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CHAPTER 1:

When the first reports started coming in it was hard to take them seriously. Somebody on some remote island somewhere was claiming that a young man had spontaneously turned into a woman. I saw the story on the Internet but I didn’t buy it. It was ridiculous, as many things you read on the Internet tend to be. Then some more stories started popping up and I suspected it was some kind of orchestrated prank or simply people picking up the gag and running with it. There are people who spread misinformation for evil purposes and people who do it for fun. They like to see how much attention they can get and how far their bogus claims can get.

Before QAnon came along there was a left-wing Italian art group known collectively as Luther Blissett back in the 1990’s, who took their name from an English footballer from a decade earlier. The group created countless media hoaxes and what we would call “flash mob” events that created chaos as more and more people began to believe that what they were hearing was the truth. Then they published a best selling novel called Q about a subversive heretic in the 16th century who is pursued by a Papist called “Q” who uses disinformation and manipulates facts to discredit the heretic and thwart his rebellion. Many people believe that the creators of QAnon were influenced and inspired by the novel and even appropriated the name for their own mythological leader.

In any case the truth can be hard to come by in this modern world and when a story sounds outrageous it’s very easy to dismiss with a grain of salt. But the story just kept gaining traction. Cases were being reported all over the world and by all kinds of news outlets. Then it was announced that a Scandinavian prince had miraculously become a princess over night and things started getting a bit heavy.

A power hitting outfielder for the New York Yankees became a woman and Yankees fans blamed the Red Sox for “spiking his drink” or using some other means to sabotage their rival. Other professional and college athletes suddenly turned female, as well as other celebrities. Things had basically reached the point where it was impossible to deny that something strange was happening all over the world.

Once it became apparent that men were actually turning into women the focus shifted to the question of why this was happening. An asteroid had been traveling relatively close to the Earth recently and some people jumped on that as a possible explanation. Perhaps it wasn’t just an asteroid but some sort of craft from another planet that had sinister intentions. Religious nuts claimed it was a sign of the Apocalypse or the logical result of allowing LGBTQ topics to be discussed in schools. Fox News claimed it was because of low testosterone levels and suggested that men tan their balls. Pod-casters started pitching snake oil remedies that would “cure” the disease if you just took enough of it over a long enough period of time...promo code MANLY.

Science was understandably befuddled. It was all happening so fast and in so many places that new data was coming in all the time but practical research couldn’t start without more hard evidence and actual case-by-case study.

A pattern did seem to be emerging. It was mostly younger males who were being “infected” with the youngest reported case being 14 and the oldest being 26. Other than age there didn’t appear to be any particular demographic similarities. People of all ethnic backgrounds and socioeconomic conditions were susceptible. It was happening in densely populated areas and in the most remote corners of the globe.

As a 21-year-old male college student it was hard not to be a little nervous. The randomness of the thing meant it could strike anywhere and the spontaneous nature suggested that it would strike without warning. For most people it seemed to happen during their sleep so there was suddenly a feeling of trepidation whenever I put my head on a pillow.

I don’t think I really believed it would happen to me but then one morning my worst fears came true as I woke up and discovered that I had become a woman.


CHAPTER 2:

Although I had three roommates I had the luxury of staying in a large on-campus apartment suite where each of us had our own bedroom that opened up to the common areas of the apartment. It took a lot of coordination and cooperation to keep things running smoothly but the privacy of being able to go into your own room and shut the door made it all worthwhile.

The morning I turned female I at least had some alone time to let the shock sink in and to try to process what had just happened to me without immediately having to confront my roommates. We had definitely discussed the possibility that it could happen to one of us but mostly in a jokey way, suggesting that it would be great to have a “house slut” on hand to keep everybody happy.

I have to admit that I joined in with the lewd jokes and crass comments, which I now felt quite ashamed about. And while I certainly didn’t think that any of my roommates would ever try to force themselves on me it was still a little scary to think about being the only girl in a room with three horny college guys.

Fortunately it was a school day and I knew that my roommates would all soon be heading for their classes so I stayed in my room checking the college web page for any information about what to do in case you were afflicted with this malady. I was relieved to find that the school had set up a resource center already so I had somewhere to go to report my condition.

Once I was certain everyone had left the apartment I finally headed for the bathroom and got my first really good look at my new self. It was a very weird sensation to say the least. I had a pretty face, nice tits, and a cute butt that stuck out in back. As horrified as I was by the reality that this was my new body it was hard not to admire it a little. I looked like the kind of girl that I would want to date but would probably be too shy to actually ask out.

After finishing in the bathroom I had to figure out what to wear to go over to the resource center. Although it was a nice sunny day I opted for baggy jeans and a sweatshirt to try and cover my curvy new frame. At the time it didn’t occur to me that nobody would recognize me anyway so there was no need to try and hide the fact that I was a girl but I was just so ashamed I guess I was pretty desperate to conceal the fact.

When I got to the resource center I discovered that the name sounded grander than the reality. It was basically just a room with a counselor sitting behind a desk taking down information. I was ushered to a seat in front of the desk and asked to present my identification.

“You do realize that we can verify your identity using fingerprints and DNA,” said the counselor rather sternly.

“Ah, sure, that makes sense,” I replied.

“We’ve already had a number of pranksters in here,” the counselor commented.

“Why would anybody want to do that?” I asked.

The counselor, Ms. Crabtree, just rolled her eyes and continued.

“So you claim to be Leonard Patrick Sloan, a junior enrolled in this institution?”

“Yes, that’s who I am...or at least who I was until this morning. I guess I don’t look much like a Leonard at the moment,” I replied.

“Have you experienced any unusual physical or health problems lately? Headaches, stomach problems, chest pain, shortage of breath?”

“Not really. I got kind of hung over after a party the other day but that’s not unusual for me,” I joked.

Ms. Crabtree gave me an icy stare. She was obviously not in the mood for jokes.

“This is a rather detailed questionnaire that the government is requesting that all victims complete to assist in compiling an accurate database. You can fill it out here or you can take it with you and bring it back when it’s completed,” said Ms. Crabtree as she handed me some papers.

“So what am I supposed to do? See a doctor, stay at home until they find a cure, keep going to class like normal?” I asked.

“At the moment we are advising that you continue with your normal activities as much as possible. We are in the process of developing a support center that can adequately address the many concerns and issues that students like you will need to address going forward with your new identities. Unfortunately this situation has come up so suddenly and so unexpectedly that we’re a little behind in our ability to provide much support at this time.”

“So how many other students are like me?” I asked.

“We have about 27 other cases reported at the moment,” said the counselor, “but there are more coming in all the time and we don’t know whether everyone has reported it yet or not. In the meantime I can give you this card that acknowledges that you have undergone an involuntary gender change should any confusion arise over discrepancies between your photo ID and your current physical appearance,” said Ms. Crabtree as she handed me a little piece of cardboard that had obviously been hastily designed and printed.

“So do I still sign my name Leonard Sloan and go to class as if nothing had happened to me? And like, what bathroom do I use? What about the locker room? Am I a guy with a girl’s body or a girl?” I asked.

“Please understand that we’re just trying to get some protocols established that are consistent with other agencies and institutions. Frankly the government has been very slow to respond to this emergency and the information we’ve received has been conflicting at times. As far as your gender identification we are leaving that up to the individual student. If you feel more comfortable continuing to live with your male identity, despite the obvious physical changes to your appearance, that is up to you. Equally if you feel more comfortable identifying as female that is also your choice. No one is sure yet whether this is a temporary condition or not so there’s the possibility that you could wake up tomorrow in your old body so until we have more information we don’t want to promote extreme measures. I assure you that we’re all working as quickly as we can to find the best way to deal with this unfortunate situation.”

I came away feeling a little confused and depressed. I couldn’t really blame them for not having a plan of action in place for something this unthinkable but it also kind of bothered me that it was thought of as a disease, or a malady, or an affliction. She had referred to me as a “victim” which felt kind of strange. It was hard enough not to wallow in self-pity so getting kind of cold shoulder response didn’t help my frame of mind.

I was at least encouraged by the idea that this might be temporary but as far as I knew there had been no reported cases of anyone suddenly switching back yet. Of course this whole thing had just unfolded over a period of about two weeks so it was probably too early too tell much of anything yet.

At least I wasn’t alone on campus dealing with this and the fact that it was a worldwide phenomenon meant that it wouldn’t be as freaky as it would have been if I was the only one this happened to. Hopefully there would be some pressure on the government to work quickly to get to the bottom of this affair.

In the meantime I just trudged back to my room to look over the questionnaire and to try and figure out how I was going to handle the situation on a daily basis.


CHAPTER 3:

The questionnaire got into some pretty personal questions like:

Have you ever watched gay pornography?

Have you ever dressed in women’s clothing?

Have you ever had erotic fantasies about being a woman?

Have your sexual urges changed?

Have you masturbated as a woman yet?

Have you experienced an orgasm yet?

Would you be interested in giving birth?

It was a lot of shit that I wasn’t crazy about discussing with the government, although it clearly stated that the submissions would be anonymous, although one could hardly just assume that was the truth. Anyway if giving them information helped them to figure things out than I was wise to contribute.

The next question on my mind was how to present myself in public. I could dress like a man, continue to call myself Leonard, and act as if nothing had happened or I could create a new female identity for myself, at least for the time being, and try to live like a “normal” woman as much as possible.

Remaining Leonard was a move of defiance. I’d be stating that I was still a man, despite my perky tits and pretty face, and that I refused to surrender my manhood without a fight. That would hopefully show that I valued my masculinity and that I wasn’t going to be forced into feminization by some cruel trick of nature. Of course that would mean showering with the boys after gym class or swimming topless in male trunks which would certainly attract a lot of unwanted attention.

The “safer” route was to assimilate with the co-eds and try to blend in as much as possible. Choose a more feminine name, wear girlish clothes, and act like I was just another gal on campus. Of course I didn’t know anything about being a girl and feminine hygiene crap or applying makeup but I figured I could probably figure that stuff out fairly quickly.

Both choices seemed to have their pros and cons and a lot depended on how likely it was that this female thing would just wear off or how soon science could come up with a way to reverse the process. If we were talking about a couple of weeks I’d probably opt to remain male and just stay out of the showers for a while. That way nobody would have thought that I had gone “sissy” and they would hopefully respect me for it.

On the other hand if we were talking about a prolonged, even possibly indefinite period of being stuck in this body, one would have to consider the idea that living as a man in a female body might not make much sense. If I was destined to be a woman maybe it would best to simply accept my fate and try to adapt to it as quickly as I could. The thought of being a lesbian wasn’t so bad, and they had those strap on dildos you could get if I wanted to do my old penetration thing.

To the college population, and the world at large, dressing as a woman would seem totally natural, especially if I went by a different name. It would be the people in my more immediate circle of friends and family that would have the hardest time dealing with the change. That reminded me that I needed to call my parents and tell them what had happened, but I also needed to address the fact that my roommates would be filtering back in throughout the day and that I wouldn’t be able to avoid them forever.

I decided to chicken out as much as I could and took a picture of the card they had given me at the resource center, printed a copy of it, and stuck it on the refrigerator where I knew it was likely to be seen. Then I got the hell out of my room and went for a drive. I had no desire to go to any of my classes that day, and I didn’t think anyone would blame me for that.

What would I call myself if I decided to adopt a female name? Lenna? Leonora? Elena? Maybe something completely different. Most people didn’t choose their name they just had it handed to them by their parents. Although I was used to it by now I don’t think I would have chosen Leonard if I’d had a say in it. Something like Cliff or Tyler might have been cool. Tyler Sloan had a ring to it whereas Leonard Sloan always made me feel like the nerdy kid who took cello lessons...which sadly I was.

Maybe a cool new name to go along with my hot new body would be kind of an image booster. I liked alliteration so I thought about names beginning with an S. Sandra...Shelly...Sharon...Sharon Sloan, that kind of clicked. It sounded a lot like Sharon Stone, which was fine with me because I had been in love with her ever since seeing her flash her beaver in that old 90’s film Basic Instinct. She was a cool blonde with a no nonsense attitude that was sexy as hell. And she really rocked shorter hair, which was good because mine wasn’t very long and I had no idea how long it would take to grow something past my shoulders.

As I was passing a Target store I thought it would be fun just to pop in and browse the female clothing section. There was no harm in looking even if I didn’t decide to buy anything. It felt funny just walking through the aisles that had bras hanging everywhere but no one seemed to be paying me the slightest attention. College kids often wore pretty frumpy clothes when they were just hanging out being casual so I probably looked like my attire was some sort of fashion statement.

I really liked that white mini-dress that Sharon Stone wore in the movie. It was tight, sleeveless, and had kind of a turtleneck top. Unfortunately I didn’t see anything like that but that movie was a long time ago and maybe that dress was out of style.

