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CHAPTER 1:

I'm Kyle Hamilton, not that my name would mean anything to you, and in truth all of the names in this story have been changed to protect the privacy of those involved. Why go to such lengths? It's not a murder mystery or a true crime confession but it is a strange tale and one that the parties involved might not appreciate being related in the kind of graphic way that I intend to explain things. Well, that's enough of a preamble. I'd probably be better off just getting to the facts and let you see for yourself what I'm talking about.

Elsa Randolph was just about my best friend in the whole world. There was never anything remotely romantic between us, or anything like that, but we had grown up together in the same neighborhood and our parents were good buddies. We were both only children so I suppose we kind of became surrogate brother and sister to each other. Now I would do just about anything in the world she asked of me but one afternoon she tossed out a proposition that totally floored me.

"I need you to become me for this weekend," she implored.

"What? Are you crazy? Why in the world would you want that and more importantly, why in the world would you think I would be willing to do it?" I replied with a smile that demonstrated that I was more bemused than angry by her request.

"Look, I've got a chance to spend the whole weekend with Johnny Clay and my parents would kill me if they found out. They hate his guts," she explained.

"For good reason. He's kind of a macho dickhead who rides a motorcycle and manages to keep three days worth of beard stubble going round the clock."

"I don't expect you to understand since you're not a girl, but sometimes you just crave a little "bad boy" action in your life. It's not like I want to marry him or something."

"You're 18 and about to start college this fall. You don't need permission to go out with a guy anymore you know," I pointed out.

"Yeah, but I live here with my parents and I don't need to rock the boat. Besides, there's another reason as well. I think Karl Peterson might call me and I don't want to mess anything up with him when we're just getting started."

"Why you little hussy," I teased. "How many men are you dangling on your strings?"

"I'm not dangling anybody! Karl is a really cool guy and I'm interested in seeing where that might lead but I really, really, really want to spend this weekend with Johnny."

"So that covers why you want me to do it, but you still haven't explained what made you think I would."

"You'll do it because you love me and for...other reasons."

"What's that supposed to mean?"

"Oh, come on, don't tell me that getting to spend a weekend in a girl's body doesn't intrigue you at least a little. Think about all those times we played dress up together and you let me make you over as my sister."

"We were little kids then," I protested weakly.

"The last time was like 8 months ago."

She had me there. I did always enjoy the fantasy of pretending to be female for some reason, but it was just a kid's game. Sexually I was pretty ambivalent, to be honest with you, but I certainly never thought of myself as gay or anything. I just wasn't as obsessed by sex as everyone else seemed to be.

"You'll have access to my whole closet of clothes. You can dress up to your heart's content," Elsa tossed in as if to sweeten the deal.

Now I suppose some of you are wondering why the question I didn't ask was how was I supposed to "become" her. That's because I had no doubt in my mind that she could do it. Elsa was not exactly what you would call a witch or anything but she did dabble in some pretty crazy shit and I'd seen her perform some amazing things over the years. I didn't know whether she wanted to cast a spell on me or have me drink a potion or wear some magical amulet but one way or the other I assumed that she had it all worked out. She was very detail oriented.

"How am I supposed to fool anybody into thinking I'm you, even if I look like you?" I asked, softening to the idea a little.

"That's easy. First off, you know me better than anyone. You know how I think and talk and react. Just do your best impression of me. Secondly, you can pretend to be sick the whole weekend, if you want, and you'll never have to come out of my room. You can watch TV, or surf the web, or read a book or whatever."

"And what if this Karl Peterson calls?"

"Just cough a bit and tell him as sweetly as you can, with a scratchy voice, that you'll call him back a little later when you're feeling better."

"Man, you've really thought this all out, haven't you?"

"Of course, don't I always?" she said with a smile.

"What if I already had plans for this weekend?"

"Did you?"

"No."

"Perfect. Now you do. Come on, it'll be fun!"

I probably should have been terrified by the situation but it actually did sound a little fun, in a crazy sort of way. How many people get to swap genders for a quick drive? And I did know Elsa like the back of my hand and could probably convince people that I was her if I really had to, although I would more than likely go with her illness plan and just shut myself in her room for a couple of days. She'd owe me big time after this, that was for sure.

"Yeah, I'll do it. I probably should have my head examined, but I'll do it."

"Awesome!" she said as she clapped her hands together with girlish glee. "All we have to do now is work out the logistics."


CHAPTER 2:

The "logistics" we easy enough to work out. Elsa started her "getting sick" routine on Friday and by Saturday morning she was convincingly ill enough to stay in bed all day. Of course I would be the one in bed and she would be climbing out the back window and jumping on the seat of Johnny's bike as they rode off to who knows what sort of sordid adventure.

I made my entrance via the same window and Elsa served me up a pink liquid in a small vial that wasn't too hard to get down despite the slightly bitter taste.

"What's in this stuff anyway?" I asked, making a face that implied a more unpleasant taste than actually existed, just for sympathy.

"Believe me, you don't want to know. Nothing harmful I assure you. If it's any consolation I'll probably be getting that same taste in my mouth a lot pretty soon," she said with a laugh.

I was totally baffled by the comment but let it pass because my body was already transforming and it sort of took all of my attention. Breasts began to sprout and my manly parts, such as they were, steadily receded into nothing. Well, not exactly nothing because a nice new vagina was growing in to replace my old cock and balls. It only took a minute or two and then it was done. Elsa grabbed me and we stood looking at ourselves in her mirror. Other than the fact that I was still dressed as a man we were identical in every way.

"I don't look as pretty as you do," I whined in my new feminine voice.

"That's because you're not wearing any makeup and you're dressed in a frumpy old sweater," Elsa laughed. "Everything you need to transform yourself is right here. Just don't look too pretty...I'm supposed to be sick remember."

Fortunately our hair was pretty similar to begin with so I wouldn't have to mess around with some kind of a wig or something. Elsa normally wore it pretty short but she had gone to the extra precaution of having it cut like mine as much as possible. She always thought of things like that. All I had to do was muss it up a little and I'd pass for a sick Elsa with no questions asked.

Soon it was time for her to depart the way I had entered as her motorcycle stud was waiting outside the window. He'd left his bike down the street, no doubt at Elsa's suggestion, so that he wouldn't alert anyone in the house that he was near. I had to admit that he was kind of hot in those tight leather pants but I had no idea why that idea suddenly popped into my head. I don't make it a habit of thinking of guys as "hot" as a general rule but at the moment I could sort of see the attraction from Elsa's standpoint. Of course I was Elsa right now so maybe some of her thoughts and feelings had come along with the body parts. She hadn't really warned me about any potential side effects.

As soon as she was gone I stripped totally naked and examined myself in the mirror quite thoroughly. The first time I pretended to be a girl I was pretty young and didn't think anything of it. Elsa was my friend and neighbor and I played with her all the time. If she wanted to play with me in a dress I didn't care. It was all just a game. We kind of outgrew that thing after a while but there were times when I called upon her aid for helping me crossdress, like Halloween a couple of times. I actually did such a convincing job that I fooled more than a few people and had a blast carrying on the charade of being someone entirely different for the whole night. And yes, I even kissed a guy, very sweetly and quickly, just for the hell of it. It was kind of a rush to know that I could pull something like that off if I wanted to.

Well now my job was a lot easier in many ways. I had the full equipment for the job. There would be no trouble convincing anyone that I was a woman, the challenge was to convince them that I was one specific woman. Hopefully I wouldn't get tested too much.

I thought I looked pretty damn sexy. It may sound conceited to say that but remember that I was really admiring Elsa's body in the mirror. I was only borrowing it temporarily. She certainly had grown into a pretty hot young lady. I had no idea her breasts were so firm and perky. I smiled as I jiggled them up and down a little. Elsa usually dressed pretty conservatively but one could probably rock a miniskirt and halter top in this body with ease. Not that I was planning on going anywhere, but it made me think that Elsa was kind of hiding her assets.

Obviously I was her physical double but I still knew who I was. It wasn't something where I just became a helpless clone. Maybe that would have been easier. It was already kind of messing with my brain how much I was enjoying touching myself and admiring my own reflection. I was the one doing her a favor...wasn't I? Anyway it looked like the experience might not be without some benefits along the line.

I'm not sure how long I spent pawing through her closet and trying on everything interesting that I could find but I'm sure it was longer than I had planned. I staged my own private little fashion show, strutting about the room doing my best supermodel impression, as I changed from one look to the next.

Eventually I moved on to her dresser drawers and the show switched over to lingerie. Elsa didn't have a lot of super sexy underwear so that portion of the program was fairly brief, no pun intended, but the swimsuit competition livened things up again. That is, until I found her vibrator.

I had no idea Elsa owned anything like this, but why shouldn't she? She was sexually active. Lots of girls probably had sex toys I figured. It wasn't something that we had ever talked about but it only made sense that she might want to stimulate herself from time to time. Don't we all?

Perhaps this all sounds like a terrible invasion of her privacy but please remember that she gave me her blessing to use her room at will. Plus a part of me was probably her anyway, although I couldn't be sure of that. It seemed unlikely that you could become someone's double and not share anything more than a cosmetic resemblance. Maybe that was just a rationalization but I was dying to stick that thing in my pussy and give it a whirl.

"Stick that thing in my pussy" had kind of a nice ring to it so I said it out loud. It made me feel really dirty and kind of horny to hear my new voice talking that way, even if the voice was very familiar to me. Elsa still had her cherished plush toy elephant sitting on a chair in her room so I grabbed the innocent pachyderm and let loose with a profane slew of lewd comments. The elephant just looked at me with his usual pleasant expression. He may have heard worse in his time for all I know.

I wasn't really sure what one did with a dildo but I guessed that it wouldn't be too hard to figure out. I sat on the edge of the bed and tried to spread my legs open pretty wide as I let the tip of the device sort of rub around the outside of my vagina. That felt very nice so I just rubbed for a while when all of a sudden I must have rubbed too hard in the right place because the damn thing slipped up inside my snatch.

How can I describe what being penetrated for the first time feels like? I can't really. Maybe it's like when someone French kisses you and sticks their tongue in your mouth but I never got this kind of a rush from kissing anyone, tongues or not. Sticking something in my body usually sounded like an unpleasant thing, like getting a shot at the doctor's office or having a thermometer shoved up your ass. This was way bigger than a needle or a thermometer but it went all the way up inside me with very little resistance.

I let it sit there for a moment and then pulled it out, suddenly feeling kind of embarrassed by the whole thing. Elsa invited me to try on her clothes, she didn't say anything about trying out her sex toys. That was kind of intimate. Yet it also sort of thrilled me to think that my old pal had put this thing in her box whenever she wanted to get off by herself. How often did she masturbate? Did she look at porn while she did it? Was there a special guy on her mind or did she fantasize about some movie star or something? I knew her so well but I knew so little about her sexuality. Well, at least now I knew she had a vibrator.

Gathering my courage I went ahead and placed the nasty little device back up inside me and even tried giving it a little up and down action. Boy, that made all the difference in the world! I wasn't even particularly thinking about it as a substitute for having a man fuck me, it was just a damn pleasant feeling. I tried moving it a little faster and it got even more pleasant. It got so pleasant that I just had to fall on my back where I could get a better angle of attack.

Suddenly I realized that I was starting to moan like some chick in a porn film or something and tried to be more quiet. I didn't want the family to come barging in, assuming that my illness had advanced to some critical state. That was my plan anyway, but then I foolishly decided to see what would happen if I flipped the switch and turned the vibrator on.

"Oh, Jesus fucking Christ!" I practically hollered, or so it seemed to me.

Fortunately no one but the elephant appeared to have heard me so I went back to work. Of course the vibrator was hardly silent in and of itself, even without my moaning, so I quickly fumbled around and found the TV remote and switched the set on. Fortunately it was on a music channel and I let the volume go up a smidge and hoped that would mask any sounds of masturbation, mechanical or otherwise.

I was floating on a cloud of blissful fantasy when a knock at the door almost made my heart stop and brought me crashing down to reality.


CHAPTER 3:

I was buck naked and knew that I didn't have time to fish around for any clothing so I just dove under the covers and pulled the blankets up to my neck just as Mrs. Randolph poked her head in the door.

"How are you doing, honey? Do you need anything?" asked Elsa's mom.

"No, I'm just kind of kicking it in bed at the moment," I replied in as good a scratchy voice as I could muster.

"Well that's probably the best. Rest is what you need. I'll pop by a little later and bring you some lunch if you feel up to it."

"Thanks, that would be great," I replied.

With that the woman was gone and I could let out a heavy sigh of relief. Presumably she had just been checking on my welfare in a motherly fashion and hadn't been aware of my carnal exaltations. So I was going to get my meals served to me in bed. That sounded like a pretty sweet deal. Maybe the real Elsa wouldn't be hungry if she were sick but I was not about to turn down some free food. Hopefully they would view that as a sign that their daughter was getting better.

Wow, that vibrator was pretty wild. I was kind of losing control of my senses there for a bit. Poking it in and out had been a pretty big thrill but once I gave it some juice we went to a whole different level of happiness. At least I think it was happiness. It almost seemed like I was sort of crying there for a minute. It certainly wasn't painful. Fortunately Elsa was no virgin so the pussy I had inherited was all nice and broken-in already. I had a feeling that the dildo and this gash were good friends, indeed.

Is it masturbating when you're fucking yourself but you're not actually you but someone else? Was I really fucking Elsa? That was a weird thought. Not that it had never crossed my mind. During puberty I was pretty darn curious about the whole sex thing and Elsa was feeling the same way so we did show each other our developing bodies and even touched a few things along the way but that was as far as we ever took our lust. I knew that she was really attractive but as I said before, sex just never did all that much for me. Until now.

