a guy and all I never figured I’d be one of them.”


CHAPTER 13:

“You look absolutely gorgeous,” Barry gushed when he came to pick me up for our date.

I had to admit that I did look pretty gorgeous. Karen had helped me pick out an outfit that really accentuated my curves. I’d also gotten my nails and my hair done and was wearing some simple jewelry that added a bit of style. The one concession I had to make was in the shoe department because my first attempts to walk in high heels had not gone well at all and I needed a serious amount of practice to master that particular skill.

Karen and I hit it off like gangbusters when I was female and I had a feeling that we were going to be friends. We even talked about Jay and it was kind of scary how much her feelings mirrored my own. She knew he was bad for her but she was so attracted to him physically that she tried to put that aside as long as she could.

I was actually a little worried about the fact that I had so many pills at my disposal because there was a dark temptation to show up at Jay’s in a leather corset and knee boots and let him have his way with me but I tried to push that from my mind and concentrate on Barry. I would feel pretty shitty using the pills he had bought me to fuck another man, especially someone he would obviously view as a serious rival.

Barry was more nervous than I was, which was really cute. I was the one trying to remember how to cross my legs when I sat down and how to get out of a car without flashing my panties but he seemed like a schoolboy taking his girl to the prom. His girl. That was a funny thought but I knew that’s what Barry wanted. I just had to hope that he would get over that once the novelty wore off. I mean most of my relationships didn’t last that long when I was a guy so there was no reason to assume that we wouldn’t just realize that it wasn’t going to work out somewhere along the line and call it quits. Plus he was a man and men were always falling in love with some new girl they had met. It was best just to have some fun and enjoy the ride while it lasted.

Being a girl on a date was really fun. You held all the cards and the guy knew it. We were in a strange situation in that we had been friends for years so it wasn’t like a normal first date where you spent most of your time getting acquainted, but it still had that first date vibe for some reason.

“I’ve been dreaming about you. I mean literally having dreams about you, at least whenever I can manage to sleep that is,” said Barry. “It always sucks when I wake up and realize it was just a dream.”

“Well you’ve got me in the flesh tonight,” I said with a smile as I lightly touched his hand.

The butterflies were creeping into my stomach again and I realized that I really, really, liked Barry. Of course I liked him as a friend, but he made me feel gooey and warm all over. Thank God he had been the first to have me because I could have just been a moody bitch the whole time and never discovered the joys of being female. Of course we wouldn’t have been stuck in this mess we were in now but I didn’t think about the messy part, I just thought about how good it felt when we kissed.

We did a lot of kissing on that date. I mean like a lot. I can’t even remember the details of much of the evening but I do know that when we ended up at his place afterwards I was so ready to fuck it was hard not to rip his clothes off at the front door and go to town on his pecker.

Needless to say Barry felt the same way and clothes went flying in all directions. This was so much better than trying to jack off to gay porn I thought. I hadn’t quite figured out how to get my bra off yet but Barry just pinned me against the wall, yanked my bra down, and started squeezing my tits while he kissed my neck. I had never seen him quite this savage and I was pretty impressed.

Suddenly he grabbed one of my legs and lifted it up and held it in place with his forearm. A moment later his cock was inside me and we were fucking up against the wall.

“Oh, Barry...you’re such an animal tonight,” I purred.

“I can’t help myself. You drive me insane baby,” he grunted.

“Ooooo...I like it.”

I certainly liked the idea of driving a man insane. Well, wild with desire at any rate, I really didn’t want Barry to end up with years of therapy because of me or something. I felt like all the work I had done to make myself as pretty as possible had paid off.

“Oh, no! Oh fuck!” Barry cried as he began to ejaculate much sooner than anticipated.

“No, baby, don’t worry about it,” I said as I smothered him with kisses and hugged him tightly. “Take me to bed lover. We have the whole night ahead of us.”

Barry scooped me up in his arms and carried me into the bedroom. Then he gently set me down on the bed and unhooked my bra. I pulled him down on top of me and kissed him with great passion and fire.

“I can’t believe I did that,” Barry said softly.

“Stop that darling. We’re not making a porno here or something. I know what a stud you are. You don’t have to prove anything to me,” I said soothingly as I stroked his hair.

