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CHAPTER 1:

I've always been excited by big-time college athletics. Not that I ever had any ambition of participating as a player, having not been blessed with a very athletic body or any special talent, but the whole pageantry of a crowded stadium and cheerleaders and marching bands always got my blood pumping. When I began my freshman year at a major university, whose name I will not reveal for reasons that will become apparent later, I couldn't wait to go cheer on our teams.

I suppose that's why the job posting I ran across on a campus bulletin board looked so interesting to me. It offered part-time employment working in the athletic department without much indication of what the job duties might entail but no special requirements either, other than being loyal and discrete.

The interview was held in a rather nondescript office in the athletic department complex but it was kind of a rush just to be walking around there thinking that I might actually have a place in this world, even if it was probably pretty menial and behind-the-scenes. I had no idea who the man was who was conducting the interview except that he was some sort of assistant or associate something-or-other. His name was Bill Collins, that much I remember, and I think there were some basic formalities before he got down to the rather unusual details that would pretty much be the focus of what I would recall from the day, probably for the rest of my life.

"Marty, what I'm about to tell you can never leave these walls, no matter what the outcome of this interview might be," he began, which certainly got my attention.

"I'm good at keeping secrets," I insisted bravely, although not sure how true that really was.

"Good. I need to explain something to you that's rather...delicate. You see, recruiting is the lifeblood of any successful collegiate athletic program. Every college in the country would like to have the best high school players come play for them. Maybe they pitch their winning tradition, or the quality of their coaching staff, or their track record in sending players to the pros. And then there are always the intangibles, like the location and the weather and the proximity to home or the atmosphere on the campus," Bill continued.

I noticed that he didn't mention academics, but that probably wasn't a big selling point to most jocks anyway I figured. I wasn't sure where he was going with all of this, or how it was supposed to be some big secret when it all seemed like common knowledge to me, but I was willing to wait for the punch line.

"Now every school has something to offer, and every athlete is different and has different priorities, but the one thing that seems to be almost universal is that young men are very interested in young women," said Bill with a slightly nervous smile.

I had absolutely no idea how I fit into that scenario. For one thing I wasn't a woman, and for another I wasn't the kind of guy who had tons of hot chicks flocking around him, if they wanted me to be some kind of a pimp or something.

"Now personal relationships between consenting partners is obviously a big part of college life for a lot of people. What they do in private is their own concern, as long as it doesn't create any sort of trouble for the university. However there are times where female companionship can be a very useful thing on a more limited basis. Perhaps even arranged for convenience on a special occasion. Do you get what I'm saying Marty?" asked Bill.

"Sure, that all makes sense to me but I'm not sure how I can help with that," I replied honestly.

"Well Marty we've got a bit of a problem in this modern age. There has been a long standing tradition in college sports to have hostesses or hospitality girls available to show potential recruits a good time. That could be a very wholesome thing, but as you can imagine it also can be a little more...intimate. Some schools have even been known to hire professionals to show recruits a really good time. But, like I said, there are problems with that sort of thing these days. Women's groups object to the idea of girls, even though they're volunteers, who are used as bait, if you will, to lure in high school athletes. And paying anyone creates a dangerous paper trail of accounting. There have also been some...misunderstandings where a young athlete gets a little too carried away and maybe pushes a girl for more than she bargained for. All of these things reflect badly on the University and the athletic program in particular. Some of them can lead to sanctions or lawsuits or even criminal charges. We want to avoid that at all costs while still remaining competitive with our rivals."

I wasn't really shocked that schools would use pussy as a recruitment tool, but I was a little surprised that he'd be so open about discussing it with me, of all people. If there was some kind of a job here I still had absolutely no idea what it might be.

"Well Marty, we've come up with a really remarkable solution to that problem, thanks to the amazing scientific research being done on this campus. You see this little pill?"Bill asked as he displayed what looked like a tiny pink aspirin.

"Yes, I see it, "I replied.

"You know what it does?"

"I haven't a clue."

"It literally turns a man into a woman. Temporarily of course, but while it's working a man becomes a biological woman in every respect. And I might add that most of the time the results are quite pleasing to the eye, if you catch my drift."

I was beginning to, although I was hoping that my guess was totally off base.

"Okay, so you have this secret wonder drug that turns men into women. How exactly does that solve your problem?" I dared to ask.

"It's quite simple. The man who takes one of these pills is physically a woman in every respect, except that she doesn't legally exist. She can appear whenever needed and do whatever needs to be done and disappear again without a trace. She can even be paid openly as a man without anyone ever knowing what services she's actually being paid for. And a man is more than likely to share our desire for total secrecy. It's not the kind of thing that most men would want to go public about, as I'm sure you can understand. So what do you think? Just how far does your team spirit go?"

"Ah...what do you mean, exactly?" I sort of stammered.

"I mean are you a team player? Do you want to see us remain competitive? Do you want to be an important cog in the wheel that drives this great machinery to victory? In other words, are you the kind of man who would take this pill for the team?"


CHAPTER 2:

I sat in stunned silence for a moment or two trying to figure out whether this was some sort of elaborate prank or something. Maybe there was a hidden camera somewhere and the gag was to see how many men would actually agree to such a shocking proposition or something. Yet the look on Bill's face seemed deadly serious and I had a sinking suspicion that he wasn't kidding.

"I can see a number of stumbling blocks here Mr. Collins. For one thing I'm heterosexual and have never had any physical attraction for men whatsoever," I told him flatly.

"That's actually ideal for us. Sort of an insurance policy, you might say. Your desire for secrecy will be as great as our own. It also keeps everything on a strictly professional basis. There's little chance of you letting your emotions carry you away. And as for the attraction thing I think you'll find that the pill will help you see things in a very different light than normal. We've had remarkable success with that so far," Bill explained casually as if discussing some mundane detail of the job.

"So other people have done this already?"

"Of course. We have a whole squad of temporary girls. We just happen to have an opening at the moment and we're looking for a capable and enthusiastic young man to fill it. If you're that man we can get into the details. If you're not we can just shake hands and pretend like this meeting never happened."

"Well there's one detail I'd kind of like to clear up right away. It sounds to me like you're suggesting that the job might involve sexual activity of some kind."

"Yes, absolutely. Sex is a big part of the job, although not the whole job by any means. If you join the team you should definitely be prepared to have sex," Bill replied in a surprisingly straight forward manner.

It was interesting the way he kept mentioning the word "team" which certainly did play to my passion for the school's athletic program. And I suppose if they really had a squad of people doing this sordid thing then technically I would be joining a type of team.

I loved the idea of making some money in my spare time, and I loved the idea of being able to get close to the action, but the kind of action Bill was talking about seemed a little too close for comfort. Even so something inside me seemed to say that this might be a really great opportunity. I was never going to be some big sports star but I liked the idea of hanging around with someone who might. I'd always envied and admired guys who had the kind of bodies that were built for athletic competition. Maybe if this pill really did something to my brain it wouldn't be so bad having a body that those guys admired for very different reasons. And if it was too horrible I could always quit.

"I'm definitely interested, but I'm also kind of skeptical," I told Bill carefully once I had basically made up my mind to accept the job. "How do you know I'll turn out to be the kind of girl that would be attractive to men?"

"I've developed kind of an instinct for that. I could tell just by looking at you that you had promising features."

"What does that mean?" I said, a little defensively.

"Oh, no disrespect. I'm not impugning your manhood, it's just that you have a good foundation to build on. You're not too tall, you have a slender frame, and you don't have really masculine features. The pill tends to work wonders, but it works even better on someone who is ideally suited to the transformation."

I tried not to be offended by that but it was a little bit of an ego deflation to be told that you were ideally suited to be turned into a girl. Of course I couldn't really argue with anything he had said. My mother often said that I had "soft and delicate" features, something I wasn't exactly proud of, although she seemed to think that it made me more attractive for some reason.

"Well, even if I do turn out looking okay, I don't know the first thing about being female. I don't know anything about hair and makeup and what to wear when and stuff like that."

"Don't worry. Karen, our squad leader, will help you with all of that. She trains all of the new girls and helps them get started. You'll be in good hands I promise you."

I think I asked a few more questions but I had pretty much already made up my mind to take the job. I suppose I was hoping that Bill would say something that absolutely turned me off on the proposition, but once I had resigned myself to the idea of becoming a girl and having sex with guys there really wasn't much of anything short of having to kill someone that would have made me turn down the job.

It was a bit disconcerting how easily I was won over, but I think my "fanboy" fascination with top athletes probably played a hand in that decision. I had never thought of my admiration for a man's athletic body as any sort of lust, but it probably wasn't that far of a leap to get from admiration to arousal, as long as this pill worked the way Bill said it would. Then it would be out of my hands. If the pill made me horny for guys I could only be blamed for taking it, not for whatever I might do under its influence.

The final phase of the interview process required me to go into the bathroom and take one of those little pink pills. I think my hand was shaking as I stuck it in my mouth but I was excited to see what would happen, if anything. A moment later I felt my body shaking a little, sort of like I was shivering from the cold, except that I was warm all over.

It's honestly quite a shock to look at yourself in the mirror and see someone else entirely, but in this case it was kind of a pleasant shock. That crazy pill had actually done the trick! If I didn't know better I'd think I was looking at a very hot college co-ed, which I suppose I sort of was at the moment. Even without any cosmetic improvements I could tell right away that I was going to have no trouble pleasing men with my looks, which was probably good for the job but a little scary for me personally. I think I went into that bathroom half hoping that the pill wouldn't work, or the results wouldn't be good enough for me to get the job. That didn't seem very likely now.

I was still dressed in my male clothes that I had worn for the interview, which didn't do much to flatter my new girlish figure, but one could definitely see that I had some curves under those masculine duds. I sort of instinctively fluffed up my hair a bit and tried to moisten my lips with my tongue before taking a deep breath and walking back into Bill's office. One look at his face and I could tell that I had the job.

"Wow," he said almost under his breath. "You look fantastic!"

"Thanks," I replied with a slight grin. "Although I think I'd look better with some proper clothing and maybe some lip gloss."

I don't know what made me say that, or why it came to me so naturally to do so, but it did appear that my brain was operating on some slightly different level than I was used to. Instead of being horrified by this older man's flattery it actually made me feel kind of good. Bill even looked a little different to me, or perhaps I was just looking at him a bit differently. He'd been a promising athlete in his day, apparently, until an injury put an end to his dreams of playing professionally. Now he kept his hand in the game in an administrative capacity but it was obvious that he still worked out and kept himself in great shape. It was funny how I noticed that now more than before.

"So how do you feel?" asked Bill.

"A little funny...and a little top-heavy," I replied with smile. "It's not too bad, really...at least once I get used to the sound of my own voice."

"You are going to be great at this, I just know it," Bill beamed happily as he smiled back at me.

"Anything for the team," I replied.

Once I signed the paperwork that was more than just an expression. It was now my new job description.


CHAPTER 3:

"My, don't you look lovely?" said Karen once I had come out of her bathroom transformed into my female alter ego.

"Thank you. It just kind of happens this way so I can't take much credit for it," I joked.

"Well, let's see the whole package, shall we?"

Karen had suggested that I could put on a towel if I wanted to after changing but now it appeared that she wanted me to remove the towel and display my naked female flesh. It felt a little funny to be taking my clothes off in front of a stranger but then again that was probably going to be a big part of my new job so there was really no reason to be modest.

"Oh, I like what I see," said Karen as she came over to give me a little closer inspection. "You've got it all going on girl. The boys are going to love you...and some of the girls too I'm guessing."

Karen was in her Junior year at the university and also in her third year as part of the squad. She was a smoking hot brunette with a killer body and a winning smile. Unlike the other members of the squad she was actually a biological female and had been a hospitality girl back before the magic pill had been invented. She was the perfect gal to teach a man how to be a woman and how to be the kind of woman that the university needed to land the top recruits in the nation.

"A lot of the time you'll be dressed in what I call 'sneaky appropriate' attire. Let's say you're giving a tour of the campus to some recruits. At first glance it will look like you're wearing perfectly respectable clothing but your skirt will be just a little too short, and your blouse will be just a little too unbuttoned. From a distance no one will really notice but believe me the guys you're escorting will notice, especially when you bend over, which you'll just happen do a number of times to get the message across," Karen explained as she showed me the kind of outfit she was talking about from her closet.

"Pens can be hard to hang onto," I said with a grin.

"Exactly. Now let's say you're taking the boys to a little informal party of some kind. That will probably be at an off campus venue and you'll be able to wear something a little more casual and fun...like this," said Karen as she produced a black leather miniskirt and a pink crop top.

"That definitely looks fun," I said.

"You'll probably develop your own sense of style in time but at the start I'll be there to make sure you have the right look for the occasion."

"I appreciate that because I'm kind of babe in the woods when it comes to all this fashion stuff."

"Honey, you're going to be a babe wherever you are whether you're fully clothed or buck naked like you are now," said Karen with a wink.

I wondered if she was hitting on me or just trying to boost my confidence. It was her job to make me feel good about myself as a woman so that I could do my job and make young men feel good about bringing their talents to this university.

"Okay, let's say I'm appropriately dressed for the occasion, whatever that is. How do I know what to say and how to act around these guys?" I asked, trying to bring the conversation back to a more professional level.

