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CHAPTER 1:

Jay Porter and I were the best of buddies growing up. It's not that we had so much in common, but we were next door neighbors, and that random act of fate bonded us in childhood like few other things can. The fact that our parents were also very close pretty much guaranteed that we would grow up around each other. Since neither one of us had a brother we sort of filled that role in each other's life.

Jay was bigger and stronger, but I was quite quick and light on my feet. He would kill me in arm wrestling, but I could virtually always beat him in a foot race. I also tended to be the better student so I helped him with his studies, and he was sort of my bodyguard, in a way. I wasn't just small for my age, I also had the misfortune of being rather "delicate" in my features, which many people took as a sure sign that I was effeminate.

I may have looked a little like a girl but I certainly don't think I acted like one. I did plenty of "guy stuff" in my childhood, and simply couldn't help the fact that people thought I was a "cute" kid.

Now Jay and I were the best of friends but we were also very competitive. We would wager on just about anything, from the outcome of a football game to who could hold their breath the longest. Naturally due to the obvious physical differences between us we tended to avoid making bets where the outcome was not going to be in question. There was basically a "gentlemen's agreement" between us that if one or the other thought the wager was too uneven it would be dropped with no loss of face or respect.

What we wagered depended greatly on what stage of life we were in. For a while it was trading cards, then it was doing each other's chores, like mowing the lawn or something, and sometimes it was a spontaneous thing made up on the spur of the moment, usually to cause the loser some kind of embarrassment or discomfort, like having to keep your hand in a tub of ice water for a certain length of time. It was all stupid kid stuff, but that's just the way we were back then.

I think we were about 11 or 12 the first time our wagers involved the loser having to dress like a girl in public. As I said we were very democratic about the things we bet on so I didn't have to accept his challenge, but I did, and I lost. I don't even remember what the contest was, I just remember losing...and I remember the dress.

At that age we still attached no real sexual connotation to the idea of a boy dressing like a girl. It was just something embarrassing that one had to do when one lost a silly wager. I snuck a dress out of my sister Caroline's closet and dutifully put it on as Jay and I went to the local hobby shop to drool over our latest obsession, remote controlled cars. Model car races were the perfect opportunity for us to compete on a level playing field so we particularly enjoyed pitting our vehicles in fierce competition, especially when there was something more on the line than just bragging rights.

Now as to that borrowed dress it was nothing special. I just wore a pair of shorts and a t-shirt under it and did absolutely nothing to try and make myself look more feminine. Somehow that didn't matter. Even with my relatively short hair I looked for all the world like a girl. It was kind of remarkable really how much of a difference clothing can make. It was the same store I had hung out in a million times but nobody seemed to pay me the slightest attention. Naturally Jay went out of his way to browse for as long as possible, attempting to prolong my misery, but I think he was actually a little disappointed that nobody recognized me or laughed or pointed or anything. I was just some chick shopping in a store.

"Wow, you really do look like a girl," Jay said once I had completed my obligation and we were on our way home.

"Shut up! It's just the dress," I protested.

"Sure it's the dress, but it's also the way you look in it. If I didn't know better I'd just assume you were female."

"Thanks," I said sarcastically.

"Hey, it's no big deal. Who cares? I'm just saying," Jay replied. "You know, if you did something with your hair and maybe put on some makeup or something you might even be pretty."

"Fuck you!"

"Would you rather be a homely girl?"

"I'm not interested in being any kind of a girl," I shot back.

"Too bad. I think I like you better this way," Jay teased.

I punched him in the arm and chased him half way down the block but a terrible little seed had been planted in the back of my mind. Pretending to be a girl, and getting away with it so easily had been an incredible rush. I had been totally prepared to accept my humiliation like a man, but once it became obvious that there would be no humiliation involved I just kind of forgot about the dress and looked at cars like I usually did.

The dressing up and getting away with it part had come as a very pleasant surprise. What was far more disconcerting was the fact that I really liked hearing Jay say that he thought I was pretty. Despite my protests, that pleased me far more than it should have and made me long for another opportunity to try this sort of thing again.


CHAPTER 2:

Over the next couple of years I found myself sneaking clothes out of my sister's room on more than one occasion. I never went anywhere dressed up in them, but I liked to look at myself in the mirror. I had to admit that I was kind of pretty. The funny thing was the older I got the prettier I seemed to become. A lot of young boys could pass for girls rather easily, and plenty of little girls could be mistaken for little boys. Hair style and clothing were often the only thing that made one child look masculine or feminine. It wasn't until later in life when girls started filling out that the differences became far more obvious.

In my case I just looked like a late bloomer. I didn't have the budding breasts of my female classmates, but my slender build and small stature made it easy for me to slip into Caroline's clothing and look quite convincingly like a rather petite girl.

I was always fascinated by the experience, but I had no idea what to do with it. It seemed like a golden opportunity to fool somebody for some reason, but I honestly couldn't think of any prank worth the effort. And then there was always the risk of being discovered. I had gotten away with it at the hobby store, but what if I got caught wearing female clothing now? If my parents found out they'd probably haul my ass off to a psychiatrist. If someone from school recognized me I'd never hear the end of it. I'd be branded a "fag" and bullied incessantly. Even so there was always the temptation in the back of my mind to put on my sister's clothes and go out somewhere just for the hell of it.

As we move a little further along in my story we come to the sexual awakening phase of my life. Pornography was easily available to just about anyone these days so I soon discovered the wonders of watching people fuck in videos of all sorts. Jay and I had a special "flash drive" that we downloaded our favorite clips to and guarded that little device like it was the Holy Grail or something.

I had continued to play dress up in front of the mirror, off and on, but now I started to covet the shapely curves of the women I saw in those videos. Bra stuffing became part of the ritual, and sometimes I didn't even need to put on anything else, except maybe some panties or shorts or a short skirt. The skirts were nice because they covered my bulge, and with a well-stuffed bra I could look quite sexy, I thought.

My hair had been getting longer all the time as well, although I don't think it was a conscious effort to look more feminine. It probably was, but I just told myself that longer hair looked cool.

Having failed to humiliate me with our cross-dressing wager of years ago Jay had never presented that as an option again, so he was probably somewhat surprised when I threw out the challenge. He seemed reluctant, at first, not because he thought I was certain to win, but because he dreaded the thought of losing far more now than he did a few years ago. As 11-year-olds either one of us wearing a dress to the hobby store was bound to be embarrassing, but as teenagers in high school the stakes were so much higher. Dressing like a girl didn't just mean looking kind of silly, it meant that you were crossing a gender line that no man should ever cross. Oh, sure, 300 pound men with beards could cross-dress at a party and no one was going to question their masculinity, but going out as a woman in public in some everyday type of situation could ruin a man's reputation completely.

Jay had nothing to worry about since I planned to tank the competition anyway, but it took some goading to get him to agree to the challenge. When I lost, as I knew I would, I felt surprisingly excited. I was going to dress up and go out again as a girl, only this time I would do it up. And if I got caught, so be it. I could always explain that I had just lost a bet and hope for the best. In any case I knew it was going to be thrilling, no matter how things ended up.


CHAPTER 3:

The bet this time was that the loser would have to go in drag to the movies and sit through the entire picture. I chose that because it was a pretty safe thing for the loser to do, since most of the time we would just be sitting in a dark theater anyway, and I figured Jay would be more comfortable with that concept. Of course we still had to get to the theater and buy tickets and walk through the lobby before taking out seats, but I think Jay felt confident enough to take the challenge. I have no idea whether he would have defeated me anyway, even had I been trying to win, but he certainly had a lot of incentive to do so.

I went all out for the big event. Knowing that I was going to lose and would need an outfit I had picked everything out in advance and stashed it in my room. I went with a short skirt and a sleeveless top, which stuck out appropriately in the front with my tastefully padded bra. It seemed like the key to making the cross-dressing thing work well was to not overdo anything. I didn't have ridiculously huge tits, but there was enough padding to make me look genuinely female. I also did a little makeup and fussed with my hair. I added a couple of accessories from my sister's collection and stood in front of the mirror admiring my handiwork. I really did make a fairly convincing female, I thought. Jay would probably be pretty surprised at the change. If he thought I looked pretty as a little kid, I wondered what he'd think now.

"Holy fuck!" said Jay, as I got in his car. "I almost didn't recognize you."

"You've seen me in a dress before," I pointed out.

"Yeah, but not looking like that," he replied. "You've got like tits and everything!"

"Well, not exactly everything, and not really tits. It's just some crap stuffed in my sister's bra."

"Well it sure makes a big difference. You're damn hot. If I didn't know who you were I'd probably be getting aroused by now."

"Fortunately you do know who I am so you can put your horny thoughts away and concentrate on driving. I sure as fuck don't want to get into an accident and end up in the hospital looking like this," I joked.

"I was going to have us go in separately so it wouldn't look like you were my date, but now I don't care," Jay chuckled.

We had planned on going to a movie theater complex that wasn't right around our neighborhood to decrease the risk of being spotted by anyone we knew, and we stuck to that plan. It made me laugh to see how uncomfortable I was making Jay, when it was supposed to be the other way around. I think the illusion of my nicely proportioned boobs had gotten into his head big time. He seemed to be having trouble making conversation, which was a hoot, since we had been friends forever. I had done such a good job of presenting myself as a girl that Jay obviously felt like he actually was on a date, instead of being the lucky winner of a stupid bet.

I couldn't have been happier. I had waited years for an opportunity to try out my cross-dressing skill again and it appeared that I had passed with flying colors. Of course it didn't come without a price. I had been surprisingly pleased to hear that Jay thought I was kind of pretty when I dressed up this way the first time, but when he talked about getting aroused I felt a wicked little tingle run down my spine. I wondered whether he was hard, but tried to put that thought out of my mind as quickly as possible. I didn't need to be thinking about my best pal's dick, aroused or flaccid.

When we got to the theater I had a moment of panic before getting out of the car. The place seemed so well-lit and crowded with people. Even if no one we knew personally was there I was afraid that my getup wouldn't be as convincing in that environment. Still I made it to the lobby, on slightly shaky legs, and Jay actually paid for all of our snacks, exactly as if we were on a date. I don't know if he was thinking that way or just reacting instinctively. Jay had grown into the kind of guy who was very attractive to the ladies and had been on more than his share of dates by now. I was sadly lagging behind in that department. I had lots of friends who were girls but most of them didn't seem too interested in taking it any further.

I did have the impression that I was being stared at once or twice, but I tried not to let it freak me out. For all I knew it was just because I looked pretty, not because anybody was thinking I was some kind of a queer. At least I preferred to think that way. I guess that was when I realized that nobody was likely to run up and try to pulling the stuffing from my bra. If a guy wanted to put on a skirt and lipstick to go to the movies who's business was that? There was certainly no law against it, and most people seemed to be preoccupied with their own interests anyway.

Once we were hunkered down in our seats and munching on our popcorn it was pretty much just like going to the movies always was. That is, until Jay sort of put his arm around the back of my chair. It seemed like a pretty involuntary gesture; just a guy stretching out, especially since he put his other arm across the back of the empty chair next to him. Even so it give me a little shock when it first happened, even though he wasn't really touching my shoulder or anything.

When the movie ended and we were back in Jay's car I got the feeling that he wasn't in any hurry to drive straight home. He kept kind of stalling around, trying to discuss the plot of the movie in detail, or making suggestions that we go get something to eat, despite having just stuffed ourselves with popcorn and other goodies.

"I guess you're probably in a hurry to go home and get that junk off," Jay said, sounding rather disappointed by the idea.

"Not really. I'm just not hungry," I replied. "We could go get some coffee, or something like that."

"Hey, great idea!"

Suddenly all thoughts of the rather mediocre sci-fi adventure we had just witnessed seemed to vanish and Jay appeared to loosen up a little. It was all so funny to me at the time. He honestly acted like I was some chick he had met, not his best buddy in drag.

I got nervous again as we went into the coffee shop, but it passed quickly. It wasn't terribly crowded, and no one seemed to be paying either one of us much attention. Jay, on the other hand, seemed to be paying me an unusual amount of attention. Instead of the casual informality of our normal association he was definitely on his best behavior. I guess he was so used to acting differently around girls that he just couldn't help himself, even if I wasn't really female.

After we finished our coffee, and Jay drove me back home, there was another round of delaying tactics. He just didn't seem to want the evening to end, even though I had long ago fulfilled my obligation for having lost the bet.

"Man, I still just can't get over how hot you look this way," said Jay.

"Thanks, but it's still just me you know," I reminded him.

"I know this wasn't really a date, but if it had been, it would have been one of the best I've had so far," Jay chuckled.

"I doubt that somehow. You're always bragging about how much pussy you get, and I'm afraid that's not an option for me."

"Yeah, I know, but I still had a really good time. And I probably haven't had all that much pussy," Jay confessed softly. "Would you think it was totally weird if I asked you to kiss me?"

My heart stopped beating for a second and then resumed pounding away at a furious pace. I think there might have been a moment or two during the evening where I suspected that he might actually try something with me, but it was even stranger hearing him present the concept for my approval.

"Well, yeah, it would be kind of weird, I suppose, but I don't really care. I mean you did pay for everything tonight so I guess I owe you something," I joked.

Without further ado Jay leaned over and our lips met. It was just a quick kiss at first, but as I went to pull away he put his hand behind my head and pulled me back. This time my mouth was open and our tongues met. He tasted like cappuccino. I probably tasted like iced vanilla coffee.

For some totally unknown reason I let my hand slip down to his crotch as we kissed and felt the hardness struggling under his pants.