I was completely out of my depth and had no idea what to look for or what size I might be or anything like that but I did a pretty good job of guessing and tried a bunch of things on that mostly fit so I knew I was in the ballpark. I bought a few things, actually a few more than I had anticipated, and then tried to figure out what to do next.

I had purchased a bra and a sleeveless top that was kind of cute so I looked for an empty place to park, pulled off my shirt, and managed to get dressed from the waist up in my car despite fumbling with the bra a bit. Now I looked at least halfway decent. Having gone that far I just went ahead and wiggled out of my pants and my underwear and slipped into my new panties and a short skirt that I thought would look nice with the top. I have no idea what made me think they would go well together but I guess maybe I just had an eye for that sort of thing without even knowing it.

I had bought some shoes as well, since I was kind of flopping around in my old male tennis shoes, and I put them on to finish the job. I had no idea what I looked like but I felt kind of sexy wearing female clothing for the first time.

Then I went to the movies to kill time. I knew roughly when all of my roommates would likely be home before going out again if they had made plans and I sort of wanted to get the big unveiling over in one shot if possible.

It was the middle of the day so the movie theater wouldn’t likely be too crowded, and just to be safe I bought a ticket to a kind of arty romance that seemed even less likely to attract a big matinee crowd and was relieved that I was only one of a handful of people there so I could slip into the darkness unnoticed.

The film turned out to be pretty good actually, although I had only chosen it as the most likely flick to be lightly attended. Stopping in the ladies room gave me my first good look at myself in my new outfit and I was very pleased. I looked pretty damn good, I thought. Sexy but not slutty. Feminine but not too girlish. If they were going to see me as a girl they might as well get an eyeful.


CHAPTER 4:

“What the…”

“Holy shit!”

“Leonard...is that you?”

“Please...call me Sharon. It suits the new me better, don’t you think?” I said casually once I had swept into the room.

“You’re like...really pretty,” said Tom.

“More like smokin’ hot,” said Wendell.

“And what do you think Greg?” I asked my third roommate.

“Baby, you don’t want to know what I’m thinking right now,” he replied.

“Well, as you can see I’m one of the many that have been swept up in this whole weird gender change thing so I suggest we all just try to get used to it and not maker a bigger deal out of it than it is. I’m still me, the same guy I always was, only I look and sound different,” I said as casually as possible. “Now I don’t want to pack up all my shit and move somewhere else. It was a big deal getting this suite with a private bedroom so don’t be assholes and we all should get along fine. And don’t expect that because I’m a girl I’m going to do more cleaning or wash the dishes when it isn’t my turn. Let’s just try to carry on as if nothing has changed, okay?”

“That might be easier said than done,” Wendell quipped. “I’m not crazy about the idea of walking around with a perpetual hard on.”

“You do that anyway,” I pointed out. “And you get plenty of tail, Mr. Water Polo jock.”

“We don’t have to watch our language around you I hope,” said Tom.

“Fuck no,” I replied. “Just be your normal selves. Hopefully this is temporary and we won’t have to deal with it for very long but in the meantime I just want to make the best of a bad situation and not make waves or stand out from the crowd.”

“Well unless you plan on wearing a bag over your head I don’t think you’ll have much luck with that plan,” Greg joked. “And even if you did that killer body is still going to stand out. I hope you’re prepared for the fact that you’re going to get hit on a lot, regardless of how we behave.”

“That’s probably a bit of an exaggeration. With all the hot babes who go to this school I don’t think I’ll be anything special,” I said with a laugh.

“Don’t say you weren’t warned,” said Greg with a shrug.

After getting through the initial planned portion of my presentation we had a little Q & A session. The guys asked me if I felt anything while my body was changing, what it felt like to have tits, and whether I had masturbated yet. (Which seemed to be a popular question.) I tried to answer everything as truthfully as possible but I had only been female for a few hours so I didn’t have a lot of experience yet.

When we finished chatting I retreated to my room feeling pretty good about how things had gone. I had taken charge of the situation and owned my new identity instead of slinking around being pathetic and I felt very happy about having made that choice.

It was a little cringey to hear my roommates praising my looks but I have to admit that it was also kind of an ego boost. I was definitely more attractive as a girl and that took some getting used to.

Speaking of “getting used to” things I figured it was time to call home and give them the news that they had a new daughter. I decided to call my mom instead of my dad because I had a feeling she would take the news a little better. It wasn’t like I had a choice in the matter of becoming female but mom had always been easier to talk to about things in general so I figured I’d tell her and let her break the news to my dad.

She was motherly and supportive and concerned and asked if I needed anything like tampons or whatever, which I really didn’t want to discuss with my mother, but she had raised a rather important point. The questionnaire asked if I would be interested in giving birth, but I just kind of let that slide, but it was suddenly a reality that I had to take seriously. If I was really a woman now I’d logically start having periods, and if God forbid I had sex with a man I could end up pregnant. I certainly wasn’t planning on having sex with guy voluntarily but I knew that women got sexually assaulted all the time. There had been a big problem on campus last year with “date rape” drugs and I was sure that while it may have been cut down the problem probably hadn’t gone away completely.

My mother wanted me to go see her gynecologist so I reluctantly agreed to make an appointment. Maybe they would tell me that the change to my body was more cosmetic than biological and that I didn’t have to worry about things like birth control plus it would probably be good to have a doctor look at me just to help compile data on my condition if nothing else.

I don’t want to say that my mother sounded pleased to hear what had happened to me but she did kind of seem a little excited about it at times during our conversation. I was an only child so she’d never had a daughter and maybe she saw this a chance to experience that. Considering the fact that I was going to need a lot more clothing than just the few things I picked up today I decided I probably shouldn’t discourage her offer to take me shopping.

So I had notified the school, notified my roommates, and notified my parents. I had filled out the questionnaire, chosen a new name, worn female clothes for the first time, and went out in public as a woman. I figured that was plenty to have accomplished in one day. The only thing I wanted to check off my list now was the one thing that everyone seemed to be curious about, as I was curious as well. I wanted to masturbate.


CHAPTER 5:

“Oh...oh, my God...oh...oh yes...oh yes…”

I was masturbating, as you probably guessed from the rough transcript of my reaction. The really weird part for me was that I literally didn’t know how to masturbate as a woman. I had manually stimulated girls with my hand during sex before, and I had seen videos where women were playing with their pussies, but I didn’t have any routine down.

I wasn’t even sure how to get turned on or how to know if I was. As a guy it was very easy. I’d look at something that made me horny and get an erection. Then it was just a matter of jerking off until I finished. I didn’t really know whether the same things that used to make me horny would still make me horny so I watched some videos of girls masturbating hoping to both get aroused and get some tips on how to best pleasure myself without any sort of toys.

Lying on your back with your legs open seemed to be a popular position so I got on the bed and propped up my back with some pillows. Rubbing the top of the pussy in a circular motion followed by sliding a finger up and down the slit, possibly poking in a few times, also seemed like frequently used technique so I tried it. It worked. Boy did it work.

I quickly figured out that rubbing the top was stimulating my clitoris, which felt absolutely amazing. The more I rubbed the wetter I became and slipping a finger or two inside my snatch was a nice change of pace. Basically if you rubbed slowly you got kind of a sustained buildup and if you rubbed quickly it was more like the jerking off sensation I was familiar with. When I was finger banging a girl I tended to think largely in terms of penetration so I did with my fingers what I would have done with my dick but I realized now how much more there was to play with.

I completely lost track of the time while I played with my pussy but I knew I was going to have to change my answers on the questionnaire because I had definitely masturbated and I had definitely experienced an orgasm. Two in fact, at it seemed like two orgasms to me, although I still wasn’t sure how you verified that without the big money shot at the end. I was totally blown away by how good I could make myself feel using just my hand. Masturbating was always such a poor substitute for the real thing as a man but I’m not sure that I had ever enjoyed a sexual experience as much as I did that night just lying on my bed diddling myself.

That was a shockingly pleasant discovery and suddenly the whole idea of being female didn’t seem nearly as bad as it had when the day began. I started looking online for sex toys and ordered a vibrator that wasn’t too expensive but looked kind of interesting. My fingers could only reach so far inside me and I was really anxious to know what it would feel like to have something a little bigger in there. Masturbating had always been a big part of my life and now that I knew how good it could be doing it as a girl I wanted to take advantage of all the tools at my disposal. Well...maybe not all of them.

I was well aware that I had three horny roommates who would be more than happy to put their tools at my disposal but that was a leap I had no desire to take. Granted they weren’t bad looking guys, and Wendell had a totally jacked body, but my curiosity about being penetrated could be satiated with an online purchase and wouldn’t come with a lot of complicated emotions and strings attached. I didn’t even know if men turned me on, although it was kind of funny that I was thinking about Wendell’s jacked body as an asset. He was an athlete and he played a sport where he wore a bathing suit so it was hard not to notice his physique but I had never applied any sort of sexual connotation to that before so it made me a little uncomfortable thinking about him that way now.

If I ever did have sex with a guy, just to find out what it was like, it would be much better to not do it with one of my roommates. I wanted things to roll on as normally as possible and bringing sex into the equation was bound to just mess things up.

The next day I dropped off the questionnaire at the resource center and started going to my classes again, although doing so as a girl named Sharon Sloan. It honestly wasn’t easy to walk into a classroom full of people who knew me as a man but it really didn’t turn out to be that big of a deal. Most people didn’t know me all that well to begin with so the change didn’t really register. I had never been very outgoing socially so it wasn’t like people were going to wonder where I had gone. I did stand out but that was because I was a new girl in class and a lot of guys seemed to be checking me out.

After the first couple of classes I started to relax a little. Becoming a girl hadn’t rotted my brain or anything so I was just doing my thing as usual but in a cuter outfit. I guess in my paranoid mind I had expected some kind of shame or humiliation for being this emasculated ruin of a man but nobody seemed to notice or give a shit. I used to be a boy and now I was a girl. As long as I acted like a girl there was no reason for anyone to think I hadn’t always been one.

Of course the acting like a girl part was a little daunting because I didn’t really know what that meant. I assumed that I “acted” like a boy because I had been one my whole life but I’d never given that the slightest bit of thought. “Boys will be boys” people often say, but what does that mean exactly?

I suppose in the old days of Mark Twain and Norman Rockwell’s romanticized version of America it meant that boys would get into mischief like stealing a pie that was cooling on the windowsill or playing hooky from school to go fishing. Now it seemed to be more of a catch-all excuse for any inappropriate or aggressive male behavior. It was sort of a free pass for being a bully or a sexual predator. Boys were expected to be rowdy and crude and undisciplined I guess, although I wouldn’t describe myself that way exactly.

But what about girls? It suddenly made me think of a joke I had heard my first year in college. It went something like this:

“If boys will be boys what will girls be?”

“Who cares?”

I’m sure I chuckled at that, although I’d like to think I was at least wasted at the time and susceptible to laughing at anything but it definitely didn’t seem quite as funny now. Were girls supposed to be the opposite of boys by being peaceful, polite, passive and disciplined? In truth that was probably closer to my personality so maybe fitting in with the girls wouldn’t be as difficult as I thought but there was obviously much more to this than just following some stereotype.

I didn’t know the practical concepts like when you were supposed to cross your legs or how you should handle someone hitting on you. I didn’t know what girls liked to talk about when they hung out together or what they did for fun when they weren’t out on a date with a guy. I simply didn’t know any of the “rules” that most girls probably just learned over a lifetime of being female.

The physical change had been effortless, I just woke up one morning with tits and a pussy, but the mental change was probably going to be more of a work in progress. Still that was kind of exciting in a way as I had discovered when I chose my new name. I had a chance to reinvent myself and create an entirely new identity if I wanted to. All I had to do was decide what that identity should be.


CHAPTER 6:

“The Big Shakeup” as some were calling it only lasted about three weeks before stopping as suddenly and mysteriously as it had started. Unfortunately the end just meant that there were no new cases being reported, not that a solution had been found. For those of us who had been caught up in this bizarre phenomenon there was nothing to do but get on with your dickless life, which I had tried to do with as positive an attitude as I could muster.

I had been to my first gynecological visit, which was gross and terrifying, and I had been on my first mother/daughter excursion, which had been surprisingly pleasant. At the doctor’s office I had found out that I was a perfectly healthy young woman capable of child bearing so I immediately went on the pill. After shopping with my mom I came back with so much crap I didn’t know where I was going to put it all.

My vibrator had arrived and I wasted no time putting it to good use, although it was a little louder than I expected so I tried to play some music in my room to mask the sound. Our walls were not too thick and it totally embarrassed me to think that my roommates would know that I was masturbating although they totally figured it out anyway. I started getting jokes about running power tools in my bedroom and keeping the moaning down so that others could study.

Other than a little good natured ribbing my roommates had been pretty cool with me so far. I did try to avoid showering when they were around, which was kind of a drag, but I didn’t want it to turn into some big thing where everyone was waiting for me to come out in a towel or something.