"Don't worry, I'll help you with that too. All the girls are a little nervous at first because it's so new to them. They haven't had a lifetime of flirting and socializing as a woman, but fortunately a lot of that comes naturally, I think you'll find. And you won't get tossed into the deep end right away until you've had a little time to sort of just tag along and provide a little additional eye candy. And honestly some guys like a kind of shy girl, especially the farm boys from the sticks. They can be a little intimidated by the big city hussy who comes on too strong. Most of these guys have never been with anyone but the local high school crowd so just being with a college girl is a pretty big deal. It's our job to give them an experience they'll never forget and make them believe that it will be like that all the time if they come to this school, which of course it probably won't be," said Karen with a chuckle.

"That seems kind of sneaky," I commented.

"Of course it's kind of sneaky, but we're selling a dream here. They've already got the dream of stardom, which they've tasted a little bit by being a big man on their high school campus, and they probably dream of getting rich, which isn't going to happen for a lot of them. We're pushing the dream of them getting to live out their sexual fantasies, which may or may not happen in the long haul based on a variety of circumstances beyond anyone's control. The main thing is to let them know how much we want them to come here. Believe me the coaching staff is going to put a good spin on their pitch too. It's just that our pitch is a lot easier to sell."

"So just how much actual sex is involved in this anyway?" I asked.

"That kind of depends. How much do you want baby?" she replied.

"I sort of meant how much sex would I be required to do?"

"I know what you meant," Karen said with a laugh. "But I think you'll be surprised at how quickly that becomes the best part of the job and something you'll want even when you're not on the clock."

"Just hypothetically, what if it turns out that I don't like having sex with men?"

"Oh, honey, every girl wonders about that at first. It can be pretty intimidating when a man whips out his big hard cock and you know he's planning to stick it inside you. You wonder how it's ever going to fit and whether it will hurt and what it will feel like. Trust me, it all works out fine in the end. But that's why I got you this little gift," Karen sort of giggled as she went to her dresser and produced a rather incredibly realistic-looking dildo. "You can practice with this."

"Oh, my God!" I blurted out as I tried to cover my mouth.

"I imagine you can figure out how it works but if you ever need any pointers I'd be happy to help you out."

"You think you could show me right now?" I dared to venture. "I mean, I am already naked and all."

Karen just casually strolled over and stood right in front of me. Then she put one hand on the back of my neck and started kissing me rather passionately. A few moments later she put the other hand between my legs and began to feel me up. So much for professionalism I thought.

She was definitely the hottest woman I had ever been with in my rather limited experience with women. I wondered whether she was a lesbian in her private life, or bi-sexual, or just liked fooling around with the "girls" in her squad. Maybe this was kind of an initiation thing or something. Whatever it was it was making me incredibly horny, a fact that wasn't lost on Karen as she put her wet and sticky fingers to her lips and licked them clean before taking me over to the bed and having me get on my back.

I was hoping that Karen would get naked too because I was dying to see that body in the flesh but I had to settle for her removing her top for the time being. Fortunately her bra was kind of sheer and I could clearly make out the shape of her nipples, which just got me all the more excited.

Karen lubricated the dildo by basically performing fellatio on it and I was fascinated to watch her work that thing so effortlessly. The thought that I might be expected to actually give some guy head someday really didn't enter my mind at that moment. It was just so entertaining to watch Karen do her thing.

After getting it nice and wet she lay down next to me and started to rub the head of the dildo up and down my slit, which probably made it even wetter. It certainly made me wetter, if such a thing was possible.

"Now it's going to feel a little snug when I start to slide it in you but don't panic. It's gets easier as you go along," said Karen just before she pushed the phallus into my gash very slowly.

"Oh, my!" I gasped as I felt a little discomfort at the tightness.

"Do you want me to pull it out?" asked Karen.

"Are you kidding. It's just getting good," I replied.

And that was the truth, although I didn't know just how good it was going to get very soon.


CHAPTER 4:

Karen basically just fucked the hell out of me with that dildo. At one point I couldn't help myself and I reached over and yanked her bra down, exposing her ripe titties. Karen just laughed and stopped fucking me for a moment so that she could unhook her bra and toss it aside, and then I was free to play with her boobs as she resumed drilling me with the sex toy.

I was in a very confused state, I must admit. On one hand I was trying to think of the dildo as a real penis with a man attached to it, but I was also groping a super hot chick's tits, all while trying to grasp the fact that I had tits and a pussy of my own. It was almost like being in a three-way with an invisible man or something.

For a moment I also thought about Bill and wondered whether he had wanted to fuck me that day in his office when I became female for the first time. He didn't drop as many hunts as Karen, but he was also in a much trickier position with his job and reputation on the line. I wondered what I would have done if he had come onto me. Feeling the way I did right now it wasn't hard to imagine myself sitting on his desk with my legs spread while he filled me with his manhood. In any case it just added to my confusion.

What was becoming clear to me was that I was quite capable of being a sexual creature while in a woman's body. And although it was a small detail I think the fact that I had a new name to go along with my new body helped me a lot. I had chosen to call myself Emily, for no reason other than the fact that I liked the sound of it, but being Emily instead of Marty sort of gave me permission to behave differently. Sure, Emily and I obviously had a lot of things in common, but the more I thought of myself as this different person the more easily I could think of myself doing things that I never would have dreamed of doing before.

After Karen got me off I just couldn't restrain myself anymore and I pulled her down on top of me so that we could kiss some more. While we kissed I got my hands under her skirt and started squeezing her butt before I was finally able to get a hand into position to finger her snatch. My finger was a poor substitute for the big hunk of latex she had been screwing me with but I seemed to be making her happy enough anyway as she really started to respond to my touch.

This wasn't at all what I had been expecting from this job but as orientations go I don't think this could have gone any better. But once I'd made her cum I was more confused than ever. Did this mean anything? Had a blown it by going all lesbian when I was supposed to be hired to be with guys? Did Karen have a thing for me even though she knew I was really a man, or was this just a sport fuck? I usually had to go out with a girl a few times before any sex was involved, but this had all happened so fast and casually.

Perhaps fortunately, or at least conveniently, Karen had a roommate coming home soon so we had to wrap things up fairly quickly so there was no big moment where she might invite me to spend the night or something.

I took the pill that turned me back into Marty and felt a little sheepish accepting the gift dildo now that I was a man. That pretty much killed any lustful thoughts I might have had about the woman I had just fucked and been fucked by.

It was all part of a process I suppose. Karen was probably going to teach me a great deal about being a woman, but she had certainly already taught me how good it could feel to have a pussy. So good, in fact, that I honestly couldn't wait to have one again and see what else it was capable of.


CHAPTER 5:

As hospitality girls we were expected to work for a variety of team sports so it was pretty much a year-round job. Each sport had very specific rules about recruiting and time frames that needed to be observed or severe penalties could be applied. There were all kinds of rules about when a player could make an official visit, and when the coach could contact them on the phone and so on.

An "official" visit could last up to 48 hours and the school paid for most of the trip, within specified guidelines of course. During the daytime portion of such a visit everything was pretty much on the up and up. A recruit was given a tour of the campus and invited to sit in on a class and have lunch at the cafeteria or something. They might even have their parents along on the tour for even more legitimacy. It was what happened at night, away from the campus, that tended to get schools in hot water and where I was expected to really earn my pay.

As Marty Patterson I was technically hired as a clubhouse attendant. That was innocent enough on the surface, although I was paid a lot better than someone would actually have been paid for doing that job so that could have been a red flag if anyone was looking for something suspicious. Of course I had expenses for things like clothing, accessories, and makeup that chewed into my profits but that was partly why I was being paid so well.

Karen took me shopping to get my "starter" wardrobe and other necessary girly supplies and I wondered whether we would have a repeat performance of our previous encounter but she was all business this time, although we did have a lot of fun on our little shopping spree.

Afterwards Karen walked me through what a tour would be like and gave me lots of pointers. Obviously if parents were along things would have to be toned down quite a bit. You could still do subtle things, like touching the guy's arm very briefly while talking, but overt flirting or flaunting of your body was strictly out of bounds. She showed me ways that I could sneak in a little harmless contact that would seem totally natural and I was really impressed by how well she did it. By just being bubbly and enthusiastic it was actually quite easy to touch someone without it seeming inappropriate at all, but the guy would certainly notice that he had been touched.

For my first real tour Karen actually did the talking and I just came along and looked pretty. It was explained that I was a new girl getting trained to give tours, which was technically true, and I don't think the recruit minded at all having two hot girls showing him around the campus, even if his mother was with him. It was later that night, after the recruit had ditched his mom for a little "unofficial" visiting that I would be expected to make the visit especially memorable for the young recruit.

The recruit, whose name was Chad, was a highly touted tight end who supposedly had both good hands and above average blocking ability. He was a big boy for a high school senior, but most football players are, unless they're a kicker or something. A suite had been booked at a hotel not too near the campus to reduce the chance of anyone being recognized and Chad was to be entertained by several current members of the football team and a number of hospitality girls.

Since Karen and I had been his formal escorts we escorted him up to the room as well. When we walked in it was pretty obvious what kind of a party it was going to be as there was a whole lot of booze, some porn playing on the big screen TV, and some necking going on between some of the girls and some of the players.

Chad looked kind of stunned for a moment then broke out into a huge grin when he figured out what he had walked into. Larry Cates, the team's star quarterback walked over and introduced himself to Chad.

"I hear you you've got sticky fingers," he joked as he shook hands with the recruit.

"Maybe not yet, but the night's young," Karen chimed in.

"That's good. I like to throw to my tight ends in the flat," Larry added as someone handed Chad a drink in a red plastic cup. "But we can talk football later. With all these beautiful girls around I'll bet you've got other things on your mind right now."

Chad looked a little like a lamb to the slaughter as two girls appeared from somewhere and took him by each arm. He was chugging his beer as he disappeared into the crowd and I wondered what he must be thinking.

"So where have they been hiding you baby?" Larry asked me with a wicked grin.

"Oh, I'm a new girl on the squad," I replied. "Emily."

"Nice to meet you Emily. I'm Larry."

"Oh, I know who you are. I'm a big fan," I gushed. "Sorry, you probably hear that all the time."

"Well not always from such attractive fans," Larry replied. "Can I get you a drink?"

"Sure, I mean, if that's okay."

"Hey, we're all here to relax and have a good time...maybe let down our hair...or some other things."

I was pretty star struck as Larry cleared a path for us and I was handed a drink. I would have been impressed to meet any guy on the team, but meeting a potential Heisman Trophy candidate was almost too much to believe. Yet here I was having a drink with the guy and chatting it up like we were old pals.

Karen had told me that the recruit would be taken care of by other more experienced girls but that team members might try to hit on me, and when Larry suggested that we go into one of the bedrooms I was pretty sure it was happening to me now. Maybe it was just because I was the new girl but I couldn't help but feel flattered that a guy like Larry Cates had chosen me from all the available pussy in that room. It was my job to help the team any way that I could, but I sort of felt like I was the one getting lucky tonight.

Once in the bedroom Larry didn't waste much time getting down to business and had my top off in a jiffy. My bra hooked in the front so after a quick snap my tits tumbled out and were in his hands in nothing flat.

"Nice rack," Larry commented as he kissed my neck while fondling my breasts.

"Thank you," I sort of whispered in reply.

It was funny but I really wasn't thinking about the fact that I was being kissed and fondled by a man for the first time in my life. I was just so excited by everything that was happening and how quickly it was happening. This was Larry Cates, for fuck sake. I had been at the game last year where he tied the school record for touchdown passes and was rooting for him to break the record this year. The fact that he was currently pinching my nipples and nibbling on my ear just seemed too cool to believe.

"God damn, you are so hot Emily. I'll bet all the other girls on the squad are jealous of how fine you look."

"I don't know about that," I replied modestly. "There are so many pretty girls here tonight."

"But I'll bet you've got more than just good looks. I can tell from kissing you that those lips were just meant to be wrapped around my big cock," Larry whispered into my ear.

"You can't tell that from kissing," I said as I playfully gave him a little shove on the chest.

"Oh, yeah? I'll prove it to you," he said with a smile as he unfastened his pants and let them slide down around his ankles.

I looked down at his very big and very hard erection and knew that I had walked right into his trap. I had been impressed when Karen simulated a BJ with the dildo and I'll admit that I had experimented with that as well but I don't think I had really come here tonight expecting to suck anyone's cock. Of course I hadn't expected Larry Cates to be standing in front of me with his cock hanging out ready to be sucked so I was kind of operating on the fly here.

After a very brief moment of hesitation I dropped to my knees in front of him and took his member in my hand. Unlike the dildo it was warm and throbbing and full of life, which made it a little more intimidating but a whole lot more exciting.

I started by just stroking his shaft for a little while, not that he needed to get any harder than he already was. I knew I was going to blow him the moment I got on my knees but it was still hard to fully work up the courage to put the thing in my mouth.

Finally I just took the plunge and let a couple of inches slip between my lips. It felt even warmer and more alive on my tongue than it had in my hand and I felt a shiver run down my spine. Then I just tried to cover my teeth and make a little pocket of my mouth as I began to go to work on sucking him in earnest.

Suddenly I was aware of a flash and looked up to realize that Larry had his phone in his hand and had just taken a picture of me giving him head. With my eyes locked on his above me he snapped another photo and then showed it to me.

"See? What did I tell you? Your lips look perfect wrapped around my dick," he said a little smugly.

"You're right," I said as I briefly pulled my head away from his rod. "And they feel perfect too."

