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CHAPTER 1:

Daryl Brown had a secret. He sometimes liked to put on women's clothing and masturbate. It was something he had done for a long time but there were stretches where the desire to imagine himself as a woman were stronger than others. He loved the sensuous curvature of a woman's hips. He adored the sight of full, firm breasts and the sleek lines of the female pelvis. He craved soft silky skin. These were not unusual feelings and millions of men felt exactly the same way. The difference with Daryl was the fact that he didn't just admire these feminine traits of beauty he often wished to possess them for himself.

To know what it felt like to actually be a beautiful young woman was something he could never completely shake from his mind. Whenever he slipped into something sexy and girlish his imagination would run wild. It all seemed so wonderful to be the ultimate object of desire. The world of womanhood seemed so mysterious and intriguing on so many levels. There were times were he literally ached to be in the type of body he fantasized about so many times. While masturbating one evening while in a particularly strong female frame of mind he cried out his deep desire to be a real woman.

"I can make that happen you know if you really desire it sweetie," a voice from somewhere behind him suggested.

Daryl spun around in dismay and actually lost his balance and fell to the floor. His door was carefully locked and there should be no one else in the room. The thought of someone watching him jack off in a frilly nightgown was too humiliating to contemplate.

"I hope I didn't startle you."

Somehow there was someone in his room, someone who looked very much like a campy drag queen with huge hair and way too much heavy makeup. She was wearing a glittery dress and held a stick of some kind with a star on the end of it. The whole thing would have seemed very comical except for the fact that Daryl realized he must be hallucinating.

"Who the hell are you?" Daryl sputtered.

"I'm your fairy godmother darling, who did you think I was?" the stranger replied.

"Surprisingly I don't find that too hard to believe," Daryl snorted.

"Spare me the wise cracks darling, believe me I've heard them all. Besides, you're hardly in any position to be impugning someone else's manhood at the moment."

"So what are you doing in my bedroom?"

"I heard your wish."

"What wish? What are you talking about?"

"Well it was a little hard to make it out clearly with all the grunting but the gist seemed to be that you wanted to become a woman."

"Look ah..."

"Call me Chablis. I know...I was drinking pretty heavily when I chose it."

"Well...Chablis...I still don't quite get what you're doing here," said Daryl.

"I've come to make your wish come true!"

"Look, what somebody says in the middle of...something like this isn't necessarily something you need to put a lot of stock into," explained Daryl. "I'm sure I'm not the only guy in the world who likes to dress like a woman every now and then."

"You got that right darling."

"So why don't you just run along and do whatever you do somewhere else so that I can get dressed and try to forget that this whole thing ever happened."

"Now why in the world would you want to do that?"asked Chablis. "All I have to do is wave my wand and you will instantly become the thing you most desire in life."

"That just looks like a stick with a bunch of glitter on it."

"But isn't it sparkly?"

"Yes, that it is. However, I have a life to live and that life has always been spent as a man. Even if I believed that your crazy wand thing would actually work why would I give up my whole existence?"

"Because you would have tits and a pussy?"

"Sure that sounds sort of appealing but there must be a catch. I mean, everybody who knows me would notice that I was...different. That would be a little hard to explain," Daryl pointed out.

"It's magic darling, not rocket science. If I can change you into a woman don't you think I can make it so that everyone will just think you always were one?"

"I don't know. Since I don't really believe in magic I haven't given this sort of thing much thought."

"Well it would be pretty crappy magic if I just stuck you in a new body and left you to worry about the mess. That's not the way we fairy godmothers roll," said Chablis a little indignantly.

"That's another thing. I thought fairy godmothers were supposed to look out for people during their whole life. How come I'm just now finding out about you?" Daryl asked suspiciously.

"Look darling, I don't know what kind of fantasy stories you've been reading but it doesn't work that way. I can't turn a pumpkin into a coach or pay off your student loan or something. I've got one job and one job only and that's turning people like you into the kind of person they really want to be. Well, in point of fact I can provide some material comforts to go along with your new lifestyle if we get that far, but that's not my main gig."

"That's a lot more specialized than I would have expected."

"Hey it's not that easy changing someone's gender with the wave of wand you know...although I guess it does sound kind of easy when you put it that way."

"You do this sort of thing a lot?" Daryl inquired.

"More than you would probably think darling. You may even have dated one of my projects."

"That's a rather unsettling thought."

"Why? If you didn't know the difference it would have all seemed quite normal to you. That's just the way it works."

"So you're not my fairy godmother exclusively?"

"Seriously? Do you really think I've spent my whole life sitting around waiting for you to want a sex change?" Chablis said with a sarcastic roll of her eyes.

"Hell, I don't know. I was just sitting here, minding my own business, trying to get my rocks off in peace when you barged in with this whole crazy story. I'm afraid I don't know all the details of this magic business."

"That's perfectly all right darling, no one really does know what to expect when they first encounter this sort of thing. The surprise is part of the fun! Now do I wiggle my little wand at you and turn you into a girly girl or am I just wasting my time here? It's karaoke night at the Pink Lady and I don't want to miss Happy Hour."

"Well I appreciate the offer but I think I'll have to pass. Having a female body is a tempting concept but I'm not sure that it's the right thing for me."

"Are you sure? I can give you perky little boobs or big giant hooters, whatever you like. And if you think blondes have more fun I can make sure the carpets match the drapes!"

"Thanks, I'll keep that in mind," replied Daryl.

"So be it. You can't blame a girl for trying. If you ever change your mind just say your wish out loud and I'll pop by in a jiffy."

"Great, I'll do that."

"Toodaloo sweetie!"

With that the Fairy Godmother was gone in a puff of smoke. Daryl shook his head in disbelief and tried to comprehend what had just transpired in his bedroom. Did a drag queen really magically appear and offer to turn him into the woman of his choosing or had he gone completely insane? He didn't feel particularly insane but he wasn't sure how one knew. He had always been relatively sane before with no incidents of seeing people who weren't there or hearing voices in his head. Of course they always say there's a first time for everything.

As Daryl started to get out of his nightgown and the padded bra he wore beneath it he stopped to look at himself in the mirror. If this craziness was really true somehow it would be something to actually be able to live out his fantasy. He wondered about what kind of tits he would want if he could have them custom tailored to his desires. Big would probably be nice, but not necessarily huge. He wouldn't want to look like he had a bad boob job or something. The shape was probably the thing he thought about the most. Some breasts he saw just had that perfect look to them. Of course it all had to be proportional and look good as part of the whole package.

There wasn't really any point in giving such nonsense any serious thought but it was kind of fun to imagine the girl of his dreams and picture himself suddenly taking that form. And if nobody had to know that he had made the change there wouldn't be any embarrassment attached to the whole process. Fascinating concept but totally nuts. Just something to dream about.


CHAPTER 2:

Daryl worked in the accounting department at the corporate headquarters of a department store chain. It wasn't terribly interesting work but it paid the bills. As he sat at his desk his mind wandered for a moment and he tried to visualize himself coming to work as a stunning female. There were certainly some attractive ladies in the office but no one that he would describe as drop dead gorgeous or anything. It might be kind of interesting to be the queen bee in this little hive of commerce. He knew how horny and lecherous a lot of his male co-workers were so he had a pretty good idea of what kind of impression a real sexy babe would make on the guys. Was that something he really wanted? That was actually kind of a creepy thought so he shook his head and concentrated on business.

As much as he tried to put the crazy dream, or whatever it was, behind him he couldn't help but think about it every now and then over the next few days. He started playing a little game with himself where he tried to imagine that whatever situation he was in at the moment he was doing in a female body. Would it be fun or a hassle? He wasn't quite sure but one thing he definitely noticed was that each time he tried to visualize an experience as a woman he felt himself getting sexually aroused.

He wondered about his forays into cross-dressing and what had ultimately inspired him to try it. It just seemed like something he had been doing for years and couldn't actually remember the motivation behind his first efforts aside from curiosity. Women were just so damn desirable. Who wouldn't want to be that hot and sexy? Of course this was coming from his male point of view which tended to view sex as the primary goal of everything in life so maybe things felt different on the other side of the fence or something. He honestly had no idea.

From his relatively narrow gender perspective it seemed that women, especially attractive ones, had it pretty easy in most ways. They could have a career if they wanted to but they could also marry someone who had money and not have to worry about finances. Most men usually paid for things on dates. Pretty girls had no trouble finding companions and didn't have to sit home alone on a Friday night after striking out with every number in the little black book. They could get out of traffic tickets by crying and people would often overlook erratic behavior or seemingly unmotivated emotional outbursts. A hot chick could always flash a little skin and practically get away with murder. If a guy made a pass at a beautiful woman in the office he'd be charged with sexual harassment. If the women did it the guy would think it was his lucky day.

Daryl realized that he was oversimplifying things. Nothing in life was that easy or that cut and dried. There were probably a million reasons why someone wouldn't want to be a gorgeous girl...he just couldn't happen to think of too many.

Would he be a lesbian? That didn't sound too bad. In porn films there were always tons of hot chicks happily doing each other. At least he already knew how to eat pussy so it wouldn't be like starting from scratch. Dating men, on the other hand, would probably take a little getting used to. Sitting at his desk with a suit and tie on made the thought of having sex with men seem pretty hard to comprehend but he knew that when he was alone in his room in a bra and panties the idea didn't really bother him at all. That was just a game of role playing and there weren't any real men involved in the equation except himself. Dealing with the real thing might be a little scary.

It would certainly be interesting to be the one being chased for a change. How many times had he tried to work up the courage to ask a woman out only to be shot down in flames in a matter of seconds? More times than he'd like to recall. Being a man trying to get a date felt a little like being a Kamikaze pilot...without the glory of an honorable death. Each rejection chipped away at your confidence and burned a hole in your heart. If the woman was super attractive she might even feel insulted that you dared to consider yourself a contender for her attention. It might be very nice to turn those tables and be the one holding all the cards for a change.

He was definitely thinking with his dick, which he often did, so his thoughts were running heavily in a sexual direction. He could imagine himself in a bikini strolling along a beach while men, crazed with lust, threw themselves at his feet but he had a much harder time picturing himself pushing a baby stroller along while trying to get the shopping done in time to make dinner for the husband. Well, if he married a rich guy they'd probably have a nanny and servants and whatnot to deal with a lot of that anyway, if it actually came down to something like marriage.

His father had always half-joked that he was happy he didn't have any daughters because he wouldn't have to pay for their wedding. Daryl chuckled at the idea of his old man footing the bill for some elaborate wedding extravaganza. The poor guy wouldn't even know that he had been thrown a magical curve ball.

If only he could test drive this female thing first. It would be nice to kick the tires and take the body out for a spin before making some big life changing decision. Maybe he could? Chablis hadn't said anything about it being permanent. Maybe it was a try before you buy kind of deal. What would be the harm in that if he could go back to the way things were if he didn't like it? He suddenly wished that he had asked more questions when he had the chance but at the time the whole thing seemed so ludicrous that he wasn't really thinking clearly. It probably still was a crazy trick of his imagination but he did wish he had taken it a little more seriously at the time. What if it wasn't something he dreamed up? What if that fairy godmother could really deliver on her promise? It wasn't likely, but it wasn't totally impossible was it?

One night as he was slipping into a nice garter belt with some fishnet stockings he felt a powerful urge to have the right kind of body to go with that outfit and called out to the Fairy Godmother.

"Hey Fairy Godmother...Chablis...if you're not too busy I'd really kind of like to talk about this whole turning into a woman thing again."

He waited but nothing seemed to be happening. He wasn't really surprised since he only partly believed that she even existed but he was a little disappointed.

"Aw, come on...I really want to turn into a girl...I just have some questions."

"Not the most enthusiastic wish I've ever heard but I've got a little free time at the moment," said Chablis as she appeared in his room once more, this time wearing a bright red dress with a plunging neck line.

"Don't you think that outfit is a little...revealing?" asked Daryl.

"Says the man wearing nothing but a garter belt and stockings."

"Point well taken."

"So my little bitch to be you have some questions?" asked Chablis.

"Yeah, I was wondering how long this spell thing lasts. I mean do I turn back into a pumpkin if I'm not home by midnight or something?"

"No this isn't fucking Cinderella. I told you before I don't do the whole pumpkin thing. If I turn you into a woman a woman you shall stay until you ask me to turn you back," explained Chablis.

"Really? I don't have to stay that way forever?"

"As long as you don't fall in love with anyone."

"Huh?"

"If you give your heart to someone while under the influence of magic you'll be locked in your female body forever."

"How does that work?" asked Daryl skeptically.

"How the hell do I know? Do you think this wand comes with an instruction manual or something? It's magic. It does what it does."

"I mean who decides if I'm really in love with someone or not? That seems like kind of an esoteric concept. What if it's just an infatuation or something? Who makes the call?"

"Look sweetie, I know this magic jazz is all kind of new to you but I assure you that it works. It has to be true love, you know? That deep down, curling your toes, can't live without someone kind of love. Fairytale love basically so you probably don't have anything to worry about. How many people ever find that?"

"But if I did find that somehow I could never go back?"

"Darling if you actually found true love why the hell would you want to go back?" said Chablis as she shook her head and put her hands on her hips.

"That's a good point."

"Any other questions?"

"Can I get pregnant?"

"Yes."

"Will I have periods?"

"Yes."

"Will people who know me just forget everything that we did together when I was a man?"

"Not exactly, but sort of. You'll find that people don't spend a lot of time reminiscing about the good old days with you. Don't worry, your past will make sense to everyone."

"Will I remember my past as a man?"

"That's a good question. It's sort of like the witness protection program. You'll know the cover story of who you're supposed to be but you won't forget the life you actually lived before. Honestly it's a lot better to live in the present than in the past, trust me on that one. Go out into the world, make new friends, have new experiences. Live it up a little," suggested Chablis.

"But I can go back if I don't like it?"

"Just state your wish and I'll take care of it. Only don't plan on making a habit of it. It's not a party drug you just take when you're in the mood to get your kink on."

"Does the change happen pretty fast?"

"Yup."

"Do I tell you what I want to look like or what?"

"Why don't I set you up with a starter model and then we can modify it from there."

"You can do that?"

"Of course. What's more fun than giving your girlfriend a makeover?"

"Let's do it up," said Daryl enthusiastically.

With that Chablis waved her wand and bits of sparkly glitter seemed to fly forth from it as Daryl felt a very strange sensation begin to grip his body. A moment later it was done. He was a woman!


CHAPTER 3:

As Daryl looked down at his body he couldn't believe his eyes. He had female breasts! He had a female body. Instead of a dick there was a pretty little pussy between his legs. It was freaking amazing! He ran to the mirror and checked himself out more thoroughly. Damn, he was hot.

"Not bad is it baby?" said Chablis with a note of pride.

"Not bad at all," Daryl replied. "I'm fucking gorgeous!"

"I don't know if I'd go that far but it's a good jumping off point. Beauty's in the eye of the beholder darling. Some people find me quite the catch you know. The important thing is that we get you into the body you've always dreamed of. Now let's start with the face. Do you want classic beauty like a Greek goddess or Barbie doll cute?"

"Am I going to age like a real woman?"

"Sadly, yes."

"Then let's go with something that will hold up well over the long haul," Daryl suggested.

"Good decision. It'll save you a lot of money in face lifts down the line."

With a wave of her wand and more glitter Daryl's face took on a new and more glamorous shape.

"You know all that sparkly stuff seems kind of gay to me," Daryl pointed out.

"Sweetie, you just traded your cock for a pussy. How much gayer can you get? Now what about your boobies? That's usually a big concern for the first time girl."

"Can I show you a picture of what I want?"

"By all means. I always enjoying looking at a little smut," Chablis confessed.

Daryl grabbed his laptop computer and brought up some images of women with the type of breasts he desired. He obviously knew exactly what he wanted and a wand wave later and he had the tits of his dreams.

"Holy crap! They're perfect," said Daryl as he bounced and jiggled his new breasts.

"Glad you like them."

"I love them!"

"Big booty or tight little butt?"

"I've got pictures," said Daryl.

"I'll bet you do."

After some more tweaking it was time to top the whole thing off with a new hairdo. They tried going blonde but Daryl loved the way his new face looked with brown hair so brown it was. Chablis even tossed in a makeup job just so that he could see the final result at its best advantage although it would be up to him to figure out how to maintain his looks as far as cosmetics were concerned. It made a big difference and Daryl was almost speechless with happiness.

"Now what do you want to do about your name?" asked the Fairy Godmother.

"My name? I hadn't really thought about it."

"Daryl's not exactly a girly name," Chablis pointed out.

"What about Daryl Hannah?"

"All right, I'll give you that one but don't you want something a little more fun and sassy? I mean look at you girlfriend...you don't look much like a Daryl to me."

"I guess not. How about Darla? That's kind of close."

"How about Honey?"