In that moment I think I felt more womanly than I ever had before. I had this powerful nurturing impulse and I wanted to boost Barry’s ego since his manhood had taken a little hit in his eyes. I knew how easy it was for a man to lose confidence in bed so I realized that a woman had to be kind of a coach/mother/cheerleader/psychologist in the sack to keep her guy happy and firing on all cylinders.

“You know I really get off on the way you lick my pussy,” I whispered in his ear. “It gets me so wet.”

That worked like a charm because it took Barry’s mind off of his dick, restored his manly pride, and got me an enthusiastic pussy licking in the process. It was sort of the flip side of being a fuck puppet. I realized that sometimes a woman had to be the puppet master (mistress?) secretly pulling the strings to bring out the best in her man.

Of course I wasn’t lying when I told Barry that I really got off on his pussy licking, because I did, and he certainly got me incredibly wet. To my pleasant surprise when he took his head out of my snatch he came up ready for action and replaced his tongue with his now very erect cock.

“Oh, my! That was a quick recovery,” I said.

“You just make me so horny baby I’m hard practically all the time,” he replied with a grin.

I could live with that I thought.


CHAPTER 14:

Our date was a rousing success so we started dating pretty much every weekend. In between we texted or exchanged emails where I communicated with him in my female identity even though I was in my male body, which was kind of weird at first but I learned to get used to it. Of course I was kind of falling off the radar as a man, but I was falling in love with Barry so I didn’t really care.

Yes, I was falling in love with him. There really wasn’t any point in trying to deny it. He made me happy and he made me feel loved and cherished and I couldn’t recall any other relationship I had ever been in where it just felt so right being together.

My closet and my drawers were getting kind of crowded with all the girly stuff I was buying so I packed some of my less-used male stuff away in a box to make some more room. If I ever bought a house a big closet would definitely be a selling point.

The next big adventure for me was when Karen invited me to join her and some of her friends on a girls night out. It was intimidating, because I didn’t know how well I’d be able to fit in with a bunch of real women, but Karen assured me that it would be fine, and that everybody would probably be pretty drunk anyway.

I got kind of a kick out of being introduced to everybody as Karen’s brother’s girlfriend. It was just so official and out in the open. I was a girlfriend. Karen wasn’t ashamed that her brother was dating a pill-popping queer who was only female on the weekends.

Perhaps more importantly I wasn’t ashamed of that either. Of course it was getting kind of confusing and a little hard to juggle my dual identities since I was thinking of myself as female more and more even though I was still presenting myself to the world in my male identity most of the time.

Karen had prepped me a little for each of the women I would be meeting so I at least had some idea of who everyone was and how they all met and so on but I still felt like I was walking into the lion’s den as I took my seat at the bar and tried to make girl talk without completely blowing it.

“So how did you and Barry meet?” asked one of the girls.

“Oh, we’ve been friends for ages we just never tried dating before,” I replied truthfully if not fully.

“I tried that with my platonic high school buddy but it turned out he was secretly gay,” another girl commented. “Now I know why we both got along so well, we both liked the same things...and the same guys it turned out.”

“I tried dating a gay guy once,” another girl chimed in. “We were best friends and we’d cuddle but we never did anything sexual. We had an open policy where we could have sex with anyone we wanted but he always got the hottest looking guys so I got jealous and called it off.”

I don’t know how funny their stories really were but the drinks were kicking in and I was feeling really good being part of a girl gang so I was giggling my fool head off like everyone else.

It was fascinating to see what girls talked about, and the way they talked, especially after pounding a few drinks. It wasn’t really all that different than hanging with the boys except that there was less bragging and more dishing. And yes, they did talk about men a lot and what they had to say wasn’t always that flattering. I think I was kind of spared because they knew I was in a new relationship and that I was dating Karen’s brother so nobody expected me to bitch about my boyfriend.

While it may have been fascinating to hear a bunch of women talking about men it also made me feel kind of like I was spying on a private conversation that was never meant for male ears. It kind of made me wonder whose side I was really on.

Things got even more confusing when Barry and I attended the big Super Bowl party that one of our friends always threw. Since we had been dating each other so much neither one of us had spent time with our other male friends and it was weird now to be hanging out with Barry while I was a dude.