I must confess that seeing that picture of me with his dick in my mouth was a serious turn on and only made me all the more anxious to get that thing back between my lips, whether they were really meant to be there or not. It was kind of fun and silly banter that I would never have dreamed of trying on some girl. In all honesty I'd never even had my dick sucked so this was my first blowjob ever. The fact that I was the one doing the blowing only made it more memorable.

It was so strange being up close to Larry in his street clothes. He obviously looked a lot different in his uniform and I kind of realized that with his pants down he was really just a man. A man with a big cock, but at heart just another horny college kid wanting to get his dick wet like everybody else.

If he avoided injury and had the kind of senior season everyone expected him to have he'd no doubt be a high draft pick. Then if he was successful in the NFL he'd be totally rich and famous and marry a trophy wife and live in a big mansion. But all of that was still just the dream. Lots of high draft picks never pan out, while others, like Tom Brady, go deeper in the draft but end up making history. Tonight he was just a guy named Larry looking for a good time, and I was determined to see that he got it.

"Oh, yeah baby that's so good, that's so good, just keep sucking it like that," Larry kind of grunted as he put both of his hands on my head and shoved himself a little deeper down my throat.

I felt pretty good when I was in control but this sudden turn of events scared me a little. I really didn't want to choke on his dick and make a total fool of myself or something but I also didn't want to act like the nervous virgin I was so I just went with it and let him fuck my mouth.

Fortunately that didn't last too long as he was soon shooting his hot fluid into my mouth, but that also meant that I was going to have to swallow his cum, which I hadn't totally decided to do. Some of it went down my throat and some of it sort of spilled out and ran down my chin but once he started I just went ahead and sucked him dry.

When he was done ejaculating I pulled his cock out and rather lovingly rubbed the sticky stick across my cheeks and lips, looking up at Larry the whole time. I gave him another good lick just to wrap things up properly and I could tell by his expression that I had done a good job, despite my trepidation and lack of experience.

"That was fucking awesome baby. I know you're going to fuck and suck every guy on the team eventually but I'm really glad I had you first," said Larry as he pulled up his pants.

"I'm glad about that too. Now go out there and break that touchdown record and we can talk about you fucking me in the ass," I teased.

"Now that's the kind of motivation I like," he said with a grin.

"Hey, can we grab a quick selfie?" I suddenly asked.

"Sure thing honey," Larry replied as he fished his phone out of his pocket again.

We pressed quite close together and put our arms around each other. Larry held up the phone to take the picture then suddenly stopped.

"You know you've still got some cum on your face," I cautioned.

"I know. Take the picture anyway," I said.

"You got it baby!"


CHAPTER 6:

I wasn't sure what I was going to do with that photo, or the pictures of me sucking Larry's cock, but I was still glad that I had gotten copies of them on my phone. It wasn't like I could actually show them to anybody, and it was probably dumb to even be in possession of something that might be construed as evidence of inappropriate behavior, but I wanted to capture the moment for my own pleasure.

Surprisingly it had been a real pleasure. I don't know what a "normal" girl would have thought of having been taken into a hotel bedroom just to give head to some spoiled jock who didn't seem terribly concerned about me getting my rocks off, but I found it all quite thrilling. Of course I was indirectly getting paid to do this, which I guess technically made me a prostitute, but it didn't seem quite that blatant to me. It wasn't like I got paid by the BJ or something, and there was no cash involved in the process or negotiating, so it seemed a lot more like casual, consensual sex.

I don't know. Maybe lots of girls would have happily sucked the star quarterback's cock if he wanted them to, without any compensation at all. I had never been in that guy's shoes so I had no way of knowing how easily and often he got laid. Like most things in life there would probably be all kinds of reactions from thrilled to horrified by what I had just done, but for me personally it felt like a pretty big relief to know that having sex with men wasn't going to be the big stumbling block that I feared it might be.

Of course I was in Emily's body and her brain was doing the thinking for the both of us at the moment. I worried a little that once I was Marty again I might not be so thrilled with the memory of some dude's dick going down my throat, even if I was a fan. I had always been able to cheer his on field exploits without any desire to suck his cock ever entering my thoughts. Now I wondered whether I'd ever think of anything else when I watched him play.

Larry had left the room before me and I had put my bra and my top back on and tried to clean my face a little before I went back to the party. When I got there I saw that things had seemed to progress rather rapidly into what I can only describe as a full on orgy. I looked around for Karen and saw her crouching down with a guy on either side of her. She was stroking one while she sucked the other and then periodically switched up and blew the other guy. She still had her clothes on, which disappointed me a little because I was still dying to see her naked, but it was pleasant enough to watch her servicing those two hard pricks so skillfully.

I didn't see Chad, the ostensible guest of honor, but there were two bedrooms so it was highly possible that he was occupied in the other one. In the main room everybody except me seemed to be occupied with somebody and I found it terribly funny that the porn videos still droning on in the background seemed incredibly tame compared to the erotic spectacle unfolding in real life.

"Hey, there's the new girl," someone called out from somewhere.

Soon the chant of "new girl" was picked up by the crowd and I was suddenly grabbed by two of the squad members and dragged into the center of the room.

"Take it off honey, show us what you got!" one fellow called out.

That led to a new chant of "take it off" which soon echoed throughout the room. One of the girls who had "escorted" me into the center of attention was topless and the other was totally nude. The topless one leaned over to whisper in my ear.

"Do you know how to strip?" she asked.

"Not really," I whispered in reply.

"Don't worry, I'll help you."

Somebody cranked up some music from somewhere and my "dance partner" started bumping and grinding all around me, cupping my boobs from behind or giving me a spank on the rump. When she went to pull off my top I just stuck my arms up and let her do the work.

"Just dance in place and unclip your bra," my new pal instructed.

I did as she suggested and started swaying back and forth a little as I undid the opening to my bra and pulled it off in one big gesture that received a roar of applause, whistles, and cat calls. That boosted my confidence quite a bit so when my partner started dancing around flashing her panties and tugging on her skirt I tried to emulate her as much as possible.

I'd never been terribly comfortable being naked, and certainly never around any sort of group of people. The showers in the locker room back in high school PE were always kind of a nightmare for me. It seemed like the place was always full of guys with better bodies and bigger dicks, although I probably exaggerated some of that in my mind.

Now it struck me that I had a terrific body, with curves in all the right places, that was probably as nice or better than any girl in that room. That made my old shyness just kind of melt away. I didn't know anything at all about dancing or stripping but with an audience rooting me on I really started to get into it, arching my back and shaking my booty as I let my skirt fall to the floor and then playing with my panties until I finally slid them all the way off.

Even though we were both naked now my stripping buddy didn't stop dancing right away and sort of gyrated all around me as I continued to bounce and sway and wave my arms over my head. That was more than the crowd could handle I guess as we were both grabbed by very large young men who bent us over at the waist while we were still standing and started fucking us from behind as we stood side-by-side.

The idea of participating in some kind of group sex had seemed wickedly fun when I thought I might just be a cog in the carnal wheel but suddenly being thrust into the center of attention like this was surprisingly fun too. Then it struck me that the girl getting fucked right next to me was probably really a guy, just like I was. That seemed so funny, but I wasn't really in a position to laugh or anything. It just made this whole crazy situation seem even more insane.

Then I thought about that day being interviewed in Bill's office and feeling so conflicted and somewhat terrified by the prospect of turning into a girl, even temporarily, and what I might have to do if I took the job. I had serious doubts that I'd even be able to go through with it, no matter what the pill might do to my brain, yet here I was, buck naked, standing in the middle of a room surrounded by people I'd never met before getting drilled into oblivion and feeling pretty terrific about the whole thing.

Of course, if I was being totally honest, there must have been some little thing inside my male brain that told me it would be okay to do this, no matter how much I wanted to protest against it, or I never would have taken the job in the first place. Sure, I liked the idea of being around the athletes, and I liked making some money in the process, but it wasn't life changing money that even the most staunchly homophobic male would be tempted to take.

I had only been female a few times so far but I had really enjoyed myself each time, even when there had been no sex involved at all. I suppose it sounds funny that I would phrase it that way, since avoiding sex had been my fondest desire at the start, but now that I'd gotten a taste of girly fornicating it was pretty obvious that it was actually the best part of the job.

I wondered whose cock was in my pussy. I knew he was a member of the team, and from his build probably a linebacker, or maybe a defensive end, but I hadn't gotten much of a look at the man before he took me from behind, and they obviously weren't as famous as Larry Cates. So some anonymous football player was taking my virginity. That was one for the books I guess. Thank God I had been practicing with a pretty large dildo because there were a lot of guys in that room packing some serious man meat, including the one that was currently popping my cherry.

My new gal pal sidekick seemed to be enjoying herself as much as I was and I sort of wanted to get to know her better. She had really helped me out in a situation where I could easily have frozen up and I felt kind of a kindred spirit with her getting fucked right next to each other.

As it happened my guy finished up first and I received my second dose of sperm inside me that evening. Two different men, two different holes. All I needed now was for a third man to cum in my ass and I'd complete the hat trick, even if that was a different sport. Well, the night was still young.

Since my stud didn't stick around to exchange any pleasantries that left me free to go fool around with my buddy while she continued to get hammered from behind. I bent over and kissed her while I grabbed her very firm titties and then dropped down in front of her and began to rub all around her pussy and the hood of her clit. It was strange to feel the guy's cock going back and forth inside her and realize that the same thing had just happened to me, but I was operating on some different level now. I suddenly just shoved my face in her crotch and licked both pussy and dick at the same time, which seemed to inspire both parties concerned as they almost had simultaneous orgasms.

When her guy pulled out there was a fair amount of seepage so I just licked that up the best I could from my rather uncomfortable vantage point, probably tasting her in the process as well. Then I stood up and offered my hand.

"Hi there, I'm Emily."

"Hey Emily, I'm Sandy."

"Thanks for helping me out."

"Thanks for eating me out."

"Well I didn't get a chance to do a very good job of that I'm afraid," I joked.

"Oh, I'm sure you will someday," Sandy replied.

I liked the sound of that but I wasn’t getting paid to eat pussy so I turned my attention back to cock...and there was a lot of cock to pay attention to.


CHAPTER 7:

I didn't end up taking it up the ass that night but I did get a third load of jizz, this time from Chad, the guest of honor, in the backseat of the car while we were driving him back to his hotel and I was giving him a farewell BJ. There was no way to know for sure whether he would choose to come play here but I felt certain that we had done our part to help make that decision a little easier for him.

He had supposedly been having a quiet dinner with some of his prospective teammates to talk about the benefits of playing in this program, and maybe his mother would be naive enough to believe that, or maybe she had already figured out what lengths schools would go to in order to snag the top recruits and didn't care. In any case he had been in a hotel room booked by someone with no connection to the athletic department whatsoever and had been serviced by a bunch of girls who didn't really exist whereas the college had a receipt from a local steakhouse for a party that had been dining while the alleged orgy was in progress. They had basically covered their ass as much as mine had been exposed.

"I would ask how you liked your first experience but I don't think I really need to," said Karen once we had dropped Chad off and I had moved up to the front seat next to her.

"You were sure right that it would become the best part of the job rather quickly. But I thought you weren't going to throw me in the deep end right away," I teased.

"I had a feeling you were ready for it. You're special. And not just because of the way you look. There's a real passion in your eyes and a definite sense of adventure. I'll bet you couldn't wait to suck Larry's cock."

"You know about that, do you?"

"Of course. Boys have to brag and he had nothing but the highest praise for you. And it is a nice cock, isn't it?"

"Yes, very," I replied.

I think I felt a tinge twinge of jealousy but that was insane. She was in her third year with the squad and of course she would have sucked Larry's cock by now. Probably quite often.

"He's basically a nice guy, but not terribly giving," Karen continued. "Of course most of these jocks aren't very good lovers aside from their athletic prowess. You generally need an older man for that. Someone with a little life experience outside of the sports arena."

"Like Bill maybe?" I suggested.

"Maybe," said Karen, suddenly becoming a little coy.

"So I guess you're bi-sexual?"

"I'm not big on labels but I do tend to swing both ways. Depends on the person...and the mood I'm in. I've fucked more men than women but I've probably had more girlfriends than boyfriends if I really stopped to tally it all up."

"That sounds pretty cool to me," I commented.

"Do you just think so now or would you not think it sounded cool when you changed back?" Karen asked.

"Wow, that kind of puts a different spin on it," I replied.

"You don't think you'd still enjoy sucking Mr. Football Hero's cock?"

"That sounds kind of gay."

"Well that's what being bi-sexual is. I'm gay when I'm licking pussy," Karen pointed out.

"Oh, I know, and I don't mean any offense by it. I'm delighted that you like to lick pussy and I'd love to lick yours anytime you wanted, as a guy or a girl."

"Relax, I'm just messing with you," said Karen with a laugh. "I'm only saying you never know. Cock might taste just as good to you either way."

I doubted that a guy like Larry Cates would want me to suck his dick as Marty, but she was probably right about it tasting pretty much the same. It just didn't seem nearly as appealing to me as sucking cock as Emily. But of course Karen didn't have the weird duality of switching her own gender, she just switched the gender of her partners when she felt like it. I had a whole extra layer of psychological baggage to carry around with me.