"Jesus dude! You've got an erection," I suddenly blurted out when I realized the truth.

"Yeah I know," he said with a sheepish grin. "What are we going to do about it?"


CHAPTER 4:

I didn't answer his question with words. Instead I just unfastened his pants and pulled his throbbing member out. I wouldn't say that he was porn star big, but he was definitely more well-hung than I was, and this was certainly the first time I ever held another man's dick in my hand.

"You know this is kind of gay," I pointed out as I began to slowly stroke his hard on.

"Yeah, maybe," was his begrudging reply.

"You want me to stop before anything bad happens?" I volunteered.

"No. The only thing bad that could happen now would be for you to stop."

So we resumed kissing while I gave my best friend a hand job in the front seat of his car, parked right in the driveway of his home, which was right next to my home. Whatever fear I had felt about being seen in public dressed this way seemed to completely vanish even though I was taking a far greater risk at the moment. The porch light was on, and the street was fairly well-lit, so we weren't in total darkness by any means, yet I wasn't thinking about that at all. I was just thinking about Jay's tongue in my mouth and his hard cock in my hand. It was a pretty crazy situation to be in, but thrilling at the same time.

I wondered what he'd do if I suddenly leaned over and started to blow him. Would that be worse, or is that what he was hoping I would do? I didn't really plan on doing it, but in the mood I was in had he suggested it I might very well of agreed. As it was he ended up shooting his load into the palm of my hand. I just kind of capped him off like it was an oil rig, and let his hot sticky goo drip all over my hand.

"There's some tissues in the glove compartment," Jay offered gallantly when he realized the mess I was holding.

I used my clean hand to open the glove box and found the tissues in question. Soon I had wiped my hand clean of the evidence of our homosexual encounter and we said our goodbye's rather quickly. I went next door and slipped into the backyard, where my sister's old playhouse served as my dressing chamber for this misadventure, and soon I was back in my manly attire, carrying Caroline's gear in a plastic bag. She was in her room when I went upstairs so I wouldn't be able to return the items until later, but hopefully she hadn't noticed anything missing. My sister really liked clothes, and had a ton of them, so I figured the odds of her keeping track of all of that junk were pretty slim.

I went to take a shower but before I got under the water I put the palm of my hand to my face and tried to smell the residue of Jay's cum. I'm not sure that I really smelled much of anything at all, having wiped my hand thoroughly clean, but I still remembered how it felt and that gave me an erection.

I jacked off in the shower but I wasn't thinking about my cock, I was thinking about Jay's I put my free hand against the wall and arched my back, trying to imagine what it would feel like to have a man fuck me from behind. Well, not just a man in the abstract sense, I was still thinking about Jay at the moment.

There was a lot to think about as I lay in bed, tossing and turning for hours. As inexperienced in dating as I was there was no doubt in my mind that this had been the best date ever, even if I didn't get off until I was home alone in my shower. Everything had gone perfectly, just as I planned it, until that bit at the end when I was jerking off my pal Jay.

If I was inexperienced with dating it kind of goes without saying that I was even more inexperienced with sex. While giving a hand job certainly wasn't the kind of thing I imagined in my pornographic fantasies, I have to admit that it was pretty insanely arousing. The fact that I could turn Jay on without even trying made me feel kind of lightheaded. I never seemed to have that ability with girls. At least I knew that there was someone I could turn on, even if it wasn't the person I probably should be turning on.

Much to my relief things seemed to go back to normal after the terrible night of homosexual high jinks. Nobody spoke of it, which was just as well. What was there to say? I had been afraid that Jay would try to avoid me, or even shun me for having tempted him into such shameful behavior, but it looked like we had both put it behind us.

Even though we didn't make any other wagers that involved cross-dressing it certainly didn't put a stop to my fascination with the experience. By my senior year in high school I was purchasing my own outfits and going out in public as a woman much more frequently. The process was usually pretty much the same. I'd slip out to my sister's playhouse, where I had all of my stuff stashed away in a locked container, get dolled up, and jump in my car. After that I often just drove around to nowhere in particular, but sometimes I'd stop and get something to eat, or pop into the drug store, or run some other simple errand. I wasn't looking for any kind of action, or even social interaction, I was just enjoying the freedom I felt when I was dressed up like a woman. Why I felt so free I have no idea, but it always felt like I was cheating the system somehow, or getting away with something.

Of course it was freedom tinged with a dose of fear, since there was always the possibility that I wouldn't "get away" with it forever. Someday I might finally be recognized, and that would be a disaster, but until that day I was definitely enjoying my secret hobby.

Since my name was Louis, and everyone called me Lou, it seemed only natural to think of myself as Lucy when I was out and about in drag. It didn't really matter, since I usually had no need to give my name, except maybe for placing an order at a fast food restaurant, but I liked the idea of having an alter ego. Thinking of myself as a girl named Lucy was better than thinking of myself as a guy named Lou wearing a padded bra.

Another part of the ritual that was almost always the same was coming home and jacking off in the shower while imagining a guy sticking it to me. Sometimes I pictured Jay, and sometimes I pictured someone I might have seen when I was out, but my fantasies were becoming fixated on men more and more.

While I thought I was doing a bang up job of hiding my burgeoning female desires there was one person who seemed to see through me. She was another good friend from the neighborhood, although being a girl, she had been more of my sister's friend for the most part. As I said before, I tended to get along well with girls in school, so in recent times Janelle, which was her name, and I, had become pretty good buddies.

I have no idea whether she actually knew something, or just had suspicions, but she was ultimately able to get me to confess to my secret identity. Instead of rejecting me for the pervert I obviously was, she seemed rather amused, and possibly even a little excited by the idea. She insisted that we go out together as girls, and offered to provide any little helpful pointers I might need along the way.

It was a really strange feeling to have another person see me in drag, especially since they knew I was doing it by choice and not because I had lost some dumb bet. That actually made me feel a little more comfortable, for some reason, I guess because I didn't have to pretend like I wasn't enjoying myself.

We didn't tend to do anything too crazy when we went out, and we usually made it a point to go somewhere not too close to home, but it was always fun, and a little zany, hanging out with my gal pal Janelle.

Janelle was very attractive, and had those natural round titties that I coveted so much sometimes. She loved to dress me up with things from her own wardrobe, and I got a chance to see her in her underwear a number of times, something that caused me both feelings of lust and envy.

One time when we were both in our underwear I guess Janelle caught my staring at her boobs. It was hard not to. They weren't huge, but they looked so nice on her rather slender frame. I was dying to know what it would feel like to have tits of my own, but I knew that wasn't too likely to happen unless I went full on trans and got hormone therapy and a boob job.

"You want to see them, don't you?" Janelle grinned, reading my mind.

She didn't wait for an answer and just undid the clip in front that held the cups together. Suddenly her round beauties tumbled out and I was even more impressed. The bra gave them some lift, and squeezed her cleavage together a bit, but they looked very ripe and wonderful just hanging freely.

"Well go on...touch them," Janelle suggested.

I decided to take her up on her offer.


CHAPTER 5:

I came over and stood in front of her as she lifted her boobs from the bottom and rubbed them against my fake titties. Then she put my hands on her breasts and I very slowly began to fondle and caress them. I had never felt a woman's breasts before. As I gently cupped and squeezed them I tried to imagine what it must feel like to have someone fondling your tits.

"Would you like to suck on my nipples?" asked Janelle.

"Do you enjoy that?" I inquired.

"Very much."

I wanted to please her, and to take advantage of this golden opportunity that had fallen from the skies, so I leaned over and started to suck on her nipples. As I did I could hear Janelle moaning very softly, which excited me. I figured I must be doing something right.

Then, to my further amazement, Janelle slipped out of her panties and went to sit on the foot of the bed, buck naked. I just stared at her. I didn't know what else to do.

"Come here girl, I'm going to teach you all about pussy. I know you're a big cock whore at heart, but a girl should always know how to go down on another woman. You'd be surprised how often the opportunity arises," Janelle said with smile.

I went over and got down on the floor in front of the bed while Janelle very patiently explained the various parts of the female reproductive organs. Along the way I got a pretty good education in how a woman masturbates with her hands, and once Janelle was nice and wet she invited me to lick her pussy.

Now I'm actually a man, and my dick was really hard just to remind me of that fact, but dressed in a padded bra and panties I was thinking of myself as some kind of a lesbian as I went muff diving for the first time.

"If we go 69 you could lick my pussy while I suck your cock," Janelle pointed out.

For a moment I thought that this cross-dressing thing would be a great scam to get women into the sack but I realized that I wasn't all that interested in putting my dick inside her, no matter how hard it was. I wanted to fuck her like a woman.

"No, I don't want to think about that part of my body right now," I replied.

"You really are all girly, aren't you?" Janelle joked. "I've never had a guy turn down a BJ before."

"I don't want to think of myself as a guy at the moment," I reiterated. "But if I did you'd be my first choice to give me head."

"You can be whatever you want to be as far as I'm concerned girl," Janelle said as she lay back on her arms and let her body enjoy the pleasure of my oral attentions.

I was eating pussy and finger banging a girl, yet I was wearing panties and a bra. It was so not the way I ever pictured things happening.

"So just how much sex have you had in your life, baby?" Janelle inquired.

"Not much. This is pretty much the high point," I confessed.

"And you don't like touching your cock?"

"I do when I masturbate."

"So have you ever given any boys a blowjob?"

"No. That one time with Jay, that I told you about, was the only time I've ever done anything with a guy, and I just jacked him off," I reminded her.

"Don't you want to do more?" Janelle pressed.

"I guess so. Like what?"

"Like maybe being penetrated? I'll bet we could work that tight little asshole of yours into shape if you ever wanted to try doing it that way," Janelle suggested.

I had stopped my carpet munching in order to have this conversation with Janelle and she took the opportunity to have me hop up on the bed. Then she went and fished out some lubricant from a drawer and put it all over her finger.

"Get on your knees and stick your butt up in the air," Janelle commanded.

I did as instructed and felt the back of my panties being pulled down. Then Janelle's slippery finger began to probe around the opening of my anus before it very gently poked inside me.

"I'm just going to slide it back and forth a little. Tell me if it's too uncomfortable," said Janelle. "Just pretend like it's the man of your dreams doing you doggy style."

That was easy enough. I had thought of that a million times when I masturbated. This time I thought of Jay, maybe because I had just mentioned him, or maybe because sometimes I wanted his cock inside me so bad it hurt.

"This feels nice, but I don't think I could ever actually take anything as big as a man's cock," I said softly.

"You just need practice...and the right equipment," Janelle replied. "Once you work up to a big dildo we'll have that boy pussy whipped into shape. Men will be lining up to bang your booty, I promise you."

That thought, combined with the anal stimulation I was receiving, suddenly caused me to begin ejaculating without even touching myself.

"Oh shit! I think I'm cumming in my panties!" I cried out.

"It's okay, sweetie, I cum in my panties all the time," Janelle said with a laugh.

After that we just lay next to each other on the bed talking, mostly about sex. Janelle was the first person who had ever gotten me off, but I didn't know if that counted as losing my virginity since nobody actually touched my dick in the process.

"It seems pretty obvious to me that you need to learn how to suck cock and how to take it up the ass," Janelle stated calmly.

"I guess so," I replied meekly.

"There's no guess so about it. You obviously want to get it on with guys, and believe me, there's nothing a guy wants more than a BJ and an ass fuck, so you could be a very popular young lady."

"Yeah, but I couldn't fool anybody with this body once the clothing started to come off," I pointed out.

"Well who says you have to? Jay didn't seem to mind when you were jacking him off. I'll bet there are all kinds of guys who would be perfectly happy to be with a hot chick like you, even if you don't have a pussy. You've got plenty of other tools to get the job done!"


CHAPTER 6:

I'm not sure when exactly I accepted my homosexuality, or my bi-sexuality, I suppose. Since I was only interested in men when I was thinking of myself as Lucy I didn't really consider myself gay, but not because I had anything against that any more. I just didn't feel very sexual as a man, with either male or female partners. I needed those tits, even if they were fake, to put myself in the mood.

Janelle continued to be my expert guide. I tried all kinds of butt plugs and anal trainers until I was finally ready for her to put on the strap on dildo and mount me. I was a little nervous, but I had been shoving so many things up my ass by that time that I was pretty sure that I could handle it.

It was kind of odd that Janelle and I were such good friends, and had all these weird sexual encounters, but at no time do I think that either one of us thought of each other in a romantic context. I had done a lot of kissing with Jay, but Janelle and I rarely kissed, and even when we did it was pretty short and sweet. Yet here I was, on all fours on her bed, taking her latex cock up my asshole.

Like most things in life practice tends to pay off, and I can certainly say that practice was pretty essential to get really comfortable with being fucked in the butt. I think I was starting to enjoy it more by the time Janelle gave it to me, but it was probably more of a mental stimulation than a physical one. I liked the idea of being penetrated in this position. I was anxious to feel the warmth of a real cock sliding up inside me, even if this wasn't the ideal orifice for the task.

Once my ass was certifiably fuckable it was time to work on my blowjob technique, and Janelle had a willing participant. His name was Walter, and he was kind of shy, but when Janelle explained that she wanted a volunteer to get his dick sucked he was all too happy to apply for the job.

After the introductions were made Janelle wasted no time in getting down to business. She instructed Walter to take off all of his clothes and stand in the center of the room.

"All of them?" he asked a little nervously.

"Yes, all of them," Janelle snapped back.

"Aren't you guys going to get naked too?" he inquired.

