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CHAPTER 1:

It was a beautiful sunny day on the beach. A light breeze was blowing keeping the temperature from feeling too hot but Angie was taking no chances and had covered her luscious body with sunscreen. That simple act had felt amazingly good but she still wished that there had been someone with her to do the job for her. How much nicer it would be to feel a strong man's hands oiling her body with lotion.

Pure relaxation and yet...a tremendous sense of excitement. Emotions very much at odds with each other. Angie was lying on her back on a beach towel with another towel folded up to make an impromptu pillow. She lifted her head for a moment and glanced down at her own body. Such a cute but skimpy bikini she thought. It didn't leave much to the imagination. And those tits...boobs she corrected herself...so full and round. Instinctively she began to fondle her bosom. Never mind that she was on a public beach. She needed to touch those babies.

Everyone, both the men and women, looked so beautiful as they strolled by. Hard bodies and silky tans. Hot guys with six pack abs and big bulges in their shorts. Cute little beach bunnies with golden hair. No children making sand castles or old couples having a picnic. It was like some sort of Club Med fantasy beach or Spring Break if everyone had to pass a hotness test to be allowed on the sand.

Angie soaked up the atmosphere as much as the rays of the sun. It was good to be alive. It was good to be a woman. So good. She thought about getting up and going for a stroll or maybe taking a dip in the ocean but things were fine just as they were. Plenty of time for that later. All the time in the world.

Just then the alarm clock went off and Angie's beach faded very quickly from view. As Andy opened his eyes and removed the headgear he had been wearing he realized that the beach had all been a dream. Instead of being shocked that he had been dreaming of himself as a woman he simply made a mental note of the experience.

"Next time I'll make it a nude beach," he said to himself as he prepared to get out of bed and begin the day.

For a first attempt Andy felt quite pleased with his ability to program his own dream.


CHAPTER 2:

Andy Anderson was a freelance author who had penned a moderately successful series of science fiction novels. They weren't huge best sellers and he was hardly a household name but he had a loyal following and actually made a decent living off his work which was quite an achievement for any author.

He was in his mid-thirties and somewhat handsome in an intellectual sort of way. Had he been a college professor there probably would have been a lot of female students with a crush on him. Not a muscle bound jock by any means but he kept himself in good shape and enjoyed playing tennis. 

Being an author he had a way with words that served him well when dealing with women. You could tell that he was smart and confident the moment he started to speak. He was also very neat and kept his apartment scrupulously clean in stark contrast to the typical image of a bachelor pad. With his good looks, strong personality and financial security he was quite a "catch" for the right woman. The only problem was that recently Andy had discovered that he would rather be the right woman than date her.

When this had started was hard to say. He had as "normal" a childhood as you could get as far as he was concerned. He didn't come from a home where the mother wanted a daughter and dressed him up in girly clothes. There was nothing effeminate about him that made him a target of ridicule in school. He wasn't a moody, depressed or confused teenager. He discovered the joys of writing fairly early in life and excelled at it. He had friends. He always seemed to fit in with the other boys in their interests and activities. There weren't even any crazy drunken experiments in college with another guy. He had always been a man and would presumably stay that way forever.

When he came through puberty he knew that he liked girls and followed a fairly common path of sexual exploration starting with nude photos and working up to pornographic videos and then actually fumbling around with a real girl in the back of his car. He had no trouble dating and he was the kind of boyfriend that parents generally approved of. You could tell he was responsible and ambitious and he was devoid of any serious vices.

Andy was endowed with a fairly average sized penis; neither small nor large. He was an enthusiastic lover and took a lot of pride in how well he went down on a woman. A lot of people, both male and female, are somewhat reluctant to embrace oral sex but Andy wasn't one of them. He worked on his technique with every lover he had and could usually make his partner cum without even putting his cock inside her.

The first time he started to put himself in a female frame of mind was when he was writing a story that featured a female protagonist. Usually he wrote about men and women were kind of window dressing but for this story he wanted to "think" more like a woman to make the character believable. He watched videos and read articles about what it's like to be a woman but that wasn't too helpful. That led him to discovering transgender information which often documented the process of leaving a male identity behind and embracing a female one. He even tried watching a "feminization" hypnosis video but shut it off very quickly when he discovered that it featured many graphic images of erect men.

He had written his story and felt very satisfied with the results but there was a disturbing after effect. He found that despite the fact that he was no longer doing research he was still drawn to the concept of being feminized. Something had really stirred inside him that made him feel drawn to the concept of feeling like a woman. Most disturbing of all was the fact that he was no longer offended by images of naked men. In fact he actually started to enjoy a sneak peak at some photos of male models as a guilty pleasure. He wasn't sure at first if he was turned on by the taboo nature of what he was doing or the pictures themselves but it grew into more than just an occasional naughty change of pace.

Ironically he had no interest in gay porn that showed two men having sex. That was still an unpleasant image to contemplate even though he was growing increasingly attracted to pictures of hard cocks. Whenever he looked at those pictures he tried to imagine what it would be like to be a woman confronted with such a fine specimen of manhood. That's when Angie was born.

With a female alter-ego he could indulge his fantasy with more freedom. He had no desire to go out into the world as Andy and have sex with a man. When he went shopping or out to dinner he still eyed the attractive women he saw with lust. He never once thought about how cute the waiter was or how hot the construction worker might look without his shirt on. Andy was as straight as an arrow but Angie was taking over his fantasy life in the privacy of his home.

He had started to masturbate in female positions, lying on his back with his legs up or down on his hands and knees. His own cock stood in for the one he pretended was penetrating him. If he ejaculated on his stomach he would sometimes rub his own cum over his nipples pretending they were protruding from his womanly breasts.

The first few times he engaged in this sort of activity he was filled with shame and remorse afterwards. He felt like a total idiot. He knew it was wrong and didn't reflect his true sexual orientation but he would inevitably go back to it anyway.

Originally when he watched porn he was looking for women who filled his ideal image of someone he'd like to fuck. Somewhere along the line he started shifting his thoughts towards finding women he'd like to look like. The men had never mattered in the slightest before, they were just a necessary nuisance to have something to stick in the girl, but now he often chose his videos on the basis of the man in the scene as much as the woman. Sometimes he actually felt jealous of the female porn stars he saw on his computer screen. How awesome it would be to look like that and to have that kind of sexual power over a man. How wonderful it must feel to be the object of that kind of intense, focused desire. To get a man hard and then make him cum seemed like it must be heaven on earth.

Despite all of this he still had absolutely no desire to even experiment with another man in real life. He might lie on his back stroking his own dick wishing with all his might that there was a man between his legs but only if he was the beautiful woman he pictured in his head. If some stud had magically appeared next to his bed he would have probably freaked out and grabbed his clothes in total panic. Andy simply could not imagine touching another man for any reason whereas Angie could think of nothing else.

It wasn't a split personality in a classic psychological sense. He didn't really believe that he was Angie or slip into her character without intent. Angie was just the woman he wished he could be, at least when it came to sexual fantasies. At first he assumed it was a fetish of some kind that would pass soon enough once the novelty wore off but it had been several years now and the feeling wasn't growing any weaker. If anything it was gaining in strength.

He was well aware of the fact that his perception of womanhood was originally skewed heavily in a pornographic direction. He liked to picture himself as the female in erotic scenarios but he rarely found himself wishing that he was a woman in most of his daily life situations. At least not at first. Slowly but surely those thoughts began to seep into his consciousness. He was walking through a shopping mall one day when he stopped to look at the display in the front of a women's lingerie store. Suddenly he found himself wishing that he was female and shopping for something sexy to wear for her man. He went into the shop tentatively and when a sales clerk approached him he said he was just browsing for a gift. There was nothing unusual about that but he felt very uncomfortable and left without purchasing anything. 

That's when he decided to add cross dressing at home to his sexual role playing. He knew that he couldn't bring himself to actually purchase female clothing in his own size so he turned to the Internet where he could shop discretely. He ordered a bra and panties and couldn't wait to try them on when they arrived. He wasn't sure what to do with the bra to fill it out so he took some socks and stuffed them in as padding. When he glanced at himself in the mirror he was pretty disappointed. He looked nothing like a woman. He looked like a man wearing women's underwear. He was so disgusted that he took the lingerie off and stuffed them in the back of a drawer.

They didn't remain there for long. A few days later he tried them on again but avoided looking at himself in the mirror. As he rolled around his bed he found that it was easier to enjoy the view when he couldn't see his face. What he really enjoyed was the feeling. The fabric felt so sexy and the bra gave him the sensation of having larger breasts. It was a huge turn on and he began to look for other items online that might enhance his role swapping experience.

He lived alone so there was no fear of someone walking in on him unexpectedly. If someone came to the door he could always rip off the offending garments and throw on a robe or rap a towel around his waist and explain that he was about to take a shower or something. That gave him the freedom to dress any way that he wanted in the privacy of his home. Of course he'd have to keep the blinds pulled on the windows but that was no big deal. Eventually instead of just slipping into his "costume" for masturbation purposes he started spending more and more time in female attire.

Women's clothing just felt so much better. In addition to sexy lingerie he added some more conventional clothes. A few skirts and blouses, a dress or two, some tight shorts and a halter top. He particularly loved the silky robe he acquired and found it once of the most comfortable things to slip into when relaxing in front of the television. While he was still dating women he had to keep everything locked up in an old army-style footlocker so that no one would stumble across his wardrobe and ask questions. If a male buddy saw a pair of panties sticking out from under the bed Andy could easily explain it as a souvenir of some recent conquest. 

Since he worked from home he didn't have the typical restrictions that many people have in spending most of their day at their place of business or in transit to and fro. There were plenty of days where he had no reason to leave the house at all and on those days he frequently remained dressed as a woman the whole time. He even bought a cute French maid outfit that he wore sometimes when he was making dinner or doing some other domestic chore around the apartment. Vacuuming the rugs had never been so enjoyable before.

One night he had a dream where he was himself but in a woman's body. Nothing sexual happened and most of the dream was kind of blurry and confusing. He was doing mundane things but he was aware that he was a woman. Then he ended up in a woman's locker room of some kind and when he began to undress he was revealed to be a man and the women either ridiculed him or threatened to call the police. That's when the dream ended. Even though it came to a disturbing end his overall feeling was one of great warmth and joy. He had walked amongst people and passed for a woman without question until the end when he transformed back into his real body. In the dream, however, he wasn't cross dressing or trying to "pass" as a woman he actually was one. He could feel the weight of his breasts. He knew there was no bulge in his crotch. He was a woman going about her business and it was the most awesome feeling he had ever known.

That was the big turning point where he knew he would have to experience that again and hopefully find a way to make it happen on demand.


CHAPTER 3:

Lucid dreams existed, that wasn't in question. What had long been debated was how much one could actively induce and control such dreams. Most people have had some experience where they realized that they were in the middle of a dream. Often times that jolt of realization is enough to bring someone out of the dream state. The theory of lucid dreaming was that with proper practice and technique one could remain in the dream and force events to transpire at will. In essence you could create any scenario you desired and experience it in your dreams as if it were some sophisticated virtual reality game. This is where the scientific community and the spiritual or paranormal community sometimes differed in opinion. There were even devices that supposedly helped induce the lucid dream state. Some people swore they worked like a charm and some people considered them total rip offs. They had never been marketed as magic dream makers that required no effort or skill to utilize but they obviously didn't work for some people even if they did for others. It appeared that some people were simply more conducive to having lucid dreams than others no matter how much one practiced.

Andy had first become interested in the subject while doing research for a science fiction novel. He wanted to tell a story set in the future where dreams could not only be programmed but recorded later for playback. At the time such technology was not in existence but lucid dreaming was at least an avenue to explore. Research was always a big part of Andy's work and just as he wanted to think like a woman to write a convincing female character he wanted to see for himself how realistic the idea of dream manipulation might actually be.

He had purchased a couple of the dream inducing units that seemed to have the best customer reviews on the Internet and played around with them for a while. He had even enjoyed some success with lucid dreaming but at the time it wasn't something he was terribly serious about. He just wanted to add some detail to his story and his experiments had certainly provided that. Once the book was done he had little interest in keeping up with the practice. It had been kind of enjoyable but not something he felt compelled to do on a regular basis.

That had been quite a few years ago when he was just starting out as a novelist and technology had come a long way since. Many of the things he had described in his book were now a reality, at least on some level. It was possible to record some type of visual imagery from dreams although the high definition cinematic quality he imagined in his book was still off in the distance. In the area of dream programming, however, he had been pretty close to the mark. The first breakthroughs had naturally been clinical in nature and required large and expensive machines but the first home models had hit the market about a year ago. They were still pretty pricey but like all new technology the prices were gradually coming down.

These dream inducers were similar to the lucid dream devices he had tried before. It usually consisted of a sort of helmet constructed of soft material. With the eyes and ears covered it was a little like being in a sensory deprivation tank except that these gadgets were loaded with bells and whistles that had specific tasks to perform in flooding certain senses not blocking them out.

The key element was the sound recorder and the surround sound speakers imbedded in the helmet. You could buy premade dreams that were popular generic concepts like being able to fly or swim underwater without gear but you could also record your own. There were also built in audio tracks to suggest certain environments and tiny colored lights that helped to establish location and time of day. The key to the future success of the product lay in the ability of programmers to design an ever expanding array of highly desirable and exciting stock dreams as many people would not want to go to the trouble of making their own customized versions. This created controversy as some people began to question what would happen to civilization if everyone started having the same dreams and for the more paranoid the fear of brainwashing was very real. Once you start feeding information into your brain on a subconscious level the potential for damage, intentional or not, was a very real concern. 

Perhaps it would make the world a safer place by providing an outlet for people with violent or criminal impulses to act out their deeds in the privacy of their own beds or perhaps normal people would want the thrill of experiencing a bank robbery dream and then go out and actually rob a bank as a result. The technology was too new to know for certain. It would take years of study and analysis to determine the long-term physical and mental health aspects. In the meantime it was a great new novelty to play with if you had the money.

Andy wasn't rich but he was good at managing his money and after some careful consideration he determined that he could afford to make such a luxury purchase without feeling too much pain in his wallet. Around Christmas many of the dream units were on sale along with big screen televisions, microwave ovens and cell phones. This was supposed to be the Christmas where these dream makers really got a foothold in the American household.

Being no stranger to research Andy read everything he could about the various models that were available and finally decided on one that seemed to be the best value for the money. It was geared more towards those who wanted to customize their dreams and that was exactly what he desired. He wasn't afraid of technology in any way and he had the creativity and imagination of an author so he felt quite confident in his ability to create his own dreams, assuming that the damn thing really worked at all the way it was supposed to.

There was no question in Andy's mind what he was going to do with his new purchase. He used the two or three stock dreams that came with the unit to test the machine out and to get some idea of what he would need to do to successfully program it but he was dying to put it to use for one purpose and one purpose only. He wanted to give Angie a world where she could interact with other people as a genuine woman, not a man with socks stuffed in a bra. More than anything he wanted Angie to have sex with a man.

Perhaps it was schizophrenic to think of Angie as a separate identity but it was still easier for him to deal with his emotions and urges that way. Andy, dressed as a man, would never admit to being attracted to another man but in his female attire it was perfectly acceptable to have those thoughts and desires. When he was thinking as a woman and dressing like one it was only natural that he would have the kind of desires that women would have. Maybe that was crazy but it was working for him. He hadn't lost his eye for a pretty girl but he had gone for quite a while now without aggressively seeking to do anything about that. His private sex life was still burgeoning and developing and now with this new device it was hopefully going to go to another level.

It was hard to say why Andy was so reluctant to even consider the possibility that he was gay. He had no moral or political objections to the concept. He came from an open minded and generally liberal background. In many ways he wished he could just come out of the closet and begin dating men as himself but that was the problem. The more he fantasized about being a woman the more he wished it were true. He simply couldn't see himself as a man loving another man, regardless of what other people thought of him. Even if he had gone away on some secret vacation and used a false name he still wouldn't have slept with another guy. He probably would have tried to pick up a woman instead and had a perfectly good time. It was as if the sex urge wasn't nearly as important to him as feeling feminine. 

Once he had gotten past the point of simply feeling kinky doing something that was secretly wicked he had found a certain comfort level with the trimmings of femininity. Anything that made him feel more like a woman made him feel better. He started reading women's magazines and watching television programs about women's issues that he would have found completely boring a few years before. It felt absolutely wonderful to behave the way he imagined women behaved, as if there was one standard that fit every female. He looked to stereotypes and tried to fulfill them as much as he could. Even the desire to have sex with men seemed to be just part of the larger mosaic he was fashioning. Women like men so it was important to develop a taste in men to feel more like a real woman.

He started playing games where he would go to a web site that featured handsome men and scroll through the pictures deciding which ones he would want to date and which ones he wouldn't. With women he had always known his "type" and didn't have any trouble identifying it. If he had played the same game with pictures of women there wouldn't have been any thought to it at all. He could have spotted his favorite choices in an instant but looking at men was something entirely different. He had no idea why he picked one over the other but he was determined to find out why. He wanted to know what his type of man was.