The only major change in my school stuff was transferring to female physical education. I was no athlete and just took a really basic course where we just did some running or some light workouts in the gym and occasionally played volleyball or something like that. The girl’s version was basically the same except that we had our own gym and our own locker room.

Most of the girls seemed fine with accepting me as one of their own, and I think it helped when they saw me in the shower and realized that I didn’t have a dick, but there actually was a small protest at the school that even made the evening news. Some angry religious nut-jobs were claiming that since people like me had been born male allowing us into the locker room with “natural” girls was basically the same as inviting in registered sex offenders.

Somehow we also got accused of being “groomers” and “pedophiles” even though this was a college and everyone was an adult but I guess that was the modern equivalent of the old days of the Communist scare when you called everyone you disagreed with a “commie” or a “pinko” even if you weren’t talking about Marxist ideology or the dangers of the Warsaw Pact. A reporter discovered that none of the protest leaders even had daughters enrolled in the school but that didn’t stop the media from constantly searching for ways to demonize us. One commentator on Fox News even suggested that we should be rounded up and isolated from the rest of society so that we didn’t “infect” anyone else.

On the brighter side the resource center was starting to take shape as an actual place to go for information and support. They had Tuesday night meetings where we could gather and talk about our experiences with a counselor, which I found very helpful even though I didn’t tend to talk very much. It was just nice to know that other people were going through the same things I was going through and I started getting friendly with some of the girls there.

There was one girl, Caroline MacMannus, who kind of stood out from the rest of us because for her the change had been a dream come true. She had been a deeply closeted trans woman for years and was hoping someday to have the money for gender confirmation surgery so suddenly being handed a female body was a gift from the gods. You could just feel the joy that radiated from her because she didn’t have to hide her identity anymore and could live the life she always wanted.

She was also a little boy crazy and always asking me if I wanted her to hook me up with some hot guy or to go with her to some party or club or something. I was certainly curious about men but that still felt like some serious line that I shouldn’t cross in case I ever turned back someday. I figured if I kept it tight and just avoided sex that wasn’t self-administered then I wouldn’t have to deal with any guilt or confusion about the choices I made, but that was getting more difficult all the time.

I may have avoided walking around our apartment in my underwear, or less, but my roommates hadn’t, which was something I told them I was perfectly cool with. I didn’t want the fact that I was a girl to mess with their lives or cause them to behave differently around me, so they didn’t. The problem was that I found it difficult not to look at them differently now.

Greg had a really cute butt. I suppose he always had but I never thought about it before. All of my roommates were pretty hot when you got right down to it and it was impossible not to notice, especially when they came out of the shower drying their dick with a towel. I had been afraid that they would be the ones scamming on me but it was kind of the other way around now. There were times where I was working my vag with my vibrator and thinking about how it would feel if one of my roomies were giving it to me instead and that was usually a very pleasantly dirty thought.

I have no idea why I was beginning to find men attractive but I was. I hadn’t planned on that but I hadn’t planned on ever being a woman either. Mentally I was still grappling with the whole concept of being a different gender but biologically I was a potential breeder now. Although I had absolutely no interest in getting knocked up I did seem to have some instinctive desire to have a man put his seed in me. The fact that I knew how good it felt to play with my vibrator only increased that impulse.

Much to Caroline’s delight I finally accepted her invitation to go with her to a party, not specifically planning to get boned, but at least open to the possibility that I might do a little flirting if there were any cute guys there.

Since my mother had purchased most of my clothes they tended to be pretty conservative. I needed school clothes and she had set up me up with a good supply, but going to a party required a more specialized wardrobe so I went shopping and came up with something with a little more sizzle.

I knew I had a terrific body but I didn’t usually do much to show it off, even in my casual attire, but this was kind of a coming out party for me and I wanted to do it in style. I ended up with boots, a miniskirt, and a tight crop top that flashed a whole lot of skin in the middle. I even got my hair and nails done professionally so that I’d look even better. When Greg saw me dressed up like that I thought I wasn’t even going to make it out the door but I convinced him that my friend was waiting for me so he reluctantly stopped hitting on me and I went on my way.

“Aren’t you babylicious!” said Caroline as she checked out my look.

“You’re looking pretty scrumdiddlyumptious too, girl,” I replied and then felt kind of silly for saying it.

“Those boys don’t stand a chance tonight.”

I wondered if I did.


CHAPTER 7:

As college parties go this was not some epic orgy like you see in the movies but there were a lot of people there doing a lot of drinking and a lot of them were guys. All kinds of guys. It made me realize that I didn’t even know what type of guy I was particularly attracted to, which was kind of dangerous because I didn’t really narrow my focus. If I didn’t have a drink in my hand then some dude would appear and give me one and then I’d flirt with him for a while, or maybe dance with him, but I didn’t know what to do next. Then this super ripped guy with really wavy blonde hair came up to me and took charge of the situation.

“I’m Travis,” he said.

“I’m Sharon,” I replied, thankful that I was sober enough to remember that my name wasn’t Leonard anymore.

“I like your boots,” he commented.

“Thanks...I like your...arms,” I blurted out.

“Cool. Want to make out?”

“Sure,” I replied.

Travis led me over to a couch in the corner of the room we were in and we sat down very close together. My heart was pounding but I wasn’t as nervous as I thought I’d be, it was more the excitement of the moment. I also felt pretty safe because we were in a room full of people and it didn’t look like the kind of party where people were just fucking out in the open.

When Travis kissed me it was all perfectly fine. It was like kissing a girl, except I was the girl this time. It didn’t change the process any or cause me to use some new technique. We just put our lips together and after a while tongues started to come into play.

Travis cupped one of my boobs in his hand over my top, which seemed a little ballsy, but I still had my shirt on so I wasn’t too concerned. Then I felt a hand rubbing the inside of my thigh and my level of concern rose dramatically.

“Careful there guy, someone might see us,” I said as lightheartedly as I could.

“Relax, nobody’s paying any attention,” said Travis as his hand moved from my thigh to my panties.

He didn’t put his hand inside my underwear but he really didn’t have to. My panties were thin as tissue paper and I could feel his fingers quite distinctly. In some ways rubbing me through the silky fabric was almost hotter than feeling me up directly. We kissed some more while he kept his hand under my skirt and I knew that I was a goner. I was enjoying myself way too much to want to stop but I was uncomfortable about going to far in public.

“I feel kind of funny about doing this with so many people around,” I whispered between kisses.

“Want to go upstairs?” he asked.

“You mean like upstairs in a bedroom?” I replied.

“Well we can do it in a bathroom if that’s your thing baby. Wherever you want to do it,” he said with a grin

By “do it” I assumed he meant have sexual intercourse and I could see why he would naturally assume that I was up for that. We had spoken like 20 words to each other, including introducing ourselves, and had ended up on a couch with our tongues in each other’s mouths and his hand up my skirt. If I was playing hard to get I was playing it very badly. He didn’t know that he was toying with freshly minted pussy and that I was a virgin and I wasn’t sure that I wanted him to know.

“Okay, let’s go upstairs...to a bedroom, if possible,” I said.

We waded through the sea of party-goers and headed up the stairs. We found an empty bedroom and locked the door behind us. Travis took off his shirt so I pulled off my top. Then he removed his pants so I got out of my skirt.

“Man you’ve got a hot body,” said Travis as he looked at me in my boots and underwear.

“So do you,” I replied, admiring his muscular chest and arms.

I somehow thought things would go slower, like more kissing first and then maybe someone would take something off, but in some ways I suppose it was better that we were just cutting to the chase. Less time for me to think about what was happening.

“Leave them on,” said Travis as I made a move to take off my boots. “But take off the bra. I want to see those beauties.”

It felt weird to hear some stranger I’d just met telling me to take off my bra and leave my boots on but I did as he instructed and Travis came over and started to fondle my boobs. Kissing him had been easy because there wasn’t any big difference between kissing a boy or a girl but we were starting to branch off into some new territory for me. I had certainly touched my breasts by now numerous times, and knew that it could be a nice sensation, but it was very different when someone else was doing the touching.

As he squeezed my bosom he nibbled on my ear and my neck and I just kind of stood there rubbing my hands across his back.

“Do you want to suck my cock?” he whispered in my ear.

My heart kind of stopped for a moment and then kicked into high gear. I was so not expecting him to ask that for some reason, although it was a perfectly reasonable thing to inquire about I suppose. For a moment I thought about grabbing my clothes and making a run for it but I managed to regain my composure.

“I think I’d rather have you fuck me,” I replied.

“No problem there baby,” said Travis with a grin.

He took me over to the bed but we didn’t actually get in it. Instead he had me bend over at the foot of the bed with my hands on the mattress. Then he got behind me and pulled my panties down.

“Nice ass,” he commented while he took off his shorts.

“Thanks,” I replied as I waited for the inevitable.

Soon I felt the tip of his dick sliding up and down my slit, much the way I often did it to myself with a finger or with the vibrator. Although I knew the feeling, like touching my breasts, it was way different having it done to me by another person. Then the head of his prick poked into my pussy followed by the length of his shaft and I knew I had crossed that bridge that I had been trying to avoid. I had a man’s cock inside me...and it felt amazing.

I never got to see his dick but it felt pretty big to me. It probably wasn’t as wide as my vibrator but it was definitely filling me up quite nicely. Part of me wished that I was looking at him and part of me was glad that I wasn’t. Obviously I was aware that he was there but since I couldn’t see him it was more like masturbating. I tried not to think about the fact that I was with a man and concentrated on the feeling of having my pussy stuffed.

Most of the time Travis had his hands on my hips but sometimes he bent over my back a little more and grabbed my bouncing tits. At first I was pretty inert, letting him do all the work, but as I got more aroused I started to get very active with my rear end and I was jerking my ass as hard as he was thrusting into me.

“Oh...oh...oh God...oh...God...oh...oh…” I panted.

“You’re so fucking hot,” Travis grunted. “You’re a fucking hot dirty little bitch.”

“Yes...yes...yes…”

I’m not sure whether I was agreeing with his sentiment or just saying what I often said in the throes of passion but I sure felt like a fucking hot dirty little bitch and I really liked that feeling. Why shouldn’t Sharon Sloan be a fucking hot dirty little bitch? She could be whatever she wanted to be. The old days, and the old body, were gone. This body was perfectly constructed for the kind of wicked fun I was enjoying at that moment.

When Travis started to cum inside me I felt a warm and beautiful sensation. Then I did a quick mental check to make sure that I had taken my birth control pills on schedule. It was the same conflicting emotion of desperately wanting to avoid pregnancy while deeply wanting a man to try and impregnate me.

“That was wonderful,” I said as I sat on the bed putting my clothes back on.

“Yeah, you’re hot stuff baby,” Travis replied as he zipped up his pants.

“I guess I better get going. My friend is probably wondering where I am,” I said, sort of hoping that Travis would ask me to stay longer.

“That’s cool baby. Maybe we’ll do this again sometime.”

When I caught up with Caroline she was absolutely thrilled to hear what had happened to me.

“You got your cherry popped! Good for you girl,” she exclaimed. “I told you you’d dig men if you gave them a chance.”

“I guess you were right,” I said with a grin. “What about you? Didn’t you find anyone you liked?”

“Me? I blew some guy in a closet,” Caroline said with a laugh. “It was cramped but we made it work.”

“I think my guy wanted me to suck his dick,” I said a little bashfully.

“Well of course he did. You used to be a guy. Isn’t that what you always wanted?” said Caroline.

“I don’t know how to do it.”

“Fear not darling, I’ve been doing it forever. I can teach you everything you need to know about giving head. And you’re absolutely going to love it I assure you.”


CHAPTER 8:

The whole world seemed different to me after losing my female virginity. For one thing it really cemented the idea that I was truly female in my head. Not that every woman in the world should or did want to have sex with men but it was kind of the norm, statistically speaking. For another thing I was stunned by how easy it had been to get laid. I was never the kind of guy that someone like Travis was who would just walk up to some strange girl and ask her if she wanted make out, let alone ask her if she wanted to blow him. As a man I didn’t look like Travis with his crazy hot body and his awesome blonde hair. I didn’t have his swagger or his confidence. Making love to a woman was something that I had to nurture and cultivate over time.

Mentally I was still conditioned to think that you never turn down the chance to have sex. If some less attractive guy had made the heavy press I don’t know what I would have done but I probably would have ended up fucking someone that night. I wasn’t used to getting hit on so it was kind of a scary yet thrilling experience.

I was also really glad that I had made friends with Caroline. While she was technically in the same boat I was, having been turned into a woman spontaneously, the fact that she had been dreaming for something like that to happen her whole life made her far more prepared to handle the change and I appreciated her expert opinion on a wide variety of feminine topics.

Among those topics was of course how to give a good blowjob. Although I’d had very little experience receiving them that didn’t mean that I should be reluctant to give them. Caroline insisted that I would enjoy it, and she had certainly been right that I would enjoy fucking guys so I had no reason to doubt her.