"Nope."

"Bambi?"

"I don't think so."

"Raven?"

"Jeez, I'm not a stripper you know," Daryl protested.

"Not yet maybe but with that body you never know."

"I think I like Darlene. Darlene Brown sounds pretty good to me."

"Could be worse I suppose. You could be Becky Brown or something/"

"What's wrong with Becky Brown?"

"Sounds like a character in a Mark Twain novel. Good old, down to earth, girl next door Becky Brown. There's no sparkle to it," said Chablis.

"Then we're going with Darlene?"

"If that's what you want sweetie."

Chablis offered up another wave of her wand and the magic appeared to be happening again.

"I don't feel any different," said the newly minted Darlene.

"Of course you don't. I just changed your driver's license and all that crap. What did you think you'd feel?"

"Oh."

"From now on you are legally and officially a red blooded American woman so get used to being referred to as she and her and miss and so on and a few more terms you might not find so flattering," warned Chablis.

"What do you mean?" Darlene inquired.

"Oh, you know...slut, whore, bitch, cunt. Of course if you're a naughty girl those might be meant as compliments," Chablis replied with a wink.

"I guess this will take some getting used to."

"Of course it will my little sunny bunny. You're sugar and spice and everything...fabulous!"

Darlene did feel pretty fabulous. Maybe a little vain too as she couldn't stop looking at herself in the mirror and thinking about how beautiful she was. That was probably only natural under the circumstances, if anything about those circumstances could be considered natural. She was a babe and crazy hot. It was everything she had always wanted and then some.

"So that's it?"

"That's it sweetie," the fairy godmother replied. "You go get 'em girl!"

"I don't know how to thank you," said Darlene, genuinely moved.

"Just make sure you invite me to your wedding honey pie. Now if you'll excuse me I have some serious drinking to do."

With another magical poof of smoke the fairy godmother was gone. Darlene just sat on the edge of her bed and didn't quite know what to do next. She found her finger absentmindedly flicking around the edge of her pussy lips and started to get a little excited. She had a pussy. How cool was that? She felt a sudden urge to put something inside it. Since her finger was already down there that was the logical implement to employ.

It felt so squishy going in but squishy in a good way. Masturbating was obviously going to take a whole new game plan from now on. Of course looking like this how many times would she have to settle for self stimulation anyway? Who wouldn't want to fuck her?

Of course that raised the question who did she want to fuck, or perhaps be fucked by might be a better way of putting it now that she was on the receiving end of things. Right now the answer was just about anyone. She wanted to try out her new equipment but at the moment that probably meant using her fingers unless she could find something else around the house to insert. Banana? Cucumber? Perhaps those should be saved for a little later after she had some less exotic experience. She made a mental note to buy a dildo and stuck her finger back in her vagina.

Well this was certainly different than stroking a rod but pretty damn nice she thought. There wasn't a lot of technique involved in jacking it the old way but this hardware was a bit more complex. Suddenly she found the clit and life instantly became a beautiful thing. Then almost as quickly she became over stimulated. A vagina was obviously a very powerful weapon that needed to be wielded with some degree of care.

She returned to the computer, where most of her sexual information came from one way or another, and looked up masturbating techniques for women. Holy cow there were a lot of options! She wanted to try everything at once but there would be plenty of time for exploration in the days to come. The main thing was to get that first orgasm under the belt just to make sure all the parts were working.

When it happened it was kind of shocking how much more fulfilling it was than her old manly orgasms. Instead of pinpoint focus and release this was a nifty warm glow throughout her whole body. Perhaps it was just beginner's luck but she honestly thought she enjoyed the experience much more this way. Obviously she would need to conduct more tests to be certain but step one of Project Female looked very good indeed.

Finally she could wear her nightgowns and not have to stick fake boobs under them to make them look good. All of her old girly clothes were a bit too big now but that could be remedied in due time. She put on something comfy and crawled into bed, both pleased and excited by the night's turn of events. Even sleeping seemed more comfortable now that she didn't have any balls getting in the way of things but it did take some getting used to having so much more to deal with upstairs. Eventually it would all be second nature. Tonight was the beginning of a whole new life.


CHAPTER 4:

When Darlene woke up the next morning it took a moment to realize that she was still in her new body. So it wasn't all just a weird dream. She was still a girl. Cool.

She ambled into the bathroom and stood in front of the toilet. Instinctively her hand reached down between her legs but there was nothing there to grab onto. She tried to angle herself over the toilet bowl before realizing that her days of peeing standing up were over. Oh well, that was no big deal.

After relieving herself she rubbed the sleep from her eyes again and looked in the mirror. Her face was kind of a mess. She hadn't taken her makeup off before going to sleep, a mistake she would try not to repeat. After washing off her face it suddenly dawned on her that she had no cosmetics of any kind. She didn't even know what she needed as Chablis had just waved her magic wand around and makeup had appeared on her face perfectly applied.

The next realization to strike home was the fact that she didn't have any female clothes. Sure she had some lingerie that were designed to be used with her old male body but other than that her closet was all menswear. That was a problem as she needed to get ready for work. Perhaps she should have planned ahead for this eventuality but she had never totally believed that the whole magic concept was actually real.

Today was Friday so if she called in sick to work she'd have three whole days to get her shit together before going back to the office on Monday. Trying to make her throat sound scratchy she notified her employer that she wasn't feeling well.

"Oh, you poor thing you sound terrible. Now you just get plenty of rest and take care of yourself sweetie, we can cover for you with no trouble," said her supervisor on the phone.

That was kind of a surprise. Her boss was usually a hard ass and if someone called in sick on a Friday he was generally suspicious that they were just trying to get a long weekend. He sounded so kind and compassionate that it was hard for Darlene to even accept that it was the same man. Maybe this girl thing really can get you a free pass sometimes she thought. He even called her sweetie. Did his boss have the hots for her? That was a weird thought but not without its potential advantages.

With her excuse for missing work accepted and out of the way it was time to do some serious shopping. First off she would have to find something in her closet to wear that didn't look totally ridiculous on her new body and eventually came up with some jeans that had shrunk a little in the wash and might not be too loose and baggy on her more slender frame and a sweat shirt. She had to roll up the sleeves on the shirt a bit but the ensemble didn't look completely horrible. She was so attractive that even without makeup and in men's clothing she still looked good. That gave her a nice confidence boost as she headed for the door.

She had no purse or handbag so she just stuffed her wallet in her back pocket as she had always done as a man but first she checked her driver's license. Sure enough it was changed to reflect her new name and gender. She wasn't crazy about the picture but most people didn't like the way they looked on their license.

Darlene really had no idea where to go to shop for clothes and cosmetics and just settled for the nearest Target store. When she got there she realized that she had no idea what her dress size was or even what her dimensions were. She basically resorted to holding things up to her body and trying to guess whether it would fit or not and then taking a couple of different sizes of the same thing into the changing room. Eventually she started to get a rough idea of what would fit and what wouldn't but it was still kind of a crap shoot.

She needed everything. It's a very strange thing to find yourself a grown adult with absolutely no clothes. As her cart began to fill she realized that she probably looked like the victim of a fire whose house had just burned down or something. She also realized that even at a discount store like this things were getting pretty expensive. She had to prioritize. Functional underwear was a must. Clothing for work was also important. Darlene tried to think about how the other women in the office dressed. It wasn't something she had really paid a lot of attention to before. It was definitely something to make a note of when she got back to work but for now she just had to improvise.

There were so many things that looked appealing. Sexy bathing suits, cute sundresses, elegant gowns...a girl could go crazy in a place like this. She had to stay focused and try to take care  of the necessary items. There would be time for more shopping in the future and she still had to come up with some makeup.

The cosmetics section was baffling and intimidating. Darlene simply had no idea what to buy. This was obviously going to require some online research so she fled that mysterious section of the store and headed for the checkout.

She winced as each item was scanned at the register and the total of her purchases just kept climbing but it was a small price to pay for having had her dream come true. She did get some sense of relief as the lady at the checkout admired a couple of her purchases and commented on how pretty they were. Definitely not something one would experience as a man but a nice bit of positive affirmation that her choices were somewhat acceptable.

When she finally got back to the car she was tempted to try and change her clothes right there in the parking lot but decided to go straight home instead. She wanted to have more experiences with her new identity but there was no reason not to go home first. Presumably she had all the time she wanted to be a woman.

Darlene had done pretty well under the circumstances and her new clothes looked nice and fit relatively well. This was obviously an ongoing project that would require a lot of thought in the future. For a man clothes are usually just a functional thing and you buy pants and a shirt. A lot of times the only choice is small, medium or large but the female thing was a bit trickier. There were a lot more curves and bumps to deal with and so many more choices to make. It was a daunting task to become fashion savvy but it was going to be a lot of fun as well.

Thank God for the Internet, you could find information about absolutely anything. Darlene spent a good deal of time doing her homework on makeup techniques and cosmetic tips. Once again it was obvious that the old routine of shaving in the morning and slapping on some deodorant was going to seem like a piece of cake compared to what she would have to deal with now but the happy trade off was that her efforts, if done properly, would help make her look even more attractive. Then there was the whole question of perfume and scented shampoo and whatnot. What did she want to smell like? She didn't have a clue.

Once she had compiled a list of cosmetic items to try out she put on one of her new casual outfits and went shopping again. Well, these were things she needed, she reasoned. She wasn't just being self-indulgent. Besides she had forgotten to buy a purse and a few other little items that she would probably need now so the trip was absolutely necessary.

She spent some time practicing and experimenting with her new cosmetic purchases once she returned home and found that she was getting the hang of it rather quickly. The key seemed to be not to go overboard. She had a beautiful complexion to begin with so there was no need to smother her face in makeup. Of course she had been so focused on her face she that had forgotten all about her nails so another quick shopping trip was in order.

Having spent the whole day shopping and playing around with makeup and trying on clothing she soon realized that it was almost evening already. It was her first Friday night as a woman and she had no idea what to do or where to go. It seemed silly to just sit around the house watching TV now that she had this incredible new body to show off but nothing immediately jumped out at her. Fortunately a plan fell into her lap as one of her buddies, Andy, gave her a call and suggested that they grab a couple of drinks at a bar they frequently went to. That sounded fine to Darlene and she agreed to meet him there in about an hour.

This was going to be an interesting test. When she spoke to her boss on the phone he seemed to totally accept her as a female but treated her much nicer than before. What would Andy be like now? He obviously still had a memory of the two of them hanging out at this particular bar but how much else would he remember? They had usually gone there to try and pick up chicks. Now that Darlene was a chick how would Andy behave towards her? Well there was really no way to know without going to their rendezvous so she dressed up in her only "club hopping" attire and headed off to the unknown. Hopefully things wouldn't be all that different. She was still basically the same person inside after all. Wasn't she?


CHAPTER 5:

As she walked into the bar there was a moment of panic as she noticed a lot of people turning their heads to look at her. Had she suddenly changed back into a man? Was her dress unzipped or something? Then she realized that people were just checking her out because she looked so damn hot. That was the rush of a lifetime. Daryl would only have turned heads if he had toilet paper stuck to his shoes. She spotted Andy and strolled up to him feeling very good about herself indeed.

"Damn, you look even better than usual," said Andy as he gave her a quick kiss on the lips.

"Thank you," was all Darlene could think of to say in reply.

The kiss had taken her completely by surprise but it didn't seem like anything serious. Andy didn't put his arms around her or use his tongue or anything. It was just a friendly little peck. It appeared that shaking hands was no longer the standard form of greeting between them. The next surprise was that Andy ordered her drink for her and paid for it. Was this a date? Just how friendly were they in this new reality?

"How was your day?" Andy asked taking a sip from his beverage.

"Not bad. Actually, I called in sick and went shopping," Darlene giggled.

"Well if you bought that dress today I'm glad you did. You look fantastic tonight."

Okay, first off she had giggled. She had never giggled in her life and had no idea that she even knew how to do it but it was kind of cute. Secondly Andy had already enthusiastically praised her appearance twice within the first few minutes of being together. That was not something they would ever have done before so it was a little unsettling. She thought about complimenting his shirt or something but was actually a little worried that Andy might be hitting on her and probably shouldn't be encouraged.

Of course Andy was a good looking guy, as far as guys went. She had never had any reason to think about that before but as they stood at the bar she made a closer examination of her buddy. In her new, smaller body he certainly seemed bigger and more muscular than before. They used to be about the same size but he was definitely larger now. It was the first time she had really thought about how much smaller and softer she was than before. She suddenly felt kind of vulnerable in a way she had never known before. It was both appealing and a little frightening at the same time.

For the most part they chatted pretty easily about a lot of the same things they would normally have discussed but it was hard to miss the way Andy laughed at all of her jokes, even the lame ones, and tried to make eye contact whenever possible. It was the kind of behavior Darlene would have used as a man trying to impress a lady. She decided to take the bull by the horns and see what his agenda might really be.

"So how's your love life going? You still seeing that Cindy chick?" Darlene asked.

"Not much. I think she's trying to get back together with her old boyfriend," Andy replied with a shrug.

"So any prospects on your radar here tonight?"

"It's kind of hard to think about other women when I'm here with you and you look so stunningly beautiful."

"Oh, please," Darlene protested. "What about that dark haired girl over there. The one with the big boobs?"

"She's all right I guess, but she doesn't hold a candle to you."

Wow, Andy really did have the hots for her. That was something to mull over. Darlene desperately wanted to have sex with someone but she had never even considered one of her friends as an option. Well, why not? Andy seemed like a total pushover and she knew he was a good guy she could trust. She wanted somebody to fuck her so why settle for a stranger when there was a friend available and seemingly willing.

"Come on, there isn't one woman in this place you'd want to spend the night with?" Darlene prodded.

"Present company excluded you mean?" Andy said with a rather sad smile.

"Well...not necessarily. Are you saying that with all of the hot women in this bar you'd choose me over all of them?"

"Are you joking? I'm lonely enough right now without you turning cock tease on me."

"So maybe I'm not just teasing?" Darlene said as she looked deeply into his eyes.

"Why now?"

"Why not?"

That was all the inducement Andy needed. He had obviously been hoping for this outcome without having any real expectation of it happening. It was kind of touching to see how much he appreciated this. They decided to go back to his place since it was closer to the bar so Darlene drove herself the short distance to Andy's apartment. She wondered what the hell she was getting into but it seemed too late to turn back now. It was only one night that shouldn't be a big deal.

As she got out of her car Andy was there to greet her and this time he did take her in his arms and kissed her with great passion. The friendly kiss had come as a surprise but this one was more of a shock. This was her buddy Andy that she had been friends with for ages. Now they were standing on the sidewalk locking lips like two lovers who hadn't seen each other in years. Well, that would have been much more weird if she was still a dude so it probably didn't make any difference. No one would think there was anything odd about a man and woman kissing.

As they finally got through the door and entered his abode it was pretty obvious that Andy wasn't planning on wasting any time. They had barely closed the door behind them when Darlene felt Andy's hand starting to work the zipper on her dress.

"What's the rush?" she asked as she felt the zipper sliding down.

"I guess I'm a little anxious. I never thought this day would come."

Neither did Darlene but for entirely different reasons. She offered no more objections and began to attack Andy's clothing as aggressively as he was attacking hers. Soon she was down to her bra and panties and he was just in his boxer shorts. She could clearly see the shape of his very erect penis struggling to break free from its covering and also noted that it looked rather large, at least larger than her own had been the day before.

There had been a lot of kissing and touching during the undressing phase and they had slowly worked their way over to the couch. The bedroom seemed a million miles away at this point as they both hit the sofa, still locked in embrace.

Andy rather skillfully reached behind her and unhooked her bra. He must have a lot of experience at that Darlene thought as she knew for herself how difficult that could be sometimes. Now her tits were free at any rate and that was a joyous occasion to be celebrated. Andy celebrated by squeezing them and then sucking on her nipples. She knew that she had the breasts of her dreams but it was nice to know that her carefully selected bosom would be appreciated by others.

"Oh God you have the most beautiful tits I've ever seen," Andy sighed as he worked his way back and forth between her luscious pair.

"I had them built just for you," she said, only half joking.

Her breasts were so sensitive and responded to his touch so much that she could feel herself already incredibly aroused and she hadn't even seen his dick yet. She was surprised at how hard her nipples were getting as Andy sucked at them like a baby on a bottle. A baby! Holy shit, she hadn't thought about birth control. She decided she better do something in a hurry before things got out of hand.

"You do have a condom don't you?" she asked.

"Damn. I don't think so. I sort of assumed you were on the pill," he replied.

Well that was a problem. She didn't know shit about menstrual cycles or ovulation periods or any of that crap. She was roaming around with this very complicated wonder of nature between her legs and no idea of how to handle it. It was getting kind of late and she feared that if he got dressed now and ran off to the drugstore the mood would kind of be spoiled.