The one thing that all of his male picks seemed to have in common was a nice, muscular body. Not too crazy or overboard like a weight lifter on steroids but a lean body with a washboard stomach and some good arm development. He also seemed to favor a little bit of facial hair, sort of a heavy shadow look, although he couldn't begin to guess why that would be true. It was definitely not a look that he had ever cultivated for himself.

Goth boys with spiky hair and anorexic bodies did nothing for him. He liked men with some hair on their chests. A little rugged, perhaps even a little dangerous looking. What he began to think of as a "real" man. The Alpha male.

He also became an astute judge of hard cocks. He liked circumcised pricks that didn't lean too much one way or the other. Some bulging veins definitely added to his arousal. Bigger was usually better in his mind although he had no personal reason to think so. He had done quite well for himself with the ladies equipped with nothing special between his legs but in his female fantasy mind he was definitely drawn to a large member. Of course he didn't have to really take this huge, throbbing beast into his mouth or up his ass except in his mind so there wasn't the fear that might have gone along with the fantasy if he was really contemplating being penetrated by one of these studs in his current manly body.

He had returned to the feminization hypnosis videos that had once frightened him away and now found them quite soothing and enjoyable. Many were positive affirmations for men who were transitioning to womanhood and he watched those many, many times. Some were considerably more pornographic in nature but he watched those too. It was a little disconcerting at first that so many of these videos not only encouraged men to accept the idea that they were really women but also implied that they should become mindless bimbos totally obsessed with sex at all times. There was a heavy emphasis on the concept of total submission to a man that seemed more appropriate to the BDSM lifestyle but Andy watched them anyway. To be a man convincing himself that he should be a woman was a pretty extreme concept he figured so perhaps it took extreme measures to actually get anywhere.

In many ways his desires were still primarily pornographic in nature. He liked the idea of being a woman and he found the notion of being somewhat weak and helpless in the arms of a strong man very erotic but it was doubtful that he would actually be quite as slutty and empty-headed as he liked to pretend to be if he magically turned into a girl overnight and had to live that way forever. Perhaps with this new dream device he would find out one way or the other.


CHAPTER 4:

The beach dream had been a rousing success. Nothing much had happened but Andy had "felt" his body and saw glimpses of it. He had used the built in "beach setting" options to help his first custom dream along and it worked remarkably well. He wanted to keep it simple for his first custom flight so having set up the scene he didn't do much more in the way of programming. He was an attractive girl in a skimpy bikini lying on a beautiful beach watching all the sexy people go by. Andy was transformed into Angie and thought like her for the most part. Why he corrected himself to change "tits" to "boobs" was probably due to his efforts at reprogramming his mind to think more female. He had noticed that girls far more often referred to their breasts as boobs when not in a pornographic context. He liked that idea. Anything that made him feel more like a woman, or at least what he assumed a woman was supposed to feel like.

The hypnosis videos didn't seem to be very practical from the standpoint of actually putting someone in a trance and feeding them suggestions but they did have some subliminal potential to insert things into his subconscious mind, which is what he really needed for his dream world adventures. It was always easier to dream about things you knew and felt and had actually experienced on some level, even if they "played back" in a screwy way during the dream. When a person dreams that they're falling off a cliff they've probably never actually fallen from that kind of a height but they may have ridden a roller coaster or some other amusement park ride that featured a sharp drop. Even though the ride was a relatively safe experience the sensation of falling could be very real. Consequently in a dream it wouldn't be that hard to tap into a familiar feeling when presented with the right visual stimulus.

The question for Andy was how well would his erotic fantasies translate into dream terms. Probably fairly well on some levels he imagined. Since he had been masturbating in a female posture for so long it would probably be quite natural to put himself into situations that he had already fantasized about. He knew what bare skin on bare skin felt like and he knew how to kiss. He knew what it felt like to be aroused and he knew what it felt like to climax, at least from the male perspective. He even knew to some extent what it felt like to be penetrated.

In addition to female clothing he had also ordered some sex toys once he felt more comfortable living at home in a female attitude much of, if not most of the time. He had a dildo that looked very lifelike, the most realistic one he could find, and he tried to practice giving blowjobs on it. It probably didn't feel all that much like the real thing and it certainly smelled of petroleum until he was able to scrub it down sufficiently but eventually it began to serve as a trusty dick trainer. He liked to warm it up a little and then rub it over his body before taking it in his mouth. One thing he discovered right away was that sucking cock was a lot harder than it looked in the movies. That was a really large thing to put in your mouth and trying to bob your head up and down on it was apt to create a gag reaction sometimes if it went too deep.

He read web pages that gave advice on how to give good head and tried to practice as much as possible. He wanted to learn the various ways that women went about pleasing their men orally. The next step was even more frightening.

Putting something in your ass just didn't seem right for some reason. It was tight, for one thing, and not something that a men or women were encouraged to do by parents, teachers or the clergy. It wasn't until the 2003 Supreme Court decision, Lawrence v. Texas, that sodomy laws were finally struck down in the 14 states that still outlawed it even into the 21st century. Even married couples had been breaking the law for years in some places by performing anal sex. Still, if a man wanted to know what it felt like to be penetrated by a cock-like object the ass was the logical stand in for the lack of a pussy.

Anal sex is a peculiar sensation, especially at first, and something that shouldn't be tried recklessly. An ass had to be well lubricated and trained over time to stretch. In pornography it often looked like just another easy orifice to accommodate dicks of all shapes and sizes but those women were professionals who usually specialized in that type of sex and had prepared for it for some time beforehand. Andy was terrified the first time he tried it so he took it very slow.

The first time it was just a greased up finger. Not too bad he thought. Sort of like a doctor's examination or a rectal thermometer. Eventually he had moved on to butt plugs and anal vibrators. He had a slim little metallic tube that vibrated like crazy and that quickly became his favorite anal toy. He loved to slip that up his ass and feel it pulsating while he jerked himself off. The first time he tried it his orgasm was so intense he gave himself a facial with his own cum. That had been really exciting because the cum shot was almost always the big payoff at the end of a pornographic sex scene. Now he actually knew what it felt like to have that sticky substance dripping down his face. He had never felt more feminine in his life. The fact that a lot of women were actually quite turned off by that sort of thing never entered his mind. They always looked so happy in the movies when being showered with sperm. The hypnosis videos completely reinforced this idea as well. Cum was the reward for a job well done.

Sperm was actually a pretty remarkable little substance containing an incredibly large array of minerals and compounds. Scientific research on the subject varied widely in opinion but it was believed by many to be a useful skin softener when applied topically, an anti-depressant when absorbed through the vagina, a good source of protein when swallowed and a remarkably effective form of invisible ink that was difficult to detect by normal methods. A team of scientists at Harvard and Johns Hopkins has also discovered that sperm made for a wonderful organic means of storing massive quantities of data. Someday soon men would probably be loading their huge porn collections into sperm based memory units. The possibilities of that were mind boggling. The other interesting thing about cum was the fact that some people really hated touching it let alone tasting it. For Andy it seemed like the Holy Grail. To be a woman was to worship cock and the salty fluid that issued from it during ejaculation. Perhaps if he had been born a woman he would have felt differently but in his mind he was supposed to love it and lap it up so in his dreams that's what he hoped to do.

Programming a dream was basically the process of writing a little story that explained what was supposed to happen. In many ways it was very much like a hypnosis session where the power of suggestion was invoked and repeated at some length. The user simply recorded his message into the onboard audio system or downloaded a previously recorded program into a data port. It was like setting up a voicemail message for your brain. It was recommended that one use as soothing a voice as possible and all of the professional recordings were first rate in that regard. Andy thought his voice was good enough to do the job and for a first attempt it appeared that he was right.

For session number two he decided to build on the success of his previous effort and simply expand upon that scenario. Despite his initial reaction that he should have made it a nude beach he decided that he would rather have the experience of taking off his bikini or having someone else take it off rather than simply having a beach full of naked people. He wanted to create a scenario that started the same as last time but included a hot looking guy trying to hit on her and ultimately suggesting that they should go somewhere more private to be alone.

Andy had decided to wear a bikini to bed for these dreams to add to the power of suggestion. By this time socks had been replaced by nylon stockings full of rice or birdseed and ultimately by professional breast forms that looked amazingly realistic under a bra or bathing suit top. He had also taken to shaving his legs on occasion so as he looked down on his own body lying in bed before he got under the covers the image was remarkably more female than he ever would have expected to see. He had never been too hairy but he still hoped that he would never have to explain why his legs were so clean.

As he slipped into a deep slumber the dream came back very much like the time before but with a few minor variations. There was now a volleyball net setup on the beach and some people were playing. That hadn't been part of his plan but it was a nice addition. A quick check of the anatomy proved that everything was in order and it was now time for Angie to take over.

For a while it seemed like everything was just a repeat performance with the exception of the volleyball action. Angie thought that perhaps she should get up and join in the game. Perhaps that would be a good way to meet guys. Before she could stir from her spot a super cute dude came up to where she was reclining and asked if he could join her. He looked vaguely familiar for some reason. Probably one of the male models Andy had ogled sometime before.

"Beautiful day isn't it?" the dream hunk offered as Angie took her towel pillow and spread it out on the ground for him.

"Yes it is," Angie replied.

Was that a female voice? Where the hell did that come from? Andy had tried to speak in a female voice before but with very little success. His natural voice was just too deep and his attempts at sounding girlish were kind of silly. Angie, on the other hand, had a delightfully feminine voice. It took some getting used to but it fit Andy's fantasy perfectly.

"You come here often?" the man asked.

"Once or twice."

"Oh, I'm Kyle by the way."

"I'm Angie."

"You're really hot. I've been staring at you for the longest time," Kyle confessed.

Something inside Angie kind of tweaked a little by this line of dialogue. Her first reaction was to be a bit offended. It seemed a little creepy that some guy would be spying on her before making his move but another side of her was thrilled and turned on. Slutty Angie took over.

"You're pretty hot too stud," she cooed. "See anything you especially like?"

"What's not to like babe? You've got a cute face and a rockin' body. Long sexy legs."

As he spoke his hand moved very gently across her body. He took his time to comment on each anatomical feature while simultaneously massaging that part of her. It was fucking amazing. When he got to her lips the hand moved behind her head and soon they were engaged in a most intense kiss. Angie could feel her mouth watering. Her tongue explored the inside of Kyle's mouth hungrily. It was the greatest kiss ever.

"Hey, do you want to get out of here and maybe go somewhere a little more private?" he asked.

"Baby I'll follow you anywhere."

Somehow they ended up under a pier that hadn't been noticeable at first but Angie didn't care about details right now. Her heart was racing and she was having the time of her life.


CHAPTER 5:

"Let me see those big titties baby," Kyle suggested. "It's been driving me crazy wondering what was under that top."

Angie needed no further coaxing. She reached behind her back and unfastened her bikini. In a sudden moment of inspiration she took the top off very slowly and kind of did a little dance in the process, swaying her hips back and forth. Then she was topless and it was hard to say who was happier by the sight. Boobs! She actually had incredible boobs. Perfect in every way. She started to play with her breasts but Kyle wanted his turn first. Strong hands grabbed her firmly and began to squeeze and juggle her tits roughly. It felt odd but good. Then things took a bit of an unexpected turn.

Kyle pulled down his shorts and revealed a very impressive piece of equipment. Angie didn't have much time to admire it as Kyle pushed her down to her knees forcefully and stuck his semi-erect dick in her mouth.

"Suck it bitch," he commanded.

It was another moment of confusion for Angie. She had every intention of giving him head but she had sort of expected it to happen more organically in the process of making love. Instead she was topless, on her knees in the wet sand under a pier being ordered to blow a guy she had just met and knew nothing about except the fact that he was well-built and well-hung. It felt sort of demeaning but it was also the pornographic fantasy she had often wished for. There wasn't much she could do anyway as Kyle seemed determined to throat fuck her and he was much stronger than she was. It seemed like the best thing to just go with it and see what happened.

"Oh, that's it baby...take it all like a good little cocksucker," Kyle hissed.

Was she a good little cocksucker? She certainly hoped so. She had dick in her mouth at last and she was determined to do the best job possible.

"I'll bet you suck a lot of dick," Kyle moaned. "You suck just like a whore. A greedy little cock whore who loves to get on her knees for a real man. That's it baby, suck on my balls."

The blow job seemed to go on forever but before he could shoot his load the dream was over and Andy found himself in bed. His bikini was still on but the front of one of his breast forms was exposed. Maybe he had pulled it down in his sleep or maybe it had just popped out under the blankets. His dick was hard as a rock and his bikini bottom was quite wet and sticky but it didn't appear as those he had actually ejaculated. It seemed like he had leaked a tremendous amount of pre cum fluid. That thought really turned him on. It was sort of like his cock was really a clit and his moist bottoms were caused by a wet pussy. He couldn't wait another moment. He pulled his bikini bottom down and stroked himself vigorously until he was shooting a substantial load on his stomach. Some made it up to his bikini top, which would have to be cleaned, but at the moment he didn't care. He had just sucked cock. Will wonders never cease?

Mentally he was still a bit conflicted over his treatment in the dream. It fulfilled a fantasy yet it somehow felt different when he was confronted with it in such a realistic environment. In his bedroom jacking off to a video anything that aroused him was all fun and games but stepping inside the body of a woman and trying to see her point of view was another thing entirely. This time it was fun and exciting to act out that role but he wondered whether that was really the dream world he wanted to create for himself in the long run. He had been attempting to feminize himself from a conflicting pool of resources. He enjoyed materials that gently guided him towards a soft, warm and loving personality while at the same time enjoying messages that extolled the virtues of being a total mindless slut who relished the opportunity to be degraded. Each of those types of stimulus turned him on because they reinforced the idea that he was actually a woman and there was nothing sexier than that in his mind these days. If he continued down this path of dream programming he might have to choose at some point what sort of a woman he wanted to be. At the moment he was so happy being a woman of any kind that he didn't feel the need for dramatic action yet he still planned to structure his next dream a little differently.

He knew that he could produce a beach scene with relative ease and that he could point it in the right direction with the appropriately suggestive narration but now he wanted to shift the location and go for something a little different. He wanted to go on a date, starting from right here in his own home, where he would get prepared, through the stages of being picked up and taken out for a night on the town culminating in sexual intercourse at the end of the evening.

This was much trickier because it involved a longer period of time and a change of venue more than once. He tried to be detailed without being too specific about a lot of things because he did want a certain random spontaneity to occur. For clothing he chose a darling little nightie that he had picked up somewhere along the line. It was pink and frilly and very short as well as fairly transparent. It screamed girlishness to him and it was one of his favorite things to wear to bed these days.

Andy put a lot of work into the script for this particular dream scenario and was anxious to try it out. The first night he attempted it something must have gone wrong as he didn't remember dreaming at all. That was bound to happen sometimes. Maybe the dream played out as planned but he just didn't remember it in the morning. That was rather crucial to the whole business. A dream forgotten is the same as no dream at all for all practical intents and purposes.

A second failed attempt followed and he went back to his script and tweaked it a little, making it slightly less specific. He also made sure to avoid eating or drinking anything with caffeine too close to bedtime. That had often been an effective way to increase his lucid dreaming powers when he first experimented with the concept.

As he opened his eyes he was afraid another night had passed with no success but as he pulled back the covers he noticed that his pink nightie looked a little different somehow. He could see his nipples firmly pressed against the flimsy fabric. Those were his nipples, not the fake ones on his breast forms. Actually they weren't his nipples they belonged to Angie he suddenly realized.

She glanced at the clock and saw that it was far too late to be waking up for a normal day but didn't attach any significance to that at the moment. She just knew that she had to get up and get ready for her pending date. It was a dream after all and even a programmed one was bound to have a few weird or nonsensical moments.

She headed for the bathroom and took off her nightie. It was the first time Angie had looked into a mirror and she liked what she saw. Her body was so young and firm and curvy in all the right places. There wasn't a bit of hair anywhere but on her head. Even her pussy was neatly shaven. Her pussy. Holy crap, she had a pussy. It was so pink and sweet and delicious looking. Her hands immediately moved down between her legs and begin to finger and explore that wondrous piece of anatomy. She was tempted to masturbate but something told her that she was running late and needed to get dressed.

Into the shower she popped. The water cascading off her naked body was magnificent. She touched herself again and slipped a finger inside her beautiful box. If this was all the dream turned out to be it would be a rousing success.

After the shower came the complicated process of applying makeup and fixing her hair. This was very new territory for Angie because Andy had only fooled around with a little makeup once or twice and hated the way he looked so much that he had yet to master any of those skills that girls learn from a very early age. Fortunately he knew what it looked like when a woman put on makeup so Angie just acted out what he had witnessed other women do.