"No. Now just stand there like a good boy and take your blowjob," Janelle replied.

"Yes ma'am."

"Now obviously you can suck a man's dick in a variety of positions but I thought we would start with one of the classics," Janelle said to me as we both basically acted like Walter wasn't really more than a prop. "Just get down on your knees, honey, so that his cock is right up in your face. Men love to see their woman down on her knees like that."

"You can say that again," Walter chimed in.

"Quiet. No comments from the peanut gallery," Janelle cautioned him. "Now the easiest way to do this is to stroke his shaft, like this, and then kind of let your head bob back and forth on the top of his prick. Think of it sort of like sucking your thumb. You know, kind of cover up your teeth with your lips and let your tongue provide the suction."

Janelle proceeded to demonstrate the basic BJ action as I watched closely. Fortunately Walter was not very big so I wasn't frightened too much by the idea of trying to take him orally. When it was my turn I was more than ready to give it a try and soon I was giving the first blowjob of my life.

It felt really exciting to feel a man's hardness against my lips and tongue. Fortunately I wasn't starting out with some giant horse dong so I was able to get a good length of his rod down my throat with relative ease.

I know it may sound kind of silly but I can't tell you how awesome it was to have someone like Janelle there coaching me along. I'd seen tons of porn chicks slurping down huge love pumps, but it's quite another thing when you really find yourself with a dick in your mouth. You want to provide enough friction to keep the guy happy and get him off, but you don't want to be too rough and chew up his pecker. Letting the tip of his dick flick up against your teeth for a moment might be kind of stimulating for the man, but one had to be careful how you handled such a precious item.

"Can I speak?" asked Walter.

"If you must," Janelle replied.

"Oh, fucking, Jesus, hell, shit, damn, that it the most amazing thing I've ever felt in my life!" Walter groaned in a voice that sounded about five tones deeper than his normal speaking voice.

"Somebody thinks you're a good little cocksucker," Janelle said to me rather proudly. "And don't you look pretty with your lips wrapped around that pole?"

I was getting giddy with excitement. I probably should have looked up at Walter, the way the girls do in the videos, but I was way too focused on the task at hand...and mouth. The more I blew him the more I wanted him. I wanted him to shove his cock down my throat until I was about to gag.

"He's going to cum soon," Janelle suddenly whispered in my ear. "Do you want me to finish him or do you want to do it?"

There was no way I was stopping now. I have no idea how Janelle knew that he was about to pop but just a moment or two later it began to happen. It sort of reminded me of when I was a kid, and we'd shoot spurts of water in our mouths from a squirt gun on a hot day. Only this wasn't water, and it certainly wasn't cool and refreshing. It was honestly kind of a hot, gooey, mess, but I took it all, like a real woman would do. At least a real woman who was a cum guzzling slut like I wanted to be.

Once the festivities were concluded Walter was allowed to get dressed and excused from the room. It seemed so funny to treat him like a piece of meat, and funnier still that he was happy to go along with it, but I could sort of understand it. In my earlier days of lusting after women as a man I would have put up with just about any kind of bullshit imaginable to get my dick sucked, so Walter was probably no different.

Now I had the power to dispense those coveted blowjobs. It was kind of an intoxicating feeling knowing that I could make a man so happy with such a relatively simple gift. It made me feel like Santa Claus, or something, not that I'm suggesting St. Nick is a cock smoking homo of some kind, but you get the idea.

So much power at my disposal, but how to use it? Would I wield it as a force of good or evil? Of course I don't know how you give an evil blowjob, unless you're sucking off your dad or something like that, but I was just being overly dramatic, as a proper teenage girl should be.

So many cocks out there in the world just waiting to be sucked, but how to find them, and how to suck them without having someone beat the crap out of me for being a sissy.


CHAPTER 7:

When I was a kid if someone called you a sissy it was because you were afraid to pick up a lizard or something. Now I realized that "sissy" had a very definite sexual connotation. It meant a guy who liked to make himself look as much like a girl as possible while having sex with men. As I was preparing to graduate from high school and go away to college I was forced to confront the fact that I had become very much the sissy. It didn't spill over into my regular life, by that I mean I didn't do anything to act overtly effeminate or dress in a girlish manner, but it was always lurking in the background.

I spent a lot of time thinking about being Lucy. I actually thought about that far more than I really did anything about it, but I never seemed to go too long without slipping into drag and going somewhere just to be there as a girl.

Jay had a job lined up with his cousin's construction firm so it would be kind of sad to be away from him for long stretches for the first time in my life when I went away to college, but it was also going to be sad to be away from my home and my family and everything I had always known.

On the other hand it was also going to be exciting. I looked forward to the challenge, and to the opportunity to meet some new people. I had no idea whether more "mature" college students would be more receptive to my alternative lifestyle, but I figured it couldn't be any worse than high school. I'd probably have to play it cool for a while to get the lay of the land but that was fine with me. There was a side of my nature that I think hoped that I would become so involved with college life that I would forget about my dirty little secret. It's not so much that I felt ashamed of it, but life is hard enough when you fit in with everyone; it can be a total nightmare when you don't.

Jay and I were planning to get together one last time before I took off for school, and after a lot of agonizing over it, I decided to go out with him as Lucy. I didn't tell him my plans, I just showed up, looking as hot and sexy as I could make myself look. It seemed to work because he snapped into "date mode" immediately. It was kind of a sneaky thing to drop on him like that, but I had a feeling that he wouldn't mind.

It's so odd, but we totally acted like a "couple" that night. We didn't do anything special, just messed around and went here and there as usual, but we ended up holding hands and necking in the parking lot of a pizza parlor somewhere along the way before returning to his car.

When I reached over and unfastened his pants, much as I had done the first time, he offered no objection. I assume he thought I was going to give him a hand job again, which I did for a while before springing the big surprise on him.

"Hey, what the hell are you doing?" he sputtered as I bent across his lap in the rather cramped space of his car.

"What does it look like I'm doing, silly? I'm going to suck your cock," I replied playfully.

"I don't know if that's such a good idea," Jay protested rather weakly.

"It's okay...I've had practice. I think you'll like it."

Jay was much bigger than Walter, and I was working in a more confined setting, but I was hungry for Jay's cock and I would have sucked him even if he was twice as big. How the hell we had ever gotten to this place I don't know, but at the moment it didn't matter. He had been treating me like I was his girlfriend the whole night, so I figured I might as well treat him like my boyfriend. That actually had a rather nice ring to it. I could see being Jay's girlfriend quite easily, even if the idea was totally ludicrous.

"Oh my God, baby...where in the world have you been practicing?" Jay moaned.

There was no way I was going to take his dick out of my mouth at the time to answer him, but I don't suppose he was really all that concerned about it one way or the other. He was getting head, and that was usually a pretty special thing, even if you were getting it from your sissy boy, pretending to be a girl, friend.

"Baby you suck so good...I can't believe it...oh, fuck yeah...fuck yeah..." Jay continued to moan softly as I sucked away on his big hard on.

I liked hearing him call me baby. What a radical departure from our old world. We were always so competitive, but equals. Jay never made a big deal out of the superiority of his size and strength, We were just two guys who happened to be buddies. Childhood friends. Next door neighbors. All of that was so very distant in the front seat of his car. He was a man, and I was as much of a woman as I could possibly be, and he was about to shoot a big load of cum in my mouth.

It tasted like sweet cream to me, which is ridiculous because jizz doesn't taste anything like sweet cream as far as I can tell from my limited experience, but it's all in the mind. It made me feel so hot and sexy to have him fill my mouth with his sperm, and I know it impressed him that I swallowed it all so eagerly.

"This is kind of a fucked up situation," Jay finally said once we had decided to start speaking again.

"You mean because I tempted you into gay sex again?" I suggested rather sadly.

"No, because you're going away. That was the best damn blowjob I've ever had. Where did you learn to do that?"

"My friend Janelle taught me," I explained.

"Janelle Walker?"

"Yeah, do you know her?"

"I had biology class with her last year. She's pretty darn hot."

"I know."

"So...she just decided to teach you how to suck cock one day out of the blue?" Jay asked.

"No, we've been friends for a while. I get dressed up like this sometimes and we go out like two girls. She figured out that I had this secret desire to do more than just dress up like a woman so she taught me a bunch about sex," I told him.

"Forgive me for sounding stupid but are you like a couple or something?"

"No, just friends. We've had sex of various kinds, but always when I'm Lucy. It's not a romantic thing really. It's kind of hard to explain I guess," I said with a shrug.

"This whole situation is kind of hard for me to wrap my head around, but I'm trying. You seem really happy when you're being a girl, and I never think of you as anything else when you're like this. I mean obviously I know who you are, but it's impossible to see you like I usually see you when you're Lucy instead of Lou."

"I'm just glad that you don't hate me for fagging off on you like this."

"God, no, I don't hate you. Shit, if anything I'm closer to falling in love with you, which is a pretty weird thing the be saying," Jay admitted with a nervous laugh.

"It's okay for friends to love each other. Haven't we always loved each other?" I asked.

"Sure, but in a buddy way. This is more like the kind of love where you exchange valentines or something."

"That's okay, too. I'd be happy to get a valentine from you," I said with a smile. "Hey, this is just another way of expressing our love and friendship. It doesn't have to have any deep meaning."

"I feel kind of bad that it's all been just you doing stuff to me. Is there something you'd like me to do for you?" Jay volunteered.

"You could fuck me in the ass if you wanted."

"Holy cow, are you serious? That's something you would enjoy?"

"I think so. I've been practicing that a lot too and I wouldn't mind giving a real cock a go, especially if it was your cock."

"Well, if you really want me too..."

I just laughed. It probably seemed so silly to him to think of butt fucking me as some kind of treat that I would enjoy, but I did want to try it for real, and there was no one I'd rather try it with than Jay, even if he was considerably larger than most of the toys I had slid up inside me.

"Let's go back to my place. I use my sister's old playhouse as a dressing room. We'll have more room in there," I suggested.

So off we went to engage in anal sex in Caroline's old playhouse. I have no idea what she would think if she knew what sort of sordid activity was about to take place in her old fantasy retreat, but at the moment I didn't really care. I was about to be ass fucked by my best friend in the whole world, and there was nothing that was going to stop me from accomplishing that now.


CHAPTER 8:

"So how do you want to do this exactly?" Jay asked once we were in my private hideaway.

"Well, let me put some of this lube junk inside me, and maybe you should rub some of it on your dick, then I'll bend over that box and you should have a pretty good shot at my behind," I volunteered calmly.

Once the lube was liberally applied I went over to the large packing box in one corner of the little playhouse and rested on my forearms. My panties were already pulled down in back so all Jay had to do was line up his prick and let it slip on in.

I had been dripping pre-cum fluid from my dick already but as I felt the tip of Jay's cock pressing up against my anus I worried that I was going to cum. Oh, well...there was nothing to do about that. If it happened, it happened. I actually liked the feeling of getting my panties a little wet. It was easy to pretend that it was my pussy getting aroused.

"Man, you're so big," I sort of gasped as his erection went up inside me.

"Should I pull out?" he asked as he stopped what he was doing.

"No, no...I'm just commenting. Well, complimenting really. I like the fact that you have a big cock. It makes you seem more manly."

"How did you ever get to be so girly? I mean, I've known you for like forever, and I would never have guessed that you'd make such an awesome chick."

"You really think so? Am I an awesome chick?" I asked hopefully.

"You're the coolest babe I've ever known," he replied. "Way cooler than most of the girls I've been out with."

"I like to hear that. And I like the fact that your cock is inside me. Fuck me Jay. I want to be fucked by you so badly."

So Jay fucked me. He actually ended up pounding my ass pretty hard near the end, but I didn't mind. I had already cum in my panties. Not any sort of big explosion, like Jay was experiencing, but a few little jerks and spasms. As Jay pulled out I could feel some of his sperm dripping out of my anus and I felt so fully fucked and happy. I had gotten him off twice tonight. That wasn't a bad way to part I suppose.

College was going to be a huge life changing experience for me in so many ways. I knew that I was academically up to the challenge, but I also knew how much I'd miss my familiar surroundings. I was going to have to take a lot more responsibility for myself, since I wouldn't have my mom to lean on for things all the time, but that was okay. It was about time for me to step up and become more self-reliant, I thought.

The big question was Lou or Lucy? How much would I let my female side run free? I was going to be sharing an apartment with a guy I had found on an online roommate finder thingy so I'd have to figure out whether or not he seemed like the kind of dude I could share my secret with. His name was Alonso, and he was two years older than I was, which made him kind of intimidating, but hopefully he would also know the ropes by now and be able to clue me in on what to do and not to do and so forth.

When I finally met Alonso I found him surprisingly handsome. I hadn't totally expected that, or prepared myself for that possibility. Perhaps Alonso would enjoy spending some quiet time at home with his dick in my mouth, or perhaps he would hang me by my bra strap from the closet door if he discovered that I was a queer. Better not to get too honest too quickly I figured.

Alonso seemed pretty cool and laid back, which was a good sign. He also had a girl he was seeing at the moment, which was kind of a disappointment, but not surprising to me at all. I would have been surprised if he didn't have a girlfriend.

I kept Lucy under wraps for the first couple of months that I was at school, and for a time I thought that perhaps I had kicked the habit, but eventually the desire to be a girl again was just too strong and I tried to figure out how I was going to make that happen.

The best plan of action seemed to be for me to wait until some evening when Alonso was out on a date with his girlfriend Priscilla, then I could leave the apartment without him seeing me, and presumably when I got back they'd either still be out on their date or tucked away in Alonso's bedroom humping like mad. At least that's what I would be doing if I were tucked away in his bedroom with him.

