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CHAPTER 1:

"I've got a huge favor to ask you, and I know you're going to turn me down, at first, but just listen to the whole proposition before you decide."

That was a dangerous way to begin a conversation, I thought, but my old pal Jeff Santini was always coming up with one dumb scheme or another, which he always tried to drag me into, for some reason. I couldn't even guess what he might have up his sleeve this time.

"You know that I've got that trust fund thing that's going to make me a bundle of money someday," Jeff continued.

"Yeah, I've been hearing about that since we were kids. I always figured it was just your bullshit excuse for never wanting to do any work," I replied with a chuckle.

"No, it's true, it's absolutely true, I promise you! When I turn 25, which is coming up real soon, as you know, the fund is released to me and I'll be swimming in cash."

"Well if you want me to loan you some money to hold you over until then you've come to the wrong guy. I'm flat broke at the moment."

"Would you stop interrupting? I'm trying to explain," Jeff protested.

"Go on."

"Well apparently there's a catch in the deal. I'm sure someone told me about it somewhere along the line, but I never really gave it much thought. It was always years away and I figured there was plenty of time, and that things would just happen naturally by then."

"What sort of things?" I inquired suspiciously.

"The catch is that I have to be married by 25 in order to get the cash. If I'm not, I forfeit the whole thing to some distant cousin that I've never even met."

"Oh, that's an easy thing to slip your mind," I joked.

"Look, you know me, you know that I tend to put things off until the last minute."

"That's an understatement."

"Okay, I messed up. I should have dealt with this sooner, but there it is. My birthday is coming up and I'm nowhere near being married to anyone, and I want that money."

"So where do I come in?"

"Don't freak out, but I've got a plan."

How many times had I heard Jeff say that before? And how many times had I freaked out...before reluctantly giving in and going along? Too many to count, probably. Jeff just kind of had that way. He could be pretty irresponsible but his power of persuasion was remarkable, at least with me. He had always been the boss of whatever we did. The ideas man. The schemer with big dreams. I was more pragmatic, but when Jeff wanted me to do something I always found it hard to resist.

"So what's your plan?" I asked.

"The money is in a bank in Italy. My grandparents are the trustees of the fund. I figure all I've got to do is fake a wedding, send them some pictures, or whatever, they'll be satisfied that I've held up my end of the bargain, and sign off on the release of the funds," Jeff explained, making it all sound perfectly logical.

"But it won't be legal," I pointed out.

"I don't see why it has to be. The law doesn't care that I'm married, it's just some stupid provision my ancestors set up ages ago. People I never even met. All that matters is that my grandparents think I'm married. Then they can sign the papers with a clear conscience and I get my money."

"Aren't they going to wonder what happened to your wife that never really existed? And what are your parents going to say?"

"My parents live in New York, as you know, and I don't see them all that often. I'll just tell them it was a whirlwind romance and that we didn't want to have a big ceremony and that things didn't work out. They may not even hear about it. I don't know how often they talk to my grandparents."

"Wouldn't they be kind of pissed off that you didn't bother to even tell them that you were getting married?"

"Probably, but my parents are pissed off at me half of the time anyway. I can always send them the same pictures if I have to."

"So again I ask, where do I come in?"

"I want you to be the bride!"


CHAPTER 2:

Of all the dumb ideas Jeff had ever run by me this one probably topped the list. I could tell that he wasn't joking, so I had to assume that he had simply lost his mind.

"What the fuck are you talking about?" I half screamed in his face.

"You're freaking out. Don't freak out, it's not as bad as it sounds.

"You want me to dress up like a bride? That wouldn't fool anyone. I don't look like a woman."

"Well, you do have some kind of feminine features, but that wouldn't be good enough to pass, I don't think."

"Thanks," I said rather dryly.

"No, the answer is much easier. There's this new pill out there that's kind of a sex drug for people who want to find out what it's like to play for the other team. You just pop one of those pills, turn female, temporarily, we take some fake wedding photos, and that's all there is to it," Jeff said calmly.

"There's no such pill," I shot back.

"No, dude, there is, I promise you. I know someone who tried it. I've got a whole bottle of the stuff in case we need to do any re-takes."

"Why don't you just get some woman to do it?"

"If I ask one of the chicks I've gone out with it's going to seem like I'm trying to spark something up. Put a woman in a wedding dress and they get ideas in their head. Weddings are big deals to women. Plus, I don't even know who I'd ask. Most of my ex-girlfriends aren't even speaking to me at the moment. And I don't want to drag some total stranger into this."

"But you'll drag me into it with no problem," I sneered.

"You're my best friend. If I ever really did get married you'd be the Best Man. It's like that, except in this case I'm asking you to be the bride instead. It might be fun."

"Fun for who?"

"Did you or did you not go to a Halloween party in drag one year?" Jeff said, sounding something like a trial lawyer.

"Yeah, because I lost a bet...to you, naturally. You were such a prick you made me go through with it."

"But it worked out fine. You had a good time and there was no harm done to your manhood. It's like that, only easier. You won't be in drag because you actually will be female while you're taking the pictures."

"Hire a model," I suggested.

"It's going to cost me a bundle to make this thing look convincing. We're going to have to come up with a gown, and rent some tuxedoes, and get some flowers and a cake and shit like that. I'm not rich yet. If I can save a few bucks on the cost of a bride all the better," Jeff explained.

"It's not going to work," I said.

"Of course it will work. Trust me."

"What do I get out of it?"

"When I get my money I'll cut you in on the action."

"How much?"

"How about, 100 grand?"

"You're fucking with me."

"My fund is worth millions."

"Then I want a quarter of a million."

"Are you crazy?" Jeff sputtered.

"You're the one asking me to turn into a chick and be your bride and you're asking if I'm crazy? A quarter of a million, take it or leave it," I said firmly.

"Damn gold digger. You'll probably try to sue me for alimony as well."

So the deal was done. I felt reasonably satisfied that I had at least driven a hard bargain. Jeff could probably have talked me into it and gotten me to provide my own dress if he had really pressed the issue. Nobody would ever know that I did it, or that the woman in the pictures was actually me, if this phantom drug even worked at all, which I tended to doubt.

Jeff said that we could probably find a wedding dress pretty cheap in a thrift store, but I'd have to take one of those pills first so that we'd be sure that the damn thing would fit. I pointed out that I didn't exactly have a closet full of female clothes to go shopping in so he suggested that I borrow or steal something from my sister Joan.

It wasn't an ideal situation, but at least it was a plan. All I had to do was figure out how to snag some of her stuff without her knowing about it, or noticing that anything was missing. Fortunately my mom was kind of a pack rat and tended to store all kinds of things out in the garage. If I poked around I would probably find a trunk full of old clothes that my sister didn't wear anymore. Stuff that mom was probably planning to give away someday, but never got around to doing it. It probably wouldn't be the latest fashion, and it might not fit all that well, but it would have to do in a pinch.

The best I could come up with was a plaid skirt and a sweater sort of a top, with no sleeves. It probably wasn't the hottest-looking outfit in the world, but it would do for a quick trip to the thrift store. There were even some of her old bras and panties out there, and it felt kind of weird to take them, but I tossed them in a gym bag anyway, just in case. I found some shoes, and had no idea how they'd fit, but at least I had something to work with without having to answer any embarrassing questions.

I went to Jeff's apartment that weekend, with my bag of girly clothes, and it was time to put this mystery pill to the test. It was just a little pink thing, that could have been an aspirin for all I knew, but I gulped it down and waited skeptically for something to happen. Much to my surprise it did!

"Holy shit! I'm growing tits," I shrieked in dismay as my breasts literally began to enlarge under my shirt.

"You sure are," Jeff said with a grin.

Feeling my cock and balls slowly shrink away was terrifying, but it all happened so fast that there was nothing I could do. When the process seemed to be over I was left feeling light headed and sat down on the edge of his bed.

"Wow, did that really just happen?" I said, though my voice sounded strange to me.

"I told you that you had feminine features. You look amazing as a girl," Jeff said appreciatively. "Come take a look."

I was in sort of a daze as I staggered over to the mirror and stared in disbelief at what must have been myself. Instead of my own reflection I saw a very pretty girl, wearing my clothes. I touched my breasts and gave them a squeeze. They seemed to be genuine, all right. It didn't seem possible, but what else could explain the way I looked and sounded?

"Man, my family is going to be impressed that I landed such a hot wife," Jeff teased.

"Shut up. You didn't land anything and I'm not really your wife."

"Well, you've certainly got the bitchy attitude to be a real woman. I think you're a natural at this," Jeff joked.

Still somewhat in shock I took my bag of clothes into the bathroom and began to dress, rather mechanically. I honestly couldn't stop staring at myself in the mirror, especially once I was fully undressed. The effect was absolutely remarkable. It was still me, in a way, but a much more feminine version of me. I actually kind of looked like my sister. Hopefully that meant we'd be the same size.

I slipped on the panties, and noticed how remarkably cool and slinky they felt compared to my much more functional male briefs. It was funny to look at my crotch and not see that familiar bulge, not that I had that much down there to do any real bulging. What I lacked downstairs I more than made up for upstairs, and I had a little trouble squeezing into the bra. I seemed to be a little bit more buxom than my sister, and the tightness of the bra just made my boobs look even bigger.

I stood admiring myself in the mirror in my bra and panties. If I ever met a girl who looked like me I'd probably fall head over heels in love with her, I thought. Cute face. Firm tits. Nice ass. I seemed to have the whole package.

When I finally tore myself away from the mirror I got the rest of my gear on and went back into the bedroom.

"Well...how do I look?" I asked as I gave a little twirl.

"Shit dude, I think I really do want to marry you!"


CHAPTER 3:

I hate to admit it, but Jeff was right. I was having fun, in spite of all my best efforts not to. I wanted to be totally sullen and moody, but I was so pleasantly surprised at how I had turned out that I sort of went along with him happily to hunt for a gown.

At that infamous party, that Jeff had referenced, I had gone as a sexy nurse, because my sister had the costume already. I didn't camp it up with huge tits or over-the-top makeup. Joan actually helped me find a realistic-looking wig, and did my makeup for me, and in the end I kind of turned out looking pretty convincing. It amused me to no end that a lot of the people at the party thought that my "costume" was being a nurse, not that I was a guy dressing like a nurse.

I got a kick out of pretending to be a completely different person. Guys kept bringing me drinks, as an excuse to spark up a conversation, and I think I drank too much, which was probably the reason I had such a good time, but I honestly had never felt so popular before. Jeff was the one who had the easy way with people. He could start a conversation with a total stranger and in few minutes they were chatting away like old friends.