"There are other things we can do I guess," she suggested.

"If you mean what I think you mean I'm all in favor of it," Andy replied.

"Well I wasn't suggesting that we play Parcheesi."

With that she slipped her hand down into Andy's shorts and gripped the shaft of his prick. Now she certainly knew what a man's cock felt like but not exactly in this fashion. Having another man's penis in her hand was not something she had ever seriously imagined taking place during her lifetime. It felt familiar all right, except that it was bigger, but the sensation felt entirely new and kind of intoxicating.

She slid down onto the floor and pulled Andy's pants down as he helped by lifting his butt up off the seat cushions. His erection literally popped up as the shorts were removed and she finally got a look at it in all its glory. It was a really nice specimen of man meat she thought. As buddies they had always been on more or less equal footing. If one was a little better at basketball the other was a little faster swimmer. They came from similar backgrounds and had similar incomes and education levels. She had never felt outmatched by Andy before but this was a whole new game with some very different equipment.

She had first noticed this change in her feeling when she compared her smaller stature to his. He definitely had the advantage in size and strength now, that was for sure, but that wasn't the whole story. It wasn't like Andy had suddenly gotten smarter or she had become dumb but looking at his raging hard on she felt something new and strange inside. Perhaps it was a type of cock worship. All she knew was that his throbbing manhood made him suddenly very desirable to her. The superior size of his penis made him seem even more manly for some reason and made Darlene feel all the more feminine. Andy had a "real man's" cock she thought. The kind of cock she would be servicing from now on. It made her feel even better about her choice to change bodies. She had never been that well equipped as a man anyway.

It was almost hypnotic the way Andy's dick pulsated. She stared at it for a moment or two and then without really thinking moved her head forward and opened her mouth.


CHAPTER 6:

She was sucking Andy's cock. It took a while for that thought to sink in. She wondered how long she had been blowing him before even coming to grips with the reality of the situation. It had all happened so quickly, everything really, from the time she arrived at the bar to this moment. Her tongue was licking his shaft. Her fingers were squeezing his balls. Why wasn't this horrible? It would have been horrible a couple of days ago, or at least the thought of it would have been. Now it wasn't horrible at all it was kind of pleasing. Well, actually it was kind of wonderful.

That was kind of a scary thought. While dressing up like a girl and masturbating pictures of men's cocks had certainly played a roll from time to time but they were just an abstract concept that belonged to some total stranger who only existed in a photograph or a video but this was not only a real cock it belonged to his best friend. Was it just part of the "magic" that made that cock so instantly appealing or was there something deeper at work? Better not to think about things like that at a time like this.

Andy was moaning his socks off and rested his hand on her head but wasn't applying any great pressure. A man's got to put his hands somewhere while getting head. What she knew about blowjobs she had learned from porn and from the girls who she had been blown by in the olden days. It was kind of wet and sloppy work but Andy seemed to be enjoying it so she assumed she was doing all right.

"Oh, God baby you're amazing," Andy moaned with delight. "I've never gotten a BJ like this before."

So maybe she was doing more than all right. Of course it was possible that Andy hadn't gotten all that many blowjobs, despite all his bragging. Or maybe he was just being nice.

"Shit...I don't think I can hold it much longer," cried Andy in despair.

Well he probably wasn't just being nice if she had gotten him off that quickly. She was a bit disappointed that she hadn't helped to prolong the experience but on the other hand sucking cock was surprisingly hard work and her jaw was a little sore already. He was going to cum sometime so why not now? He was going to cum! Slurping on his rod had been almost an involuntary action but now there were real consequences to consider, chief of which was the fact that his dick was still very much in her mouth.

Before she had time to think of a plan Andy was grunting up a storm as the first spurts of his goo slammed into the back of her throat. It was so unexpected that she thought she was going to gag but then quickly swallowed the first load and got into a rhythm of downing each steaming jet as it arrived. Andy was practically delirious. Most girls he knew didn't swallow apparently so he was getting a big treat. Darlene was getting a big treat of a different kind; a hot, sticky treat with a taste like nothing else in the world.

Andy appeared to be in ecstasy...either that or he was dying. His breathing was definitely heavy and he had sort of a glazed look in his eyes. The beast between his legs had been satiated for the moment and was retreating to a docile state. Finally Andy recovered enough composure to speak.

"Wow."

It wasn't very detailed or eloquent but it sort of summed things up nicely. Wow, indeed. Darlene had just given her first blow job and even swallowed cum. Another man's cum. Her buddy's cum. Andy's cum. Holy cow the worm had certainly turned in a big way.

"Where did you learn to do that?" Andy half whispered in awe.

"Beginner's luck," Darlene replied in all honesty.

"I thought that only happened in porn films."

"So Cindy wasn't a good little cocksucker?" she teased.

"Don't I wish. I was lucky to cop a feel with that chick."

Interesting. Not the story Andy had told a few weeks ago. Big surprise, he was lying about his sexual conquests. Oh, well what man didn't do that on occasion? Of course she knew Andy and knew how much he bragged about sex to his pals. She started to wonder what he would say about this. If he was willing to make up exaggerated tales of carnal pleasure what would prevent him from spilling the beans about the real thing? Probably nothing. Would all of her old friends be hitting her up for BJs now? That was sort of an uncomfortable thought. She had only been a girl for a day and she might well be on the way to developing a reputation.

"I guess I should do you now," Andy suggested.

"No that's all right. It's pretty late. I should probably be getting home," Darlene replied as she looked around the floor for her bra.

"You don't want to spend the night?"

"That might be too much temptation. Why don't we wait until you've stocked up on rubbers?"

Andy made a few more efforts to change her mind but for some reason she really just felt like going home. She had never even gotten her panties off but it didn't seem to bother her for some reason.

"Maybe we can get together tomorrow or something," Andy volunteered.

"Give me a call and we'll see what's up," said Darlene as she puckered her lips to kiss him goodbye.

For some reason Andy didn't open his mouth for this kiss, although he lingered on her lips for quite a while. Oh, he doesn't want to taste his own cum she thought! Damn men could be kind of ridiculous sometimes. It wasn't like she was holding it in her cheeks like a squirrel with an acorn. If she could swallow the stuff it didn't seem like that big a deal that his tongue would be touching hers but she sort of knew what he felt. She couldn't remember being in exactly the same situation but if she had been as a man she might have done the same thing.

As she drove home she realized that his taste was still on her tongue, even if it wasn't something that would probably transfer during a kiss. It was a strange sort of aftertaste but it made her feel good. It reminded her of what she had just done and that was exciting. She didn't know what to expect when presented with a hard cock for the first time but she sure didn't hesitate to act when it happened. Maybe this was what she had been missing her whole life without totally knowing it or fully understanding it. 

It had made her feel differently about Andy but almost entirely only during sex. With his cock out and bouncing about she felt...submissive wasn't the word...passive didn't fit either. She didn't know what she felt but she knew that she felt something she wasn't used to. Naked Andy had a lot more control over her than dressed Andy. Naked Andy made her a little weak in the knees. Everything was sort of the same as before and totally different at the same time. All she knew was that she felt good. She also felt sleepy.

If she was disappointed at not getting fucked she wasn't really aware of it. She thought about masturbating but decided it wasn't worth the effort at the moment. She was beginning to grasp that she was going to be this way for a long time and that there was no need to rush into anything. Kissing was nice, and so was the feeling of Andy playing with her tits and sucking her nipples. She had crossed that big barrier and now knew that she liked cock, even if she still hadn't gotten one in her pussy yet.

So much had happened already that it was hard to believe that it had all taken place in one day. Was it really this morning that she had woken up with no clothes and no cosmetics? It seemed like ages ago. On her first day as a girl she had given one of her best friends a blowjob. It made her wonder what she might be looking back on a week from now.

She remembered to take off her makeup before going to sleep this time and after poking around in her lingerie drawer for something to wear to bed she ultimately decided to just throw on one of her old t-shirts. As she passed a mirror and caught of glimpse of herself she couldn't help but strike a pose, pulling the shirt down so that it accentuated her bust line. Not bad, she thought. When you've got the right kind of looks you can pull off almost anything.

Despite her sleepiness she remained awake for quite some time. She had signed on for this program largely for the sex but even in the short time she had been a woman she was realizing that there was a whole lot more to this being female business than she had known at the start. She wasn't exactly having second thoughts but she sort of wished she had done a little more homework before diving in. Might that have dissuaded her? Possibly, but probably not. It was strange having to learn so many new things that most women had spent a lifetime learning but it was fun too. Little things that another woman of her age might take for granted were all new and interesting to Darlene. In time it would no doubt seem like old hat but for the moment it was wonderfully mysterious.

As she finally drifted off to sleep she felt good about herself and the choice she had made, even if the taste of Andy's cum was still sort of lingering on her tongue despite brushing her teeth and rinsing with mouthwash.


CHAPTER 7:

Darlene wasn't quite sure what to do about Andy. On the one hand she was still anxious to get laid for the first time but on the other she was a little worried about the way that sex was already changing the dynamic of their friendship. When they were hanging out at the bar just shooting the breeze things weren't all that different than they had been before but as soon as things got intimate she felt way more like a girlfriend than an old pal. It seemed far too soon to be getting entangled in any romantic relationship, especially with the risk involved of falling in love. A couple of days was not a sufficient amount of time to decide whether she wanted to stay female forever.

Andy was definitely risky. They had been friends for a long time and had a lot in common. He was attractive and Darlene had been shocked at how quickly she had been drawn to his cock. Andy was obviously extremely turned on by her as well so that sort of seemed like the foundation of a love affair if ever there was one.

What she really needed to be right now was more of a one-night-stand kind of girl. She needed to tap dance through a series of meaningless sexual encounters. She absolutely had to avoid falling in love at all costs. Down the line, sometime off in the distant future if she felt absolutely convinced that womanhood was for her forever then she could let herself become involved with someone on a deeper level and if she found true love that would seal the deal.

She felt bad about putting Andy off after they had gotten so hot and bothered the night before but at least he had gotten a blowjob out of the deal so it was hardly a complete loss. From now on she would have to handle her old male friends very carefully. Perhaps Chablis was right when she suggested that Darlene should go out into the world and make new friends and have new experiences. Being a woman had obviously changed the way people who knew her from before saw her now and not just in a cosmetic way. She was curious to see how people who didn't know her from before would treat her.

When Andy called she let him down as gently as she could and told him that she had made other plans for the weekend. He seemed disappointed but not crushed. He had obviously been surprised the night before when she had agreed to go back to his place so her sudden cold feet probably didn't come as a shock to him. She couldn't very well explain that she had to avoid falling in love to prevent her magical sex change from becoming permanent so there were bound to be some casualties in the line of her sexual fire. Now what she needed was an actual plan for the weekend.

"Damn I wish I had some sexier clothes," she muttered while looking through her meager wardrobe.

"You rang?"

There was Chablis, looking kind of tacky as ever, standing in the bedroom with her magic wand at the ready.

"Hey, what are you doing here?" Darlene asked nervously. "I'm not ready to change back or anything."

"You said you wished for some sexier clothes."

"You can do that? I thought you only did the sex change thing."

"It's kind of a gray area but it seems to me that clothing sort of goes along with the whole transformation thing," replied Chablis.

"I wish I had known that sooner. I could have saved a ton of money."

"Well it's not like you can ever have too much clothing."

"True. I've already become a shopaholic," Darlene confessed.

"Why don't we play magical dress up and see what sort of goodies look good on you?"

That sounded like loads of fun so Darlene stripped naked and stood in front of the mirror while Chablis zapped her into one outfit after another. She felt distinctly like a Barbie doll in the hands of a rich girl who could afford every outfit under the sun for her toy but it was a blast. This wasn't off the rack discount store merchandise, this was first rate designer stuff all perfectly tailored to her body. Chablis may have favored some kind of tacky apparel for her own use but her sense of taste and style was impeccable when it came to picking things for Darlene.

When they found something Darlene wanted to keep it magically disappeared from her body and ended up hanging in her closet or neatly folded in a drawer. Before too long the closet was getting crowded so Chablis simply waved her wand and made a larger closet. Blouses, skirts, bikinis, dresses, pants, bras, panties and accessories of all kind packed her new wardrobe. And shoes. So many shoes. When the giant closet was finally stuffed they decided to call it quits, but not before a couple of new boxes full of jewelry appeared on her dresser.

"I think that should cover just about all of the bases," Chablis said proudly as she surveyed her handiwork.

"This is incredible! I don't know how to thank you?" Darlene gushed.

"Well I had a little free time on my hands. I'm always happy to see one of my protégées doing well in her new life. Anything spicy I should know about? I do love gossip you know."

"I did suck my buddy's cock last night," Darlene admitted.

"Oh you little slut! You went straight for the BJ," teased Chablis. "Of course you could have done that before without my help. Here I gave you this wonderful vagina and all you're doing is licking the love pump."

"I wanted him to fuck me but he didn't have a rubber so I thought it would be safer to wait," Darlene explained.

"Better safe than sorry I always say. Well actually I don't really say that much at all but I've got a magic wand to get me out of trouble."

"Say, while you're here and zapping up goodies for me do you think you could toss in a couple of sex toys? I'd kind of like to experiment a little before going for the real thing."

"You don't have to explain anything to me. If a dog is man's best friend a dildo is definitely a girl's. Let's give you some variety, shall we?"

As the wand sparkled away sex toys of all types began to appear around the room. There were dildos that looked like dicks and vibrators that looked slightly sinister. There was a two-headed dong for playtime with the girls and even a couple of larger contraptions that sort of resembled construction equipment.

"That should do the trick. You've got every conceivable option for shoving things into whatever hole you feel like filling at the moment. But trust me, as awesome as these things are there's just something about a cute guy with a hot prick that's hard to beat. Woman doesn't live by latex alone you know."

After Chablis had departed Darlene was walking on air. It was like Christmas on steroids. There were so many wonderful new things to look at and play with. She wasn't sure where to start. Some of the larger mechanical devices looked intriguing but kind of intimidating as well. Maybe she should start slow and work her way up she thought.

She honestly didn't know how to masturbate. Her ignorance about her own body was staggering. She knew that her clit was a very sensitive thing and she could feel different sensations as she ran her fingers around different parts of her pussy but what sort of device worked best for what response was still a mystery. Since she wanted a man to put his dick inside her she decided that a realistic dildo would be a good jumping off point. Fortunately Chablis had supplied a large amount of lube to go along with the gadgets so Darlene figured she better get the thing kind of slippery before sticking it up inside herself.

As she worked the lubricant onto the pretend penis it brought back memories of stroking Andy's shaft. The dildo sort of resembled his rod but it lacked the warmth and the pulsating motion that she had found so intoxicating. Oh, well...she wasn't going to be looking at it where it was going anyway. She lay back on her bed, spread her legs and tried to position the phallus at the opening of her slit. Maybe she had overdone it with the lube she feared as it was a little difficult to keep the damn thing lined up properly. Suddenly it just sort of popped inside as she tried to apply more force. Startled by the surprise she quickly pulled the dildo out but then inserted it again at a slow and steady pace.

She was a little amazed at how far up the thing would go but that was also reassuring. When she looked at Andy's cock it didn't seem possible that it would all fit inside her but now she knew that she could accommodate a man of some size.

Just feeling it slide in was exciting but she decided it was time for a little more stimulation. It was intensely pleasant to have that molded bit of silicone moving up and down inside her. She closed her eyes and tried to pretend that it was the real thing but that wasn't totally working so she pulled the dildo out and grabbed her laptop computer. Soon she had found a nice porn scene involving a woman on her back while a man mounted her and resumed her self-penetration while turning her neck to watch the video.

That really did the trick. Porn and masturbating had always gone together in the past and it aided her imagination in picturing herself being banged by the stud on the screen. She tried to match the thrusting pace on the screen but after a while she just kept the pounding going without much concern for what was happening on the computer. She felt the same aching feeling she used to feel when wishing that she could be fucked like a woman but at least now she had the body she had ached for. It wasn't a real man but there would be one inside her soon enough she assumed.

Well, a real man could wait she thought as she enjoyed her first orgasm of the day. She really needed a little more practice and maybe some research to completely get the hang of everything. As things turned out she barely left the house for the whole weekend as she worked her way through her various sex toys. By Sunday night she felt like she was walking bow-legged as she stumbled off to the bathroom. Binge masturbation could really take a toll on a girl. Of course it was a price well worth paying.


CHAPTER 8:

Darlene's first day on the job as a woman was a revelation. For one thing everybody seemed to be genuinely concerned about her health. If she had taken a sick day on a Friday before there would be nothing but a big pile of work on her desk waiting for her but somehow it appeared that people had essentially covered for her so that there wasn't any significant catching up to do.