I began to think that maybe I had been playing for the wrong team, not that I had any choice in the matter. Sex for me had always been kind of a quick and dirty thing just to get it out of the way but lying in this bed in this body I had experienced sex on a whole new level. Maybe it was just beginner's luck, or maybe Elsa's body was just that much more responsive to sexual stimulus, but whatever the reason I wanted to stick that thing back inside me badly, so I did.

I found that the machine had different settings of power so I set it on the lowest one I could find and just worked it in and around my pussy for a while. I had remained under the blankets, which helped to muffle the sound of the toy quite a bit, and felt very warm and snug as I massaged the various parts of my temporary genitalia. I was kind of proud of myself for figuring out how to masturbate with no instruction so quickly. It was a lot more complex as a girl than it was as a guy but I smugly thought that I was doing a pretty good job of it.

Eventually I was pretty satiated and put the little gismo back in the drawer, after cleaning it off thoroughly of course. I didn't really want Elsa to know I had gone that far in making myself at home, although I doubt if she would have objected anyway. She probably would have just thought it was funny and teased me about it the rest of my life. She could be that way.

What to do until lunch? I had brought a couple of books along but I didn't feel like reading and I had only turned the television on to cover my noise so the Internet seemed like the best recreational option available at the moment. First though I found some boring pajamas and put those on and even added some fuzzy slippers just to complete the "sick girl" look. Hopefully no one else would pop in unexpectedly but it was better not to take any chances.

Now I'm no prude and I freely admit that I've seen plenty of porn in my time but I'm certainly not one of those people who sees a computer and immediately thinks smut box. However, under the circumstances, I found myself looking around for some indecent pleasure. Not that surprising I suppose when you consider I had just spent the whole morning getting my rocks off. That made me chuckle. I didn't have any rocks to get off but I wasn't sure what the female slang equivalent was so I directed my Internet search for the answer.

"Jilling off" was kind of cute but not exactly what I was looking for. "Diddling" kind of sounded like you were just killing time and "wanking" had a decidedly British tone to it. "Double clicking the mouse" had a contemporary ring to it but I had no idea what "waxing the dolphin" meant. "Petting the kitty" or "teasing the taco" were kind of interesting but didn't match the raw ferocity I was looking for. On the other hand "clubbing the clam" sounded almost too violent. I sort of settled for "roughing the muff" but I wasn't totally sold on it. Maybe they just needed some time to sink in.

Whatever I had been doing it had put me in a highly charged sexual frame of mind so I dropped my search for slang names and went back to the down and dirty stuff. To my surprise I found that my attention was being inadvertently drawn towards the male subjects in the videos I was watching. In fact, if I didn't think the guy was attractive enough I switched to another video.

Now this is a revelation in one's life. How the hell did I know what an attractive man looked like, in a sexual situation at any rate? Why was I being so choosy? It was just some dumb porn video. Was I channeling Elsa's taste in men or something? That seemed like an odd idea but not out of the question. I decided to go with it and see where it took me.

My taste was kind of all over the map it appeared. One minute I was enthused by a bald guy with tattoos whereas another, similar, man turned me off completely. There were some kind of handsome, European-looking guys with dark wavy hair that got me going and a few that I can't honestly say what I found appealing about, except perhaps the size and shape of their cocks.

Without knowing it my hand had slipped into my pajama pants and I was "paddling the pink canoe" again before I even realized it. It seemed kind of silly but I didn't stop. I was actually sort of fascinated by this experiment. Horrified on one hand, but fascinated all the same. Cocks suddenly seemed very interesting to me and I was looking at them closely.

They seemed a bit scary, especially the huge ones with all those veins bulging out and whatnot. My own member was nothing to brag about so I didn't have a lot of personal experience with that kind of rod. I wondered what it would feel like to have something like that inside me and I kind of shuddered at the thought. I was still a man inside and a man doesn't think about that sort of thing, but then again a man doesn't have a pussy for a weekend usually either so the rules kind of went out the window in this case.

Cocks were scary but they were kind of nice too. It would be handy to have someone doing the work instead of me having to manually operate a device, although no man could probably equal the intensity of that dildo on the highest setting. Not that I would ever have the chance to find out, but as long as I was stuck in this body I figured I might as well contemplate the whole female experience while I had the chance.

I was getting pretty wrapped up in my experimentation when there was another knock at the door. It seemed too early for lunch but fortunately I was already in my pajamas so I just hopped back in bed and waited to see what the next intrusion might be.

"Honey, you have a visitor. I told him you weren't feeling well but he promised he wouldn't stay too long or tire you out. Should I have him come up?"

"Sure," I blurted out with more enthusiasm than I should have.

What the hell was I getting myself into this time?


CHAPTER 4:

"Hey babe, if you're sick I can come back another time. I was just in the neighborhood and thought I'd pop in and see what you were up to but it looks like I came at a bad time."

Karl Peterson had indeed popped in and taken a seat in the chair I had just been sitting in a few moments before. Fortunately I had switched off the computer, otherwise it might have been a little hard to explain my choice of Internet activity.

"That's okay, I'm not really all that sick. It's nice to have some company," I said, wondering what was going through my female mind.

I had the perfect excuse to get rid of him. I was sick, he'd seen the evidence in person. All I had to do was cough a few times and send him on his way. I could have even pretended to be asleep when Mrs. Randolph knocked on the door. She would have peeped in, seen me snoozing, and sent old Karl on his way. For some reason I wanted a man to see me like this...well not sick like this...but in this body. Men were taking on a whole new meaning for me and I didn't want to let this one escape too quickly.

"I'm glad it's nothing serious," Karl said with a smile. "I know what a drag it is to be under the weather."

"Yeah, it's a drag, but I'm just kind of being lazy today I guess. Probably one of my moods more than anything physical. Why don't you come sit on the bed? I'm not contagious or anything."

"Sure, if you don't mind."

I sized Karl up and I liked what I saw. I had a feeling that if he had been in one of those porn films I would have watched it all the way through...at least once or twice. I might even have tried to find more clips with him in it. He was blonde and cute and had a great smile. I couldn't really tell what his body was like but there were some signs of nice development lurking under his clothes. I could certainly see why Elsa was interested in this guy.

"Did it just come on suddenly?" Karl asked.

"What? Oh, the sickness you mean. Yeah, it was pretty sudden. Like I said, I don't think I'm really all that sick. I just didn't feel like getting out of bed I guess."

"I know that feeling. Sometimes you want to just stretch out and kick back for a while and let the world roll on outside without you."

"Well, why don't you?"

"Don't I what?"

"Stretch out and kick back. I won't bite."

"If you're sure," Karl said with a grin as he kicked off his shoes.

Well, he's certainly polite I thought. A lot of guys would just jump at the chance to get in bed with a chick even with muddy boots on. I was under the blankets and Karl was on top of them but it still felt exciting to be lying down next to a man like this. He certainly didn't seem to show any signs of suspecting that I wasn't who I appeared to be, but of course I didn't really know how well he knew Elsa. I knew she was interested in him but I could really trip myself up if he started talking about things that they had previously discussed or something so I figured it was better to take control of the conversation as much as possible.

"It was really sweet of you to drop in like this, I mean, after hearing that I was sick and all. I wouldn't have blamed you for running off. I must look terrible."

"No, you look great. I mean, as great as one can look under the circumstances. Besides, I'm not the kind of a man who would run off just because someone was a little ill. I'm not that shallow. Of course it's not like we're in some steady relationship thing already or anything like that but I've really grown very fond of you in a short amount of time and I would hate to have you think that I was only interested in you when you were all dressed up or something."

Wow, this guy seemed like a keeper to me. What the hell was Elsa doing running off with that biker jerk when this perfectly cool dude seemed ready to tuck her in and rub menthol on her chest. I quickly glanced around to see if there was a jar handy by any chance but there was none to be seen. That would probably be a pretty cheap gimmick anyway. If I wanted this guy to touch my boobs I was pretty sure I could make it happen without any sort of medical deception.

Did I want him to touch my boobs? Hell yes! But I was playing with fire. These weren't just my boobs, they were Elsa's as well, and whatever Karl touched now would have ramifications for Elsa down the line. Still, I was super-horny and he was super-hot and this was not a situation I had prepared myself for in the least. I should have been horrified by this turn of events but I was drawn to the excitement like a moth to a flame.

"So were you really just in the neighborhood or did you come by for any special reason?" I asked slyly.

"Well you got me there. I guess in truth I was hoping you'd want to go out and grab something to eat, maybe see a movie or something. I've been thinking about you a lot lately I suppose."

"I've been thinking about you, too," I said without a trace of insincerity. Elsa probably had for all I know. If she hadn't she should have her head examined.

"I probably shouldn't have mentioned it when you're not feeling so hot."

"Forget about that. I'm not sick at all. I'm just being a drama queen. I guess I like the sympathy and the attention or something. I'd love to go out with you but I've kind of convinced my parents that I'm actually sick so maybe we can take in a movie right here. It's certainly more comfortable lying in bed to watch something, don't you think?"

Karl grinned a delightful grin and I climbed out from under the covers and handed him the television remote.

"You choose. I'm pretty much up for whatever you want to see," I said, knowing full well the sexual innuendo of the remark.

Karl channel surfed for a bit before settling on a romance. I guessed that he was doing it for my sake but maybe he was playing his own game and trying to get me in the mood or something. Either way it was a nice move on his part and I snuggled up quite close to him as we settled back to watch the flick that was already about ten minutes in.

It wasn't long before I felt him put his arm behind me. He didn't pretend to be stretching or anything corny like that but I thought it was just the cutest little thing ever. He just put his arm around me and I just rested my head on his shoulder and we just watched the movie...for a while. Then it happened.

Karl turned his head to me and kissed me on the lips.

"Aren't you afraid you'll get sick?" I teased.

"It would be worth it. You just look so adorable lying in there in those funky pajamas. I couldn't help myself."

"No point in stopping now. If you're willing to risk the disease you might as well make it worth your while."


CHAPTER 5:

This time when we kissed I was ready with open mouth. I may have said that I never got that much of a rush from kissing anyone but that was before I was being kissed by Karl Peterson. I felt all warm and tingly all over. I sort of had the sensation that I was melting or something. I started to unbutton my top but Karl jumped in and did it for me. Suddenly my bare breasts were exposed and I felt delightfully wicked.

Karl didn't need more of an invitation than that. He went straight to my tits and began to fondle and caress them. I wasn't sure what to do in response so I just let him have at it and stroked his hair as he put his mouth on my nipples.

Holy cow, there's a man sucking on my nipples! That thought blew my mind in so many ways. Weird that it was happening at all but even weirder that I was enjoying it so much. It must just be Elsa's body responding this way. What else could it be? I'd never thought about a man sucking on my non-existent tits. Why would I? Now that I was feeling it I doubted that I would ever forget the sensation. My nipples felt so sensitive and alive as he tweaked and plucked and sucked them.

"Oh, that feels so good," I moaned out loud.

"You breasts are just perfect baby. Just right...for my taste anyway," he replied when his mouth was momentarily free.

"You just keep tasting as much as you like. I'm enjoying every second of it."

I wanted to see his cock but I didn't want to rush into anything. I helped him pull off his shirt for a starter and was quite impressed by his physique. Not a crazy muscle man by any means, but he had a nice, toned chest that looked very manly and felt quite firm to the touch. I let my hands run all over it while we continued to kiss and caress at will.

"Hold on!" I almost shouted, thinking that I heard footsteps in the hall.

"What's wrong baby, am I going too fast?"

"No, that's not it at all. I'm just afraid that Mrs. Randolph will pop her head in here at any moment and that wouldn't be good. She's planning to bring my lunch up to me and she's probably made something for you too."

"You call your mom Mrs. Randolph?"

"Oh, just when I'm being bitchy and she's messing with my plans," I said, recovering as quickly as possible. "Look, I don't want to seem like a tease or anything but I think we better postpone this a little until we can let it unfold at our leisure."

"Sure, I understand," said Karl, gamely, but with a trace of disappointment in his voice.

"Why don't I spend the afternoon making a miraculous recovery and then tonight you can come back and I'll slip out of the house and go wherever you like. You can just meet me at that window and I'll climb out. Then tomorrow we can probably get together properly as long as I've convinced the guards that I'm back on my feet."

"You don't mind sneaking out the window?"

"It won't exactly be the first time," I said with a smile, knowing that it was partially true.

It was well that I had come to my senses as my mom, I mean Mrs. Randolph did appear at the door very soon with lunch for two. She seemed to be very happy with Karl as a companion for her daughter and I couldn't blame her. He was definitely more respectable than Johnny Clay, although he had turned into kind of a tiger without much encouragement I noted. Perhaps he and Elsa had gone a lot further already than I thought they had. Well, if he came back tonight there was a very good chance that they would go all the way. Hopefully that was something Elsa had already experienced but it was kind of too late now to worry about that.

Karl departed after lunch, and a little more making out, and we made our plans for our secret rendezvous. Instead of pretending to be sick I spent the rest of the day trying to convince everyone that I was feeling much better. It sort of worked but mothers are mothers and they tend to be over-protective where their children's health is concerned so I was encouraged to take it easy and rest as much as possible.

That just gave me time to plan my wardrobe and play around with some cosmetics. I wanted to look hot tonight. Not that it probably mattered. He obviously wanted to fuck me in my bunny slippers so he probably didn't need to get any more aroused than he already was but I wanted to feel sexy and beautiful.

My first attempts at makeup I ended up washing off. I looked too much like a drag queen or an aging hooker or something. Young women didn't need that much makeup to look good. I tried to remember everything Elsa had taught me, and looked up some tips on the Internet before I came up with a look that I was satisfied with. The clothes were harder to choose. Elsa didn't have a terribly slutty wardrobe, which was probably just as well because I might have been tempted to trash it up too much. A skirt seemed like a good idea for easy access and would be kind of fun to wear at any rate, so I slipped into my bra and panties, pulled on a cute top that wasn't too revealing and found a skirt that I thought went pretty well with it. I was no expert on the subject but I think I did pretty well for a beginner. I looked quite pretty in the mirror. I hoped Karl would think so too.