It felt good to slip into my panties and bra again, and I cupped my fake breasts happily. It was my girly badge in a way. It certainly helped to put me in the right frame of mind.

I didn't do anything special for my first night out as Lucy in my new town, but I enjoyed myself immensely. I basically just wandered around the campus a little, and used my student discount to eat some rather tasty spaghetti at one of the campus dining halls, and browsed around the book store.

Everything had gone so smoothly that I suppose I was feeling a false sense of security as I walked in the door of my apartment. To my absolute horror and dread there was Alonso and Priscilla casually hanging out on the couch watching a movie or something on TV. I froze in my tracks as both of them stared at me in wonder.

"Lou?" Alonso finally questioned.

"Yup," I replied, after taking a deep breath. "Only when I'm like this I preferred to be called Lucy."

"Priscilla, this is my roommate...Lucy, I guess at the moment. Lucy this is Priscilla. I'm sure you've heard me speak of her."

"Very pleased to meet you," I said as calmly as I could manage as I shook hands meekly with Priscilla. "I won't bug you guys again if you want to have some privacy out here."

"Thanks. Have a good night," said Alonso.

I could only imagine what they were saying about me as I slunk off to my room. I actually pressed my ear up to the door to see if I could hear them laughing, but I couldn't hear anything but the dull hum coming from the TV.

The joy I had felt at being Lucy again vanished in a flash. I tore off my girly clothes and flung them all over the room. I felt like the biggest idiot in the world. What was I thinking? Why in the hell was I parading around in skirts and heels, pretending to be something that I wasn't?

I had managed to play it off remarkably cool and calm, but now that I was in the privacy of my room I just broke down and wept. In the next room Priscilla was no doubt getting her pussy stuffed with Alonso's man meat. I was so fucking jealous. Why didn't I have a pussy? I was never going to play linebacker in the NFL so what was the point of making me so small and "cute" and poorly hung? I wasn't asking for too much, was I? Just some titties up top and a little slit between my legs that men could slide their dicks into.

I wondered how Alonso would respond to this the next time we were alone. He might ask me to leave, I suppose, which might be the best idea all around. Maybe I should just drop out of school and move away somewhere where nobody knew me and become a drag queen or a sissy whore or something. There probably would be men who would pay for the chance to bang a little queer in the ass every now and then.

Finally I calmed down enough to go to sleep. There wasn't any point in worrying about what might happen. My secret was bound to come out sometime so why not now? If I had messed things up with Alonso so be it. This weird part of my life was simply an aspect of my nature. There were bound to be times where it would get me into trouble. I just hoped that it wouldn't destroy me in the end.


CHAPTER 9:

"You looked very pretty last night," said Alonso pleasantly as we met in the kitchen the next day. "Were you out on a date?"

"Ah...no, I was just kind of...out," I replied. "Now I guess I'm really out."

"Hey, that's cool. I had no idea you were into that sort of thing."

"Yeah, it's not something I talk about too much. Kind of a secret side of my life," I told him with a heavy sigh.

"So are you like trans? I mean, are you really a woman trapped in a man's body, or whatever, or is this just some kind of a kink?" Alonso inquired.

"That's hard to say. I've been into cross-dressing for a long time, and I've had some sex as a girl, but I've never really given all that much thought to the idea of thinking of myself as a woman all the time. It's still very sexually motivated as far as I can tell."

"Well, look...I don't mind at all, whatever your reasons are. If you want to walk around the apartment in a dress or something go for it. Although if you look as hot as you did last night I might not be able to keep my hands off of you," he joked.

It was a tremendous relief to find out how cool he was with the whole idea. I was so overcome with emotion that I just started crying like a silly little ninny. Alonso put his arms around me and I felt much better.

Now that I was free to be Lucy at home as much as I liked I took advantage of the opportunity and began to spend more and more time as a woman around the apartment. Alonso was always very polite and complimentary about my appearance, and I frequently went shopping or ran other errands in drag. Naturally I had to be myself for classes, but it was great to come home and put on something more appropriately feminine.

I could feel Alonso's eyes on me sometimes, but so far he hadn't made any sort of a move. That all changed one morning when I came out of my room wearing kind of a sexy nightgown thing. I had really taken to wearing female lingerie to bed, and this morning I hadn't bothered to change or to put on a robe. When Alonso wandered into the kitchen wearing nothing but his boxer shorts the sexual tension in the air started to grow thick and fast, much like Alonso's cock, which I could see bulging in his pants.

"You should dress like that more often sweetie," Alonso said with a wicked grin. "It's a great way for a man to start the morning seeing a hot babe in sexy lingerie."

As he passed by he suddenly grabbed my butt cheeks in both hands and gave them a squeeze. I was caught off guard but incredibly turned on once I realized what was happening. When he turned me around and planted a big kiss on my lips I responded warmly.

"Isn't Priscilla your girlfriend?" I asked in a half-teasing voice.

"Priscilla's a nice girl, but I know all kinds of nice girls. What kind of girl are you?" he asked as he stood with his hand on the back of my head.

"I'm a dirty girl," I replied, feeling my heart rate accelerating to what I feared was a dangerous level.

"Let's see how dirty," said Alonso as he pulled his shorts down, exposing his fleshy baton.

I quickly got on my knees and began to show him how dirty I was. I licked and kissed his cock all over before I spat on it and lubricated his shaft. He had only been partially erect when he took his boxers off but he was hard as a rock now, and just as big as I imagined he was. Alonso was another one of those guys, like Jay, who was just bigger and stronger than I could have ever imagined being. Toned body. Nice muscular development. Tall. Well-hung. Just the kind of man I seemed to crave.

Now I don't want to make a big thing about my feelings of male inferiority, because honestly I don't think that was ever a big issue with me. I knew I was slight and fair and soft, but I had managed to make my way in the male world fairly well, aside from the fact that I liked to put on a dress and suck cocks. Still it would be impossible to deny that I had some kind of penis envy or something going on. It wasn't just that guys like Jay and Alonso had much bigger dicks than mine, it was the whole athletic vibe about them. The physicality about everything they did. Sort of a jock mentality, I guess you would say. They kind of knew they were studs and didn't hide from it.

There was a time where I would have worried a great deal about the psychological ramifications of sucking another man's prick while dressed like a woman, but there was no point in worrying too much about that now. I was who I was and I knew what I liked and I liked feeling a big hard cock in my mouth. Apparently Alonso liked what he was feeling because he really seemed to be getting into it.

"Oh yeah, baby, suck that cock for me. Show me what a dirty little cocksucker you are," he moaned in what I assume was praise, but may have been contempt for all I know.

I continued to blow him for quite some time, and assumed that he would cum soon, but instead I found myself lifted up from the floor and rather roughly turned around to face away from him. My back was pushed forward so that I was bent over, and I felt my panties being pulled all the way down to my ankles, which kind of freaked me out because it left my penis exposed, something I tried to always avoid in these situations.

There was really nothing I could do about it as Alonso grabbed both of my arms and pinned them back behind me as he kind of hunched down a little to get his dick lined up with my asshole. The image of a quarterback getting behind the center waiting for him to snap the ball popped into my head and I might have laughed except that I was too horny and a little frightened.

Alonso had kind of joked about not being able to keep his hands off me, but it appeared that it was no joke at all. He wanted to take me and he was doing it without much preamble, knowing that I was probably too much of a slut to protest.

When his cock went up my ass I let out a serious cry. I was used to a lot of lube and a slow work up, but Alonso was just penetrating my anus like it was the wet pussy I wished it was. It hurt a little, I won't deny it, but I was also well-prepared for this and in no time at all he was shoving that monster up my butt and I was whimpering like the little sissy I was.

"Yeah, you're a dirty girl all right. Who needs nice girls when there are chicks like you waiting to get ass fucked?" said Alonso.

"Oh my God...fuck...fuck," I muttered in reply.

Suddenly he used his free hand to grab me by the throat and squeezed rather tightly. It was hard enough to breath before that, but I had to strain my neck a little more to gulp for air. That didn't last too long as his hand moved to the back of my head and yanked my hair.

"This is what you dream about it, isn't it? I can tell. You want a man to give it to you hard," he sort of whispered.

I don't know that I had ever particularly dreamed of that, but now that it was happening I could certainly imagine it working its way into my fantasies from now on. I had no idea whether this was a onetime thing, or whether I was going to be Alonso's personal fuck puppet, but it didn't matter. I had ejaculated all over my nice nightgown and my head was absolutely spinning.

"Fuck my tight little asshole you big stud!" I practically screamed.

"That's it baby, let it all out. Enjoy yourself honey."

I was enjoying myself more than I can possibly explain or hope to justify. Even with my wet dick bouncing around freely in front of me I felt incredibly female and wonderful. After what seemed like an eternity Alonso finally filled my ass with his jizz and when he let go of my arms I just sort of staggered over to a counter and propped myself up on it, breathing heavily and still facing away from him.

"That was pretty awesome Alonso," I panted very softly without turning to look at him.

"Yeah it was," he replied casually. "We'll have to do it again sometime."


CHAPTER 10:

As it turned out it wasn't a onetime thing, but it wasn't an all-the-time thing either. It sort of seemed to come down to when Alonso was in the mood to get his rocks off. I know that might sound a little crass, but I didn't mind it at all. Usually he waited until I was already dressed up as Lucy, but once in a while he instructed me to go put on my stuff, then I'd come out and suck his cock or something. There was usually a minimal amount of fuss and bother involved in the process, and although I knew I was basically being used as a cum bucket, it honestly wasn't as bad as it sounds. Alonso turned me on, and I liked his attention. He dated some pretty fine-looking ladies, so I felt kind of proud to be included in his stable as his stay-at-home girl.

I find it really odd that I was able to cum without touching myself on a number of occasions. Sometimes I guess there was some friction as I was being bounced around, but it always took some effort to actually jack myself off when I wanted to.

I never wanted Alonso, or anyone else for that matter, to touch my penis while I was Lucy but one night I think Alonso was a little drunk as he had me get on all fours on the floor of the living room. The short skirt I was wearing was flipped up and I felt Alonso yanking my panties all the way down to my knees, which always made me a little uncomfortable.

As he mounted me from behind and started to hump my ass as usual I suddenly discovered that Alonso had reached around and grabbed my pecker.

"Such a tiny little thing," he chuckled as he started to stroke me.

"Hey, what are you doing?" I called over my shoulder.

"Don't worry honey...I'm just playing with your little clit," he replied.

I naturally assumed that most men would be as anxious to forget about my dick as I was, but for some reason Alonso was in a mood to jack me off while he rode my butt so there was really nothing to do but moan loudly and ejaculate on the floor.

Fortunately the floor was wood paneled, and not carpeted, so it was pretty easy to clean up. While I did so Alonso just flopped on the couch, with his dick still hanging out, and opened up another beer, which he probably didn't really need at the moment.

"Hey honey, I may know of something that ought to interest you," he said in between swigs of his brew.

"What's that?" I asked, still down on my knees cleaning up the floor.

"It might be bullshit, but I heard about this drug that can supposedly turn someone temporarily female," said Alonso.

"I've never heard of anything like that," I said with a mixture of doubt and hope.

"Yeah, it's probably not true, but I was talking to this dude, and he said he heard about some frat where the pledges all had to take this pill and get boned by their brothers before they were allowed to join," Alonso explained.

That sounded like a frat I might want to join...just for the initiation, but I still had my doubts about the possibility of such a thing existing. Unfortunately Alonso didn't have too much helpful information to go on. He couldn't remember who the "dude" was who told him about the drug, and he couldn't remember which fraternity was supposedly involved. Despite my skepticism I was intrigued to say the least and began to do some research on the subject.

If you poke around the Internet long enough, assuming you can pry your eyes away from pornography for a little while, you can find just about anything. In the land of tinfoil hat conspiracy theories there were rumors of all sorts of weird things taking place behind the scenes. Eventually I did find some references to a temporary gender changing drug that was supposedly being tested in some laboratory somewhere. It was supposed to be the miracle drug that people dealing with gender identity issues had been dreaming of. Supposedly the drug did exist, and supposedly it had made its way out into the streets, like so many other experimental pharmaceuticals. If all that was true I still had no idea where to find the damn stuff.

I had almost given up hope of ever finding the thing when out of the blue Alonso announced that he had run into the same guy who told him about the drug in the first place and he had gotten the name of the fraternity. I thought it was nice of him to remember that I was interested in those details, but then of course, Alonso was probably just as anxious for me to grow tits and a pussy for a while as I was. Alonso didn't seem too hung up on the idea that he was fagging off with his male roommate in drag, but he probably would prefer it if I stuffed my bra with my own boobs for a change.

The trail took me to a frat boy named Steve, who was kind of stuck up and seemed reluctant to divulge fraternity secrets with an outsider. As luck would have it I had an uncle who was a member of said fraternity, which shall remain nameless for obvious reasons, although I seriously doubt that Uncle Bob ever turned into a girl to gain membership. Still the family connection seemed to open the door to me and Steve admitted that such a drug did exist, and that they could get a pretty steady supply of the stuff...for a price.

"Hey, it's not legal and it's not cheap," Steve pointed out as we began to haggle over the terms. "We need to use the stuff ourselves you know."

"Well what can I do to make it worth your while?" I asked as suggestively as I dared given the fact that I was a man talking to another man at the moment.