"Hey, what should I call you?" Jeff asked, as we drove to the store.

"Call me Brad, that's my name," I replied rather testily.

"No, as a female, you idiot. I can't say that I'm marrying a girl named Brad."

"Oh, yeah...I hadn't thought of that. Call me Jennifer."

"Why Jennifer?"

"I don't know! You asked me for a female name and that was the first one I thought of," I shot back in my new bitchy voice.

"Didn't you have a crush on a girl named Jennifer back in junior high?"

"Yeah. Jennifer Baker. She lived over on Magnolia Street."

"I remember her. She was pretty cute. Way out of your league."

"So I discovered, but thanks for reminding me."

"Whatever happened to her, anyway?" asked Jeff.

"She got kind of fat and works at Target. Not that one has anything to do with the other."

"Well, if it's any consolation, as cute as she was you totally blow her out of the water as a female."

"Thanks again...I think."

I'd never had much luck with girls, not that I tried that hard or that often. Girls were sort of distant, mysterious creatures that always seemed to speak a strange language. Jeff had no problem meeting girls. He had the looks and the charm and the confidence that women seem to find so attractive. Hanging onto them was a different matter. He just never seemed to be able to stay committed for very long, and always went chasing after the next pretty thing that caught his eye.

I felt kind of funny getting out of the car and actually walking around in public as a woman, but nobody seemed to pay me the slightest attention. Why should they? I was just someone shopping in a thrift store. They didn't know what it had taken to get me into this condition.

We had to go to two or three places before we finally found something that would work, but it fit me pretty well, and it was rather pretty. It seemed kind of funny to think that some real woman probably actually got married in this dress. I wondered what had happened to her, and how she had come to give the dress away. A wedding dress seemed like the sort of keepsake that you'd want to hang onto, maybe pass down to someone else. God knows my mom would never let Joan get rid of her gown if she ever got married. It would be hanging in our garage for all eternity. Too bad she hadn't gotten married yet. It would have made things all the easier for us.

When we stopped for lunch things went a little differently than at the thrift stores. I noticed that people were sort of looking at me, well, men at least. Was I that attractive? For a man I thought I made a pretty good-looking woman, but I doubted that I was anything that special.

"People probably assume that you're my girlfriend," Jeff said casually as we were eating.

"Now why would you say something like that?"

"Think about it. Wouldn't you if you saw us walk in together?"

"I don't know that I'd think about it one way or the other."

"Sure you would," Jeff insisted. "You'd wonder how I landed such a hot date. You'd be wishing that the dude would get out of the way so that you could go up and talk to the girl."

"That's more like what you would think and do. I'd just mind my own business and eat lunch," I replied.

"Man, we might as well be an old married couple the way you want to bicker all the time. Lighten up and have some fun. The joke's on them. It cracks me up to know that all those guys checking you out would have a heart attack if they found out you really packed a cock and balls. Not that I blame them. I'd sure be checking you out."

"Now you're being creepy," I said.

"It's only natural. You're not yourself right now. You're someone totally different. A girl named Jennifer who's a total babe. You can't blame a guy for looking...or for the dirty thoughts that are in his head."

This was the first real warning sign that I had possibly gotten into something that I shouldn't have gotten into. It wasn't the fact that Jeff was talking about me being a "babe" or even implying that he might have dirty thoughts about me, it was the fact that I was kind of eating it up with a spoon, despite my terse responses.

It was kind of like that party all over again. I got a kick out of being the center of attention, even if it wasn't really me that was being noticed, it was the character I was pretending to be. It was such a funny thing to even think about being Jeff's girlfriend. What a disaster that would probably be. That man couldn't keep his cock in his pants to save his life. We'd probably have some fun, at first, but then it would be all jealousy and heartbreak. I knew that wasn't a very cool trait of his, but since it never impacted me personally I never gave it that much thought before. Now, sitting here as a woman, it seemed kind of shitty. Yet strangely enough, it didn't make him any less attractive, for some reason. Go figure.

This drug, whatever it was, certainly seemed to do more than just change my physical appearance. The longer I stayed this way the more I felt like I was thinking and feeling differently. It's really hard to put that into words, exactly, but I guess I just felt more female when I was like this. Suddenly something Jeff had said popped into my head.

"Hey, why did you call this a sex drug when you first told me about it?" I inquired dubiously.

"Oh, well that's because it's what most people use it for. I suppose there must be situations like this one where you just need a temporary woman, but I think most of the time it's intended for dudes who want to feel what it's like to fuck as chick," he answered casually. "I think maybe it sort of increases those feelings and desires, or something."

"And you're just telling me this now?" I said in astonishment.

"Yeah. Why? Do you feel like fucking?"

"No! Not...really. I just feel kind of funny, that's all."

"Well, if you ever want to give that a try it might be a nice perk that goes along with the job," Jeff joked. "Who knows? It might be a blast."

I thought Jeff was joking, or at least hoped he was. I began to get the sinking suspicion that he might have some sort of conjugal aspirations under this whole scheme. That would be just like him. It pissed me off...but intrigued me at the same time. I knew I had to change back soon. This was some dangerous stuff I was playing with.


CHAPTER 4:

It was a relief to be my old self again, but I'll admit that there was actually a moment of letdown when I looked at my male body in the mirror. I just didn't have that same "pizzazz" I had as a woman. I was back to being plain old me.

There was nothing unnatural about having different feelings when I was in a different body, I told myself. The pill turned me into a woman so why shouldn't I have womanly feelings, whatever those were? I knew Jeff was a good-looking guy long before I took that silly pill. I think I'm secure enough in my manhood to admit that. It's just a fact. The only difference is that I didn't think of that in such clinical terms when I was Jennifer. It wasn't just the fact that he was good-looking, it was the fact that had I been a real woman I might very easily have been attracted to him. I might even be susceptible to his charms. Fortunately I had the pill to blame, and once those damn pictures were taken I'd never have to think about this sort of thing again. How wrong I was.

"I'm afraid there's a little wrinkle in the plans," said Jeff.

"What do you mean?"

"Well, some lawyer dude called me from Italy and wanted to know if I had complied with all of the stipulations of the trust. I guess he was drawing up the documents, or whatever, and wanted to check up on the whole marriage thing. I told him I was getting married soon and I thought that was it. Unfortunately he told my grandparents and they called me and now they want to come out for the wedding."

"That's what you call a little wrinkle?" I shouted.

"Relax. It'll be the same gag, just with a few more people," said Jeff reassuringly. "Anyone can officiate a wedding if they get a license for the day from the county clerk, so we just get someone to stand up there and read some shit, we do the whole vows trip, and take off on what everyone will assume is our honeymoon."

"You're insane. You're totally insane."

"Why? What's the difference? We had to rent a place and get decorations and all that crap anyway. It doesn't have to be a huge extravaganza, and you'll make a couple of old people happy before they die. Nobody in a million years is ever going to think that the whole thing is a scam? Why would they? Who would go to that much trouble?"

"Who, indeed?" I said as sarcastically as I could.

There was no point in arguing. I wanted that money as much as Jeff did, and he was right that we had to stage a pretty convincing wedding for the cameras anyway, so why not compound our felony by adding in a little ritual as well? It was the same stunt, just with a little dialogue thrown in for good measure.

I probably should have gotten out right then and there. I had no idea what the law sais about staging a fake wedding, but since there was so much money involved I figured it might be some sort of fraud, at the very least. Of course we'd have to get caught in order for that to be a problem, and that seemed fairly unlikely, if everything went as simply and smoothly as Jeff seemed to think it would, so I put my moral scruples aside and concentrated on that quarter of a million that would soon be mine.

We found a place that did weddings in a little sort of a garden area, and it looked very pretty, and didn't cost an arm and a leg. We enlisted a few friends to stand in as members of the bridal party and I even broke down and asked my sister to help out. I had to swear her to secrecy, and promise her a cut of my share of the money, but at least I had a bride's maid I could trust. She thought the whole thing was hilarious, but she had been totally cool about that Halloween party thing and never told anyone about it, as far as I know.

Since it was our friends who would be playing the part of guests, and whatnot, we decided it was better not to let them in on the whole secret. They knew the wedding was fake, and they all got promised a little piece of the action, but nobody needed to know that it was me playing the part of the bride.

At this point I began to wonder whether Jeff was having second thoughts about asking me to play the role. He was tossing around a lot of money, and could probably have found someone to do the job for a hell of a lot less than I was supposed to get, and I'll admit the thought made me a little nervous. It would be a shame to get that close to that kind of money and then have it all slip away at the last moment, although I honestly couldn't blame Jeff if he wanted to save a few bucks on the deal.

He never mentioned it, and I didn't bring it up, so plans just steamed ahead. There was so much to do, even for a simple wedding. I was really glad that I had let Joan in on the secret, because she was a great help in so many ways. For one thing my dress needed a little altering. It was a pretty good fit, for an off-the-rack thing, but no bride gets married in an ill-fitting gown. I had control of the pills so that I could change into Jennifer when I needed to, like I did at the moment as Joan was pinning and tugging at my dress.

"I can honestly say that I never imagined you would be a bride before me," Joan joked. "I hope I don't cry too much at the wedding."

"Give me a break," I sighed.

"Hey, this is fun for me. I've never had a sister, you know. It's kind of cool."

"Why does everyone keep saying this is going to be fun? It's terrifying."

"It's only natural for a girl to be a little scared before her wedding night," Joan teased.

"There is no wedding night. There's a fake wedding day and then that's it. "

"Relax and try to enjoy it. There's nothing more show stopping than a bride on her wedding day. You're going to look fabulous. Every man is going to want you and every woman is going to want to be you."

"I'm not sure that you're making this easier," I said flatly.

"You know, if I were in your situation, I would definitely want a bachelorette party," Joan suggested.

"Say what now?"

"Think about it. This is a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity to look behind the curtain and see what women really do. If I were pretending to be a man getting married I'd sure as heck want a bachelor party."

"Well I don't have anyone to invite, so it's not really an issue."

"Hey, I could take care of that. I could handle the whole thing. I'll just tell a few friends that you're my cousin from back east and that you're marrying some California guy and don't have any friends out here. I could round up a posse with no trouble. Any excuse to get a little wild and do some heavy drinking is good enough for my friends."