I think it was probably easier for Barry to handle the situation because he had known me as a guy a lot longer than as a girl and I was just the old me for a day but it was tough for me to be around Barry and not hold his hand or sit in his lap or give him a BJ in front of the TV.

It was even weirder because both Jay and Todd were there and I wondered whether they had told anyone about our experience in the cabin. It dawned on me that every guy at the party might know exactly what I had done and was either laughing at me behind my back or hoping that I had brought a pill along so that they could gang bang me at halftime. The only saving grace was that Todd and Jay might not want to admit that they had fucked a dude, even if the dude had taken a gender changing pill. It would be hard to explain the situation and not make it sound at least a little gay, which I was sure Todd and Jay would want to avoid at all costs.

I was a bit surprised to discover that despite the fact that I had only recently dabbled in being a woman I actually kind of preferred the girls night out crowd. I felt sort of out of place being around all these guys. Then came the moment of truth.

I had successfully avoided Jay for most of the day but he cornered me in the kitchen and waved a little plastic bag in front of my face.

“Hey, baby, look what I’ve got,” he said. “You know what that is?”

“I have a pretty good idea,” I replied nervously.

“What do you say we get out of here and you pop that little sucker and we can have some real fun?” Jay suggested.

“I don’t think that’s such a good idea,” I said softly.

“Come on baby, don’t be like that. The game is bore. You really want to watch a bunch of guys tossing a ball around when I’ve got two balls you can play with right here,” he said as he grabbed my hand and pressed it into his crotch.

I felt so weak and powerless. I could feel his package through his tight pants and it made me think of how big and beautiful his cock was. I could slip away and no one would ever know, as long as I got back right away. Jay would surely fuck the hell out of me and leave me quivering but I wasn’t going to cheat on Barry. He was my boyfriend and I was going to be faithful.

“You better hope nobody walks in and see us like this or it’s going to be bad for both our reputations,” I said.

Jay quickly released my hand and looked around to make sure that we hadn’t been spotted. As I figured Jay’s image would be seriously tarnished by any hint of homosexual activity and he wouldn’t want that.

I started to walk away and then stopped and turned back.

“Oh...and no means no dude,” I said as I made my exit.


CHAPTER 15:

I didn’t tell Barry about what had happened with Jay because I knew it would probably cause a fight, but I did tell him that I wanted to come out publicly as his girlfriend. I didn’t want any secrets hanging over my head and I didn’t care how queer it made me seem.

“We can’t hide this forever,” I pointed out. “I thought maybe it would all blow over pretty quickly but we’ve been dating for a few months now. I think it’s actually the longest relationship I’ve ever had in my life.”

“It doesn’t bother you to have everybody know that you like to turn into a woman?” asked Barry.

“Not if it doesn’t bother you that you’re dating a woman who also lives as a man,” I replied.

“I don’t mind at all,” said Barry. “I’m proud that you’re my girlfriend.”

“And I’m proud to be your girlfriend,” I said as I hugged him tightly. “Because you’re so awesome.”

“So how do you want to do this exactly?” asked Barry.

“Well, I was thinking maybe I’d just send out an email to everybody and tell them what’s happening. I don’t really want to tell the same story over and over again and I have a feeling that this will spread pretty quickly. It’s pretty juicy news,” I said.

“Whatever you think is best babe,” said Barry.

After giving it a lot of thought I composed the following message:

To all my friends and interested parties -

While experimenting with a temporary gender changing pill I discovered a female side of my nature that I never knew existed and I am exploring that further with the help of my dear friend and now lover Barry Bronson. So in case you’ve been wondering who the new woman in Barry’s life is it’s me and hopefully you won’t be surprised if you see us together as a couple.

I hope you will support me in this new phase of my life and come to accept the female version of my old self.

Ms. Dylan Warner

I decided not to mention the cabin or narc on Todd and Jay. If they wanted to tell people about that it was their own business. I didn’t care anymore if people knew how much cock I had sucked. They just needed to know that I was sucking Barry’s cock exclusively now. Well, honestly they didn’t need to know that because it was nobody’s business what we did behind closed doors but they’d probably jump to that conclusion anyway so whatever.