Since Caroline had offered to teach me I figured it wouldn’t hurt to let her try. Her collection of sex toys put my one little vibrator to shame as she had virtually everything you could think of to put in your pussy or stick up your ass and a few that were amazingly realistic depictions of male genitalia that she produced for me to practice sucking on.

“The main thing is to really show a lot of love for the cock,” she began as she demonstrated some of her favorite techniques. “There’s nothing wrong with a fast sloppy BJ, especially if you’re in a hurry, but otherwise try to take your time and savor the experience. Spend some time licking all around the head, like it was an ice cream cone, and don’t forget to look up at your man along the way. Guys love seeing that hungry look in your eyes.”

I had a dildo to practice with so as Caroline showed me how to lick and kiss the head the shaft and even the balls I tried to emulate her. These were obviously not cheap plastic because the surface felt very much like real skin and they even had a button to make them warm. It wasn’t too difficult to imagine that I was actually handling a real cock and that kind of made my head spin.

Obviously I was quite familiar with dicks, having had my own for many years, and I was even familiar with touching them and making them ejaculate, having masturbated way more than I care to admit, but it was so very different when you were thinking about someone else’s dick and where it was going to go and what you were going to do to it. Oddly enough even though I had sex with Travis I only saw his mostly flaccid penis as he was putting his pants back on and I never touched it with my hand.

Caroline certainly did seem to know a hell of a lot about dick sucking and I suggested that she could make a how-to video on the subject if she wanted to. I definitely felt like I had learned a lot from her. It kind of made me anxious to try out my new skills on somebody, but I figured the opportunity would present itself soon enough without me needing to initiate it.


CHAPTER 9:

One morning I overslept. I never oversleep but for some reason that day I did and I was running late. I made a dash for the bathroom, hoping to grab a quick shower, but the door was locked and I could hear the shower running inside. In desperation I knocked on the door and Greg appeared, stark naked and dripping wet.

“Hey, any chance I could get in there real quick?” I asked. “I overslept and I’m running a little late.”

“I’m afraid I did too but you’re welcome to join me if you want,” Greg suggested.

“Are you joking?” I asked.

“No. Come on in, the water’s fine.”

I thought about it for a moment and then decided to throw caution to the wind. I quickly stripped out of my clothes and stood there as naked as Greg was.

“Don’t get any ideas,” I warned him. “This is just an emergency shower situation.”

“Whatever you say,” Greg said with a grin.

We both got in the shower, which was small to begin with and very crowded with two people trying to use it at once. A first we sort of took turns jumping under the shower head but it wasn’t the most efficient way to do things. Greg turned me around to face him and we pressed very close together which allowed both of us to be under the spray at the same time.

“I think this works much better,” said Greg.

When I saw Greg naked at the door I really didn’t focus on his body as much as I wanted to. I genuinely just wanted a quick shower so that I could make it to class without being late, but once we had actually gotten into the shower it was hard not to notice how good he looked.

“Here, you can do me and I can do you,” said Greg as he handed me a soapy sponge.

I started rubbing the sponge on his back and he did the same for me. I felt myself getting more and more aroused by the feeling of our wet skin and my tits pressed up against his hard chest and the way we were sort of embracing each other under the guise of soaping each other’s backs.

“Are you getting an erection?” I suddenly asked.

“Oh yeah,” he replied.

“Well...stop. Don’t do that,” I protested.

“Honey, you know that’s not really something I can control.”

“And don’t call me honey.”

“Okay baby, whatever you say.”

I can’t honestly say who initiated the kiss because we both seemed to go for it at roughly the same time. All I know is that our lips met and I dropped my sponge but I kept rubbing his back anyway.

“We don’t have time for this,” I whispered.

“Then we’ll just have to be quick,” Greg replied as he turned me around and I put my hands on the wall and arched my back.

When he entered me I felt an absolute shiver of excitement running down my spine from my neck to my vulva. The sounds of our moans and groans kind of echoed around in the confined space but the steady flow of water sort of muffled those sounds a little.

“My God Sharon, I don’t think you know just how gorgeous you are,” said Greg.

“No time for chitchat. Just shut up and fuck me,” I replied.

Once again I had not seen my lover’s erect cock but I could feel that it was pretty impressive, at least in my mind’s eye. It was reckless for me to have jumped into the shower with one of my roommates but at that moment I didn’t really care. It was the most sensual thing I had ever experienced in my life.

Greg tweaked my nipples, rather expertly I thought, and I reached down and rubbed the hood of my clit. Pretty soon a very tasty orgasm was shooting through me and I moaned hard and loud.

“Good girl,” said Greg. “I was waiting for you to get off before I finished but now I better wrap things up so that we can get out of here.”

And just like that he started to cum inside me. I was I was seriously impressed, both that he had waited for me to cum and that he could just ejaculate that easily on demand. When he was drained we shut the water off and jumped out of the shower. I grabbed a towel and headed for my room. When I came out I was dressed and ready for class and I found Greg waiting by the door.

“Hey, I’m sorry if I messed things up for you. I just couldn’t resist,” said Greg.

“No, that’s cool, I felt the same way,” I replied. “Just don’t go telling everybody. I don’t want them thinking I’m some kind of resident fuck toy.”

“I won’t, I promise,” said Greg.

“And I want to suck your cock sometime if you’re up for it.”

“Sure thing.”

Then I gave him a quick kiss on the cheek and bolted out the door.


CHAPTER 10:

So I had fucked Greg, or Greg had fucked me. Since the guy did the penetrating I usually thought of the girl as the one getting fucked but I wasn’t sure about the phrasing. Maybe it had more to do with who initiated the fucking. If I climbed on top of some guy’s dick and started bouncing on it you could certainly make the argument that I was the one doing the fucking but I guess it didn’t really matter since it was a participatory thing. Of course if you went swimming with someone or something you didn’t say that somebody “swam you” you just said that you went swimming so maybe it was more accurate to say that Greg and I had gone fucking. Oh, who am I kidding? Greg fucked me and he fucked me hard and he made me cum.

Regardless of the semantics the issue I was dealing with was what to do next. I had planned to avoid any sexual intimacy with any of my roommates but now I had done just that, and I was very tempted to do it again. What was I thinking by telling Greg that I wanted to suck his cock? I should have been trying to make sure that he knew it was a one time thing and could never happen again.

I had never had an illicit affair, like sleeping with a married woman, or cheating on my girlfriend, or having sex with a teacher or something like that but I could sort of see how it might be hard to call that off once you had started it. There was nothing “wrong” about Greg and I having sex as two consenting adults but I had been trying to avoid what we did so it was sort of a blow it to have crossed that line.

The spontaneity of it had been electrifying. Of course I should have known that showering with a man would be sexy but I guess I sort of figured that since we were both in a hurry there wouldn’t be time for anything to happen. That was obviously a serious miscalculation on my part.

Greg could be kind of smug and sarcastic but he was also strong, and handsome, and sexy and I really did want to suck his cock. If we’d just blown off our classes and stayed home I’m sure his dick would have ended up in my mouth at some point.

It probably wasn’t the wisest idea to escalate the situation but I was a horny girl and I was really interested in Greg’s cock. I was just beginning to realize that I even liked dick so it had been kind of a shock to discover how quickly I was becoming really attracted by men’s junk but there was no denying that I was.

Ironically there was a question of logistics involved. While it was handy that we both lived in the same apartment the fact that I wanted to keep it a secret from the other two roommates meant that doing it at home was not automatically the best choice. I decided to send Greg a text to see what he thought.

[Me] Hey when do you want to do this BJ thing?

[Greg] Now.

[Me] I’ve still got another class.

[Greg] Skip it.

[Me] Okay. Where?

[Greg] Your room.

[Me] BRT.

When I got home Greg was already there and fortunately no one else was but I wanted a plan to cover our tracks should someone come back before we finished.

“Okay, we lock the door and when we’re done you go out holding this phone charger and you turn back and thank me for loaning it to you,” I suggested.

“Wow, did you just think of that or have you been planning this for a while?” Greg asked with a chuckle.

“I thought about it on the way over here,” I replied. “Now let’s get in there before someone comes home and sees us.”

We both went into my room and I double checked to make sure that we had been unobserved and then I quickly locked the door behind us.

“First off I want to say that this is not the start of some big ongoing thing. What happened in the shower was an accident. A very pleasant accident, and the fact that we were so rushed makes me feel like we have unfinished business but that doesn’t mean...what the hell are you doing?” I asked as I realized Greg had taken off his pants.

“I’m getting undressed,” said Greg as he pulled his shirt off, leaving him in just his shorts. “Isn’t that part of the plan?”

“Well...sure...I just wanted to make sure that we were on the same page here...oh wow”

Greg had removed his shorts and I was now staring at his very big dick.

“You did invite me in here to suck my cock, right?” Greg pointed out.

“Yeah, definitely,” I mumbled.

“So do you want to get naked and fool around first or are you just going to get on your knees and blow me?”

In response I ripped my clothes off and then jumped on the bed. Greg was right behind me, or I guess I should say on top of me because that’s where he landed. We started kissing quite passionately and touching each other all over.

“Look, I know you’re new at this but I’ve got to say that you’re one wacky bitch,” Greg commented.

“Is that bad?” I asked.

“Not at all. Crazy bitches usually make the best lays.”

“I’ve got to warn you that I’ve never given head before so lower your expectations accordingly,” I said.

“Consider them lowered,” he replied with a laugh. “Now why don’t you lower your head on my prick and let’s see what you can do.”

I got down between his legs so that I could look up at him as Caroline had suggested and then gently began to run my tongue around the tip of his dick. Then I made a little slot between my lips and let his shaft slide up and down it for a bit. Next I licked his balls and then proceeded to lick my way back to the top where I let his helmet poke into my mouth for the first time, but just briefly as I resumed stroking and licking him some more.

“Either you’ve been practicing or you’re some kind of a blowjob prodigy,” said Greg.

“I have sort of a tutor,” I explained.

“They’ve taught you well girl.”

I figured that was the time to take the plunge but I didn’t go all crazy on his stick or anything, I still took my time and worked him in stages. I felt so proud of myself for having remembered what Caroline had taught me and for having the self-restraint to actually follow through with the plan.

Looking at the content expression on Greg’s face, and hearing his moans of pleasure made me very happy. I liked Greg. He was a pretty cool guy and he had a really awesome cock that was a joy to suck. I started out hoping that I wouldn’t totally embarrass myself but now I wanted him to have the best blowjob of his life.

I sucked Greg’s cock for quite some time, actually to the point where my jaw was getting a little weary, but then came the moment that no amount of practice could really prepare me for. When I felt that first little bit of semen starting to drip from the tip of his dick I knew that the floodgates were about to open.

Hot cum started filling my mouth and I tried to just keep blowing him but I had to swallow. Greg had kind of a pleasant taste that was sort of sweet and salty at the same time but it wasn’t the flavor that was driving me mad it was the concept. Having a man ejaculate in my mouth was just the hottest, dirtiest, sexiest thing I had ever known and I sucked him dry like I was drinking water from a garden hose.

“So how was that?” I asked eagerly when I had drained him completely.

“I feel like I should applaud or something,” Greg joked in reply.

“So you really liked it?” I pressed.

“Yes, I really liked it. I loved it. It was fantastic. You don’t have to fish for compliments honey, you are one serious cock sucker.”

I was so happy I felt like I could burst. What a weird thing to be happy about I thought later, but it sort of made sense. I had been scared of the idea and then worked past that and trained aggressively and my efforts had paid off. I didn’t have to always have an orgasm to have a good time with sex. Making a guy bust a nut in my mouth was almost better because I knew that I had done it with my skill and my enthusiasm.

“Okay, I think I heard someone come in earlier so you better get dressed and grab that phone charger,” I said.

“Are you sure? I mean if I stick around it won’t take me all that long to get hard again,” said Greg.

“No, we better stick to the plan. And don’t bank on this happening again anytime soon,” I cautioned him. “I’m not that kind of girl.”

“What kind of girl are you?” asked Greg as he put his shirt back on.

“I don’t know but just take your blowjob and go,” I said as I almost pushed him out the door.

I was wrong about someone having come in, or if they did they went out again, but Greg made a point of loudly thanking me for the use of the phone charger anyway. We had gotten away with it, or so it appeared, and that was quite a relief. If the other guys knew that I was passing out blowjobs freely there would be a line outside me door constantly. Of course that sounded kind of fun, but it was definitely not in my best interest. A quick bang in the shower and a lengthy BJ on the bed should be more than enough for one man I figured. The only question was whether that was enough for me.


CHAPTER 11:

As time went by more information about the Big Shakeup was presented. It was determined that it wasn’t a disease or a genetic mutation caused by some preexisting medical condition. Unfortunately ruling out what hadn’t caused it wasn’t the same as figuring out what had caused it so we were still pretty much in the dark there.