I turned her generous offer down I don't know how many times before I finally agreed to go along with it. It seemed kind of important to Joan, for some reason, and I have to admit that the idea of being a "spy" at a bachelorette party was kind of appealing. I think I just sort of liked the idea of having another excuse to take the pill again, and it would give me a little more practice pretending to be female around other people. If I could actually pull off being a bride-to-be at that party I'd probably have nothing to fear when it came to the actual wedding.

I left it all in my sister's capable hands and tried not to think about it until the big night rolled around. I had enough to do dealing with all of the other arrangements for the wedding, which seemed to be getting bigger by the hour.

Joan dressed me up appropriately, and did my hair and makeup, and I have to say that we made a pretty hot pair of sisters as we headed off to a local bar to begin our night of drunken merrymaking. How I get myself into these things I'll never know, but it was only a party. How much trouble could I get in?


CHAPTER 5:

I knew most of Joan's friends, at least casually, but there were way more women than I had anticipated. We made the introductions, and everyone commented on how close the family resemblance was, which was not surprising under the circumstances, and then we started to drink. Now I enjoy a drink as much as the next...whatever...but I think these girls could have drunk any of my make friends under the table. It was hard to keep up with them.

Fortunately the more I drank the more comfortable I became and pretty soon I was chatting away as if "girl talk" was my native language. It was kind of surprising in that it really wasn't all that different than the way guys talked, except that the gender was flipped around. They talked about sex endlessly, and ogled every cute waiter or hot guy at the bar, and wanted to know all about my future husband.

It wasn't that hard to play along because I certainly knew all about Jeff, and damn, some of those waiters were pretty cute, especially after a couple of shots. It was kind of embarrassing, but apparently that's what a bachelorette party is all about...embarrassing the bride. This would only intensify as the evening wore on.

We did kind of a bar crawl before adjourning to one of my sister's friend's house where the girls broke out my presents. Virtually every one of them was either some kind of a gag gift, or a sex toy. There were squeals of delight each time I opened a box and revealed another dildo, accompanied by lewd suggestions about what I would do with it, and the insistence that I turn it on, if it had batteries, or suck on it, or something of that nature. There was one particularly realistic-looking dildo and I was required to demonstrate how deep I could take it down my throat.

I tried to resist, but there was too much peer pressure, so finally I opened my mouth and stuck the damn thing inside. The girls howled with laughter at my rather weak performance and I was showered with advice on how to properly suck a cock. With a few more drinks I was actually going down on the damn thing like a porn star. It was all so silly, but I'll admit I was pretty turned on by the whole experience. I liked winning these women's approval, for some reason, and I did feel so sexy when I was dressed like this. Some of Joan's friends were really hot, but I wasn't really thinking about that for some reason. I was honestly thinking more about the hot blonde waiter at the last bar we had visited. That is, until the stripper showed up.

Like something out of a movie a "fireman" magically appeared to help me because I was obviously so "hot" and in need of a rescue. He had a portable music player and began to do his thing while I turned twenty shades of red, just as I was supposed to do.

The guy's face wasn't all that spectacular but man, what a body! I can't even imagine how much time you'd have to spend at the gym to get that physique. I really was starting to get hot but I couldn't see any rescue in sight.

Being the guest of honor meant that I got special treatment, which included dancing with the guy, and getting a lap dance from him, and being treated to plenty of bumping and grinding in my face, all of which I took with good grace. He didn't get totally naked but at one point I was encouraged to stick my hand down his tiny pants, which I did, wanting to be a good sport, and I was kind of blown away by how big he was. I could feel myself getting very wet and sincerely hoped that I wasn't going to be expected to demonstrate my new BJ technique on this giant phallus because in the mood I was in I don't know that I would have resisted.

It all ended up kind of a drunken haze, but I had enjoyed the most amazing evening of my life. I actually felt kind of sad that I wasn't really Jennifer. I had made some great new friends, who I would probably see again, but who would never know that I was the girl from the party.

I thanked my sister profusely for her generosity and then staggered off to bed in the wee hours of the morning. I had to get up early and make myself beautiful. I was about to get married.


CHAPTER 6:

"Aren't your grandparents going to wonder why my parents aren't at my wedding?" I had asked Jeff a few days before.

"Don't worry. I told them they died in a tragic plane crash three years ago," he replied

"You killed off my parents and didn't tell me?"

"It solved the problem. So I guess my dad is going to walk you down the aisle."

"Your dad! You mean your parents are coming?" I howled.

"Well, when the lawyer told my grandparents they naturally called my parents and my parents called me to find out why they hadn't gotten their invitations yet and I told them that there was a big screw up with the printers and that some of the invitations got lost so they chewed me out and booked a flight. On the bright side they're springing for the reception."

"What reception?" I demanded to know.

"Just a little informal gathering after the ceremony. You know, to cut the cake, and drink toasts, and all that bullshit. It meant that I had to invite a few more people to fill out the crowd, but with all that free food and booze it wasn't hard to round up a pretty decent audience."

The British have an expression "in for a penny, in for a pound" which I think basically means that once you start something you kind of have to see it through no matter how complicated it becomes. That sort of became my mantra throughout the whole experience. Jeff just kept dropping bombshells on me, and I reacted angrily, and then I calmed down and rolled with the punches. What difference did it make now? Sure, snapping a couple of quick pictures might have been easier, but this would certainly be more convincing. As long as everyone played their part the thing should go off without a hitch.

Beyond that I was beginning to enjoy some of the hoopla. Sure, I had touched a man's dick and sucked on a dildo, but that wasn't really me, it was just the girl I was pretending to be. And yes, if the truth be told, before I went to sleep after the party I did masturbate with some of my new sex toys. What else was I going to do with them? I was never going to have a pussy again so they would all have been wasted if I didn't at least try them out.

Even as drunk and sleepy as I was I couldn't believe how fantastic it felt to fool around with some of those things. I was already horny as hell so I needed some kind of relief, and God knows I found it big time. I don't know what it says about me that I enjoyed shoving a vibrator inside myself, but I did and that's the truth. If I ever had the chance to do it again I'd do it in a heartbeat.

Fortunately the whole thing would be winding down in a matter of hours. When the big day arrived I was suitably gorgeous, and actually scared to death. I was feeling very emotional, for some reason, even though this was all just a big joke. Something about the mood in the air, and the way I was dressed, and the whole atmosphere sort of hit me all at once and I couldn't help but cry.

"You were holding up so remarkably well," Joan said as she handed me a handkerchief to dry my eyes.

"What the hell am I doing?" I whimpered.

"Living out a fantasy, that's all. I only hope I look half as beautiful as you do on my wedding day."

"Stop teasing," I protested.

"I'm not teasing. I'm actually kind of jealous. Even if it is a fake wedding it's a perfect day and a lovely setting and you look stunning."

I hugged my sister tightly and thanked her again for all her help and support. Then it was time to face the music...literally.

As the traditional wedding march blared from some hidden speakers I made my way very slowly down the aisle, accompanied by Jeff's father, who had been the coach of my Little League team many years ago. I'm sure he would be shocked to know that he was leading his former shortstop to the altar.

Jeff looked very handsome in his tuxedo as he waited for me to stand by his side, and I sort of expected him to be grinning, but instead he looked almost as nervous as I felt. Maybe the emotion was getting to him a little, too. Or maybe he was just afraid we were going to get busted at the last moment.

I wasn't drunk but the details of the ceremony are still kind of hazy. A friend of ours was officiating and read some standard marriage boilerplate and Jeff and I exchanged some vows and then a ring was slipped on my finger and that was pretty much that. Fortunately Jeff had hired someone to shoot a video or I might not have remembered the thing at all.

"I now pronounce you man and wife," a voice said from somewhere. "You may now kiss the bride."

Honest to God I had never considered that part of the program. Of course it was traditional and I should have prepared myself for it, but suddenly I realized that I was closing my eyes and puckering up for my best friend to kiss me. I thought it would be quick and painless but Jeff twisted the knife and gave me a really good smooch, much to the delight of the crowd. To my dismay I responded in kind, and I felt my heart jump up into my throat. I guess I was just swept away by everything that had happened, because for one tiny moment I felt like we really were married, and I liked the feeling, as dumb as that sounds.

At the reception I got to resume drinking, which always helped to loosen me up, and before long I was totally in the swing of things. We did all the silly rituals and I even danced the first dance with Jeff's Italian grandfather, since my parents had been so conveniently done away with.

My sister was right, I felt like a real show-stopper. It was that party again, times about a million. I was the center of attention like never before, and I drank it all in, almost as quickly as I was drinking champagne.

Then it was time for us to leave on our alleged honeymoon and Jeff dropped one more atomic bomb on my lap.

"It seems that my grandparents wanted to do something nice for us so as a wedding present they sprung for a honeymoon at a pretty swanky resort. I tried to talk them out of it but they already made all the arrangements and dropped a bundle on the deal so I kind of had to accept," said Jeff when we had a quiet moment together.

"What the hell are you talking about? What do we need a honeymoon for? We're not actually married," I protested.

"Look, it's no big deal. We get a nice little vacation. We can just relax by the pool and order some room service and kick back for a while. The hard part's over. All we have to do now is wait for the check to clear."

"Yes dear," I muttered softly, knowing that all resistance was futile.

In for a penny, in for a pound, indeed.


CHAPTER 7:

I felt kind of guilty about everything as we drove to the hotel, but I was also still kind of buzzed on romance and booze. I hadn't even thought about the money very much lately. That had been the catalyst for the whole thing, but once the ball started rolling I really began to feel like a bride. I had stressed out over tiny little details, and bawled my eyes out like a sissy. It was all fake but it all felt so real.

The hotel was lovely, and of course we had the bridal suite, which was even lovelier. It probably wouldn't be the worst thing to have a few days to unwind after all the pressure that we'd been through. Everyone on the staff was so pleasant and smiled that knowing smile that you give to newlyweds, and I happily collapsed on the bed once we were in the room at last and done with the whole charade.

The bed. The one and only bed in the room. Well, that was only natural as this was the bridal suite. Fortunately it was big enough that we could stick to our own sides without much fear of rolling over on each other during the night.

"Man, you were fantastic," said Jeff enthusiastically as he took off his tie and his tux jacket.

"Me? What did I do?"

"You did everything perfectly. My family loved you. Everyone loved you. You were the perfect bride. I thought maybe you'd get cold feet and chicken out, but you handled everything just right. I can't thank you enough," said Jeff just before he gave me a little kiss.

Then the worm turned and I kissed him back Then we kissed each other and starting caressing with our arms while our tongues met. I couldn't help myself, and Jeff didn't seem in any hurry to stop either, so we just kept making out.