I was a little disappointed that Karen didn't suggest that we do anything together and even more disappointed when I was home and transformed back into Marty. I had the distinct impression that I could still taste Larry's cum on my tongue, but that might have been my imagination. Besides, I had blown Chad last so if I was tasting anyone it probably was him. It wasn't the worst thing in the world to be tasting but being a man at that moment it seemed pretty embarrassing to be thinking about the taste of another man's cum.

The important thing was that I had done really well as a girl on my first party experience. I had pleased both the team's star player and the top recruiting prospect and entertained pretty much the whole crowd with my shameless antics. I had fucked and flirted and had fun just like a real girl might have done, if she was a slutty whore who really enjoyed her work.

It kind of amused me that someone had swiped my panties after my little strip routine. I wondered if it was one of the guys I had fucked who wanted a souvenir or just some pervert who was home sniffing them right now. Either way I took it as a sign that I had made a good impression.

I stole a quick glance at the pictures of me and Larry, almost as if trying to convince myself that it wasn't all just some kind of a dream, and even though I was looking at them through my male eyes I couldn't help but get a tingle from the memories. I had been so dirty tonight...and so completely fucking free! The only thing anyone was judging me over was how well I gave head and how awesome my tits were. I just got with the program and did what everyone else was doing. And to tell the truth I really couldn't wait to be doing it again as soon as possible.


CHAPTER 8:

As much as I loved my new job it did start to have some ramifications for my "real" life as a man. First off it didn't leave me a lot of free time for any sort of socializing as Marty. I had come to college with visions of maybe joining a frat or at least going to some crazy parties where I could meet hot girls. That sort of thing seemed like a lot of work and less interesting to me now that I had built-in opportunities for partying that wouldn't require me to hang myself out there and potentially get shot down.

It impacted my studies a little bit too in that sometimes I was kind of burned out after a long evening of entertaining the boys or a little distracted by the thought of whatever was coming up next on Emily's schedule. I even had little momentary daydreams about hooking up with some hot athlete on the fast track to fame and making his happiness my career instead of worrying about getting a degree and working my way up some corporate ladder.

I know that probably sounds crazy, right? I mean all I did was go to some kinky party as a girl and have sex with a couple of jocks. That was hardly a good enough reason to be thinking about chucking my whole life, birth gender, and college career to become a trophy wife, but you'd be surprised what kind of things can run through your head when you're trying to stay awake in an especially boring class.

It was probably only natural that I would have some thoughts about what my life would be like if I were really female. Everybody probably wonders at some point what life would be like had they been born a member of the opposite sex. I used to think about that sometimes and always felt grateful that I had been born a man. It seemed like women were always struggling for equality or to be taken seriously, and all of that cosmetic stuff looked like a real drag. And of course there was the whole issue of having sex with men. That didn't float my boat at all until I actually tried it. And don't get me started on the whole concept of getting knocked up and going through the pain and discomfort of childbirth. Before turning female I would have said that I wouldn't have done it for all the money in the world. Funny how much lower my price was when there was actually an offer on the table.

It was a unique situation, as far as I knew. This drug wasn't available to the public so there probably weren't too many people who were switching their gender back and forth as freely as I was, aside from the others on the squad. It was certainly an eye opening experience walking a mile in someone else's heels.

The experience, limited though it was, had already made me kind of look at the women around me in a different light. Normally if I were sitting in a class with a bunch of coeds I'd basically just be sexually objectifying them. It sounds kind of harsh to admit that but I was far more likely to be impressed by a girl's tits than by the brilliance of her answer to a teacher's question or something. I undressed a whole lot of women with my eyes and tried to make an assessment of whether or not I thought I might be in their league enough to score a date with them.

There's a weird power dynamic with the whole male/female thing. Centuries of tradition and nature itself tend to make the man the aggressor but the woman decides whether the man is going to get anywhere with her and how far and how fast. Like I said before I could tell that some women were just out of my league; able to pick and choose her partners as carefully as she wanted. I guess prehistoric women didn't really have any say in the matter and the only thing they could do was try to outrun a man they didn't want to copulate with, but things had changed quite a bit since then.

Yet a woman was also always aware, at least in the back of her mind, that it was just the rules of modern society that kept a man from just taking her as he pleased, especially if the man was particularly bigger and stronger, like he guys at the party I went to were. Now there the rules of society had basically been set aside and everyone knew that we had consented to do pretty much whatever the men wanted in exchange for monetary compensation but I imagine things could get out of hand pretty quickly in a sexually charged atmosphere where a lot of booze was being consumed. If I had just been a guest at a frat party or something I wonder how much good protesting would have done me if I wasn't crazy about being grabbed and humped in front of everyone like I was.

Even rape victims didn't tend to get much sympathy, which I guess is why so few rapes even get reported. What was she thinking going up to his hotel room? How drunk was she? Dressing like a slut she was just asking for it. I'd heard guys say things like that plenty of times, and maybe I'd even agreed. I suppose that was part of the backlash for women holding all the cards. Male resentment and frustration for all the times they'd been shot down by some snooty bitch who acted offended that they had even been approached.

So I guess I felt a little more empathy for the women around me these days. I was trying to understand the world from their perspective a little more and I could definitely see how crappy men could be, which was ironic because I was also discovering how sexy they could be at the same time.

And I was still looking at and evaluating women just as much as before, but more from a standpoint of how they were dressed or fixed their hair or did their nails. When I was female I wanted to really do it right and be like any other girl my age. And instead of thinking about which girls might be willing to fuck me I was wondering whether any of them might become my friend if I were really female. What would that be like, hanging out with some of the girls? Would we gossip and talk about boys? Maybe exchange beauty tips? Or was that just sexist thinking on my part? What little I knew about being a girl came mostly from movies and TV, which was hardly the best barometer of real life.

It didn't really matter because I wasn't really a girl and only became one for a very specific purpose, but I couldn't help but think about things sometimes. It's a major shock to the system switching gender periodically, let me tell you!

Of course at the moment what I was really thinking about was another party that was coming up. This one was a little different in that it was kind of a special treat for our men's water polo team that had just defeated our big rival in an important match. The coaches had decided to throw a little pool party for the boys and we would be there ostensibly as their "dates" for the event.

I didn't know whether it was going to be just like the other party I had been to or something else entirely but I figured it was going to be fun and that I'd probably be getting wet...in more ways than one.


CHAPTER 9:

Having a pool party in the Fall seemed a little strange to me until I discovered that it was being held at a very fancy house with a huge indoor pool. We had been told to wear bikinis, which I found pretty exciting for some reason, and I couldn't wait to strut around in that little collection of strings and patches. I have absolutely no idea who the house belonged to but this was just supposed to be a little informal gathering of friends to have a swim and a barbecue, or whatever, like anyone might do. Of course it was nothing of the kind but that was the story we were supposed to stick to if it ever came up down the line.

Karen wasn't naked yet, but seeing her in her very revealing swimsuit gave me a pretty good impression of what the gal would look like in the buff, and I was seriously impressed. She may not have been a competing athlete but she had a very fit and athletic body and I had a feeling that she had probably played sports somewhere along the line.

The squad was a mix of types, which I suppose made sense in a "something for everyone" approach. There were all different looks and ethnic backgrounds and body types. If a blonde with big boobs wasn't your thing you could always try the petite Asian girl. Sultry hotties with raven hair or fresh-faced "girl-next-door" types. I was the only one with red hair and wondered how much that factored into my getting the job.

As for the men, what can I say? You probably can't find a sexier group of college guys than the men's water polo team. You had to be in fantastic shape to play that game and these guys all were, I can assure you. Most of them were pretty handsome, too, although I don't know if that was a prerequisite for joining the team. The fact that they wore those cute Speedos with the big bulge in front certainly added to the appeal in my mind.

We were actually going to play some mixed water polo, which was kind of intimidating considering these guys were championship caliber talent, but hopefully they'd take it easy on us girls.

We all lined up, girls on one side, guys on the other, and the two captains picked the teams. If they picked a guy they had to pick a girl next, and so on, so we ended up with two evenly matched teams, as far as gender went. Both of the goalies were men so I didn't imagine I'd be doing much scoring...as far as the game went, but I don't think that was the main focus of the enterprise anyway.

The pool was heated perfectly and had large windows that looked out upon a beautifully landscaped garden. It was kind of surreal to be swimming in this chilly weather, but of course it was kind of surreal for me to be swimming in a bikini anytime.

The first thing I quickly learned about wearing a skimpy bikini was just how naked it made you feel. Way more so than just walking around in underwear. The second thing I learned was how difficult it was to keep your boobs from popping out, especially if you were doing anything remotely athletic. Playing water polo with a bunch of guys who were expert at it was about as athletic as you could get and I just couldn't keep my tits from hanging out, which I'm sure was the intended result all along. Most of the girls had the same problem, and those that didn't found that the boys were more than happy to tug at their tops. By the time we were about halfway through the first game everybody in the pool was bare chested.

The guys may have been taking it a little easy on us but we were certainly showing a lot of competitive spirit as we thrashed and wrestled and jostled in the water. My top had been convenient for tugging on but once it was gone my tits got grabbed instead. Being anywhere near the ball meant you were going to get dragged under, and if you were just trying to defend in a corner somewhere there was a guy right behind you with his hands in your pants or grabbing your ass. Of course we were doing plenty of tugging and ass grabbing under the water as well so it's not like they were doing anything we weren't doing. They were just a lot bigger and stronger and could pretty much do whatever they liked to us.

I had actually played water polo before, and had some idea of what I was doing, but that didn't help me too much here as the rules were pretty much thrown out the window as things devolved into a lot of nude wrestling without much regard for the score. I felt kind of bad for the goalies, who were largely isolated from the rest of the fray, but at least the winning goalie was promised a BJ from one of the girls on the losing team so they had something to fight for.

When somebody finally blew a whistle and called a halt to the proceedings my team had lost the match, and all of us girls had lost our swimsuit bottoms. As we climbed out of the pool I couldn't help but look at Karen and I noticed she saw me looking and just smiled. Damn she was one fine piece of ass I thought, then laughed at myself for using such a male term when I was obviously a piece of ass myself at the moment.

My losing sisters and I all had to line up again so that the winning goal could choose who was going to blow him but he decided he needed to sample all of us before making his pick. We stayed in our line, but got down on our knees, as the goalie casually strolled over and peeled off his trunks. Once his manly hard on had popped out he worked his way down the line, giving us each a chance to show what we could do. The man must have had some pretty good stamina because I don't know that I would have made it halfway down the line before popping but he was still ready for action when he made his choice.

"I think I want Red, over here, to do the honors. She's got sweet little BJ lips," the goalie announced.

As I mentioned I was the only redhead in the group so it was obvious that he meant me so I just stayed where I was as he returned and gave me his cock to enjoy for however long it lasted. Once again I was on display, and the center of attention, but I felt really proud and pleased with myself that I had been the one picked. We may have lost the game but I was getting one hell of a consolation prize as the man was a total fucking hunk and getting to suck him off was a real treat, as far as I was concerned.

Maybe he picked me because I was the new girl and hadn't sucked his cock yet, but I'd like to think that I did a little something to impress him during my brief audition. Or maybe he just had a thing for redheads. That was cool too because I sure had a thing for well-hung, well-built, athletes who looked like Italian models or something.

It was still surprising to me how easily I could look at a man and view him as attractive, even to the point of having a "thing" for a certain type of man, but it just seemed very natural for me when I was Emily. My taste in women hadn't really changed, except that now, ironically, I was in a much better position to actually get it on with a super hot chick than I was before.

I think being turned on by a man's appearance was actually a bigger surprise than discovering that I liked having sex with them. Intimate physical contact between two people tends to feel really good, especially when the right buttons are pushed, and if you were blindfolded and had no idea what your partner looked like you'd probably have a very good time. It was more shocking to me to think that a guy was handsome, or had a cute butt, or a yummy-looking cock.

Fortunately for me I was blowing a handsome guy with a cute butt and a yummy cock that tasted as good as it looked and I was more than ready for the creamy payoff at the end. I had the reputation of my team to uphold. We may have sucked at water polo but I wanted everyone to see that we kicked ass at sucking cock.

When my man unloaded it wasn't a huge dose of jizz so I had no trouble at all letting it pool up on my tongue and showing it to him before I swallowed it all down in one big gulp. I don't know where that sort of behavior came from. Too much porn probably, but maybe I was just a natural at being a slut. A bodacious cock whore born in the body of a skinny straight dude.

Then it was lunchtime and my salty snack didn't do anything to spoil my appetite. They had all these round patio tables with umbrellas, like something you'd see at a hotel pool, even though we were indoors and the umbrellas were purely decorative. We just sat in little groups of alternating guys and gals, sort of like the way the teams were picked, except this kind of just happened naturally. It was actually weirder to be eating lunch in the nude than it had been to be in the pool, or even on my knees with a dick in my mouth, but it felt remarkably free and comfortable. It was great not to be self-conscious about my naked body, especially around so many other gorgeous bods. I felt like the epitome of youth, and beauty, and vitality, and I couldn't think of anything else I'd rather be doing...except maybe getting banged by one of these studs, but that was bound to be on the menu at some point so I could wait a little while for that if I had to.


CHAPTER 10:

"Umm...umm...umm..."

"Oh, fuck...fuck...fuck yes..."

"Ooooooooo...ooooooooo...ooooooooo..."

"Oh, God! Oh, God! Oh, God!"