The next change was the leering. Whether she was sitting at her desk or walking over to a filing cabinet there were eyes on her. It was more disconcerting when it happened in the bar but then she was totally unprepared for it. She knew walking in the door of that office that she was going to draw attention. She just had no idea how much.

For some reason her boss kept finding reasons for her to come into his office. In the old days he might go all week without having much contact with him at all but suddenly Darlene appeared to be a much more important cog in the wheel.

As the day wore on and the leering never even slowed down she decided to play up to it a little. She tried to adopt an especially sexy walk where she kind of swished her hips from side to side whenever she got up from her desk. She deliberately dropped something on the floor and started to bend over to pick it up, pausing just before her skirt revealed too much and then bending her knees to get down to the floor in a more ladylike manner. She wondered how many boners that move had inspired and found it hard not to smile too broadly as she continued to make her way through the office.

At least half a dozen guys asked if she had made any plans for lunch. Nobody wanted to cross any legal lines of harassment but they obviously knew how far they could push things without getting into trouble. Of course Darlene had no desire to get anyone into trouble. This was all just a kick to her.

What she was kind of longing for was some female friendship. It would be nice to have someone to share girl talk with or go out to lunch with who wouldn't be hitting on her. She had so much to learn about womanhood and it couldn't all be learned on the Internet. She needed a girlfriend or two to bond with. Unfortunately most of the women in her office didn't appear to have a very high opinion of her. Even before her performance today their manufactured memories seemed to be pretty negative. Darlene wondered whether they were just jealous because she was she the best looking one there but she tried not to let that weigh her down. She needed to go out into the world and start a new life.

Fat chance of that on her salary she thought. Unless Chablis popped in and whipped up a big pile of money she was kind of stuck where she was. She would love to travel and explore and experience new things but that was usually kind of expensive and required a lot of free time.

Suddenly a thought came to her. Why bother with this dead end job anyway? Sure she could probably get a raise if she crawled under her boss's desk and sucked him off occasionally but that seemed kind of pathetic. With her looks there had to be job opportunities out there.

Actress? Model? Stripper? Porn star? She didn't have any acting experience but that hadn't stopped a lot of people from making it big in show business. Besides, she could always take acting lessons. Stripping sounded kind of fun but how much money was there really in that? Modeling seemed pretty appealing but she had no idea how one went about becoming a model. As for porn, she wasn't sure whether people really got paid much for that anymore with so many free options online.

Modeling definitely seemed like the way to go if she could just figure out how to get started. Her initial research didn't seem all that encouraging. Her tits were probably too big for high fashion or runway modeling and she was ironically probably a little short for many types of modeling jobs as well. When she had wished up the perfect body she wasn't thinking about any sort of job requirements for her height. Maybe Chablis could fix that but did she really want to be a particularly tall woman? Presumably that would depend on what kind of money was involved.

Whatever she was going to do it would take time, money and research so she tried to tone down her sex kitten routine at work and just get her job done while she tried to develop an exit strategy. That didn't really seem to change anything. Men kept coming up with excuses to hang out at her desk or ask her some trivial question that they knew the answer to already. It was hard for her to just be left alone to do her job. What had started out as flattering was rapidly becoming kind of annoying, especially the way her boss kept manufacturing meaningless excuses to have her come into his office. The sooner she could get out of this place the better she thought.

Hanging out with her old buddies was also proving to be problematic. Whether Andy had said anything or not they all seemed to have just one thing on their mind. Instead of feeling comfortable around familiar faces she couldn't help but notice that they were constantly checking her out, staring at her tits or looking at her ass when she walked. Even though they were conversing about many of the same subjects they had always discussed it sort of seemed like they "dumbed-down" their discourse when talking to Darlene. They didn't seem to be able to talk about much of anything without some sort of sexual innuendo creeping in.

It was sad because she liked these guys and had always enjoyed their company but now she didn't really seem accepted into their circle as an equal anymore. She seemed to be there more for eye candy and the possibility that she would bequeath her sexual bounty on them at some point if they persisted long enough in hinting at it.

She was in a very weird place because all of the people she knew from before had entirely new views and perspectives on their former relations. Everyone seemed to have a different opinion of her based on a past that had never really happened. In some ways she wished her old self had simply disappeared and she could start with a clean slate but apparently that wasn't the way the magic worked.

Much to Andy's credit he seemed to be the only one of Darlene's old friends who sensed her discomfort with the way she was being treated. Far from being a loud mouth bragging to everyone about their sexual experience Andy had become surprisingly protective of Darlene in a way that was kind of charming. It was definitely a different twist in their old relationship but she didn't mind it all. When he invited her to be his date at an awards dinner being thrown by his company she was actually quite happy to accept. She was glad that he was approaching her as a woman and not just the chick who hung out with the guys.

It was a formal affair and Andy looked quite spiffy in a tuxedo. Needless to say Darlene was a knockout in her designer gown. Andy was definitely the envy of all his fellow employees. When Andy's name was called as the winner of some sort of award for quarterly sales Darlene was probably more excited than he was. She gave him a wet kiss on the lips and held it there a little too long. She clapped with glee as Andy, blushing like a schoolboy, finally made his way up to the podium to accept his prize.

That kiss had been the icing on the cake of Andy's newfound respect amongst his peers. There is no denying that a man's stock rises when he's seen in the company of a beautiful woman. High placed executives at the company who normally wouldn't have given Andy the time of day took the trouble to come by his table and compliment him on winning his award...and of course being introduced to his lovely companion. Darlene smiled and said all the right things and everyone commented on how charming she was. She was really, although she wasn't quite sure where that came from.

"That wasn't too horrible was it?" Andy asked as they were driving home from the gala affair.

"No, I had a good time. And I was so proud of you when you won that award," said Darlene, leaning over to give him a quick peck on the cheek.

Andy literally blushed again and tried to keep his eyes on the road. Darlene thought that his shyness was kind of cute but a little weird. She had already sucked his cock and even swallowed his cum. They were a little past the breaking the ice phase. What she didn't totally understand was that because this was a "date" it took on a whole new dimension in Andy's mind. What happened before was just sort of a spontaneous thing that popped up out of the blue, probably as a result of a little too much booze. At the absolute most it was a friends with benefits situation but this was something else. This was a man formally asking a woman out. This was the path that could potentially lead to a romantic relationship. Andy was playing this game by a set of rules that Darlene was blissfully ignorant of, at least while playing for the other team.

When they ended up back at Andy's place Darlene wasn't really sure what to expect. She was a little surprised when he turned the lights down and switched on some music that had obviously been prepared for this moment. As he went to pour some wine she finally began to comprehend what was happening. Andy was obviously trying to get her in a romantic mood and playing it straight by the book. If they hadn't already eaten there would no doubt be a candlelight dinner on the table. Darlene had to admit that it was pretty cool to be in the passenger seat for a change. She knew what it was like to get your hopes up only to have them dashed on the rocks. Well Andy wouldn't have to worry about that tonight. She was more than ready to be seduced and carried off to bed. They had unfinished business after all.


CHAPTER 9:

It had all been very delightful. The wine, the music, the soft lighting...it was perfect. The conversation was light and didn't last very long as they were soon smooching up a storm on the sofa. The same piece of furniture where they had done the deed before. This time it would be different. This time she was on the pill and they would end up in the bedroom and she would finally lose her female virginity.

It did take a little bit of effort to find the strength and resolve to get up from the couch once they started fooling around in earnest but somehow they made it and Darlene managed to push Andy down on the edge of the bed to watch as she let her gown slip to the floor. She had chosen some very sexy lingerie just in case things went in this direction and Andy certainly seemed to appreciate it.

"You don't know...you just don't know how much I've dreamed of this moment," he sighed. "You're the most gorgeous creature I've ever seen. I can't believe you're actually here in my bedroom. I mean, you've been in my bedroom before...but not dressed...or undressed like that!"

In truth she had a hard time believing it too but for a very different reason. The first time they had fooled around her body was so new and the whole experience so unreal that it all kind of happened in a blur. He was horny and she was curious and he happened to be handy. This was unfolding more like something in a romance novel and she wasn't sure what to think of it. There was no question that her heart was racing a mile a minute, but whether that was probably a mixture of fear and excitement. 

Once they were both naked she began to move towards the bed but Andy jumped up and came over to her. They stood for a moment casually letting their hands explore a bit before surrendering to an embrace.

"Put your arms around my neck and hold on tight," Andy instructed.

Darlene did as she was told and suddenly she felt herself being scooped up off the ground. As her legs wrapped around Andy's waist she could feel him lining up the head of his penis between her legs. She was stunned at how effortlessly he had been able to lift her but her thoughts instantly changed to a wonder of a different kind as she felt his throbbing member sliding up inside her.

This was not the way she had pictured getting her cherry popped but it was awesome. Andy got the action going by grabbing her butt and bouncing her up and down but it didn't take long for her to provide her own motion. She had taken all sorts of toys in her pussy but nothing had really prepared her for the sensation of being taken like this.

She had never taken a woman like this when she was a man. Andy must be a lot stronger than she thought. Well, Andy was a real man, of course he'd know how to fuck a woman properly. There was that phrase again. A real man. Hadn't she been a real man? Obviously not since she was being driven insane with pleasure at the feeling of Andy's hard cock inside her. Why fight it? Why worry about the past now? She was definitely a woman and glad that she hadn't made herself taller. She was the perfect size for this kind of upright humping.

After a while Andy walked over to the bed with Darlene still jumping up and down on his dick and laid her on her back on the edge of the bed. It all seemed like one perfectly choreographed move and she wondered how many other women he had tried this with.

Soon the only thing she was wondering was how come sex totally kicked ass as a girl? There was poor Andy sweating and straining and hammering her pussy while he supported his arms on the bed. She could see his muscles straining and hear his grunts. She was just lying on her back with her legs open receiving the most wonderful fucking imaginable. In her wildest fantasies she had never pictured it being quite this good. Having a cock in your pussy was like being plugged into some great electrical device that immediately started sending shockwaves throughout your whole body.

She grabbed Andy's neck and just gazed into his eyes. She wanted him to see the look of uncontrollable lust. He did and it inspired him to even more of a sexual frenzy, which didn't really seem possible. As he rocked her pelvis she started to cry out in ecstasy. She knew she was cumming as she felt her legs twitching and waves of pleasure rippling through her loins and spreading fast to all corners of her being.

"Oh baby I don't think I can hold on much longer," Andy groaned.

"Just let it go lover. Shoot it deep inside me," she cried.

That was all the encouragement he needed at that point and his groans punctuated each hot blast of semen that he unloaded in her snatch. She still had a firm grip on his neck and pulled him down on top of her as they began a wild and animalistic kiss. He was still inside her and she had no desire for him to pull out. The thought of his dick anywhere other than in her pussy seemed almost unbearable.

They managed to crawl up onto the bed somehow but the action never really stopped. Andy was quite good with his fingers and his tongue which made Darlene believe that her pal hadn't been bragging at all about his prowess with the ladies. If anything he had understated it. He also seemed to recover really fast, much faster than Darlene had ever done as Daryl, which only added to his mystique as some sort of Alpha Male stud-master. She had no idea how many men were this good in the sack, having nothing to compare to, but she knew he was better than she had ever been. She was his to play with and bounce around and pose and position at his will. What he wanted she wanted to give him.

After who knows how many hours they both sort of simultaneously decided to mellow out for a bit and Andy went off to retrieve the wine. Darlene smiled contentedly as she watched his cute naked butt disappear out the bedroom door. What made a man's butt "cute" exactly she had no way of defining but she sort of knew it when she saw it and she saw it with Andy.

"I couldn't believe you actually accepted my invitation tonight," Andy confessed later as they sipped their wine and snuggled up together.

"Why not? We're friends. We go places together," she pointed out.

"Yeah, but never places that end up in my bed. After so many years I just figured that romance was out of the question. What made you change your mind?"

Romance? Oh, shit...that was what was happening, wasn't it? That strange tingly feeling she had inside wasn't just sexual responsiveness. She genuinely liked Andy and had done so for years. Now she was lying naked in his bed admiring his cute butt and purring like a kitten as he stroked her hair in the afterglow of some righteous banging. A big red danger flag was flying over that bed and Darlene was suddenly gripped with panic.

"Well there's no reason friends can't enjoy a little extra fun every now and then," Darlene suggested, trying to diffuse the situation.

"Yeah, but you know it's more than that to me. You must know how I feel about you babe," Andy said, pressing his case. "I've wanted you for so long."

"And now you've had me," Darlene said, trying to sound chipper but not succeeding.

"Yes, I don't want to let you go. I love you so much Darlene."

Oops! There was the "L" word. Andy had many fine qualities which made him extremely dangerous. He was a good friend, they had much in common, he had a cute butt and a big cock and he really, really, really knew how to use it. How had she been so stupid as to walk right into this trap? She was already feeling way too cozy in his arms. She had a world to see and things to experience before she even thought about settling down to some sort of domestic arrangement. Plus she needed her escape clause. Being female had been basically a very positive thing so far but who knows how she might feel about it a year from now?

"Let's not get too caught up in the moment, shall we?" Darlene suggested as she let her hand wrap around Andy's shaft. "This is fun. This is lovely but I'm not ready to rush into anything just yet."

"After all the years we've known each other this is hardly rushing," Andy pointed out as he felt his rod getting stiff once more.

"Maybe I'm just playing hard to get," said Darlene with a smile.

"You may be hard to get but you're sure getting me hard," Andy moaned in reply.

"Well I think that means that you want a nice blowjob right about now."

Andy didn't contradict her and just lay back with his arms folded behind his head as she slid down the bed and began to lick his helmet. She wouldn't be expected to talk with a cock in her mouth and he'd probably be reduced to guttural utterances pretty soon anyway. If you ever wanted to get out of an uncomfortable conversation with a man just suck his dick. She decided to make a mental note of that.

She spent what was left of the night with him and felt genuinely sad when she went home the next day because she couldn't give Andy the assurances he wanted. The worst part of it was the fact that she wasn't letting him down because she didn't like him it was the exact opposite, yet she couldn't tell him that. It made her feel like a beast for getting his hopes up but she knew she had to put some distance between them or run the risk of being trapped in this body forever.

"I wish I could just start all over somewhere else," Darlene sighed as she sat on the edge of her bed at home thinking about Andy while trying hard not to.

With a poof Chablis made one of her grand entrances.


CHAPTER 10:

"I might be able to help you with that!" Chablis announced, sounding slightly tipsy.

"You heard that?" Darlene inquired skeptically.

"Oh I've kind of been hanging around keeping an eye on you. I wondered when you were finally going to give it up. I must say you chose a juicy hunk of man meat for your inaugural ball, as it were."

"You watched me fucking?"

"Not really too much. Just a little peek through the window maybe. I can't make myself invisible you know...much to my eternal chagrin. But I saw enough to know that you had a stallion on your hands. I didn't know they still made boys quite that big."

"I wish he was just some dumb stud I picked up at a bar. Unfortunately he's one of my oldest and dearest friends and the risk of falling in love with that guy is so great I have to get as far away from him as I can," pouted Darlene.

"Because falling in love with your well-hung best friend is bad...why?"

"You know very well why. I've only just started to test this body out. I didn't become a woman so that I could fall in love with my best friend and become a housewife or something. I did it to become glamorous...to be desired by gorgeous men everywhere...to experience total sexual abandon," Darlene explained. "Plus I need time. I had 24 years in my old body. I've only had a couple of months in this one. I'm not going to walk away from a lifetime without being damn sure that it's the right decision."

"That all does make sense baby girl. So where did you want to go?"

"I don't know. I can't really afford to be out of work for very long. I've got some savings tucked away but it wouldn't last very long if I just up and quit my job," said Darlene.

"It's amazing how many times money gets in the way of happiness. Fortunately you have a fairy godmother who has taken a definite liking to you. If you need a new scene to experience your new life to the fullest than a wave of my wand can do the trick."

"You're kidding. You mean I can have a whole new life just like that?"

"If you're sure that you have more use for this magic wand than the big one that was stuffing you so well all night long," chuckled Chablis. "Forgive me, I'm a little drunk. That's the only reason I'm doing this. Not strictly in the rules but fuck 'em if they can't take a joke. So what kind of new life did you have in mind?"

"Well I was thinking of trying my hand at modeling. I'd probably like to take some acting classes as well but I think that at the moment my body is my most bankable asset."

"Flaunt it if you've got it I always say," burped Chablis.

"Some kind of modeling job where I got to go to interesting places with beautiful scenery. Maybe swimsuit modeling or something else that shows off my body," Darlene suggested.

"Hold onto your hat sister. Away we go!"

Suddenly they were standing on a beach under swaying palms. Darlene was in a bikini and Chablis had a sequined one-piece that sort of made her look like a very campy majorette.

"You're now a new model on the rise. You have a terrific portfolio of shots and some very good credits under your belt. Oh...and you have a sizeable nest egg in your bank account."