When Angie went to the closet to pick out an outfit for the evening the closet was surprisingly full of options. The dream closet held much more than the real life equivalent which made choosing very hard. This was a big event for Angie and she wanted to look her best. The dark brown skirt with a light brown sweater? No, it looked too much like work attire. What about that pretty blue dress? No, it was pretty enough but not sexy enough for a night like this. The little black dress, you could never go wrong with that! Now to accessorize.

She had the perfect purse to go with the dress although she would have to carry it in her hand. Since Andy never left the house dressed as a woman he had never bothered to acquire any sort of handbag but Angie seemed to have plenty.

Time was slipping by fast and the doorbell rang before she was ready. That wasn't good. She still hadn't decided on what jewelry to wear but her date was standing at the door so she had to open it. Waiting there was Brad, another male model type, grinning broadly and holding some flowers.

"For me?" Angie inquired, knowing full well that they were.

"I hope you like them," Brad replied.

"They're my favorite. Come on in and make yourself at home I'll be ready in jiffy."

She took the flowers and put them in some water in some kind of container that happened to be there. Then she tried to hurry up and complete her task of dressing as quickly as possible.

"Nice place you've got here," Brad half shouted in her direction.

"Thanks. I'm sorry to make you wait like this but I just got a late start getting ready."

"You don't have to explain, gorgeous. A woman can take all the time she wants if she's making herself prettier on my account."

Was it his account? Angie thought about that one for a moment. She didn't even know this guy. Maybe if she had known how handsome he was it would be for him but she sort of had been dressing for herself and possibly for the benefit of other women who would see her tonight. Then her brain focused a little more and she decided that she was indeed trying to look as pretty as possible for her date and that she should get on with it before he grew bored out in the living room.

"Here I am," she said as she emerged from the bedroom.

"Sweetie you look amazing!"

She felt like she was blushing but still managed to make a little twirl so that he could see the whole effect from all sides. Where that came from was anybody's guess but it probably was something from a movie or a TV show. It worked wonders on Brad at any rate.

"Seeing you looking like that I don't know if I can keep my hands off of you." Brad panted.

"Well, one little kiss before dinner won't hurt I suppose," Angie replied coquettishly.

Brad got up from the couch and met her in the center of the room. It was more than a little peck on the cheek that he had in mind and his arms were around her in a flash. He pulled her tight against his body and locked onto her waiting lips. Suddenly she became worried that his roving hands were going to mess up her hair, which had somehow become nicely styled even though she had no clear recollection of having done anything to it. She managed to break out of his grip and suggested that there would be time for that sort of thing later.

It was an incredible rush seeing how easily he complied with that. It was a taste of sexual power and it made her feel a little giddy. She could have this guy eating out of the palm of her hand if she wanted to but at the moment she was happy to settle for the both of them eating at a nice restaurant.


CHAPTER 6:

Brad may have had roaming hands but he seemed like more of a gentleman. He opened the car door for Angie and held her chair for her at the restaurant. These were certainly new sensations and quite pleasant. Also new was the act of sitting in a short dress and keeping her legs together. Carrying a purse was a another really new sensation and she wasn't completely sure what to do with it when they reached the restaurant so she just set it down on the table.

"So tell me about yourself," Brad said with a smile after they had ordered.

For some reason this question made Angie a little uncomfortable. It was unexpected even though it was a completely natural thing one would ask on a first date.

"What do you mean?" she finally asked nervously.

"Oh, you know...where are you from, where did you go to school, what kind of music do you like? The usual icebreaker stuff," he grinned.

Of course, there was no problem with that. He wasn't prying or suspicious that something was wrong. This was just date chit chat. Angie relaxed and gave the basic rundown of her life. She was a little afraid that he might ask something she couldn't answer so she tried to steer the conversation away from herself. That seemed to work fine as Brad didn't mind talking about himself at all.

Eventually the conversation drifted to the subject of books that they had read recently and Angie was pleased that they seemed to have similar taste in literature. She could talk about books all night and it was nice to know that this hunky stud was so well read. It just made him all the more sexy.

This is really nice Angie thought as she stole glances at her handsome date while they dined. It felt funny to be dining in public with her bare legs so exposed but it also felt very freeing. Their waitress was a very cute little blonde and Brad seemed to be flirting with her a bit which made Angie feel a tiny twinge of jealousy. Why would a guy be that obvious she wondered? She also noticed that Brad's hands weren't the only thing that roamed. His eye went very quickly to any attractive woman who passed by. What's wrong with me? I went to all this trouble to get dressed up for you and you can't stay focused for an entire dinner? Well she would have to take care of that later. Once they were in the sack she'd do things to him that would make him forget all about other women. 

Why wait? Angie was extremely horny and her jealousy only fueled it even more. Screw these other bitches! She'd show them.

"Do you want to do something crazy?" Angie asked.

"Sure. What did you have in mind?"

"Do you want to fuck?"

"Well, I was kind of hoping we'd get to that somewhere along the line," Brad confessed with another winning smile.

"No, I mean here and now."

"You mean here in the restaurant somewhere?"

"I mean here on this table."

Brad didn't need much more encouragement than that. They pushed their plates out of the way and Brad lifted Angie up and set her down on the edge of the table. Angie didn't really notice if anybody in the place was surprised or not. She was too busy pulling Brad towards her by his tie. As they kissed Brad's hands reached under her dress and grabbed her panties which soon slid down around her ankles.

Brad pushed her down on her back and quickly got his cock out of his pants. She couldn't see it clearly from her position on the top of the table but she could see he was packing some serious lumber. Strong hands pushed her legs apart and back as Brad took aim at her wet pussy. Dresses were so wonderful! Just hike the bottom up a little and you were ready for action. You didn't even have to take your underwear off if you were in a real hurry, you could just push the flimsy little thing to the side she thought.

Suddenly Brad was inside her. She felt him insert the head of his penis slowly and then felt the sensation of his shaft following right behind. Oh, God that was the best thing ever. He was starting to slide it back and forth. She wanted to watch so she propped herself up on her elbows and strained for a view of his dick but it was still hard to see from this angle. No matter. It felt good at any rate.

Brad went slow for quite a while and Angie glanced around the restaurant. She noticed their waitress watching from the side with a look of jealousy on her face. Good, she thought. He might flirt with you babe but he's all mine. I'll bet you've never been fucked by a guy with a cock that big. Look at how a real man does it.

As Brad picked up steam Angie decided to lay back and take it. It was uncomfortable to rest on her elbows on that hard table for too long. That was all right, she didn't mind staring at the ceiling for a while.

Somehow some people appeared around the table. They started cheering them on like guests at a bachelor or bachelorette party when the stripper was getting it on with someone. That was kind of cool. It was a blast to be the center of attention like this. That's right ladies, you wish you were me! Look at my man pounding my pussy.

The cute waitress came closer but she didn't seem to be paying any attention to Brad for some reason. Instead she leaned over the table and started to kiss Angie. That was a nice surprise. She was very attractive and she could understand why Brad wanted to flirt with her. Angie had wanted to flirt with her as well. It felt insanely good to be kissing this little hottie while Brad was going to town down below. Such a turn on.

Angie got the waitress's blouse unbuttoned and her hands grabbed for the blonde's boobs. They weren't huge but with a face that cute who cares? Nice pert little tits with hard nipples. And to think that just a little while ago Angie viewed this girl as a rival. Now she was a lover. How awesome.

What were those noises? Oh, wow...it was her! Where did that come from? Angie had become aware of the fact that she was making all sorts of moaning sounds she had never imagined herself making. She couldn't help it. There was just a tingle running up her whole body as her senses were in overdrive. There's a cock in my pussy but I'm making out with a chick too she thought. This is really, really cool!

Angie wanted to get out of her dress but it just wasn't going to happen. She was flat on her back and in the middle of too much activity. At least the waitress had gotten topless somehow and now leaned over enough for Angie to get a nipple in between her teeth. At least it would give her something to do with her mouth instead of making those crazy moaning noises Angie thought. She was wrong of course. Sucking on another woman's breast only made her moan more loudly. It was kind of cute maybe Angie admitted to herself. A little silly perhaps but she just couldn't help it. What else can you do when there's a big cock in your pussy? You're just going to whimper, that's all.

Who can say how long this scene went on? Time was a difficult concept to wrestle with in a dream. Some things seemed hazy like someone had hit the fast forward button on a tape and skipped through some details and other things were vivid beyond belief.

Brad was really starting to slam her hard and dishes went flying off the table. The crowd was totally into it, whooping and hollering.

"I'm close baby, where do you want me to do it?" Brad panted.

"Anywhere you want. You can cum inside me...I'm fixed," Angie gasped in reply.

For some reason Brad decided to pull out and ejaculate all over her stomach. It looked so good to see that milky stream heading her way but it was making a total mess of her dress. That's going to be a pain in the ass to clean Angie thought. As he was finishing he walked over to the blonde waitress and offered his dripping cock to her. She got the hint and dropped to her knees immediately and licked his cock with gusto. Angie was turned on by this but also a little disappointed. That was her man and she was the one who took the pounding. If anyone should be sucking him clean it should be her. Man she was a jealous little thing. Had she always been like that she wondered.

The waitress didn't suck Brad off for long and soon she was kissing Angie again. The waitress had a little of Brad's cum in her mouth and Angie could taste it. That was a nice consolation prize at least. 

Everything else kind of faded in and out of clarity. Angie had some vague sense of having left the restaurant and her dress was clean somehow. Then they were in a bar or a club or something because they were sitting at another table having drinks but the dream was slipping away.

Andy came out of it rather slowly and looked around for a moment or two not completely sure what was happening or what had just happened. He suddenly became aware of the fact that his stomach was all wet and sticky. He reached under his pink nightie and felt his own cum all over himself. His dick wasn't hard and this was way more than any pre cum fluid could be so he assumed that he had ejaculated in his sleep. In the dream he didn't recall having an orgasm but maybe Brad's orgasm had really been his own. Perhaps that's why Brad shot it on Angie's stomach even though she was happy to take his load in her pussy.

That business with the waitress had come out of nowhere. Or had it? Presumably it came out of his subconscious mind. Andy was still sexually attracted to women so perhaps Angie was as well. Had he created a bisexual alter ego without planning it? That was fine with Andy. It was the best of both worlds.

Angie's dress may have miraculously cleaned itself but Andy's nightgown was a total mess. Andy didn't have any experience removing semen from lingerie but it looked like he better learn. Either that or buy a lot of cheap lingerie at a thrift store or something so that he could just toss it away when he was done like a used condom. He really loved that little nightie so he was determined to try and clean it up if he could. At the moment he needed to clean himself up.

In the shower he reflected long and hard about the dream. He remembered taking a shower as Angie and that brought back good feelings. Much better feelings actually than being in this man's body. He had never really thought of his own body in disparaging terms before except perhaps in moments of penis envy. He didn't go looking for pictures of cocks in the old days but there were tons of well-hung dudes in porn and it was impossible not to feel a little inferior when confronted with that much man meat on the screen all the time. His partners never complained, probably because he could eat pussy like nobody's business, but there had been occasions where he had felt self conscious about showing his dick to a woman for the first time. Right now he seriously wished he didn't have any dick hanging there at all. Having a pussy was so much nicer. No ugly bulges and ripples in his underwear that way. That flat, smooth line was so much more attractive.

He realized that he had been holed up in his house for a few days and needed to do some grocery shopping. Every fiber of his being wanted to go out dressed as a woman but that would be a total disaster. He looked nothing like a woman outside of his dreams. It would feel great on one level just to do it but since he hated the way he looked that would kill the whole thing for him.

He just got dressed in some jeans and a pullover shirt and made a quick shopping list. He knew that he had to maintain his own identity. This dream thing was powerful stuff and he feared that he might become addicted. That fear was probably too late in coming.


CHAPTER 7:

Andy realized that he was getting carried away with this female fetish thing. Whenever he came back to his apartment he immediately got out of his manly clothes and slipped into something more girlish. Even if it was just jeans and a shirt he favored pants that were cut low and tops that didn't come all the way down so that he could show off his midriff a little. It was probably insane since he had no one to show off anything to and he didn't like looking at himself but it made him feel better.

He thought about writing a science fiction book that involved some kind of high technology gender swapping but he was afraid that everyone would think he was gay and that the book was some sort of a confessional. Of course he could have a female character becoming male but that wasn't what he wanted to think about, let alone write about. In fact the whole science fiction thing was feeling a little tired to him at the moment. Maybe it was time to try his hand at something a little different. Perhaps he could try to write a romance. He could always use a pen name.

When people go through intense changes like this they often have a period of remorse and regret and Andy was no different. He stopped using the dream device for a while and tried to get his manhood back on track for a couple of weeks. He had an impulse to actually get rid of all his female clothing and toys but he fought that off. He had a lot of money tied up in that by now and it seemed foolish to just chuck it all away on what might be a whim. It was probably good to keep the temptation present anyway. He was a man and he had no doubts about that so what difference did it make if there were some frilly things stored away? If his manhood couldn't handle having some panties in his dresser draw he was in big trouble.

He let his body hair grow back enough to feel safe playing tennis in shorts and got in touch with one of his tennis buddies he hadn't talked to in a while. His pal seemed happy to hear from him since it had been a while and they agreed to meet at a local tennis court.

The place was more crowded than usual so they had to wait for a court to open up. They noticed a couple of cute girls playing on the court next to the wall and decided to go sit there and wait for them to finish. At least they'd have something to look at while they waited their turn.

The girls were very nice looking. Probably college age. Not great tennis players but Andy and his friend weren't exactly professionals either.

"Look at those little skirts," his friend whispered. "God you've got to love tennis outfits."

Andy agreed wholeheartedly but for an entirely different reason. Oh how he ached to be dressed like that right now. Every time one of them bent down to hit a low shot or ran for a tricky backhand the little pleated skirt would fly up and reveal those tight underpants. Andy half closed his eyes and imagined playing tennis in one of those skirts with nothing underneath. Playing against a male opponent who would be driven absolutely mad with lust. Bending over to pick up an errant ball knowing full well that the man's eyes would be glued to his ass...her ass...whatever.

"You guys want to join us?" one of the girls called over.

"Sure!" Andy's friend replied without hesitation. "I get the blonde."

It took Andy a moment to grasp what his friend had just whispered to him. Had he discerned the better tennis player of the two and grabbed her as his partner to gain an advantage? No, of course not, he was obviously thinking that playing tennis with these girls would lead to something later. Andy thought that was a little presumptuous. The girls were just offering to share their court with them because the place was so crowded, that was hardly the same thing as a carnal invitation.

Introductions were made all around and Andy found himself paired up with the raven haired girl. Her hair was so shiny and black that Andy wondered whether she colored it. He almost asked what kind of conditioner she used to keep her hair so silky but caught himself in the nick of time. Boy, he really had been taking this feminization thing too seriously.

Andy's partner turned out to be the superior player so it only confirmed his suspicion that his buddy wanted the blonde in bed not the tennis court. Fine, Andy didn't care. They were just playing tennis. What his friend did later was his business.

"You gals have any dinner plans for tonight," his friend inquired as they were taking a break between sets.

The girls looked at each other and almost giggled. They didn't say anything to each other but their eye contact obviously spoke volumes.

"I know a really good Chinese place if you're into that," his pal coaxed.

"Sure that sounds like fun," the blonde announced. 

There was a time in Andy's life where this would have been a dream come true. A chance meeting with two hot young women leading to a dinner date that very night. He had worked a lot harder to get dates with women who looked a lot less attractive. He was turned on but he was also feeling a little apprehension. It had been a while since he had been with a woman and his recent escapades had done nothing to boost his manly confidence.

Once Andy resigned himself to the fact that this was going to happen he started to relax and actually looked forward to it. This was exactly what he needed to get that crazy girl stuff out of his system. Why had he even hesitated?

At dinner the girls seemed to still be in that kind of giggly mood where they communicated with each other on some level that Andy couldn't quite understand. It made him jealous. He wanted to know the secret girl communication language that didn't really require words. He'd have to look into that.

They weren't the greatest conversationalists in the world even when they were speaking but they somehow managed to find some common ground to talk about. They were indeed in college but there was kind of an immature vibe about them that made them seem even younger. Andy figured he must be about ten years older than they were but that didn't seem like such a gulf. Oh to be pretty, female and in your early twenties he thought. So many possibilities.

After dinner Andy began to realize what all the giggling and glances had been about. The girls weren't interested in going dancing or anything they wanted to head straight for someone's apartment. Andy's pal volunteered and they all set off for his place.

Andy was in the back seat with his date and she wasted no time in planting a big kiss on his lips. He hadn't totally expected that but it was pleasing. While they kissed her hand strayed down to his crotch and he became aware of the fact that he was already hard.

"Take it easy back there you two," his friend joked over his shoulder. "We'll be home in a minute."

Both of the girls were already undressing as they hit the front door. Apparently they weren't the shy type. Maybe they did this all the time Andy thought. Tennis was certainly a great way to meet guys.