There was no money on the line, no one taking pictures of us, I hope; it was just two people fondling and kissing and caressing each other. The facts of our true identities and the nature of our relationship didn't seem to come into play. I was kissing my best friend...and enjoying it.

"God, baby, you have no idea how much you turn me on," Jeff whispered as he nibbled on my ear.

Normally I would have said something sarcastic. Instead I just moaned softly and unbuttoned his shirt.

I had let my sister talk me into buying some sexy white lingerie to wear under the dress, even though I assumed that no one would ever see it. She said it would make me feel more like a bride, and she was right about that. It was all lacy and frilly and super-feminine, and I got a rush just from putting it on. Now I was extremely grateful that she had made the suggestion as I felt my elegant gown fall to the floor.

"Good God, did you know we were going to do this?" Jeff asked in wonder as he saw me in my underwear.

"No, of course not. It's just part of the outfit," I replied, realizing that it must have seemed kind of suspicious to him.

"Not that I object in the least. I've wanted to fuck you from the moment you took that pill for the first time," he confessed merrily.

Maybe that should have made me angry, but it actually made me feel good. I felt so pretty, and wonderful, and desired. Why shouldn't we fuck? It was our wedding night after all.

I wish I could blame it all on the champagne, but I was thinking pretty clearly in that moment. I suppose I should have known that I'd want to experience sex while in this body. My sister had certainly hinted at it, and my enthusiastic masturbation was another pretty good clue. I had experienced so many new things that most men will never experience. It was only inevitable that I experience the wonders of sex while I had the chance.

Jeff unhooked my bra and pulled it gently off my shoulders. My bare breasts felt so wonderfully full and heavy as they were released from their harness. Jeff cupped them in his hands, and kissed my nipples gently, and I felt myself becoming very wet between the legs again.

"Do you like having breasts like that?" he asked.

"Definitely. Especially right now," I sighed.

"Do you think I'm a total douche-bag for taking advantage of you like this?"

"Definitely. But you are my husband. At least for tonight."

Then I shocked the living hell out of both Jeff and myself as I pulled off his pants and sat him on the edge of the bed. Still wearing the lower part of my lingerie I got on the floor in front of him and began to stroke his raging hard cock. I don't think he was quite as big as the stripper, but he was packing some serious heat, and I stroked it lovingly while he stared at me in amazement. Then I opened my mouth and tried to remember everything those women had told me about giving head as his throbbing manhood disappeared down my throat.


CHAPTER 8:

"Oh, fuck, Jenny! I never in my wildest dreams imagined that you'd do something like this...or be so damn good at it," Jeff whistled appreciatively.

I stroked his shaft while keeping the first couple of inches of his dick in my mouth, but every now and then I'd let a little more of it slip down inside me. It's amazing how much you can learn at one bachelorette party, and I tried to put it all to good use.

"This can't be happening," Jeff moaned as I continued to service his prick orally.

No, it couldn't be happening, at least it probably shouldn't have been happening, and yet it was. His hard, thick, manhood tasted good in my mouth and I was literally drooling with pleasure. Is there anything more gay than blowing your best friend? Maybe getting fucked in the ass by him, I thought, but the night was young and full of possibilities. It didn't seem gay at all while I felt my awesome tits proudly sticking out in front of me.

"I've got to fuck you before I pop my wad," said Jeff in a half-panic.

Suddenly I was flipped up on the bed and my panties pushed aside. There was no time to fool around with the whole garter belt thing, so Jeff just made access and got between my legs as fast as he could.

I sort of knew what to expect from having played around with those toys, but it still came as a bit of a shock when I felt the real thing disappearing inside me.

"Oh, God, Jeff...what are we doing?" I panted.

"I think that's pretty obvious by now," he chuckled.

"Your cock is so big!"

"I always thought that was a good thing."

"It is. It's the best thing in the world. I like having your big cock inside me."

"Good. Because we're booked here for two weeks and I plan to have my cock inside you a hell of a lot."

Another bombshell. I thought it would be a couple of days, not a couple of weeks. Oh, well, all the better. I had nowhere special to be at the moment and I honestly couldn't think of a better place to be than right where I was.

The next bomb he dropped on me was actually inside me as he began to explode with hot spurts of cum. He grunted and groaned and I clutched at his back so hard I think I left scratch marks, but it was the most wonderful feeling in the world.

When he finished he collapsed next to me and we kissed for ages and ages. I was still horny but I knew the man needed to recover. Actually I was impressed that he lasted as long as he did.

"I hope you don't take offense, but I think I sort of like you better this way," Jeff said with a smile, once we were finally through smooching.

"I'm not offended. I think I sort of like myself this way better, too."

"So tell me, is this all just the pill or have you always kind of had this secret desire?" he asked.

"I'm pretty sure it's the pill, but who knows for certain? Maybe I've always wanted to suck your cock and just never admitted it to myself."

"Well I'm kind of glad you waited until you were in that body to show me," he joked. "Although if I had known how good you were at that it might have swayed me anyway. That was the best damn blow job I've ever gotten. Are you seriously telling me that you never did that before?"

"Nope. You were the first, and I assume the only man who will ever have that little treat bestowed upon them."

"I feel honored. You're already shaping up to the best wife a man ever had," he teased.

"Let's pretend that we really are married," I suggested.

"Isn't that what we have been doing?"

"I mean for the whole two weeks. Treat me like you would your real wife. Let's just keep up the fantasy and see where it leads."

"It's going to lead right back to this bed a whole lot, I can tell you that."

"That sounds wonderful," I said as I stretched my arms behind my head and stared off into space.

"You're really into this whole bride thing, aren't you?'

"More than you can possibly imagine. I think it suits me, don't you?"

"I think it suits you perfectly. That's why I married you."


CHAPTER 9:

I had assumed that we would do it again that night, but we were both totally exhausted and before long we were fast asleep in each other's arms. I never even got my garter off. In the morning we started necking again right away while we waited for room service to bring up our breakfast. It was all pretend but I felt so much like a newlywed. I wondered how my real marriage would ever top this feeling, should I ever choose to get married for real.

After breakfast I finally got the rest of my lingerie off and we took a long hot shower together. Not surprisingly I found myself facing the wall with Jeff taking me from behind as the steam built up around us. I think we were both so hot that we would have produced steam even without the hot water flowing over us, but that did add a marvelous feeling of sensuality to the whole experience.

We never left the room the whole day and simply had our meals sent up to us. We never bothered to put on any clothes, either. We just sort of alternated between relaxing and having torrid sex that wore us both out. I was surprised at how aggressive I was in the sack, having never been an outgoing person by nature, but something about being with Jeff just brought out the animal in me.

"Darling, what are you going to do with all that money when you get it?" I asked as we wear lazily lounging around the bed together.

"I don't know. Buy some stuff, I guess," he replied with a shrug.

"You should probably invest some of it. You don't want to just burn through the whole thing and be broke again. It's a great opportunity for you to get established."

"Now you really do sound like my wife," he joked.

"I'm not kidding. You don't want to piss it all away. You should think about the future a little more."

"I'll leave that to you. You've always been the practical one," he said with a smile.

It was silly, but we actually did make kind of a good couple. Of course we had been friends for years, but sometimes you make friends with people who are just like you and other times you make friends with people who are kind of the opposite. That was certainly the case with our friendship.

"So if you were really a woman all the time do you think you could ever marry a guy like me?" Jeff asked out of the blue.

"With all that money, are you kidding?"

"No, seriously. You know how irresponsible I can be. And you know how much trouble I have staying with any one woman for very long."

"You just haven't met the right woman yet," I suggested.

"I think I have, but it's kind of problematic. That figures. I finally meet the woman of my dreams but I can only have her for two weeks."

"As long as we've got those pills there's nothing that says that we can't do this again sometime," I pointed out.

"That's true. We'll certainly need to do it again this Christmas. My parents sort of invited us to spend the holidays with them."

I literally hit Jeff in the face with a pillow. Was there no end to the casual way he planned my whole life without consulting me? I didn't stay mad for too long, because honestly I liked any excuse that allowed me to be Jennifer again, especially if it meant being with Jeff, but the bastard should be a little more thoughtful about things like that. Men. Can't live with them, can't live without them.

Around the fourth day we finally ventured out of the room, but I wouldn't say that the novelty had worn off by any means. We couldn't seem to keep our hands off of each other. I'd never known this kind of passion and it was intoxicating.

As fun as it was to hit the spa, or go shopping, or have a nice meal at a restaurant I still couldn't wait for us to get back to the room. Then I'd tear my clothes off and hop on the bed, wiggling my ass at Jeff, assuming he hadn't pounced on me before I could reach the bed.

"Come and fuck me, honey, I'm so horny," I pleaded over my shoulder as Jeff hurriedly tried to get his clothes off.

"When are you not horny, you little slut?" he said as he hopped on one leg across the room, still trying to free himself from his pants. "I thought I was the one with the insatiable sex drive."

"Don't you like me to be horny?" I said in a sweet little innocent voice.

"I'll show you how much I like it," he said as he jumped on my ass and began to hump me like a savage.

He was kind of half-standing over my butt and jack-hammering me below. The bed was shaking so hard I was afraid it was going to break, but in the bridal suite they no doubt plan on this sort of thing happening and provide stout furniture that's up to the task.

"Oh, fuck, Jeff, fuck! I never knew sex could be this good. I love it when you get all manly and take me hard like this. I just love it! Fuck, fuck, yes!"

"Baby, you drive me wild with lust. I think you're ruining me for other women."

"Serves you right for being such a whore."

"I'm paying you a quarter of a million dollars for this, so who's the whore?" he grunted.

"I am. I'm your little whore. Your very expensive personal whore...who adores you with all her heart.

Suddenly I was flipped over on my back and Jeff straddled my chest as his cock twitched an inch or so away from my face. Then he grabbed the back of my head and drove his erection into my mouth. I was taken by surprise, but turned on like never before as I sucked the living daylights out of him.

"I like this dirty side of you. You really love cock, don't you? You can't help yourself. You're hungry for my cock, aren't you?"

These were all rhetorical questions as I was in no position to respond, but if I had been I would have agreed with him wholeheartedly. I did love cock. I loved sucking and fucking. I especially loved his cock, and the tingle I got throughout my whole body when he was being especially masculine and firm.

I had given him head several times since our first encounter, but always as a warm up to sex. I hadn't actually had him complete the task in my mouth but it appeared that he was about to now.