"You're really into this idea, aren't you?" said Steve as he took a closer look at me and sized me up for the sissy I was. "I'll bet you'd be pretty hot as a chick."

"Want to see a picture of me as a girl?" I asked.

"Ah...sure...I guess so," Steve replied, taken off guard by my request.

I had a couple of shots on my phone and I let Steve gaze at them for a time. He seemed duly impressed.

"Wow, if you look that good with just makeup and shit I can only imagine how good you'll look when you're all female," said Steve approvingly.

"Good enough to fuck?"

"Ah...well...hell yeah, I suppose so."

"Or would you rather have a blowjob?"

"Is it one or the other?" he inquired.

"Depends on how many pills you get me. I do anal, too, if that's something that sweetens the deal for you."

So I prostituted myself out to a snobby frat boy named Steve who promised to get me as many pills as he could get. I actually felt kind of proud of myself for negotiating a deal that wouldn't cost me any money. Steve was cute enough, in his own way, and I wasn't all that picky about the thing. I'd probably be so excited, if the drug actually worked, that I'd fuck just about anyone.

About a week went by and I hadn't heard anything yet from Steve so I was about to dismiss the whole notion as bullshit when he sent me a text message. Apparently he had the goods...and he wanted to fuck!


CHAPTER 11:

It could have been a lot worse, I suppose. Steve could have insisted on the whole fraternity gang banging me, or something, and I probably would have gone for it. Hell, I might even have enjoyed it. Well, I could always keep that as an option if I needed to negotiate for a refill sometime.

I had chosen a Friday night leading into a three-day holiday weekend to stage my dramatic transformation. That way I could stay female all the way up until Tuesday when I had to go back to class.

Steve's family was rather well-off so he had his own apartment near the campus, which was pretty darn nice for a college kid, and no roommates to deal with. I went to meet him there at the appointed hour and Steve handed me the magical pill.

"Okay you see how it's scored there in the middle? You break it in half. When you take the first half you'll turn into a woman and when you take the second half you'll turn back into a man. You'll probably feel a little funky when it starts to kick in but the whole thing shouldn't take more than a couple of minutes," Steve explained.

I went into the bathroom, as he suggested, and took off all my clothes. I snapped the pill in half and tucked one piece in my wallet for safekeeping. Then I took a deep breath, filled a glass with water, and prepared for the moment of truth. It still seemed ridiculous but if the rumors were true I was about to experience something really amazing.

I swallowed the pill and waited. It actually kicked in remarkably fast, but those were some tense and anxious moments of waiting I can assure you. I felt a sharp pain in my groin and my penis began to shrivel up, like it did in very cold water, not that there was all that much there to begin with. My chest began to feel kind of tight, the way I sort of imagined a heart attack might feel, but it wasn't painful. I'm sure it would have been fascinating to watch my body morphing into a new shape, but I was kind of leaning on the basin, feeling a little light headed.

Then everything stopped as quickly as it hard started and I managed to look up at the mirror. I stared and stared and stared. It was definitely me, but it was really Lucy without the fake padding. I had very nice boobs, and a kind of cute butt that stuck out a little at the back. Perhaps most importantly I soon discovered that lovely little slit tucked away between my legs. I was a girl! Now I knew how Pinocchio must have felt when he was turned into a real boy, except for the gender part.

When I walked out of the bathroom, still stark naked, it was Steve's turn to do the staring.

"Man, oh, man! Of all the people I've seen take that pill you definitely turned out the hottest," he said with slightly surprised admiration.

"So...you want to fuck?" I asked.

"Honey, I want to fuck you so bad my dick is aching already, but I feel kind of funny about just tearing off my clothes and jumping on your ass. Maybe we could get coffee first, or grab a bite or something, and get to know each other a tiny bit first?"

"Okay," I said with a laugh. "I'm not that much of a whore I guess."

I got dressed in my female clothes for the first time as a real female. The bra was actually a little snug, but it didn't matter. I was just so happy to be squeezing my own globes of flesh into it that I knew I could stand any little discomfort.

Steve turned out to be a pretty nice guy, once I gave him a chance to get beyond the spoiled frat boy thing. He had a pleasant sense of humor, and the more we talked the more I looked forward to having him pop my cherry. I'm sure I could have done a lot worse.

When we got back to his place we went straight to the bedroom and started necking on the bed as we slowly removed bits of clothing here and there. When my bra came off it was a relief to get out of the harness, but it was also an incredible relief to be able to be topless and have something to show for once.

"Do you like my tits?" I asked rather idiotically.

"Of course, baby. What's not to like?" Steve replied as he gave them a good squeeze.

"My nipples look so big," I commented as I gave them both a little tweak.

"Big and tasty," said Steve as he put his lips on one of them and began to suck.

I just looked down in wonder. There was a man sucking on my nipples. My perky, girly, nipples. It felt as wonderful as it looked. After working both of my new buttons I got inspired and asked Steve to take a picture of me. I hurriedly pulled off my remaining clothes and struck a couple of what I hoped were sexy poses while Steve used my phone to take the snapshots. I didn't know how many chances like this I might get so I wanted to at least preserve the memory of this extraordinary event.

Once the impromptu photo shoot was out of the way Steve pulled me down on the bed and I climbed on top of him. I was enjoying the foreplay, but I was super anxious to get that cock in my pussy as quickly as possible. I was afraid the thing would wear off, or something, and I wasn't taking any chances.

It took a little wiggling and positioning to actually get his stick lined up just right but eventually I had the sensation I had been waiting for. I knew what a dick felt like sliding up into my asshole, but this was a whole new kettle of fish.

To begin with, my vagina was designed for this purpose, and quite naturally lubricated by this time. For another, my vagina seemed to be plugged into every nerve  center in my body. Steve may only have been occupying a few inches of space down between my legs, but he was triggering a whole series of little pops and explosions.

When I first got his prick inside me I sort of leaned forward and hung my boobs in his face, which he took full advantage of. I wasn't really doing all that much, letting Steve jerk his rod up inside me as I remained slightly bent over. After a while I started to get more bold and inspired and I tried leaning back. Then I sort of let my pelvis grind back and forth, which seemed to stimulate my clitoris, which seemed to be a good thing to do.

Once my clit was thoroughly aroused, which was pretty quickly, I stopped grinding and started bouncing. Steve was still thrusting from below me, but I was falling into a pattern of receiving his thrusts with my own gyrations.

"Oh, man...this is the best thing ever!" I practically shouted in a giddy sense of delirium.

"Go baby, go! Ride that big cock as hard as you like," Steve said encouragingly.

"I'm a girl and I have a man's cock in my pussy! I'm a girl and I have a man's cock in my pussy! I can't believe it...I'm a girl!"

"You're a hot little bitch, that's what you are," Steve chuckled.

The rest of the conversation was pretty much unintelligible, not that we were saying anything all that profound before. I just began to pant heavily as our bodies collided faster and faster. Then Steve started to ejaculate and I wished I could see him cum, but it was just fine for him to plant his jizz in me where no one could see it. If this pill held up I was going to be female until Tuesday morning. I had a feeling that I would find plenty of chances to see a man cum between now and then.


CHAPTER 12:

As anxious as I was to get back to Alonso, Steve really wanted me to stay longer, and I had no serious objection to that. He was proving to be a pretty fun guy to hang with, and growing more attractive in my eyes by the minute. He was originally going to give me four pills, but I used my whore negotiating skills to land an additional three, promising to stick around until he got his rocks off at least one more time that evening.

The in-between stuff turned out to be pretty nice. Cuddling was something that I wasn't used to, but thought that I could develop of taste for with little trouble. Steve was basically a stranger, or a one-night-stand, but I found it very easy to bond with someone who swapped bodily fluids with me.

Honestly I think I would have been in hog heaven just lying there by myself in my newly minted and freshly fucked female body, but it was very pleasant to be sharing this moment of glory with somebody.

Another thing I wasn't really used to was the command performance. Usually I just got a guy off and that was it. Alonso tended to just find an empty hole and fill it with his cock until he climaxed, then we just went about our business as usual. It was interesting to actually have what I guess you would call a "love making" session, of a sorts.

"Would you like me to suck your cock?" I asked when I saw that Steve was ready for action again.

"You know there's only one answer to that question," Steve said with a grin. "So let me ask you one. Would you like to suck my cock?"

I pretended to be thinking over the question very carefully, resting my chin in my hand and looking up to the sky, as if seeking divine guidance.

"Why yes, Steve, I think I would like to suck your cock," I finally told him. "I think I'd like to suck your cock very much."

So I sucked Steve's cock. Now for some women that might be a bigger deal, especially on a first date, or whatever this was, but for me it was really just another BJ. But it wasn't really just another BJ. It was my first real BJ as a woman. A fully naked woman with tits swaying in front of her.

Steve was stretched out on the bed so I got down next to him and prepared to lean over his member.

"Hey, tell me something...does it ever bother you to fuck someone you know is really a guy who's just taking a pill to turn female temporarily?" I asked out of the blue.

"Not in the least," Steve replied. "Right now you're a woman. What does it matter what you are the rest of the time? Although I've got to say that this has been totally different than banging the pledges."

"How so?"

"Well, for one thing, you're definitely better-looking, but it's more than that. Those guys were being humiliated by the process. I doubt if any of them enjoyed it at all. But you wanted this, for some reason. You went to a lot of trouble to be here like this, and you definitely seem to be enjoying yourself completely."

"Oh, I am, believe me!"

"That's what makes it so much better. No one's holding a gun to your head and making you do something you dread the thought of. I don't know your whole story, but it sure seems to me like you must be at least partially female, even if the body parts don't seem to line up with that."

"You're very wise, Steve, and surprisingly sweet, and I am now going to suck your big cock, balls deep, and make you cum in my mouth," I announced as I prepared to do as I had predicted.

I did suck him balls deep, and played with said balls in the process, which seemed to turn the man on even more. And I did make him cum in my mouth, and even showed him a big wad of his goo on my tongue before I swallowed it all down in one big gulp.

I toyed with the idea of spending the night there, but I was still anxious for Alonso to see my pretty new pussy, so I packed up my crap, kissed the man goodbye, and prepared to head for home.

"Hey, I don't know what the rest of your weekend looks like, or what you're planning to do with all of those pills in the future, but I'd sure like to see you again. Maybe we could go out on a more proper date, or something," Steve suggested.

"You know I think that might be nice," I replied. "I've had a lot of fun being with you, and the sex has been great. I don't really have any plans at the moment so why don't we try to leave things kind of open and see what happens?"

"That sounds wonderful, baby. You enjoy the rest of your evening. If you're rushing home to be with some guy I know he's going to have a hell of a time!"


CHAPTER 13:

I had already been out in the great wide world as a fully-functioning female but it was still kind of a kick just to be getting in my car and driving home. With my clothes on I honestly didn't look all that different than I did when I was in drag, but it was so much nicer to feel that genuine heft upstairs, and to revel in the absence of my tucked in little pecker.

Now I'm not big on self-loathing so I don't want to say that I hated my penis, but it was becoming more and more annoying to me all the time. It felt so puny and useless, especially when I was confronted by a guy packing some taller timber, and it was kind of embarrassing when it just popped off without even being touched. No matter how hard I tried to think of myself as a girl when I was getting banged in drag, that dumb little prick was always there as a constant reminder that I wasn't female, I was just a sissy pretending to be one.

Now there was no pretense, aside from the fact that I was still genetically male underneath it all. I could walk down the street proudly in my birthday suit and no one would ever suspect for a second that I wasn't born this way. (Although there are laws against that sort of thing so I don't recommend trying it, no matter how intoxicating an idea that might be!)

I hadn't let Alonso in on my plans, partly because I didn't want to disappoint him if the pill turned out to be bogus, and partly because I sort of wanted to surprise him. I was wondering if he would be able to tell right away or whether he would only find out once we started fucking, but either way I was pretty sure he'd be pleased.

Of course there was a risk in not sharing my scheme with a stud like Alonso, who had plenty of options for a Friday night that had nothing to do with sitting around the apartment feeling lonely. When I got home I discovered that he wasn't there. Out on a date I presumed. Oh, well. He hadn't said anything about going away for the holiday weekend so I assumed that he would be back eventually.

I amused myself for quite some time trying on all of my female clothes in my new body for the first time. Again, it wasn't that I ended up looking very different in them, but I sure felt different. It also made me want to buy a few new things to show off my cleavage. I wasn't huge, just slightly larger than I was when I wore a stuffed bra, but now I didn't have to hide anything. I had something to reveal and I wanted to reveal a little more of it.

I was also excited by the idea of being able to wear something like yoga pants. I would be very happy to be able to squeeze into something skin tight, and maybe show off my camel toe, if I had one. Dressing in drag is so much more about covering things up, but now my imagination was free to run wild.

One thing that I looked radically different in was my lingerie. I didn't have a lot of it, and I usually just wore it for my own pleasure in bed, but now I was free to lace up and strap into any damn frilly thing I liked. I had this really cute teddy sort of a thing that tied in a bow at the top and just kind of hung free in the front. It had panties that went with it and it was damn near see-through. When I put it on my breasts were clearly visible underneath, which gave me a little tinge of excitement. It felt so soft and silky, and it looked so hot and sexy. I decided to leave it on and let Alonso see me in it when he came home. That should leave no doubt about the female goodies I was packing under there.

When I heard the key in the door around midnight I rushed into the living room and struck a pose. This turned out to be another example of why surprises don't always work out quite the way you hoped they would. Alonso came through the door and stopped in his tracks, staring at me just as I assumed he would do, but right next to him was a very pretty girl I didn't recognize, and she seemed none-too-pleased to find me here.