When the time came to slip out I turned off my lights, stuck some pillows under the blanket like they do in the movies when they want someone to think they're sleeping, and slid the window open as quietly as possible. Fortunately it wasn't a two-story house or all of this window climbing would have required a ladder or something. I just swung my legs around and jumped down...into Karl's waiting arms.

We began to kiss again almost immediately and I was afraid that we were going to become so carried away that we would do it right there on the lawn but we managed to break free and slipped away to where Karl's parked car was waiting.

This may have been as far as we were going, and I was fine with that, but Karl started up the engine and we took off.

"I hope you don't think this sounds too presumptuous of me but I took the liberty of getting a room at a motel not too far from here. It's nothing fancy but it's not a total dive. I thought it would at least give us some privacy. I really meant it when I said I was coming by to invite you to a movie or something, but then the way things got going in your room..."

"Relax. A motel sounds just perfect. Obviously I can't spend the whole night but we've got plenty of time before I have to get back. I don't think it's presumptuous at all, I think it's very good planning."

Karl seemed to relax a little after that and we made some meaningless small talk as we headed for the trysting place. He was right that it wasn't a total dive that rented by the hour, but it was hardly the Ritz either but that didn't matter in the slightest. Presumably it had a bed and hopefully that's where we were headed.

I thought about Elsa and wondered where she was right now. Maybe she was in some motel just like this one. Hell, maybe she was actually in this one. I nervously scanned the parking lot but fortunately there was no sign of Johnny's bike anywhere. The odds of us both being here at the same time for the same purpose seemed pretty remote but that was a meeting that just couldn't take place. Once we were inside the room I felt much better, but I still hoped that Elsa wouldn't show up and see Karl's car parked here. That would be pretty hard to explain all around.

That was the last chance I had to worry about Elsa as I was in Karl's arms and we were kissing once more. Kissing was really nice I thought. Especially kissing a man like Karl. I felt a hand reaching up under my skirt and smiled at the pragmatism of my selection. Easy access indeed. My panties proved to be no major obstacle and soon my pussy was invaded by male fingers. Before I could return the favor I was literally swept off my feet and carried over to the bed. My panties magically slid off my body and my skirt was flipped up over my stomach as Karl got between my legs and buried his face in my snatch.


CHAPTER 6:

I purred, at least I think that's how I would describe it. Karl seemed to know what he was doing, although I had nothing to compare his technique with. Whatever he was doing it was working just fine as I could feel myself getting very wet between the legs, and not just from his tongue.

As he worked me below I found myself squeezing my boobs for some reason. I don't know what compelled me to do it but it just seemed natural at the moment. I was really getting into this way more than I should have been and I could feel myself trying to hump his face with my pelvis.

Soon my top was gone and the bra right after it and I clutched at Karl to get him naked as well but he just grinned and held me at bay.

"We'll get there soon enough baby," he said with a smile as he began to give me the most amazing full body massage imaginable.

It was almost too relaxing I thought. His fingers worked my flesh expertly and as I tuned over so that he could have a crack at my backside I was afraid for a moment that I might fall asleep, it was just so damn restful. Of course all of that relaxation was mixed with intense feelings of arousal, which is kind of a weird sensation if you've never experienced anything like that before, which I hadn't.

After a while he told me to just lie there and close my eyes, which I did happily, even though I was afraid I might drift off. I heard the sound of clothing falling on the floor and when he instructed me to turn over and open my eyes I beheld his naked body in all its splendor. I wanted to take it all in but my eyes went straight for his erect penis, which was quite large and bulgy, just like the ones I had been terrified of in the porn videos.

I was honestly a little frightened of it, especially since I knew what he was planning to do with it, but I was excited too. I had no idea what kind of meat Johnny was packing but I guessed he would be hard-pressed to surpass this manly feast. Maybe it just looked huge in my eyes but I think just about anyone would have said that Karl was a very well-hung young man.

There was a moment where I thought I might grab my clothes and make a run for it and another moment where I had the insane idea to drop to my knees in front of him and try to give him head but Karl seemed to be calling the shots and before I could do anything I was on my back with my legs open and he was lining himself up for the attack. Maybe he saw the fear in my eyes but hopefully he saw the longing as well, but either way he paused for a moment and took a hard look at me.

"Are you sure you want to do this?" he asked.

I just nodded in reply and he took his position. I felt fine as the tip of his dick entered me but I let out a yelp as I felt more of his shaft working its way in.

"Are you okay?"

Again I just nodded and clutched at his arms. He smiled a delightful smile and put his whole cock inside me. He was bigger than the dildo, that was for sure, and I didn't see how he could fit into such a tight little space but he kept feeding his hose in and I kept taking it...and taking it...and taking it. I was really glad that I was so wet because it felt like I needed some lubrication to handle his size but as he slowly began to pump me I realized that it wasn't much of a problem at all to accommodate him. What a cool thing a pussy was, I thought. It was obviously flexible, like a rubber band. Rubber! Holy shit! He wasn't wearing a condom. What if he got me, Elsa, pregnant? Was that even possible? I mean I was only a copy of Elsa. This body was nothing more than a disposable illusion. Naturally Elsa and I didn't discuss birth control. There was no reason for the subject to come up.

"I suppose I should have asked before I got in this position but I assume you're on the pill or something," said Karl, as if reading my mind. "I mean, I can put a rubber on if you want."

"No, go ahead. I'm...fixed."

It was the only thing I could think of saying. There was no way he could possibly damage this body since the body was going away the day after tomorrow anyhow. I wanted to feel the "real thing" inside me if I was going to do this and at the moment it appeared that I had already made that decision.

Karl worked his giant staff back and forth, I was going to say in and out but there really wasn't any "out" just "in" and "more in," and I soon fell into a rhythm of moving my body back when he withdrew and pushing it forward to meet each new thrust. Now I knew what penetration really was and I still had difficulty putting it into words.

Although I had never fancied myself a "macho" kind of guy, like Johnny Clay and his conspicuously rugged appearance and attitude, I had always considered myself a man. Sometimes I felt a little out of place in that role and wished that I could just be more "manly" or something like other guys but I had still never taken the leap in my mind to believe that I was some sort of woman trapped in a man's body. Sure I enjoyed dressing up like a girl as a kid, and even got a kick out of it later in life but that always seemed like a silly little game. Now, lying on my back, feeling a man's hard cock pounding my pussy something just seemed to click in my brain.

I really loved this. Not just because it was unique or a kinky thrill. I loved feeling soft and feminine and desirable. I loved that I could make a man hard. I loved that when I jumped there was a guy there to catch me. I loved the way it felt to rest my head on his shoulder while we watched a movie. I loved the simple act of choosing what to wear and trying to make myself more attractive with cosmetics. I loved hearing a man call me "babe" or "baby" knowing that it was a term of endearment and not an insult. I loved touching myself and being touched. I loved feeling a man's gentle nibbling on my nipples. For the first time in my life sex seemed really important to me because I felt like I was where I belonged and with the right kind of partner.

Suddenly my train of thought was interrupted as I felt something new and wild happening to me inside. It started kind of slow, like an earthquake before it hits full power, then engulfed me with the most exquisite feeling I had ever known.

I don't think I screamed exactly, but I got pretty loud for a moment or two. I couldn't help myself. I had no control over it. My body and my brain where helplessly engulfed in orgasmic pleasure that surpassed anything I had thought the human body was capable of feeling.

"That's my girl," Karl chuckled. "Cum nice and hard for your daddy."

He didn't need to encourage me but I enjoyed it anyway. I liked the thought of being "his girl" even if I wasn't really his girl, or a girl at all.

Damn, life could be cruel. Why did I have to find out who I really was when there was no hope of ever being this person? It was better not to know, wasn't it? Or maybe it was unlocking a door that I could go through somehow in some way, although I couldn't see a path at the moment. All I could see was my gorgeous man straining to bring me pleasure and aching for his own relief. He was so strong, and handsome, and kind but had a very manly side as well, especially in the bedroom. It seemed like an irresistible combination.

In porn videos people seemed to jump all over the place, changing from one position to another rather quickly, but we both seemed quite content to ride this scene out as we started, no matter how long it took.

Eventually Karl made a sound that clued me in that the end was finally arriving and a moment later he began to spurt. I wished I could see it but I knew that his hot cum was being propelled into me and I knew from personal experience how relieved he must be at this moment. The male orgasm is so brief and concentrated compared to what I had experienced tonight as a female that I almost felt sorry for him, but he didn't seem to mind at all. With heavy grunts he punctuated each spasm and soon collapsed on top on me as we kissed deeply and slowly.

"You were wonderful," I said softly as I stroked his hair.

"You inspired me baby. I had been thinking about this moment for so long and wondering if it would ever happen."

So Elsa hadn't put out for Karl yet. That was a little disconcerting but there was nothing to be done about it now. The genie was definitely out of the bottle. Hopefully she wouldn't be too upset. I figured I could always volunteer to stand in for her again anytime Karl was feeling frisky. I'd spread my legs for this man with glee so I couldn't imagine why Elsa would have any reservations. Still she was off fucking Johnny Clay when she could have just as easily been here fucking Karl Peterson so who knows what was really in that girl's mind? In my mind this was as good as sex got and I wanted it to last forever but I knew I had to get home soon and sneak back into the house before anyone noticed that I was gone.


CHAPTER 7:

The deception seemed to have worked as no one questioned me about my absence. I don't know whether the pillows under the blanket thing came into play at all but it was amusing to think that I had actually resorted to something like that to go have sex. To go have sex with a man, no less. And not just any man, a wonderful man like Karl Peterson. I couldn't wait to see him again tomorrow.

I should have been really tired given the late hour and the amount of physical activity I had just engaged in but my mind was racing too fast to sleep. I actually got kind of angry at Elsa for sneaking out to be with some other guy when she had Karl all to herself. That seemed sort of greedy. I could be perfectly happy with one man if he was a guy like Karl I thought. It was all so foolish to bother thinking about since it was Elsa's life and I was just an observer but I felt kind of resentful that Elsa wasn't appreciating this man as much as I did.

Tomorrow we were going to go out again and no doubt we would make love some more. That sounded sublime. I couldn't wait to be in his embrace and to feel his sweet kiss on my lips and his hard cock between my legs. It looks like I had been right to be so fascinated by dicks in those videos. They really were something special. Something to be cherished and pampered and appreciated. I should give Karl head. I know it was a dumb thought, but it was instinctively the first thing that ran through my mind when I saw his erection. Well, that and running for the door.

I hopped out of bed and started doing some research. I didn't have a clue as to what you were supposed to do, other than having seen plenty of blow jobs in videos, so I studied for quite some time. I was only going to get one shot at sucking cock so I wanted it to be the best damn BJ I could give.

How had I come to this? Did being female really make me so sexually crazed? That seemed kind of backwards to me. It was men who were supposed to be the sexually obsessed creatures by nature. I had never felt this intense about sex before so maybe it had more to do with finding my true place in the world. It sucked that I couldn't just stay this way forever, but I was determined to make the best of this limited opportunity.

Mrs. Randolph was a little skeptical of my quick recovery but since she approved of Karl so much she didn't really object when I announced that I felt well enough to go out with him. She warned me to take it easy and not overdo it and so on but I think she may have suspected that I was never quite as ill as I had been pretending to be.

Sneaking out the window in the dead of night was so romantic but it was actually much more convenient to just greet him at the front door and walk to his car like normal people on a date.

Once again I resorted to an attractive but somewhat conservative outfit, especially since I had to pass by Mrs. Randolph on my way out the door, but I really wondered what I would look like in something a little more wild and revealing. I certainly had the curves for it.

Skirts were just magnificent I decided. I felt so free, especially with no nasty man parts dangling around down below. I felt really clean and sleek. It showed off my legs and hinted at what was under the material, especially when the skirt rode up a little or was caught in a breeze. It was so symbolically feminine, although Scotsman wore kilts but I didn't know any Scotsman who favored traditional garb like that so it still seemed like a very girly thing to me.

We were going dancing, which was definitely not my thing, so I nursed a Coke for as long as possible while I studied the girls on the dance floor. It didn't look too difficult, in fact it looked kind of fun, so eventually I worked up the courage to let Karl lead me out into the spotlight, or so it seemed to me. Actually the place was kind of dark and nobody would really care what kind of moves I was busting but I didn't want to look like a total idiot.

Wow, add dancing to the list of pleasures I had been missing out on! I seemed to be a natural at it. Maybe it was Elsa. I had no idea anymore what was me and what was her. Even as we danced I kept studying the women around me and tried to emulate them as much as possible. My body seemed to swivel and swing in ways that I never knew a body could twist. Karl put his hands on my hips and I began to rock them like the pendulum of an old grandfather clock. My bra kept my boobs from bouncing out of control but I could feel the weight of those girls swaying in time to the music under my blouse.

Karl didn't do much actual dancing, which was fine with me. I was enjoying handling the heavy lifting on the dance floor. He's be carrying the load later when we hit the sheets.

"You're really good at this," Karl shouted over the noise of the music. "I'm going to have to work on my moves."

"Sweetie, your moves are just fine with me," I replied as I let him give me a little twirl that hopefully looked somewhat graceful.

He was probably just being nice but I appreciated the compliment. I wasn't embarrassing myself at any rate and that was the main thing. No, the main thing was that I was having a good time. Screw what anybody else thought. Why should I worry so much about what other people thought? I felt fine and I was having fun. Wasn't that the main thing? And had I just called a man "sweetie?"

We stayed at the club longer than I had assumed that we would but we were both enjoying ourselves very much. It was actually a good environment for me, under the circumstances. If I were really me, or me in a full-time female body, I'd want to talk more and get to know each other better but it was dangerous to engage in too much conversation while I was pretending to be Elsa. I could explain that Karl had boned me and she could deal with the consequences but there was no way that I could possibly give her a detailed report on every single thing we said to each other had we gotten deep into conversation.