I was one of those voices but it would have been a little hard to tell at the moment which one. After lunch the guys had all lined the outside of the pool, lying or propped up on a towel with their feet hanging in the water. Each of us girls had been assigned a cock to mount and we had done so dutifully, and quite happily I might add.

While we were all in the same basic girl-on-top position there were a surprising amount of variations at play. Some girls faced their guy and some were turned away in what the porn world calls a reverse cowgirl. Some ladies rode pretty much straight up, and some leaned forward, and some leaned back. There was a lot of bouncing up and down, but there was also a lot of slow grinding when you let the man fill you completely and then you rubbed your pussy back and forth on his groin.

I was feeling ambitious so I was trying an amazing position where my legs were spread open about as wide as they could go while I let myself lay back so that I was stretched out over the man's chest with my arms straight down to support myself. There was probably a name for whatever I was doing but I just called it awesome fun.

It was a bit of a workout, maintaining that balancing act, but it left my man's hands free to roam around and play with my boobs, or rub my clit, or support my back so that I didn't just collapse on top of him in a heap.

I was definitely focused on my task but I couldn't help but look around at what the other girls were doing. Karen was crouching on her man's lap and he was sitting up so that they were quite close together. She was riding him very slowly and they were doing a lot of kissing. It looked very romantic and I wondered whether there was any sort of a history there.

My pal Sandy was bouncing up and down like she was on a Pogo stick and it seemed like her tits couldn't quite keep up with the pace. That's gravity for you I guess. To paraphrase Newton's 1st Law a booby in motion tends to stay in motion. And you thought I never learned anything in school because I was thinking about cock all the time.

The view all around me was highly erotic but the sound was almost comical. So many girls squealing and guys grunting and people swearing and the constant thwack of cocks slamming into cunts. It was a carnal cacophony and I was definitely contributing to the mix. It appeared that I was kind of a noisy lay. I don't know whether that was good or bad but it sort of just was. It's like when you stick something in your pussy there's a little kind of a shock, especially if it's something big and hard. Then as it starts to poke around and stretch you out you get into a happy place where it just feels so damn good that you don't want it to ever stop. Then if you keep going long enough your brain is at odds with your body because it doesn't really matter what you feel anymore. You're in the zone, or zoned out at any rate, and you sort of lose your mind...but in the best way possible.

Here I am talking like I was some big experienced slut, but I knew that I was a quick learner and I did like to play with my dildo quite a lot. Someday I hoped to be a mature sex expert, like Karen, but for a beginner I think I was doing incredibly well.

It's funny but I didn't even learn that my guy's name was Jason until after he had pulled out and ejaculated all over my tummy. I liked the sensation of a man shooting his wad inside me but it was a trip to look down and see that hot cum leaping out of his dick. I don't know why he chose to do it that way but I guess he just felt like it. It was a new experience for me and I couldn't help but swirl my fingers around in the pool of his jizz and lick it up.

Getting off of him was a little tricky, as my arms were pretty tired, but fortunately he was very strong and did most of the heavy lifting for me. It was nice to have a guy around to do that because I was never very good at heavy lifting even before I became a girl.

Once the last drop of cum had been spent there was a little more mingling and socializing, and a few people got back in the pool just to mess around, but then it was time to wrap things up. It wasn't exactly like a real party where people came and went as they pleased. It was more like a field trip in a way. Maybe they were renting the house and had to be out by a certain time for all I know. In any case it took a little searching for us all to find our tops and bottoms, which had fortunately dried out by that time so we could put them back on if we wanted or not. We all had some shorts and a top of some kind that we had worn over our bathing suits when we arrived. It was just a matter of whether you felt like putting the bikini back on or going commando. Since I had left the last party sans panties I decided to just pull on my pants over my bare bottom and let my nipples proudly poke out of my shirt. I'm sure I looked like a total whore but that was okay since technically I was a total whore so I was certainly dressed appropriately for my job.


CHAPTER 11:

As time passed I continued to love being part of the squad and everything that went with it, but I did start to wonder what it would be like to have a boyfriend, or at least make love with someone that I hooked up with on my own and not just sport fucking with a bunch of sports fuckers.

Now there's a lot to be said for the kind of meaningless sex I'd been having. For starters it was always a sure thing. There was no awkward fumbling around trying to figure out if something was going to happen or not. I was available for sex, the men all knew it, and it was just a matter of who was going to fuck me or how many guys and in what way.

There also wasn't any emotional baggage attached. I wasn't lying around waiting for some guy to call me while I tried not to get my hopes up too high. There was no work involved in trying to maintain some kind of a relationship. I was friendly with the guys, and sometimes we happened to fuck, but there was no possessiveness involved, which meant no jealousy. We were all just having a lark and enjoying ourselves.

That having been said I couldn't stop my brain from being a little curious sometimes. The sex had always been fun so far, and sometimes it was even spectacular, but it had always just been casual. I wondered what it might be like to have some meaning behind it. To maybe have a guy actually work for my affection and try to romance me. Perhaps go on some dates that were a little more intimate and private instead of just getting nailed in the middle of a crowd.

I guess what I'm saying is that I was sort of interested in finding out what it felt like to be in love as a woman, or at least something close to that. Since any relationship with me was doomed in the long run there was no point in looking for Mr. Right, but maybe it would be possible to go out with Mr. Right Now.

Fortunately access to those pills was no problem. They kept us well stocked so that we'd always be ready to turn into a woman on short notice if need be, and so that we could do whatever we had to do to keep looking pretty and sexy for the boys. I used a number of pills just so that I could masturbate as Emily.

I didn't live on campus, since my family home was close enough to commute, so I didn't have to sneak around a men's dorm or try to keep a roommate from discovering my secret. We had a little guest house on our property and I had convinced my parents to let me move into that when I was in high school so I had a lot of privacy and the ability to come and go unseen. I had originally envisioned it being some sort of bachelor pad/love shack but that hadn't really panned out. Now I might find panties under my bed but they'd be my own.

At least it gave me a place to stash my girly clothes and apply my makeup and stick things in my pussy without having to worry too much about getting caught. My parents respected my privacy and I had never been the kind of kid who got into trouble with drugs or anything like that so they didn't need to be snooping around my room all the time.

If I wanted to be Emily so that I could go on a date with some guy I had the perfect opportunity to do so without having to come up with some elaborate plan to keep my secret from being discovered. The only problem was that I wasn't likely to get any offers unless I went out into the world as a woman and started meeting men. The convenience of prearranged sex had hardly prepared me to know anything about meeting boys under more "normal" circumstances.

I think part of me was a little relieved that I had a good excuse not to get involved with any men, aside from the athletes I was assigned to entertain. That was such a potentially perilous road to go down. I didn't have a lot of free time for dating and a boyfriend would probably not be too thrilled by all the time I was spending essentially prostituting myself with a bunch of hot jocks with killer bodies. Even if he was a fan of the University's athletics he might not have that much team spirit. And there was always the risk that I might fall seriously in love with some guy, which would only lead to heartbreak and disaster in the end.

So the idea of romance remained on the back burner. Just one of those silly little fantasies, like becoming someone's trophy wife. I was sure the idea wouldn't go away completely but at least I had some practical barriers to keep me from rushing into something that I'd probably regret in the long run.

I did have at least one event on my female social calendar that didn't involve entertaining athletes at all. Some of the members of the squad held periodic girl's poker nights and I had been invited. Apparently the name had sort of a double meaning as there was some poker playing involved but it also meant "poke her" as in poke things in her pussy so it sounded like I was going to do a little female bonding with my squad mates.

I wasn't sure how much actual card playing was going to happen but I at least knew the basics of poker games. When I arrived the room certainly seemed set up for a poker game with a nice round table and a stack of chips. There were going to be six of us in all and I was a little disappointed that Karen wasn't one of them, not that I didn't find all of my companions very attractive.

We played kind of a version of strip poker but with some variations. For example once everyone was naked you could wager a sex act instead of chips. If you won you got the pot, but if you lost you had to perform that sex act on the winner for the duration of the next hand.

I decided to give that a shot when I was holding some pretty decent cards but I ended up losing and had to crawl under the table and lick a girl named Abby's pussy while the game continued above me. I figured the best revenge was to lick her so good she got distracted and messed up so I really went to town on her clit and had her squirming in her seat in nothing flat.

There were other variations like the "anal round" where we all drew one card and the one with the lowest card had to play the next hand with a vibrating butt plug shoved up her ass and turned on high. I didn't have to experience it that night but it seemed pretty obvious that it was a rather intense sensation to say the least. Naturally everyone played as slow as they could to prolong the agony for the victim, but it was all in good fun.

At some point the game just ended and it was playtime. Since we were all naked and most of us had either done something sexual or had it done to them we were all quite ready for some girl-on-girl action. I suppose this was kind of what I had dreamed of when I first signed up for the job, especially since Karen had broken me in so nicely, so it followed that the others probably had the same fantasy and had found a way to act it out.

Since we were all actually men I was curious to see who the aggressors might be. Ironically Karen had obviously topped me, and she was an actual woman, but she was also older and vastly more experienced. I wondered whether most of the guys in this room wanted to top and dominate or whether it was just kind of a free-for-all. As for me I was quite comfortable being the bottom so I just kind of waited to see if anyone pounced on me.

I didn't have long to wait as Abby, the girl I had licked under the table, grabbed me by the waist and very neatly plunked me down on the table's edge.

"Don't think I don't know what you were doing down there," she said with a grin as she spread my legs apart.

"I thought it was pretty obvious that I was licking your pussy," I replied.

"You were trying to get me rattled so that I wouldn't be able to concentrate," Abby continued as she stuck her hand between my legs and started rubbing.

"Well, that too," I said, returning the grin.

"Well it's payback time, bitch. I'm going to make you cum so hard you'll fall off the table if you aren't careful."


CHAPTER 12:

Abby started with some long slow licks that ran basically from my anus to my clit. In between she rubbed circles around my pussy with her hand and then went back to licking. I started moaning almost immediately and began to fondle my breasts, tweaking my nipples in the process. Either Abby had done a lot of cunnilingus as a man or had developed some mad skills as a woman. In any case I knew I was being treated to something masterful.

After getting me insanely hot she started to do a little rapid fire tonguing, alternating between pushing into my gash and getting under the hood of my clitoris. I was dripping wet but Abby took care of that by going back to the long licks and lapping up as much of my girly cream as she could get.

"You have such a pretty pussy," Abby said as she lovingly kissed my snatch all over.

"So do you," I moaned in reply.

"It's pretty nice, but yours is better."

I liked the idea of having a pretty pussy for some reason. Being a man I probably shouldn't have liked the idea of having any kind of a pussy at all, but now that I was getting used to it I was kind of fond of my little pink taco. If other people liked it too so much the better.

After praising my puss Abby really went to town on it with her whole mouth. She was absolutely devouring me and I could barely stand it. I stopped playing with my boobs and grabbed her head with both hands. That's when her finger went up my ass and I almost squirted in her fucking face.

"Jesus Christ bitch! What the fuck? What the fuck? What the fuuuuuuuuuuuuck!" I almost screamed.

There was some serious freaking muff diving going on and I felt a little ashamed that I wasn't quite the expert I thought I was. I had rattled Abby's cage by attacking her clit but that felt like I was almost cheating.

When I stole a glance around the room I could see that the other girls had paired up and were also enjoying themselves in a variety of ways. Sandy had produced a strap on from somewhere and was giving it to her partner doggy style. There was nothing remotely butch about any of these gals but the strap on definitely gave Sandy a rather dominant impression. I really wanted to get to know Sandy better and I would be perfectly happy to let her mount me from behind and pound me with her fake dick. That made me wonder what she was like as a man and whether I'd be just as happy to have her pound me with her real dick.

It's funny the things you think about when you're in the Twilight Zone world of being temporarily trans. You never totally forget who you really are but you do kind of lose track sometimes. At least I did. Then something would pop into my head and I'd either brush it aside or think about it for a while or just be dragged back into the moment, as was happening to me as Abby was putting the finishing touches on my delightful tongue bath.

Now here's the strange thing that I did think about even while she was going down on me so brilliantly. I don't think there was any way I could have cum any harder than she had made cum, and was about to make me cum again, and yet...I couldn't help but wish that there was a man in the room to come over and stick his big dick in my cunt. That strap on that Sandy was sporting would certainly have filled me the same, but I realized that I really, really, really, liked being fucked by men. I liked to please them. I liked to make them ejaculate, either inside me or all over me as they wished. There was just something about a really manly man that just turned my screws like nothing else.

It was disturbing in a way because here I was having the best sex of my life in a room full of hotter girls than I ever imagined I would be this close to and yet I was still jonesing for dick. I thought that partying with girls would remind me of my manhood and restore some of that lost masculinity but it really only showed me how much I had changed into a woman.

Of course there was the whole groupie thing of me being impressed by successful athletes, but I don't think that was it entirely. I felt more complete hooking up with a guy, even though I was basically just a prostitute, getting paid for getting laid.

After we fooled around a little longer we basically ended up in kind of a big dog pile on the floor with tits and pussy everywhere and something yummy to grab or poke or lick wherever you turned. Then there was a little casual chatting, but it was more like locker room talk than any sort of serious conversation, and I was just as much in the dark about my fellow squad mates as before.

They were all men, like me, yet they had all taken this job for some reason. I was curious to know whether they ever had the same thoughts and feelings and confusion that I did or whether it was all just business to them and their two lives were running smoothly on two totally different tracks.