"Ah...Becky, this is my roommate...Lou. He's a...a...cross-dresser," Alonso stammered.

"Yeah, sure. Pretty convincing if you ask me," Becky said dryly.

"No, really he's a guy. He just likes to dress up like that sometimes," Alonso said, trying to convince his date, despite what appeared to be evidence to the contrary.

"Look, if you wanted a three-way you should have asked first. Your friend is pretty cute, I might not have minded. But it kind of sucks to just walk in and be ambushed by it like I don't have any say in the matter," Becky stated flatly.

I tried to confirm what Alonso had said, but my new slightly more feminine voice, and the sight of my barely concealed boobs sort of made my comments seem ludicrous. So Becky departed, not exactly in a huff, but not thrilled by the outcome, and I was left to face the music with Alonso for wrecking his date.

"I am so sorry Alonso. I should have thought this out better, but I was just so anxious to have you see me like this," I babbled, almost on the verge of tears.

"So you got some of those pills I see," Alonso said with a grin. "You look fucking fantastic honey."

"So you're not mad at me for messing up your evening?"

"It's no big thing, and my evening isn't going to be messed up at all. I'm going to give that new pussy of yours all the meat it can handle, and then some. Now hop up on this table and let me examine the merchandise."

Alonso had me sit on the edge of a table with my legs spread wide open and my feet resting on the tabletop. I had to sort of lean back on my arms for support as Alonso pulled my panties off and got right down into my muff. I have no idea what going to the gynecologist might be like but I had a feeling that it was probably somewhat similar the way he was poking and prodding me. He stuck a couple of fingers in my snatch and spread it apart and seemed to be inspecting me very closely.

"That looks like 100% prime pussy to me," he announced after his manual examination was concluded. "Let's see what it tastes like."

The oral exam came as a complete shock to me. Alonso didn't seem like a guy who would lick pussy very often so I took it as a great honor. Some men seem to view going down on a lady as some kind of weakness, but then again, Alonso had engaged in homosexual acts with me so it wasn't like he was totally hung up on projecting some type of a macho image.

I have no idea how often Alonso did this sort of thing, but to my inexperienced pussy it felt masterful. He certainly knew that the way to a woman's heart was through her clit, and my little pearl was getting a good waxing.

"Tastes like Grade A pussy," he said when he finally removed himself from my sopping wet cunt. "Just one more test to pass honey."

With that he pulled his pants down, whipped out his cock, and got ready to ram it home.


CHAPTER 14:

I tried to remain somewhat upright as he boned me, but the table was a little too slippery, and his pounding a little too violent. Finally I just lay on my back, staring up at the ceiling, which was actually something that I always wanted to experience.

In and out his massive cock thundered away as I squealed and tried not to pass out from the excitement. Alonso had fucked me many times by now, but never like this. This was something that I had literally dreamed about, and now it was coming true. Sometimes when you obsess over something or wish for it for too long the reality doesn't live up to the fantasy, but I can honestly state that even my wildest dreams didn't do justice to the pure joy and sensual overload that I was experiencing on that table.

"I hope now that you have a pussy you won't give up taking it up the ass," Alonso sort of joked.

"Oh, no, you can fuck me in the ass anytime you want sweetie," I moaned.

I didn't usually call him "sweetie" or "honey" or anything like that, although he used those terms with me whenever I was in Lucy mode. Now that I really was Lucy I guess I felt more free about being openly affectionate towards him. I was very fond of the man. Probably not in love with him or anything, but I enjoyed the relationship that we had, and I was certainly turned on by him to no end.

Somewhere in my dreamy orgasmic haze I thought about Jay for a moment or two. How fun it would be to do something like this with him. I wondered if he was getting laid right now. I wondered what he'd think if he saw me getting laid. Maybe he'd be turned on, or maybe he'd be jealous. I had another fleeting image of Jay and Alonso fighting over me before I was overcome with ecstasy and just started panting and whimpering.

"Oh, God honey, you're fucking me so good...so fucking good...oh, baby I can't believe this..."

"Looks like my little girl is all grown up and sporting nice big knockers," he said as he practically tore the bow off my teddy and leaned over to grab both of my tits while he continued to jackknife my slit.

"Squeeze my titties, baby, squeeze my titties," I practically begged. "Aren't they nice?"

"Very nice, baby. I think maybe I should cum all over them. Would you like that?"

"Oh, yes please. Cum all over my beautiful new girly boobs," I wailed.

I had to wait a little longer until he was ready, and I'm not sure how he got his dick up high enough, but somehow he managed to pull out just in time to send steaming ropes of hot jizz across my belly and on my tits. I craned my neck to watch as shot after shot of his semen flew from his dick like it was a lawn sprinkler or something. I scooped some of it up off my stomach and licked it off my fingers.

"Get yourself cleaned up and then come to bed. You're sleeping with me tonight," he announced as he casually sauntered away and went into his bedroom.

I just lay there on my back for a time, licking up whatever cum I could get my greedy little hands on, and wondering why fate had been so cruel to me. This was obviously how things were supposed to be. This was the woman I truly was. I didn't mind being a sissy, or a queer, or whatever I had to be to be Lucy as often as I could, but why couldn't I have just been born with the same equipment as girls like Becky or Priscilla? Was a pussy too much to ask for?

Ultimately I was in too good a mood for bitterness or deep contemplation of any kind. My tits were sticky with a man's sperm and I was going to get even more sex in just a little while.

It suddenly struck me that I had been fucked by two different men tonight, in this, my first day of womanhood. The taste of Steve's cum in my mouth was mingling with that of Alonso's. What wicked little slut I was! How awesome! It made me sort of want to run outside and see if I could find anyone else who wanted to stick his dick in me, but I knew that I'd be perfectly happy with Alonso doing that all night long, if he wanted to.

When Alonso butt fucked me it was always from behind so I was discovering some new perspectives of being able to fornicate while facing someone. Don't get me wrong, a guy can mount my ass and hump me any time at all and I'll be happy as a clam, but it was kind of nice to look at a man, too."

It didn't bother me that Alonso had just announced that I would be spending the night in his room instead of extending an invitation. An invitation wasn't really Alonso's style, and when I was Lucy he tended to pretty much just dictate the terms of our sexual congress. If he told me to get down and blow him I happily got down and blew him. I know it probably sounds like a low self-esteem issue, but really it was just a treat to play that role with him. I was kind of tired of being the little guy who had to try and compete against stronger make companions. It was much nicer to be the little girl that drove them wild with desire and gave them all lovely erections for me to enjoy.

After I cleaned up I decided to just get naked and walked into Alonso's bedroom, where he was waiting for me under the covers. He pulled a side of the blankets back and I crawled in next to him. This wasn't quite what I was expecting. I assumed we'd be on top of the covers, or bouncing around the room somewhere, but instead Alonso put his strong arms around me and held me tight as we began to kiss.

"So how long does this pill last?" asked Alonso as he nibbled on my neck.

"Indefinitely, I guess. You break it in two. One piece changes you, and the other changes you back," I told him.

"You're such a sweet piece of ass, honey, why don't you just flush that other half down the toilet and stay this way forever?"

I knew he was sort of joking but it was also one of those light bulb going off over your head kind of a moment. What had started as just a dirty little secret had become more and more a lifestyle over time as I began to fully realize my deep desire to be a woman. I didn't know if this drug would really work forever, or whether it would wear off eventually, but the seed was planted in my mind. God knows it would be a complicated and potentially embarrassing thing to actually come out completely and declare my femininity for all the world to see, but I wasn't nearly as worried about what people would think as I once was.

People are going to think what they will. Some people get off on judging and approving or disapproving of other people, and some people are pretty much content to go with the flow. If some dude wanted to be a chick, so what?

I have to admit that the cosmetic aspect of it appealed to me more than undergoing the usual procedure for gender reassignment. I think I might still be a pretty girl, since I was kind of a pretty boy to begin with, but I was very happy with the body I was in right now, and it was a lot cheaper and easier to get.

Alonso was surprisingly gentle and compassionate with me that night. I think maybe he sort of wanted to make up for treating me like a sperm depository sometimes. Or maybe he was just in the mood for romance. He had been out on a date, until I screwed that up, so perhaps I was just filling Becky's heels for the night.

Whatever the reason I had a wonderful time that night, and ended up sleeping with my head kind of resting on his manly chest. This wasn't bad. I could get used to this, although I probably shouldn't try to. I was going back to school on Tuesday and I needed my cock and balls in place to pass for my old self.

What a shame, I thought. It was so much better to have a cock inside you than to have one stuck on your body. More comfortable, too, especially when you were lying on your stomach. Not all that useless baggage pinned up against you. Just smooth and soft and womanly. Just what I always wanted to be.


CHAPTER 15:

I ended up spending the whole long weekend fucking and sucking Alonso in every position and location we could think of. I pretty much left the choosing up to him, as usual, but I came up with a few creative ideas of my own that he was happy to go along with. He actually complained that his dick was getting sore by the end of the holiday fuck fest.

It was interesting getting a glimpse of what being Alonso's woman might be like. He was still just as strong and dominant as before, but he also showed me a much softer side on occasion, as well. We got along well as roommates without sex, and we appeared to get along even better when we had sex, especially when we had sex while I was really female.

Fortunately I didn't lose my head. I knew that Alonso was just playing around and not interested in getting serious with anybody at the moment. In fact, once a girl started to push for a commitment that was about the time she got pushed out the door.

Although Alonso had not brought Becky to the apartment that first night to trick her into a group thing, once the idea was on the table Alonso seemed intrigued by it, and I must admit, I was as well. I didn't get a very long look at Becky but Alonso didn't date unattractive women. I would gladly team up with another gal to service his manly cock, and probably enjoy a little bean licking along the way.

It was awful to pop that other half of the pill in my mouth and feel my body going back to its original state, but I suppose it was also somewhat of a relief. These drugs obviously didn't come with any instructions, or packaging for that matter, so it was still just a leap of faith that it would do as Steve had said it would do.

Any lingering doubt in my mind about my true nature was long gone, which also made things more difficult to adjust to. I found that I had far less desire to dress like a woman again, having experienced the real thing, but I still wanted cock so I put on my girly duds and let Alonso pound me with his rod at his convenience.

I knew what at least one of my remaining pills was going to be used for as I had been planning a trip back home for some time. This time I wouldn't leave everything up to chance so I sent the nude pictures of my female self to Jay to let him know what I had to offer if he was interested. He was very interested, and I noticed probably a little jealous because he wanted to know who took those photos.

How utterly silly and delightful for my pal Jay to have jealous thoughts about me being with another man. Obviously there had never been any sort of romantic commitment between us. We had just participated in some socially unacceptable sexual behavior for the hell of it. Of course it seemed kind of ridiculous to think that it really mattered how many holes I had to receive a man's penis, but the extra one between the legs made a huge difference, as far as society was concerned.

Well, acceptable or not I was planning to have sex with Jay, and it sounded like he was all in favor of that plan. Even though I was going to be home for several days it was going to be a little tricky to arrange things. I needed to be Lou for my family, but I wanted to be Lucy for Jay. The solution was I would spend the first couple of days at home as my old self, and then go to a hotel with Jay before I returned to college. It wasn't as much time as I would have liked to have had with him, but perhaps it was better this way.

Obviously we were past the stigma of touching and kissing each other, but we hadn't exactly been terribly romantic about it so far. I wondered if that would change when I had the gear most girls were born with. It certainly seemed to make Alonso behave a little differently towards me, at least part of the time.

I certainly didn't mind the idea of being romantically involved with Jay, but I also knew that it wasn't a good idea to actually follow up on. For one thing I would only be this version of Lucy whenever I had access to those pills, and for another, I was going back to school. And of course there was the fact that my male roommate Alonso was fucking the hell out of me, with or without a pussy, pretty much whenever he pleased. It was not in an ideal situation to be having a steady boyfriend at the moment, but things happen the way they happen sometimes, and no matter how cautious you are you can end up in a bit of a mess.

It was kind of cool meeting Jay at the little roadside motel we had chosen for our tryst. It made me feel like we were one of those couples in the movies who run off to such places to have affairs. Ultimately it didn't really matter where we got together, it was just great to see each other again.

Jay had actually brought along a bottle of champagne, which seemed a little out of place in these modest surroundings, but it wasn't expensive champagne and we definitely were in the mood for celebrating.

As I've said before whenever I was dressed like a woman around Jay he always sort of instinctively acted like I was one. Now that I actually was female, at least for the moment, that was definitely still true. We embraced warmly, as we might have done in any case, but then his lips were on mine in an instant.

"Oh, baby, this is just too good to be true," he said as he held me in his arms. "Look at you...you're all woman now!"

"I don't think I look all that different than I did when I dressed like this," I pointed out with a smile.

"But you do look a little different, and you certainly sound a little different, and well...I've seen those pictures remember. That makes it pretty easy to imagine what you've got on under those clothes."

"Well let's not leave it up to your imagination," I said with a smile before I pulled off my top and stood before him in my bra.

He took off his shirt, and I removed my bra and got the very satisfying look from him that I was hoping for. It was a look of amazement and hunger. He took me in his arms again and it felt magnificent to feel my bare flesh pressed up tightly against his. Then things started to accelerate as we kissed and undressed each other in an escalating fury that ended up with me on my back on the bed and Jay kind of leaning above and to the side of me as he began to finger my pussy.

"God, it feels so real," he said as he let his fingers explore the folds and creases of my slit.