Fortunately we were both young and horny and the only thing really on our minds was getting his dick deep into me. Meaningful conversation would just get in the way. Flirting and innuendo seemed to suffice just fine.

We went to another motel, this one closer to the club. I wondered what Karl's living situation was like but I didn't ask. I didn't even know how old he was or whether he went to school or what he did or a living. That was all information that Elsa would presumably already know so I made sure not to ask. A motel was just fine with me.

When we got through the door the clothes started to fly. There wasn't quite the same delayed formality as last time. Once Karl was out of his pants I was planning to take charge and go down on his throbbing member but Karl had other ideas and I was carried over to the bed again. This time he lay on his back and sort of lifted me up by the hips and positioned me above his cock. Fortunately Elsa was pretty light weight so it wasn't a terrible strain on his arms to hoist me around at will. I found that very appealing for some reason.

It took a little effort to get his rod lined up with my slit but with a little finagling I was able to make the necessary adjustments and felt myself sliding down what seemed like a telephone pole.

This time I was compelled to control more of the action but it was definitely a team experience too. I found that it wasn't just a matter of moving up and down on his shaft. There were all sorts of different sensations to be had by adjusting the angle as well and I wanted to discover them all. I was bumping and grinding all over him and when I started to work up some speed I got the fun of feeling my boobs bouncing away like water balloons tied to a board. They certainly caught Karl's attention too as he grabbed them and gave them a good squeeze, as if afraid that they would fly off.

So I rode and rode and rode and all was beautiful but I was suddenly reminded of my desire to blow him. Hopefully we would have time for multiple sessions tonight but I couldn't be sure so I slowed down a little and dismounted his dick. Karl looked up in surprise but my head was already in place and I just smiled at him and he smiled back and rested his head on a pillow as I began to stroke his hardness.

He was so warm to the touch and I could feel little vibrations as I held him tightly in my hand. I was scared, there was no denying that, but I was also determined. I let my tongue peek out and gave the tip of his dick a little lick. He was still pretty slick from the wetness of my pussy so I'm not sure whether I was tasting my cum or his cock but it didn't matter really. I took a breath and opened my mouth and tried to remember everything I had studied as his mammoth stick of flesh began to slip into my oral cavity.


CHAPTER 8:

I was sucking cock. Strange but true. I had kissed that boy at the Halloween party a few years ago but I never once thought about taking that dude's dick in my mouth. A kiss was harmless. Friends kissed. Relatives kissed. Maybe not as passionately as lovers kiss, but there had been nothing passionate about that gay kiss either. This was definitely passionate, and I suppose gay, although it didn't seem that way since I was currently in a woman's body.

I wondered whether I would still be so eager to blow Karl once I was back to being a man, not that Karl would ever allow that. In my mind I felt like I would do it gladly, regardless of what body I was in but it was impossible to know how I would feel once I changed back to normal. There was no point in worrying about that now, I had to concentrate really hard on the big sausage that was going down my throat unless I wanted to gag and make a complete mess of the whole thing.

It was sloppy and wet and I feared that I was messing it up badly but Karl showed no signs of displeasure. He looked very happy whenever I glanced over at him and that gave me more courage.

There was no way I was going to take him all the way down to his balls so I didn't even try. I kept stroking his ample shaft while I kind of bobbed my head up and down around the swollen tip. Sometimes his dick sort of wedged up into my cheeks but I always put my tongue to good use in lapping at whatever patch of skin was available at the moment.

"Oh, I'm going to cum baby," Karl groaned.

I wasn't sure why he announced it but then it dawned on me that he was just being polite. Most girls probably didn't want a guy to ejaculate in their mouth or used something to spit the goo into but I was totally prepared to take it all down. Nobody in porn videos spat out their man's jizz so I hadn't even considered that as an option.

Instead I just took a good, firm grasp of his shaft and readied myself for whatever was going to happen. Karl glanced at me again and flashed that winning smile as he realized what I was planning to do. Then it happened. The first spurt of his hot seed hit the back of my throat like a bullet, and then another and another followed and I gulped hard to swallow it the best I could. The taste was strangely familiar but I knew it wasn't something I had ever tasted before. Or was it? Suddenly it came to me. That slightly bitter taste of the pink potion that had turned me into Elsa's double. It was fucking semen! That little bitch had made me drink cum with absolutely no warning. Suddenly I knew what she meant about having that taste in her mouth this weekend and almost laughed. So the little vixen was a cock-sucking-cum-swallower. At least she wouldn't be totally shocked by the shameless things I had subjected her surrogate body to.

I swallowed his cum and I licked his penis for more. Not that it tasted so good but I was completely caught up in the sensuality of the moment. I could get used to this, I thought, though I knew I would never have the chance to. It made me sad in a way but I was too happy to let sadness burden me at the moment.

We showered together a little later and watched some TV and ordered a pizza before we made love in the missionary position again. It was the best damn night of my life but all good things must come to an end.

Karl wanted to make a definite next date but I knew I had to be a little evasive. I had already taken too many liberties with Elsa's body but she would have to live her own life from now on without my intervention.

Mrs. Randolph was still awake when I got home and wanted to know how my date went and how I was feeling but she didn't press too much. Karl was such a nice boy she probably felt pretty safe letting her teenage daughter go out with him. What was Mrs. Randolph like as a teenager I wondered? She was still a very attractive woman and I had known her for years. Did she ever sneak out a window to be with a boy? Was there a leather-clad motorcycle jockey that turned her screws before she settled down with Mr. Randolph? Did she ever suck cock and swallow cum? It was hard to think of someone you only knew as a "mother" as someone who was once a young girl full of curiosity and desires. She probably had done all kinds of things that would sort of shock me for all I knew. Women just tend to play their sexuality a little closer to the vest than men.

Despite my brain reeling I slept pretty well that night. Maybe it was all the fatigue and excitement finally catching up with me or maybe it was because I suddenly felt very depressed and wanted to sleep badly. This had been the greatest two days ever and they were coming to an end. Tomorrow I would be Kyle again and Karl would be nothing but a pleasant memory. Unfortunately he would probably be more than that if Elsa continued to date him. I would hear about him and possibly even see him again sometime. That seemed almost unbearable to me as I felt tears running down my cheeks. What a fool I had been to get involved in this situation and to turn it into a big romantic escapade. A complete fool. A silly little fool. A foolish girl who was experiencing her first big heartbreak. I cried myself to sleep.


CHAPTER 9:

"You did what?" Elsa practically shouted when she heard the recap of my adventures as her.

"He came over to visit and we sort of fooled around and then I snuck out that first night and we went to a motel and had sex. The second night we went dancing and to another motel and had some more sex. And I blew him."

"You've got to be kidding," Elsa stammered.

"What's the big deal. You give head don't you?"

"Well, yes, that's not the point. I haven't given Karl head."

"So I just warmed him up for you," I said with a shrug. "You're an idiot of you don't want to suck his cock as far as I'm concerned."

"Oh my God...you fell in love with him, didn't you?"

"I suppose you could say that. He's one hell of a guy if you ask me."

"Holy shit! You're a queer! I mean I always knew you were never the Randy Rugged type but I never imagined that you were a closeted homosexual. I turned a gay man loose in my body!"

"I don't know if it's as simple as that," I replied. "I was as surprised as you are by my actions. I sort of assumed that it was part of the transformation process. Wasn't I supposed to have typically female feelings in that body?'

"No, you were supposed to be you pretending to be me pretending to be sick. I never in a million years imagined that you would voluntarily put yourself into sexual situations. A guy normally wouldn't. The spell just changes you externally, it's not supposed to do anything to you internally. It must have trigged something inside you that was always repressed or something. My body was supposed to just be a costume."

"Well maybe it did trigger something in me. I felt more happy and alive in your body than I ever had in mine. It was wonderful being female. It was the best thing that ever happened to me."

"Oh, my poor, confused, darling friend...what are we going to do with you?"

"What can we do? Obviously I'd be happy to fill in for you again sometime if you need to juggle two men, especially if I get to be with Karl."

"I feel terrible about this. It was all supposed to be so simple. I planned everything out in advance," said Elsa with a confused shake of her head.

"I guess there was a hidden variable that not even you could have thought of. I didn't even know that I wanted to be a girl so how could you?"

"You really want to be a girl? I mean, you're absolutely sure about that? It's not just some crazy fetish or something?"

"If I could I would without hesitation," I replied with certain resolve.

"Let me give this some thought and see if I can fix it somehow."

"You mean you could turn me into a woman permanently?"

"I'm not saying that exactly. I don't know what I might be able to do or not do. Maybe I can at least come up with something that will make you happy being a man again. This whole making a copy of myself wasn't that easy you know. I'm no expert in this stuff, I just kind of fool around with it. But I caused this problem so I'm going to do everything I can to fix it."

I put my arms around Elsa and hugged her. I knew she meant what she said. She may have been annoyed by the actions I had taken on her behalf but she was far more concerned about my happiness and well-being.

"So you actually swallowed his cum?" Elsa asked with a wicked little half-grin.

"Yup. Swallowed it all and licked him dry," I responded, a little more proudly than I had intended.

"So...what did it taste like?"

"I think you know damn well what it tasted like," I shot back. "That's the secret sauce in your little potion, isn't it?"

"Well, male sperm is in there, yes, but not all men taste alike."

"Well Karl tasted a whole lot like that potion but I'm not even going to ask where you got the sample from. What does Johnny taste like?"

"I can't believe we're having this conversation."

"You sucked him off, didn't you?"

"Well, yes, if you want the intimate details. I rather enjoy sucking cocks."

"So do I."

We both laughed so hard we almost fell on the floor. Elsa had to sit down before she could reply.

"Oh, darling you certainly have the making of a good girl...or a very bad one I suppose. It doesn't bother you to talk about sucking cocks while you're back in your man's body?"

"It's a little weird, but I think I can be somewhat objective."

"Are you sure you don't want to just be a gay man? It would make things a lot easier all around," Elsa suggested.

"No, I'm reasonably certain that it wasn't just the sex I enjoyed so much. I liked pretty much everything about being a girl."

"But it was only for a weekend and you weren't even yourself, you were pretending to be me. Being female isn't all some big pornographic gangbang you know."

"Obviously I don't really know what it means to be female all the time but I know how I felt. I felt at home. I felt like I belonged in that body. I'm sure it's not all a bed of roses, but being a guy isn't always a picnic either."

"Well if you really want to know Johnny tastes a little salty. Different guys have different flavors and sometimes that changes too depending on their diet and how much they smoke and so on. I'm honestly not that big of a slut to give you personal experiences with dozens of men but I know what I've read and what other girls have said."

"So girls do talk about sex with each other?"

"Of course we do, silly," Elsa chuckled in response. "How else are we going to learn? From watching all that fake porn?"

I didn't mention that porn had played a large role in my education so far but I logged that "fake" comment away for future reference. It seemed to be a pretty handy guide, as far as I could tell, but what the hell did I know about being a woman anyway?

"So tell me, why would you possibly want to be with another guy when you've got Karl all hot and bothered for your body?" I inquired.

"Johnny's not exactly the guy you think he is. He's actually kind of complex and interesting. Sure, the bad boy thing is appealing on a certain level, but once you get to know him you find all kinds of hidden depth," Elsa replied.

"But Karl's so wonderful," I protested in a kind of whinny little voice that made us both laugh again.

"I think you know him better than I do at this point. Karl seems like a really nice guy but I kind of get a buzz from being with Johnny. The heart wants what it wants, my dear. To you Karl seems like Mr. Right at the moment but to me he's kind of just a cute guy I'm sort of interested in. Crap, I'm only 18. I'm in no hurry to commit to anyone. I'm going to be starting college pretty soon and I'm sure there will be all kinds of guys that I'll find interesting and attractive. I'm keeping my options open. Thank God Karl didn't offer you a ring or something or I'd really be in a mess."

"Wouldn't be the worst thing in the world," I said sullenly.

"Come on, you've been a girl for 48 hours. You might feel differently if you had a chance to play the field a little. I'm sure it was all a romantic whirl but there's a lot more to life than what you do in the sack."


CHAPTER 10:

Life was pretty boring over the next few weeks. I kept bugging Elsa about finding some sort of magical solution but eventually I realized that she was doing the best she could and my constant harassment wasn't helping anything. Elsa may have only been a teenager but she did seem to possess some worldly wisdom beyond her years. She was absolutely right that I had been caught up in a romantic whirl. It had all been like some beautiful dream and maybe the more time that passed the more it would recede into memory as dreams tend to do.

I was changed, there was no doubt about that. I looked at men differently. I watched porn much more often and masturbated while pretending to be female. I even watched some gay porn just to see if it would have the same effect on me but it just didn't for some reason. I especially didn't enjoy the really masculine stuff, maybe partly because I couldn't picture myself in any of those scenarios, even as the bottom. I just didn't have that kind of body.

I tried getting into porn where one of the guys was more overtly effeminate and even looked at some cross-dressing videos but it all seemed so weird to me after having been in such a lovely female body. Maybe it was shallow to think that way and I should have put more concern into the emotional aspect of being with someone I cared about but at the moment I was still under the spell of having tits and a pussy and nothing else really floated my boat...or paddled my pink canoe, which I was missing very much despite having only enjoyed it for such a short time.

Clothes seemed frumpy and lifeless. They just hung from my straight and slender stick of a body with no hint of allurement or sex appeal. Karl was on my mind more than he should have been, but I let my eye wander a bit too and enjoyed a little male eye candy. Maybe this was how it was always going to be. Walking around harboring a deep secret. Pining away for something that could never be. That was a sad thought considering how young I was so I tried to put that from my mind. One way or the other I was determined to come out of this experience stronger and better than before, although I couldn't see how that was possible unless Elsa came up with something spectacular.