It soon became obvious that no one was heading for the bedroom so Andy found himself having his pants pulled down by his dark haired tennis partner. He didn't really want to look but he couldn't help himself and stared in anticipation as the blonde pulled his friend's cock out of his pants. Damn! He was bigger than Andy. Not enormous by any means but he definitely had a little more firepower. He didn't have long to contemplate the subject as his friend's prick was soon disappearing into the blonde's mouth. He hadn't even noticed that his girl was stroking his own rod.

Andy was super hard but it scared him to think about why. He had never seen his pal's dick before and after getting over the disappointment of not measuring up to it he had the strangest feeling, almost as if he was turned on by the sight of that cock and its size. His buddy wasn't a bad looking guy when you thought about it, but why was he thinking about it? Jesus Christ man, get a grip on yourself!

His date certainly had a nice grip on him and was busily engaged in giving him head. He had to admit that it was kind of nice to be back in the saddle and using his natural equipment the way it was intended to be used. If his partner was turned off by the size of his rod she certainly didn't show it. It must be a lot easier to deep throat a cock of that size Andy mused as he looked down on the girl swallowing his pole all the way to his balls.

When he glanced over he noticed that his buddy was no longer getting his dick sucked and was hurriedly scrambling out of his clothes as the blonde was doing the same. His eyes stayed on his friend much longer than they should have. He looked so good standing there with that big hard on. And who knew his butt was so cute?

Andy pulled his focus back to his date who had taken her cue from the others and was stripping off her clothes. Andy was the last to get naked but it was a close race. Everyone seemed in quite a hurry to shed their clothes and get on with the festivities. Andy led his girl to the couch and sat her down before kneeling between her legs. He may not be the biggest cock in the room but he knew how to eat pussy. Andy couldn't see what his friend was doing but based on the sounds the blonde was making he was doing it right, whatever it was.

Licking pussy was always a joy to Andy and he did his usual thorough job. It wasn't all tongue of course, fingers played an important role in the process too. His beautiful black-haired companion was getting really, really wet which just inspired Andy all the more. Once she seemed good and ready Andy pulled himself up and plunged his cock inside her. She moaned with delight and grabbed his hair. It was a bit of an awkward angle for him but that didn't matter. His arms were extended on the seat cushions while the rest of his body kind of jutted out into the room. It was sort of like doing pushups but much more enjoyable.

"Ok, now switch," the blonde called out from somewhere behind him.

The other girl giggled and tried to pull away from Andy. He couldn't quite believe what was happening but as he turned around he saw the blonde waiting for him with a big grin on her face. Yes, these girls had obviously done this before.

The blonde pushed Andy down onto the couch where his original date had been seated just a moment before. This girl's tits were a lot bigger than he had expected. Sometimes it was hard to tell until they got out of their bra. Without asking for any input the blonde seated herself on Andy's lap, facing away from him. His dick was very slippery from the first girl's pussy and the blonde was quite wet herself so she slid down his shaft with no effort at all. Of course not, Andy thought, she's just been filled by a bigger dick, this must be disappointing for her.

Like her companion she showed no sign of disappointment. Men sometimes obsess about cock size too much. A hard cock feels good inside a pussy and many girls were far more interested in clit stimulation anyway. You didn't need a tent pole for that.

As the blonde bounced away happily on his lap he got to watch his pal boning the other chick on a chair. She was kind of bent over the padded arm of the chair and his friend had a nice grip on her hips. Andy was memorized by the whole thing. The eagerness of the girls, the swapping of partners, the realization that he still enjoyed having sex with women and the unmistakable fact the he had lustful thoughts about one of his male friends. That guy really did have a cute butt and it was very pleasant to watch him going to work on that girl so vigorously but for the life of him Andy couldn't figure out why he would care about a man's butt one way or the other. 

Andy climaxed before his friend but his buddy wasn't far behind. The girls weren't interested in spending the night so everyone got dressed fairly shortly after the sex had concluded. There were some vague references to doing this again sometime but it seemed pretty obvious that this was just a hookup. Maybe if they showed up at the same tennis court again sometime they would pick up where they left off but Andy got the feeling that these babes just liked to get their kicks.

When he finally got home he was a very confused man.


CHAPTER 8:

Andy was having a hard time coming to grips with his obvious bi-sexual nature. He was happy that he still found women attractive and had genuinely enjoyed performing as a man but he couldn't escape the fact that he had simultaneously been attracted to a guy, and a friend of his no less. That had never happened before. They had been friends for several years and not one lustful thought had ever popped into Andy's mind. Of course he had never seen his pal naked and erect before either. In that sexually charged atmosphere maybe it wasn't that strange a thing. Still it created a very disturbing image in his mind. He was genuinely afraid that he would have sucked his friend's dick if he had asked him to. Not as a girl in a dream or even dressed like one but as a man. It was a sobering thought.

Who am I? What the hell is wrong with me? Andy wondered whether he might need some kind of psychiatric help. Of course the question wasn't really who he was but who he wanted to be. His recent exploits not withstanding he was reasonably certain that he wanted to be a woman but he knew that was never going to happen so then what?

Perhaps the best course of action was to get rid of all his feminine gadgets and clothing and begin a process of reprogramming to get him squarely back on track as a man. He could use the dream device to reinforce his male fantasies and once he stopped absorbing feminization materials he might go back to the way he was. Perhaps aggressively pursuing a love affair with a woman would help. He still liked girls and could get an erection for them, maybe that was the key to bringing back his old self.

But did he want to bring back his old self? Perhaps the answer was going in the opposite extreme. Maybe he could be happy living his little fantasy life. Maybe he could retreat into his dreams even more. Up until now he had only used it at night when he was normally preparing to sleep but perhaps he could sleep more often. He wasn't sure if the device would work for a catnap on the couch but it might be worth trying.

It felt good when he stripped out of his male clothes and put on a silk cami and panties. It had been a while since he had dressed feminine and he realized how much he missed it. He didn't bother with a bra and the breast forms. The top felt good rustling against his real nipples.

He decided he was going to try something a little different with the dream device. Instead of programming a sexual fantasy he wondered what would happen if he invented a "back story" for his female persona. He realized that he had felt uncomfortable on his dream date when asked even simple questions about himself. Much of his life could easily be transposed from one gender to another but perhaps if he programmed a childhood for himself as a girl it would seep into his consciousness and in time become the story of his life, at least in that realm of dreams where he planned to be spending a good deal of his time.

It was tricky because he had been an only child so he didn't have the memories of growing up with a sister to draw on. He had to invent a childhood. Fortunately he was very creative and imaginative and could immerse himself in researching almost any subject.

Obviously he couldn't relive an entire lifetime even if he knew how to do it. It seemed like the best plan of action was to pick some key moments in the development of a girl and try to manufacture those moments in his dreams. He decided to use his own childhood as the template. His parents as he remembered them from his youth, the vacations they had taken together, even his old room but with some alterations to make it more feminine.

His first dream was fairly simple but also very effective. Angie was now a girl of about six or so and playing with her Barbie dolls alone in her room. He remembered a friend's little sister who had this crazy collection of dresses and cars and houses for her dolls. Her brother had always been disdainful of it and thought it was a waste of good money but that image of her room had stuck in Andy's mind for some reason. It now became Angie's room and the little girl was totally absorbed in the fantasy world she was creating for her dolls. When Andy woke up from that dream he felt a wonderful sense of peace and warmness. Somehow he had seen the world through the eyes of a six-year-old girl and accepted it as reality. 

In his next dream Angie was a little older and the family was going to Disneyland. The dream was basically a recollection of an actual trip they had taken, as much as he could remember of it, except that he was now a girl instead of a boy. It was nice to see his parents again, so young and happy. They had both died in a car crash some five years ago and he missed them terribly. In his dreams they were all together again having a marvelous time at the Magic Kingdom. One change in the scenario was that little Angie seemed totally obsessed with Disney princesses and her mother gladly agreed to buy her a costume. 

That led to another dream where she dressed up in the princess outfit to the delight of her mother and they had a wonderful time playing together and watching the movie that the princess came from, although it was never quite clear what that movie actually was. It didn't matter really. It was a beautiful day and little Angie looked so cute all dressed up in her princess outfit. Being a little princess was fun. Andy had always thought of girls as kind of silly when he was growing up but it didn't seem at all silly when he was the girl.

For a lot of this program he had to rely on stories that other people told on the Internet. You could find people willing to talk about just about anything if you looked long enough. He knew he needed help for things like going through puberty or buying a first bra. 

Over time Angie grew steadily into a beautiful and charming young woman. She had her first kiss, a slumber party where she bonded with other girls and shared secrets, she played youth soccer, as Andy had done, and even took some tennis lessons. In junior high she went out for the cheerleading squad and squealed with delight when she made it. Sometimes Andy skipped ahead in the story and sometimes he let the dreams overlap a bit but the main thing was to do a thorough job. Nobody remembers everything that happened to them in their childhood so it's the bigger moments that tend to define our memories. By including some more mundane experiences in the mix Andy was creating quite a convincing life story. Because he was consciously programming all of this information as well as feeding it into his subconscious mind he found it very easy to picture himself as little Angie at any point in her life. It was so fresh in his mind now that it almost seemed more real than his actual childhood.

Of course Angie eventually discovered boys and began to date. She seemed like kind of a loner so Andy created a couple of girlfriends for her so that they could shop and gossip and do what he imagined girls probably did. The sex dreams were great but these childhood dreams were even better in a way. He was learning to become a woman from the ground up and there were always surprises. Angie was still Andy after all and her reaction to things was influenced by his own nature. Once he got past the initial block of conceptualizing himself in an unfamiliar role he had little trouble in adapting. Acceptance of gender roles was a huge thing, probably bigger than most people realized. Children tend to be pushed in one direction from birth so they follow that path. Boys are encouraged to be aggressive and mechanical and athletic. However when boys are given dolls to play with at an early age they usually have no trouble enjoying them. Andy had no trouble at all liking girly things once he got the hang of it. It really seemed silly to him that people were so obsessed with enforcing arbitrary stereotypes.

One day Andy realized that Angie wasn't the only one who was kind of a loner. Andy had let his relationships with other people slip away slowly but surely. He did miss hanging out with the guys sometimes but he was also a little afraid of what sort of emotions that might stir. He was probably a bit different now even if he didn't look different on the outside. What he really wanted was someone he could talk to about what he was experiencing but he knew none of his current friends would understand. He'd rather die than take the chance of being the object of everyone's ridicule. You just didn't tell your buddies that you liked to wear women's clothing or jacked off to pictures of hard bodied muscle men.

He realized that what he really needed to do was to talk to someone in a similar boat. There had to be cross dresser groups or transgender chat rooms on the Internet. He would be safely anonymous but able to communicate with kindred spirits. He obviously wasn't the first man in the world who discovered that he'd rather be a woman.

The more he explored those kind of sites the more he felt at home. It appeared that there were tons of people who felt like he did on some level. Some people knew from childhood that they were in the wrong body and some people began to question their sexuality and gender identity much later in life as he had done. The great thing was the amount of support he found. Unfortunately that wasn't true on a lot of more public places like video channels and social networks. If someone posted a helpful video about transitioning gender Andy was horrified to see how many hateful comments were usually offered.

Some were religious in nature extolling the "sinner" to come back to Jesus or condemning them to hell already for having gone this far. Others were homophobic hate mongers who just wanted to make sure that everyone knew how straight they supposedly were. Some were just the garden variety of asshole that trolls the Internet looking for any opportunity to make the world a little less pleasant place for their existence. Fortunately there were plenty of kind and supportive people as well but the angry lunatics were a bit frightening. What the hell were they doing watching a transgender self-help video for anyway if they were that much against the concept in the first place?

There was one page that Andy liked that was more cross dressing than gender changing and a lot of guys posted pictures of themselves in drag. Andy hated to be judgmental since he knew he was no beauty himself in a nightgown but he thought he could probably pull it off better than a lot of the men he saw. Even so he just couldn't bring himself to post any similar pictures. It would have been very liberating to do it but something inside him still rebelled at the thought of being "female" in public.

Periodically, just out of curiosity, Andy looked into the subject of having a sex change operation. It looked like a very long, complicated and expensive proposition. It wasn't something to be taken lightly. He always pushed that concept aside anyway as he felt he was too old and not feminine enough looking to be satisfied with the results. Angie was very beautiful and that was the body he saw himself in.

It took a few months of concentrated effort but Angie had developed a very rich and full childhood. She had fooled around a bit with some boys but had yet to go all the way. Andy wanted to make sure that the loss of Angie's virginity was something beautiful and memorable. His own loss of virginity had been nothing special so he didn't want to simply trade places in that memory. It was funny to think of Angie as being a virgin since she had already had sex several times in earlier dreams but since he had started from scratch those days were off in the future. This Angie was so much more real now than the porno slut that had romped around his earlier dreams. It was time to pop her cherry.


CHAPTER 9:

It was Senior Prom and Angie looked absolutely radiant in her beautiful gown. Her date was a charming young man named Alonso she had gone out with a few times before in previous dreams and he looked totally dreamy in his tuxedo. He brought her the prettiest wrist corsage and Angie felt like the luckiest girl in the world. They made a very cute couple. Mom snapped a bunch of photos of them in the living room before they headed out but Mom was like that. She loved to take too many pictures of everything.

They had gone in a limo with some other couples and that was a great thrill. They all felt like movie stars or millionaires. Angie's gown sort of reminded her of the old days when she would dress up as a princess. Tonight she really was a princess on her way to the ball with her handsome price. Who says fairytales don't come true?

It was kind of a crazy outfit to do so much dancing in but she found to her surprise that she looked forward to the slow dances most of all. She practically felt like she was melting into Alonso's arms as they glided across the dance floor. Sometimes she rested her head on his shoulder and he whispered how beautiful she was in her ear. She was beautiful. Not just cute or pretty or attractive but actually beautiful. Everything was perfect. 

The limo would take them all home so there was no chance to spend the night with him or anything, plus her parents would totally freak out if she didn't come back until morning but she knew she wanted him to take her. Some friends of hers had rented a room in the hotel where the prom was being held and she wondered if they would loan them the key for a little while. The prom was still in full swing and they would have all night to use the room so maybe they wouldn't mind sharing it for an hour or so.

Alonso offered to chip in for the cost of the room and that sealed the deal. The happy couple with the key was still dancing and socializing so the room was just going to waste at the moment. Alonso and Angie would see to it that it wouldn't be wasted for long.

It felt so wicked going up there. Angie felt like everyone was watching them. She had never been in a hotel room with a man before and it seemed like an incredibly adult thing to be doing.

The room was very nice and the bed big and soft. There was an awkward moment when they both sat on the bed next to each other and didn't know exactly what to do next. Finally they kissed. It was the only logical thing to do. They had kissed before and Alonso had copped a feel of one of her boobs but that was as far as they had ever gotten with each other. Angie wondered whether Alonso was also a virgin but was a little afraid to ask. 

If he was a virgin he was a quick learner because his hands found the zipper on the back of her gown rather quickly and she felt the device sliding downwards. She really didn't want to mess her dress up, especially since she would have to go home in it later that night, so she got up from the bed and carefully removed it. She now stood in a hotel room wearing nothing but panties and a bra in front of her date who had removed his tie and tux coat and was beginning to unbutton his shirt.

"Let me do that," Angie suggested.

She came over to the bed and very carefully undid the buttons on his tuxedo shirt. She had to pull the shirt out of his pants to get the lowest buttons but once she did she began to run her hands over his hard and somewhat hairy chest. Meanwhile Alonso reached out and put his hands on her bare waist.

"Your skin is so soft," he commented.

"Thank you."

It wasn't the most scintillating foreplay conversation in the world but words were kind of hard to come by in this situation. Besides, her skin really did feel soft.

"Maybe we should both get on the bed," he suggested.

That seemed like a good idea so Angie climbed onto the bed and lay down with her head on one of the pillows. Alonso took the opportunity to kick off his shoes and socks and remove his tux pants.

"Maybe we shouldn't get under the covers," he said. "They probably want to keep the bed to themselves since they're spending the whole night," Alonso pointed out.

"Good thinking," Angie replied.

They kissed some more and eventually Alonso found the hooks to her bra. It wasn't totally skillful but he got it undone in due time. Angie felt a shudder run through her body. She was going to expose her breasts to a boy for the first time. She carefully removed the bra and Alonso let out a very audible moan of pleasure. That gave her confidence but also scared her a little. This was definitely getting serious and she could feel herself shaking ever so slightly.

Alonso went for the boobs like a starving man at a smorgasbord. He had gotten his hand inside her shirt once but this was the real deal. Angie had developed very nicely. It was rather enlightening to realize how much power she could wield over men. One look at her bare breasts and Alonso was turned to mush. He was as meek as a babe in her arms...not a bad analogy since he was happily sucking on her nipples at the time. Of course once you start down that road meekness can turn to aggression remarkably fast. A man wants a signal that it's okay to proceed but once he gets that it's often full speed ahead.

Angie noted a change in Alonso's shorts as something had definitely grown very hard. She could feel it pressing up against her thigh every time he shifted position. 

"So...do you want to do it?" Alonso asked anxiously.