"It is real, silly," I pointed out. "It just isn't permanent."

"Does that mean I could knock you up?" he asked with a sly grin.

"What kind of question is that? I don't know if you could knock me up. Probably not, since I wouldn't be female long enough. Why? Do you want to be the father of my children?"

We both just started laughing at the absurdity of that concept. We were both just out of high school, and in no position to be thinking about starting a family, but the idea that it might even be possible for Jay and I to conceive a child together seemed insanely funny.

"So I guess that means you don't mind if I cum in your pussy," said Jay as he swung himself over to get between my legs.

"You can cum there...for a start. We've got all night so I expect you to cum in all kinds of places."


CHAPTER 16:

As I lay on my back and felt my best friend's cock gliding back and forth inside my pussy things felt surprisingly right and natural. That probably shouldn't have been the case, under the circumstances, but it sort of felt like this was the way it should have always been. I was the brains and he was the brawn. He was big and strong and I was small and flexible. We made a pretty good team. Now it was an even better one because I had all the right holes for him to put his peg in.

"So is this your first time as a real girl?" Jay suddenly asked.

"Ah...honest answer...no," I replied.

"I guess I shouldn't be surprised. You must have been pretty anxious to try out your new junk."

"I don't think you call female genitalia junk," I pointed out.

"Well, you know what I mean."

"That's okay, honey. You can call it whatever you want as long as you've got your big cock inside it."

"Do you think my cock is big?"

"Certainly big enough to make me a happy girl."

"That's good. I want you to be a happy girl."

God, was I ever happy at that moment. I had really missed Jay's company, but knowing that we were going to make love had kind of pushed those thoughts to the background. I was just thinking about his cock. Now I happily remembered all of the good times we had shared in the past, growing up together as neighbors. Yes, those memories were all of both of us as males, but I wondered what life might have been like if I had been a girl instead. Probably very different. We would obviously have known each other, and gone to the same schools, but it seemed unlikely that we would have bonded as closely so early on if we weren't both the same gender.

Maybe we would have noticed each other a little later in life, when I started to grow breasts, and he started to obsess about girls. We might have gone to the prom together. Maybe we would have gone steady. There obviously was chemistry between us, and definitely sexual attraction.

"You know, I think you're really hot," I suddenly blurted out. "I've probably never told you that before, but I find you very attractive."

"Thank you. You already know that I think you're gorgeous," he grunted as he was coming to a boil and in no condition for any serious conversation.

Better to let the man concentrate, I thought. He's working so hard and straining and grunting. I'd never fucked a girl as a man, but it sure looked like hard work sometimes, especially when the guy was supporting himself on his outstretched arms. Fortunately Jay was the kind of guy who could do a lot of pushups, so his arms were rather nicely developed and it was kind of a treat to see those big muscles straining away as he towered over me.

Would I want to have a baby with him someday if I could? I don't know that the thought would ever have come to me if he hadn't mentioned it, but now that he had it was hard to stop thinking about it. It seemed like we were kids just a little while ago, and I guess we were. Still that whole baby business is what sex is really about.

Humans who have never seen pornography, or had a sex education class, have been fornicating from the beginning of humanity. Just like all animals, there is an instinct that tells men that they need to put their semen inside a woman's vagina in order to perpetuate the species. Nature brilliantly designed sex to feel incredibly good so that it wasn't unpleasant to copulate. Being more intellectually advanced than other animals, humans got creative and the electric butt plug was invented, along with a million other ways to fuck, often without the whole reproduction thing getting involved at all.

As Jay began to cum inside me I knew I wasn't going to get pregnant, but it still made me feel...I don't know...kind of warm and womanly inside. I thought I could get used to this role rather easily, and not just in the bedroom.

Wearing sexy clothes, and finally having the boobs to hold them up, was a tremendous turn on, but I felt like I was actually stronger in this body in many ways. There was kind of a different physical expectation level from women that didn't demand that they lift the heaviest weights or throw the hardest punches. I liked that. Instead of being kind of a small and weak male, which always seemed to make some people think less of me, I was a quite average woman in size and strength, possibly even a little above average. But that wasn't even the kind of strength that I was thinking of.

It was more a matter of finally fitting my personality and temperament. Being conscious of being thought effeminate I tended to keep my emotions in check. Being a boy who looked a lot like a girl didn't do wonders for my confidence when it came to my appearance, especially when trying to find a date. Somehow having that little gash between my legs seemed to make everything click for me. I wanted to be warm, and nurturing, and expressive without fear of ridicule. As a woman I could be those things, and so much more that I was only just beginning to explore.

"You know, if we really had a child we'd probably want to be married," I pointed out as we sipped some champagne in bed afterwards.

"That's cool. I can't think of anyone else I'd rather be married to," Jay said casually.

"You're full of shit. You fall in love with girls all the time," I ribbed him.

"Yeah, but that's just physical attraction. I like the way a girl looks, so I want to fuck her, so I do whatever I have to do to get her to agree to it. Sometimes it turns out that we get along pretty well, and sometimes it doesn't. But with you I already know it would work. We've been through a lot of shit together and remained friends throughout it all. Being a girl doesn't seem to have changed you that much in some ways. I try not to think about the male you, but I still know those memories are there."

"I missed you terribly when we were apart before, but now I'm afraid I'm going to miss you even more," I said as I rested my head on his shoulder. "I like us better this way, don't you?"

"Well you seem to be developing a female brain," he said with a chuckle. "That's a loaded question. If I say I don't like us better this way you'll be offended and think that I'm not totally attracted to you or something, and if I say I do like us better this way you'll think I'm a horny slob who doesn't value our years of friendship."

"I already know you're a horny slob, but that's pretty clever of you to spot that. I don't think I was trying to trap you, but maybe I am developing some kind of feminine wiles," I said with a laugh. "I'd like to think so anyway."

"You know that first time I saw you dressed like a girl I was kind of pissed off. I was hoping to get a good laugh out of seeing you squirm and be humiliated in public, but instead you looked so pretty, and so natural, and you acted so cool about it that it made me wonder who really won the bet," Jay teased.

"Well, I have a confession to make. The second time I lost the bet I did it on purpose. I had been dressing up like a girl at home and wanted an excuse to be able to go out in public that way. And I suppose I might as well add that I got kind of a thrill knowing that you thought I was pretty that way."

"It really all makes sense now," said Jay as he put down his champagne and started to nuzzle my neck. "This is what you obviously really wanted. This is the body you belong in. You sure make a cute chick in your old body, but it's so cool that you've got this sweet little pussy now."

As he said that his fingers began to glide casually all around my snatch. When he got under the hood and started to flick my clit I almost choked on my drink.

"Hey, what are you doing? You're not hard again yet," I pointed out.

"Well...you gave me a hand job that time, can't I give you one?"

"Dude, I don't think you call it a hand job when you do it to a chick. I think that's finger banging. Oh, shit! Oh fucking shit! Oh that's...that's...fuck it...call it whatever you want!"


CHAPTER 17:

It was harder to be away from Jay after that night in the motel. Jay had been kind of simplistically cynical about his approach to dating, but he had made a good point about our existing friendship being a great advantage when it came to thinking about a long-term relationship. Sometimes sex messes up a good friendship, but with us it only seemed to make it better.

It was also hard to pop the other half of that pill in my mouth and watch as my beautiful feminine body disappeared. I had remained female all the way home and up to the time I had to get to my next class so that Alonso would have another shot at pounding my pussy, which he did with his usual combination of power and skill.

I found myself comparing Alonso and Jay, which I really didn't want to do, but it was kind of hard not to. Jay had Alonso beat hands down in the buddy department, but there was something about Alonso's commanding presence that got under my skin and turned my screws sometimes. It was nice when Alonso softened up, on occasion, but I kind of got off on the way he just took me at his pleasure. Sometimes I'd just be squealing like a stuck pig as he got up behind me and rammed his big dick up my ass, but for some reason it didn't make me angry or unhappy, it just made my little pecker shoot jizz all over the place all on its own. He kind of owned my ass by now and I kind of didn't mind that at all.

It was hard to picture Jay being that blunt or forceful with me, not that he was any less manly than Alonso, but because our friendship had defined our relationship for years. It seemed pretty obvious that Jay was just a very different guy when it came to how he handled women, or how he handled me at any rate.

The next pill was going to be used primarily with Steve. Although I had the ulterior motive of wanting to learn as much as possible about this weird drug I was sucking into my body, I did actually want to take him up on his offer of going out on an actual date.

As I said before he was not hurting for money and I actually had to go out and buy a fancy dress to wear for the occasion when I found out where he was taking me. I had never been there, but when I looked it up it looked pretty swanky, and very expensive, so I didn't want to look like a total frump.

Apparently I didn't because Steve couldn't stop raving about how nice my dress was and how attractive I looked in it. Hell, I ate it up with a spoon! I know it's ridiculously shallow to put too much emphasis on someone's looks, but I think everybody likes to look nice and to be appreciated for it. I know I did. They say that women don't dress to impress men they dress to impress other women, and that may be true, but I was still just trying to get the hang of what to wear in what situations so I think I was kind of dressing to impress myself in a way.

"So where in the hell do you get this stuff from anyway?" I asked casually during dinner.

"Trade secret," Steve replied with a grin. "I'm not supposed to tell anyone."

"How badly do you want to get your dick sucked tonight?"

"Are we back to negotiating?" he said with a laugh.

"Maybe," I replied.

"Look, if I told you where to get it then I'd be cut out of the loop. As long as you keep wanting more I should be able to strike a reasonable bargain."

"Ah, but you're thinking long term. Why worry about some blowjob you might get somewhere down the line when there's a hot cock sucking slut sitting across the table from you waiting to swallow your sticky cum?"

"Jesus...you do drive a hard bargain," he chuckled. "I've been so damn horny ever since you agreed to go out with me tonight. Now hearing you talk like that I feel like I'm about to burst out of my pants."

"Well these are pretty long tablecloths," I pointed out. "Do you want me to get under the table and suck your big dick right now?"

"Honey, I would love that, but my parents come to this place all the time and I don't think I could risk the scandal," he said with a grin. "Fuck it. I'll tell you everything I know. I really like you and I don't want to feel like I have to negotiate for your favors. I want you to like me too."

"Good boy. Now finish your dinner and we'll have a lovely chat about strange medications and then you will have all the sex you can handle all night long."

"Because you like me?" he asked hopefully.

"Don't press your luck," I joked. "How many times have you had this kind of a proposition?"

"Not as many as I would like."

"Well let's get the talking out of the way. I want to be able to concentrate entirely on the feeling of your hard member slipping into my pussy, or hammering my ass, or disappearing deep down my throat."

"Check please!"

We didn't actually bail out on our very tasty and expensive meal but we did both eat a little faster than one might have expected for a casual date. I learned that one of the fraternity brothers was a science major who worked as an intern at the lab that was developing this gender changing drug. Apparently it wasn't that hard for him to slip a few pills in his pocket every now and then, but it was hardly a guaranteed source of supply. The guy could get caught, or go work somewhere else, or just decide not to pilfer pills anymore.

Scientifically the drug was considered very stable by the manufacturer and there had been no serious problems during the testing phase so far. Apparently it just didn't work on some people, although they had no idea exactly why. It would still be years before the product was on the market, and would be subjected to massive testing by the FDA before granting approval, but perhaps the bigger hurdle was with society.

It was the reversible nature of the drug that was so intriguing, and yet so troubling. Undergoing the current method of reassignment surgery was usually a one-way trip that required a great deal of thought and commitment. It was also very time consuming. Presumably one didn't enter into such a thing lightly and without a firm resolve that it was the best course of action. With a little pill that only took minutes to work, and could be reversed just as easily, the fear was that it would be used for recreational purposes, or criminal endeavors, or something else that was entirely different than its original intent.

The real question was whether society was prepared to deal with such a gender fluid population. Historically most people are deeply rooted in their birth gender, but technology was advancing so fast that the potential for that to be totally turned upside down seemed like just a matter of time. Would there be age limits on who could use this drug, or could parents turn their daughters into sons and so on at will; cheerleader one year, football player the next? How would the government handle it? Would everybody suddenly be potentially classified as transgendered?

There was great potential there for allowing people to explore and experiment without having to take any drastic surgical options, but it also opened a can of worms in so many clerical, ethical, and sociological areas.

The drug had been in development for about seven years, so nobody really knew what the long-term impact of taking it was, or whether one built up a tolerance to it over time. In theory if you only took half a tablet, and never took the other half, you would remain changed forever, but since no one had ever tried that yet there was no way to know for sure.

That was the main thing that I wanted to learn about. I was pretty damn sure that I wanted to take that pill just once and never go back again.


CHAPTER 18:

I gave Steve everything he wanted, and then some. We were both pretty hot for it and I had been rubbing his crotch the whole time we were driving back to his place. I thought about sucking him off while he drove, but figured that was probably kind of dangerous.

When we got through the door he just sort of pounced on me and my dress was removed in the blink of an eye. Then I was pressed up against the wall while he shoved his hand in my panties. As we kissed I unfastened his belt and got his pants undone, but before I could slip down to my knees to blow him I was spun around, facing the wall, and my panties were practically ripped off my body.

"God damn it girl, you make me so fucking horny," Steve grunted as he grabbed his cock and slid it up and down my gash looking for the magic opening.

"I'll bet you say that to all the girls," I joked just before he plunged into my snatch.

"I don't think you even know how hot you are."

"So enlighten me."