"Okay this is something new that I've never tried," Elsa warned me one day, just as I had almost given up all hope. "It's really similar to the potion I gave you before but I think I've taken out all of the stuff that would make you look like me."

"You think?" I asked in dismay?

"How the fuck do I know? Half of the shit I try doesn't work at all and when it does I'm always pleasantly surprised if it doesn't blow up in my face."

"You didn't tell me that before."

"I didn't want to make you any more uncomfortable than necessary."

"So this potion makes me a girl but I won't look like you. What will I look like?" I asked suspiciously.

"Hell if I know," Elsa said with a shrug. "Probably a whole lot like you would look if you had been born female I'm guessing."

"That's just not very reassuring."

"Sorry, it's not an exact science you know. I'm just a kid fooling around with the occult. If you want guarantees go see a surgeon and have a sex change or whatever they call it these days."

"Like I've got the money for that?" I snorted.

"Well, you can give this a shot or blow it out. Unfortunately I've got to have someone to experiment on to see how it goes."

"Jesus, I don't like the idea of being a human guinea pig."

"That's the best I can offer at the moment. Hopefully you'll turn into a girl and be reasonably attractive and just as happy as you were when you were in my body, but I make no promises."

"It's not going to give me the head of a goat or something is it?"

"I hope not. It shouldn't. It might kill you I suppose."

That was a heavy trip to lay on me but I was actually glad that she was spelling out the dangers this time. I never would have gone through with her crazy plan in the first place if she had been this honest about it. Now I was torn. I had talked bravely about how important it was to me to become a woman but did I really want to risk my life to make it happen? Was I that unhappy being who I was? I told her I needed some time to think about it and Elsa actually seemed a little relieved.

What would I look like? That kept running through my brain. It was a terribly superficial thing to worry about, wasn't it? If I truly believed that nature had played a cruel trick on me by sticking me in a man's body by mistake perhaps this was nature's chance to redress the balance. I didn't have a sister to look for some idea of what I might turn out like but I'd never particularly thought of my mom as some smoking hot vixen, but then again, who does? And kids don't necessarily end up looking exactly like their parents anyway. I really had no idea what would happen. Probably it was best to just take the damn potion and see the results...if it didn't kill me.


CHAPTER 11:

I wanted to be pretty. Was that a crime? Was society to blame for all of the sexual imagery of women and the unrealistic expectations of beauty that were placed on them? If society wanted to take the rap that was fine by me but at the end of the day I had discovered the joy of feeling attractive. It just made me like myself that much more. Whether it was right or wrong didn't matter to me. I knew what I had felt looking at myself in the mirror and seeing Elsa and I wanted desperately for something similar to happen now.

What if it didn't? What if I turned out to be kind of plain or even ugly? Obviously I could just take the potion that would turn me back and be done with the thing but it made me wonder how serious I was about the whole gender change concept. Was it really all that cosmetic? Was wearing a skirt so important that I would be willing to change even if my legs weren't anything special to show off and I wasn't concerned about the convenience of letting a hot guy have easy access to my crotch? Was that really worth getting paid less than a man for doing the same job or having to pee sitting down all the time?

I knew that I was going to at least try the new potion but I still took my time about getting around to the process. Finally I worked up the nerve and went to Elsa's bedroom, as I had done before, and waited to see what fate might have in store for me.

"Okay the potion is all ready but I still need to add one ingredient," said Elsa. "Something I couldn't mix up in advance. I need some of your sperm."

"What? I thought you had a whole freezer full of the stuff or something."

"Not just any sperm, I need it to be yours. I've also got to get the measurement just right so why don't you just cum in this cup and I'll dole out the amount I need."

"Are you fucking with me?" I asked.

"No. I don't make the recipes. I'm not sure exactly why it needs to be your sperm but supposedly it does."

"You expect me to drink my own cum?"

"Well not straight. It's just one of the ingredients. Is it really that much different than drinking someone else's?" she pointed out.

I took the cup and sorely wished that Elsa had a private bathroom, which unfortunately she didn't. Elsa just stood there waiting for me and I got the impression that she wasn't planning to leave the room or anything.

"Are you going to watch?" I asked.

"Not exactly. I'm not too thrilled by this aspect of the process either, I can assure you, but we need some jizz so get to work," she replied.

Sheepishly I dropped my pants and took my little pecker in hand. It was rather limp and lifeless so I tried to rub it into action. Nothing seemed to be working. Elsa seemed to be becoming a little impatient.

"You never had any trouble popping a boner when we were kids," she said with a sigh. "Do you always have this problem?"

"No, I don't always have this problem," I shot back. "I just don't usually do this in front of an audience."

"I'm hardly an audience and it's not like I haven't seen your dick before. The first time I touched it you sprang to life like a jack-in-the-box."

"That was a long time ago and a very different situation," I reminded her.

"Do you need to watch some porn or something?"

"I don't know...maybe."

"Oh, fuck it, unless you're totally gay I should be able to get you up," Elsa said with a shrug.

Before I could protest my dick was in her hand and she was giving it a good going over. I felt a little twinge but nothing really bringing me to life for some reason. I must have been too scared and embarrassed and confused by the weird proceedings because I don't usually have any trouble getting an erection. With another heavy sigh Elsa dropped to her knees and took my cock in her mouth.

It was all so surreal. There was nothing remotely sexy about it but I could feel myself stiffening at last. As I looked down at her I realized that this was the view Karl had when I was blowing him and that helped to get me even more turned on. Elsa was pretty good at this, I noted. Of course my dick was really small compared to someone like Karl so it couldn't have been as challenging as what I had faced, but she did a solid job and in no time I was ready to shoot into the cup. With the specimen finally collected Elsa went to work mixing in just the right portion and then the liquid was handed over to me for consumption.

The thought of drinking my own sperm was pretty nasty but I knew it was mixed in with a lot of other stuff that might have been even nastier if I knew what it was so I didn't ask and I didn't hesitate. I just swigged it down and waited with baited breath.

The change came upon me almost exactly the same way that it had before. My breasts expanded and my genitals contracted and then it was done and I was a girl of some kind. I looked at Elsa for a clue but she was just grinning like an idiot.

"God, is that bad?" I asked sadly.

"No, quite the opposite. I'm just admiring my handiwork. Come look for yourself," she said as she steered me over to the mirror.

I was stunned by the reflection. It was me all right, but not me at all. I was softer and rounder in all the right places. I actually kind of looked the way I did when I dressed as a girl for Halloween, only now I didn't have any makeup on or padding under my clothes. I was sort of pretty. Maybe even very pretty. It was hard to know what to think.

"Get out of those clothes and let's see what you've got under there," Elsa suggested excitedly.

I had no apprehension about stripping in front of her. Maybe it was because we were both girls now or maybe it was because she had just given me head but more than anything I was just as excited as she was to see what my womanly body looked like.

It was very nice. My hips seemed a little more slender than Elsa's and my boobs had more of a "ski slope" shape to them but they were ample enough to show some cleavage in a low-cut dress. My pussy was hairy, unlike Elsa's neatly groomed bush, but that could be easily remedied with a razor.

"You're really cute," Elsa said, almost jealously.

"You're just prejudiced because you made it happen," I joked.

"No, you're seriously a hot little piece of ass. I'm almost scared to think of turning you loose on the male population. You're going to be quite the heartbreaker."

"How hard is it to make this potion?" I asked. "I mean, I can't stay like this all the time. At least not right away. I've got a whole life as a man to deal with and sort out. I'm going to need to change back sometimes."

"I can freeze your extra sperm but eventually you might have to give me some more when you're in your man body. The rest of the ingredients aren't that difficult to acquire."

I wondered where she managed to keep frozen sperm without having to explain it to her parents but I didn't ask. Elsa had a way of making things happen. She certainly had done so this time in a big way. She had made me a pretty girl, and a pretty girl of my own, not a copy of someone else.

"So what do I call you when you're like this?" Elsa inquired. "Jim is a pretty silly name for a girl, don't you think?"

"God, I hadn't even considered that. I was just you before so I was Elsa. What was it you used to call me when we pretended to be sisters?"

"Chelsea," Elsa reminded me.

"That's right. You liked the way your name was kind of hidden in mine. Chelsea was good enough for me then so I guess it's good enough for me now," I said with a smile.

Elsa threw her arms around me and hugged me tightly.

"I guess now we really are sisters," she whispered in my ear.


CHAPTER 12:

I wish I could say that I ran out immediately and had astonishing sexual escapes with a variety of well-hung men but sadly that wasn't the case. In fact I had things to do that couldn't be put off so after trying on some clothes and being given a "starter pack" of female stuff by Elsa I reluctantly changed back and went home as a man. I was going to need to figure out how to make this work. It wasn't something I had spent much time thinking about because I honestly didn't think I would ever have to. Now a whole new world was opening up but I had to find a way to live in two worlds at the same time.

Then there was the question of Karl Peterson. I still thought about him, dreamed about him and masturbated while thinking about him. I may not have known him well enough to be truly in love but I was definitely smitten. Unfortunately Elsa saw him first, even if she didn't seem to anxious to get serious with him, but I couldn't very well become her rival. Besides, Karl only knew me as Elsa. He might not even like me as Chelsea.

On the other hand as Chelsea I'd be free to be myself. To open up and speak my mind and tell him what I thought and felt about things. Maybe if he got to know me he'd like me even more than he seemed to like Elsa. It was really something that I couldn't obsess about. I had no business messing with Elsa's love life even more than I already had. We were really sisters now in so many ways, even if she had sucked me off. I wasn't going to do anything in the world to hurt her or betray her. Presumably there were plenty of fish in the sea and I'd be able to reel one in that tugged at my heartstrings the same way Karl had.

Certainly I hadn't been entirely loyal to Karl in my fantasies. I had checked out a lot of guys and lusted after any number of men. I wasn't so silly as to assume that it was Karl or nothing. I was only a year older than Elsa and getting ready for my second year of college so I knew what sort of temptations were available.

I lived alone in a small apartment off campus, thanks to the generous support of my parents. My dad's company had recently relocated to Texas and that's where my folks were now, but since I was in school in California they were making it possible from me to live here on my own, for the time being. It gave me a great base of operations to do my body hopping since I didn't have a roommate and could easily keep a female wardrobe on hand with no questions to answer. Going to school was another thing. Unless I somehow convinced everyone in the world that I had undergone sexual reassignment surgery I would have to stay a man to stay in school. That didn't mean that I had to stay a man when I wasn't in class, but I had no idea how difficult it was for Elsa to whip up that potion. I didn't mind donating my semen to the cause but I didn't want to be a pain in the ass asking her to keep me supplied all the time. Maybe she could sort of mix a larger quantity together and I could store it or something.

There was still a little over a month until school started again and I worked feverishly to clear my schedule of any commitments that required me to be my male self. That would give me a whole month to live as a woman before I had to pick and choose my transformations more carefully.

One thing I decided to do was give my humble little apartment a more female feel to it. It was never what you would call a traditional bachelor pad but it was definitely lacking in style and color. I had never really bothered with decorating as it was basically just a place to sleep and do homework and make a meal, when I wasn't being lazy and living on junk food. Now that I had unlocked my feminine side there was no reason not to let it express itself a bit, although I hardly had the budget for anything too fancy.

It actually helped in a way to make me feel more comfortable about my pending experiment. I was excited but a little intimidated at the same time. As Elsa I already had a full female life built-in for me but as Chelsea I was starting from scratch. What kind of woman would I be? How could I have had this desire locked up inside me for so long without realizing it? Would people treat me differently as a girl? My mind raced with questions and fears and anticipation.

Ultimately I realized that I'd just have to wait and see how it all played out. Maybe it was just some kind of sexual fetish and I'd grow tired of it fairly quickly once the novelty wore off. Having had so little sex of any kind before I might just be overreacting to the sudden rush of sexual excitement but in my heart I felt like this was something much deeper than that.

Fortunately I didn't have too long to wait to put the plan into motion as my slate was clean, along with my apartment, and I got ready to take a dose of the pink stuff that would hopefully see me through until it was time to go back to school and the old ball and chain...I mean cock and balls.


CHAPTER 13:

"Let me dress you up," Elsa suggested once I had finished transforming again. "It'll be like the old days."

I had no objections to that. It was kind of fun and nostalgic to let Elsa make me over into her imaginary sister again. Only now we had more tools at our disposal. It was also kind of a repeat of my solo fashion show performance as we raided Elsa's closet only now I actually had an audience to judge and critique each selection.

We giggled and laughed just like little girls as I paraded around the room in one outfit or another. That was mostly a game but Elsa's cosmetic tips I paid close attention to, being a total novice in that area. She showed me the basics and I asked her to teach me some more advanced techniques in case I wanted to get all dolled up for a big night out or something and I was constantly amazed at how much a little bit of makeup could really change my whole appearance.

"I can't just bum clothes off of you all the time," I pointed out. "Besides, we're not exactly the same size or shape."

"Well there's a solution to that honey...it's called shopping."

So Elsa and I went out in public as two girls hitting the shops. It felt kind of good to have another woman with me for my first outing as Chelsea as it made me feel like I was already accepted as female and Elsa knew the best places to shop too.

It was also probably good that she was there to keep me from going overboard with my selection in clothes, which did seem to run towards the slutty side. I was thrilled with my new body and I wanted to show it off I guess but Elsa was probably right in suggesting that I don't go crazy with that sort of thing. One went to the supermarket a lot more than one hit the dance floor after all. Still I snagged a few things that caused her to raise an eyebrow but she just laughed and called me a slut.

Shaving my pussy for the first time was a new and unique experience and I wasn't sure if I wanted to go completely bald or leave a little something. I tried to shape a bit of a landing strip but my aim wasn't as steady as I liked having no experience working a razor down there so I ended up with a very clean muff. Maybe with practice I could sculpt the landscape a little better but the clean look was fine too.