If my life was on a track it was more like a roller coaster. The relief of discovering just how easy it was to be a girl might suddenly be replaced by a sense of despair thinking that there must be something wrong with me. The fact that I could be thinking about cock while getting my pussy licked by a gorgeous babe was unsettling. Worst of all there were times where I took one of those pills when I really didn't have any sort of an agenda, I just wanted to have tits again and wear something nice and feminine.

It was hard not to enjoy being Emily. I was way better looking as a girl and a real object of desire for the first time in my life. I got to hang out with all the cool jocks on campus. And I was getting tons of sex with both men and women. I was getting kind of hooked on being so popular all of a sudden.

Being Marty just seemed so dull in comparison. It was all just going to classes and doing homework and being kind of an average guy who wouldn't likely be playing strip poker with a bunch of hotties anytime soon. Emily went to sex parties and orgies and all of the things that one dreams about when thinking about going to college. Hell, she even got paid for it.

But Marty was the real me. The man I would presumably be for the rest of my life. I could only be Emily for as long as I had access to those pills, and since they weren't available commercially that meant that meant I could only get them for as long as I was a member of the hospitality squad, which meant that I had four years at best.

I had only been turning female for a few months but already I could see what a huge impact it was having on my life. I could only imagine what a few years might do to me. I wondered if I would ever be able to go back to my old male life and find something that gave me the kind of spark of excitement that my new female life was giving me now. But of course life is about more than parties and sex and after college I would presumably be starting a new job somewhere and hopefully in time I'd be able to get back to normal and all of this would just be a weird blur, like so many people's college experiences turn out to be after all the partying is over and they're back in the real world. There was no reason to panic and nothing much I could do about it anyway since I wasn't about to quit being Emily for anything.


CHAPTER 13:

I was lounging around my little house one evening dressed in some of my favorite slut attire, which consisted of some hot pants made of very stretchy material, and a little t-shirt that I had cut off a little below the nipples. It revealed plenty of under-boob, although the material was about as thin as you could get so it was very sheer anyway and didn't hide much at all. I loved the way I looked in that outfit and found it to be very comfortable.

I was in kind of pre-masturbation mode, looking at some porn on my laptop computer on my bed, and lightly fingering myself under the hot pants. The shorts would come off when I was really ready to go for it but I usually liked to ramp up a bit before getting to the serious diddling.

Suddenly there was a knock at my door and my heart stopped beating and I froze in panic. It almost had to be one of my parents, but they never came back here bugging me, especially at night. I jumped off the bed and tried to peek out the window. It was hard to see in the dark but it didn't look like either my mother or father. I wasn't sure whether to grab a pill and change back as fast as possible or just ignore the knocking and hope that whoever it was went away.

Unfortunately the knocking got louder and then I heard a familiar voice. It was an old buddy of mine from high school named Dennis Freely. His family had moved away before our junior year and I hadn't seen him since then, although we had been fairly good friends before that.

"Hey, dude! Open up. Let me in man!" said Dennis as he continued to pound on my door.

I made the split-second decision to just open the door the way I was and get his ass inside before he caused too much of a commotion and had my parents coming out to investigate.

"What the hell are you doing?" I scolded as I flung the door open and stood before him in my skimpy little getup.

"Oh, shit, I am so sorry. I thought the Pattersons still lived here," said Dennis, sounding slightly intoxicated.

"They do, now get in here and shut up," I said as I yanked him into the room and looked around before I closed the door behind us.

In the light of the room I could see the look of astonished lust on my old friend's face as he got his first good look at me. I think he was practically drooling. I felt a little like a wounded giraffe who realizes that a lion has just come to drink at the same watering hole.

"Jesus dude, I haven't seen you in two years and you suddenly turn up pounding on my door in the middle of the night?" I protested.

"It's actually not that late," Dennis replied. "And excuse me...who are you?"

"It's me Marty. I'm...taking part in a research project at school so I have to be like this sometimes," I explained rather lamely.

Needless to say Dennis found that hard to believe until I produced the bottle of pills and the instruction sheet that we had been given when the drug was first doled out to us. The paperwork looked very official, and had the university logo on it and everything, so I think he was sort of convinced, although he kept glancing from the paperwork to my tits and back to the paperwork again. Of course I think he also just wanted to look at my tits so I don't know whether he was doing it for confirmation or not.

"I can't believe it's you. You're so fucking hot," Dennis finally announced when satisfied enough that I was telling the truth.

"Thanks. This is just the way I look when I'm a girl," I replied a little self-consciously.

"And you dress hot too," he added for good measure.

It was funny after all the things I had done in the nude in front of strangers but I suddenly felt like I should cover up or something.

"So what's up man?" I asked, brushing aside my concerns about modesty for the moment.

"Fuck dude, you know when I moved away I was dating that girl Katie Hoffler?"

"Sure, I remember her."

"Well, we've been keeping in touch these past two years. Nothing serious. A lot of texting, and we'd Skype sometimes. Neither one of us made any sort of a promise about not dating other people but I still had the impression that the door was open if we had a chance to get back together. So I decided I was going to come back to town for a couple of days and surprise her. I figured we'd go out and have a good time and see if the spark was still there. Instead I was the one who got the surprise," said Dennis sadly as he kind of slumped down on the side of my bed. "She told me she didn't have any kind of steady boyfriend but it turns out she's been dating this dude for a year and half and they're practically engaged."

"Wow, that's tough," I said,  feeling genuinely sorry for my friend. "I always thought you guys made a cute couple."

"And get this. The dude is 28, drives an Italian sports car, and works for some mortgage company or something pulling down serious bucks. How am I supposed to compete with that?" Dennis whined.

"I don't know that you are," I said as gently as possible, taking a seat next to him. "I mean two years is a long time to be apart. She's an attractive woman. There were bound to be guys sniffing around her all the time."

"Why didn't she tell me about him?"

"Fuck I don't know," I said with a shrug. "I guess she didn't want to hurt your feelings or didn't know how to tell you or something. Maybe she figured you'd meet someone new sooner or later and get serious with them, if you hadn't already. You probably should have warned her that you were thinking about dropping by for a visit."

"I know, I know, I know. It was such a dumb idea, but it seemed kind of romantic to me. You know I showed up on her doorstep with these flowers in my hand and everything and this dude answers the door wearing just his boxer shorts. I felt like the biggest loser in the world."

"Now don't say that," I said as I put a sympathetic arm on his shoulder. "It was a romantic idea. It just turned out to be a little too late for the gesture."

"I had a bottle of wine too, but I just ended up drinking that and then driving around the old neighborhood for a while."

"Probably not the best idea, but understandable under the circumstances," I commented.

"Then I realized that I was driving past your house and thought fuck, I need someone to talk to, so I came back here hoping you were home and here you are...the hottest chick I've ever seen in my life."

"Let's not get carried away," I said modestly, although I did appreciate the compliment.

"No, I mean it. It suits you man. You make a terrific girl. You got a boyfriend?"

"No, I told you, this is just a school thing. I only look like this occasionally," I said as I started to feel a little funny about this whole situation.

"How can I compete with a guy like that who's older and has money and a cool car and everything?"

"Forget about that. When you're his age you'll probably have money and a cool car too. And you've got lots of things to offer a woman," I tried to point out encouragingly.

"Like what?"

"Well, you're a cool guy to hang out with. You've got a good personality and you're not bad-looking actually.

"You really think so?" Dennis asked hopefully.

"Yeah. You've kind of filled out a bit since the last time I saw you. You're a fine figure of a man."

I really hadn't meant to say that or to make it sound quite as enthusiastic as I probably made it sound, especially since we were both sitting on my bed and my nipples were popping out of that little shirt like two bullets.

He gave me this look that was a mixture of pain, longing, and desire and my heart really went out to him. He had obviously been disappointed to discover that Katie had been in a serious relationship while kind of leading him on, and he had probably also been pretty deflated by seeing the older man she had chosen over him.

When he suddenly kissed me it took me by surprise, although maybe it shouldn't have.

"Dude, what are you doing?" I protested gently. "You know I'm not really a chick."

"Does that mean you don't like kissing guys?" he asked.

"Well, no, when I'm Emily I like kissing guys just fine. But doesn't it bother you that you know who I really am?"

"Not in the least," said Dennis as he kissed me again, more passionately this time, as we both fell back on the bed.


CHAPTER 14:

Dennis had actually changed quite a bit in the two years since I had seen him. He seemed a little taller and his shoulders were more broad. His skin had cleared up and it looked like he had been getting some exercise.

After we kissed a little more, lying on our sides, we both sat upright on the bed and I helped him take off his shirt. There really wasn't any need to take mine off so Dennis just pulled it up and exposed my breasts quite easily.

As he began to fondle my tits I realized that this was kind of the thing I had been thinking about for quite a while. I was with a man of my own choosing on my own free time. Obviously I hadn't been thinking about it being with someone I already knew, but that actually made it easier in a way. I didn't have to pretend with Dennis, and he would obviously know that there was no future in getting too heavily involved with someone who was only a temporary girl.

I figured this was probably a pretty impulsive thing for Dennis to be doing. He'd had his heart broken tonight, and he'd had a little too much to drink, and finding me looking like this must have been quite a shock. I think he must have had a lot of emotions churning inside him to be acting this bold and aggressive, although I had absolutely no idea what he was normally like with a woman.

As for me I was certainly horny from the porn and the warm up pussy rubbing, and I was definitely flattered that Dennis was so obviously attracted to me, but more than anything I think I wanted to make him feel better. He was an old friend who was having a rough night. His manhood had been bruised by being tossed aside for another man so the best thing for him was probably to just get right back in the saddle. Lucky for him I wasn't a difficult filly to ride.

Dennis was kind of sitting on his knees on top of the mattress so I just climbed into his lap, facing him, and we kissed some more with our bare chests pressed quite close together. My arms were around his neck and his were around my back and it turned out that Dennis was actually quite a good kisser. That was something else that I never would have known about my old pal.

I kept thinking that one of us would come to our senses and put a stop to this thing but it just didn't happen. I could feel the bulge in his pants and started wondering what his cock looked like. I might have caught a glimpse of it sometime, like in the showers at school or something, but it certainly wasn't erect at the time and I definitely wouldn't have been staring at it or anything.

Now my curiosity got the better of me and I slid out of his lap and unfastened his pants before tugging them off, with a little help from Dennis along the way. That left him in his underwear, and the bulge was now more of a tent pole. I hadn't expected anything special in the dick department but it was beginning to look like my old friend might be packing some serious meat.

As I yanked his shorts off I saw that my suspicions were correct as his pecker popped up and literally hit me in the face.

"Oh, wow," I said softly in amazement. "Did Katie Hoffler know how big your dick was?"

"Of course," Dennis chuckled in reply.

"Well that other dude must have one really nice car," I joked.

I was thinking about treating him to a nice blowjob but Denis had ideas of his own. He suddenly pushed me onto my back and yanked my pants off, much as I had just done to him. Then he scooted up so that he was pressed up against my side but slightly above me. As his hand slipped between my legs he fixed his gaze on me and I saw a kind of different look in his eyes. I don't know how to explain it, exactly, except that it was more confident and less pained, although it still showed a great deal of longing.

"You're so fucking gorgeous," he said as he worked my gash with his fingers.

"You didn't turn out so bad yourself," I replied, trying to keep things light but knowing that it was way too late for that.

"Why did you agree to take part in that study?" he suddenly asked.

"Oh, you know...for the grades. And I get paid for it too."

"So it wasn't because you secretly always wanted to be a woman or something?"

"No. Why would you say that?"

"Well, it's not something most guys would volunteer for unless they had some leanings that way, don't you think?" he replied.

"I don't know. I guess so. Maybe. Hell, you know me. You know I'm not gay."

"I'm not saying I ever thought you were gay, but you never know what's really going on in someone's head. You obviously like guys now so that's all that matters."

I wondered if I had ever done or said anything that made Dennis suspicious of my sexuality. I couldn't think of anything off the top of my head, but who knows? Or maybe having been somewhat emasculated by the older dude with the sports car it made him feel better to be emasculating me. If that was the case I didn't mind at all. I was so far past the point of trying to defend my manhood that I'd happily yield it to an old friend who needed an ego boost.

"You're right. The only thing that matters at the moment is that I find you attractive and I think you have a beautiful cock and I want you to fuck me with it and make me squeal."

A moment later my legs were pushed back up by my head and Dennis was lining his dick up with my slit. I could certainly handle a big cock but it still made me gasp when he slipped it in me. It's just such a weird sensation to insert large objects into such a tight little orifice.

Then he was fucking me and I realized that it was the first time I'd had sex with a man without getting paid for it. That made it feel different and kind of special, even though I had never fucked a guy that I didn't want to fuck, compensation or not. The fact that we were friends was kind of funky, but who says you can't fuck your friends?

Looking back on my relationship with Dennis I could never have imagined that I'd be on my back someday, with my legs pinned around my neck, while he plunged his massive throbbing erection inside me. We were just a couple of skinny teenagers who liked to play video games and talk about all the things we'd do to girls if we ever got the chance. Now I was the girl and Dennis was actually doing it to me and I thought it was just marvelous. This was sort of like playing a game too except without all that competitiveness. We each had a role to play and we were both quite well-equipped to play those roles.