As the first sticky spurt hit my throat I gagged for a moment, but quickly recovered. Good God, I was swallowing Jeff's cum, I thought. What a wicked little girl I am. His cream is filling my mouth and I'm gulping it down like it was a warm milkshake. Well, give it to me, I thought. Give it all to me. In for a penny, in for a pound. The man just kept ejaculating and I just kept sucking and swallowing. I was almost insane with lust and I kept sucking at his dick like it was a straw, long after the final drops had been spent.

Then we both sprawled out on the bed. Me on my stomach, him on his back. We panted for air and tried to think straight. The taste of his cum was still so fresh on my lips and my tongue.

"I'm madly in love with you Jenny," Jeff said softly.

"I know. I'm madly in love with you, too."


CHAPTER 10:

After the savage blow job and the declaration of love we tried to cool it for a time. We even considered having me turn back into a man, or checking out early and going home, but it was no use. We were addicted to each other by this point.

Real honeymoons never last forever but some newlyweds keep the flame burning for years, or even decades. At any rate they're still going to sleep in the same bed after they check out of the hotel. Our situation was so much more complicated.

It was possible that we had destroyed our friendship. I had a feeling that the taste of his cum would still be in my mouth even after I turned back into a man. I was afraid that it would make me throw up, or something. Or worse, that it would still make me hungry for more.

How could I ever look at Jeff again and not the see the man between my legs, thrusting his mighty cock into me while I cried and begged for more. I had always loved him as a friend, but now I loved him as a man, and that might change everything I feared.

Would that love go away along with my tits and pussy simply be taking a little pill? Was my female heart that different than my male one? Could my masculine eyes ever look at him and not be filled with the lust and desire they were filled with now?

We'd have Christmas together, there was that. But then what? Maybe I should find a girl and get married for real as quickly as possible. Maybe that would put this whole sordid affair behind me. But I didn't want to marry a girl. I wanted to marry Jeff. I wanted to be his wife and maybe have his children someday. I wanted the impossible, but I wanted it none-the-less.

It was two weeks of total bliss. Yes, I could get kind of bitchy at times, and we almost had a fight over some stupid thing that I can't even remember now, but on the whole it was the greatest two weeks of my life. I knew that going back to the old life was going to seem like such a drag. Fortunately there would be all that money soon. Maybe I could find some way to distract myself, or amuse myself with that. From the moment I first put his cock in my mouth I knew that things were going to end badly, but I couldn't help myself. No amount of logic seemed to work. I was so smitten I couldn't see straight.

Although we didn't plan it that way I didn't see much of Jeff for a while after we got back to reality. I imagined that he was having a lot of the same feelings that I was, or maybe he was just anxious for some fresh pussy. Two weeks of banging the same chick probably seemed like two years to that guy. I was reasonably certain that he would bounce back pretty quickly, but I wasn't so sure about myself.

My sister came to the rescue, as she has so many times before, one afternoon when we were just kind of sitting around the house doing nothing.

"You got any more of those pills?" she suddenly inquired.

"Yeah, I've still got the whole bottle. Why?"

"Well, we were thinking of having a girl's night out, and I know my friends would love to have you along, if that's something you're up for," she replied.

"What exactly happens at a girl's night out?"

"Pretty much what you'd expect. We bar hop and drink too much, talk about men, probably go to a strip club and watch some guys with insane bodies shaking their booty in front of us while we throw money at them and yell like idiots."

"I'm not even going to pretend that it doesn't sound appealing," I said, almost sadly.

"Hey, there's nothing wrong with being a girl. I've been one my whole life and it's pretty cool most of the time," she said soothingly. "You seemed to have such a good time at the party, and my friends all adored you, I just thought you might want to hang with the gals again and get crazy."

"That's exactly what I want to do," I said firmly. "Thank you for inviting me."

Girl's night out was indeed somewhat reminiscent of the bachelorette party. It was pretty much the same crowd and I was extremely happy to be in that circle again. Everybody wanted to know how married life was treating me and I did my best to put on a brave face. I wasn't the center of attention this time, but that was fine with me. I totally enjoyed just being one of the gals.

Once again we did a pub crawl that resulted in too much drinking, and as usual, the more I drank the more I let my guard down. At some point I found myself thanking everyone for their suggestions on giving head and explained, in rather graphic detail, how I had put their advice to use.

The girls all laughed and high-fived me and thought I was just the dirtiest little bitch in the world, but I could see my sister shooting me some rather strange glances. After that the ladies wanted to hear all the sordid details of my honeymoon and I spilled the beans without reservation. A lady may never kiss and tell, but a drunk lady tends to tell everything.

At the strip club I was right alongside the others, shouting and whistling and stuffing money in men's pants. Since this was a professional club I wasn't allowed to grope any cock this time, but I did treat myself to a lap dance and could feel the guy's dick rubbing up against me. In short, the evening was awesome.

"Wow, you've got quite an imagination," Joan said as we headed for home.

"What do you mean?" I asked.

"All that sex talk about your honeymoon. I think maybe you watch too much porn," she chuckled. "I mean...you didn't really do any of that...did you?"

I reserved my right to remain silent and said nothing.

"Oh, my God! You really did fuck Jeff!" my sister suddenly blurted out.

"Kind of," I said shyly.

"Kind of? It sounds to me like you did more than kind of fuck."

I broke down and confessed the whole filthy mess. I was a wreck of tears so Joan pulled the car over and put her arms around me.

"Hey, it's no big deal. You were just doing what any woman would do under the circumstances," she said in a gentle voice.

"But I'm not a woman," I cried.

"You're whatever you want to be. Your body doesn't dictate that. There was obviously a part of you that wanted to enjoy being female, and from the sound of it...mission accomplished."

"Being female is the best," I whimpered.

"It is what it is. It can be wonderful and it can be kind of crappy, the same as I imagine being a man would be."

"But I'm so stupid. I fell in love with him and now I can't stop thinking about it."

"Love is a beautiful thing. It can also hurt like hell. But you take the painful moments and try to savor the beautiful ones. Don't let this get you down. You've got your whole life ahead of you."

She was right. There was no point in drowning in sorrow. I knew what I was doing was dangerous yet I did it anyway. The odds are never in your favor when it comes to relationships. Even when it works it never seems to work forever. As long as I had those pills I could always get a quick female fix when I needed one, and I still had Christmas to look forward to.

Once Joan was convinced that I wasn't going to slit my wrists or jump out of the car on the freeway we headed for home and I tried to concentrate on how much fun I had that night. That worked pretty well until we got to the driveway and I threw up in the gutter. After that all I wanted to do was sleep.


CHAPTER 11:

My idea about finding a woman and getting married for real wasn't gaining much traction because I was finding it increasingly difficult to get enthusiastic about the thought of dating girls. I still definitely found them attractive, and once or twice I even toyed with the idea of taking a pill and trying to have a girl-on-girl experience, just because it seemed like such a sexy fantasy, but that wasn't going to do anything to help my situation. I figured with my luck I'd just end up falling in love with a lesbian and having two people I could never be in a permanent relationship with.

Quite some time had passed since the wedding and the money still hadn't materialized, but I didn't press Jeff for it. I figured a big international money transfer like that, involving millions of dollars, probably had a lot of red tape to cut through, and Jeff was not the kind of guy to stay on top of things. or get them done in a timely fashion. I think he really did need a wife to help organize his life and keep him on track. If it couldn't be me then hopefully he'd eventually find the right kind of woman.

I felt like I was trapped in kind of a limbo. I wanted to not pine away over Jeff all the time, but Christmas was coming up and I had already promised to join him, so getting him completely out of my system seemed like a doomed proposition, even if I thought I could do it.

It kind of surprised me, and hurt my feelings a little, that Jeff never suggested that we hook up as a couple again, just for the night or a weekend or something. He seemed to have such a good time fucking me that I would have thought he'd be anxious to do it again, even if he had moved on to other women by now. Maybe he was worried that it would only complicate things even more, which it probably would, but in any case I ended up spending a lot of lonely nights watching porn and masturbating while I fantasized about being with him. That was some relief, but even masturbating as a girl seemed vastly more enjoyable than it did as a man, no matter what fantasy was running through my head.

A couple of times I took the pill just to go out shopping with my sister, buying clothes that I'd probably never get a chance to wear, or maybe going to a movie by myself, or just having lunch in a skirt. I can't say that the physical sensation of changing into Jennifer was all that pleasant, but once I was her again I always felt so good. Then I could dive into my lovely collection of sex toys and rekindle the feeling of making my body shake with pleasure all over.

I got hit on a couple of times, and believe me, I was sorely tempted to act upon it, but I always wore my "wedding" ring out in public and usually just flashed it as a polite way of turning down any potential suitors. I have no idea why I was being "faithful" to my not real husband, but there was a part of me that still couldn't help but feel sort of married to the guy. I think it just made me kind of happy to tell people that I was married. Plus, there was still the problem of not wanting to start something that could never go anywhere.

Then one Saturday night I was feeling insanely horny for some reason so I decided to call Jeff and beg him for sex, if that's what it took. Unfortunately he wasn't answering his phone so I left a voice mail message and waited to hear from him, but there was still no response. Stupidly I jumped to the conclusion that he must be out with some other woman and I became incredibly jealous. I popped a pill and tried to make myself look as slutty as possible and headed out the door determined to get my brains fucked out by someone. If Jeff didn't want me I figured there were plenty of other guys who would jump at the chance to get between my legs.

Where to go to make this happen was somewhat of a problem for me to solve. It was sort of a case of all dressed up with nowhere to go. I didn't want to go to a nice bar or club to meet some guy who might be interested in romance, I wanted to get down and dirty with some totally meaningless sex.

I drove around for quite a while before I spotted a sort of scary-looking dive bar with a couple of motorcycles parked out in front. It looked like the kind of place where I could find a guy who wasn't looking for love, but might enjoy a hot piece of ass between beers. It also looked like the kind of place where I could get into a hell of a lot of trouble, especially dressed the way I was, but I wasn't in my right mind. I was angry and jealous and horny and I just wanted to feel a man take my body again and do with it what he wanted. A potential recipe for disaster, but a kinky thrill at the same time.

After I worked up the nerve to park I sat in the car for a while and tried to see what sort of clientele the bar catered to, but there weren't a whole lot of people either coming in or going out. Finally I decided to just casually stroll in and check the place out. If I got too scared I could always beat a hasty retreat back to the car, and back to my senses.