Angie just nodded her head in reply and let him slip off her panties. She was thinking about reaching for his shorts but they were off in a flash. Now she was confronted with the inevitable. He was on his knees on the bed in front of her and his very hard cock was pointing in her direction. It was the moment of truth. As she looked at it she honestly couldn't imagine how it was supposed to fit inside her but she assumed that it would. She reached out and touched it and for a moment she was afraid Alonso was going to cum right there and then. It felt much warmer than she had expected. She could also feel it pulsating. It seemed like it had a life of its own.

"Have you got one of those..." she asked letting the question trail off.

"Rubbers? Sure, let me get it out of my wallet."

Alonso jumped out of bed and rummaged through his pants pockets. He soon returned with a single condom and tore the wrapper open.

"Do you want to put it on me?" he asked.

"No, I'd rather watch you do it," she replied.

Alonso slipped the sheath on with a degree of skill that implied he had done this a few times before. 

"Okay, you need to pull your legs back as much as you can. It makes it easier to get in there," he explained.

So this probably wasn't his first time. Oh, well. Better to be in the hands of an experienced man, especially the first time. At least one of them would know what the hell they were doing.

It took a little effort to push his way in and there was a very brief but sharp sense of pain. She tried not to panic. She knew that was supposed to happen. Now that he was inside she let the whole concept sink in. This was a very special moment in her life and one that she wanted to savor and cherish forever. Damn, it certainly did hurt more than she expected. Hopefully that would go away over time. It was a small price to pay to become a woman anyway. 

Alonso was really grunting and straining. It looked like really hard work. She wondered why men wanted it so bad if it was this arduous all the time. Suddenly she grabbed his neck and looked him square in the eyes.

"Do you love me?" she purred.

"Of course I do. I wouldn't be here with you like this if I didn't," he grunted as sincerely as he could.

Eventually she would learn that the logic of that statement didn't really hold water but for the moment she was happy. She wanted to hear it for some reason. It was the icing on the cake.

Alonso may have had previous experience but he didn't have much technique yet. He just sort of pumped her with his dick at a pretty constant speed. That was fine for this time. She was starting to get past the pain and into the pleasure. Her whole body was shaking again but not from fear this time. She was experiencing her first real orgasm. She made some incredible noises and clutched at Alonso's back. So this was what the fuss was all about.

Alonso wasn't far behind. He made a sound like a caveman and began to fill his condom to the brim. When he was finished he pulled out very carefully making sure not to spill anything and looked for a place to dispose of the rubber as quickly as possible.

It would have been nice to cuddle for a while but Angie had been seriously terrified that some sort of hotel detective was going to barge in on them at any moment or that the other couple had a second key and would think it was funny to catch them in the act. She felt relieved that they were actually going to get away with it. At least she thought so until she took a look at herself in the mirror.

Her beautiful hairdo that she had spent so much time and money on was totally ruined. There was no way she could put it back just the way it was so she did some quick emergency hair surgery and got it to a semi-respectable point at least. Her mother was going to freak when she saw it.

They returned to the ballroom and Alonso went to give their friends the key back. He seemed to take a very long time in doing it and Angie suspected that he was bragging about his conquest. It didn't seem right that he should be sharing those kinds of intimate details with anybody. Then a worse thought popped into her head. What if he wasn't bragging? What if they were laughing about what a lousy lay she was? That would be heartbreaking. Well, she knew she hadn't been a lousy lay. She was a knockout with a killer body. What hot blooded young man wouldn't want to nail that? He got his rocks off just fine. There wasn't time for her to do anything spectacular.

When she got home that night her mother did indeed question her about her hair. Angie thought fast on her feet.

"Oh, there was a moon roof in the limo and we all stood up and stuck our heads out of it on the way back. It wrecked my hair but it was totally awesome. Now I'm really exhausted and need to get some sleep. I'll tell you all about it tomorrow."

With that she kissed her mom goodnight and went upstairs. It was only after taking her gown off that she realized she had put her panties back on inside out. Good thing there was only a parental interrogation and not a strip search she thought as she lay back on the bed and tried to recapture the moment a man first took her as his own.

Andy awoke wet, sticky and very happy. He was getting so good at programming his dreams that they became more and more realistic all the time. By constantly dreaming in the guise of his female alter ego Angie he was steadily building up a bank of subconscious memories that weren't real but functioned as if they were in the dream state. Andy spent less time these days thinking about his own life and the real world he was living in. Angie and her adventures were so much more appealing. It was sort of like reading a good book where you couldn't wait to pick it up again and read some more only in this case he was writing the story as well as playing the leading role.


CHAPTER 10:

Kim Li was a Chinese American with a beautiful complexion and adorable perky tits. She had the cutest face and most amazing dark eyes. She also had a penis. She was a pre-op transgendered person, born as a man but now transitioning into a woman. Andy had met her online in a chat room and they had bonded almost immediately. Their stories were really nothing alike at all but they both had a way with words and seemed to share the same sense of humor.

She was especially impressed by the amount of work Andy had gone to in trying to reprogram his whole world to reflect a female sensibility, even going so far as to invent an entire childhood and upbringing. It was especially remarkable since he claimed to have no interest in actually making the gender change in real life. He hadn't even tried putting on a dress and going to the supermarket but he had more vivid memories of his pretend childhood than she had of her real one.

Kim had been born Ken and seemed very feminine from the start. He was one of those slender boys who could wear female clothing with ease. In fact he was often mistaken for a girl, especially when he was younger. That had not been an easy thing to deal with. It didn't help that he seemed to relate better to girls and spent most of his time with female companions. A lot of girls really like feminine boys and get a kick out of dressing them up. They also don't find them threatening. Ken had been subjected to more playful makeovers than he could count. The truth of the matter was he was more attractive than most of the girls who were trying to pretty him up.

The first time he was caught dressed as a girl his parents sent him to therapy. The doctor assured them that it was a passing phase and nothing to worry about. Ken then began to push the limits a bit in his appearance. If he wore jeans they were jeans designed for girls. He might wear a boy's shirt but in some bright color or even pink. He let his hair grow out a little and kept it spiky. In many ways he adopted an androgynous appearance. It was a kind of strange mix of male and female attire.

When he got his ears pierced it was back to therapy and a new doctor. This one was a little more concerned that his behavior was more than a passing phase and tried to get to the root of why Ken was acting this way. That was the first time that anyone had seriously suggested that it might be okay for Ken to dress like a girl if he wanted to. Ken was subjected to a number of psychological tests all of which seemed to indicate that he truly identified himself with a female profile. That was not what his mother and father wanted to hear, especially since they were paying good money for his treatment so off he went to yet another doctor.

This one said pretty much the same thing as the last one. Your "boy" is probably really a girl born with the wrong genetic equipment for the role he wants to play in life. The doctor actually encouraged his parents to let him attend school as a girl to see how he liked it and how well he was accepted. His parents flatly refused.

Ken had no hope of being accepted as "one of the guys" and his parent's efforts to force him into manly activities all backfired horribly. He was constantly taunted and teased and called a "fag" and a "sissy" by almost everyone. He also got beat up on more than one occasion. It wasn't safe for him to use the boy's restroom at school so they allowed him to use the girl's room but then some parent found out about it and raised hell with the school. After that Ken had to use the bathroom in the teacher's lounge.

It was all very confusing to Ken who didn't understand why he was being picked on all the time. He was a nice guy and a good student and never bothered anyone. So what if all his friends were girls? They were the only friends he had and he didn't have too many of those, especially as he got older. His female friends were more interested in going out with boys and lost some of their interest in their dress up doll. He felt very left out because he had come to realize that he would like to be going on dates with boys too but that was obviously impossible. 

Ken was a very lonely boy who didn't have one single friend that he could really trust or rely on or confide things to. He seriously thought about suicide. It didn't seem like he belonged anywhere in this world.

Fortunately his parents were stubborn but not totally inflexible. Ken was coming home from school battered and bruised way too often and they finally realized that they had to accept the fact that he was never going to be boy like all the others. They were terrified that sometime the beating would go too far and they would lose him. Better to have a live daughter than a dead son.

They supported his effort to transition by enrolling him in a private school under the name Kim. His mother even took him shopping for a new school wardrobe and they ended up having a marvelous time together. The school was naturally informed of the situation and his doctor provided a letter explaining the desired benefits of having Ken become Kim and be treated like any other girl in school.

Those were the happy times in Kim's young life. The school was small and very advanced compared to the public school she had attended before. There was no one there who knew anything about her. She was just Kim, the new girl. The smart girl who was so polite and nice to everyone. Nobody questioned her gender in the slightest. She used the girl's rest room and behind the door of the stall who was to say what was between her legs? Ken was a fairly well hung young man so it posed some problems for Kim to keep that package under wraps but she eventually learned how to tuck it under herself without too much discomfort. There were a number of techniques for penis hiding, some that involved tape and others that relied more on very tight underwear. A bathing suit was a particularly tricky thing to hide a dick in so Kim just tried to avoid the beach or pool parties. 

Much to her relief the school had private shower stalls in the locker rooms so it was much like using the bathroom. Once safely inside with the door latched no one could sneak a peek at her naked body. She didn't go out for sports but had a mandatory physical education class that she had to take instead so there was really no way around the locker room completely.

The fact that she was flat chested wasn't particularly noticeable to most people. She usually wore a padded bra that gave her a bit of bust line but she just seemed like a petite girl or a late bloomer. Everything had started out so well.

She was very cute, especially now that she was allowed to be as feminine as she desired. With clothes that fit properly and regular mother/daughter excursions to get their hair and nails done she was developing into quite a beautiful young lady. She was also surprisingly popular at her new school where no one had any reason to not accept her as she appeared. It was only natural that boys would take an interest but that was dangerous territory.

Kim knew she liked boys and found them attractive. She always had although she knew they were totally forbidden to her when she was living as Ken. Now she began to wonder whether it would be all right to go out on date.

Holding hands, smooching at the movies or stealing a kiss behind the bleachers would be fine. Unfortunately Kim was way behind her class in terms of sexual activity and it was doubtful that the boys her age would be totally content with a little lip locking. Even her female friends who were still virgins had gone pretty far with a guy. Kim was on the outside of that circle again, claiming that she was "saving" herself for marriage.

There was also the ethical question. Kim looked and smelled and dressed and acted like a girl but genetically and legally she was actually a boy. Was it morally right to fool someone into thinking you were something you were not? If a guy ever found out that he had been kissing or fooling around with another guy there would probably be a world of trouble. 

Still it was inevitable that Kim would develop a crush on some boy or find herself flirting without even realizing it and before too long she had her first boyfriend. He was kind of a shy fellow named Clarence and a bit of a bookworm like Kim. Their first "dates" were nothing more than a trip to the library and maybe a meal at some fast food place afterwards. When they kissed at last it was magical for Kim. Clarence was no great kisser but he set Kim's heart aflutter none the less. Unfortunately Clarence got over his shyness rather quickly and started pressing Kim for more. She gave her usual saving herself for marriage speech but Clarence pointed out that there were other things they could do.

Desperately wanting to hang onto the only romance she had ever known she agreed to perform oral sex on him. She didn't really know what to do or what to expect but one day after school instead of heading for the library Clarence informed her that his parents wouldn't be home for several hours. It was the perfect opportunity to take advantage of a nice bed and an empty house.

There wasn't a lot of preliminary activity as Clarence simply sat on the edge of the bed and let his trousers and shorts fall to his ankles. His penis wasn't very large, smaller than Kim's in fact, so that gave her a little bit of courage. She took him in her hand and stroked him until he was hard. That wasn't so difficult because she had stroked herself many times in a similar fashion and she sort of hoped he would just cum from the hand job but she had agreed to give him head and it didn't seem like a nice thing to back out now.

She kissed it first and then ran her tongue around the bottom rim of the head. Finally she took a deep breath and let the young man's cock slide into her mouth. It was a surprisingly pleasant experience and Kim began to really enjoy herself. She didn't have much time to savor the moment because after a couple of minutes the cock started convulsing and a salty liquid was being discharged into her mouth. She obviously knew this was going to happen but she hadn't given any thought as to what she would do if he actually ejaculated in her mouth. She swallowed it. When she was done she looked up at Clarence hoping for some approval or sign of appreciation but he just seemed a little nervous.

"We better get out of here. My parents could come home at any moment," he said.

It seemed odd that he would be worried about that now that they were finished. So what if they came home and found them quietly studying or something? Clarence was never quite the same after that and she couldn't figure out why. He stopped being the nice guy he had been before and seemed completely obsessed with having her give him head after which he would beat a hasty retreat. Things got even worse when some other boys came up to her and started pressing for blow jobs.

"Come on, you do it all the time for Clarence," one of the boys said. "I've got something in here you'll really enjoy."

That bastard had told someone else and that started a rumor flying through the small school. Kim was a cocksucker. Kim would give blow jobs. Most of the other girls in school, even the sexually active ones were very reluctant to go down on their boyfriends. Kim didn't just suck she swallowed too. She didn't know what to do. On one hand she liked the sudden attention. Boys she had figured were way out of her league were constantly badgering her for dates, which didn't help her popularity with the other girls. She liked the attention and she liked giving head so she blew a number of boys in the school. That's when her mother got called in for a meeting with the Principal.

It didn't go well. The school knew that Kim was a boy and the news that she was behaving like a total slut was a violation of their trust and completely unacceptable behavior. Kim's mother was shocked to hear the allegations and even more astounded that Kim didn't try to deny them. Word travels fast in a small town and even faster in a small school. Kim was disgraced and asked to leave. It was heartbreaking to walk away from the only place she had ever been happy or felt at home but there was nothing to be done about it. It was a private school and they made the rules.


CHAPTER 11:

Kim was home schooled for a short time and then took the General Educational Development test or GED. She passed that with ease and began to think about her future now that she was no longer required to attend school.

The oral sex scandal put a frost on her relationship with her mother for a time but fortunately she was able to put her anger aside and really listen to what Kim had to say. It was heartbreaking to know that her beautiful and intelligent young daughter was having so much difficulty just trying to live a normal life. It seemed like surgery might be the only answer.

The process of sexual transformation was arduous and expensive. You couldn't just walk into a doctor's office and ask for a sex change. There were many steps along the line, which was probably a good thing because such a decision should never be made on the spur of the moment. How Kim's father felt about the whole concept was hard to say. Mom pretty much called the shots in that household and Dad was a busy man. While he didn't go out of his way to be supportive or to involve himself in the day to day process of her transition issues he was always kind and loving and ultimately wrote the checks without grumbling. Without their support, emotional and financial, Kim would probably have been dead.

There were five major steps in a complete sexual reassignment procedure. Diagnostic assessment, psychotherapy, real life experience, hormone therapy and surgery. Not everyone was approved and not everyone went all the way through the process but at least Kim knew what she was getting into if she decided to take that path.

It wasn't a quick decision by any means. She tried to continue to assimilate as she was but that was difficult. A private school could choose to enroll a transgendered person if they wished but an adult needed a lot of documentation to function in society. Drivers license, Social Security card, birth certificate, passport and so on. To become Kim legally she would have to get a court order decreeing that as her new name. Fortunately she had never filed for a Social Security number because she had never held even a part time job while in school so she wouldn't be dealing with getting her information changed, she would just have to apply once she was officially Kim Li.

Anyone who has ever dealt with any government agency knows what a hassle it can be but sometimes you just have to put your head down and plow through it. Eventually things started to be sorted out and Kim got her first job working in a boutique that specialized in antique and other custom jewelry. She spent way too much of her paychecks on buying merchandise from the store but at least she got a nice employee discount. She also took some classes at the community college but was having a hard time concentrating on a career path while in the middle of so much chaos in the rest of her life. There had been so many times where she thought that she had no future that it was kind of hard to believe that she was taking these bold steps to change her life forever.

It was also sad that in order to qualify for sexual reassignment surgery a person had to be diagnosed as having Gender Identity Disorder or gender dysphoria. Either way you were essentially classified as having a mental disorder. In essence you had to prove that you were crazy enough to want to do this but then sane enough to understand what you were doing and to do it successfully. Kim had qualified and had gone through the first four stages. She was technically a woman but she still had a penis. She had been in no hurry to get rid of it. It was an odd situation but one that she was coping with surprisingly well. That final step wasn't always necessary and it wasn't something she wanted to do until absolutely certain that it was the best course for her to take.

This was the woman Andy had met on the Internet and her story, while quite different from his own, was completely fascinating to him. They lived in the same general area so just for the hell of it Andy had suggested that they meet for coffee or something. Kim had agreed and their friendship began to blossom even more.

Kim became a frequent guest in his home and she was equally fascinated by his experiences, especially the ones involving the dream device. That just seemed like some sort of magic; too good to possibly be true. Andy promised to let her try it out anytime she wanted.

Sometimes they didn't talk about sexual or gender issues they just hung out as friends. It was nice to make a connection with someone who didn't judge or scrutinize. They could relate to each other on numerous levels and felt very comfortable being themselves around each other.