Politically we were still very much hated on the right. Fox News was particularly obsessed with us and had guests who floated all kinds of weird theories. The “weak sissified man” theory, in some form, was one of the most popular. Supposedly men had been beaten down  so much from their natural state of toxic masculinity by a barrage of liberal indoctrination programs that their bodies could no longer support their superior male genitals and had digressed into an inferior female. They never bothered to explain how this happened to so many men so quickly or why it happened to professional athletes and other seemingly strong masculine role models but they did find a guy who used to be a drag queen and mentioned him often.

On the other end of the crazy scale we did seem to be gaining a lot of popularity in the science fiction conspiracy world. The whole asteroid thing was too good to ignore so one theory had us being alien women who were actually substituted for men from Earth so that we could breed and spawn a new race of people who would take over the planet. Or we were to breed with  earthlings and then be taken back to our home planet once we were pregnant. I guess it was kind of a variation on the old science fiction trope of earth women being abducted to breed with aliens but it didn’t make much sense in any version that I heard.

One version I did rather enjoy was the idea that some higher power had selected us to become goddesses who would produce superhuman babies. Being selected for this honor was a promotion not a sign of our failed masculinity. Obviously I didn’t believe it but it was kind of fun to think of myself as a goddess.

On a kind of smutty street level it was rumored that since we used to be male we were experts in pleasing men therefor banging a “shakeup girl” was the best pussy you would ever get. Now that theory actually made some sense, and based on my own lascivious behavior there was possibly some truth to it, but it certainly wasn’t backed up by any scientific data yet.

Back on planet reality some practical measures had been put in place and when I was offered the chance to legally change my name and my gender identification I took it without hesitation. I was now officially Sharon Patricia Sloan college co-ed. The Patricia part was a nod to my old middle name of Patrick just for nostalgia sake I guess. I tried to make myself look pretty for my new driver’s license photo but it still ended up looking kind of sad. Somehow the DMV just can’t take a good picture for some reason, but at least you could tell it was the new me.

It was weird being the object of so much hate and ridicule on the one hand and so much lust and desire on the other, especially since I had no control over what had happened to me, but I hoped that in time all the noise would just die down and I could go about my life like any other young woman.

All things considered I felt like I was doing pretty well. The daily routine of being female was a little more complicated and time consuming but I was learning how to handle that. School was still school, neither harder nor easier. My social life, on the other hand, was many magnitudes better as I was constantly going on dates or to parties. Sometimes I just went out to get something to eat and some guy would hit on me and that would turn into something else entirely. Caroline always had something going on or knew of some cool event so my dance card was as full as I wanted it to be.

Back at the ranch I had managed to minimize the damage with Greg but not eliminate it all together. Sometimes we would build intentional “quickies” into our schedules, like showering together or meeting up during lunch. Then we’d either fuck or I’d give him head and then go back about our normal business. It was just sex, and it was just quick, and it was always fun. As far as I could tell none of the other guys knew what was going on but then fate threw me an unexpected curve.

Caroline had invited me to go with her to a skinny-dipping party, which was your basic college pool party except that you would have to get naked if you wanted to get in the pool. I was fine with that concept and planned on getting naked quite happily.

The party was at some rich kid’s place and they had an enormous fucking pool and a beautifully landscaped area around it that quite conveniently cut off the view of any potential prying eyes from fairly distant neighbors. I had no idea if the parents were cool with the concept of a bunch of college students getting naked in their pool or whether they were conveniently out of town but I guess it really didn’t matter because by the time we arrived there was already much nudity to be seen.

“I think naked parties are very practical,” Caroline commented as a couple of naked dudes walked past us. “Takes away a lot of the guessing about what everybody’s packing.”

Suddenly a dripping wet black man with an incredible body and equally incredible penis hopped out of the water right next to us. It actually took me a moment to stop staring at his dick and realize that it was my roommate Wendell.

“Hey, Sharon! What are you doing here?” Wendell asked cheerfully, seemingly unconcerned about his nakedness in front of me.

“Ah...I’m here with my friend Caroline,” I stammered. “What are you doing here?”

“The guy who’s folks own this place is a teammate of mine,” Wendell replied.

“Sharon darling stop hogging the conversation with this gorgeous hunk of a man and introduce me,” said Caroline.

“Oh, yeah, Caroline this Wendell. He’s one of my roommates,” I said.

“He’s not the one who…” Caroline whispered in my ear.

“No,” I quickly whispered back.

“Come on in ladies the water’s fine,” said Wendell. “Of course you’re a little overdressed for the pool.”

It struck me as funny that Greg has said basically the same thing to me when he suggested that we shower together. I guess it was a come on that worked with me because Caroline and I both quickly stripped out of our bikinis and jumped in the pool.

“Why in the hell are you not jumping on that stallion and riding him every chance you get?” Caroline asked me.

“Because he’s a friend. He’s a roommate,” I replied.

“But so is the other guy, right?” she pointed out.

“Yeah, I know, but I tried to avoid that too,” I explained.

“Silly girl. If you have roommates who look like that you should be in Penis Paradise.”

“What are you two gals whispering about?” asked Wendell as he waded over to where we were standing.

“Maybe we’re debating about who gets to fuck you,” Caroline replied.

“Why does it have to be one or the other?” said Wendell with a wink.

“No reason I can think of,” Caroline replied.

So without saying a word it looked like I had volunteered for a three-way.


CHAPTER 12:

There were a lot of hot guys at that party, and it was especially interesting to see a number of the water polo dudes in the buff because I went to a number of their games to cheer on my roommate and now I was getting an extra special view of their impressive bodies. Of course I had seen them almost naked as they only wore those tight little swim trunks to compete in the water but it was what was packed into those trunks that I was very curious about. If I was going to get laid at this party there were so many delightful options to choose from but somehow it looked like I was going to be hooking up with my own roommate...and I was totally thrilled.

Wendell was a busy guy with all of his athletic stuff and he led a very active social life, which wasn’t at all surprising considering how crazy hot he was, so I saw less of him than my other roommates. He always seemed like a really nice guy but I didn’t know him well. I hoped that whatever I ended up doing with him would be no big deal. Just random sex at a party. A coincidental hookup that I didn’t initiate. My friend Caroline had dragged me into it. Before I had even touched the man I had my bank of excuses ready so that I could keep this from escalating into another Greg situation.

Despite having blatantly come right out and announcing our intention to have sex together no one seemed in any hurry to make it happen. We played around in the pool, drank beer, ate snacks, and mingled like any other party...well any other party where everyone was buck naked and dripping wet. Then, as if on cue, people just started making out. It was the weirdest thing I’d ever seen. It was like there was some published schedule that I didn’t have a copy of.

Wendell took us over to the hot tub area and sat on the edge while we got in the water in front of him. Caroline started stroking his dick and I quickly joined in. It was a real treat to see him grow in our hands and I couldn’t wait to wrap my lips around that yummy Popsicle.

Caroline took the lead, as was appropriate, and then I would jump in and kind of do whatever she had just been doing. Much like my shower sex the hot water really added to the carnality of the experience and I was getting incredibly horny.

“Man you gals make quite a team,” Wendell commented. “If synchronized cock sucking was a sport I bet you’d win the gold medal.”

We did seem to be functioning as a well-oiled machine, which probably seemed a little funny. I don’t know how many people actually got BJ lessons or had the chance to share a dick with their teacher, but it was nice to hear that we were both doing it well. Watching Caroline with Wendell’s prick in her mouth I was torn between the idea of trying to set them up as a couple and feeling a little jealous and possessive. Both feelings were kind of dumb because people are going to do what they do and neither Caroline or Wendell needed my help as a matchmaker and I had no business being possessive of Wendell just because we were roommates.

“Hey bro, stop hogging all the babes,” I heard a male voice say from behind me.

I turned to look and saw that two strapping young men had joined us in the hot tub. They were both totally jacked and from their familiarity I guessed that they were also teammates of his on the water polo team.

“Can I help it if I’m just that popular?” Wendell joked.

“Well come on boys there’s room for more,” said Caroline.

So just like that I found myself getting railed from behind by some dude whose name I didn’t even know while I continued to take my turn sucking Wendell’s cock. I sort of felt like I should be insulted that as “babes” we were just a communal commodity to be passed around and shared equally by whatever men wanted to drill us but having a dick in my pussy while I had another one in my mouth was so awesome that I couldn’t really get upset about it.

I’m sure this was a great bonding experience for the teammates, showing how tight they were as “bros” hooking up in this weird five person fuck-fest, but it felt kind of like a bonding experience for me as well, sharing my roommate’s cock with my new BFF. And if it helped the team win more matches then I was happy to do my part.

After Wendell finished, and Caroline and I had gotten a more or less equal share of his cum, we just grabbed the edge of the hot tub for support as the boys behind us drove on towards their own finish line. Wendell just sat and watched and I wondered what was going through his head.

I was certainly presenting myself as a horny slut, willing to let myself be fucked in public by a total stranger. Would Wendell take this as a sign that my ass was now open for business or would he just chalk it up as some drunken foolishness at a party? And what would Greg think if he knew I had blown Wendell? I had made such a big deal about saying that I didn’t want to have sex with any of my roommates and yet now I had done it with 2/3 of them. I sort of felt like I needed to fuck Tom now so that he wouldn’t feel like he was the only one being excluded for some reason.

The last thing in the world I wanted was for my roommates to be fighting over me...or was it? Maybe I had made too big of a deal about it. I liked all three of them and found them attractive and they were certainly convenient. If we were able to keep it purely on a fuck buddy basis maybe it would be fun to explore the possibilities. None of them seemed to have much trouble getting dates, but everybody struck out sometimes, so it might be nice to be able to be there for them on their dry spells. I loved making guys happy, especially guys that I really liked, and it wasn’t like I’d be doing it as a charity fuck. I didn’t know what Tom would be like in bed but I figured he was probably quite capable of showing me a good time.

Back in the hot tub the gentleman with his dick in my pussy was finally popping his wad and grunting very heavily while doing so. I suppose standing in that hot water probably felt pretty good at first but one doesn’t usually get in a hot tub and start engaging in strenuous activity. Fortunately they were young and healthy athletes so I didn’t figure they were likely to have a heart attack or something but I had the feeling that my lover’s balls weren’t the only part of him that was drained.

“So do you do this kind of thing all the time?” asked Wendell later when we were just kicking back on a couple of lounge chairs.

“Can you be more specific? Go to a party where everyone’s naked? Suck my roommate’s cock? Get double penetrated? Do a tag team blowjob?” I asked.

“I take it some of those things were firsts for you?” Wendell replied.

“Some of them, but I choose not to elaborate the details at this time,” I said.

“Well you and your friend are smoking hot,” said Wendell. “And that was the best damn BJ I’ve ever had. I can’t believe you got so good at that so fast.”

“Caroline’s a good teacher,” I said.

“So what’s your deal anyway? Are you looking for a boyfriend or are you just looking to have fun?” asked Wendell.

“I wouldn’t thumb my nose at the chance to meet Mr. Right I suppose, but this is all pretty new and exciting territory for me so I’m just looking to have fun I guess,” I replied.

“Well if you ever want to have some more fun with me you know where I live,” he joked.

I did indeed know and I guess that’s when I seriously decided to reconsider my whole sexual outlook concerning my roommates.


CHAPTER 13:

Having decided that it might be fun to turn my hot roommates into friends with benefits I thought that I should seduce Tom before making a final decision. If I was going to instigate some kind of “free love” policy in our apartment I wanted to know that we were all on the same page and that I was sexually compatible with each of the guys. I knew that Greg and Wendell would be down for some dirty fun with me but maybe I wasn’t Tom’s type or something or maybe we just wouldn’t have any chemistry between the sheets.

I got this fishnet cover up that was sort of a poncho-like thing that you were supposed to wear over a swimsuit or maybe a bra and shorts. I put it on over my bare naked skin and strolled casually into the kitchen one night when I knew Greg and Wendell had both gone out for the evening. It didn’t take long for Tom to notice me but I just tried to play it cool like I just wanted to get something from the fridge but was too lazy to put on any real clothes.

“Do you dress like that in class?” Tom joked.

“If I did it might help in my Economics class. My professor is always trying to look down my top,” I replied with a laugh.

“This would certainly make it easier for him,” Tom commented.

“Of course I’d probably get arrested or kicked out of class at any rate. It doesn’t leave much to the imagination does it?” I said.

“I don’t know about that. I’m imagining lots of things right now,” Tom replied.

“Really? Like what?” I asked innocently.

“Don’t play coy, you know exactly what I’m imagining,” he said.

“Maybe I want to hear you say it,” I suggested.

“Okay, I’m imagining how easy it would be to fuck you in that thing right now. How I could just flip up the bottom and put my big cock inside you and have you moaning and squealing all over that table,” said Tom.

“Moaning and squealing? You have a pretty confident attitude,” I pointed out.