"Oh my God! You're not just messing with me?"

"Now why would I do that? Say what you like about fairy godmothers but we don't mess with people's heads. You need a little push to get you going in the right direction and I'm happy to supply it. Modeling is perfect for you. I love seeing my handiwork appreciated and recognized."

"So where are we exactly?"

"The Bahamas darling."

"Am I doing a swimsuit shoot here or something?"

"Dear me no. You're on vacation sweetie. We're just here for the boy watching and the Mai Tais."

"Well where do I live now?" Darlene inquired.

"Oh, in a penthouse in Manhattan," Chablis casually replied.

"Wow, talk about life changing."

"You don't know the half of it baby. Oh...here are the keys to the beachfront bungalow over there that you're staying at. Don't worry, you've got some free days before your next shoot. I really should be going now."

"I thought you were staying for the boys and the Mai Tais."

"I leave the boys to you. I mean who would even notice you if you spend your whole time hanging around me. This is supposed to be your vacation. And as for the Mai Tais...I think I should probably call a halt to the booze thing for the moment. Now have fun. Don't do anything I wouldn't do...but then again what haven't I already done?"

Darlene had no idea what other fairy godmothers might be like but she was damn happy that Chablis was hers. Apparently she was now a model who lived in a penthouse and had enough money and free time for vacationing in the Bahamas. Pretty sweet. For someone who didn't know how to break into the business this was a piece of cake.

She strolled over to her bungalow and went inside. It was very swanky for a bungalow she thought. Fortunately Chablis had provided the perfect wardrobe for such a trip and it was all neatly packed. Perhaps her old wardrobe was in New York. Once she checked the size of her "nest egg" she realized that she could probably afford to buy some new clothes if she needed to.

"This is the life!" Darlene shouted out loud as she flopped down on her bed and stared up at the ceiling.

Chablis may have split without doing any drinking or boy watching but Darlene thought that sounded like a pretty good plan so she looked around her bathroom and found some sunscreen which she liberally applied before heading back to the beach. So she was settled comfortably in a lounge chair enjoying a fruity drink with an umbrella in it as she settled back to enjoy the view. The natural scenery was nice too but she was concentrating more on the handsome hunks stuffed into their tight little bathing suits. Now this was a vacation.

The beach was such a great place to size up potential bedmates because you could really see what you were getting, especially if the guy was wearing tiny little briefs. The outline of their manhood was very much on display. Her daydreaming was suddenly interrupted by a voice coming from just over her shoulder.

"Excuse me but you're Darlene Brown aren't you?"

She looked up and saw a gorgeous young man with a fantastic tan and a body to die for smiling down at her. She removed her sunglasses and offered her hand.

"Yes I am as a matter of fact. And you are?"

"I'm Jules Marcos. I kept looking over here and walking around trying to make sure before I worked up the courage to actually ask. I'm sure you hear this all the time but I can't tell you how many times I've jacked off to your naked body," the young man gushed appreciatively.

"Excuse me?"

"I mean pictures of your naked body of course. I especially liked your layout in Penthouse."

"Thanks."

So she was that kind of a model. Chablis might have given her a little heads up on that score. Well she did say Darlene had some good credits under her belt and Penthouse was a pretty famous magazine. Still it came as kind of shock to learn about her career from a total stranger on the beach. On the other hand it was kind of a rush to know that she was some sort of a celebrity already. She was proud of her body why shouldn't she show it off? It was kind of kinky to know that cute guys like this enjoyed masturbating to her picture.

"I wish I had a picture for you to autograph but I never imagined I'd actually just run into you some day," said Jules. "Say, if I ran and got my phone would you mind taking a selfie with me? That's probably the only way I can prove that I actually met you."

"Sure. I'm not in any hurry to go anywhere at the moment," she replied.

Jules literally ran back to his room and in no time at all had returned with his phone. She got up and stood very close to him so that they would both easily be in the frame and as he got ready to take the picture she could feel his arm slipping around her waist. They took one and then he asked if they could take one more with her kissing him on the cheek and she happily went along with it. She was rather enjoying this kind of attention and liked the feeling of his hand gripping her hips.

"Wow, I don't know how to thank you," said Jules as he checked to make sure that he had saved the pictures.

"Well you could take me to dinner if you don't have any other plans. I hate to eat alone."

It was a date.


CHAPTER 11:

When she got back to her bungalow she decided to do a quick online check of her modeling career and fortunately even on this island they had a pretty good Internet connection. Holy cow she was a nude model all right! After years of staring at pictures of women like that and dreaming of being just like them she finally was. She was looking at pictures of herself and she looked good. It was mostly tasteful stuff and very well photographed. That was something at least. She hadn't spoken to her parents much since becoming a woman but she had a feeling that they would have something to talk about the next time they communicated.

She found something suitably fun and sexy in her closet to wear to dinner but food really wasn't much on her mind despite the fact that she hadn't eaten anything in a while. She was thinking about Jules and his bronze god body and what it would feel like to curl up in bed with him. She was planning to give him a much better memory than any photo or autograph could provide.

The meal kind of went by in a blur. She actually ate more than she had anticipated but the wine flowed pretty freely as well and she really enjoyed soaking up all his praise and enthusiasm. It was still kind of weird knowing that he already knew what she looked like naked but realistically neither of their bathing suits left much to the imagination so she had a pretty good guess as to what he had to offer. The only real mystery was what his cock would look like when nice and hard. She didn't have long to wait to find out.

The clothes started flying the moment they got back to her bungalow. There wasn't really much to say that they hadn't already said at dinner. He was having a dream come true by banging one of his favorite models and she was having a dream come true by being banged by a hot guy on a beautiful tropical getaway.

As it turned out Jules had a very nice dick. It was thick and bulging with veins popping out everywhere. It was a manly dick. A real man's tool although she had to admit that he seemed a bit more like a boy than a man despite the impressive equipment. She wondered how old he really was. He was probably younger than her, which was kind of a trippy thought, but what the hell. Young men tend to be very eager and full of vitality. She could be in for a long night of fucking...if she was lucky.

Jules was a tits man, at least when it came to her tits that was a special focus of his attention. Apparently he had spent a good deal of time looking at pictures of her breasts and fantasizing about what he would want to do with them. Now that they were actually in his hands he was almost overcome with emotion.

"I can't believe this is happening. They're even better looking in person," he raved as he reverently squeezed her boobs in wonder. "Is it okay if I give them a little taste?"

"Be my guest."

He was being remarkably gentle for such a horny young stud and Darlene worried that he was treating her as some sort of national shrine or something. She wasn't quite real to him so he appeared to be reluctant to simply let his passion go as he might have had she just been some chick he picked up on the beach. She decided she needed to heat things up a bit. After Jules completed his rather tentative nipple sucking Darlene turned to face the bed and bent over so that she was supported with her arms on the bed as her ass stuck up invitingly.

"Have you ever fantasized about taking me from behind?" she asked coyly over her shoulder.

"Have I? That's like wet dream number one in my book."

"Well here I am stud. Come and fuck me. Now's your chance to do what you've always wanted to do to my tight little behind."

He jumped at the opportunity but not quite the way Darlene expected. He wanted her tight little behind all right but as he grabbed her hips and lined up his cock it was suddenly apparent that he was aiming a little above the vagina. Her yelp of surprise and momentary pain as his thick prick began to snake into her asshole only fanned the flames for Jules. He just assumed that a hot model who posed in men's magazines got fucked in the ass all the time. Fortunately she had done some experimenting with anal toys just for the hell of it but was hardly an expert. Now she was about to get some on the job training.

"Oh Jesus that's a wild feeling," she panted.

"Don't you like it?" he asked nervously.

"I think I do. It's just that you're so damn big and my ass is so tight."

"I'll start slow then," Jules suggested.

He was thrilled to have his cock praised like that by one of his heroes. With all the hundreds of men she must have had in her life it was awesome to be singled out for his size. It made him feel really proud and even more protective of her, which was kind of the opposite of what she was hoping to inspire. She wanted some hard and dirty sex. She didn't want to be treated like a museum piece.

"Come on baby I want you to fuck me like you've always dreamed of doing. You don't have to jack it right now you can stick that big beautiful rod right inside me. You've been dreaming of this chance...make the most of it stud!"

The seemed to do the trick. Jules took a firm grip and began to ram his fat cock up her very snug anus. It sort of hurt but it also sort of felt good as conflicting messages raced to her brain. It was definitely getting her turned on as her vigorous young admirer started to pick up steam.

"Oh, fuck baby...oh fuck yeah!" Jules began chanting almost like a mantra.

"That's it stud fuck my little ass."

She realized that her conversation wasn't much more scintillating than his but words often fail you when there's a big dick shoved up your butt. She wanted to free one of her hands to play with herself but Jules was riding her so hard now that she feared she would lose her balance. After a bit more pumping and groaning Jules let rip with a huge load of cum. When he finally pulled out there were still little spurts left to go and she could feel his hot cream dripping out of her ass.

She turned around and sat on the bed and was completely astonished to find that Jules was already in the process of putting his clothes back on.

"You're not staying?" Darlene stammered.

"Well I sort of had a date already for this evening but I put her off as long as I could. I wasn't going to miss this opportunity," he said jovially as he zipped up his pants. I figured a big celebrity like you probably wouldn't want to spend the whole night hanging out with some nobody you met on the beach."

"Oh, of course," she said, trying to sound casual.

"Hey, could I ask one more favor?"

He had picked up her panties and was now holding them for her to take. She had absolutely no idea what she was supposed to do with them that would be considered a favor but he soon explained.

"It's not a picture but this would be even more awesome if you were willing to autograph it. I can pay you for the cost of the panties if you want."

"No, don't be silly."

She got up and looked for a pen. Walking around was actually a tiny bit difficult as she was pretty sore at the moment and had been bent over in a strange position for quite a while. Eventually she located a pen and signed the underwear before handing it over to Jules. There wasn't really much more to their interaction than that. He thanked her again profusely and bounced off into the night, presumably to fuck some other nubile young thing waiting for him to pounce on her.

It was a strange experience all around she thought. She just assumed he would spend the night and that they would fuck in every conceivable way. It seemed more like she was a "bucket list" lay; make it with a Penthouse Pet before you die. Or maybe he really was so star struck that he didn't even think of her as a real person. She was just the physical embodiment of an image he used to stimulate his masturbation.

She was angry first, wondering what made this "date" so special that Jules preferred to spend the night with her. All Darlene had gotten out of the deal was a decent dinner and an ass full of cum. She even gave away her panties as a trophy. Fortunately the anger passed quickly enough and she began to see the humor of the whole situation. She had been turned into an instant celebrity without even knowing anything of her own supposed past yet the first man she ran into was an adoring fan of her work, even though she had never actually posed for any kind of a modeling job yet. It was really all too ridiculous.

Fortunately there was no risk of any sort of romantic entanglement here. She had hoped for a little more satisfying fornication but there were plenty of fish in the sea. Or hot studs strolling along the shore of it. Soon enough she would be in her "home" in Manhattan and she would begin to actually do some real modeling. Given the nature of the type of work she now did it probably wouldn't be too hard to find any number of men who might want to share her bed for an entire evening...or at least stick something in her pussy along the way.


CHAPTER 12:

"Well what do you think?" Chablis said as she showed Darlene her new penthouse apartment with a breathtaking view of New York City.

"It's incredible," Darlene replied. "Although I think living in New York will probably take some getting used to."

"You'll love it darling. It's ever so exciting here."

The vacation in the Bahamas had gone by all too quickly but Darlene had found plenty of male companionship to occupy her time and her bed for the remainder of her stay. Fortunately she kept a steady rotation going so that she wouldn't get too attached to any one guy in particular. A vacation isn't the best place to start a relationship anyway but she was taking no chances, although the idea of actually dating someone for a while sounded kind of appealing. The trick was to make sure that it didn't get out of hand and lead to true love but that took some incredibly difficult guesswork to manage.

"Something I'm kind of curious about. When you turned me into a girl you changed everyone's memories of me to reflect a slightly different history where I had been female all along. Now you've zapped me into a new career and a new home and supposedly I've been doing this modeling thing for a while so what do my old friends think now? I mean one day I had a job at an office and a house that I had been living in for a while and suddenly it's all changed overnight."

"Minor details darling. Honestly I'm not a scientist you know. When I wave my wand magical things happen. If your invented history changes a little along the line to suit your needs than that's what everybody sees. Your old friends know that you moved away and became a model," explained Chablis.

"It just seems odd that other people know more about my past than I do," Darlene complained.

"There's just no pleasing some people. I could have just left you to your own devices. Having a fuzzy memory seems like a small price to pay for what you're getting in return."

"You're absolutely right. I shouldn't expect something this life changing to go on without a hitch. I guess it all still seems so new to me that I haven't really settled down into any sort of routine. There's been a lot of big changes in a hurry that I need to adjust to."

"Don't fret your pretty little head darling. You seem like a clever girl. I'm sure you can handle yourself in a pinch."

Fortunately Darlene had an agent so there was someone arranging all of her work and keeping her informed of the scheduling. You can't beat magic for cutting to the chase. She had no idea how to break into modeling, let alone land an agent who could get her decent paying jobs. On the other hand it felt kind of funny to have something that important basically out of her hands. What she really needed to do was figure out what models did when they weren't modeling.

When she checked her mail she discovered that apparently they went to a lot of parties, or at least got invited to them. The fact that she didn't actually know any of these people was a little strange but she wanted to make new friends so maybe this was the way to do it. She certainly liked the idea of having an excuse to get dressed up. As a man all she ever wanted to do was throw on some sweat pants and a t-shirt and not have to shave for a couple of days but dressing up was now something she looked forward to, even though it meant devoting a lot of time and effort to the process. It was always worth it to see the results, and perhaps even more importantly, to feel them. There was the physical sensation of wearing women's clothes that was so sensual and arousing but there was also the psychological aspect of being dressed to kill. The world just seemed a better place when you felt really pretty.

She had wanted to start over and boy was she doing it in a big way. The first party she attended was thrown by someone she had never heard of but the guest list was jam packed with celebrities. There were politicians and movie stars and professional athletes everywhere. If pretty girls really did make the world better than this party was just about the best place in the world because it was chock full of eye candy. Even so Darlene still managed to turn a few heads as she mingled.

There were fancy hors d'oeuvres and there was lots of expensive booze all being offered up by waiters and waitresses wearing uniforms. It was pretty much like being in a scene in a movie, made all the more unreal by Darlene's lack of experience with this sort of life in fast lane. As she stood by herself off in one corner of the room trying to work up the nerve to actually speak to someone a well-known basketball player, Jordan Bronson, walked up to her with a big grin on his face.

"Hey baby, you're looking pretty sweet. I don't remember ever seeing you at one of Gary's parties before," said Jordan.

"No, it's my first time. I'm not even sure why I was invited," Darlene replied.

"Well Gary has an eye for talent. I'm surprised you weren't invited sooner because I've got a feeling you have all sorts of skills baby. Haven't I seen you somewhere before?"

"I do some modeling."

"I'll bet you do. You know we've got a lot in common baby. We both have to keep in really good shape and we both make money with our bodies. Why don't we go upstairs and put those assets to good use?"

Wow, Jordan Bronson was talking to her. More than that he seemed to be hitting on her. Darlene had always been a basketball fan so this was pretty exciting even if it was a little abrupt and kind of out of the blue. Why not go upstairs with him? It wasn't that much fun just standing in a corner of the room watching everyone else have a good time.

She accompanied the basketball star upstairs. He seemed to know his way around the place quite well and took her to a very nice bedroom. Immediately Jordan unzipped his pants and pulled out his mostly flaccid dick. He waited a moment and then turned to Darlene.

"Well come on baby. It's not going to get hard by itself," he said, actually sounding a little impatient.

Darlene came over to where Jordan was standing and kneeled down on the floor in front of him. She lifted his cock in the palm of her hand and kissed it a few times before she began to lick it, As it started to grow she added stroking to the kissing and licking. Soon his lengthy member was standing fully at attention.

"That's it girl. Look how big you made me. Now let's see how much of the big man you can take."

Soon Jordan Bronson's cock was disappearing down her throat. Darlene had seen Jordan on TV many times as a man never imaging for even a second that they would someday meet, let alone have sex.

"I knew you had skills baby," Jordan sighed as he took hold of Darlene's head. "I can tell just by looking at a bitch if she can suck a dick or not. It's the lips mostly."

Darlene seriously doubted that Jordan could tell whether a girl was good at giving head just by looking at her lips but men say all kinds of stupid shit when getting their rocks off. At least it was meant as compliment. If you're going to be a cock sucker you might as well be a good one she figured.

"Your mouth is so fuckable, you know that girl?" asked Jordan as he began to seriously throat fuck her.