"Why do you always dress like a man when I come over?" Kim asked one day. "I thought you said that you virtually always wore women's clothing when you were home."

"When I'm home alone," he pointed out. "I'd feel kind of funny wearing that stuff in front of someone else."

"Why sweetie? Do you think I'd mind it in the least?"

"Well you're beautiful. I look kind of freaky. It would probably make me feel self conscious."

"Well girlfriend maybe you just need some experienced guidance. A lot of guys think they have to go for the drag queen look. Sometimes less is more you know."

Kim always spoke to Andy as if he were a female companion. She still called him Andy but she could tell that he enjoyed being treated as one of the girls. Kim knew that feeling well. When there's a woman inside aching to get out the slightest little encouragement can do wonders for you.

So Andy had his first real make over. It was a little embarrassing at first but soon they were both laughing and giggling and having a great time. Kin was quite gifted with the application of makeup and brought several high quality wigs for him to try on.

"When you're ready you can let your hair grow a bit and then have it styled to something that suits the structure of your face. Bad wigs are always a dead giveaway," Kim explained.

As Andy looked at himself in the mirror with very tastefully applied makeup and hair he saw a reflection that he didn't recognize. It wasn't the Angie of his dreams but it was way more feminine than he would ever have imagined possible.

The next step was selecting some appropriate attire. Cross dressing men often choose clothes that are too youthful or too suggestive for most practical applications. It's the porno fueled fantasy idea of how a woman should dress. Kim helped him pick out a very nice casual outfit of designer jeans and a short sleeved top. No high heels for doing the shopping. If there's one thing Kim had plenty of it was nice jewelry and she helped Andy pick out something appropriate for her ensemble. 

"What do you think?" Kim asked as Andy checked out his new look in the mirror.

"I think I'm kind of stunned. I'm not going to win any beauty contests but I actually look something like a real woman," he replied in wonder.

"You're beautiful sweetie. You can't let society force an image on you. This is you, or the woman inside you. Now let's get out there and see the world."

"Oh, no I'm not ready for that," Andy protested.

"Of course you are," Kim insisted. "Let's just go shopping. Two girls on a shopping spree, what could be more natural than that? I'll be right there with you and if it gets too uncomfortable we can just leave."

It took some more coaxing and an agreement that they would drive some distance away to minimize that chance that anyone who knew him might actually see him this way but finally Andy agreed to go. Kim had one more question before they hit the stores.

"Would you mind if I call you Angie from now on? It just seems so much more appropriate somehow."

Andy agreed and Angie took form in public in real life for the first time. Her heart was pounding like mad just walking to the car but no one seemed to notice or care. Her breathing came back to normal as they drove along the freeway but the pulse was pounding again once they reached the shopping mall.

"I can't do this," Angie whispered.

"You're already doing it," Kim reminded her. "Who cares what people think anyway? Screw them if they can't deal with it."

It was very wise to have chosen comfortable shoes so that Angie could walk normally and not be afraid of slipping or making a fool of herself. Those heels looked so sexy but they really took a lot of getting used to. 

As they headed into the shopping center no one paid them the slightest attention. Two ladies at the mall. Suddenly Angie panicked and pulled Kim aside.

"What if I have to say something?" Angie whispered.

"Just let me do the talking sweetie. Changing your voice is a lot harder than changing your clothes or even your makeup. We'll find the right voice for you but for now leave it in my hands."

That calmed Angie down somewhat and they proceeded. The only thing that was odd about them in appearance was the fact that Angie was a little tall for a woman and Kim was a little short, which made Angie look even taller. Another good reason to wear flat shoes Angie reckoned.

Shopping was a blast even if they didn't buy much of anything. Angie certainly didn't want to deal with going into a changing room or anything like that but she did find a nice handbag that she really liked and seemed like something that could work well with a number of different outfits. They even had lunch together at a little cafe. Kim ordered for both of them and if the waitress thought that was odd she kept it to herself. No reason to piss off a customer who was going to tip you. 

It was hard to believe that something so mundane could be such bliss. Angie knew that she wasn't the gorgeous woman of her dreams but that was okay in a way. If you were blind and told that wearing some ugly contraption on your head would make you see you'd gladly wear it no matter how funny it made you look. The desire to be able to walk around in public as a woman had been so strong for such a long time now that it was worth the risk of feeling foolish. Poor Kim had been through hell her whole life to be the woman she knew she was. She had been verbally and physically assaulted. If she could endure that what was the big deal about being a little embarrassed by being too tall or snickered at privately if someone figured out her ruse? Kim was right...screw them if they can't deal with it.


CHAPTER 12:

Kim wasn't kidding when she said that changing ones voice could be a bit of a bitch. Angie's first attempts had resulted in something that sounded like a cartoon character but she kept at it with Kin's help and with the help of some online instructional videos. It was definitely a work in progress but she was improving a little each day.

It was so strange to be called Angie in real life and to be addressed as a woman by someone else but it was also wonderful. Plus Angie didn't have to live completely confined by the walls of her apartment anymore. Kim and Angie were spending a lot of time together and even slept over at each other's place once or twice. Kim had tried out one of the premade dreams the first time they had a "sleepover" and she found it extraordinary. She didn't have the experience with lucid dreaming that Angie had but that was Angie's opportunity to be the teacher for a change.

Angie still loved the dream device and used it frequently but sometimes now it was to try out other types of fantasies. It wasn't as essential to be Angie in the old way now that Angie had a life outside of her dreams.

"Would you like me to show you how to tuck your penis to make your clothes look better," Kin asked one evening.

"Sure, I guess. Not something I ever expected anyone to ask me."

"Well you're going to have to take off your pants," Kim instructed. "Or I can just show you how I do it."

Angie agreed to be the test subject and wriggled out of her pants and then her panties. Kim came over and took Angie's penis gently in her hand.

"Don't be shy girl, it's not like I haven't seen one before...like my own," Kim joked. "Now there's a variety of ways you can do this."

Much against her will Angie could feel her cock growing hard in Kim's hand. She turned bright red and wanted to climb in a hole and pull the hole in after her but Kim was treating it as nothing to worry about.

"Down girl! You can't very well tuck it in if you're popping a boner."

"Sorry about that," Angie apologized. "It was sort of an involuntary reaction."

"That's cool. You won't hear me complaining about making someone's dick hard," Kim laughed. "Maybe I better show you how I do it to myself."

Kim was soon naked from the waist down and Angie's eyes practically popped out of her head. 

"Wow...you're bigger than I am."

Angie had never imagined that little Kim was packing so much of a surprise down there. It never showed in the slightest. Kim proceeded to demonstrate the various ways a penis could be tucked for maximum coverage and comfort. Angie was still hard as a rock throughout the demonstration which didn't go unnoticed by Kim.

"Hey, here's a weird thought. Would you like to know what it feels like to give head?" Kim asked in a very matter of fact  tone.

"You mean....me suck your cock?"

"Only if you want to. I mean if you're totally creeped out by the whole idea I won't be offended. I just thought maybe you'd like someone to practice with."

"If you're sure you don't mind," Angie said tentatively.

"Go for it girl. Show me your technique."

Angie wasn't sure that she had any technique but this was something she had wanted to try for a very long time. Kim just stood there waiting for a reply but Angie didn't say a word, she simply dropped to her knees and began to fondle Kim's prick. It responded to her touch and became hard in a short time. It was still difficult to get over the fact that Kim had a bigger dick but it was a very nice-looking one, especially when erect, and Angie knew a nice-looking dick when she saw one.

"Just take your time and relax," Kim suggested as the stroking turned into sucking.

Angie couldn't believe that this was happening. So it wasn't quite the way she had fantasized about or the way it was in her dreams but it was an opportunity that she feared she would never get in real life.

"Remember to keep your lips covering your teeth sweetie. We don't want to get too rough," Kim suggested pleasantly.

There was a cock in Angie's mouth. Hot, throbbing and pulsating just the way she had always imagined it. It was a little disconcerting that Kim smelled so much like a woman but that didn't keep her cock from tasting like a cock. It was also a little hard to keep everything sorted out. Andy was a guy calling himself Angie who was dressed like a girl sucking the cock of a girl named Kim who was born a guy named Ken but still had a dick. It would have made Angie's head spin except for the fact that it was busily bobbing up and down at the moment.

Kim continued to offer gentle encouragements while she softly stroked Angie's head. Angie was delirious with excitement. Of course there was something really kinky about blowing a transgender woman that probably added to the experience but Angie was so focused on what she was doing that it didn't really matter who the cock belonged to.

"I'm getting pretty close sweetie so if you want to grab a towel or some tissues now would be the time. Or I can just run into the bathroom to finish if you like," Kim suggested.

Angie just looked up at Kim and the expression in her eyes told Kim all she needed to know. Kim smiled and nodded and a few moments later Angie got her first taste of cum as Kim's dick began to jerk in her mouth. It's always hard to explain exactly what cum tastes like to someone who's never tasted it because it has a texture and a flavor that's not quite like anything else.. All Angie was thinking was that it was warm and kind of gooey and a totally unique sensation. In any case she swallowed every drop.

"Good for you girl! That was a really fine job for a first time," Kim assured her while they were putting their clothes back on. "Way better than my first time."

"Really?" Angie said hopefully.

"Oh, yeah. I had no idea what I was doing. But I learned," Kim replied with a wink. "I think you're going to be a great little cocksucker. You're a natural."

It felt kind of funny to give someone head and then immediately go back to life as normal with no kissing or touching or romantic conversation. A little like being a prostitute Angie thought except that the situation had been nothing like that. Angie was the one who would have paid for the favor. 

It was a great experience for Angie to file away in her brain for many reasons but it would very likely help her dreams become even more vivid and realistic. She had known what it was like to put a dildo in her mouth but the rest had been left to her imagination. Now she actually had a real life experience to draw on in great detail all the way down to swallowing sperm.

The next time Angie used the dream device she was in the mood for something romantic. That was a component that was missing from her life lately. Having a new friend like Kim probably triggered that desire to be with a special someone, especially after their oral sex experience. She wanted a man to share that sort of thing with and spent a great deal of time trying to determine what her ideal man would be. The looks part was pretty easy by now. She had definitely developed a taste for guys with a certain look and body type but inventing his personality was trickier. She couldn't just base him on one of Andy's old buddies because she had no idea what those guys were really like when they were alone with a woman. She wanted her dream lover to be the perfect mix of alpha male and sensitive partner. A take charge guy who knows what he wants but isn't a total asshole. An active, outdoorsy guy who also has a brain. Good conversationalist. Good sense of humor. She added a few more details to tailor him to fit her desires and that was that. Hopefully she would soon be swept off her feet.

When she met Brock it was love at first sight. He stepped out of the recesses of her imagination and right into her heart. What a strange sensation to meet a man and desire him so completely. Not just lusting after a man's body as she had done many times before but feeling that pulse-accelerating-pit-of-your-stomach sensation that makes you swoon. She didn't even have sex with Brock in that first dream but that was perfectly fine. He was a keeper. There would be plenty of time to hit the sheets.

Having created Brock so successfully it was easier to program him again in the future. Just to be safe she continued to feed the same details about him into the program but hopefully soon all she would have to do was say his name and her subconscious mind would do the rest. 

They actually dated in her dreams for over a week without going all the way. It was hard to resist but Angie was building up for a special occasion. This wasn't going to be just some lay it was going to be a magical communion of soul mates. When she told Kim about Brock she was positively giddy with delight.

"I know it sounds silly but he's so fine and I can't stop thinking about him," Angie gushed.

"Sounds like you're pretty smitten."

"More like head over heels. I never knew that I could feel that way about a man. Loving a man with a woman's heart is just so much more intense than anything!"

"You're preaching to the choir on that one sister," Kim joked.

"The world is such an amazing place when you're in love. I had practically forgotten what it felt like. Honestly, it never felt this good before."

"Hey, I'm the last person in the world to judge how someone else lives their life but let me offer this one tiny word of caution sweetie. This guy only exists in your dreams. If I said that to most people it would just be a figure of speech but with you it's a little more serious because you can manufacture dreams on demand. Just be careful that you don't create an ideal that no one in real life could ever live up to because you deserve to be loved by someone for who you are. We all do."

That was obviously good advice and Kim didn't press the issue. She didn't want to be a buzz kill. Angie was obviously feeling something very special at the moment, even if those feelings were probably misdirected.

Slowly but surely, with Kin's expert assistance, Angie was becoming more comfortable living life as a woman. They went out in public more often and Angie even ordered food at a restaurant. Her wig had been replaced with her own hair which wasn't terribly long but had been styled in a way that was distinctly feminine. She was beginning to develop her own style and her own sense of fashion instead of trying to dress in some hyper-image of female sexuality. No, she was probably never going to make her living as a swimsuit model, even with surgery, but how many people do? It was great that Angie was feeling such strong emotions about a man, even if the man didn't really exist, but it was also a little scary. You can't spend your whole life asleep no matter how pleasant your dreams are. No fantasy could ever completely replace the wonders of genuine human interaction. Hopefully this was just a way to unlock the female part of Angie's heart that had been closed for so many years. Hopefully.


CHAPTER 13:

Angie's love affair with Brock was becoming an obsession. They were making love now on a regular basis and Angie was so anxious to be with him as much as possible that she even started sleeping more often during the day, taking sleeping pills if necessary to put herself under. It wasn't good for her mental or physical health but it was the sort of an addiction that she had a hard time controlling.

A strange thing had been happening in her dreams though that she couldn't quite explain. Kim kept popping up even though she never programmed her into the scenarios. She might be a waitress in a restaurant or an old friend that Angie bumped into or just a stranger passing by in a crowd. Perhaps it wasn't all that odd in that dreams, even manufactured ones, had a way of processing real life stimulus. Angie and Kim spent a lot of time together. They were extremely close friends. Once in a while Angie would slip back into Andy and put on male clothes again and slick her hair back and the two of them would go out dancing or something. They just looked like any "normal" couple and it was easier for Angie to be totally relaxed. If they had anyone staring at them it was likely jealous glances aimed at Kim. In those moments Angie felt like the old Andy and got a kick out of being seen with a hot date. Kim really was beautiful and nobody would ever suspect what she had between her legs.

"Why haven't you gone all the way and had surgery?"Angie asked Kim one day when they were lounging around the patio working on their tans.

"Happiness is not something I've known very often in my life and certainly not something that tends to last but I've been pretty darn happy these days just the way I am. The question is how much happier would I be with a pussy instead of a dick?"

"I think I'd be a lot happier," Angie chuckled.

"Sure,  if I could just snap my fingers or drink some magic potion and have it all perfectly appear. We're talking about a very special kind of surgery and a procedure that's way expensive. I'd probably get it done in Taiwan where it's a lot cheaper but we're still talking about more than ten grand. Plus there's a lot of work involved in making it functional and being able to have orgasms and a lot of follow up visits. It's a huge step. I'm just not sure I'm ready."

"But you seem like a woman in every other respect," Angie pointed out.

"Gender and sex organs are kind of two different things in a way. I mean look at you. You haven't had any hormones or surgical procedures but you're living and even thinking more like a woman every day. It puts you in a strange position because you haven't even officially declared your intention to transition but your actions speak volumes. Ultimately people are just people no matter how they're dressed or equipped. You either like them or love them or hate them or whatever for who they are and how they behave. Of course it makes dating more difficult because most people don't want to think about things that don't fit neatly into their traditional views. Having my penis turned into a vagina would make my bikini fit better but it wouldn't solve all of my problems. There are men who would absolutely beat the crap out of me once they found out they had made love to someone who used to be a guy. A lot of people simply don't accept the idea that someone can change their sex no matter what they look like."

"That's ridiculous," Angie interjected.

"Is it? Be fair now. If you had met me years ago when you were still locked into your male identity would you have been cool with the idea that I used to be dude? Would you have sucked my cock?"

"No, probably not. But I certainly wouldn't have been violent."

"I'm sure you wouldn't because that's not part of your nature. You're not a violent type of person but plenty of people are. There are people out there who have never met me and know absolutely nothing about who I am yet they want me dead because I'm a faggot sissy and a freak. I've seen the look of hatred in too many eyes."

"That's terrible," Angie gasped as she felt a tear welling up in the corner of her eye.

"Yes it's terrible but it's the way it is unfortunately. It takes a long time to change attitudes about anything. That's why I cherish our friendship so much. I don't care whether you're wearing a dress and fake boobs or a tie and a sports coat. You can be Andy or Angie or both for all I care as long as you're happy and comfortable at that moment in that place. You don't treat me like a freak or some damaged goods that need to be repaired. I can't tell you how much I appreciate that."

Later when they got up to go inside Angie threw her arms around Kim and hugged her tightly.

"You know I love you Kim. You're the best friend I've ever had."

"I love you too sweetie. It was a strange path that brought us together but I'm really glad we took it."

They looked at each other for a moment and then kissed. It wasn't a heavy sexual kiss, more of a gentle sisterly kiss. Hearing Kim talk about being beat up or even killed ripped at Angie's heart. She couldn't stand the thought of that happening.