I did add a picture of myself that Karen had taken after my first makeover because I wanted people to recognize me when they saw me, and also because I didn’t want everyone thinking Barry was dating someone who looked like a third rate drag queen or something. I figured the guys would be more understanding if they saw the quality piece of ass that Barry was banging.

We also told Barry’s family before we told mine so I had the weird sensation of visiting his boyhood home that I knew so well but being there as Barry’s girlfriend instead of his buddy from down the street. The fact that Karen was also my female best friend sort of cemented me even more into the Bronson family.

As for my own family there was a bit of confusion when I finally spilled the beans, which wasn’t surprising considering that my life had gotten very confusing. I was still going to work as a man and all of my legal documents considered me male but I was spending most of my free time as a woman and I was in love with a man who happened to be my old childhood friend. The fact that I looked so different as a girl was good for Barry because he didn’t have to think about the fact that he was fucking his old Cub Scout buddy but that made it harder for my folks to look at me and see their child.

It was Karen who actually first prompted me to resolve the dual identity issue once and for all. We were having a drink at a local bar that had become kind of our go-to spot for catching up when she just came out and hit me with it.

“So when are you going to do it?” she asked.

“Do what?” I replied, honestly having no idea what she was getting at.

“Stop all this gender hopping and just become a woman all the time,” she said.

“What makes you think I’m going to become a woman all the time?”

“Well it’s kind of obvious sweetie. You’re totally in love with my brother, and you totally love being female, and you totally rock at it. Plus most people don’t get to choose whether they want to be male or female, but you choose to be female as often as you can. Everybody already knows what you’re doing so you’re not hiding any big secret. Why not leave the penis behind and embrace the power of the pussy? Who knows? We might be sisters someday.”

“Oh, fuck!” I blurted out. “You think Barry would...I mean...shit...as he said something?”

“No, he hasn’t said anything but I know my parents love you and they keep telling him what a keeper you are,” said Karen.

“Fuck!” I said again. “That blows my mind.”

“I didn’t mean to freak you out but it’s a question that’s bound to come up if you keep going like you’re going now,” Karen pointed out quite correctly.

“Fuck.”

“You’re saying fuck a lot.”

“Well I mean it. Fuck. Me, a bride?”

“That’s what a lot of girls dream of their whole lives,” said Karen.

“Yeah, but I’ve only had a few months of being a girl so I haven’t had all that much time to dream about anything,” I said  with a laugh.

“Well here’s another question for you. Can you have babies?” Karen asked.

“Double fuck!” I said this time for emphasis. “I have no idea. I just take half a pill and become female and then take the other half and become male again. I’ve never been female for like more than three days or so at a time.”

“Well you might want to look into it. If you do decide to stay female you don’t want any unplanned surprises I imagine.”

I had of course thought about marriage and children right from the start back in the cabin where I tried to picture my three men as possible mates. That was just a weird mental exercise but now it actually seemed more like a tangible reality. Really huge life decisions that I might have to make in the not-too-distant future.

It was scary, but exciting stuff to contemplate. I had certainly thought about being married and having kids but I naturally never pictured myself as a wife and mother. The wife thing was easy enough to imagine without too much trouble but the whole giving birth concept was kind of daunting. Surprisingly though I didn’t fear it as much as I did when I was a man thinking about how cool it was that I couldn’t get pregnant. There was definitely some kind of maternal drive in me now and I knew I could face the challenge. I may have been physically weaker as a woman but I was definitely stronger mentally.

Of course I didn’t even know yet whether giving birth was even possible so I had some research to do.


CHAPTER 16:

Since coming out to my friends Barry and I had hung out with some of our old friends as a couple but it never quite felt right. The whole male bonding dynamic was all messed up. As a girl I was an outsider, even around guys I had known for years, while at the same time I was developing new female friends, mostly through Karen. Barry and I finally decided that it was probably better for him to hang with the guys while I socialized more with my new gal pals.

When I first took a pill and turned female it didn’t really change that much about me, aside from the physical, but over time I found that I not only cultivated new friends but I was developing new interests. My friends would recommend books or movies or something that I probably never would have sought out as a man because they were geared more towards a feminine perspective but I found that I really enjoyed a lot of that girly stuff. It turned out that I was kind of a sucker for a good romance with a happy ending.