“Or maybe just a really vivid imagination,” Tom replied as he came over to me and put his arms around my waist. “What about you? What are you imagining right now?”

“I’m trying to imagine what you’d look like with no pants on,” I said.

Tom took his hands off my waist and very quickly removed his pants and his underwear. He wasn’t exaggerating about his cock because it did look quite big, quite hard...and quite tasty.

“Lose the shirt,” I kind of hoarsely whispered.

Tom took off his shirt and tossed it aside. He looked very good naked, especially with that hard on twitching around out in front of him.

“Oh my...I really want to suck your cock,” I said softly.

“We can start that way if you like but I am going to fuck you on that table,” he replied.

“Whatever you say,” I replied as I crouched down in front of him and went to work on his manly tool.

“So what made you decide to seduce me tonight?”

“What makes you think I’m trying to seduce you?” I replied.

“It’s...kind of obvious. Not that I’m objecting, I just wondered why it had taken you so long to get around to it.”

It was a conversation I didn’t really want to get into at the moment so I stuck his dick in my mouth so that I wouldn’t be expected to talk and he would hopefully just enjoy the BJ and forget that the subject of seduction had ever come up.

I sucked his prick with my usual passion and vigor and it was pretty obvious that Tom was enjoying it but I guess he really did want to fuck me on the table because he suddenly picked me up and placed me there as easily as if I were a cereal box. He then pulled up my fishnet thing and spread my legs wide apart before sliding his glistening member into my gash.

My feet were resting on the edge of the table so I was sort of sitting up as he entered me. When he leaned forward to kiss me I threw my arms around his neck and kissed him back with an animalistic hunger. After kissing for a while I managed to pull off my cover up and Tom grabbed my exposed tits with unbridled glee. When he started sucking on my nipples he sucked pretty hard, which I was about to object to but it suddenly got very arousing very fast.

“Ummmmm,” I purred. “You’re driving me crazy.”

“You’ve been driving me crazy ever since you turned into a girl,” he replied. “I even think about sometimes when I’m jacking off.”

“That should be kind of gross,” I said, “but it’s actually pretty flattering.”

Suddenly he pushed me down so that I was lying flat on the table as he repositioned himself slightly without ever missing a beat. Shit was bouncing all over the table and landing on the floor but we just kept going. Pretty soon I was moaning and then that turned into squealing as he got me off hard.

“Oh fuck...oh fuck...oh fuck!” I cried out.

“Damn you look so hot right now,” Tom grunted.

“I don’t know what you look like...I’m seeing stars before my eyes right now,” I gasped.

By the end my legs were wrapped around his back and he had my arms pinned down over my head as he started pumping his hot cum inside me. He had a lot of cum so it took a while to get it all transferred to my docking station but I didn’t mind the wait. He could cum inside me all day long if he wanted to.

When he finally pulled out I felt totally limp and just lay there looking up at him as he stood at the edge of the table looking down at me.

“That was a fantastic fuck,” I managed to croak out.

“Even better than I imagined it would be,” he panted in reply.

“Even so I kind of wished I’d had a chance to finish that blowjob. It’s sort of a specialty of mine.”

“I could tell. But don’t worry, I’m sure we’ll do this again...and again...and again,” he teased.

“We should definitely clean this table,” I said as I managed to prop myself up on my elbows. “We do eat off it you know.”

“I know...which is exactly what I’m going to do right now,” Tom said with a grin just before his head disappeared between my legs.


CHAPTER 14:

Tom had surprised me. Not that I didn’t think he would be any good as a lover but I didn’t expect him to be that good. Tom got the complete blowjob I had been hankering for and boned me again one more time that evening for good measure before I started to worry that someone might come home and catch us in the act.

All three of my roommates had impressed me very much, and although I had only shared Wendell’s cock for a BJ he had that killer bod that just made looking at him naked a total joy even if we weren’t doing anything.

So now I knew that I wanted to fuck all three of them on some kind of semi-regular basis but I wasn’t exactly sure how to go about that. It seemed pretty pointless to try and hide what was happening, now that I had made it with all three, but I could hardly just announce that my pussy was up for grabs whenever anyone felt like banging me.

I ultimately decided to do a really weird thing and called a meeting of all the roommates. It wasn’t something we had ever done before but it felt like I needed to get it all out in the open with everyone at the same time.

“I suppose you’re wondering why I called this meeting,” I began a little nervously. “As you’ve no doubt noticed I’ve been a girl now for several months and I’m actually really happy about that. Not that I wasn’t happy being a guy but I’ve found a lot of really cool things about being female and I have to say I really appreciate how awesome and supportive you’ve all been. You could have made my life hell but you’ve been great. And as much as I wanted to avoid bringing sex into the mix it turns out I’m just a horny little slut who can’t help herself, and the three of you are all total studs, so despite my best intentions I’ve now had sex with each of you and I am very open to the idea of continuing that should any or all of you be interested in that sort of thing. I just don’t want it to be a secret anymore.”

“That’s cool, we all knew you were a cock crazy slut already,” said Greg.

“You did? I mean, you knew that I had been with all of you?” I asked.

“Totally,” said Wendell.

“Yeah, I couldn’t wait until you got around to me,” said Tom. “Rumors of your great prowess were no exaggeration.”

“Oh...I thought you weren’t going to tell anyone,” I pointed out.

“Come on, it’s a small apartment. We’re all roommates. We all wanted to bang you from the first time we saw you as a girl,” said Greg. “Do you think we could live with a sex kitten like you and not talk about it?”

“Okay, so you’re all cool with the idea of fucking me sometimes? I mean, there’s not going to be any jealousy or hard feelings?”

“No way baby,” said Wendell. “We’re the three luckiest guys on campus.”

“Well, great,” I said. “I’m glad this went a lot easier than I expected. As long as everyone knows it’s just good old-fashioned sport fucking. And as long as nobody’s disappointed if I’m not always in the mood.”

I kind of had a feeling that there wouldn’t be too many times where I wasn’t in the mood but I had already been outed as a total cock whore so I guess I was trying to maintain some shred of dignity.

“I sort of feel like we should celebrate or seal the deal with some kind of team unity so if you all want to whip out your dicks I’ll be happy to suck them,” I suggested.

They were all on their feet in the blink of an eye and their pants went straight down to their ankles. There they were, my three buddies all standing in a row with their magnificent cocks on display, all waiting for me to pleasure them. I got down on the floor and started stroking two pricks at a time in order to get them all hard, which didn’t take much effort since they were all pretty hard already.

Once I had three erections to work with it was just a matter of moving around to keep everyone busy as much as I could. The easiest position was sucking Wendell, who was in the middle, while I jerked off the other two guys with my hands, but once I switched to blowing Greg or Tom it was much harder to reach the opposite end of the line.

“You know this might be easier if one of you fucks me while I blow the other two. My arms just aren’t long enough to reach everybody at the same time,” I suggested. “And in fairness it should probably be Wendell because he hasn’t had my pussy yet.”

Everybody seemed fine with that suggestion, and while I did want to be fair to Wendell I was also dying to feel his huge cock inside my snatch. Wendell took a seat on the couch and Greg pulled my shorts off. I wasn’t wearing any panties so I was ready for action down there but Tom decided to take off my top and my bra because...you know...tits are always fun.

I went over to the couch and sat down on Wendell’s throbbing hard on and literally gasped when I felt how deep it was sinking into me. I was facing away from Wendell so that Greg and Tom could get close to my face and off we went.

Wendell grabbed my boobs and started playing with them as I tried to ride him rather slowly. It was a wild sensation because I could practically stand up straight and still be attached to his member. With both hands free I could stroke Greg and Tom continuously while simply alternating between their dicks in my mouth.

While it was definitely easier this way it was still kind of hard to keep all the pieces moving together smoothly. Fortunately I don’t think anyone minded that too much. A couple of times I got kind of carried away with myself and started bouncing up and down on Wendell’s pole a lot more aggressively, which meant that I was temporarily distracted too much to do any dick sucking, but everyone was going to get their rocks off so if there was some minor delay it really only prolonged the inevitable.

I was really, really happy. There was no more secrecy or trying to sneak around. My roommates were a great group of guys and they obviously weren’t shy about showing their hard dicks to each other. I would have been extremely reluctant about having an erection so close to the other guys but that was just one more advantage of being equipped differently now. I could just enjoy all their manliness at the same time. It made me wonder what getting ass fucked might be like and made a mental note to look into that for future group sessions.

Tom was the first to give me his jizz, and I hoped it didn’t make him feel like he had failed the stamina test or something because we’ve all got to go sometime and it was just his time to ejaculate first. Once I had his cum all gobbled up I was able to focus on blowing Greg and he popped shortly after Tom. Then the freshly drained boys just took a seat and watched the show as I rode Wendell like a demon possessed.

“Fuck yes...fucks yes...fuck yessssssssssssssss!” I practically screamed as Wendell got me off with a bone-rattling orgasm.

Tom and Greg applauded and whistled but I hardly noticed because my head was spinning. I was certainly getting used to fucking in front of, or with, other people which was funny because I used to be very shy but I found it quite liberating to feel so open and free about my body.

When Wendell finally put his sperm into me I felt kind of giddy and lightheaded. I also felt kind of relieved because my pussy had really taken a pounding and my legs were feeling pretty weak as I gingerly climbed off of him.

I knew things were never going to be the same in that apartment but that whatever happened going forward it was going to be an adventure.


CHAPTER 15:

The next day, when I got back from my classes, I found three lovely floral arrangements outside my door with a card from each of the guys. It was the first time I’d ever received flowers and the gesture really choked me up for some reason.

Almost from the moment I had become female I had felt a massive shift in my sexualization. I got looked at a lot, and often not too subtly. It could happen anywhere. Someone’s head turning as I walked by or their eyes drifting down to my cleavage in the middle of a conversation. I didn’t have to be flirtatious or wear anything especially revealing. It was all just a primal instinct. Men looking for suitable mates. That’s how they were constructed.

At first it was a little disconcerting. If someone keeps looking down at your chest while they’re talking to you it’s natural to become paranoid and worry that you’d spilled something on your top or that too much of your bra was showing. Eventually I got used to it but it was still kind of weird to be so aware of your sexuality all of the time, even when you weren’t trying to be overtly sexy.

Then somewhere along the line I think I just started to accept it, and then embrace it. I wasn’t going to be young forever, and I had only been female for a short time, so it was definitely fun to get so much attention and be the object of so much desire.

At home I used to try and avoid looking too titillating so as not to get the boys aroused but now that the genie was out of the bottle I sometimes delighted in prancing around in the skimpiest little nothings. I had this ridiculous tiny t-shirt that barely covered my nipples and was a total under-boob showcase. Putting that on was like ringing the dinner bell, it was just too tempting to resist. Somebody was going to pull that up and go to town on my titties. If I was busy then the boob play was a nice little treat to break up the day but if time permitted it could lead to some serious fucking and sucking, which was an even better way to pass the time.

Fortunately I managed to keep everyone satiated so when I did decline a carnal offer I don’t think anyone felt crushed. They had lives of their own, and went on dates, so it wasn’t like I was some kind of sex slave. It was just a very liberated household where enjoying recreational sex was no big thing.

Honestly I would have thought that it would have taken many years to acclimate myself to the gender change, if I ever did at all. Obviously for someone like Caroline who already wanted to be a woman it was quite easy to slip into the role but that wasn’t the case with most of the girls in my support group yet we all seemed to be handling it remarkably well.

When it first happened to me I was anxiously awaiting the day when science would come up with a way to put me back the way I was before but now I couldn’t really picture myself voluntarily giving up my new life. Actually I kind of dreaded the idea that I might just spontaneously become male again for no apparent reason, the same way I had become female. That old life seemed like it was in the rear view mirror and getting further away all the time, which was fine by me. I felt like I was making the most of the opportunity to reinvent myself and I liked who I was becoming.

Of course the sex was a double-edged sword. It had definitely helped to ease my journey once I discovered that my fear of being emasculated could be so easily replaced by the blissful joy of being filled with big cocks, but I worried that I might be defining myself too much by my new sex appeal. That had never been a concern of mine when I was male, and not just because I wasn’t as sexy as a guy as I was as a girl. I knew that women were held to a totally different standard when it came to sex.

“Party girl” was about the nicest phrase for describing a promiscuous woman, but it was pretty old-fashioned and not something people said very much anymore. “Slut,” “whore,” “fuck puppet” and “cum bucket” were more common, and while it could be kind of kinky to be called something like that during a heated sexual encounter, those labels were meant to be derogatory. Men didn’t really have similar equivalents because they were expected to be promiscuous. Even calling a guy a “player” was often considered a compliment, not an insult.

Of course the dichotomy of this is that if a guy wants to be a player and have many sex partners he needs plenty of women who are willing to participate and those women will more often than not be far from innocent virgins. So if men are expected to be promiscuous by nature then promiscuous women should be highly sought after and encouraged not slut shamed. Yet if a guy has sex with three girls at the same time he’s a stud and they’re a bunch of whores.