The big question was what did Andy really want? For all legal purposes he was still Andy Anderson. His checks, his bills, his documents, his bank account were all in that name. If he wanted to buy a six pack of beer he needed to be dressed as a man in case he needed to show his identification. He had taken Angie about as far as she could go without taking some of the steps that Kim had taken to officially become a woman. Is that what Andy wanted? The issue was clouded by the fact that Andy hadn't lost his attraction to females. Hell, when he went out with Kim in his man clothes he was totally turned on by her as a woman, not because she had the only cock he had ever sucked. He had been chasing girls for years and only wanting to be one for a relatively short amount of time. Discovering that he could be attracted to men had been shocking but impossible to ignore. Discovering that he was still attracted to women just made things more confusing.

He liked women's clothing better, that was for certain, especially now that he had a better sense of how to dress himself. Putting on makeup was still a chore but he was learning how to do it and enjoyed the results. He loved speaking like and being spoken to as a woman for some reason. Instead of feeling insulted or disrespected he enjoyed the implied softer nature. It was very relaxing. Most surprising of all was the fact that he had developed a sexual attraction for men. That had pretty much come out of the blue. If he had been offered the chance to start life all over again as a girl he would have jumped at the chance without hesitation but the reality was that he was a man and becoming a woman full time would be a hard road to take.

On the other hand he didn't mind being Andy when he had to and even sometimes when he didn't. His male friendships had lapsed recently as he lived a primarily secret life so there were naturally times where he missed some of those activities with his buddies. He tried to think about how they would react if he became a woman and stayed in contact with them. Would they want to fuck him? Would he want to fuck them? He remembered the incident with the tennis babes and it made him wonder. Would he be better off just dropping out of touch with them completely or was there possibly some way he could fit in as a platonic friend?

He had no close family or co-workers to worry about so that was a plus in the female category. Some men discover they want to change after they're married and have children but he had no serious entanglements of that kind. He was also afraid of the kind of scorn Kim had been subjected to. She had always been able to "pass" as a woman, and a very attractive one at that, yet it hadn't saved her from the rage of those cruel people who knew her secrets. He wasn't a kid anymore and he was never going to look like a super model so would he just end up a sad, middle aged, lonely woman afraid that every man she met might want to harm her if they got close?

Things in life are supposed to be neat and tidy and easy to classify and understand. That's the world as it's supposed to be in most people's minds. Of course it rarely works like that at all but those who call attention to that fact are usually in the minority and not often appreciated or even tolerated. Then there was his dream device. That was sort of the wild card in the deck. Did he need to be in love with somebody in real life as long as he had the chance to be deeply in love with someone in his dreams? Those feelings were powerful and stayed with him long after he was awake. That was the perfect world of his own devising. There he was a woman without question. Young, beautiful, firm, charming and happy. He didn't need to worry about safe sex. He would never get pregnant unless he wanted to and then it would all work out happily. He could age gracefully in his dreams if he wanted to and construct a whole life around getting married and raising a family or he could remain forever young.

A wedding would be fantastic! He could spend ages building up to that. Planning the perfect wedding that would actually go according to the plan. What a concept. He would love to have the chance to pick the perfect setting and make all the arrangements and of course find the ultimate gown. They could honeymoon anywhere they liked. He could even have his father walk him down the aisle. What girl doesn't have dreams of a fantasy wedding?

What if he did take drastic steps to become a woman and then changed his mind someday? There really wasn't any easy way to turn back. This powerful desire to become a woman and to be attracted to men had popped up quite unexpectedly. What if it just disappeared as quickly? Would he even qualify for sexual reassignment? He'd never had any sort of psychotherapy in his life. He had no idea what they would think of his case. He might just sound like a guy who liked to put on a dress now and then and maybe that's all he really was.

Where exactly was the middle ground, the compromise where he was able to keep as much of both sides as possible? Was there a way to be a man sometimes and a woman sometimes? Probably not, at least not without going completely insane.

Maybe making the change for real would be the best solution. Maybe if he had real breasts instead of fake ones and a pussy and maybe some facial reconstruction he could just live as a woman full time and be totally content. He wasn't tied to this spot. He could always move somewhere else and start a totally new life where nobody knew him. He had already invented a female past that was totally part of his consciousness now. At least it would take away the confusion. He couldn't just put on men's clothes anymore and hit on chicks. He wouldn't be trying to pass as a woman he would simply be one for better or worse. Perhaps the most drastic solution was the best one.

Or perhaps he should accept his manhood and scale back on the cross dressing and try to maintain the life he had been living before. He'd still have his dreams to play out those female fantasies and if he wanted to slip into something more comfortable every now and then there would be nothing to stop him and no real harm done. It was probably best to come to some sort of a decision either way. Living in the void between two worlds was bound to go badly at some point.


CHAPTER 14:

"You know, if you ever want to do any more practicing I'm totally willing to help," Kim said one day.

"You mean work on my blow job technique some more?"

"Well, we could do that but there are other things you might want to experience," Kim suggested.

"Like...anal sex?"

"Yeah, if you want to. Do you think you're prepared enough for that?"

"I do try to keep my stretching exercises up," Angie replied.

"Is that something you would like to try?"

"Sure. It's kind of scary but it's not like I haven't had things up there before. You popped my oral cherry so why shouldn't you take my anal virginity? Just promise to be gentle," Angie joked.

"Nothing to worry about sweetie. Now why don't you change into something really sexy and girly and then join me on the bed. I think you're really going to enjoy this."

Angie departed and changed into a black garter belt outfit with stockings and crotchless panties. She put the matching bra on and inserted her best breast forms. Checking herself out in the mirror she had to admit that she didn't look half bad. Kim totally agreed when she came back into the room.

"You look hot girl! This is going to be fun."

Kim instructed Angie to get on top of the bed and position herself on all fours. 

"This is a good position to start with. It gives easy access and since you won't be looking at me you can pretend you're getting bonked by anyone you want," Kim said as she placed some paper towels underneath Angie's penis.

"What's that for?" Angie asked as she tried to look back between her legs.

"Just in case. Now let's see if you've been a good girl and gotten yourself nice and stretched."

A lubricated finger was inserted into Angie's ass and she let out an involuntary moan. Kim poked and prodded a little as she worked her way up to several fingers. 

"Do I pass inspection?" Angie asked.

"With flying colors honey. Dr. Li certifies this cute little ass as ready for humping. Now just relax as much as you can, close your eyes and pretend that your big stud Brock is mounting you from behind."

That was exactly what Angie had already planned to do. She tried to let her mind drift away to memories of her dream man as Kim lined up the tip of her cock with Angie's ass and slowly slid it in. That was a cakewalk but there was a lot more cock to go. Bit by bit the hot member found its way deeper and deeper inside Angie. This was so much better than any dildo. It wasn't without discomfort completely but it was exquisite to be penetrated this way. She tried to picture Brock with his hands on her hips thrusting that majestic spire into her tight behind but for some reason she kept thinking of Kim instead. It was logical since it was Kim's cock up her ass and she was obviously right there on the bed with her. What did it matter who she was fantasizing about? The important thing was that she had a dick inside her.

The noises Angie made were like nothing she had known before, even when stimulating herself with a dildo or a vibrator. Kim was so gentle but not afraid to increase the intensity from time to time. Angie's own dick was incredibly hard. Angie was actually being fucked by someone. It was hard to believe but impossible not to enjoy as Kim began to pump her even harder yet.

"Are you doing okay girl?" Kim asked.

"Don't I sound like it?" Angie shot back.

"Hard to tell sometimes," Kim chuckled. "So I take it you like being fucked."

"Oh Christ yes! Keep fucking me. Fuck me harder!"

Kim complied with Angie's request and the thrusting took on a more savage power. Angie cried out but begged her not to stop. It was incredible. Kim gave her a playful slap on the rump and Angie thought she was going to pass out for a moment. Taking it up the ass always seemed like a poor substitute for vaginal sex but it was a sensation not to be missed. Angie hoped Kim was getting some kind of pleasure out of it. She must be she thought because Kim was making some weird little noises of her own.

Suddenly Kim reached around and took hold of Angie's erect cock that was seeping pre cum like a leaky faucet. That was a pleasant surprise but it put Angie into orbit. She was completely losing control and filled with the most amazing warmth. It wasn't long before Angie figured out what the paper towels were for. In this position it was sort of like she was a cow being milked as thick streams of her sticky cream were shooting straight down onto the towels below. 

"Oh, God, oh, God, oh fuck!" Angie practically screamed.

Kim was ready to go and let loose inside Angie's tight little hole. Kim was panting and groaning like mad as she delivered her payload. As she slowly pulled out Angie could feel cum dripping out her ass. Her first cream pie.

Kim may have been done but Angie was just getting warmed up. She spun over on her back and pulled Kim down on top of her. She forced her lips onto Kim's but there was no resistance. Angie's hands grasped for Kim's top and it went flying across the room with the bra right behind it. Angie grasped Kim's little handfuls and then attacked her nipples with her mouth. Kim yanked the breast form out of Angie's bra and begin to pinch Angie's nipples. The paper towels had been meant to keep the bed clean but in their frenzy they were both kind of rolling around in Angie's cum. It was hard to say exactly how long this primal groping went on but somehow they ended up naked and under the covers locked in a sweet embrace.

"I didn't plan to do that you know," Angie sighed.

"I was kind of hoping you might," Kim confessed.

"Really?" Angie said sitting upright a little and fixing her gaze on her friend.

"Guess I have kind of a crush on you, sweetie."

"Me or Angie?"

"Six of one half a dozen of the other," Kim replied. "You're just you as far as I'm concerned. If you wanted to fuck me as a man that would be fine. I can fuck or be fucked. Either way it's all good."

This was another surprise although it probably shouldn't have been. Maybe it was a little sneaky of Kim to induce something like this under the guise of being meaningless sex practice but the emotions Angie felt were all genuine. Did this make life easier or harder? Oh hell, who knows? As Andy he had actually lusted after Kim and fantasized about what it would be like to take her. The lack of a pussy didn't bother him at all. But he had just been ass fucked by her while dressed in sexy lingerie and had one of the greatest sexual experiences ever. It was all so confusing.

"I'm sorry I'm not the hunky alpha male of your dreams, I'm just a skinny little chick with a dick, but I really like you," said Kim.

"And I really like you...to say the least. But I thought you only liked guys, I mean, guys who looked like guys and acted like them."

"If we're speaking in broad generalities that's true. I have the same kind of fantasies about being carried away by a powerful stud but sometimes you have to alter your thinking. Because you seem to enjoy being fucked like a girl it brings me pleasure to do it. If I had to choose one I'd probably pick Andy as my boyfriend but Angie's adorable too. Which were you when you kissed me and sucked on my nipples?"

"I really don't know. I mean I'm wearing makeup and women's lingerie but I wasn't thinking about that once I grabbed you. We got naked pretty fast and it was all sort of a blur of skin and body parts."

"I don't want to do anything that's going to impede your path towards womanhood if that's what you have your heart set on," Kim said reassuringly. "You're a super fun chick to hang out with but you're also a pretty cool guy. When we were out dancing I had the strongest urge to pull you into the bathroom and suck your cock."

"This sounds like kind of a win-win situation to me, although very confusing," Angie said with a smile. "You're absolutely right that I'm not completely sure what it is that I want. I'd have no trouble at all thinking of myself as your boyfriend yet I'm not sure that would make me want to give up being a girl entirely."

"No one has to rush into anything or slap a bunch of labels around. We're both kind of unconventional people," Kim pointed out.

"You got that right," Angie chuckled.

There would be time to sort things out later. It was better to just snuggle up and go to sleep.


CHAPTER 15:

There wouldn't be any secrets to hide, that was one thing in this relationship's favor Andy thought. Most women would be horrified to know that he even had fantasies about being a woman. Kim had helped them come true. Andy couldn't think of any other girlfriend he ever had that would be cool with this other side of his nature. Andy was a man who could play a woman's role and Kim was a woman who could play a man's role, at least as long as she kept her penis. What if she didn't? It would make a "traditional" relationship easier he supposed but wouldn't he miss the opportunity to have that lovely pecker inside him? Her? It was so hard to keep track these days.

And what to do about Brock and all the wonderful plans Angie had in store for him? Andy had invested a great deal of time and effort in constructing a perfect fantasy world complete with delightful childhood memories. It would be kind of a shame to just scrap the whole thing yet there was no denying that what he had experienced with Kim was vastly superior to all of his manufactured fantasies.

They had decided to get away for a couple of days and drive up the coast to a charming little motel with a great scenic view. What hadn't been made clear was whether Andy was going or Angie. Andy was kind of aroused by the idea of just being his old self again for a weekend with a hot date but on the other hand it would be fun to do a little traveling as a woman. Of course even if he convinced everyone he was a woman they would probably raise a few eyebrows from those who assumed they were a lesbian couple. Andy suddenly burst out laughing and not because he had finally lost his mind completely.

"What's so funny?" Kim asked.

"Nothing really. Lesbians."

"Okay, why are lesbians funny?"

"They aren't. I was just thinking that if we went on this trip as two girls somebody might think we were lesbians. It just struck me as ironic. It just seems like whatever we do together is bound to piss somebody off for some reason."

"That's the story of my life baby."

"I think I'd like to leave all my girly stuff at home for this excursion and just be your manly boyfriend," Alex announced.

"Whatever turns you on honey," Kim said cheerfully.

"Would that turn you on?"

"Of course it would. You're a good looking guy when you aren't wearing lipstick and mincing around in panties and a bra."

"Hey I don't mince!"

"I know you don't sweetie," Kim said as she gave him a kiss on his forehead. "You move with the feminine grace of a ballerina and the feline sensuality of a panther."

"Really?"

"No...but you don't mince...too much."

If Andy actually was insane and the Angie persona was a genuine split personality disorder that he couldn't control things would probably be easier. Angie would just spontaneously appear and behave as a woman and speak with a womanly voice until Andy came back. As it was he had to always remember what role he was playing at any given time. The clothes and makeup were usually a good reminder but there were times, like when he was in the shower, where it was hard to say what role he was playing. Kim had always be effeminate, even as Ken, which was both a blessing and a curse. It made life as a boy a living hell but made transitioning to a girl all the easier. She hadn't needed to change much about her voice or her mannerisms. If she had remained Ken her whole life she wouldn't be that different than she was right now. It took a lot more effort for Andy to become Angie.

Sometimes he really wished that these gender definitions didn't even exist. A boy who likes to play with dolls shouldn't have to be hauled off to a psychiatrist. It was a little more acceptable for a girl to be a "tomboy" but there were plenty of teachers and parents who still worried that such behavior would inevitably lead to the child become a "mannish bull dyke." Most people probably didn't have too much trouble with accepting their place in society so it was still a closet issue that most folks didn't want to know about. It was particularly sad how many people who struggled with these issues had suicidal thoughts, or worse, actions. How a parent could disown a child for being attracted to members of the opposite sex or feeling trapped in the wrong body was completely beyond Andy's comprehension yet it happened all the time.

There's just not enough happiness and love in the world to turn it down just because it comes wrapped in an unconventional package. You don't have to agree with it, you don't even have to understand it you just have to accept it.

Andy and Kim were certainly looking to find some happiness and love on their weekend getaway and they certainly picked a perfect spot for it. It was one of those older places along the coast that had seen better days but had a view to die for. They weren't really looking for a lot of fancy amenities. This was a well-known lovers retreat. The kind of place where you don't mind the lack of entertainment options because you plan to keep yourself entertained.

The drive up there was actually one of the longest stretches of time that Andy had been in men's clothing in quite a while. At home it never happened these days and his forays out in public were increasingly done as a woman. He felt positively flat chested. It was kind of funny the subtle way his conversation was altered along with the pitch of his voice. It really wasn't anything planned but he did seem to take on a more forceful attitude. He just slipped into male mode as easily as slipping on a t-shirt.

There were really only two dining options unless you wanted to take a bit of a drive further up the highway, the coffee shop at the motel or the pizza joint and bar across the road. They were both pretty hungry so after checking in they opted for the coffee shop. 

"So does it feel weird at all being here with me like this?" Andy asked as he took a bite of his sandwich.

"I've been out with you as a dude before," Kim reminded him.

"Yeah, but not checked into a hotel room with one bed."

"So you think it's going to be that easy huh?" Kim joked.

"God I hope so because I am so rusty on the whole picking up girls thing."

"Don't worry. I'm a sucker for a guy who shaves his armpits."

"Well I don't plan to shave on this trip so be prepared for some stubble," he warned her.

"My rugged he-man. Although wasn't that you in the lacey little garter belt crying like a schoolgirl as he took it up the ass?"

"Now you've ruined the whole thing. My manhood is completely shattered. I doubt if I'll even be able to get an erection now," he said in mock protest.

"Oh, I think you will. You haven't seen what I'm planning to wear tonight."

Kim was totally right. When she came out of the bathroom in a black and red corset ensemble with straps and hooks and laces everywhere Andy did indeed get very erect very quickly.