He wasn't doing anything fancy, but with that cock he really didn't have to. As long as he kept it moving it was keeping me feeling good. Perhaps I even felt a little more than that because we had come together, quite by chance, but felt a strong attraction for one another in this new configuration. I felt bad for Dennis, but this definitely wasn't a pity fuck, and I think he probably still would have wanted to fuck me even if he had spent the whole evening getting his dick wet with Katie Hoffler.

"Do you like that baby?" Dennis asked as he started to give it to me a little harder.

"Yes I do. Your cock feels so good inside me," I told him truthfully.

It was funny to hear him call me "baby" but I was kind of used to that sort of thing by now. Guys were always calling me "babe" or "baby" or "honey" or something along those lines. It freaked me out a little, at first, but now I kind of liked it. I often said the same thing to them so I guess it's just what people say when they're being intimate, regardless of the nature of their relationship.

"Why didn't you look like this back in high school?" Dennis grunted. "Then I never would have hooked up with that bitch Katie Hoffler. You could have been my girlfriend."

I suppose I could have, if the circumstances had lined up just right, but knowing me I had a feeling that I probably would have become a snooty cheerleader and only gone out with the hottest jocks on campus. But maybe I would have been missing something by catering purely to my physical desires. Maybe I had been missing that now. Dennis was a cool guy, but I might never have given him a chance if I'd been a hot girl back in high school.

Because we were both guys in the same class who had some common interests we had become friends back then but who knows how much we might have interacted if I had been born female instead. It was funny thinking back to those days and trying to picture Dennis working up the nerve to invite me to a dance or something, or maybe even giving me my first kiss. Well we were long past those days now and Dennis didn't seem to have any trouble working up the nerve to kiss me...or shove his cock in my pussy for that matter.

Pretty soon Dennis was making me cum and all I could think about was how beautiful his eyes were as we stared at each other in the throes of passion. I guess he'd always had beautiful eyes but I just hadn't noticed before.

"Oh, fuck dude...you're making me cum so hard," I moaned.

"Well you're going to be doing the same for me real soon I promise you," he grunted back.

Mmmm...Dennis was going to cum inside me. That sounded so awesome, but what kind of a weird parallel universe was this anyway? I was just trying to cheer him up but man, things had escalated quickly. He had gotten between my legs quicker than some of the guys I had been paid to fuck. Once he started kissing me it was just game on.

"Oh, fuck...fuck yeah...fuck yeah..." Dennis growled with each spasm of his cock as it erupted inside me.

I could picture his sperm pumping into my body and it made me swoon with pleasure.

"That's it baby...give it to me...give me your hot juicy cum," I pleaded soothingly as he did just that before I pulled him down on top of me for some more frantic kisses.

"God, I don't know what got into me," said Dennis as he wiped some sweat from his brow.

"Well I know what got into me and I must say that I liked it," I replied. "Now you just rest up a little, honey, and then you can get it into me again as soon as you're ready. I'm not letting you drive anywhere in your condition so I think you'll just have to spend the night here."


CHAPTER 15:

It was different making love to someone by choice, even if it had been sort of a funky act of random chance and opportunity. And it was the first time I'd ever spent the night with a man and actually did it in bed. I kind of liked the time in between erections where we just sort of nuzzled or chatted casually. It felt more like a collaborative process instead of a performance where I was expected to prove my worth by getting some designated guy off. I'm not really trying to knock what I did for a living, but I was noticing some subtle differences between that and what I was experiencing with Dennis.

His second erection of the night went straight into my mouth because...well...why not? I figured that a cock that looked that good probably tasted good too and I was right about that. Even his cum tasted especially nice to me, although I would be hard pressed to explain exactly why that was so.

Dennis was only in town for a couple of days but fortunately it was a rare weekend where I didn't have anything scheduled so I was able to spend all of that time with him as Emily. I realized that I was basically just filling in for Katie but that was okay. It was nice to wake up in the arms of a man I had made love to all night, and to hang out with an old friend I hadn't seen in a long time, who also just happened to have a fantastic cock that stuffed me to the gills. I was getting my first taste of what it might be like to have a boyfriend and it tasted pretty sweet. Well, a lot of it tasted kind of salty but you know what I mean.

I was kind of sad when Dennis had to go home but I knew it was for the best in the long run. I knew that he couldn't really be my boyfriend any more than any other guy couldn't be my boyfriend so it was better not to drag things out and make it even harder to say goodbye.

"Promise you'll keep in touch," said Dennis as he held me tightly in his arms.

"As Marty, sure, but you shouldn't count on anything from Emily. She doesn't really exist so it would be pointless to get your hopes up. This is just a school thing and it's temporary and most of the time I'm my old self. And don't do that surprise visit thing. If you're coming by give me some warning and let me see what I can do," I cautioned him.

"But you like me, don't you?" he asked hopefully.

"Of course I like you. I've always liked you," I replied.

"I mean, when you're a girl you like me as a guy."

"I thought I had made that pretty obvious," I chuckled.

"Then we will see each other again. I think it's meant to be."

I shook my head at his romantic foolishness and kissed him goodbye before finally prying him away and sending him home. If fate had decreed that he be the first lover I took by choice so be it. It was hard to see any possible way that anything more than that was part of my destiny or something.

I was kind of glad that Dennis hadn't pressed me for a lot of details about my so-called research project. I didn't really want him knowing how I whored myself out to student athletes. I had just been lucky to have an open schedule at the exact moment he popped back into my life. Hmm...maybe there was some fate working there too because that didn't happen very often.

It was fun, and kind of funny, to picture myself actually dating Dennis, maybe even becoming his girlfriend. It would sort of be like old times but with a sexual twist. Of course if I stayed with the squad I'd have access to those pills for a few more years so maybe Dennis and I could have some sort of a long distance romance. It might be kind of fun to have someone to masturbate with over the Internet and he wasn't so far away that occasional visits would be out of the question, schedule permitting.

In the meantime I had to get back to my boring classes and my far less boring job. I was kind of extra excited about that because I was probably going to have my first interracial experience as I would be giving my first solo tour to a terrific black basketball prospect, who would also get the full private party treatment with some of the team later.

I knew all the clichés about black men having huge cocks but I wasn't all that concerned about that. It was just kind of cool and edgy and way outside of my rather sheltered suburban upbringing.

The tour seemed to go well, especially since the kid, DeAndre, wasn't accompanied by any family members on this trip, so I got to flash a lot of cleavage and bent over a few times for emphasis, as well as discretely touching him every chance that I got.

He was tall, which wasn't surprising since he was a basketball player, but it also looked like he was pretty jacked, which was just the icing on the cake. I think I did everything I could to make the tour as exciting as possible, but it would be the party where he would really see how much his skills were desired by the team.

Having been his tour guide I was also his escort to the party but no one had given me any specific instructions aside from when and where to deliver the young man. The setup was pretty much the same as it had been for the football recruit, with a large hotel suite and porn on the TV. From there Karen took over and introduced DeAndre to some of his potential future teammates and they actually seemed interested in having a conversation with him before getting down to anything dirty so I just kind of stood there nursing a beer while waiting for something to happen.

“Come on, our guest of honor wants both of us,” Karen whispered to me as she took my hand and led me to one of the bedrooms.

Once we were there Karen kissed me and told me to strip down to my underwear. As I took off my clothes she did as well and then we got on the bed and started kissing some more. After a few minutes the door opened and DeAndre came in and took a seat in a chair. Apparently Karen and I were going to put on a little show for him, which was more than fine by me.

“Don’t mind me ladies, just keep doing what you’re doing,” said DeAndre.

Karen took off my bra and started playing with my tits so I did the same to her. Her boobs weren’t as big as mine but they were super firm and looked so great on her fit body. After rubbing our knockers together we got out of our panties and Karen pushed me on my back as she sat on my face. I started licking her pussy and pretty soon I felt the bed bounce and realized that DeAndre must have gotten tired of watching and decided to join us. My assumption was confirmed a moment or two later when I felt strong hands grabbing my hips and a big cock plunging into my gash.

Even though I was having sex with two other people I really couldn’t see a damn thing with Karen’s cunt smothering my face but I sure as hell felt aroused. I had desperately wanted to fuck Karen and now I was getting to do that while also taking some BBC up my snatch so I was almost giddy with lust.

We did some flipping around so that Karen had a chance to lick my pussy while DeAndre boned her from behind and then for the grand finale Karen and I tag-teamed him orally until our guest of honor blew his load all over our faces.

I was impressed by DeAndre’s stamina and restraint. I don’t think most 18-year-old boys fresh out of high school would have been able to hold out so long with two hot college coeds but he’d probably had a lot more practice with this sort of thing than the average guy his age and he was obviously in fantastic physical shape.

Apparently DeAndre had worked up a thirst because he just pulled his pants on and walked back out to the party shirtless while Karen and I remained on the bed.

“That was fun,” I said.

“I agree. We should get back to the party but I don’t think anyone will miss us if we hang out here a little longer...if you want to that is,” said Karen with a sly grin.

“I think you know I want to,” I said as I put my arms around her neck and kissed her deeply.

We had both gotten off while fooling around with DeAndre and we got each other off again once we were alone and then it was time to get dressed and go back to work. We were on the clock after all.


CHAPTER 16:

I was a very confused young lady...man...person. I loved being a girl and tried to spend as much time being female as possible. And I loved my job, even though I was a prostitute. And I loved having sex with men, although I had thoroughly enjoyed having sex with Karen. And I loved the time I had spent with Dennis, even when we weren’t having sex, and I had been thinking about him quite a bit. Unfortunately I was a man, which I didn’t love so much these days, which made it difficult for me to feel very good about my future.

When I took the job it seemed like the hard part would be having to turn into a girl who was available for sex with men but that seemed crazy to me now. I had the time of my life being Emily no matter what I was doing and when I was forced to be my “real” self I was always looked forward to my next chance to be female again.

I had lied to Dennis about my gender changing being part of a test study but I wondered whether that might be possible. Bill Collins had told me when I interviewed for my job that the gender changing pill had been developed on campus as part of a scientific research project. Perhaps those scientists would be interested in my experiences as a woman. Perhaps they’d even be interested in studying the long term effects on someone using their pill like say...maybe for the rest of my life?

I knew that if I was going to speak to anyone on campus about the scientific aspects of the pill I had been taking I would have to go through Bill Collins. When I told him I had something I wanted to discuss with him he suggested we discuss it over dinner, which sounded kind of like a date, but that was okay with me. I had been attracted to Bill from the start and I knew he was attracted to me so if we ended up mixing business with pleasure that sounded pretty fun.

Having never actually been on a date with a man I was kind of nervous. I had escorted guys around the campus and ridden with them to parties and whatnot but I had never been in a one-on-one situation with a guy, except for with Dennis, which I didn’t really count as dating since we were just old friends hanging out who happened to now have sex.

Bill looked quite dapper in a suit and I had on my best dress so I thought we made a cute couple despite the age difference. I was actually kind of excited by the idea of being with an older man for some reason and had even fantasized about a couple of my teachers.

“So let me get this straight,” said Bill once I had outlined my thoughts. “You like being female so much that you’re interested in becoming a woman full time?”

“Probably sounds pretty crazy, but yeah,” I said.

“That could create some problems for us as far as your job is concerned. Karen is the only member of the squad who’s actually female and she was sort of grandfathered in. The idea that you don’t legally exist as a woman is what helps protect us. If that were to change I don’t know whether we’d be able to keep you on the squad,” said Bill.

“I can keep a secret,” I said.

“I’m sure you can but we’re paying you as a man named Marty so it’s for your own protection as well,” Bill pointed out. “As long as Emily doesn’t really exist there’s no connecting any of her actions to you. But if you actually became Emily then the university would be paying you for services that neither of us would ever want revealed.”

I could see the point. The falseness of my female identity was what made the whole thing work. I didn’t even know if the science people would be able or willing to help me become a woman full time but it seemed like if I did I would probably have to give up my job on the squad.

It seemed like it would be best for me to talk to someone in the research department first to see if I even had any options, and Bill agreed to set that up. Having gotten our business out of the way the evening turned to pleasure and I found myself back at Bill’s apartment, making out with him on the couch.

The ethics of our being together were certainly questionable but since I was basically working as a prostitute for the university neither one of us was exactly in a position to be claiming the moral high ground about anything. I’d had a wonderful time at diner with Bill so when he invited me back to his place I didn’t hesitate to accept. Soon I was out of my dress and Bill pulled my bra down so that he could get at my boobs more quickly and I knew it wouldn’t be too long before I had his cock inside me at last.

Bill, the older man, certainly knew how to touch me. Young guys tended to just grab and squeeze but Bill knew how to handle my breasts in a way that was much more comfortable and erotic as well. Everybody liked to play with my tits but Bill made it seem more like an art form.

“Do you do this with all the girls on the squad?” I asked.

“No, definitely not,” he replied.

“Have you ever done it with Karen?”

“Yes, a couple of times. Not recently though,” he said.

“So why me?” I pressed.

“Because you’re special. Being female isn’t just a job to you. And it’s not just a kinky thrill. Becoming Emily was an awakening for you, wasn’t it?”

“Yes,” I admitted softly.

“You discovered the woman that was inside you. The woman you were meant to be.”

“Yes,” I repeated.

“I think that’s very beautiful and wonderful and it makes me feel better about the program. Lots of guys discover that being on the squad can be a lot of fun but you’re the first one to discover that being a woman is who you really are. It makes everything seem more worthwhile,” said Bill as he nuzzled my neck.