She assumed it was a rhetorical question as there was no way for her to speak with his cock slamming against the back of her throat. Jordan was really into it now, pumping and chattering away. It sounded like he was trying to fire himself up the way he probably prepared for a game.

"Oh yeah baby we're going to cum so hard tonight!"

She wondered if the "we" he was referring to included her. It would be nice to think that he was a team player.

"Oh yeah...oh yeah...oh yeah...here it comes girl!"

And indeed it did. Thick and sticky, but not as salty as what she was used to, the basketball star was definitely not dribbling at the moment. Each explosive spasm of his cock sent another hot stream crashing inside her mouth.

"Damn girl! That was one fine blowjob! Talent...you got real talent. You should be a porn star baby."

When he was done he packed his tool away and zipped up his pants before heading for the door.

"You ever need tickets I can hook you up," he called over his shoulder as he made his speedy exit.

Well at least he didn't toss some money on the nightstand on the way out. As she just sat on her knees on the floor for a moment, cum dripping from her mouth, she felt sort of bewildered. She wasn't a prostitute or some basketball groupie who hung around outside the locker room. Hell she was Miss April! Or was it May? Whatever it was she was sort of a celebrity in her own way. Having sex with the guy on the spur of the moment didn't faze her in the least. She just assumed it would involve more than her giving him a quick BJ.

Her hair, that she had spent a small fortune having done for the evening, was in shambles now as she looked herself over in the mirror. She poked at it a little in an attempt to salvage something then finally decided to give up and just go home. She didn't really feel like doing any more partying at the moment.


CHAPTER 13:

Darlene definitely didn't feel ashamed of anything she had done but she did feel a little disappointed. There was obviously a pecking order among celebrities and being a centerfold model with only a few credits to her name obviously didn't place her very high on that list. Still she marveled at the sense of entitlement some of these gazillionaires seemed to possess. She never did meet the party host, this Gary guy who had an eye for talent, but she somewhat suspected that he probably stocked his party with a bevy of hot babes for his more prestigious guests to enjoy. Maybe he even hired hookers to keep the crowd entertained. Jordan might have assumed she was a paid party girl. Whatever. It was a trip just to be at a party like that and see so many famous faces. And she certainly would never watch a basketball game that featured Jordan Bronson quite the same way.

More importantly she had her first photo shoot coming up and was really looking forward to it. It was going to be a series of photos for an erotic art book and would mostly be shot in black and white, which seemed very classy to Darlene. She would be dressing up in a lot of vintage lingerie and working with another girl. Her agent had specifically asked if that was going to be a problem but Darlene couldn't see any reason not to. It wasn't a porn shoot after all.

She made sure to arrive a bit early and brought everything that she was requested to bring with her. This was her first actual chance to make a good impression and didn't want to mess it up. There were people there to do her hair and makeup and someone else handling the wardrobe and the photographer and his assistants setting up the lights...it was all so exciting!

The other model arrived a little later and they sort of introduced themselves while getting their makeup done. She was a stunningly beautiful blonde named April and she seemed very professional. Darlene was trying not to come across as an amateur so she kind of studied April and tried to follow her lead.

Darlene was relieved that they were starting with April so that she could watch for a bit and get some idea of how things worked. The way April shifted from pose to pose made it all seem so effortless. Darlene suddenly got cold feet and worried that she was going to make a fool of herself. Before she could make up some excuse for bolting the photographer, Bruce, was calling for her to join April on the set.

"Now darlings let's try this. Darlene why don't you stand right over here and let's have April get right up behind you. Yes...that's it. Now let's see how seductive we can make this," instructed Bruce as he retreated to a spot across the room and swung his camera up.

"This is going to be fun," April whispered. "I could just eat you up in that outfit."

"Now look at each other longingly...excellent...more passion...kiss her neck, that's good...you're really enjoying this Darlene...now more with the hands April."

April reached around with one hand and started cupping Darlene's breasts. Darlene was surprised to find this somewhat arousing. April tried two hands and then Bruce suggested that Darlene should let one of her shoulder straps slip off exposing one of her boobs. She did so without a thought until April began to play with her exposed nipple.

"Someone's getting hard I see. You must be enjoying this," April whispered again.

For a moment Darlene was panic struck. Had her cock suddenly grown back? No, of course not. April was referring to Darlene's hard nipple. As they continued to play around with different poses and stages of undress Darlene could confirm that she was definitely enjoying it all.

As the day progressed they worked through a number of costume changes and utilized some different props but Bruce definitely seemed to enjoy seeing April as the more "dominant" figure of the two, whenever that attitude was called for. That was just fine with Darlene, although a little ironic since she actually had experience fucking other women as a man, but in many ways it made the shoot much easier to deal with since she was basically just reacting to whatever was done to her. Bruce was ecstatic because Darlene did such a convincing job of looking totally turned on. If he had known how wet she was he would have seen that this was no acting job.

When they wrapped for the day Bruce seemed extremely happy. That was the main thing Darlene figured. Make the photographer happy and hopefully the client will be happy too. The fact that she was getting paid to have such a good time was just the icing on the cake.

"That wasn't totally horrible," April said as the two girls were getting dressed afterwards.

"I rather enjoyed it," Darlene admitted.

"So did I sweetie. You are such a doll. Some bitches spend all their time trying to hog the spotlight but you're a real team player."

"Thanks. You really made it easy for me to relax."

"Say, you want to grab a couple of drinks or something? Unless there's some stud-muffin boyfriend at home waiting for you."

"No, I live alone."

"Even better."

It was nice to finally be making friends. Darlene could learn a lot from someone like April who had experience in the business. She seemed very friendly and had been fun to work with. She liked the idea of going out for drinks with her new girlfriend after a photo shoot. It just seemed like the thing to do.

April said she knew a cozy little place not too far away and Darlene knew next to nothing about Manhattan so she was glad for the tip. They shared a cab and soon were inside at the bar enjoying their drinks. The place was a little dark but Darlene eventually noticed that there seemed to be a lot of women there. Pretty much only women for that matter. It began to dawn on her that this was probably a lesbian bar.

It had honestly never crossed her mind that April was hitting on her. Looking back on how the day had unfolded it should have been pretty obvious but Darlene wasn't used to the idea of women being that sexually aggressive to other women. As a man no woman had ever been so flirtatious to him, especially no woman who looked like April. She thought about making up some excuse for having to call it a day but then she thought about how horny she was during the session. April had definitely gotten her juices flowing but that might just have been the novelty of the whole experience. Of course being in a lesbian bar was a novel experience and she was still feeling pretty aroused.

After a couple more drinks April suggested that they go back to her place and Darlene gladly accepted the invitation. They just continued to chat as pals in the back of the taxi which made Darlene wonder whether she had misread the whole situation but she was a little buzzed and in a very good mood. Wherever this was leading was fine by her.

April's apartment wasn't quite as fancy as Darlene's but of course April had to actually earn money to get her place, assuming that she didn't have a generous fairy godmother with a magic wand.

Once they were safely inside and seated on the couch any doubts about April's motives vanished as she cupped Darlene's face in her hands and began to kiss her deeply. It was sort of familiar territory for Darlene so kissing a girl didn't seem like that big of a deal but something inside certainly felt different. The fact that her tits were pressed up against another woman's breasts probably had something to do with that.

"Oh baby doll you are something else," April cooed. "There's something about you...I don't know...it's like you're ultra feminine...almost unnaturally girlish."

Darlene broke away from the kiss and sat upright on the couch. Had April figured out her secret somehow? That wasn't possible was it?

"Don't get me wrong, that's what I like about you," April said reassuringly as she put her arm on Darlene's shoulder. "You probably already guessed that I kind of like to take charge."

"Oh, I'm not offended or anything it's just that...well...I'm not really a lesbian I guess," Darlene shyly admitted. "I don't know anything about it."

"But you liked kissing me didn't you?" asked April.

"Very much."

"And you liked the way I touched you in the studio?"

"Yes."

"And you came back to my place because?"

"Because I was hoping that you would fuck me," Darlene said softly with her eyes on the floor.

"Then relax darling and enjoy the ride. Just let me get some of my gear and you can learn all about the wonders of girl on girl sex."


CHAPTER 14:

April seemed absolutely delighted to be breaking Darlene in. They started kind of slow with some basic touching and kissing while sitting naked on the bed but soon April had a vibrator in her hands and was going to work on Darlene's pussy. Darlene was certainly no stranger to sex toys but it was entirely different when they were being used on you by someone else. It was pretty freaking amazing.

"I think somebody's ready for a good fucking," April announced as she set the vibrator down and reached into her bag of tricks.

"I thought that's what we've been doing," replied Darlene happily.

"We're just getting warmed up darling."

April slipped into a harness device that covered her abdomen. At the front was a very large purple dildo sticking out quite menacingly.

"I hope you don't mind purple. I've got other colors," April informed her.

"Purple is just fine with me," replied Darlene.

The color was pretty irrelevant anyway as the rubber phallus soon disappeared inside Darlene's wet gash. Of course she was on her hands and knees anyway so she didn't even catch of glimpse of it coming near her crotch. She was quite horny from all the warm up activities so the feeling of being pumped from behind, even if it was just a fake prick, started to send shivers of pleasure throughout her body.

It was a very weird twist that Darlene had a little trouble wrapping her head around. Fucking a girl had a certain familiarity about it but she was definitely the one being fucked now. She liked April and there was no denying that she was sexy as hell but in some ways she sort of wished that they had just become friends. A little shopping...a little girl talk...maybe watch a chick flick together. Instead it had turned out to be like every other interaction with another person she had encountered so far; she was basically just providing a variety of holes to be filled one way or another.

Now it was often quite nice to have those holes filled but she was beginning to wonder whether she would ever meet anyone who maybe just wanted to hang out for a bit. Obviously nobody had forced her to jump in the sack with a woman she had just met that day and there was no denying the kinky pleasure of the experience but Darlene was beginning to long for something more. The Fairy Godmother had definitely done her job well and Darlene was beautiful and infinitely fuckable but she still hadn't decided whether being female full time was the right thing for her.

Darlene definitely enjoyed the feeling of being desired. She knew how men thought and was keenly aware of the looks she got. It was still disconcerting at times to deal with the eyes of strangers riveted on her body but she was getting used to it more and more. On the other hand when she first stepped into this new body it was hard to think of it as real, it was more like a costume or a disguise or perhaps even an out of body experience. She was as fascinated with her own boobs as any man who leered at her might be but she was also beginning to wonder whether anyone would ever be interested in her for anything other than her looks.

On the other hand going back to being a man now seemed like it might be rather difficult. For one thing she had a fabulous new life with an exciting career on the rise, a swank apartment and a closet full of designer clothes. She adored the vast array of clothing options available to her and embraced all of the cosmetic aspects of womanhood even if it meant having to devote a great deal more time and effort. She had also discovered a real fondness for cock. She didn't know whether that was just part of the "magic" of her transformation or some deep longing that she had never wanted to acknowledge before but she was definitely turned on by men's bodies now. She had swallowed cum and even enjoyed it. Would that memory haunt her forever if she went back to her old self?

Yet despite all the advantages she was enjoying as a woman she found herself fighting to hold on to her escape clause as long as possible. It actually hadn't been that hard to do since most of her encounters with men had been purely sexual in nature without even the hint of a potential romance down the line. Ironically she probably had a better chance of falling in love with April than any man she had met so far, other than Andy, but she sort of doubted that April was looking for love. That would be a pretty weird twist of fate anyway if Darlene found true love with a woman after becoming one herself. Not exactly what she had in mind when she traded in the old cock and balls but not something that was out of the question.

She definitely enjoyed her little romp with April and was happy to have made a new friend, as long as they really could be friends and Darlene didn't just end up being her bitch on the side whenever April needed a convenient fuck buddy.

Darlene had tried hard not to think about her old life too much. The wealth and burgeoning fame had all come so suddenly that she barely had time to get her bearings straight in her new home and profession. From the moment she had become a woman she had been turning heads with her looks but now she was also beginning to attract even more attention due to her exposure as a model. It was a big ego boost but it was also kind of strange. Darlene had never particularly sought the limelight in her life. Unlike some people who dream of being an actress or a rock star or a model her ambitions had never really run in that direction. Of course as a man she didn't have the same fabulous looks to bank on so the idea of being a successful model would never have entered the equation.

As she soaked in her tub at home her thoughts began to drift back to Andy. Her old pal back home. The man who had taken her virginity. The guy she needed to get away from fast out of fear of falling in love and being trapped in this body forever. She missed his company and wondered what he had been up to lately. She also wondered whether he was aware of her new career and what he thought of it. It had been pretty shitty to just run off like that without any explanation but she had been so confused and scared.

It had been shocking to Darlene at how easily she had gone from thinking of Andy as a buddy to being totally attracted to him physically. In this new altered reality that she was living it was obvious that Andy had been lusting after her for a long time because he had no recollection of the time when Darlene had been a man but she had found the same lust for him despite being completely aware of their past. It wasn't just hard to accept the idea that she suddenly liked cock it was a million times harder to believe that it was Andy's cock she desired. Would she still feel that way now? Her female body was so new back then and she was so anxious to try it out that she might have fucked almost anybody. Maybe there wasn't anything special about making love to Andy. Perhaps she had overreacted. Sex was fun. Sex as a beautiful woman was even more fun. Maybe she had just been confusing her newfound female lust with something deeper and more emotional.

On a whim she grabbed her phone after she finished bathing and gave Andy a call. It was getting late in New York but it was three hours earlier back home so she figured there was a good chance to catch him at this hour.

As the phone was ringing she suddenly panicked and thought about hanging up. She felt a strange nervousness in the pit of her stomach. That was crazy. It was just good old Andy. There was no reason to feel nervous. He probably wouldn't even pick up the phone and she could just leave a message. That's when she heard his familiar voice on the other end and almost dropped the phone. Her hand was literally shaking.


CHAPTER 15:

After getting over her initial fear they ended up talking for several hours. It had been marvelous to have an old friend to talk to. Andy had definitely kept up with her career as a model, which made her feel a little strange because she was afraid that he would treat her like some sort of a celebrity or something, but fortunately he just seemed like himself. On the other hand it wasn't exactly like being a guy talking to a pal it was more like a guy and a girl who had a little crush on each other trying not to make the conversation too romantic but failing miserably. By the time it ended it had been agreed upon that Andy would be coming out for a visit soon.

Darlene was surprised to find that her heart was actually racing a little as she got off the phone. Had she really just invited Andy to come to New York? Was that a good idea? At the moment it seemed like a great idea. She almost wished she could have Chablis wave her magic wand and make Andy appear in her room right there and then but she knew she had to act cautiously. She didn't want to appear too anxious or give Andy the wrong impression about her intentions. They were old friends, why shouldn't he come out for a visit? There was no guarantee that they would even have sex. Who was she kidding? Of course they would have sex. Hopefully tons of sex. She wanted to show him the time of his life. In fact, nothing else seemed more important to her at the moment than his impending arrival.

Maybe it was playing with fire but she was so lonely for genuine companionship and the time she had spent with Andy as a girl had been pretty wonderful. She wanted to impress him with her fancy apartment and her fabulous wardrobe. She wanted to take him to the finest restaurants and show him the town, even if she felt more like a tourist herself than a true New Yorker.

It was all silly of course. They were old friends. She didn't need to impress him and perhaps he wouldn't even be impressed by the trappings and trimmings of her success. The chemistry that had bonded them together, even after her gender change, was obviously a strong and powerful force. They were just good friends. There was no reason to go overboard.

Of course when the big day finally arrived she couldn't help herself and went to pick him up at the airport in a limousine. She knew that was kind of over-the-top but she didn't have a car and simply taking a cab seemed kind of lame. She could afford a little indulgence like that so why not splurge? It sort of made the whole thing seem more like a prom date but since she had been denied that experience as a girl why not enjoy something like it now?

"Wow, this place is incredible," Andy gushed as she gave him the grand tour of her apartment.

"I'm glad you like it. It's certainly a bit of a step up from my old place," said Darlene with a smile.

"So ah...where am I bunking? I mean, where should I put my stuff?"

"Well the master bedroom is fine with me...if you have no objections. I mean, I don't know what your situation is these days. You didn't mention any new girlfriends on the phone or anything like that."

Andy simply dropped his suitcases on the floor and took Darlene in his strong arms as he kissed her deeply. Darlene hadn't really thought about the sleeping arrangements being an issue for some reason but realized that it should have probably been spelled out right up front. Now with Andy's tongue exploring the inside of her mouth she knew that they were definitely both on the same page, at least as far as where they would be spending the night.

She felt herself melting into his embrace and got the same nervous feeling in the pit of her stomach again. Andy had a way of making her feel super feminine, which she loved and feared at the same time. Even just kissing with all of their clothes on made her go weak in the knees. He was dangerous all right, but deliciously so.