"I didn't know whether to tuck it away or let it fly," she said as she looked down at her own penis.

"I couldn't care less. You look so amazing I'd fuck you either way even if I weren't kind of queer. Why don't you get over here and show me how that expert cock sucking is done."

"Glad to."

And she meant it. Andy knew within the first couple of minutes that he was getting the best blow job of his life. Way better than he could do, that's for sure. Well she'd had a lot more practice. It was still a little intimidating to know that his date had a bigger cock than he did but that only made it all the easier for Kim to do whatever she wanted with it. 

Later he got a demonstration of her flexibility as she got on her back and pulled her legs effortlessly up by her head.

"Do you come from a family of Chinese acrobats or something?" Andy asked as he looked at her position with wonder.

"Yoga darling. You really must try it sometime. Maybe we can take a class together. We could get matching leotards."

"Leotard this baby," Andy half sneered as he drove his cock into her awaiting ass.

Kim let out a little yelp, not from pain but from surprise at the suddenness of the move. She had taken much bigger dicks but anything going up your ass in a hurry is bound to cause a little sensation.

"Now who's crying like a schoolgirl?" Andy joked.

"And I thought you were a gentleman."

"Not at the moment I'm afraid."

It was like fucking any girl, for the most part. The same straining muscles. The same view. The same eye contact. The only difference was that this girl had a prick and she was occasionally stroking it along the way. This was perhaps the definitive illustration of the old saying different strokes for different folks. They certainly were different.

Another advantage of dual-cock fornication was that it was easier to time your orgasms and you knew no one was faking. Kim didn't really want to cum all over her brand new corset so she waited for Andy to finish and then looked around the room for something to jack off into. Andy gallantly volunteered to be the receptacle and swallowed Kim's load.

"Why sir, I guess you are a gentleman after all," said Kim.

It was the gentlemanly thing to.


CHAPTER 16:

Kim was fun to be with, there was no question about that. She could have been a traumatized wreck of a person but she seemed very well-adjusted and sure of herself. Given all that she had gone through in her life it wouldn't have been a surprise to find that she was incredibly shy or awkward in social situations but nothing could be further from the truth. Andy guessed that she was just one of those positive people who managed to get through life with a good attitude. Or maybe that was just the image she projected. If they continued to date for any length of time he was bound to see other sides of her personality but he certainly liked what he had seen so far.

It made him wonder what she saw in him. She had met him as a confused man going through a gender identity crisis who needed help coping with his feelings...and good makeup techniques. They had become two gal pals painting each other's toenails. Their relationship as lovers had been sparked by Kim fucking him up the ass while he was dressed as a woman. It certainly wasn't the size of his cock that drove her wild. Yet it was Kim who had developed the crush on him before he even had a clue. When they had discussed their taste in men it seemed like Kim was looking for the same thing he was looking for. Andy knew that he wasn't that sort of a guy. Rather than just mulling the question over in his mind he decided to ask her straight out what she saw in him.

"That's not hard to explain darling," she told him with a smile. "Non-judgmental love is not something I've known very much of in my life. When I discovered that some people have a fetish for transsexuals I became kind of a party girl because it was nice to meet people who seemed to like who I was. Unfortunately they often just liked what I was and just wanted to use me for sport fucking. Then I went out with a guy for a while who knew about my transitioning and said he'd stick with me as long as I promised to get my pussy as soon as possible. He wouldn't even look at my dick let alone touch it. He just let me give him head. If I try to go out with a guy without telling him up front about my situation I end up getting dumped or punched in the face when they find out. It's not that hard to get laid as long as I don't mind being thought of as a freak show. You're very different than most of the guys I've met, and not just because you like wearing dresses. You're a sweet and understanding person and I feel safe being myself around you. We were friends before we became lovers and I can't tell you how rare that it is for me."

Andy put his arms around Kim and held her tight. He felt very sad that this terrific woman had so much trouble being loved but he also felt lucky that he had found her.

"You don't have to ever do anything special for me, I hope you know that," Andy assured her. "It's kind of corny to say it but it really is what's on the inside that counts. I find it very easy to love you no matter what kind of equipment you have. And hell, you like me as a guy or a girl. How lucky is that?"

It was very lucky indeed. Whether they liked each other because of or in spite of their unique gender issues wasn't the question. They had fallen in love and when that happens logic tends to go out the window anyway. Kim had been on a life long journey to fight for the right to be the person she knew she really was. Andy was a fairly new traveler still struggling to figure out what he wanted. He knew he was blessed to have someone like Kim in his life for help and support. Most importantly neither one of them had to hide anything or pretend to be something that they weren't. 

After breakfast in the coffee shop they decided to go for a walk along the beach. There was a very rocky, secluded stretch not far from the motel and they held hands and enjoyed the beauty of the surroundings. Eventually they found a large, flat boulder and just sat there looking out at the ocean, not really saying much of anything. Andy put his arm around Kim and she rested her head on his shoulder. At one point an elderly couple strolled by arm-in-arm and gave then a friendly wave.

"Do you suppose they'd be waving at us if they knew you had a dick and that I dressed like a woman?" Andy joked after the couple had gone by.

"I don't know. Maybe that old lady had a dick and the guy was a total drag queen. They might be asking themselves that same question about us."

They both enjoyed a laugh at that thought. It was easy to make assumptions about people by the exterior they presented but you never really knew what was going on underneath. Even if they weren't transsexuals who knows what weird stuff they might have been into in their youth. Maybe the woman used to be hogtied and hung from the ceiling while the man wore an animal mask and whipped the shit out of her. Perhaps they had a foot fetish. Maybe the only way she'd give him head was to cover his dick with whipped cream. Whatever they did to get their kicks it must have worked because they were still together.

"Do you think we'll still love each other when we're old and gray?" Andy asked.

"I don't plan to go gray anytime soon lover. That's what hair coloring is for," Kim replied.

They went for a drive later in the day and found a cute collection of shops that sold antiques and local crafts and things like that. Kim absolutely loved those sort of boutiques and was completely in her element. At one shop she found a vintage necklace and held it up to Andy's throat to see how it would look.

"Oh baby this would look so good on you in that silver and black dress you got," she said enthusiastically.

"If you like it I'll buy it for you but I'm not thinking about my dresses on this trip," he replied.

"I'm sorry honey. I guess I just got carried away."

"Well, I'll let it slide this time...as long as you're willing to loan it to me when I need it."

Andy had to admit that it would go really well with that dress. Kim had such a great eye for things like that. The vintage necklace was definitely going home with them.

That night the line between their male and female roles got a little blurry. They were both naked on the bed and Kim was giving Andy head by leaning over him from the side when Andy grabbed her by the waist and swung her over on top of him so that they were in the 69 position. She was so small and light that it was very easy to move her around at will and Andy had a sudden hankering for cock in his mouth. Kim seemed to enjoy the situation as well and soon her hips were gyrating up and down rather enthusiastically as she throat fucked Andy while still sucking his cock.

"I think it's adorable that you actually make different sounds when you're fucking as a man than you do when you're fucking as a woman," Kim said as they were curled up later that night.

"Do I really? I hadn't noticed."

"Yeah, when you're doing the guy thing you make this kind of grunting noise but as a girl you kind of whimper and yelp. It's so cute, I just love it!"

"What kind of noise did I make when we were blowing each other?" he inquired out of genuine curiosity.

"I don't know. I was making too much noise myself."

"If I ever decided to go all the way with being a woman and got tits and a pussy and you got your pussy at last do you think we'd still be attracted to each other as lesbians? I mean we both obviously really like cock."

"I don't know but we'd probably have to get a couple of strap on dicks and a two-headed dong," she replied. 

The weekend ended all too soon but Kim had to get back to work and Andy knew that he needed to get some work done as well. Kim's family had money and helped support her financially but Andy had bills to pay and he had let his writing kind of fall by the wayside lately.

He had gotten through the weekend with very little difficulty in the traditional male role. Kim had teased him a few times and once or twice he felt a bit limited in his wardrobe options but on the whole things had been very pleasant just being a guy and his girl on a romantic getaway. Of course he had swallowed a couple of loads of sperm which probably wasn't a very traditionally male thing to do but sometimes you just have to work with the tools in your kit.

Andy wondered what would happen if Kim had the surgery to turn her penis into a vagina. At that point they would have the opportunity to be as traditional a couple as they could ever hope to be. If they chose to get married and adopt children they could live as normal a life in society as anybody. Boyfriend and girlfriend. Husband and wife. Their roles could be very clearly defined. Of course they could get married and raise a family even if Kim didn't have the surgery but she would have to go on tucking and hiding her penis in public and Andy would have to reconcile with the concept that he was a straight man whose wife just happened to have a cock. That was assuming that Andy decided he really wanted to be a straight man in a socially approved domestic relationship. It was the easiest solution because he had been playing that role most of his life but was it the right solution?

Although many men would hate to admit it the fantasy of being a beautiful young woman was not uncommon at all. It wasn't that far of a stretch to go from lusting after someone to wanting to be that object of desire. Society usually put the burden on men to make the first move and a whole set of rules and games existed that people were expected to play before sex was finally granted as a reward. Seeing the world through a man's eyes a beautiful woman was lucky because they could have sex anytime they wanted with anyone they wanted. Of course the reality wasn't quite as simple as that but they did have a point. There were definite benefits that came from being a gorgeous woman and if one wanted to trade on those looks it could be a very comfortable life. For most men any thoughts that ever drifted into their heads about switching places was purely a pornographic fantasy or simple curiosity about how the other half lives.

Andy had definitely gone beyond that stage but he wondered how far. He had invested heavily in his fantasy and taken some pretty extreme steps to live as a woman to the extent that up until the romantic weekend with Kim he had been living as a woman far more than as a man. There were long stretches where Andy Anderson was a fading memory and Angie Anderson was his "real" identity. Was Kim the lifeline that would pull Andy back to the shore and back to his senses even though the whole dynamic of their relationship had originally been built on the idea that she was there to help him become a woman?

There are some things in life that are just not likely to happen no matter how badly we want it. Not everyone is going to be a pop star or a professional athlete or an international fashion model or a billionaire business tycoon. Some dreams are destined to be just that. Andy knew he couldn't magically become the Angie of his dreams but he also knew that he had become quite happy being the best Angie he could devise in real life. Maybe he was the one who really needed to get tits and a pussy and find a nice man to marry and start a family with. Just thinking about that gave him a warm glow inside. It would be so awesome to walk down the aisle someday in a beautiful white dress and have a man slip a ring on his finger.

There was so much he loved about being a woman that it was hard to imagine walking away from all of that now. He was reasonably certain that he could do it but it wouldn't be without some bumps in the road and some doubts and regrets. Embracing his femininity on a full time basis would also present a whole different set of challenges and obstacles to overcome. Still he felt like he needed to make some kind of a decision soon. It wasn't just a matter of doing what he wanted to do anymore. His decision would impact his relationship with Kim and more than anything he didn't want to do anything that might potentially ruin that. He had a lot to think about.


CHAPTER 17:

Andy tried putting the dream device to use for a different purpose. Instead of continuing on with his fantasy romance with Brock he tried to program dreams where he became a more realistic representation of a post-op Angie. Instead of the ideal young bombshell he saw Angie as a surgically reconstructed woman, a little too tall and not spectacularly beautiful. He wanted to "test drive" this new body in a variety of different scenarios. Sometimes Andy was with pre-op Kim and sometimes with a post-op Kim. Sometimes he was with other men. He even created scenarios where men treated him badly after discovering that he used to be a man. He tried out domestic settings where he had become a "soccer mom" and had to make lunch for kids and make sure they got to school on time. It was incredibly more fun to have erotic dreams but he hoped that he could use this technology to give him a glimpse into what the future might have in store for him if he ultimately chose to become a woman forever.

The dreams were all very interesting and very revealing but they couldn't really be counted on as a crystal ball forecast of what was destined to be. It did force him to think about things on a big picture basis, which was good, and it did allow him to feel some things that were new and strange to him but at the end of the day there were just too many variables to test every single thing that might pop up in life.

Of course he also tried out the other side of the fence and dreamed of himself as a man living life with Kim in numerous different scenarios. The results were intriguing but no more reliable than the other ones.

Kim knew that he was going through a period of deep reflection and tried to give him as much space as he needed. Finally Andy sat her down and explained everything he had been experimenting with and the difficulties he was having in making a choice.

"The thing is I still don't know exactly what I want," Andy said in an exasperated tone. "There's so much about womanhood that I adore but is it really enough to run around painting my nails and wearing a tube top over fake boobs?"

"I've told you those tube tops just make you look kind of slutty sweetie. You don't want to send off the wrong vibe," Kim joked.

"Hey, I'm trying to be serious here," Andy protested. "I love being your boyfriend but I also love being your girlfriend. Maybe somewhere along the line I'll figure out which one I love more but at the moment I'm still completely baffled."

"So keep being both," Kim suggested. "I love you either way. Why do we have to make big drastic decisions right now? We haven't been dating for very long you know. Time has a way of sorting these things out. Why not just do what feels right at the moment? Or we can set up a schedule for which days you're male and which days you're female if you think the formal structure would help keep you from getting too crazy. So what if we're not a 50's sitcom family? I'm willing to roll with the punches and see what happens if you are."

"That sounds incredibly simple when you put it that way," said Andy.

"Nothing in life is incredibly simple but why go looking for problems that don't exist yet? Maybe we could be happy as a two-cock family. I just want to be with you. If you feel the same way about me the other crap can be sorted out as we go."

Kim was right, as she so often was. Why not be pragmatic? Life wasn't a jigsaw puzzle where all of the pieces fell neatly into place and everyone ended up with the same exact picture in the end. The eyes were really the most important body part anyway. If you could gaze into those and see love in your partner's eyes you could find the strength to overcome just about anything. Perhaps there really was a happy medium where Andy could enjoy the best of both worlds, at least for the time being. 

It seems to be human nature that when we meet someone we connect with the first thing we do is worry about what other people will think of the relationship. Will it impress our friends? Is this the kind of person we could bring home to meet the parents? Or we worry about whether someone is a good provider or someone we'd want to have children with. We might even find ourselves asking whether we could do better. There's nothing inherently wrong with any of these questions, especially if it seems like it might be a serious thing, but sometimes the heart just has to have its way. Maybe everything doesn't line up just right or the way we think it should. That doesn't mean we should deny ourselves the chance for happiness even if it's only a fleeting thing.

It was anybody's guess what kind of a life Andy-Angie and Kim were going to have together or how long their relationship would last but at least it was going to be one of genuine human contact between lovers who were more concerned about the soul than the body. Dreams and fantasies enrich our lives but they're a poor substitute for real love.

Andy wasn't about to throw away his expensive dream making equipment but he had a feeling he would be using it a lot less for the time being. Still it was nice to know that Brock would always be waiting if the urge ever struck for a little creative mind play.


AUTHOR'S NOTES:

I really enjoy writing gender swapping stories because they're so full of opportunities to be both inventive and philosophical. Many of my books are semi-autobiographical or at least feature incidents from my own life woven into the story so it's especially fun to write about something not based on my real life experiences while trying to make it as believable as possible. It's such an interesting concept to contemplate becoming someone else and examining the pros and cons of such a transformation.

On the other hand my lack of personal experience with the subject matter may have caused me to inadvertently over-simplify some things or resort to stereotypes that might seem offensive to someone. I certainly hope not. It's an erotic novel and intended for entertainment purposes not an instructional guide to sexual transitioning.

Transgender people are not usually sexually ambiguous. That may sound odd but when a man becomes a woman it doesn't mean that she feels any differently than any other woman. She may like men or she may like other women. There is a porno fetish view that anyone who is transitioning is some sort of sex starved monster who will fuck anything that moves. There are people who seek to sleep with a transsexual for the "novelty" or the "experience." There are men who will have sex with a transsexual woman so that they can fulfill a gay fantasy while appearing to be dating a woman. I realize that the characters in my story probably don't reflect the views and the attitudes of the majority of people who simply want to change their gender and get on with their lives. I like funky love stories with unconventional twists. Something like this could certainly happen. Whether it has or not or how often I have no idea. No offense intended to anyone. I'm a romantic soul without a lot of hang ups so it seems plausible to me.

Another thing to remember is that sexual orientation means who you want to go to bed with and gender identity means who you want to go to bed as. For a lot of people neither one of those things is crystal clear.

I'm also a firm believer in human rights for all people and despise the way that some segments of society vilify anyone who doesn't conform to some arbitrary standard of normality or acceptability. Everyone deserves the right to be who they want to be and to be loved by someone.

The dream technology mentioned in the book is not quite as far-fetched as it may seem. Some people have great results with lucid dreaming right now, with or without a gadget of some kind, but pre-programmed dreams are on the drawing boards right now. Whether that's a good thing or a bad one is a big question that could fill volumes in itself. One way or the other I have no doubt that the technology will be used by someone for sexual fantasies. That's one thing that never goes out of fashion or loses its appeal.
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