With that Steve yanked my bra down and grabbed my tits rather forcefully. I was resting against the wall on my forearms, and he was giving me a good thumping already, and I worried that he might be so worked up that he'd cum any second. I was extremely ready to be fucked and I wanted to make it last a bit.

"You're the dirtiest little bitch I've ever known," said Steve, as he continued to manhandle my boobs.

"I'll take that as a compliment."

"And you're also beautiful, and smart, and funny."

"Mmm..."

"Baby, you make me feel like such an animal."

"Yeah...yeah...yeah..."

Steve kept talking and I kept moaning and we both kept fucking like a nuclear bomb was on its way in and we wanted to spend our last moments on Earth having a really good time. Steve lasted much longer than I had expected him to do, and I got off really hard at least once, maybe twice.

Once the last drops of cum were neatly deposited deep with me Steve turned me around and started sucking on my nipples while he squeezed both breasts, which were still just sticking out of my bra. Apparently the frenzied arousal hadn't ended simply because the man had ejaculated as he took me to the bed and sat me down on the edge of it. Soon he was lapping at my gash while I wrapped my legs around his neck and started whimpering so hard it sounded more like I was in tears. Maybe I was crying. I was pretty much lost in a state of sensual delirium and about as wet as I imagine a girl can get.

"Oh my God, baby, that's so good...oh...so fucking good...damn it's nice to have a pussy," I managed to sputter.

It was nice to have a pussy. Of course I hadn't had a period or a yeast infection or any other damn thing that real women have to deal with, and I hadn't been worried about birth control because I wasn't going to stay this way for long, but I loved the way it looked and felt. I especially loved the way it felt when a man had his hard cock inside it.

"I want to meet this guy who works at the lab," I said as we finally lay relaxing in between bouts of serious fornicating.

"Oh, I doubt if he's your type," said Steve.

"Ha...men! I don't want to fuck him, I just want to talk to him," I laughed.

"Well with you talking seems to lead to fucking quite easily."

"Are you jealous, frat boy?"

"I guess I am a little smitten," he confessed.

"I just want to get some more inside information about this pill. If they're conducting tests then maybe they're looking for test subjects. I'm particularly interested in being able to help them test the long-term effects of taking the drug."

"Wow, so you'd really want to become female all the time?"

"In a heartbeat, sonny. Oh, I know it's not all pretty clothes and fucking hot guys all the time, but taking this drug has really convinced me that I belong in this body. For better or worse, I guess, but it's the real me. It's the me I should have been all along."

"Well I have to say that the idea of you being female all the time is pretty damn appealing. I'd like to think that we've established some kind of relationship by now that isn't entirely predicated on me being you're drug pusher," Steve chuckled.

"I could see keeping you on my list," I said slyly.

Things had gone surprisingly well with Steve from the very start. I had misjudged him in a lot of ways, and the fact that we did seem to have pretty incredible sex together made him a very interesting character in my mind. Alonso may have owned my ass, but my heart always belonged to Jay. Now I was wondering whether I might be open to other possibilities, especially if I was able to pull off my plan to become permanently female. There was no rush. I was just in my first year of college, and not even a real woman yet. In a way I was glad that I had options because I didn't really want to base my decision to go girly entirely on my feelings for one man. My instincts told me that Jay was probably the one, but there was no reason to jump to that conclusion without a little more exploration.

Steve got plenty of sex, and I got the contact information I wanted, and made plans to go see the mysterious man who was the pipeline of my happy hopes and dreams.

Bosco, yes that was his name, the frat brother who interned at the lab turned out to be absolutely nothing like I expected. He was no nerdy geek with glasses and a pocket protector, he was a pretty darn good-looking young man, in my estimation. It was only when he spoke that he sort of gave away his nerdish side, speaking very softly and seeming a bit shy and nervous around a girl.

"You know I can't be connected to your acquisition of these drugs in any way," Bosco insisted when I told him what I wanted to do.

"I understand that," I replied. "I have no intention of telling anyone where the drugs came from. I thought I would just say that someone gave them to me at a party, or something like that. You can't be the only one who sneaks a few out on the sly."

"That's true. But we do go to the same college. If someone put the pieces together they might suspect me as the connection and start to monitor my activity more closely," he pointed out.

"Well I can try to avoid mentioning my previous use of the drug. All I want is the name of the person I need to talk to about volunteering for long-range testing. If you guys have been testing this thing for years it's not a complete secret that it exists. They'll probably tell me that they have enough test subjects already, but I have to try."

"So what's it like changing your gender like that? I've always found that concept incredibly fascinating, from a scientific standpoint."

"Obviously in my case it's pretty gosh darn wonderful, or I wouldn't want to be doing it forever. But I suppose with me it's more like any other transgendered person. I know I'm really female, I've always been drawn in that direction, so finally experiencing it makes me feel more whole and complete," I told him.

"Well I have no idea what you look like as a man but you're incredibly pretty as a woman. If this works out for you I hope you'll remember who your friends are," he said with a grin, being far more bold and suggestive than I thought him capable of.

"Thank you Bosco. I'm sure if it all works out I'll keep that in mind. First I've got to see if it's even possible."

"Well, since you want it so bad...and I'd hate to think of such a beautiful young lady being denied the opportunity to go on being one, I'll hook you up with the people you need."

I was prepared to blow the guy, if that had been what it took to get the information, and since I found out he was kind of cute I was tempted to go ahead and blow him anyway, but there would be time enough for that if my plan was successful. First things first, I always say, even if there should always be time to slip in a nice BJ along the way.


CHAPTER 19:

My contact person was a very nice lady named Julie who seemed genuinely interested in how I knew about the drug and why I wanted to volunteer to test it. I went to see her as a man, naturally, since I was going to try and not bring up the fact that I had already used the pill several times by now, but Julie was very good at prying information out of me.

"Look, I'm not going to get anyone in trouble, and I don't expect you to name your source, but I do need to know whether you've tried the pill already or not," said Julie, cutting to the chase.

"Yeah, I've tried it a few times by now," I confessed.

"That's good. Then you already know how it works and what the transition feels like. We can interview you for more details on your experiences so far and any potential side effects you may have noticed."

"So I'm in? I can be a test subject?" I asked hopefully.

"Actually you've come at a very good time. We're just now looking into the ramifications of permanent gender change and we've been interviewing potential candidates for the study. Initially our focus was on the pill's ability to change back and forth from one gender to another freely, but there are obviously going to be people, like yourself, who see this as a superior path to gender reassignment over anything currently available. Obviously there are a lot of details that we have go over if you decide to enroll in the program."

"Sign me up," I practically shouted with glee. "I'm ready to do whatever it takes."

"Well you're certainly enthusiastic about it," Julie said with a chuckle. "That's a good sign."

Enthusiastic didn't really do justice to the way I was feeling. I would never have guessed, even a short time ago, that I would be so anxious to abandon my birth gender and become a woman, but now it seemed like the only thing that mattered in the world.

To the men in my life the news that I was going to have a permanent pussy was greeted with great joy, as probably was to be expected. It was going to make things a little trickier for Alonso, where bringing women back to the apartment was concerned, since he couldn't use the excuse that I was just a cross-dresser, should I bump into one of his dates. Even so the benefits of living with a full-time female fuck buddy probably outweighed any of the difficulties it might create.

I had a feeling that Steve and I would be seeing each other a lot more now that I didn't have to take a pill to do so, and I might even consider going out with Bosco, if he ever worked up the courage to actually ask me on a date.

Ultimately my change was going to have the biggest impact on the people back at home. My family, my friends, and of course, Jay. My next visit to home was going to be a big event in my life.

I suppose the fact that I didn't really look all that different as Lucy than I did as Lou made it a bit easier for folks to accept. The cute kid and pretty boy had morphed into an attractive young lady. I suppose I'll never know for sure what everyone was secretly thinking, but on the surface I found a great deal of love and support. My sister didn't even seem surprised at all.

"Well it's about time," she said, once she heard the news of my conversion.

"What do you mean?" I inquired suspiciously.

"You've been stealing my clothes for ages, you little queer. How dumb do you think I am? I just figured it was a fetish thing that you'd grow out of. I had no idea you wanted to actually be my sister instead of my brother."

"That wasn't the prime motivation, I assure you, but I do hope that we'll get along well as sisters," I told her. "And if you want to borrow any of my clothes just ask. I think we're still about the same size."

I hoped that being two sisters now we'd have the chance to bond in ways that we hadn't before. Although we were very close in age she was still my older sister and I looked forward to the opportunity to get womanly advice from her in the future.

Janelle was pleasantly smug about the news. I'm sure she thought that she had brought out the real woman in me, which I suppose she had. She had seen right through me from the start and knew that I was really a girl. Now that she didn't have to teach me how to fuck men I wondered whether we would still find time to fool around with each other on occasion. It might be nice to go girl-on-girl with her for real.

And then of course there was Jay.


CHAPTER 20:

During that eventful trip back home Jay and I went hiking up a little canyon, not too far from where we lived, but seeming like a totally remote wilderness. We had hiked there often as kids and one of our favorite destinations was an old tower that had been constructed years ago as a lookout point for fire watchers. Budget cuts had eliminated that job ages ago but the tower was still there, and despite the warning signs everyone climbed up to the top of it anyway.

Jay and I had spent a lot of time up there over the years, smoking stolen cigarettes, or just hanging out and talking. The inner walls of the tower were covered with graffiti and there were empty beer cans and other junk littering up the place. Stoners came here to get high, Horny teens came here to fuck. Since we were of the latter, it was quite likely that we would engage in coitus at some point.

"So this is you now for good?" said Jay as we leaned on the rail of the tower and surveyed the land below us.

"Yup, that's definitely the plan," I said.

"So you could get married?"

"Well I could always get married," I said with a laugh.

"I mean, you could marry a man...if you wanted to."

"I could always have married a man if I wanted to. Same sex marriages are legal in this state," I pointed out.

"Damn it, you know what I mean. You could marry me someday and have a family and everything...if you wanted to."

"If I wanted to. Why? Are you thinking of proposing?" I asked.

"Not right now, but you know, in the future probably."

"That's kind of what I figured," I said with a grin. "But don't expect me to be a virgin."

"Good God, do those still exist?" he laughed.

"I mean I've been with other guys, and unless you've got a ring in your pocket I imagine I'll be with other guys again once I go back to school," I explained.

"That's cool. I've been with other girls and I imagine I'll continue to date, unless you tell me you don't want me to."

"No, I think we should just let things play out a little. This being female all the time is going to take a little getting used to. You know I love you darling, and I can't think of anyone I'd rather spend my life with...or get knocked up by, than you."

"Speaking of which, does that mean I need to wear a rubber when I fuck you?"

"I'm on the pill. And are you going to fuck me?"

"Of course I'm going to fuck you."

And of course he did. Even though we were in a remote area it was a pretty popular place so getting naked didn't seem like the best idea. We just pulled down our pants and I put my hands on the rail for support as Jay mounted me from behind and put his lovely dick in me.

When we were kids we caught a couple of older teenagers fucking in this tower. There was a ratty old mattress up there back then, that somebody had hauled up, and I don't want to think about all the various fluids, human and otherwise, that probably saturated that mattress, but when you're young and you need to fuck a tower in the woods is as good a place as any. It was the first time I had ever seen real people fornicating like that, although we just caught a quick glimpse before we were noticed and a beer bottle was thrown in our direction to drive us back down to the ground. I do remember the girl's tits, for some reason. She was sitting on top of the guy and bouncing away, and her rather large boobs were jumping up and down and I wondered what it would feel like to have those big bags of flesh clinging to your body all the time. Well, mine weren't as big as that girl's, but I had a pretty good idea now and I knew that I liked to feel those babies jiggling.

Mine were firmly packaged up in my bra at the moment so they weren't doing a whole lot of jiggling, and pretty soon Jay's hands were clutching at them like they were the handlebars of his bike or something as he deliciously humped me in the open air.

"Is it okay if I say I love you?" Jay inquired.

"Of course it is baby," I gasped.

Jay just kept fucking but didn't offer the romantic words I was expecting. I kept waiting, rather impatiently, but all I heard were manly grunts of pleasure.

"So..." I asked over my shoulder.

Suddenly he pulled out and spun me around and gave me the biggest kiss ever. I melted into his arms and just gazed into his eyes once our lips had finally parted.

"I love you so much Lucy. I guess I've been in love with you for years," he said with a warm smile.

"And I love you too, Jay. Always have...probably always will."

With that I dropped to my knees and finished him off in my mouth. I don't know whether everyone would think of that as the most romantic response to that particular situation but his dick was out and hard, and I do love sucking cock, so it just seemed like the thing to do at the time.

I often wondered why Jay never showed any interest in my sister Caroline. We were about the same age, we looked a lot alike, and she lived next door to him, just like I did. If I was his "type" it seemed like he would have been lusting after her all these many years, but he never showed the slightest sign of interest. Lucky for me, as it turned out, but maybe it really was our friendship that made us love each other so damn much. As it turned out he still ended up with the girl next door...even if it took a while to realize that she was there all the time.


AUTHOR'S NOTES:

I honestly have no idea what motivated me to write this story. Usually there's some clear trigger mechanism; something I've been thinking about, or something I read that inspired me to think of it in transgender terms, but this one just kind of came out of the blue, I guess.

I think maybe it was triggered by a memory of something that happened a long time ago. A bunch of us were driving in a car when we passed a very pretty girl walking along the street. One of the guys in the car was quite impressed and said "who's that?" which made us all laugh because the girl was his next-door-neighbor. Sometimes we're just too close to see clearly I guess.
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