And it wasn’t like I now hated everything I used to love so Barry and I never had any trouble finding something to watch on TV or choosing a movie when we went out. I was still a sports fan so we never argued about having a game on. I suppose in that way it was kind of the best of both worlds.

Sexually everything was still clicking along nicely. Instead of getting bored with each other we were getting better as lovers all the time as we learned more about each other’s bodies and our wants and needs. I figured I was a pretty lucky girl because Barry seemed to enjoy eating me out, and he was very good at it, and he was a lucky guy because I really loved sucking his cock. I let him fuck my ass too but I pretended like it was a bigger deal than it was to score some extra points with him. I’ll admit my feminine brain could be a little devious sometimes but a woman has to work with the tools she has.

Probably the biggest thing to adjust to was my diet. When I went to dinner with other women they were all pretty obsessed with their weight and ate a lot of salad stuff and considered it a complete meal. I certainly wanted to maintain my girlish figure so I forced myself to eat more rabbit food but sometimes I just couldn’t help myself and I needed a big juicy cheeseburger and some greasy fries.

The winter had turned to spring, and the weather was warming up as summer approached and Barry suggested that we should take a trip up to his family’s cabin for a weekend. It would certainly be very different from our last trip up there and it sounded like a great idea to me.

Going back to the cabin was kind of a surreal experience. One of the first things I did was fish out the deck of cards and looked for the Nine of Clubs. When I drew that card I thought for sure I was safe from the shame of being turned female but now it represented the greatest thing that had ever happened to me. I stole the card and stuck it in my luggage. I’d have to remember to buy a new deck to replace it the next time I came up. I had a feeling we wouldn’t be playing any cards this weekend.

Going up to the bedroom I felt especially strange. On the one hand it was the birthplace of my womanhood but it also made me feel kind of dirty about all the things I had done here. I hoped Barry wouldn’t think about that too much. It was probably a good thing that he didn’t know about Jay tying me to the bed and fucking my ass.

Instead of freezing the weather was a little on the hot side so Barry suggested we go down to the pond and take a little dip. I had bought a new bikini for the trip that was little more than some strings attached to a couple of tiny patches of material. It wasn’t very practical as beachwear but I had a feeling that Barry would appreciate it, which he did.

It was such beautiful country up there in the mountains, at least when you could see it. There was a certain kind of beauty to it in the snow too but I had no desire to leave the relative warmth of the cabin to take in the scenery.

When we got there we put a blanket down and stretched out near the water. It was an absolutely idyllic setting and I basked in the warmth of the sun on my skin.

“You know I’m not sure how comfortable I am with you wearing that in public,” Barry commented.

“I thought you liked it,” I protested.

“I love it, but you’ve got to admit it really doesn’t cover up much of anything.”

“Don’t worry darling it’s my private bikini, not my public bikini. This is for your eyes only,” I assured him.

“God, I remember that time when we were kids and we went skinny dipping here. We thought we were such bad ass renegades.”

“I seem to recall being terrified that your parents were going to catch us,” I added.

“You got to see my amazing naked dick in all its glory.”

“To be honest with you back then I was a lot more interested in seeing your sister naked,” I pointed out.

“Well if you had been a girl back then I’m sure I would have been much more excited to see you naked too.”

“Want to see me naked now?” I asked as I started taking off my top.

“You know this isn’t a private lake or something. Anybody could wander by,” Barry cautioned me.

I took off the bottom part of my bikini and then yanked his swim trunks down. His amazing naked dick did pop up in all its glory and I sat down on it in the reverse cowgirl position.

“I’ll keep watch from up here,” I said as I started to slowly move up and down on his cock.

It was fantastic making love outdoors. And I did remember how thrilling it was to take off all our clothes and jump in the water. We weren’t really thinking in sexual terms but it did feel very sensual to be so free and openly nude. Hopefully if some hiker did happen to stumble by they’d be discrete enough to leave us alone...or watch from behind a bush if that was their thing. I didn’t really want to get arrested but the fear of getting caught, that terrified me as a kid, just added to my arousal as an adult and pretty soon I was bouncing up and down like crazy.