She had tickets for a hot Broadway show and reservations at a very exclusive restaurant but her mind was racing a mile a minute in a billion different directions. She could sense that she was trying too hard to impress, to play the rich and famous model but she couldn't really help herself. It was just so damn fun.

For the first time in a long while she felt like she was really sharing her life with someone. She knew that she was talking too fast and probably not always making sense but Andy seemed to be taking everything in stride. She enjoyed the feeling of taking his arm as he escorted her into the theatre and at least while the show was on she could shut up and catch her breath.

"This is pretty cool," Andy said as they enjoyed a cocktail at intermission. "I never thought of myself as a big musical guy but this is really entertaining."

"I'm so glad you think so, even if you're just saying it to be nice," Darlene replied. "Seeing a Broadway show is just something you need to do on your first visit to New York I guess. Maybe it's kind of clichéd but I thought it might be fun."

"Hey, whatever you've got on the agenda is fine with me. I'm here to see you, you don't have to go to any special trouble on my account. Ever since you called me I've been thinking of nothing else."

Darlene was tempted to bolt the theatre and forget about their late supper and just head home and fuck right there and then but the Second Act was about to begin and she did sort of want to see the rest of the show. Better try to calm down and take things slow, even if her pulse was pounding like an adrenaline junkie jumping out of an airplane.

The food at the restaurant was probably delicious but she found it difficult to eat. Her stomach was churning the whole time and she was talking so much she could hardly find the time to squeeze in more than a few bites of her meal. Andy offered to pay but Darlene insisted that this trip was entirely her treat but she allowed him to pick up the tip, realizing that his manhood might be a little offended if he wasn't allowed to do anything. She certainly remembered that much about being a man.

When they finally got back to her apartment there was no doubt in her mind about what she wanted. She was ready to pounce on that man-sized penis she knew was lurking in Andy's trousers but she let him make the first move. 

"God I've been aching for this for so long," Andy said softly as his hand slipped behind her and began to unzip her dress.

"Me too," was all Darlene could think of purring in response.

They were still in living room as her dress fell to the floor and she stood before him in her carefully selected lingerie. She knew it wouldn't be on her body for very long but she enjoyed the reaction it provoked.

"Holy mother of pearl! You should have always been a model, there's no question about it! You're almost too beautiful to touch."

"God, I hope not. Let me touch you first and maybe you'll warm up to the idea," she teased as she got on her knees in front of him and pulled down his pants.

There was that cock! It was just a big and juicy and throbbing as she had remembered. It was the first cock she had ever sucked and she had done so with absolutely no idea of what she was doing. It didn't seem to matter then because she was irresistibly drawn to it in sort of a haze. Now she felt that same sense of awe and wonder but she knew what to do with it. It was time to relax and enjoy the experience of pampering and worshiping this man's erect member.

She was the wealthy celebrity who had paid to fly her friend out to New York but she felt completely at home on her knees, looking up lovingly into Andy's eyes as she licked the tip of his dick. It was basically the same act that she had performed on Jordan Bronson the basketball star but there it had been expected of her, even demanded, and she had ended up feeling something like an underpaid hooker. This was totally different. She liked Andy. They were friends. She was completely turned on by his body. If she was going to be anyone's bitch Andy was at the front of the list, but that was because she knew he would never think of her that way.

The fact that Darlene could remember what it was like to be a man gave her a distinct advantage in the bedroom as a woman. She knew that she was stroking his ego as much as his cock. And it wasn't like she had to force herself to do something against her true desires. With the right guy it was a pleasure to be the ultimate playmate. She found it easy to embrace her feminine side with Andy, even though they had known each other as men for so much longer. Her change had been more than cosmetic, it seemed to reach right down into her soul and she was embracing it whole-heartedly.


CHAPTER 16:

They had ended up in the bed somehow. Darlene couldn't quite remember when that had happened, or even how they had both gotten naked but the evidence was quite clear that it had indeed transpired at some point. There had just been so much fucking and sucking and licking and kissing and touching it all sort of blended together in a wonderful blur of passion.

Andy sure knew how to fuck. He had fucked her up one side and down the other...literally. He had licked her pussy so well and for so long that she was afraid she was going to pass out from the pleasure. Now that was how to have fun!

Her lover was still sound asleep; God knows he had earned a good rest, the poor dear. It was so strange that she could remember their life as two guy pals but he couldn't. She certainly didn't feel like a guy right now, with her ultra-feminine body still basking in the afterglow of intense sexual activity, but there was still a male part of her brain that hadn't gone away completely. In many ways she still thought of herself as a man in a temporary disguise. It was important to keep that escape clause active in case she decided that enough was enough, but it was much harder to do with a guy like Andy around. Falling in love was a distinct possibility and something she still wanted to avoid at all costs.

It was funny how different their friendship was now that she was a girl. The casual informality of two dudes hanging out together had been replaced with a more rigid male/female protocol. Without really being aware of it consciously they were both trying to impress each other. Instead of just sharing a space or killing time together they were far more focused on each other's needs and desires. She wanted to get up and make breakfast for Andy, something she wouldn't have thought of if she were still a man. It was little things like that, or the way Andy had held her chair for her at the restaurant, that seemed to stick out in her mind most. Sex was sex. It felt good to penetrate someone but it also felt good to be penetrated. It was all about applying the right kind of pressure to the right parts of the body. The mental aspects of becoming female were much harder to cope with and adapt to.

Of course she was enjoying her new life. Why wouldn't she? She had been a pretty average looking guy but now she was beautiful. She used to have an ordinary job and now she was working in a glamorous profession. She hadn't been poor but now she was rich, at least by her own standards. Every advantage and opportunity you could think of had been magically handed to her with the whisk of a wand. That made her wonder whether she was loving her new femininity or merely loving her new lifestyle. Being a man hadn't been a bad thing. She wasn't completely tortured like some people who feel trapped in the wrong body completely. It had all started out as more of a kinky thrill than anything else. Was that really enough of a justification to change her gender forever?

Everything had happened so fast and the transformation was so complete that Darlene still didn't feel like it was all real. It was a dream and a fantasy, but was it the life she really wanted forever? Being female took a lot of getting used to. It wasn't just the way people called you "honey" or "sweetie" or spoke to you in a different tone of voice; it was the way you thought of yourself in social interactions. No matter how strong-willed or ambitious you were there was always going to be a perceived "softness" about you because of your gender, especially when one looked so overtly feminine. Did she really want to surrender her "manliness" permanently? Darlene had to admit that the transformation had gone much more smoothly than she ever would have anticipated, if she had ever believed such a crazy thing was even possible. Being female just felt so "right" to her for some reason.

She desperately wanted to tell Andy the truth, but how could she even begin to do that? In this new world that had been created for her Andy thought he knew all about her. In his mind she had always been a woman, and a woman that he desired greatly it appeared. How could she tell him that this was all an illusion conjured up by some fairy godmother character and that she was actually his old buddy Daryl? He probably wouldn't believe it and even if he did that might make him extremely uncomfortable or even angry. The concept of someone changing their gender, either magically or surgically, is often a very difficult thing for people to come to grips with...especially if they've just had their dick sucked by someone who used to be a man.

God it was so easy for her to put her male past behind her as she gazed upon her lover and gently stroked his hair. Gone was all the competitiveness they used to have when they were playing basketball or fighting over who got which girl. They seemed like a more complete team this way. Of course she would have to let Andy, or any guy she was with, be assertive enough to protect his manhood but that wasn't such a big deal. It was really just a game that reasonable people played. She didn't have to "act dumb" or pretend to be weak for his benefit but it did no harm to let a guy fix your car or open a jar of pickles for you once in a while. Being pampered was actually something rather pleasant once you got used to it. And in bed it was extremely nice to let a guy take charge much of the time.

Yes, it was all very much like a game or a dream or some kind of virtual reality simulator. It wasn't real. She could change back any time she wanted...as long as she didn't cross the line and fall in love. Andy was dangerous but at least he was only here for a short visit and would soon be all the way across the country again.

But was there really any going back now? Each day that she lived in this female body she felt her memory of being male slip a little further away. At times it was hard to even remember what her voice sounded like as a man. This world, this life all seemed remarkably familiar even though it was all relatively new and different. When she used to fantasize about having sex as a woman she never really dared to think any further than that. It would be fun to have tits and a pussy and be the object of men's desires but it was also fun to drive a go-cart or go water skiing. It had always just been a recreational fantasy, something that disappeared as quickly as the bra and fake boobs were removed. This was an entirely new kettle of fish. When she took off her bra she saw her beautiful, feminine breasts. Her reflection in the mirror wasn't a man pretending to be a woman she was the real deal and she liked seeing that image.

Andy was finally stirring from his slumber and Darlene had breakfast waiting for him but food wasn't what he hungered for at the moment.

"Come here," Andy half suggested, half commanded as he patted the empty spot in the bed next to him.

"Down boy, your food will get cold," she replied with a grin.

"That's okay...we can heat it up later."

Things definitely heated up but it wasn't the food. As soon as Darlene reached the side of the bed she could feel Andy's strong arms pulling her forcefully down and tearing open the robe she was wearing. His hands squeezed and fondled her breasts and soon his lips were locked on her pert nipples. He may not have been craving bacon and eggs at the moment but he certainly was devouring her tits.

This wasn't right. This was Andy. They were friends from way back. They would have been embarrassed if they had accidentally brushed hands together when they were both guys but now they were locked in an extremely intimate embrace. That secret knowledge that she had of their past might be the key to preventing her from getting in too deep with Andy...or it might be the kiss of death. It was easier to deal with guys that she was meeting for the first time. There was no history there to think about.

She hadn't even noticed that she was now lying flat on her back with her arms wrapped around Andy's neck. The sudden introduction of his hard cock into her pussy made her instantly aware of the change of position. She liked being fucked on her back. It wasn't the most creative posture or the most stimulating but there was something about spreading your legs for a man that seemed so inviting and satisfying. Watching how hard he worked with every thrust. Seeing the little beads of sweat developing on his brow. Knowing how much concentration it took to remain up on your suspended arms while trying to make things last even though every impulse in your body wanted instant relief.

Their bodies were soon locked in a perfectly synchronized dance of pleasure. Each stroke of his manhood inside her seemed to be timed like a well-tuned piston rod. Faster and faster he pounded his flesh into her waiting hole until the whole room seemed to be spinning and they were one single entity about to explode or float up into the heavens.

Andy erupted with a mighty roar and Darlene was right behind him, shuttering from her own orgasmic ripples. They collapsed in each other's arms and began to kiss frantically, as if they hadn't seen each other in years. Suddenly Andy sat upright.

"How about that breakfast?" he asked, with no hint of irony.

How like a man Darlene thought as a slight smile creased the corner of her lips.


CHAPTER 17:

Andy's stay in town was all too brief but Darlene couldn't help but feel a mix of relief and dread as he departed for home. It had been wonderful to spend time with an old friend but that old friend was turning out to be a dangerously appealing new lover. Most women would be delighted to fall madly in love with a sexy man they were good friends with but she wasn't most women. She wasn't even really a woman at all...at least not yet. There was still time to explore and experiment. Time to live with this body a little longer before making any permanent adjustment.

It was a tricky tightrope to walk. Going back would be easy enough, all she had to do was tell her fairy godmother to change her, but falling in love was a bit out of her control. The fact that Andy wasn't there with her in person wouldn't stop her from thinking about him or developing deeper feelings. As the old saying goes, absence makes the heart grow fonder.

Darlene tried to throw herself into her work. She had a pretty busy schedule of photo shoots coming up and that needed to be her center of attention at the moment. Never an exhibitionist by nature as a man she found it incredibly easy to be undressed around total strangers. This wasn't really her body, it was just the result of magic and trickery. She had chosen a beautiful costume so why be shy about showing it off? It certainly made her work easier as she was constantly posing in very revealing lingerie or swimsuits or nothing at all.

There were long hours and some uncomfortable poses to bend into and whatnot but on the whole the job was far more interesting and fulfilling than anything she had ever done as a man. She also wasn't burdened by any feminist thoughts that she was doing a "bad thing" by objectifying women and perpetuating artificial stereotypes that no one could live up to. Being sexually objectified was exactly what she had always wanted. Turn a man loose in the body of a sexy girl and you're bound to get a slightly altered viewpoint of the female experience, although as time went by she did notice subtle changes in her thinking and demeanor.

In many respects she still thought of herself as the same person inside that she always had been. Some of her tastes may have altered a bit and certainly sexually she had embraced a different role in the bedroom but on the whole she was still the same...wasn't she? It was getting a little hard to remember for sure. This body...this life was becoming like a pair of shoes that just became more comfortable the longer you wore them.

What did it mean to be a woman anyway? Was there something special or magical or different about it? Your wore skirts and you peed sitting down. There had to be more to it than that, didn't there? Darlene felt different in a million tiny ways but they were hard to get a handle on. She noticed little things all the time, like the way she reacted more emotionally without fear of criticism. Her mood swings were definitely getting more pronounced. She felt nurturing impulses that she had never particularly been aware of before. Much of her change was cosmetic but she couldn't deny that there were other forces at work.

"So darling...how are you enjoying life at the top...or perhaps on the bottom, I should say?"

Darlene hadn't seen much of Chablis lately but one evening she had just appeared in her living room.

"Well...it's been great. What can I say? I love my work, I love my apartment and I certainly love my...equipment," Darlene replied.

"I'm so glad to hear you say that. Not everyone takes to this sort of thing quite so well. You'd be surprised how many people want to be changed back almost immediately. The shock is just too much for them I guess. You've made a fantastic little cocksucker with no trouble at all!"

"I don't know whether I should be flattered by that or insulted."

"It is what it is darling," said Chablis casually. "Something inside you obviously made you yearn for this, even if you never wanted to admit it. It's nothing to be ashamed or proud of. Some people just need to get into the right body before they can really begin to live and be happy. It appears that you're one of them. Thank goodness it turned out so well."

"Hey, I never said I wanted to stay this way forever," Darlene pointed out. "Sure, I'm enjoying myself but one can enjoy a vacation spot without wanting to move there permanently. I've kept my end of the bargain by not falling in love."

"What a sad thought that is."

"Not really. I can get my needs fulfilled in a variety of ways you know."

"True, but isn't it nicer to get filled by someone you really care about?"

"Are you trying to talk me into falling in love with Andy?" Darlene asked suspiciously.

"Of course not darling. But why fight it if it's something you feel strongly about?"

"I never said I felt strongly about it."

"No, but I have a hunch it's playing on your mind."

"So what if it is? I know the risks. I think I can keep it under control."

"I just wonder why you would want to, that's all. Sometimes the best things in life happen when you just let go and see what happens," Chablis pointed out.

"I know what would happen in this case. I would be trapped in this body for the rest of my life. That's a big decision. That leaves a lot of unanswered questions. It might be fun right now but how do I know how I'll feel a few years down the line?"

"How does anyone ever really know that? Do you really think that what's between your legs will make that much of a difference one way or the other? Maybe Andy will turn out to be a brute and you'll drop him like a hot potatoes or maybe you'll be soul mates until the end of time. Love is always a crapshoot, darling...so is pretty much everything else in life. The important thing is to feel good about yourself and be happy with who you are. Outside of that it's hard to control much of anything else. Now grab your coat and let's hit the town. I feel like dancing tonight for some reason and I think you'll be a great hunk magnet."


CHAPTER 18:

Of course Chablis had been right about life. What could you really control outside of your own being? The issue wasn't whether she would stay in love with the same person or whether she would be able to get as good a job as a man...the issue was ultimately how she felt as a person. Looks would fade and she knew she couldn't be a model forever even if she wanted to be. There would be ups and downs of all kinds like there would be in anyone's life. What Darlene really wondered is whether Chablis had been right in suspecting that Daryl's cross dressing had been more than a kinky fetish. Maybe that really had just been the excuse to express deeper feelings that had always existed.

In some ways she wished that she had no memories of her life as a man, the way Andy and others who knew her saw her only as a woman. Maybe if she had a lifetime of female recollections, manufactured or not, it would be easier to see the road ahead without wondering about making the wrong choice. Perhaps no choice would actually better if she couldn't remember having made one.

Avoiding romantic entanglements meant taking a pretty casual attitude towards sex, which wasn't all that difficult given her looks and the circle of people she traveled in these days. She was becoming kind of the stereotypical "party girl" who was always ready for a good time with a drink in one hand and a cock in the other. She woke up in a lot of strange beds with a lot of people she didn't know, both male and female...sometimes both. She was built to be a sex machine so she figured she might as well put that body to good use. Unfortunately that kind of hard living wasn't great for her modeling career and there were times where a lot of makeup was required to cover up the bags under her eyes.

Her happy-go-lucky-fuck-toy image made Darlene a very popular guest at most parties but it was difficult to form any real friendships when you spent the whole evening stoned out of your head and sucking every dick that bounced in front of your face. She knew a lot of people but had very few that could be called real friends.