As I walked through the door I could tell it was a pretty rough place. It wasn't very crowded, I would say maybe five or six guys and one couple off in the corner at a booth. Most of the men were seated at the bar chatting it up with the very pretty bartender who was wearing kind of a skimpy outfit. Two guys were playing pool at a table off to one side and there was some music playing from somewhere.

Not surprisingly all eyes were on me the moment I crossed the threshold. I was the center of attention again, but this time it kind of freaked me out. I knew I was in a place where I didn't really belong, but once I had gotten the courage to actually walk inside I felt more determined than ever to stick it out.

I strolled up to the bar as casually as I could, ignoring all of the stairs and acting like I did this sort of thing all of the time. The bartender gave me a kind of crooked smile as I ordered a beer.

"Never seen you in here before," she said, eyeing me very closely.

"Nope. Just driving by and feeling thirsty," I said, hoping that my voice wasn't too shaky.

The bartender just nodded and smiled again as she took my money. I had a feeling that she saw right through me. Sheltered girl from the suburbs wants to take a walk on the wild side and bites off more than she could chew. She'd probably seen my kind before.

I kind of wondered why a pretty girl like her would want to work in a place like this, but I guessed that she probably made some pretty good tips. I generously tipped her and hoped that any sense of female solidarity she might have would save me from total disaster if things were getting out of hand.

After a while I strolled over to where the guys were playing pool and just stood there watching them for a bit, nursing my beer. This was one time where I didn't want to drink too much and get out of control. I was looking for meaningless sex, but I certainly didn't want to get raped or abducted by some biker gang.

"Do you play?" one of the guys finally asked.

"I have, but I'm not very good at it," I replied.

"It's not that hard. We could show you a few tricks," said the other man. "Although I'm guessing you know more about tricks than we do."

Both men found this incredibly amusing and laughed heartily. Suddenly I wondered whether they thought I was a prostitute. That thought hadn't really crossed my mind. I was looking for a cheap thrill, not trying to make a buck. I wondered what to say if they asked me what I charged. In the mood I was in I might just take them up if they offered.


CHAPTER 12:

My new "friends" were named Butch and Larry, although apparently Larry sometimes went by Sundance, after Butch Cassidy and the Sundance Kid. I thought that was kind of cute, actually, but I kept that thought to myself. Butch and Larry generously offered to give me some instruction on the art of shooting pool, which of course included a lot of bending over my back very closely as I lined up a shot, and letting their hands kind of stray to various parts of my body.

I played a game against Larry and didn't do too bad, and then I actually beat Butch, which gave me the distinct feeling that I was being hustled.

"You're a quick learner, baby," said Larry as he racked them up for another game. "I guess you like a game where you play with sticks and balls."

"Yeah, but I usually like them a little thicker than this," I said as I let my hand kind of stroke the pool cue suggestively.

"Oh, that's no problem," Butch chuckled.

I knew exactly what I was doing. I knew that I shouldn't be doing it, but I did it anyway. From that point on it was pretty obvious where this was all leading so I just let it go there. As we played some more I wiggled my ass "for good luck" when I was about to take a shot, or made other lewd comments, much to the delight of my male companions.

Naturally they suggested that we make the game more interesting by putting a little wager on the line, and naturally that wager involved me agreeing to have sex with the winner, and naturally I lost...to both of them. Then it was down to the logistics.

"Why don't we step outside, baby. I think it's time you paid up," Butch suggested.

I could feel the bartenders eyes burning a hole in the back of my head as I went for the door with Butch and Sundance on either side of me. I don't know whether she pitied me, or was laughing at me, or just sorry to see a big tipper leave, but I'm sure she knew exactly what was going to happen in the next few minutes.

We walked around the building to the back, where it was very dark, indeed, and I got really frightened. In all honesty the guys seemed pretty nice, but I was being totally stupid and making myself a potential victim without any fuss or bother.

The men wasted no time getting their pants pulled down and whipping out their very hard dicks. I could feel my pulse racing as they both stood there grinning at me.

"Are these sticks thick enough for your liking?" Larry asked.

"Oh, yeah, I think they can get the job done," I replied as I squatted down between them and took one cock in each hand.

As I stroked their shafts I began to feel a little less vulnerable. They were the ones with their pants down around their ankles, and I was still fully dressed. I could have punched them in the balls and run for my car and they would still be fumbling around trying to pull their pants up by the time I was on the road. That feeling of control made it much easier to relax, although the feeling didn't last too long.

"Oh, yeah, suck it bitch," Larry hissed as I began to blow them in turn. "I knew you were a cock sucker the moment I saw your lips on that beer bottle."

I have no idea how he formulated any opinion about my potential oral skills from simply watching me drink a beer, but I think he was just trying to make polite conversation.

As my head went back and forth from one guy to the other, while always continuing to stroke the man I wasn't sucking, I can't say that I felt exactly proud of myself, but I did have a little feeling of satisfaction that I had carried through on my plan. There would be no romantic complications arising from this tryst. I just wanted cock and I was getting plenty of it at the moment.

"Look at that little slut go," Butch chuckled. "She can't make up her mind which cock to suck."

"Well, we can fix that in a jiffy," said Larry and suddenly I was yanked to my feet.

Larry was behind me holding my arms back while Butch pulled up my top and yanked down my bra. My boobs popped out and Butch began to squeeze them rather roughly.

"Nice titties, baby, very nice," he cooed appreciatively.

At this point I started to become a little frightened. They had moved so quickly and taken me completely by surprise, and now I was completely helpless, with my arms restrained behind me. Even so, I was still turned on by the whole thing, for some unexplainable reason. I knew that my feeling of control was just a temporary illusion and that I was completely in their power. Well, this was kind of what I asked for, so there was no point in complaining now that I was getting it.

After toying with my knockers for a while Butch came over and literally ripped my panties off. I don't mean he pulled them down around my ankles, I mean he tore them apart as if they were made of tissue paper.

My short little skirt was flipped up on my back and Larry navigated his cock into my pussy while still keeping my arms behind me. Butch then got in front and I was made to bend over far enough to be able to take his cock in my mouth.

There was no blowjob technique here as I was being throat fucked by Butch who just grabbed the back of my head and forced me to take as much cock as he chose to ram inside me. Larry wasn't exactly being gentle either as he pumped me from behind. I had the distinct feeling that they had done this sort of thing many times before, because they seemed to have their routine worked out like clockwork.

"Suck that big cock you slutty little bitch," Butch said in a rather menacing voice. "That's what little girls get when they play with big men. They get big hard cocks shoved inside them!"

I doubted that they were much older than I was but I was in no position to argue the point. Larry was pounding me so hard from the backside that my tits were flapping back and forth like a flag in a heavy breeze. I really think Butch would have enjoyed it more had he let me use my hands and control the action, but he seemed perfectly content to just shove my head down on his dick, so I tried not gag and sucked him the best I could.

Then I guess it was time for the next act as I was suddenly shoved up against the wall and Butch took a turn banging my snatch from behind. He kind of alternated between squeezing my boobs and holding my hips very tightly. I have no idea what Larry was doing at that time, but I guess he was probably just stroking himself to stay hard.

After a while Larry took his turn with the addition of spanking me rather hard in between thrusts.

"It's always the good girls who turn out to be the best whores, isn't it?" Larry chuckled.

"Fuck yeah, brother, you can say that again," I heard Butch reply.

"I'll bet your boyfriend doesn't fuck you like this," said Larry. "You like it rough, don't you bitch?"

"Yes," I panted. "I like it rough."

In response to that my ass got slapped incredibly hard, but it only made me all the more aroused. I was out of my mind with lust and I couldn't believe how much I was actually enjoying this situation. It should have been a nightmare, but instead it was the hottest, dirtiest, thing I could ever have imagined.

"You like it up the butt?" Larry whispered as he leaned over me. "You look like a girl who likes to take it up the ass."

"Yeah, give it to me," I snarled over my shoulder. "Give me everything you've got."

My suggestion was met with great approval, and acted upon almost at once.


CHAPTER 13:

I knew what was going to happen but I couldn't quite figure out the logistics of how it was going to actually take place. Butch answered the question quickly enough as he turned me around from the wall and lifted me up off the ground. I had to throw my arms around his neck for support, and he put his arms under my legs to keep me up. Then Larry came over and got behind me again so I kept one arm around Butch and swung the other one around Larry's neck. Larry sort of cupped my butt in his hands and I was about as secure as I was going to be.

Butch put his cock in my pussy and Larry shoved his prick up my ass and then I just kind of bounced up and down like I was a marionette on a string. I felt weightless, and helpless, and horny as hell. Fortunately I had gotten quite used to being anally penetrated by playing with my dildos. My asshole was the best substitute for a pussy that I had. Being butt fucked while simultaneously pussy banged is a sensation, however, that I don't think you can ever really prepare for adequately.

"Yeah, yeah, yeah, yeah," I kept crying, sort of in time with their thrusts.

"Baby sure loves cock," Butch grunted.

"Yes, baby loves cock," I repeated, almost mechanically.

"That's good, baby. Little sluts like you should love cock," Larry chimed in.

"I am a little slut and I do love cock!" I cried.

Then I found it hard to speak. My body was shaking and I was having an incredibly intense orgasm that seemed to go on and on and on.

"I know what baby really wants. She wants a nice hot load of cum on her pretty little slut face," Butch chuckled.

I was in no condition to answer as I felt myself being lifted off of my pegs as easily as I had been placed on them. Then I was shoved to my knees on the ground as Butch and Larry got their cocks as close to my face as they could and stroked themselves furiously. I instinctively reached out and did the job for them while I closed my eyes and opened my mouth up wide.

I'm not sure exactly whose cum hit my face first but they both began to ejaculate on me at roughly the same time. It was actually quite an impressive bit of timing, I thought. Butch and Sundance were definitely a team.

Cum just sort of went everywhere. It hit my eyes, went up my nose, and down my throat. It was literally dripping from my lips by the time they had both finished unloading on me. Then that was that. Butch and Larry got their pants back up and slapped each other on the back.

"That was one righteous fuck baby," said Larry. "Come around again sometime when you feel like playing a little pool."

Both guys fumbled through their pockets and tossed a few bills down on the ground where I was still kneeling before they just walked away into the night. Needless to say I was a total wreck. My torn panties must be somewhere on the ground, but it was pointless to look for them. There wasn't enough left to put back on again anyway. My tits were hanging out, my hair was a mess, and there was cum all over my face. I probably should have felt miserable, but I just felt tired...and a little sore.