I had already ordered a couple of sex toys online in anticipation of my new body so I at least had something to break in my new pussy with and to keep me company until I found myself a guy. I assumed that everything would work pretty much the way it had when I was in Elsa's body but I didn't want to take any chances.

Having my own toys, and a room where I could get as noisy as I liked, gave me a great opportunity to explore and experiment with my new equipment. That's when I really discovered how powerful the clit was and how I needed to utilize it more. I also realized where the expression "polishing the pearl" came from and I polished my pearl quite a lot!

Just hanging around the house didn't seem all that different to me. A bowl of cereal still tasted like a bowl of cereal and aside from all the masturbating I wasn't really doing anything all that different than before. It was whenever I left my apartment that I started to feel the difference.

The first thing was that I was conspicuously noticed. Men looked at me. It wasn't my imagination. Some kind of glanced and some even stared but it was a very strange thing to deal with at first. Normally if a stranger looked at me I'd assume my fly was unzipped or that my hair was on fire or something but it slowly dawned on me that men just look at girls, especially pretty ones. It was flattering but also kind of unnerving, not being used to that sort of thing yet. I felt like a female imposter and feared that somehow people could tell but I knew that wasn't very likely. I wasn't just dressing up like a woman I was actually female at the moment and there was no way in the world for anyone to suspect that I had ever been anything else.

Now I know this probably makes me sound like a total whore but as much as I was enjoying daily life as Chelsea I was also getting really horny and no matter how much I jilled off I wanted a man pretty badly. Since Karl wasn't really an option at the moment I figured that I'd have to go out and round up a man of my own but in that I was kind of clueless.

Some guys had flirted with me, at least I assume they were flirting, but nothing had really come from it. Men just seemed to like to talk to girls even if they didn't ask for a phone number or press for a date or anything. That was okay because none of them had particularly grabbed my attention so far. My lack of a social life as a man didn't help much because I wasn't clued in on the best hookup spots or accustomed to the whole dating scene.

Then I thought about the club where Karl and I had gone dancing and decided that was as good a place as any to go hang out. There were bound to be single guys there looking for some fun and I was more than ready to provide that.

The first time I put my "fuck me" outfit on I actually took it off and changed into something more respectable before I decided to go back and wear it anyway. I did want to get fucked so why not advertise it? This was Chelsea's big first adventure and I was totally committed to it ending up in bed.

Being at that club brought back memories of Karl, but fortunately they were pleasant memories, and I particularly recalled how much fun it was to let loose and just groove for a while. I've never been a terribly outgoing person and usually shunned the limelight but as Elsa I felt free to shake my booty and get a little wild. Now in my own female body I hoped I would feel the same but I was kind of self-conscious about being there alone and not sure what to do next.

I went to the bar and was about to order a Coke when an older guy leaned in and offered to buy whatever I was drinking. I say he was an "older" guy but he was probably only in his mid to late 20's, but when you're 19 that seems old enough to be noticed. I had been shelling out a lot more cash lately on clothing and home decorations than I probably should have been so I gladly accepted the free soft drink.

"I've never seen you here before," said the man who had purchased my drink as we both leaned on the bar and watched the dancing.

"No, it's not a regular hangout of mine," I replied as I took a sip of my drink. "Just thought I'd get out of the house tonight."

"I'm glad you did. It's always nice to see a new face around here...especially such a pretty one. I'm Dave, by the way."

"Chelsea," I said as calmly as I could.

For some reason my knees were literally shaking. There was no doubt that I was being hit on by a guy and it kind of freaked me out. As Elsa everything just happened so fast. Karl showed up and already had some kind of a relationship going so I was just swept up in Elsa's romantic life. All I had to do was try not to mess things up for my friend too much. Now I was on my own. I wasn't pretending to be someone else, although I still felt like I was pretending to be a girl. I wasn't wearing a wig and there was no padding in my bra but I couldn't shake the feeling of being in disguise.

It was hard for me to even focus on whether I found Dave attractive or not. I felt kind of helpless. I didn't want to hurt anyone's feelings by rejecting them. I had no practice at this sort of thing. We kind of chatted for a short time and then we hit the dance floor. Fortunately that loosened me up quite a bit. Dave seemed to know what he was doing and I let my body move in wonderfully sensuous ways. At least I hoped that was what I was doing. I couldn't see myself dancing so I had to hope for the best.

"You want to get out of here?" Dave shouted in my ear.

"Sure," was the only thing I could think of saying.


CHAPTER 14:

We left my car in the parking lot and I jumped into Dave's vehicle, which was probably not the smartest thing to do with a guy you just met at a club, but I was in kind of a trance and not thinking too clearly about anything. We drove for a while until we came to an apartment complex a few miles from the club.

Dave led the way and soon I was seated on his couch while he asked me what sort of music I liked. I let him choose and he put on some kind of soft "mood music" like people do in the movies.

"You want something a little stronger than a soda?" Dave asked with smile. "I don't need to see your driver's license."

That was good since my driver's license said I was a man and that would be hard to explain no matter how closely the picture still resembled my face. I said I'd have whatever he was having and Dave went to work at the bar.

He was smooth, that was for sure. I imagined that he had brought a lot of girls up here from that club or other clubs or wherever he went. As I took a better look at him now I decided that he was definitely attractive, but in kind of a rugged way. He had that slightly unshaven look and a certain "I could care less about my appearance" vibe going, though he probably put a lot of thought into how he looked. I suddenly began to realize why Elsa was drawn to Johnny Clay. Some men just have "manly" stamped on them for some reason and it's a pretty hard thing to resist.

"You live around here?" Dave asked as we sat rather close together on his sofa.

"Yeah. I go to the college," I replied.

"College girl, huh? Brains and beauty. I like it. I'm surprised a hot little thing like you wouldn't have a steady boyfriend. Or maybe you do but you just like to get a little wild sometime."

With that he leaned over and kissed me and I kissed him back. I had no ready response for why I did or didn't have a boyfriend and it was nice to be kissed. We made out on the couch for a little while and Dave was definitely not shy about putting his hands wherever he wanted. It seemed kind of aggressive but then again that was sort of his appeal. He knew what he wanted and he had the confidence to assume that he was going to get it.

"I don't really know you," I very softly muttered in some form of resistance that came from nowhere.

"Come on, be honest. You didn't get dressed up like that just because you like to go dancing. And you didn't jump in my car because you thought we were going to sit around and get better acquainted, now did you?"

"No," I admitted feebly.

"Good, because that would probably be a pretty dull evening for both of us. Now show me your tits baby. I've got a feeling they're really special."

I did as he asked and pulled off my top. Then with shaking hands I reached behind my back and unfastened my bra. I still wasn't very good at that yet so my shaky hands didn't help but I got it off soon enough and sort of tossed it behind me. Then I sat and looked at Dave as he examined the merchandise.

"Very nice. Very, very, nice indeed! So young and firm. You're really something special baby, you know that?"

I thought that he probably said that to every girl he brought up here but I didn't see the need to articulate the thought. As corny and slick as his line was it was working on me. I liked being told that I had nice tits and that I was something special. I'd never felt like anything special before. Someone really wanted me and I didn't care why all that much. He was the first guy who stepped up and made his move. I felt like putty in his hands.

Dave pulled down his pants and his hard penis popped out to greet me. It probably wasn't as large as Karl's but it was ample and impressive in its own right.

"Just stretch out on the couch and make yourself comfortable baby. That's it. Now just reach over and touch it. Yeah, just like that. Just touch it."

I again followed his instructions and began to stroke his member. Dave ran his fingers though my hair and gently applied some pressure. I understood exactly what he wanted me to do and there was a moment of rebellion where I thought I should protest but I honestly couldn't think of any good reason to do so. Instead I opened my mouth and put his cock in it.

"Good girl. I knew you weren't one of those uppity cock teases who likes to get a man all worked up and leave him hanging. You just have the look. How old are you? 18...19? Shit, when I was that age you couldn't have gotten a girl to go down on you if you begged on your hands and knees."

Dave just kind of kept up this rambling monologue as I slurped away at his dick. I obviously couldn't answer his questions or interject any thoughts of my own so I just blew him while he kept a gentle but steady pressure on the back of my head.

"You like being a dirty girl, don't you?" Dave continued. "I'll be you do have a boyfriend. Probably captain of the debate team or something. But you've had your fill of frat boys and you like to go out on the prowl and get into a little trouble sometimes. Oh, that's good baby...you know how to suck a dick, that's for sure. That's a fine skill for a little slut to know, isn't it? Moves you to the head of the class, so to speak."

I was turned on beyond belief. I admit it freely despite what it may make me seem like. Obviously he had absolutely no idea who I was or what my life was like but I kind of enjoyed him inventing a story for me. Why not be the dirty girl who liked to fool around on her straight-laced boyfriend? And if he thought I was some experienced cock sucker then the joke was on him. I felt a slight sense of danger, but not so much that I was actually afraid for my safety. It was just a tingle down the spine kind of thing.

"This BJ is fantastic but I need to fuck you before I pop," Dave announced as he repositioned me on the couch so that I was on all fours with my butt facing him.

He still had his shirt on and his pants down around his ankles but he managed to get up behind me somehow and got into position. I felt my tiny skirt being flipped up and my sexiest panties being pulled down and then my ass cheeks being squeezed and fondled and spread apart.

"Goddamn I love teenage girls!" Dave said with a laugh as he gave my rear end a hearty slap. "You could bounce a quarter off that ass. Smart girl to enjoy it while you can."

Then he was inside me. Firm hands grasped my hips and hard cock pounded my pussy and I was practically going out of my mind almost the moment he slid it in. I absolutely knew that I was being used and that I was nothing to him but a fresh piece of ass but that didn't make me mad or anything. I have all the time in the world for hearts and flowers, I thought. I wanted to get laid and I was getting exactly what I wanted. It was an extremely fair bargain. Why mess around with a lot of cheesy small talk when all either of you want is to cum? It may not have been typical female thinking but I was as far from the typical female as you could get.

As he rode me from behind I felt delicious. Not in the dreamy, romantic way I had felt with Karl but in a more rugged and primitive way. I was soft and small and weak in his power and he was doing what men have done to women since before recorded history. I was one of a trillion female asses to be presented to a man like this and it made me feel like I was part of the community.

I moaned a lot and made little whimpering noises which Dave seemed to find just delightful. It obviously gave him a buzz to know that he was completely in charge of me at that moment. He was pounding me hard and saying all sorts of lewd things that I can't even remember but I was creaming like mad and practically begging for him to do it even harder.

Then it was done and his semen was mixing with my pussy juice and I heard Dave zipping up his pants before I even turned around to look at him. Apparently the party was over and I just looked around for my bra and stuck it back on. He did ask me if I wanted to use the bathroom before he took me back to my car but I didn't see the need. I was just going to drive home and I didn't really care what my makeup looked like or anything.

Dave kept up a fairly steady stream of chatter as we headed back to the club. He was full of praise and compliments and although I suspected they were somewhat hollow I appreciated them anyway. In many ways I probably was the best lay he'd had in a long time. I was young and attractive and I didn't play any games. I sucked his cock when he wanted me to and I bent over and let him bang me when he felt like it. I didn't ask for his phone number and I didn't try to push myself into the conversation very much.

"Well Chelsea...what kind of a woman are you?" I said out loud to myself as I started up my car and headed for home.

I didn't really have an answer for that yet.


CHAPTER 15:

Obviously the expression "good girl" had two very different meanings depending upon how it was offered. Traditionally a good girl is one who guards her virtue, at least to some extent, follows the rules and expects a man to treat her like a lady. In the old days it probably meant a virgin but that was ages ago.

When a man calls you a good girl while you're giving him head it's a very different story. It sort of means you're submissive enough to "know your place" in the presence of a strong man, or at least one who pictures himself as such. That kind of good girl takes it up the ass without expecting dinner and a movie first. It was high praise, albeit kind of a left-handed compliment.

The word "girl" also took on kind of a different meaning under the right circumstances. Even if the age difference wasn't that great a man expected to be called a man, not a boy, but a woman was often referred to as a girl. An older woman might be flattered to be called young again but there was a definite power thing going on there as well.

I was in Dave's power. Not that I mean that he was threatening or restraining me or that I had some fear that if I didn't do what he wanted there would be dire consequences. I knew that I could go home anytime I wanted. I had my phone. I could have called a taxi, or even the cops if it got really ugly, although I had no desire to deal with my confusing identification issue at the moment.

No, I was under Dave's power because I let myself be there. I enjoyed it. I suppose it's easier for me, having never been the alpha male type anyway, but it was still an eye-opener for a guy who had always been a guy until recently. Dave just pushed all the right buttons, especially for the mood I was in.

When you buy a new car you want to drive it everywhere. You look for excuses to get behind the wheel, even if it's just to run some mundane errand that you wouldn't ordinarily look forward to. I really wanted to take my womanly body out for a spin, even if it was more of a cross-town hop to the store instead of a cross-country road trip.

I'd never been the aggressive male type. I didn't go out for sports teams or know anything much about locker room banter. As much as I hated myself for it there were times where I felt really inadequate over the size of my penis, but it was much more than that. I was kind of a bookworm who stuck to himself most of the time, and many of the friends that I did have were female.

Maybe I should have seen this coming a long time ago. It was a chance to be softer and less butch than other guys without it feeling like it was an insult. It was a compliment to be a "good girl" when that meant being pleasing and acceptable to a man, but I still wasn't sure if that was how I wanted to be defined forever.

Party girl sounded like fun. Who doesn't like a party? And if getting a little drunk and flashing your tits for a room full of horny college guys gets you thought of as the life of the party, what was wrong with that? I'd actually been to one such party and I didn't look down on the girls there for being promiscuous or displaying exhibitionism, I think I just felt a little embarrassed and out of place. Those girls might have been straight-A students with bright futures ahead of them for all I knew. I didn't associate flaunting your physical assets with some sort of lack of intelligence. I did kind of wonder what made them act that way, but purely out of intellectual curiosity. It certainly seemed to make them popular, at least in that room, and I could certainly understand that desire.