While her unhealthy lifestyle didn't help her career much fucking the right people certainly didn't hurt. It was that little something extra that she could bring to the shoot after party that kept her in demand all over town. Quite frankly, she was very good at fucking. She was attractive enough that many men would be happy just to see her naked but she threw herself into fornication with a real passion. It was empty and meaningless but it was performed with great enthusiasm and appreciated by all those who were lucky enough to have her skills performed on them.

It made perfect sense since her whole motivation in transforming into a woman was driven by the desire to experience sex in a female body it was also getting a little tiresome at times. If she went to a party and just tried to have a quiet conversation with someone she would always be expected to do something wild and raunchy to liven things up. People started thinking of her as a stripper you didn't have to pay. After enough drinks she usually obliged by flashing her spectacular tits and then things tended to take on a life of their own.

No one was really all that interested in hearing her take on politics or her opinion of the latest best seller. She was a package of instant sex...just add booze and let the good times roll. There were probably a lot worse ways to spend your time than partying your fool head off with the "beautiful people" of New York but she was taking it to an extreme that wasn't very appealing in the long run. 

Hardcore pornography was just around the corner. She was still getting respectable modeling jobs but she was starting to get offers for work that was much more explicit. One up-and-coming movie star offered her $50,000 to make a "sex tape" with him that they would leak to the Internet to boost his career. She turned him down but the fact that it was even offered indicated what people thought of her.

Darlene had no moral qualms about pornography and certainly didn't hesitate to show off her body but it was a potentially dangerous career move that would be viewed by most people as a big step down. Even the relatively tasteful semi-nude modeling she did ruled her out of some jobs if the employer was worried about their image too much. Sports Illustrated swimsuit models didn't tend to be photographed with big dicks shoved up their ass.

The bigger concern for Darlene was the loneliness. There was always someone to grab a drink with or go on a club hopping adventure or something but there were very few people in her circle she just wanted to hang out with. It had been really nice to spend time with Andy even when they weren't fucking like crazed weasels.

She had kept in touch with Andy, mostly via email, but had always been careful to keep the conversation on a casual level. She wanted to give off a "friends with benefits" vibe at most and certainly not suggest a long distance romance. It was hard keeping him at arm's length but she felt particularly vulnerable whenever she had any sort of interaction with Andy whatsoever. As fate would have it temptation was about to be thrown in her face.

She got a swimsuit modeling job that was going to be shooting in California. Her first thought was to hook up with Andy as soon as she got there but she wondered whether that would be a good idea. It was a business trip and she could easily do her job and be home without Andy having any idea that she had ever been there if she chose not to tell him. That might be safer.

She lost that argument with herself. Andy was there to pick her up at the airport and drive her to her hotel.


CHAPTER 19:

"Wow, you really do travel in style don't you?"

Andy was looking around Darlene's rather luxurious hotel room as he set down her luggage near the bed.

"I guess I have become kind of a spoiled little bitch," Darlene chuckled.

"I should marry you."

"What?"

"Then I could quit my job and live off of your money," Andy joked. "I could be your personal sex slave or something."

"You have a high opinion of your sexual prowess don't you?" Darlene said with a smile.

"It doesn't matter what I think. It's what you think that counts. Were you just faking all those orgasms?"

"A lady never tells."

"You seemed pretty wet to me." 

"Maybe we shouldn't be having this conversation so close to the bed," suggested Darlene.

"Seems like the perfect place to me."

Andy came over to Darlene and took her in his arms. She hadn't seen him quite as aggressive as this before but she liked it. This wasn't at all what she had planned but instinct was taking over. There was no way she was going to try and break free from his embrace.

As they kissed her hand went straight for his crotch and felt the rock hard member straining inside his pants. For some reason it shot a bolt of electricity throughout her whole body. Without even thinking she was on her knees, unfastening his trouser and then fondling his raging hard on. This wasn't at all how things were supposed to go. She was going to play it cool. They could hang out and chat and maybe have dinner or something but sex would have to be strictly regulated if it was going to happen at all. All those plans disappeared as quickly as Andy's cock was disappearing down her throat. It had gotten to the point where she just adored servicing his rod from her knees. She wondered why so many women were reluctant to blow their man when the experience was just so damn enjoyable.

The blow job was a nice warm up but his cock and her pussy were definitely on a collision course. The only question was whether they would manage to make it to the bed before it happened. They almost did, but not quite.

As they both clawed and ripped at their clothes Darlene was facing the bed getting ready to climb in when strong hands took her around the waist and yanked her hips back. She threw both of her hands on top of the bed to keep from falling over and soon felt the familiar form of Andy's rod sliding in behind her. There she stood with her back arched, her legs slightly spread apart and her hands trying to keep some sense of balance on the mattress as Andy humped her for dear life. He seemed absolutely desperate. It was as savage and primordial as you could get. She loved every minute of it.

The spontaneous intensity of their coupling may have caught them both a little by surprise but it didn't take them long to go with the flow. Andy didn't just want Darlene...he craved her like a sailor stranded in a lifeboat finally catching a fish. Had he fucked anyone else since the last time they were together? Darlene really had no idea but she knew he didn't have any reason not to. God knows she had certainly been screwed by a parade of people. Even so it felt different. She shared his hunger. She liked cock in its many forms but she really liked the man this cock was attached to. If he was applying for the job of personal sex slave this was a hell of an interview.

As Andy's hands switched from her waits to her butt cheeks she suddenly felt a thumb slide into her ass and almost lost her balance completely. She dropped from her hands to her elbows and her backside arched even higher into the air. Her mind was losing all sense of reason and rationality now as she began to let out a series of prolonged moans and whimpers. 

"Oh God! Oh fuck! Oh God! Oh fuck!"

It wasn't terribly eloquent but it got the point across. She was entering that delicious zone where one loses control of everything and surrenders to the intense pleasure of the moment. It was the best fuck she had ever known, as a man or a woman, and the orgasms were coming thick and fast. Eventually Andy proved that he was merely mortal and shot a steaming load of cum deep inside her, still keeping his thumb firmly planted where it was. Darlene practically screamed and collapsed face down on the bed like a rag doll. How long she remained that way she couldn't be certain. She never even noticed that Andy wasn't inside her anymore by the time she came to her senses.

Somehow they were both flopped together on the bed. Andy's pants were still down around his ankles. They had never managed to make it all the way off. He still had one sock on as well.

"You know...I haven't even unpacked yet," Darlene half mumbled when she had regained the ability to speak.

"I don't know what you need clothes for," Andy replied. "I'd like to keep you just like this all the time. Clothes just get in the way of things."

"It sounds more like you're thinking of me as the sex slave."

"Well I'd be naked all the time, too. It would just be more convenient that way."

"If you're going to live off of my money I would have to go to work sometimes," Darlene pointed out.

"Sorry, I'm kind of new to this whole gigolo business. I guess I haven't thought out all the details yet."

"Andy...I know you were kidding and all but...do you think you could ever think of me like that?"

"Like what? My meal ticket?" he joked.

"No, your wife."

"Well of course I could. You must know how crazy I am about you. I've always been crazy about you."

"We've always been buddies...now we're sort of fuck buddies too, I guess. I just wasn't sure if you ever thought about me in a more...matrimonial sort of way."

"I try not to think about it because I assumed it was a hopeless proposition but of course I can't help but think about it sometimes," said Andy, his tone turning a little more serious. "You're the big celebrity with famous friends and parties and all, jetting around the globe to be photographed. I don't exactly run in that crowd. I just assumed you were having the time of your life."

"It's not exactly that simple. I've done a lot of things that I'm not really ashamed of but I'm not too proud of either."

"You don't have to explain anything to me. We had no rules or agreement or anything. Why shouldn't you have a good time? You're only young once you know."

"I know but there are some things that I'd really like to explain but I can't think of any way of doing it that would make any sense or even seem believable."

"Try me. I'm pretty gullible."

"I guess what I'm essentially trying to say is that I've kind of been avoiding the idea of falling in love with anyone. It's certainly nothing personal and...hey...is that your finger in my pussy?"

"Uh huh."

"Cool. I know most people love to fall in love, and I'm sure I would too under normal circumstances but..."

"But you're worried about it affecting your career. I can totally understand that. You've got to travel a lot so you're frequently going to be away from home and given the nature of your work it would be hard for any guy not to be a little jealous and suspicious and of course you're reluctant to have a baby since you have to think about your figure all the time."

A baby? Holy crap! Darlene knew it was possible and always took precautions to prevent it but the idea of actually starting a family and choosing to give birth was something she hadn't really given any serious thought to. Sucking a big hard cock wasn't something she had ever planned to do as a man but being a mother wasn't something that was even a possibility. It actually sounded kind of awesome for some reason. A lot more fulfilling than just an endless series of wild parties.

Of course what she really wanted to discuss with Andy was a lot more complicated than just career concerns but it was probably good that he had jumped to that conclusion on his own. She definitely didn't want to hurt his feelings or make him think that she didn't see him as good enough for her or something. After all the slutty things she had done if anything she was the one who probably didn't deserve this good of a man she thought.

Andy's finger banging had become a little more intense and as his head disappeared between her legs it was fairly obvious that the serious conversation portion of the moment had passed. It was time to grab his hair and grind her pelvis onto his tongue.


CHAPTER 20:

Darlene had a very early start in the morning for work so it was with great reluctance that she ultimately sent Andy home for the night. There was no question if he stayed that there would be endless rounds of wild fornication and she really had to get some sleep.

For the first day she was going to be wearing a swimsuit that was literally painted on her body with special makeup. Needless to say she had to be as clean and hairless as humanly possible. She also had to endure hours of standing and bending in a variety of poses while the artist worked his magic with various brushes, sprays and sponges. Even her pussy would have to be painted so it was not a job for the shy or the bashful. Fortunately Darlene was none of those things.

She had invited Andy to come watch the shoot and even introduced him as her boyfriend. The word had just slipped out with no thought at all. After she said it she found that she liked the ring of it. Why shouldn't she have a boyfriend? Why tap dance around the subject? They were lovers and best friends. What else should she call him?

For Andy it was literally quite an eye opening experience. He had no idea how much hard work went into this kind of photography, even without the elaborate body paint, and of course he was impressed by all the beautiful female skin on display all around him.

When the artist had finished and Darlene got a good look at herself in the mirror she couldn't believe that she wasn't wearing a real bathing suit. The effect was astonishing. It was so convincing that she wouldn't have hesitated to stroll along any beach like this without worrying that someone would think she was naked.

"That's really fantastic," said Andy enthusiastically once he got a look at the finished work.

"I know. It's so real looking," Darlene replied.

"And you're really completely naked?"

"Totally nude. You could shove your cock in me right now without having to even pull any cloth to the side."

"Excellent suggestion!"

"Down boy! Not a suggestion at all. I've got work to do. Consider it something to occupy your thoughts for later."

There was an art to photographing a painted body as well as in its application and Darlene soon learned that there was an art to modeling in this fashion as well. The lighting had to be just right and the body had to be posed in a certain way to make the whole thing work perfectly but the results at the end of the day were quite thrilling.

She loved that Andy was there but she also wondered what was going through his mind. Did it bother him that all of these strange men were staring at her naked body or did it turn him on? It was obvious that there was nothing sexual about the experience at all but jealousy is a strange thing. A man might lust after a certain porn star or nude model but once he actually started dating her he might easily wish that she would give it all up for him. It was hard to predict how each person might react to something like that.

After a very long and exhausting day Darlene was finally cleaned up and ready to go to dinner. If Andy was harboring any sort of jealousy he certainly wasn't showing it. If anything the shoe was on the other foot as he kept making little comments about how attractive some of the other models were. Eventually she realized that he was doing it on purpose to get a reaction from her and they both had a good laugh.

There would be one more day of shooting, this time in actual swimsuits, so Darlene needed her rest again. They did manage to squeeze in a "quickie" of sorts back in her hotel room but it was nothing like the epic fuck fests they were becoming accustomed to.

"I was thinking of hanging around here for a while longer after the shoot," Darlene shouted from the bathroom casually as Andy was getting dressed to go home. "My schedule is pretty clear and there's no reason to rush home to my empty apartment."

Andy appeared in the door of the bathroom, partially dressed, and came up behind her. He put his arms around her waist and leaned in close so that he was almost whispering.

"If it were up to me you would never have an empty apartment waiting for you," he purred.

"Where would you want to live?" she asked over her shoulder.

"Wherever you are."

"And you wouldn't mind me keeping my job for a while?"

"Fuck no. You make way more money than I do."

"I have to warn you, I've done some pretty crazy things. I've had sex with a lot of people."

"Who wouldn't want to fuck you?"

"That doesn't bother you?"

"I plan to keep my dick buried so deep inside you all the time you won't have a chance to be with anyone else."

"There's more to life than sex you know."

"Sure, but it's not like we haven't already been through all that before. We've been friends for years. If we've put up with each other this long I don't see any reason for that to change. The sex is just a bonus."

"Well it's not exactly the way most people probably go about a proposal but..."

"Hold that thought."

Andy disappeared into the other room and quickly returned with a small box in his hand. Darlene literally gasped as he dropped to one knee there on the bathroom floor and revealed the ring he had been concealing.

"Would you do me the honor of accepting my hand in matrimony?"

Darlene had never been a little girl with romantic notions of marriage and proposals pumped into her head. As a man marriage seemed more like an inevitability than a fairy tale but in this moment her heart almost stopped. If she had any hairs on her body, except her head, they would probably have stood on end. She was vaguely aware of the fact that she was crying for some reason and that the simple words of acceptance she needed to utter were strangely hard to come by. She finally stammered some kind of positive reply and they kissed for what seemed like an hour.

She desperately wanted him to take her at this moment but she knew she had to get to sleep soon. As painful as it was their celebration would have to wait for tomorrow. Realistically she was fooling herself about getting to sleep at a decent hour but she knew she had to try. It wasn't quite so hard to see Andy off that evening as she knew that they would be spending a great deal of time together in the days and perhaps years ahead.

A bride! She was going to be a bride. What the hell was that all about anyway? All that expense and hoopla and hype seemed kind of silly to her when she was a guy but now she couldn't stop thinking about planning the perfect wedding. Wait until she showed all the girls her beautiful new ring. They would be so jealous. She saw the way they all eyed Andy's strong, lean body. Well girls, he was already spoken for. At least she knew she'd have some of the hottest bridesmaids that ever graced a wedding.


CHAPTER 21:

Due to Darlene's busy schedule the engagement period was longer than either of them had hoped for but eventually the time came for the big event and they were both more than ready to tie the knot.

Darlene looked gorgeous in her designer wedding dress, but then again when didn't she look gorgeous? There were indeed a bevy of spectacular bridesmaids as one would expect and a lot of young men in attendance hoping to scoop one of them up for the night. Weddings tend to put people in the mood for love so there was a lot of sexual energy in the air.

Darlene's father may have joked about being happy not having any daughters since he wouldn't have to pay for their wedding back when she was Daryl but he was beaming with pride as he walked her down the aisle. Darlene couldn't help but let a little smile slip onto her face as she thought of how strange this all was and what her father would think if he had any idea that she was really his son.

The reception was a grand party but Darlene refrained from too much liquor. Her hard partying days were behind her and she wanted to be in great shape for the wedding night ahead. Of course Chablis was there and she had no such sense of moderation. When they finally had a moment alone together the slightly intoxicated fairy godmother had tears in her eyes.

"I always cry at weddings. It's so clichéd, I know, but I just can't help myself," Chablis sobbed between sips of champagne.

"Well you made it all happen you know," Darlene pointed out.

"You make that man happy, do you hear me? You don't get so wrapped up in yourself that you forget what a wonderful husband you have."

"I won't, I promise you that."

"I'm so proud of you my darling," Chablis gushed. "For a while there I was afraid you were just going to be a little bitch and miss out on the best parts of being a woman. I'm sure you're going to have very beautiful babies."

"I'm sure we will, too...but just not right away. We're going on a nice long honeymoon for one thing."

"Well, that's what honeymoon's are for, sweetie."

The funny thing was that Darlene never thought about the escape clause again. There was no ceremony or ritual that turned her into a woman permanently. She had no idea when the magic moment had come exactly, or even if it had ever come at all. It made absolutely no difference now as there was nothing in the world that would ever make her want to go back, even if she could. She was right where she belonged. Where she had always belonged, so it seemed.
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In some cases the protagonists are living a dream by being transformed into their desired sex and in others it's thrust upon them. Either way it's a fascinating concept to me to know what it would be like to walk a mile in another person's shoes, whether gender related or something else. I know that magic transformations may seem to trivialize the very real trauma that many people experience while dealing with questions of gender or sexual orientation but hopefully they are accepted as the light-hearted, romantic adventures I intend them to be.
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