“Oh, God...it makes me feel so good hearing you talk like that. I’m so afraid that everyone I know would think I’m some kind of a freak if they knew how I felt,” I said.

“It doesn’t matter what other people think. You have to do whatever feels right to you.”

Bill took me to his bed and placed me on my back and I was swooning as he entered me. I felt so womanly and mature being in an older man’s bedroom and making love slowly and passionately. It wasn’t like Bill didn’t have the vigor of a younger man but he had the patience and experience to know that he didn’t have to sprint for the finish line. His every move seemed calculated to bring me the most pleasure possible.

Of all the things I had experienced as a woman this was the highlight so far. He didn’t just make me feel good he made me feel good about myself and my choices, which probably seems like a really strange thing since he was the man who had hired me to be a prostitute but since I didn’t feel any shame about that I could just focus on how happy I was being female.

I know I probably emphasize the sexual aspects of being a woman too much but damn...I really do love the feeling of a man inside my body. Nothing feels more warm and snug and perfect than being filled by a hard cock. And Bill was filling me so expertly that I felt like I was in heaven.

After we finished the first time I was delighted that he wanted me to spend the night. I hadn’t really expected that but I was certainly in no hurry to leave. Just lying in his arms watching a sports highlight show was almost as nice as fucking but we did plenty of that too before we called it a night.

It wasn’t difficult at all to be attracted to an older man like Bill but I had wondered whether there would be some awkwardness in the non-sexual communication side of things but nothing could have been further from the truth. I felt really comfortable hanging out with him and it seemed like he felt the same way too, which he confirmed when he told me that he would really like to see me again.

“I’d really like that too,” I replied with a smile. “I think you’re a pretty terrific guy.”

I knew nothing about dating men so I had no idea whether he really meant it or was just being polite but I knew I had a little crush on the man and couldn’t wait for a chance to see him again.


CHAPTER 17:

Bill had spoken to someone in the Science Department about my situation so they already had some preliminary information about me when I went to speak with them. I was taken to an office where I met with a researcher named Debbie. I was kind of surprised to be seated across from a pretty young woman instead of some gray haired guy with glasses who looked more like what I pictured a scientist looking like but it actually made it a little easier to talk about what I was there to talk about.

“First off you should know that what we do with the Athletics Department is not a very popular subject around here,” Debbie began. “That pill wasn’t designed for recreational use, it’s intended to help people with serious gender issues as an alternative to traditional surgical procedures. The reversible nature of the medication makes it an ideal way for people to explore transitioning prior to making a full commitment to gender reassignment.”

“Well I can certainly attest to its effectiveness in that respect,” I said.

“Funding a project like this, especially one that has politically controversial aspects, is no easy task. Funding college athletics, on the other hand, is usually a very high priority at universities. Sharing our technology with the Athletics Department has provided us with much needed funding but a lot of people here feel like we’ve made a deal with the devil,” said Debbie.

“Look, I can appreciate that, and I admit that I got into this purely as a job opportunity, but that pill has changed my whole life. I didn’t know that I wanted to change my gender until I experienced living as a woman and now that I do know I know who I really am,” I told her as sincerely as I could. “Please don’t hold it against me that I discovered this while working for the Athletics Department.”

“Actually your case is a very interesting development. So far all of our research has been done with people who were seeking to transition from the start. The fact that you took the pill with no preconceived idea of changing your gender identity and now wish to transition is something that we are very interested in studying. It’s a variable that we hadn’t really seriously considered,” said Debbie.

Apparently they looked at my situation as some sort of potential “side effect” of the drug which needed to be examined. I could picture the warning label on the bottle reading “may cause uncontrollable desire to suck cock” or “may lead to obsessive interest in shoes” and wanted to laugh but this was all very serious business so I kept those jokes to myself.

The good news for me was that I had a potential path to full-time womanhood but I would probably have to give up my place on the squad. I would also have to go through a lot of psychological analysis while the researchers tried to figure out whether the pill had “turned me” transgender or whether it had simply triggered something that already existed inside me.

Basically I would be switching from one program to another. Instead of being a party girl paid by the university to entertain athletic recruits I would be a test subject paid by the university to be part of a research project. The big difference was that when the research project ended I would walk away as a woman instead of a man. As much as I hated to quit the squad the research project offered me what I really wanted most.

Of course entering that project meant that I would have to come out of the closet, as it were, and reveal my gender identity switch publicly, which was something I hadn’t had to face before when I was just secretly popping pills in my spare time and fucking recruits. Since I’d still be switching back and forth at the beginning of the research project I wouldn’t have to come out right away so I decided to hold off on that bit of news for a little longer.

Leaving the squad meant taking away my steady stream of guaranteed sex but I had a feeling that I wouldn’t be hurting for company, even if I had to round it up on my own. For one thing Bill seemed relieved that we could date without me being part of the Athletics Department anymore. That had been kind of a gray area but now we were free to do as we liked.

It also meant that I was free to date athletes at the school. I wouldn’t get paid for it anymore but that was okay. I had made some friends on the teams who might be interested in going out with me once I was just any other female student on campus.

Karen and the girls threw me a farewell party, which was as raunchy and debauched as you could probably imagine and I felt bad about leaving that group but it wasn’t like I was moving away or switching schools.

The psychological stuff was a little weird at first because I’d never been to any sort of an analyst before but the doctor was a very nice lady who just wanted me to talk about my childhood and my upbringing and how the pill made me feel about things. Since I did most of the talking I was never sure if I was giving them the information they wanted but they kept having me come back for sessions so I figured I must be saying something of value to them.

I was still going to school as Marty Patterson but was encouraged to spend as much time as Emily as possible. Since I still hadn’t told my parents what I was doing I had to continue hiding my little secret by changing out in my room and then sneaking off if I wanted to go somewhere. I had all the pills I wanted so I could change back and forth freely but I was beginning to feel like I should probably let my family know what I was up to so that they could get used to the female me and so that I could spend more time openly being a girl.

Fortunately Bill was very supportive. Obviously he enjoyed having sex with a hot younger woman but he was very much in my corner and always supported and encouraged me. Best of all he always made me feel like a woman, which is what I desperately needed as I continued to bounce back and forth between genders.

One of the things I especially enjoyed with Bill was watching old tapes of him from his playing days. He had been a linebacker at the university, and a very good one, and it was thrilling to watch him burst through the line on a blitz and take down the quarterback or plug up a gap and stop the running attack. An injury in his senior year had ended his hopes of a pro career but he had gone into coaching and then into administration and still had a fantastic body. I liked Bill as a man but being the athlete groupie that I was it only made him all the more attractive in my eyes.

What I really loved about being a woman sexually was the feeling of giving myself to a man, or being taken. Those moments where I would be on my back with my legs open or on my hands and knees waiting to be penetrated were thrilling. When I presented my pussy to Bill I knew the invitation would be accepted and that in a few moments we would be locked in the most exquisite embrace possible. I suppose that’s why I also enjoyed sucking cock so much. It was just in my nature to be the receptacle and there was nothing better than pleasing a man with whatever means I had at my disposal.

At first I was a little reluctant to tell my analyst things like that because it was kind of embarrassing but after a while I discovered how liberating it was to be totally honest about my feelings and emotions. It didn’t even matter which body I was in at the moment, I knew that I was a woman and that I loved men, and one man in particular, and I couldn’t wait for the day when it would be permanent and official.


CHAPTER 18:

Dennis had gotten back together with Katie Hoffler, which made things a little easier for me because I was moving more and more towards a pretty serious relationship with Bill. It was kind of funny that I was this hot co-ed surrounded by college studs but I was spending most of my free time with an older man. Of course I had sucked and fucked so much student cock already that I didn’t really feel like I was “wasting” my prime college sex years by gravitating towards a more mature relationship.

But what was the “end game” of that relationship I wondered. Bill was a terrific guy but there was that age difference and I still had the bulk of my college career in front of me. My parents might come to accept the idea that I was planning on transitioning into their daughter but I didn’t think they would ever accept the idea of me dropping out of school to shack up with an older man, not that Bill had even hinted at such a thing.

So much was happening so quickly that it was kind of hard for it all to sink in. First I found a job that let me fulfill my dreams of being some part of a big school’s athletic department but that job required me to become a woman whenever I was working, and my work was essentially escorting/prostitution when you got right down to it but I ended up loving it and loving being a woman in general. There had been so many surprise discoveries with just that part of the story that it would be hard to wrap my head around all of it but that had only been the beginning.

Somehow I had already given up that cool job and taken a new one as a scientific test subject, committed to spending the rest of my life as a woman, had spontaneous sex with one of my old friends, fallen in love with a older man who used to be my direct supervisor at work and still hadn’t figured out how I was going to break the news to my family. That seemed like a whole lot of big life stuff to be cramming into just a few months.

Fortunately I felt so damn good about myself that it made it easier to roll with punches. Sometimes I would stumble into the bathroom only half awake and stand at the toilet fumbling for my dick before I realized it wasn’t there, or my boobs would get in the way of something, but that was just a mechanical force of habit. I was becoming more and more familiar with my new body all the time and more and more comfortable with the new routines that went with being female.

Through it all Bill was there, comforting and supporting me every step of the way. His maturity was a real rock of stability that I was leaning on more and more and I could really begin to picture us sharing a life together. It seemed so funny to look back now at the day we met where I was a young man applying for a somewhat vague job within a college athletic department. Although I came out of that interview knowing that I was going to be messing around with my gender I still could never have foreseen the possibility that the man interviewing me might someday become my husband. That was probably just as well because of I had known that back then I probably would have run from that office as fast as my legs could have carried me.

For some reason being a man, being thought of as a man, being seen as a man seemed so incredibly important back then. Now I realized it was just a label and another box that society wanted to stuff me in to keep everything neat and tidy. Don’t question, don’t think, don’t feel just stay in your lane. Thank goodness something inside me made me take the leap of faith and allowed me to step into a new world, one that continued to surprise and delight me seemingly by the hour.


AUTHOR’S NOTES:

I started writing this one quite a long time ago after reading some articles about college sports programs that were getting in trouble for the use of “hospitality girls” to lure potential recruits to join the program. It was a bit of a scandal at the time but like most scandals involving major college sports it kind of fizzled pretty quickly. The money, power, and influence backing major collegiate sports programs is astonishing and people will go to any length to protect the image of the program no matter how many laws or rules are broken, ethics are ignored, or human lives are destroyed in the process. It seemed to me that if there really was a way to minimize the risk of exposure by having men turn into hospitality girls who didn’t really exist it would happen in the blink of an eye so my story came to life.
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I’ve recently started trying to establish some kind of more substantial social media presence. What I’m really hoping for is to get people to engage and communicate with me so that I can better understand what my readers want to see in the future. And I would like to use things like my blog as an outlet for some of my other artistic endeavors that I hope you will find entertaining and stimulating.

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

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

http://staceyzackerly.blogspot.com

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

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


NEW VIDEOS!

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

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

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

Not Really Me

No Turning Back Now

The New Roommate

Only One Exit

Pink and Blue

The Ultimate Punishment

The Role of a Lifetime

Buried Treasure

The Halloween Party

The Fairy Godmother

In the Name of Science

Second Time Around

Buried Treasure 2: Secrets and Longings

The Dude Ranch

Becoming Penelope

At the Crossroad

Rejuvenation

Rotation

All for the Best

The Slut Squad

Girl of my Dreams

Weekend Woman

Try Before You Buy

Reform School

A Christmas Karol

Pinup Girl

Weekend Woman 2

The Project

The Stand-In

The Experiment

Welcome to the Club

Chemistry

Trans Travel, Inc.

Metamorphosis

Star Power

The Castle

Just Enough Magic

A Happy Accident

The Unlikely Princess

Cheerleader Camp

Corporate Takeover

Stress Relief

Business as Usual

Destiny

The Hitchhiker

Going to the Mat

Paying the Price

Where There's A Will

Transplendent Resorts

The Girl Next Door

The Initiate

Max

Stand-In Bride

Turnabout Is Fair Play

Last Minute Christmas Swapping

Is This Real?

Sharing It All

Getting the Job Done

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

My Lucky Day

The Mistress

Following In My Son's Footsteps

Taking A Break

No Place Like Home

The Chastity Belt

A Cozy Arrangement

Bewitching

Exclusive Membership

Office Politics

Santa's Helper

The Comeback

Photographic Memory

Think Pink

Getting Even

You First

The New Cougar

Greener Grass

The Proxy Girlfriend

The Unknown Planet

Topsy-Turvy Halloween

No Rules

Secret Santa

Answering the Call

The Surprise of My Life

Higher Education

A Friend In Need

Swap Island

Bikini Season

The Vacation Club

The Partnership

Beating the Odds

Full Membership

Wake Up Call

A Magical Christmas

New Year’s Resolution

The Lottery

The Narrator

Never Too Late

Undercover Girl

Let’s Party!

The Summer We Swapped Places

Getting Schooled

Work Before Play

Ghostly Girl

Snowed Under

It’s Not Such A Bad Life

From Top to Bottom

The Flapper

The Romance Readers

The Wallflower

Crushing It

The Summer Job

Finally Getting It Right

Don’t Bet On It

The Big Shakeup

How I Became a Goth Girl

My Last Mission

Candi and the Wicked Elf

My Side Hustle

The Swapping Club

Recasting

Farm Girl

My Surprise Awakening

I’m Game!
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