I got myself straightened up the best I could, scooped up the money they had dropped, and headed back to the car. In the rearview mirror I could better assess the damage, and it was pretty significant. I knew my knees were a little scuffed up and I suspected that my butt was probably pretty red from all the spanking, but getting my face cleaned up was my top priority.

Rummaging around the glove compartment I found some old napkins from a fast food place and wiped my face as clean as I could get it. It would have to do until I could get home and wash up properly.

I sort of hate to admit it but that was the most exciting thing I had ever done in my life. Probably not something that I would soon want to repeat, but an adventure I would never forget. From a sex standpoint I would much rather be with the man I love, because it makes the whole thing resonate with deeper meaning, but it's hard to top the visceral, raw, intensity of a good old-fashioned gang bang behind a dive bar.

What a slutty little bitch I could be when I wanted to, I thought to myself. I even took their money, which I guess technically made me a whore, although this was more of a gift than a transaction. It wasn't the huge money that Jeff paid me, but I still hadn't seen any of that and this was something I could actually spend right now. Well, I needed to buy some new panties so the cash would come in handy.


CHAPTER 14:

When Christmas finally rolled around I actually contemplated not going with Jeff, but I had promised him so I kept my word. We really hadn't seen that much of each other, and I have no idea whether he was actually out with some other woman that night that I got all jealous, but by the time we got to his parents house all of that was forgotten. I was his wife again, and very pleased to be so.

Jeff had grown up in the same neighborhood with me but his father got a very lucrative job offer back east, when Jeff was in college, so his parents had moved away and Jeff moved into an apartment. Joan and I still lived with my mom and dad, who thankfully had not really died in a plane crash, in the same house we had always lived in.

I'd never seen Jeff's parents new house and it was quite nice. Very elegant and tastefully decorated, I thought.

"You have a lovely home, Mrs. Santini," I said as they greeted us at the door. "Thank you so much for inviting me."

"Well, you're one of the family now," Mrs. Santini said with a smile. "Now come inside and warm yourself up. I imagine the weather here is not as warm as you're used to."

"She always complains about the weather," Mr. Santini said with a smile. "But secretly I think she really likes it here."

"You'll be wanting to get a bigger place of your own soon, I would imagine," said Jeff's mom. "Especially when you start a family."

"Good lord, woman, don't start nagging them about that already. They just got here," his dad teased. "I don't know why you're in such a rush to be a grandmother."

This was a surreal conversation, but naturally they had no reason to assume that we weren't just a normal married couple who would plan to have a baby somewhere down the line. Being back in this role it was actually kind of hard for me not to think the same way. Jeff and I just seemed like a married couple, even if it was all pretend.

We had barely settled into the guest bedroom when Jeff had his arms around me tightly. I looked up into his eyes and saw so much passion that I felt my legs get a little wobbly.

"Oh, God, Jenny I've missed you so much. It's been living hell trying to stay away from you," he groaned in what sounded like genuine agony.

"Then why did you?" I pouted. "I would have a taken a pill for you anytime you wanted."

"I didn't want to make things worse. I was afraid that you'd feel like I was taking advantage of you, or just stringing you along for my own pleasure. I love you so much that I couldn't bear the thought of breaking your heart. You know, I haven't been with anyone but you since our honeymoon. I just couldn't seem to work up the enthusiasm for it."

I suddenly felt like the most wicked whore that ever lived, but how the hell was I to know that he had been faithful? Well, there was a certain amount of irony in the fact that I had gotten double penetrated while he was remaining chaste. Talk about the shoe being on the other foot!

I really didn't know what to think or how to respond. I just melted into his arms and kissed him deeply. Then Jeff got behind me and pulled my sweater off over my head. Next he unhooked my bra and I let it fall to the floor as he took my breasts in his hands and started to massage them.

"Did you miss me?" he whispered.

"Of course I did. More than you can imagine," I replied.

"Your breasts are just perfect, you know."

"They are what they are. I didn't have any say in the matter," I reminded him. "But I kind of like them. I especially like the way they feel right now in your strong but gentle hands."

"Did you ever take the pill when I wasn't around?"

"A couple of times. I went out with my sister and some of her friends."

"Really? What did you do?"

"Just girl stuff. Drank too much mostly."

"So I guess you really, really like being female."

"Darling I love it. I have to thank you for that. I would never have known what I was missing if you hadn't dragged me into your wild scheme."

Soon we were both naked and I lay on my back on the bed waiting for the glorious moment when my husband would be inside me again. Jeff got into position and then I was lost in a sea of delightful dreams. This is how things were meant to be, I thought. What a shame I just got handed the wrong anatomy at birth. Of course if I had grown up as a girl we might never have even become friends. Maybe this was what it took to get us together. In any case I was deeply thankful that we were together again, even if it was just for a fleeting few moments in time.

"I feel kind of bad for your mom. She obviously expects you to produce a child, and sooner rather than later," I said.

"Well, I've been meaning to talk to you about that," said Jeff.

"I'm afraid I can't help you there," I chuckled. "As lovely a thought as that may be. If I could I would happily have a baby with you."

"That might not be as impossible as you think."

"What?"

I had just sort of lazily been chatting while we fucked but there was something in his tone of voice that made me stop and sit upright. I knew that he was leading up to something but I couldn't guess what it was.

"It appears that there's another provision to that trust deal that I wasn't really aware of," said Jeff as he pulled out and sat beside me.

"What kind of a provision?"

"Well, I have to be married by 25, which as far as everyone is concerned I am, but I guess I also have to produce an heir within the first three years of inheriting the trust or I have to give the money back."

"And you just found out about this now?" I said skeptically.

"Oh, well, it was in some paperwork that they sent me, but I guess I didn't look it over all that closely. I was so focused on getting around the marriage clause that I didn't read all the fine print," Jeff said rather sheepishly. "I guess perpetuating the family line is kind of the whole point of the thing in the first place."

"Well, like I said, I don't think I can be much help to you there. And I don't know how much luck you're going to have borrowing someone's baby and taking a picture of it. You can always divorce your fake wife, but people are sort of going to expect your child to be around for a long time."

"Did you mean what you said about being willing to have a baby with me?" he asked hopefully.

"Yes, but what's the point? You know that I can't." I replied.

"What if I told you that you could?"


CHAPTER 15:

"I've been doing some research on this and found out some rather interesting facts about that drug you've been taking. Apparently if you take a certain amount of it over a certain period of time your body just adapts to the change and doesn't ever go back. It's not likely to happen unless you plan for it, so it's not generally considered a serious risk, but from what I understand once the change is final it's as if you had been born that way. You can even give birth."

"So you waited until you had your penis inside me to tell me that I could get knocked up?" I said, hearing my bitchy voice making a return appearance.

"It seemed like kind of an appropriate time, don't you think? I mean, I'm going to have to put my penis in you to knock you up."

"But we're not actually married," I pointed out.

"Easy to fix. A quick trip to the courthouse for a quiet civil service and no one ever needs to know that our first marriage was just a fake. We can celebrate whichever anniversary we like, or both if we want to," he suggested.

"But you're suggesting that I actually change my gender forever with no way to go back to my old self."

"Well, yeah, I guess so. Don't you like being a girl?"

"Of course I do," I sputtered. "I just never even imagined that there was a way to make this permanent. What would I tell everyone?"

"That you'd rather be a woman and that you're in love with a man that you've known for years and that you decided to marry him and start a family."

It all sounded so easy the way he put it. That was part of Jeff's magic. No matter how crazy or illogical something was he always managed to spin it so that it sounded like the most natural thing in the world.

"I want to see that paperwork," I said flatly. "It's not that I don't believe you, but I just want to make sure that there aren't any more hidden provisions that you might have overlooked. Details don't seem to be your string suit, my love."

"So you do still love me?"

"Of course I still love you, although I should probably have my head examined," I said with some exasperation.

"Oh, thank God! It seemed like the best solution all around, but I wasn't sure how you'd take it. I figured you wouldn't mind the getting married for real part, but the whole baby thing was kind of an extra wrinkle."

"That's putting it mildly."

"Look, I know you have your doubts about my ability to be responsible, but I honestly think I can do it, with your help. I want to be the best husband and father possible. And I want to do it with you."

"Then stop talking and put your penis back inside me and let's do it. I'm too horny to be really mad at you at the moment. All I want right now is your big cock in my wet pussy. We can sort out all the details after I cum."

It was pretty obvious that I was going to have to take charge of a lot of things to make this marriage work, but that was fine with me. I had always just gone along with Jeff, but he really needed me to keep his shit together. I would happily yield to his manly power in the sack, but the rest of time I needed to take a little firmer stance.

I couldn't really take in everything that Jeff had just dropped on me. It was a lot to absorb. Actually getting to be his bride was something I had dreamed of, but never imagined possible. It was always more of a I wish I had been born a girl and met and fallen in love with him kind of thing. Having to face the world that had always known me as a man and present myself as a woman from now on seemed like kind of a daunting task, but obviously the whole baby thing was the big bombshell.

Like most people, I suppose, I had sort of assumed that I would have children someday, but being a man I never imagined actually being the one to give birth. That always seemed so mysterious, and frightening. It was still mysterious to me, but not quite as frightening as before. I could kind of picture myself being a mother and it made me sort of happy. Of course the child wasn't kicking at the walls of my stomach yet so I reserved the option to still be scared out of my wits if it ever really got to that point.

With Jeff's big dick stretching me out so beautifully it was almost impossible not to want to go ahead with the plan. Those magical two weeks we spent on our pretend honeymoon were spectacular, and while I didn't expect every day to be like that, I knew what was possible between us and I yearned for it.

Yes, I had totally gotten off on my wild dive bar adventure, but it sort of felt like I had gotten that out of my system. Being a one man woman would not likely pose any real problem for me. Jeff, on the other hand, would always be a potential ticking time bomb where fidelity was concerned. I believed that he had refrained from being with anyone else so far, but who knows how long that would last? Jeff wasn't a liar, his sin was more in the way he often withheld things, rather than making up total fabrications. He could be scheming, but I've known that for years. It's part of his charm, I suppose.

I knew he'd work hard to please me and I had faith in his inner goodness as a person. I had learned to love his physical appearance but we had started out as friends and I couldn't see any reason why we wouldn't always be that way.

I wasn't sure exactly how we'd support a family if that whole trust fund thing fell through, but I figured we'd work something out. The one thing I was sure of was that I was not going to commit to having a child simply to get that money, even though it was a large amount of money. Jeff and I were going to have to have some serious conversations about our child raising philosophy before I signed off on that part of the deal.