After Barry ejaculated I just got up and ran into the water. It was a little cold, but nothing like the cold we had endured during the winter here, and ultimately it was very refreshing. We splashed and played around in the water like we used to, aside from the fact that Barry kept grabbing my tits and kissing me, but otherwise there was a certain youthful purity to it.

Then we dried off and held hands as we walked back to the cabin and my heart was so full of love and happiness it felt like it was going to burst.


CHAPTER 17:

It still got a little chilly up there at night so we lit the fireplace and lay in front of it sipping wine and gently nuzzling each other after dinner.

“There’s something I want to ask you, but it would require a major life changing decision so I understand if you need time to think about it,” said Barry.

“I’ve already started the process,” I replied casually. “I haven’t been male in over two weeks. I’ve actually started going to work as a woman and the paperwork to make it all legal has been filed.”

“What? Why didn’t you tell me?” he sputtered.

“Just waiting for the right time,” I said.

“That’s fucking fantastic! I had no idea.”

“I gave Karen strict orders not to blab.”

“You told Karen before me?”

“Of course I did. She’s my BFF and she works for a law firm. I needed some legal advice,” I explained.

“Oh...well that makes sense I guess,” said my poor bewildered boyfriend.

“So you were going to ask me something?|

“Yeah, yeah, of course.” said Barry as he fumbled with the pocket of the robe he was wearing and produced a small box.

“Dylan...hey wait a minute...your middle name isn’t still Edgar is it?”

“No, I changed it to Evelyn,” I replied.

“Cool. That’s much better. Ah...Dylan Evelyn Warner would you do me the great honor of becoming my wife?” he asked.

“I think you’re supposed to open the box,” I whispered. “The ring is kind of an inducement to get the girl to say yes.”

“Off course,” said Barry, who was really struggling to keep it together. “So...what do you say?”

“I say yes, of course darling. I would love to be your wife,” I said with a smile.

“Really?”

“Yes really.”

“So I guess we’re engaged now.”

“Well put the bling on my finger, then we’ll call it a deal.”

Barry put the ring on my finger and I fell into his arms. I had managed to play it cool the whole time but now the tears started to flow. I had no idea getting engaged was as awesome as it looked in all those chick flicks I had been watching.

“God I love you so much,” said Barry, fighting back tears of his own. “You’ve made me so happy.”

“And I love you darling with all my heart and soul and I promise to be the best wife ever...and the mother of your children someday.”

“Say what now?”

“You want kids eventually don’t you?” I asked.

“Yeah, absolutely. I just didn’t know whether that was an option unless we adopted or something.”

“No, it’s definitely an option. I went to the gynecologist, and let me tell you they do some weird shit to you there. You really don’t want to know. The important thing is that I’m all woman and totally fertile. And I’m on the pill so we don’t have to worry about rushing into the whole family thing right away.”

“You knew I was going to propose didn’t you?” asked Barry.

“Let’s say I had a hunch. Women’s intuition and all that,” I said with a laugh.

“God, I really want to make love to you right now,” said Barry.

“Well of course you do. That ring looks like it set you back a few bucks. You want to get your monies worth don’t you?” I teased.

“How did I ever get so lucky?” asked Barry.

“Good thing you were lucky when we drew those cards. Otherwise I might be the one slipping a ring on your finger and you’d be the one having to carry a bowling ball around in her stomach for nine months.”

“Better you than me, I guess. I mean I do have a much bigger dick. It would be a shame to lose that, don’t you think?” said Barry with a wink.

“I couldn’t agree more,” I said as I rolled over and got on all fours, resting on my forearms.

“Oh, you want to do it doggy huh?”

“Well, just because we’re not trying for a baby now doesn’t mean that we can’t practice having you knock me up. This is one of the best positions to get pregnant in. You get deeper penetration which gives semen increased access to the opening of the cervix and gravity also works in our favor,” I said.

“How do you know that?” asked Barry.

“I got a pamphlet at the doctor’s office,” I said.

“Shit, I should have paid more attention in Sex Ed.”

“Don’t worry dear. Your job is very simple. You just stick your dick in and pump as much of that gooey white stuff as you can into me.”