It was probably way too early to be worrying about what kind of a woman I wanted to be. Obviously I was going to need to spend a lot more time in this body before I even came to really think of myself as a woman at all, or more precisely, as a female version of me. I was still body hopping, trying tits on for size, making up a character with a fake history. At some point, if I stayed female for any length of time, I would have to be myself. Hopefully that would just come naturally. We normally go through life just slowly developing into the person we are without really noticing. I was anxious to see what the future had in store but I realized that I needed to be patient.

For the next few days I didn't rush out and try to get laid again. Not that I wasn't horny or that I had been scared off by my last experience, but I guess old habits die hard and I sort of got lost in reading for a while.

Elsa had been keeping close tabs on me since the experiment began and I think she was incredibly relieved that not only did I not grow a goat's head, I actually seemed to be happy and adjusting well to my new gender identity. I guess she felt that it was safe to introduce me to some other girls so she suggested that we have kind of a "spa day" with a couple of her other friends. Linda I knew vaguely from having gone to the same high school but I'm not sure where Elsa and Jenny had met. I was actually more nervous about hanging out with other women my age than I was about going to some strange man's apartment.

"What if Linda recognizes me?" I asked in a slightly panicky voice.

"She's not going to recognize you. I can introduce you as your cousin or something if that makes you feel better," Elsa said with a shrug.

"But how can you be sure?" I pressed.

"Because people tend to see what they see and take it at face value. You look like a girl. I assume you act enough like a girl to be believable. Nobody really believes in magic so no one is going to jump to the conclusion that you're really a man who has been transformed into a woman by drinking a magical potion. Just relax and be yourself...or your girly self, whoever that is."

Considering all the pampering we got at the spa it was actually pretty easy to relax. If Linda thought she recognized me she showed absolutely no sign of it. The other three girls did most of the talking, but that wasn't all that strange since they were all friends who had hung out together before. I was the "new girl" in the gang and just trying to fit in.

It was amazing how much more open and frank women seemed to be about things like appearances around other women. They freely complimented each other on how pretty someone's earrings were or how silky their skin looked. If I, as a man, told some guy I loved what he was doing with his hair I'd probably get punched in the mouth. Girls seemed to touch each other and hugged at the drop of a hat. No wonder men assumed that every female was a lesbian at heart. I don't think any of these girls were lesbians but they sure were very friendly. It didn't take too long before I started to actually believe that I belonged in this little circle of femininity.

We were all lying naked on massage tables, covered only by a towel, with some weird cream shit caked all over our faces when Linda suddenly broke the peaceful silence.

"Okay ladies, sex update. Name your most recent partner and when it happened," she said, taking charge of the room. "I'll go first. Sergio Alvarez...a week ago...and it was amazing!"

We all kind of giggled although my face was so encrusted in mud, or whatever it was, that I don't think I could have cracked a smile no matter how hard I tried.

"Johnny Clay," said Elsa rather seductively.

The other girls let out a sound of appreciation. I was a little surprised, I suppose, since I naturally assumed that Elsa would have come to her senses and jumped into Karl's arms, but I obviously knew she had a thing for the motorcycle dude.

"About a week ago I guess," Elsa continued. "And hopefully again this weekend."

"Ah, fuck I can't even remember the last time I got laid," Jenny sort of whined. "How come you guys get it on all the time?"

"Because we swallow, honey, why do you think?" Linda teased.

"Fuck that!" Jenny snorted. "I'd rather eat plaster."

"Then maybe you should try dating a contractor," Elsa joked.

"Okay, fine, for the record...Daryl Winters...last spring break."

"Wow, you need a man, honey. Maybe we can find you one here," Linda suggested. "There must be some hot masseuse with magic fingers running around somewhere."

"A lot of good that would do. You'd just nab him before I had a chance," Jenny pouted.

"Probably. But you could have the leftovers. How about you, new girl? Time to confess your sins."

"Ah...Dave...a couple of days ago," I said.

"Dave who?" Elsa inquired.

"Well...I guess I don't really know his last name."

That brought squeals of delight from the other girls.

"Good for you girl!" Linda said enthusiastically. "We're going to have to watch out for this one. She liable to steal all our boyfriends. So how was...Dave with no last name?"

"Good. Okay, he was pretty awesome, really."

"Did you swallow?"

"I would have but he wanted to finish up from behind," I answered truthfully.

"You see. That's how you get laid more often my dear," Linda said in Jenny's general direction. You've got to give some if you want to get some."

We all laughed again and the conversation drifted away from sex, which was fine by me since I didn't really have any other experiences to relate except those with Karl and I didn't think it would be a good idea to go down that road in front of Elsa and her pals. I felt like I had passed a test or given the secret handshake or something. I was the new girl, but I was one of the girls at any rate. That felt very warm and reassuring.


CHAPTER 16:

"I hope I haven't created a monster," said Elsa when we were alone later that day.

"What do you mean?" I asked.

"Running around getting fucked in the ass by strange men named Dave. What's that all about?"

"I didn't say I got fucked in the ass. I said from behind," I clarified.

"Whatever. Where did you meet this Dave and how come you didn't mention it before?"

"I don't know why I didn't mention it. Never came up in the conversation I guess. He's just some guy I met at a club. We hooked up, that was it. No big thing at all. It's not like I'm turning tricks on street corners you know."

"Well where is all of this coming from? When you were pretending to be me I can see how the sex thing kind of fell in your lap. It sounded like things got out of hand and you just went along with it. But you obviously went out either open to the idea of having sex with a man or actively seeking it. Are you still saying that you're a straight guy underneath with no interest in dudes?"

"Well that's hard to say. I've actually tried to think about men while in my male body, and the thought of having sex with them doesn't freak me out anymore, but there's no doubt in my mind that when I'm female I like men a whole lot."

"Welcome to the club," Elsa chuckled. "They can be real fucking assholes sometimes but boy, there's something about that manly scent that just makes us all turn into whimpering idiots. It must be genetics. They've got that whole seed of life thing going on for them. Not that I want to get knocked up anytime soon, but there must be something in the female DNA that makes her want all that sticky stuff swimming up inside her."

"What about Karl? He doesn't seem like an asshole. He seemed pretty cool to me, at least in my limited exposure. Why are you still messing around with Johnny Clay?" I asked.

"Oh I'm just messing around in general right now. I start college in a few weeks and I guess I'm clearing the decks for whatever that brings. I'm not really seeing Karl anymore and Johnny...well he's just kind of fun. It's nothing serious."

"So you're not seeing Karl at all?" I ventured, trying not to sound too excited.

"Why, do you want him?"

"Not if it's going to cause you any trouble."

"Shit, I don't care. You're the one who gave him head, not me. Honestly I'd rather think of you dating a decent guy like Karl than shacking up with hairy dudes named Dave."

"He wasn't that hairy...okay...he was pretty hairy, but I don't see what that has to do with anything."

"Baby, just try to take it slow, whatever you do. You've got a powerful weapon packed away down between your legs and you don't know how to handle it yet. I'm not saying you need to cop some princess pussy attitude and make men jump through hoops of fire to get a taste but you don't need to fuck every single man who ever smiles at you."

Elsa with her wisdom beyond her years again I thought. She was absolutely right. I didn't need to fuck every guy I met. I didn't need to fall in love and settle down for life either. I was still so young and just now beginning to explore the world from a new angle, it would be foolish of me to go overboard in one direction or another.

Still, I couldn't help but feel a little excited over the idea that Karl was free and that I actually had Elsa's blessing to go after him if I wanted to. Of course how to make that happen was a huge question that I still had no answer to.

He had never met me as Chelsea so it wasn't like we had all hung out together and now he could just switch from one girl to the other. And I couldn't very well have Elsa call him up and say "hey, my friend who's never met you is really hot for your body and wants to go out," or anything remotely like that. Now that he wasn't dating Elsa he was no longer part of my orbit in any way.

Certainly I was interested. The ease with which I was able to become attracted to him had been a major factor in my realization that perhaps there was a woman inside me. Things just fell into place with him and felt so natural, despite being the weirdest situation in the world. If Karl hadn't popped in to see Elsa that day, unexpectedly, I probably wouldn't be in this female body right now. When you connect with someone that deeply and that quickly it's hard to just write it off as no big deal.

In some ways it was probably just as well that I didn't have an easy opening with him. I could see myself falling hopelessly in love with that man and then what? A constant stream of excuses for why I couldn't be with him all that often? I still had no idea how this jumping back and forth between genders things was going to work. Steady boyfriends who potentially had marriage on their minds were probably not in my immediate future. Take it slow. Play it cool. Don't get too serious about anyone. Let's see how I feel about this whole female thing a few months from now once I've gone back to school and can only be a woman part-time. Maybe it's all just a phase and it will pass. Don't get in the middle of something you can't get out of.


CHAPTER 17:

Surprisingly I actually stuck to that advice for the remainder of my month of girly time. I did a lot more flirting than fucking and was starting to learn how to be fairly decent at it. I've always been a fairly quick study so I made a point of observing female behavior wherever I could.

The summer ended way too quickly and I was back to my old male self, trudging off to my classes in my boring male clothes. Just stepping on campus again made me realize how many hot guys there were all around me. I'd never noticed before, or thought about it, but Elsa was probably right about clearing the decks. The place seemed to be crawling with studs of all kinds.

Maybe it was just my recent boy crazy experience of being female for the first time but I sure wished I was back in my feminine frame. I bumped into a couple of old acquaintances and shared pleasantries about how we spent the summer, which of course I had to carefully edit to exclude the real highlight of my vacation. What totally blew my mind as I stood there talking to those guys was the fact that I was sizing them up sexually. Looking at them in a way I never had before. They weren't really close friends, as I didn't have any really close friends except Elsa, but I knew them and liked them well enough so that they weren't total strangers.

Scott Stimlander had always seemed like a pretty nice guy. He was bright and outgoing and had a good sense of humor. As we engaged in idle chitchat I looked at him closely. It felt kind of sneaky to be doing so but I didn't see the harm in it. He had let his hair grow a little over the summer and I thought it suited him, not that I could mention that to another man. I suppose the main thing was that I liked his personality so I logged that away for future reference. I had no idea when I'd be guzzling the nasty pink stuff again but I knew that I wanted to make it count when I did.

It was Scott who actually provided the first opportunity when he told me about a party he was going to and asked if I wanted to come along. He said it was kind of an exclusive, underground thing and you needed an invitation to get in. I gladly accepted his extra invite, knowing that I would put it to use, just not as my male self. If Scott ever noticed my absence I'd just tell him that I had car trouble or that something came up at the last moment. He'd never know that he was actually inviting Chelsea.

I had bought these really high boots because, well, because they were just so darn cute and I had to have them! This would be my first chance to wear them out in public and I had the perfect miniskirt to go with them. It was a party after all, there was no reason to be modest. I wanted to have some fun and I was certainly dressed for it.

The party was in one of those non-descript industrial parks that had tool and die shops and auto body repair places and whatnot. It was the kind of place you'd drive by a hundred times without noticing. Just row upon row of gray box buildings with metal roll-up doors. Somebody had obviously gained access to an empty building, hopefully with the owner's permission, but who knew for sure?

The place was pretty large once you got inside and already packed with people by the time I arrived. There wasn't much in the way of furniture but the sound and light system looked like it belonged in Las Vegas or something. Light was twirling and spinning everywhere and the music was pounding a steady beat.

I just hung to the back for a while and took in the scene. I certainly didn't have to worry about my attire being too shocking as many of the women there were barely dressed at all. In fact, as the evening wore on it became pretty obvious that clothing was optional for men or women as plenty of bare flesh was jiggling around on the dance floor and nestled away in dark corners where couples were making out on whatever they could find in the way of furnishings.

I kept looking around for Scott but it would be hard to find anyone in this jammed mass of bouncing humanity, yet eventually I did spot him and noted that he was alone. Maybe he was looking for me, I thought. Well, not this me, the other me. I had a hunch that he'd actually rather find this me so I casually strolled over to near where he was standing.

"Pretty wild party, huh?" I shouted.

"Yeah. I sort of know the guys who are throwing it," Scott replied. "They always get a good crowd. Fortunately a place like this is so isolated nobody's likely to call the cops not matter how crazy things get."

"Yeah? How crazy do they get?" I asked.

"Well it's usually not much worse than naked dancing and a lot of people getting wasted but I've heard that some of their parties turn into a big orgy if you stay long enough."

"I'm not in any hurry to leave. How about you?"

"Not if you're staying," Scott replied, looking at me closely for the first time.

"I'm Chelsea and I like your hair."

"I'm Scott and I was thinking of cutting it."

"Don't, it looks good on you. And it's handy to have something to grab onto, don't you think?"

"You just convinced me. I'm not cutting a single hair. You want to dance?"

"Oh yeah."

I hadn't totally considered the issue of dancing when selecting these super hot boots but as there wasn't much room on the floor anyway they didn't prove to be much of an impediment. It was the kind of party where there was a lot of bobbing up and down in sort of a hypnotic state as the music wormed its way into your brain, even if you weren't on drugs.

It turned me on that I knew Scott Stimlander in my other life. I don't why, but it did. One might assume that I would avoid old acquaintances but I got a kick out of thinking about the secret that I would know that he would never be aware of. And I knew that I already liked him on a friendly basis. He wasn't just some random stranger and I knew I was safe with him whatever we did or wherever we might go.

"I'm kind of hot in here. Mind if I take my top off," I asked as innocently as possible after we had been dancing for quite a while.

"Please, by my guest," Scott replied with a grin a mile wide.

After removing my shirt I wasn't sure what to do with it so I rolled it up into sort of a towel and tied it around my ankle. After another few minutes the bra came off too and I fashioned another ankle bracelet out of it.