It kind of pissed me off when I thought about it but not enough to make me want to become a nun or something. Not enough to make me stop wearing revealing clothing and certainly not enough to keep me from sucking big beautiful cocks. It was college and time to cut loose and explore and experiment. Maybe someday I’d be a respectable soccer mom with three kids and a minivan but that day was still way off on the horizon.

As long as my grades didn’t suffer and as long as I didn’t get kidnapped by some religious nuts who wanted to sew a dick on me to restore my “rightful” manhood I didn’t see any reason to be too worried about my reputation as a “good time gal” as they said in the old days.

Being willing to fully embrace my inner slut (and I suppose the outer one as well) I conceived of my next epic sexual encounter...the slumber party.


CHAPTER 16:

While a nice girls’ only slumber party would have been fun, and something I had obviously never gotten to experience growing up, I had something a little more adult in mind. I wanted four guys and four girls, since we had four bedrooms in our apartment suite. That meant I needed to recruit three girls and one boy to fill out the roster.

Caroline was the first to sign up, not surprisingly, and we got two more girls, Jenny and Felicia from our support group. For the extra guy I had Wendell invite one of his teammates because I knew those guys were especially hot so our party was ready to go, as far as guests were concerned.

Attire was simple for the guys, boxers only, but the girls were required to wear super sexy lingerie, which didn’t take any arm twisting I can assure you. Once everyone was assembled, and introductions made, we started off like any normal college party might start, with pizza and beer.

I wondered whether Wendell might invite one of the guys from our hot tub adventure but instead he brought the team’s goalie, Jessie, who I had admired from a distance at a number of their water polo matches so I definitely wasn’t disappointed. There was a lot of casual chitchat, and a bit of light flirting, and then we moved on to some drinking games.

The next stage was watching some porn together. It’s kind of weirdly fun to sit and watch pornography in a group, especially a mixed group of guys and girls. Usually that’s something that’s very intimate and private and singular in nature, and I had certainly never watched porn with a girl before, back when I was male.

Each girl ended up sitting in some boy’s lap and while it was somewhat organic I made sure to seat myself on top of Jessie, since he was the “outsider” in our male tribe and I wanted my girlfriends to enjoy the company of my roommates, knowing that they all were quite gifted in the sex department.

At first the general atmosphere was basically humorous. I think a few people may have actually felt a little embarrassed by the “peep show” but pretty soon the erotic aspects of the presentation started to take over. We weren’t just sitting on the guy’s laps we were necking and making out like kids used to do at the drive-in movies, back when that was a thing.

“Do you like getting spanked and having your hair pulled like that?” Jessie asked as we watched a scene of a buxom redhead getting fucked hard from behind.

“Maybe,” I replied. “Is that what you want to do to me? Spank me and pull my hair?”

“Yeah I think I would like to spank you and pull your hair,” said Jessie with a grin.

“Then this might be your lucky night,” I said.

“Oh, it already is baby,” said Jessie as he pulled my bra down and started squeezing my tits.

I had planned a number of other activities before everyone paired up for the night but it looked like the porn had kind of pushed the sexual energy button to the max already.

“Well boys and girls things are moving along quicker than I anticipated so I suggest that you gentlemen take your partners to your rooms and I’ll see you all in the morning,” I said.

With my boobs still hanging out I took Jessie by the hand and led him to my bedroom where he basically tore most of my lingerie off, probably ripping some of it in the process but I didn’t care about that at all. Once he had undressed me he removed his shorts and I was greeted with a pretty awesome hard on, which didn’t surprise me anymore. Most of the men I had been with seemed to be well-endowed, which either meant that I was very lucky or that most men were bigger than I assumed they were.

Jessie was obviously into the domination mode, which wasn’t surprising given our conversation on the couch about spanking and such. He pushed me down to my knees in front of him and I tried to demonstrate my semi-legendary technique but pretty soon he grabbed the back of my head and started forcing his cock down my throat.

“So we’re going to play rough are we?” I managed to asked after freeing my mouth for a moment.

“Isn’t that what you want?” Jessie replied.

“You know what I want stud,” I said.

That was the last I was able to speak for a while because Jessie gave me a pretty serious throat fucking. I knew I was good at giving head when I was in control but it was kind of wild to just give a sloppy BJ while trying not to gag too much.

I don’t think I mentioned just how ripped Jessie was, but you probably figured that out already. And the thing about water polo dudes wasn’t just the fact that they looked really good naked they were in great physical condition and I had a feeling that I wasn’t going to be getting much sleep that night.

After drilling my face for quite a while Jessie suddenly released my head from his grasp and pulled his dick out of my mouth. I didn’t really get a chance to catch my breath because he picked me up and literally tossed me face down on the bed, jumping up right behind me. My ass was lifted in the air and my hands were pinned behind my back and his cock was plunging into my box so quickly that I barely knew how we ended up that way.

I liked all kinds of sex. Quick and dirty. Slow and sweet. Sometimes I liked to make things happen and sometimes I liked to let things happen to me. A lot of times I really liked the element of surprise, like when a guy suddenly kicked it into a higher gear or you found yourself in some position you had never even thought of before. And for some reason, even though I really enjoyed being as creative as my partner, there was just something really hot about having a guy take total charge of my body and do what he liked with it.

It was sort of consensual helplessness I guess you might call it. Being raped was something I had never thought about before I became a woman but I certainly thought about it now. It was one of the first things we talked about in our support group and they even gave us whistles to blow if we someone tried to assault us. It definitely made me more cautious about walking alone at night or being in some secluded place like a parking garage. The thought of being attacked scared the shit out of me but the thought of inviting a man into my bed who would dominate me was a total turn on.

I hadn’t tried any really kinky BDSM stuff, and didn’t really think I’d enjoy having any sort of serious pain inflicted on me, but being pinned down or having my hair pulled was really exciting. Maybe that’s part of why I liked big strong men, like jocks. I mean obviously they look great but it isn’t all just cosmetic. And if you’re going to get railed by a muscular man you might as well enjoy the thrill of being fucked into total submission.

When Jessie let go of my arms I quickly threw them down in front of me so that I was resting on my elbows but that only freed up both of his arms allowing him to grab my hair with one hand while he slapped my butt cheeks with the other.

“That’s what you wanted, isn’t it baby?” Jessie kind of chuckled.

“Fuck yeah that’s what I wanted,” I replied as I stared straight at the wall, unable to turn my head with my hair in his grasp.

“A lot of girls like that,” said Jessie.

“So you fuck a lot of girls I take it,” I commented.

“It depends on what you think of as a lot I suppose,” Jessie grunted.

“That’s cool, I’m a slut too,” I said.

“I kind of figured that, but now it’s time for less talking and more moaning,” said Jessie.

Jessie was certainly right about that. My face got planted into the mattress and Jessie started jerking my hips, as if his normal thrusting wasn’t enough. I jammed a hand down between my legs and started rubbing my clit like mad.

“Uhhh...uhhh...uhhh,” I started chipping in a higher tone than my normal speaking voice then I kind of made a sucking noise as I inhaled air before chirping it back out.

“Oh yeah, you like that big dick filling you up,” said Jessie. “I want you to cum all over my cock. Cum for me bitch. Show me how much you like it.”

I think the “bitch” thing kind of put me over the top. It was well-timed and he hadn’t gone down that road before so it made me feel exceptionally dirty and horny and hot. The bed was absolutely banging against the wall but I didn’t give a shit. Everybody was fucking somebody right now so we weren’t trying to hide anything.

“Aaaaaaaaaaaaaahhhhhhhhhhhhh” I suddenly cried out in what was probably as close to a scream as I had ever uttered during sex and I felt like my body was going to suddenly shatter into a million pieces at any second.

I can’t totally describe what a really intense female orgasm feels like but it’s kind of like a religious revival meeting being held during a XXX porn movie. It’s spiritual and raunchy at the same time. I can certainly understand why ancient religions often incorporated sex into their worship, something that our more modern puritanical faiths could probably benefit from.

Then came another surprise twist in the plot as Jessie quickly pulled out and flipped me over. I looked up to see him straddling me, jerking his rod furiously with one hand as he grabbed my hair with the other. He looked like a freaking Greek god or something, both beautiful and kind of terrifying. I opened my mouth just as the first steaming rope of his jizz spewed forth from his mighty staff and it hit me on the cheek. I stuck my tongue out, hoping to catch as much of his essence as I could, but much of it just painted my face.

I ended up licking as much as I could but I knew that most of it was out of reach. I had to wipe a little out of one of my eyes but it was a small price to pay and I definitely wanted to look at him as he still sat astride my stomach making me feel somewhat like some sort of mythical beast he had just vanquished in singular combat.

“Okay, you can clean up now,” said Jessie as he rolled off of me and lay on his back.

I got up slowly, almost as if in a daze, and reached for a robe that I had hanging on the door.

“No clothes,” said Jessie.

I just smiled and put the robe back on the door as I headed to the bathroom.


CHAPTER 17:

When I came out of my room I discovered that Caroline and Greg hadn’t left the living room yet and were merrily thumping away on the couch. They were too busy to notice me so I just stood there and watched for a few moments. People look so good when they’re fucking I thought, but then I thought about my cum covered face and decided that I probably didn’t look my best at the moment and completed my journey to the bathroom.

As I looked at myself in the mirror I couldn’t really believe that I was the same person I used to be, but of course I wasn’t that person anymore in a lot of ways. Not just because I was copulating with men instead of women but because I was so comfortable being a sexual creature. I loved my body now, not that I was perfect, or really anything all that special compared to other women, but I felt beautiful which made me feel really good about myself.

And I felt very powerful, even as I walked back to my room where a man was waiting to stand me on my head and fuck me upside or something. I had made this all happen. I had set the wheels in motion and now four couples, none of whom had even met before, were now engaged in who knows what kind of sexual antics. And while Jessie could order me to walk naked through my own apartment, my face covered in his semen, I could just as easily have put my robe on if I wanted to. Or I could have told him to stop slapping my ass or pulling my hair or even told him to go home. It was that whole consensual helplessness thing.

It was a really amazing thing to embrace the feeling of being small and weak and vulnerable, especially around someone much bigger and stronger. The whole culture of being male is so rooted in the idea of strength and power and yet here I was, only a few months removed from being a man, happily yielding that position to someone else.

“I thought you might be thirsty,” I said holding up a bottle of water and a can of beer which I had grabbed from the fridge before coming back to my room.

“Thanks, I’ll take the water,” said Jessie as I climbed back in bed next to him. “Need to keep hydrated if we’re going to do any more fucking.”

“Oh, we’re going to do more fucking,” I replied as I put my arms around his neck and kissed him. “I like the way you fuck me. I like it a whole lot.”

“How do you quantify that?” Jessie asked, which kind of caught me off guard. “I mean is it how big your orgasm was or how many orgasms you have or the way a certain cock feels inside your pussy?”

“Damn, that’s a good question,” I said as I popped open the beer and took a sip, not concerning myself with the hydration factor. “I suppose it’s a combination of things. I like the way you look, because you’re hot and have a great body and a big dick. I like your confident take charge manner. I like that you keep me guessing. And I certainly liked the bone shaking orgasm you gave me, even if I did help out by rubbing my clit. I even like the taste of your cum, although I didn’t get to taste as much of it as I would have liked.”

“Would you like to know why I like fucking you?” asked Jessie.

“Sure, why not?” I replied.

“Well obviously I find you very physically attractive but what I really like is that you’re not coy or demure. You’re a hungry animal with an appetite for sex and you’re not shy about it. You’re as open and direct about it as I am. And you’ve got a pretty filthy mouth that’s hard not to get turned on by,” said Jessie.

“Now that we’ve established that we both enjoy fucking each other I suppose we should do it again,” I suggested.

“My thoughts exactly,” Jessie replied. “How do you want it this time?”

“You’re kind of cute so I think I want a better look at you this time,” I said.

Jessie grabbed a pillow and stuck it under my butt. Then he lifted my legs straight up so that my feet were resting on his shoulders.

“Are you satisfied with the view?” he asked.

“Oh, yeah...it’s a lovely view from here,” I said.

I loved getting taken from behind, and it was probably my favorite position, but one didn’t get to really see your lover much at all. Of course that was part of the animalistic thrill of it. The man was mounting you in the natural way that most animals mated and you were there to receive his seed.

Being on top of a guy was fun because you often had a chance to control the tempo and if you were facing him you actually got to see the man you were fucking. Being on your back seemed kind of vanilla but sometimes it was pretty awesome. You could see your partner’s expressions and how hard he was working. It was especially nice when you were with a very handsome man, as I was, and you could bask in the beauty of his manly physique.