“That I can do,” said Barry as he mounted me and began the mating ritual.

It was our first fuck as an engaged couple and it actually felt a little different. Not physically because I liked getting boned from behind and we did it often, but mentally and I don’t know, almost spiritually I suppose you might say. My transition was complete and my world was going to be very different now.

I was going to marry my childhood friend and my secret crush was going to become my sister-in-law and someday I wouldn’t be on the pill and my husband would put his seed into me, just as he was going to do now, and we’d make a baby and all because I had been trapped in this cabin with three other guys and had drawn the low card and had to become their sex slut until the weather cleared. I suppose most people could point to some random event that changed the direction of their lives but I had a felling mine would be pretty hard to top, especially when you considered the whole gender change aspect of it.

Anyway, getting back to the hot sex, my fiance seemed particularly inspired as he thrust his life producing miracle stick deep inside me. I wasn’t just his friend anymore, or even his girlfriend, I was going to be his mate, like literally. Like the same way my mom and dad were. Someday we’d have kids and we’d be mom and dad to them. That was a trippy thought but kind of beautiful too because I knew I had the right man for a partner.

As Barry began to cum inside me, with some pretty heavy grunts and groans, I felt so warm and womanly and completely at peace with my decision. I had no way of knowing that this was who I was meant to be or where I belonged but I thanked my lucky stars that I had found out.


CHAPTER 18:

We ended up sleeping on the floor in front of the fireplace that night just cuddling in the most delicious afterglow you could imagine. If this was how happy I felt just getting engaged I could only imagine what our honeymoon would be like.

Not surprisingly we spent most of the day fucking but we did manage to work in some time for practical conversation like planning a wedding date, trying to figure out where would live, and general married-couple-to-be stuff.

That night we opted to sleep in the bedroom, which was appropriate, because my whole journey to womanhood really began in that bed when Barry’s kindness and patience unlocked the door to my future. There was also another reminder of our last trip to the cabin as Jay had left the rope he used to tie me to the bed lying in a corner of the room.

“Say, I have an idea,” I said as I picked up the rope. “Why don’t you tie my wrists to the bedposts and fuck me in the ass...just for fun.”

“Really?” Barry replied.

“Yeah, why not? Just toss me that bag first. It’s got a big bottle of lube in it.”


CHAPTER 19:

I’m happy to say that I didn’t turn into a total psycho-bride but I did get way more excited about my wedding than I had expected. Even if I hadn’t dreamed about it as a little girl it was still going to be my special day.

Karen was my bridesmaid and I was relieved that neither Todd nor Jay was Barry’s best man. I really didn’t need some guy that had fucked me in the ass standing up there except my husband.

And I’ve got to say that getting married didn’t take all the fun out of sex, it made it better, because it was like a constant affirmation of our deep abiding love. When you’re married you do get bogged down with a lot of practical living issues and financial pressures and a lot of things that have to be done that just aren’t that sexy or romantic but whenever we made love it was like those other things just faded away.

The romantic in me liked to think that the whole cabin experience wasn’t just random chance and that it was a way of fate guiding me towards the future I didn’t even know I wanted. Things probably didn’t really work that way but sometimes it sort of felt like it did. Womanhood just hit me with the suddenness of an avalanche that kept piling up on top of me until I was completely snowed under. Fortunately when I crawled out I was in a much better place than I was before the snow fell.


AUTHOR’S NOTES:

Being a So-Cal gal I often write about warm weather settings but part of what makes Southern California so interesting is that the mountains are so close to the sea. I know it’s a total cliché to say that you can ski in the morning and surf in the afternoon but it’s probably possible, not that I’ve ever known anyone who actually tried that.

What I do know from personal experience is that a male friend of mine did have a family that owned a cabin up in the mountains and he would occasionally go up with his buddies to get stoned, drop acid, and play acoustic guitars. Drugs were never my scene, and I really didn’t need to get trapped with a bunch of horny guys in a cabin, so I never went along on those junkets. I did hear plenty of stories of their adventures which helped inspire this tale. And knowing how horny my friends were I could actually imagine them doing pretty much what I wrote about in this book, if the technology really existed.
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