When Jeff finally ejaculated in me I thought about what this whole sex business was really all about for the first time. It had all been bells ringing and fireworks going off inside my body, but Jeff and I had the power to actually create a new life. That was a pretty awesome power, I thought, and one that shouldn't be taken lightly.

When we finished we just held each other very tight for a long time and didn't say anything. There would be plenty of words to come, but at the moment we just kind of enjoyed the reunion. We were going to have to get dressed and go have dinner with his parents in a little while, but for the moment there was just us and our inner thoughts and the warmth of our bare skin making the cold outside all disappear.


CHAPTER 16:

I had a great time over that Christmas holiday, although there were some weird experiences. Jeff's mom insisted in breaking out the old photo albums to show me what Jeff was like as a boy, and needless to say I was in many of those pictures. That was a pretty surreal experience to sit through. I also had to keep reminding myself that I wasn't supposed to know all of the things that I already knew and caught myself, once or twice, when I was about to bring up some memory that I would never have had knowledge of, supposedly coming into Jeff's life when I did.

I liked being part of this family, but I still wondered how my parents were going to take the idea. Jeff was still Jeff, their son like he had always been, and they had no idea in the world that I was who I was underneath this pretty exterior, but my parents would know the whole truth, and that was something that made me a little uncomfortable. Fortunately I knew that my sister would be supportive. Joan probably knew that I was female long before I did, and I certainly enjoyed the thought of being able to hang out with her gang more frequently. They had really embraced me and I enjoyed their company enormously. And Joan would finally be getting a sister full-time.

When we got home I went over the trust document with a fine-tooth-comb and couldn't see any more loopholes or potential pitfalls, although I did wonder what would happen if we tried to conceive but failed. I wasn't absolutely certain whether the trust was designed to insure that the family name continued, or that the bloodline needed to be perpetuated. In any case I was definitely going to need to see a doctor, once the transformation was complete, to make sure that I was actually capable of having a child.

I decided to tell my parents what I was planning to do right away. In order to make the change permanent I had to take a heavy dose of the pills every three days for a period of four weeks, which meant that I'd have to be female all of the time for a solid month. I had always sneaked out of the house when I took a pill, or took one when no one was home, but I couldn't very well hide from my parents for a whole month.

It took every bit of courage to sit them down and explain what I was planning to do, but once they saw me as Jennifer I think it helped a little to ease their burden. As expected, Joan stood by me every step of the way, and she couldn't have been more delighted with my decision.

"You're a lot more fun as a woman," she teased.

"I don't know about that, but we certainly have a lot more in common now," I replied.

The fact that I was doing this to marry Jeff probably raised a few eyebrows with my parents. Naturally they sort of wondered whether we had been gay lovers all of these years without anyone knowing it, but there was nothing one could do about that. It was a logical conclusion to jump to and I couldn't blame anyone for jumping there. Falling in love with your best friend isn't that odd, but falling in love with your best friend while your body is chemically altered to change your gender was not exactly something that you heard about all the time.

The money finally came through, but I had to make damn certain that Jeff didn't go crazy with it right away. We still had the whole pregnancy thing to go through or the money would have to be returned. I didn't know exactly what would happen if we spent it all, or most of it and then had to give it back, but I had a feeling that we would end up in crushing debt for the rest of our lives. Not the greatest way for a newlywed couple to get started.

There was no point in asking for my quarter of a million since we were going to be one big happy family with shared assets, but in a way I was actually getting a raise, since this was a community property state and half of that money was going to be legally mine anyway. The money was not actually as important to me at the time as getting everything squared away legally and physically.

When the month was finally over I went to see the gynecologist that my sister went to and held my breath, hoping that I would actually check out as completely female in every way. I don't really want to go into all of the details of what goes on during a gynecological exam, but lots of things were stuck inside me, and I was prodded, poked, and probed rather thoroughly. When the doctor broke out the speculum and told me to put my feet in the stirrups I thought I was going to faint, for a moment, but women did this all the time and I wanted the whole female experience. In for a penny, in for a pound. There was that old saying again helping me get through a tough situation.

Much to my relief I passed all of the tests with flying colors and the doctor had no clue that I hadn't been born a woman. Most importantly I was told that I was capable of bearing children, so I literally danced around the room when I got the news.

Once I was legally certified as female, and medically cleared, it was time to finally get married for real. It was quick and casual, but no less beautiful in its own way, especially since it was genuine this time. I had already enjoyed the big party, but now it was all official and I was Mrs. Jennifer Santini.

I moved into Jeff's apartment but we started looking around for a house right away. It was kind of frustrating to have so much money but still be worried that we might have to give it back but it did help us to be restrained in our spending. We could certainly manage a down payment on a modest enough little home that would suit me just fine, for the time being. Then we could always move up if we were secure enough financially.

"Well darling, I'm certifiably female now and capable of bearing children," I said as I got in bed next to Jeff the first night I heard the news about my tests.

"I never doubted that for a second," he replied as he began to caress my breasts. "I guess it's going to be up to my manly virility to see that you get pregnant."

"And I don't doubt that for a second. It doesn't seem possible, but it's true! I'm actually a woman forever, and I'm your loving wife, and someday my breasts will be full of milk and I'll be nursing our first child."

"First? Are we planning to have more?"

"I thought you Italians liked big families," I said with a grin.

"Well, let me at those nipples in the meantime. I want to suck on them for as long as I can before I have to start sharing them with anyone."

I stroked his hair softly and wondered what it would be like when there really was a baby sucking at my breasts. It was such an incredible thought that it hardly seemed real. I was looking forward to motherhood, but in no particular rush. We had three years, and I wanted to make sure that our marriage was strong and stable before diving into the next big step. I just loved knowing that the option was there for us when the time felt right.

There was so much to learn about how my new body worked. Words like ovulation and menstruation had never really meant much to me before, but now I was damn curious about everything involving my body. To make love to a man was simple and instinctive. To make myself attractive was practice and experimentation. Now I had to learn how to keep my body in good shape and functioning properly, and the female anatomy just seemed so much more complex than what I was used to.

It had been surprisingly easy for me to decide that I wanted to be a woman, but now I was just beginning the process of trying to figure out what that meant, exactly. I didn't have the advantage of learning everything along the line as I was growing up, but I was determined to make up for lost time. Woman, wife, sister, and someday mother...they were all very new roles for me to play, and I was determined to play all of them to the best of my ability. At least I knew how to keep my man happy in the sack, which wasn't a bad jumping off point at all.


CHAPTER 17:

Much to my pleasant surprise, and relief, marriage didn't seem to spoil our passion at all. If anything it only increased it. I don't know how long newlyweds usually keep up the burning lust of the honeymoon, but we were still addicted to each other long after the official wedding. Sometimes I guess you just kind of click with somebody and you know it's so right that you can't help but express it physically whenever you can. There was no more drug to blame for the fact that I loved having my husband's cock inside me so much. It was always a thrill to feel that hard flesh slipping into me.

Of course life isn't all fucking and sucking, as much as I wish it could be. We decided to start a business, and ironically ended up as professional wedding planners. When we had staged our sham wedding all of the details seemed kind of overwhelming, especially for something that wasn't even genuine, but I had found myself really enjoying the experience, and the only thing I would do differently now is invite my parents, and write some more personal vows. My pretend wedding was so beautiful and wonderful that I wanted every couple to have a similar experience and before long we were doing quite well at it.

Knowing that we were able to support ourselves was quite a relief. It took away some of the urgency of getting pregnant and put that back on our own timetable, more or less. When we both felt that we were ready, and my cycle was right, I climbed on top of the bed and got on all fours.

"Come on stud, put a baby in me," I said over my shoulder.

"Whatever you say, dear," Jeff replied with a grin as he got behind me and prepared to do his part of the job.

"Just remember that there are millions of dollars riding on your sperm," I joked.

"Oh, thanks, like that's no pressure."

"Isn't the sight of my bare ass sticking up in the air enough to inspire you?"

"Just hang onto the bed, woman, you're about to see just how inspired I can be."

As much as I loved looking at my man during sex there was still something about being taken from behind that was hard to beat. I adored the position and how womanly it always made me feel. Knowing that I was trying to get pregnant just intensified that feeling all the more.

We didn't succeed on the first try but I knew we'd get there, and after a couple of months the big news came that I was going to have a baby. Jeff seemed extremely proud, and probably very happy that he didn't have to give any of that money back. Our parents were all thrilled to learn that they were going to have a grandchild, although I'm not quite sure how Jeff ever explained the existence of my parents, who supposedly died in a crash, but I left that up to him and he must have come up with something. Joan was jealous, because she wasn't even married yet, but I promised to plan her wedding for free when she finally got around to tying the knot.

"You don't waste much time, do you? You bagged a rich husband who's crazy about you, bought a house, started a business, and now you're going to have a baby. Not bad for someone who's only been a woman for less than two years," Joan teased.

"Well, someone once said I was a quick learner," I quipped, flashing back for a moment to that crazy night at the dive bar and the "pool lessons" that led to that torrid three-way.

"I should probably be more envious, but I'm just so happy for you darling. I had a feeling you'd make a pretty terrific woman all the way back at that Halloween party. It just seems to suit you."

"I think it suits me perfectly, and I wouldn't go back for all the money in the world," I announced happily.

"Easy to say now that your rich," Joan said with a chuckle.

"If you ever need anything, anything at all, don't hesitate to ask. I think I already owe you more than I can pay."

"Be careful with that kind of talk. I just might take you up on it someday."

From straight male to stand-in bride to actual bride and mother-to-be in record time. It was quite a whirlwind journey, but I knew that the adventure was only beginning. It wasn't all going to be smooth sailing, but what life ever is? Jeff and his half-assed schemes may have caused me plenty of trouble over the years, but this time it turned out to all be worth it. I just hope that all of the couples that I arrange weddings for end up at least half as happy as I am...and that they pay their bills promptly. Someone has to be the responsible one in this family and it sure as hell isn't going to be Jeff!


AUTHOR'S NOTES:

It took quite a while to get around to the sex in this one but the story just needed to sort of unfold that way so I hope nobody was too disappointed by that. As my loyal readers know I like to keep the action coming petty thick and fast but this was just one of those times where things needed to percolate little before anyone got between the sheets.

I think the bridal fantasy is very appealing to a lot of people. Brides just look so gosh darn beautiful, and who wouldn't want to be the center of that much attention?
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