Jessie was on his knees with his hands holding up my rear end so I got a fantastic view of his body as he drove his cock into me over and over. I was impressed by the amount of work he must put in to stay in that kind of shape, just like Wendell did. It made me think that I should probably cut down on the pizza and beer and maybe do a little exercising. I had been handed this body but it was up to me to maintain it now and I really hadn’t been too concerned about that at all.

“You’re too far away,” I said after Jessie had been drilling me for quite some time. “I want you closer now.”

Away went the pillow and down went my butt and Jessie was suddenly within reach of my lips, which I took full advantage of. It also gave him access to my tits, which he took full advantage of.

When Jessie finally put his load in me it was deep in my pussy this time and I wouldn’t let him go even after he had finished. I wanted him inside me for as long as possible. Feeling his weight pushing me down into the mattress was delicious and he was a pretty terrific kisser too, which was kind of a bonus since he fucked like a champion.

The biggest surprise for me was actually the conversations we had in the afterglow while waiting for him to get hard again. Once we stopped talking about sex and moved on to other topics I found that we had a lot in common, and he had kind of a sly sense of humor.

We did it two more times that night until we finally called it a wrap and went to sleep. I was extremely happy but also a but confused. I had planned for this party just to be a sexy fuck-fest between partners who had just kind of randomly been paired up for the night but I felt like I might have a little crush on Jessie which was not at all part of the plan.

I had a good thing going on with my three sexy roommates and the thought of actually dating someone who wasn’t one of those three had rarely crossed my mind. Of course in a lot of ways it made sense to date someone outside my dorm room but Jessie was Wendell’s teammate so there was the whole fact that I lived with Wendell and had sex with him that could be kind of problematic for Jessie.

Of course Jessie hadn’t done anything to imply that he had a similar crush on me or that he was interested in anything more than the pleasant night we had spent together but it did make me wonder how I would handle the whole concept of being romantically involved with someone instead of just being a cock junkie who needed frequent fleshy fixes.

I could be a good girlfriend, I figured. It would be kind of hard for a guy to complain that he wasn’t getting laid enough with me, or that I wasn’t willing to do whatever sex stuff he was into but beyond that I was a pretty compassionate person who cared about other people’s feelings. I had supported my roommates activities even before I was a girl getting boned by them and I was happy to be a shared activity partner. And I honestly don’t think I was very high maintenance. I liked nice things but I wouldn’t be in a relationship for the swag. Jessie just seemed like a guy I might get along with pretty well between orgasms but it really wasn’t in my hands.


CHAPTER 18:

“What the hell did you do the Jamie?” Wendell asked me one day shortly after our slumber party.

“What do you mean?” I replied a little nervously. “I didn’t injure him or anything I hope. I know he’s a key player on the team.”

“No he just won’t stop talking about you. He’s constantly bugging me for information about you and going on and on and on about how smart you are and how sexy you are and how funny you are, blah, blah, blah.”

“Oh,” I said, a little startled by this turn of events.

“Oh? That’s all you’ve got to say? Do you want to go out with the dude or should I just drown him in the pool and put him out of his misery?” said Wendell.

“Sure, I’ll go out with him. I mean, yeah...I’d love to go out with him,” I replied.

So that’s how I started dating Jamie. I suppose it was inevitable at some point that I would take the next step and go from just being a party girl who had learned to like sex with men to a young woman who might want to get closer to a man and develop feelings other than pure lust.

It was actually a little scary for me. My roommates had known me when I was male and we had gotten past that pretty quickly. They all had big beautiful cocks and I had a variety of holes for them to stuff those cocks in so we had a convenient arrangement that didn’t involve any wooing or seduction. And the men I met at parties were just a one-and-done situation. A casual hookup with little or no conversation. And while it was true that Jamie had started out being just one of those party sport fucks there was enough chemistry between us to make us both interested  in exploring where that chemistry might lead. And that was the scary part because I had never dated a man before and had no previous life experience to draw on.

A normal girl my age who liked boys would probably have been dating for a number of years. There would have been dances and proms where you put on the gown and had a corsage punned on you. There would have been Friday nights at the movies with some guy you currently had a crush on and maybe you’d move on to “going steady” with some special boy you thought was going to be the great love of your life.

I had been on the other end of that equation so it wasn’t like I didn’t know what dating was but it seemed to me like it had to be a little different when you were the girl. And it was particularly weird for me because I didn’t have any stories about my female childhood because I never had one. Jamie was aware of that, and we had certainly conversed very easily between hard ons, but it had been mostly light pillow talk and a little pop culture. I was afraid that reminding him that up until recently I had a dick would be a serious buzz kill. Like the fact that we both used to jack off to the same favorite porn star would show that we had something in common but might not be the best way to present my feminine side.

“Okay I’m just going to ask this right up front to get it out of the way,” said Jamie when we were on our first date. “Were you ever gay at all before you became a woman or did your interest in men come built-in to your new body?”

“No, I don’t think I was gay at all. And my interest in men came as kind of a shock to me.  I learned to like sex as a girl by masturbating but it took a lot of peer pressure to actually get me to try anything with a guy,” I answered as truthfully as possible.

“And I take it that went well?”

“Yeah, you could say that. That’s why I am the raging slut you see before you today,” I joked.

“Honestly I think that’s really cool and really brave of you. I’ve tried to imagine what it would be like to have that happen to me and it scares the shit out of me,” Jamie admitted. “I think I’d end up a total basket case.”

“Well you might have adapted better than you think you would have but thank goodness you didn’t have to. With that body of yours it would be a total fucking shame to mess with it. For my part I think I got the better end of the deal physically.”

“I don’t know what you looked like before but I’ve got to say that you definitely did win the female body jackpot. You’re incredibly gorgeous.”

Be still my beating heart, I thought. Handsome guy telling me I’m gorgeous when he could easily have his pick of pussy. Maybe it was just a line but I never lied to a girl when I told them I thought they were beautiful. I honestly did because in the eye of this beholder I obviously found something attractive about the girls I dated. But I was used to dishing out the flattery far more than receiving it so it kind of got me excited maybe more than it should have.

It was also kind of a strange thing to be going on a first date with someone whose cum you had already tasted. I had certainly never fucked a girl I had just met and then started dating her. Sex was something that usually had to be built up to and earned with a guy because I wasn’t a ripped jock like Jamie. Still, looking at it from a pragmatic standpoint, it might be the best way to do things because you’ve already got the whole sex mystery out of the way. I didn’t have to play any games and pretend to be protecting my honor or anything, and we both knew that we clicked really well between the sheets, so whatever fun we had on the date was kind of just the icing on the cake because I had no doubt that Jamie would be fucking me senseless before the evening was through.

And I was actually even kind of glad that he had brought up the “Big Shakeup” because it showed that he had been as scared as I was of having it happen to him and he was well-aware of the fact that it could just as easily have been him as me.

Of course I was right, and the sex was awesome, but it was kind of funny because there seemed to be two versions of Jamie, one with his clothes on and one off. He had gone pretty alpha male on my ass at the slumber party but we had just been watching some aggressive porn, and that brought up the subject of hair pulling and ass slapping, so I thought maybe we were just sort of playing a game that night.

A bit to my surprise things were pretty similar the second time around as Jamie basically dominated my little girly body and was pretty clearly the boss in the bedroom. What surprised me even more was how much I liked that. I had always enjoyed being on my knees or bending over for a man, and I knew that most guys wanted to feel strong and powerful, but I wasn’t sure how I would feel being fed a steady diet of being tossed around like a rag doll and being bossed around like a little bitch. It was incongruous because Jamie was such a nice guy and I sort of assumed that alpha males were just jerks all of the time.

Maybe it was because I knew he was really a nice guy that made it so easy for me to submit to his will in the bedroom. I felt he really liked me and respected me as a person so being treated like a piece of ass was kind of exciting.

In another way it felt like it was good for me mentally because it seemed to be cleansing me of the last vestiges of my manhood. There had always been this little part of my brain that was still having trouble accepting that I wasn’t a man anymore. An instinct developed over a lifetime of being male that was telling me to stop being a sissy and man up.

Jamie’s aggressive masculinity was pounding that part of my brain into submission just as his cock was pounding my body into submission. I wanted to own who I was now, a soft, sweet, nurturing, female and Jamie was making it obvious that there was only one man in bed when we were together and it wasn’t me.

I hadn’t chosen to be a woman but now that I was there was nothing to feel ashamed about. No reason to look at it as a setback or an unfortunate turn of events. There was no going back so no reason not to embrace my femininity wholeheartedly. Or so I thought until the stunning report out of Sweden made the headlines.


CHAPTER 19:

Apparently a Swedish research team had developed a technique that could supposedly reverse the gender change that had taken place during the Big Shakeup. It seemed that they had already been working on a fairly revolutionary new method for performing total gender changes and found that it worked on “victims” of that bizarre phenomenon that had afflicted people like me.

Gender confirmation procedures weren’t usually very high on the healthcare food chain but due to the “emergency” nature of the Big Shakeup this technology had been given the fast track to approval. There was a waiting list of people waiting to have the procedure done so it wasn’t like I could just walk into a clinic the next day and have my dick back but the option was on the table for me to at least consider.

Obviously someone like Caroline, who had dreamed of becoming a woman all her life, would have absolutely no interest in going back to her old male self but I was kind of in a bind about what to do.

Since I hadn’t chosen to become female my friends and family had come to accept that it wasn’t my “fault” and it was just a terrible tragedy that had been inflicted upon me. Now that there was a way to undo the “damage” they would presumably expect me to do so. The problem was I didn’t want to undo anything. Not because of the hassle of having to do all the paperwork to change my ID again, or because I was worried that switching gender again so soon would mess with my head. I didn’t want to go back because I loved who I had become.

Yes, everyone would know that given the choice between having my dick back or keeping my pussy I had chosen to keep my pussy and that was kind of a hard thing to admit although Jamie had helped a lot by making me feel proud to be the hole rather than the peg. Jamie had said I was brave for accepting my fate so well and for being open-minded. Now I just had to be brave one more time as I told everyone that I wasn’t going to seek treatment to become male again now or anytime in the future.

“Well guys, you basically all fucked all the manhood out of me I guess,” I said when I gathered my roommates for the big announcement. “I’ve never been happier in my life and I wouldn’t trade this rockin’ little body for anything.”

“You’re quite a woman Sharon Sloan. You’re better at being female than a lot of girls who are born that way,” said Greg.

“Thank you for that, and honestly guys, you’re much better at doing the manly thing than I ever was so I know where I belong. Why be a mediocre man when you can be a bad ass bitch? Now does anyone want a celebratory BJ while I affirm my chosen role in life?”

Needless to say I had three eager volunteers who were happy to show me that I had made the right choice. I didn’t know how much longer I’d be fooling around with my roommates since I was starting to get some really good vibes from my burgeoning relationship with Jamie but we hadn’t made any rules yet, and I was feeling kind of emotional and in need of the support of my friends.

They stood around me in kind of a semi-circle while I got on my knees and jerked and licked and sucked away at whatever cock was handy at the moment. Normally I would have finished them all in my mouth but I decided to have them finish themselves by jacking off on my face as close to simultaneously as possible. I wanted it to feel more like a ritual, I guess, like some kind of sticky baptismal ceremony that would forever cement my femininity.

While they couldn’t quite accomplish the goal of all popping at once they did a pretty terrific job of coming close. My face had a very creamy white paint job and I lapped up anything that got near my lips so I enjoyed a bit of a roomy cocktail, a rich hearty blend of the sperm of some of the coolest guys in the world.

Rather than slinking off to the bathroom to clean up in shame I actually took a selfie of my facial because I wanted to remember this moment, not that having three guys jack off on you would be easy to forget.

The Big Shakeup had been just that. It’s amazing how much gender identity impacts our lives in ways that we rarely even think about. Fortunately for me after being shaken up I didn’t fall to pieces and came back together better than before. Maybe it was all random chance or maybe this was somehow my destiny but I wasn’t going to complain either way. And if you ever find yourself with a pussy where your dick used to be don’t be too quick to assume that you got the raw end of the deal. You might have just won the genetics lottery like I did.


AUTHOR’S NOTES:

It’s kind of funny because I just finished writing a book called “The Wallflower” and in my Author’s Notes I talk about how frequently I seem to set my stories on college campuses with sexy roommates who become lovers. I’m usually writing five or six books at a time and have no idea which will finish first or in what order I’m going to release them but whatever I said in those notes goes for this story as well. I just think of college as a great time of sexual exploration as a lot of kids are off the leash for the first time and hormones are raging and there’s a whole pack of horny people all lumped together in once place.

Of course it has been a while since my college days so I can’t vouch for the authenticity of modern campus life as I depict it but everybody’s at least seen movies about frats and sororities and all the sexual high-jinks that go on inside the ivy covered walls of higher learning so hopefully it’s not too much of a stretch to imagine the raunchy possibilities of campus life.


SOCIAL MEDIA

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

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

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

http://staceyzackerly.blogspot.com

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

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