Scott's shirt soon gave way as he tied it around his waist and we began to dance very close together, sometimes facing each other and sometimes with my back to him. Each time my nipples rubbed against his bare chest I got a little tingle of excitement. It was just so naughty to be dancing topless in public and so wicked of me to be acting like I didn't know my partner. Well, hopefully I could make that up to him before the night was over.

In all honesty I think I already had made his night. Every time I turned around I could count on him copping a feel before he let his hands slide down to my waist. Dancing while a guy is fondling your boobs is pretty trippy, I have to say. Just another one of those things in life I never imagined happening to me.

After dancing for who knows how long Scott took me by the hand and led me over to a dark corner of the building. He put his arms around me and we kissed. I assumed we were about to have sex but Scott just pulled up a couple of boxes and we sat down.

"Who are you anyway, and how did you happen to come to this party?" he asked.

"Does it matter?" I said, not sure that I really wanted to chat right now.

"I'm curious. Why me? Why, with all the hot guys in this place did you come over and start talking to me? I mean you're just gorgeous. You could have your pick."

I told you, I like your hair," I joked. "Don't sell yourself short, Scott. You're a good-looking guy. Maybe you're just my type or something."

"You want to get some air?"

"Okay. Just let me put my top back on," I grinned.


CHAPTER 18:

It did feel good to be outside again and breathing some fresh air. We strolled around the industrial park, which wasn't exactly a romantic setting, but I was enjoying myself quite a bit. It felt so natural to be talking to Scott but I had to be careful not to say anything that would give my true identity away. Somewhere along the line he took my hand, and I let him, and that made the walk even more pleasant.

I couldn't really tell him much about the details of my life. My interests, the movies I liked or the books I'd read were all safe ground, but I couldn't very well tell him that we went to the same school and had some classes together. I had to be kind of vague and mysterious about where I lived and what I did. Maybe that just made me more interesting, I don't know, but it didn't seem to take him out of the mood.

"Do you want to go back inside or do you maybe want to go somewhere else a little more private?" Scott suggested as we worked our way back to the party building.

"Whatever you want is fine with me," I said.

"Let's go for a drive then."

I hopped in his car and we took off. It wasn't at all the turn of events I had been expecting but I was game for just about anything. After driving around for a while we ended up at the beach. I wasn't a big beach going kind of guy, even though I lived near the ocean, and I certainly couldn't remember the last time I was there at night but the moon was making lovely ripples on the water and we just strolled down to a secluded spot and lay in the sand.

We talked some more and then we made out and then we talked some more and made out again. We never took our clothes off but Scott did get his hand under my little skirt and I let his fingers rub all around the outline of my pussy through my panties. If he had pulled them down or suggested that we get naked I wouldn't have refused but it was kind of nice the way he didn't presume anything. I think he genuinely liked me, and I already knew that I liked him.

It got pretty late and it became apparent that we weren't going to fuck that night so he drove me back to the party, which was still raging on, and he made me promise that I would see him again. I hadn't planned on that but it just worked out that way. Fortunately I don't think he knew what my car looked like or would have any reason to recognize such an ordinary-looking sedan in a crowded lot. I kissed him goodnight and assured him again that we would see each other soon. If an orgy had broken out inside I wasn't really all that interested in finding out at the moment. I had some thinking to do.

I didn't think it was a very good idea to see him again but I had given my word. Of course I was going to lie to him, once I was back to normal, about why I couldn't make the party and I had told a few little lies in my conversation with him and in fact my whole charade was a lie in a way. I hated that aspect of the experiment. I wanted so badly to just be free to be myself as a woman all the time with no need to make up excuses or be evasive with anyone, but that just didn't seem possible.

Being with Scott had started out as kind of a kinky novelty but as things progressed I found that I was having a really good time. He was the same guy I knew, but different too, if that makes any sense. He wasn't trying to make up a bunch of shit to impress me or talking down to me in any way but his tone of voice was a little different, especially once we were getting more romantic. He softened the edge a little, I guess you would say. And he was more openly considerate and concerned about my needs and feelings. If I saw him on school on Monday and dropped my books in front of him he'd probably just wait until I had picked them up to continue our conversation but if Chelsea dropped them I had no doubt he'd be on the ground in a flash trying to retrieve them. It's the way a man gives his jacket to a woman if she says she's cold. It's not that men are totally inconsiderate to each other but they do seem to go out of their way to be gallant when a lady is present.

That was kind of nice. It made me feel special. I wasn't used to that kind of treatment and really appreciated it. Of course I didn't mind getting bounced around by Dave while he kept up his running commentary on what a fine piece of ass I was, but I had a feeling that would get pretty tiresome after a while. A more gentlemanly type would probably be preferable in the long run.

But what long run? Who was kidding? Scott obviously wanted to get to know "me" better and how much more could I tell him? I could certainly see him again any weekend that we were both free but I was sure he'd wonder why I never was available on the phone or something during the week. We could email, of course, or text chat anytime without me giving away my secret, but like all potential relationships I might have there was one big problem. Most of the time I had a cock and calls and I had a feeling that would be kind of a deal-breaker.

I was curious to see how he handled my lame excuse for not making the party and wondered whether he would brag about his exploits with Chelsea but he was pretty cool about the whole thing.

"That's all right man, but you did miss a great party," said Scott with a smile.

"Oh, yeah? Did you get laid?" I inquired.

"No, but I met a pretty terrific girl. At first I thought she was just some crazy sex fiend the way she came on so strong and danced topless and shit but when we got a chance to be alone she was really interesting. I think you'd like her. You guys seem to have a lot of the same tastes."

"Are you trying to pawn her off on me?"

"Not at all. I saw her first. I'm just saying she's not some party bimbo. She's sophisticated and well-read and just really nice to be around."

"Are you going to see her again?" I asked.

"I sure hope so. She was kind of mysterious in a way. Didn't want to volunteer too much personal information, but it's hard to blame a woman for that these days. Nobody wants to end up with some creepy stalker cutting their head off and dumping their body in the desert."

"I'm sure she didn't think you were a creepy stalker," I joked.

"But you can't be too careful. I'm sure a lot of guys seem perfectly normal until they're breaking out the bone saw."

"Hopefully you'll see her again. Sounds like she's a pretty cool chick."

"She is. She's not like any other girl I've ever met. There's just something kind of...I don't know...different about her."

"Maybe she used to be a man or something," I tossed out as a personal inside joke.

"Well if she was she's either got the best surgeon in the world or some kind of magical spell because she was about as all-woman as a woman can get."

Wow, that was a trippy conversation I thought as I sort of walked in a daze towards my next class. Scott was still being a gentleman, even with the opportunity for full-on male bragging. He had summarized the situation pretty exactly...even down to the bit about the magical spell. Yes, I was probably a very different kind of girl and someone with a little sensitivity and a sense of observation would probably have no trouble picking that out. Fortunately he seemed to view it as an asset, not a detriment, so there was nothing wrong with me being a little different.

I was also surprised that he seemed impressed by the fact that I wasn't a total slut. I had planned on being one when I left the house that night, but Scott had guided things in a different direction and I had simply followed his lead. Had he been more like Dave he could have bent me over the hood of the car or demanded that I blow him at the party and I probably would have gone for it. He seemed to like Chelsea for the same reasons he liked the male me, only Chelsea was in an appropriate package for a romantic expression of those feelings.

Scott would see me again, that was for sure. Maybe I was making a big mistake by leading someone on like that, especially someone I knew and liked in the other world, but I was pretty anxious to spend some more time with him and that desire overcame my logic and my caution.


CHAPTER 19:

Our second "date" was a couple of weeks later. We went to an art gallery and ate lunch and just kind of walked around window shopping for a while. Scott seemed to understand that I wasn't too comfortable about giving away too much personal information and didn't press me for it at all. We had plenty of other things to talk about anyway.

We ended up holding hands again and that led to some more kissing but things were moving at a nice and leisurely pace. It was sort of like he wanted to win me and was in no special hurry to claim his prize. I felt sort of like a fish on the end of a line with an expert fisherman who didn't want to reel me in too quick and spoil the challenge. It was a new game for me and a new role to play and I savored every minute of it.

There was absolutely no doubt that I would fuck him if he asked so I didn't feel guilty toying with him a bit along the line. It was surprisingly easy to do, even for someone like me with no experience. Just the way I would touch him from time-to-time while we were talking or the seemingly innocent things I would say that I knew had a sexual connotation behind them. Then it occurred to me that he might not be the master fisherman playing me on his line, he might be kind of a scared college kid not wanting to be too aggressive and scaring me off in the process. I could see that. My few forays into the world of dating had always been kind of terrifying. Women always seemed kind of moody and unpredictable and one minute you seemed to be getting along just fine and the next she was coming up with excuses for why she had to be home early.

Maybe Scott was a little afraid that I would reject him if he tried to take me to bed. I knew that I turned him on because I could feel his erect penis through his pants whenever we kissed, just as I had felt it when we were fooling around on the beach that first night together. I honestly wanted to get laid pretty bad because it had been a while and I didn't get that many chances these days to be Chelsea but I didn't want to mess things up with Scott either. I decided to let him take the lead a little longer. If it looked like he was dragging his feet too much I'd have to seduce him, but hopefully it wouldn't come to that. Fortunately it didn't, although it wasn't going to solve my horniness right away."

"Hey, I hope you don't think I'm being too pushy by asking but there's a three-day weekend coming up in October, Columbus Day or something I don't know, but my folks have this cabin up at the lake and it's free for me to use if I want to and I just wondered whether you'd be interested in coming up there with me. I know cabin sounds pretty rustic but it's actually a very nice place and the view is spectacular. There's a little cafe near there so it's not like we have to cook or anything but otherwise it's very secluded and private."

If I didn't know the man I'd probably be thinking about what he had said about creepy stalkers cutting my head off but I was certain that Scott had no such plans in mind. I thought the idea sounded lovely and agreed without hesitation.

The smile on his face kind of said it all. I think he had genuinely been afraid that I would be offended and slap his face or something so I was very happy to relieve that tension. Columbus Day seemed like a long way off but it was only a couple of weeks and I could live without sex that long.

The hard part really was seeing Scott at school and wanting to talk to him about our trip and the date we had been on and all sorts of things that I couldn't talk about as a man. He just seemed to be becoming more and more attractive to me all the time, although he hadn't done anything to change his appearance. I happily noted that he had kept his word about not cutting his hair and took that as a compliment. Maybe I really would be grabbing onto it sometime soon and he would see the wisdom of my suggestion.

I couldn't very well let him pick me up and discover where I lived so I told him that I was going to be running some errands that morning with a friend and that she would drop me off at his place. Elsa happily agreed to provide me with a lift and just shook her head when she saw how excited I was about the pending extended weekend.

"First you're a whore now you're some cow-eyed romantic. Make up your mind girl," Elsa teased.

"Do I have to?"

"Fuck no. That's what's good about being a woman, sweetie. You can mix and match all you want. Have a good time and tell me all the sordid details when you get back."

I loaded my luggage into Scott's car and then we were off. It was a fairly long drive to the cabin but as we climbed up into the mountains the view more than compensated for the journey. I was so happy at the moment that it wouldn't really have made any difference anyway but the scenery only added to my romantic anticipation.

Scott wasn't kidding that there really wasn't anything too rustic about the "cabin" except the location and the style of external architecture. Inside the place was remarkably elegant. I had no idea his parents were loaded but they must have something stashed away to afford a place like this in this location.

If it was still summer we could have gone swimming at the lake but it was a bit chilly for that in October so skinny-dipping was probably not an option. On the other hand they had a big redwood hot tub on an upper deck and I had a feeling we'd be getting wet one way or another.

We were both pretty hungry after the long drive so we headed for the cafe and had a delightful lunch and picked up a few snack items at the little general store that was adjacent. The cabin was fully stocked with all the liquor you could imagine so we didn't need to worry about that should the desire for an alcoholic beverage pop up. I wasn't a big drinker but I could see myself sipping some wine in that hot tub if the opportunity presented itself.

It actually presented itself rather quickly. After a tour of the cabin and a brisk walk around the immediate grounds Scott suggested we relax in the tub.

"I didn't bring a bathing suit," I teased, knowing full well that clothing was not going to be required.

"Well you could wear one of my t-shirts and your underwear or something..." he stammered.

"Silly, I'm just messing with you. You've already seen my boobs and I'm guessing that you didn't invite me up here for three days of playing cards and walking in the woods. Now strip out of those clothes, crack open a bottle of wine and let's hit that tub!"

It was time for me to be a little assertive I figured. I enjoyed hanging out with Scott and could probably have had a good time just bumming around his luxury cabin but we both knew that this trip was about sex so it seemed better to cut to the chase and get things started.

He had a nice body, better actually than I had imagined, but it wasn't really an issue for me at this point. I liked him...a lot...and I wanted him inside me. I didn't need to rush but I wanted him pretty bad.

The wine was excellent, for what little I know about wine, and the hot water against the cool evening breeze was a spectacularly sensuous feeling. I didn't need any booze to loosen up but it seemed to work wonders on Scott who became much more aggressive in a short time. He actually took the glass out of my hand as he slid next to me and I felt his fingers toying with the outside of my vagina, much like on the beach but without those annoying panties in the way. As his tongue entered my mouth his fingers entered my pussy and my body responded with a little ripple of excitement. Maybe I wasn't going to have to take the lead after all.

While we kissed and he finger banged me I stroked his rock hard cock. So what if he wasn't as huge as Karl? I knew my magic box was flexible and that it would wrap snugly around him whatever his size. I guess he was pretty anxious too because before I knew it he was ejaculating under the water. He was embarrassed and apologetic but I put his mind at ease as quickly as possible.

"That's just the first of many times that's going to happen over the next three days. I've already cum, too, you just can't tell the same way."

I hadn't but it was a helpful lie and it seemed to boost his spirits. Actually as he continued to finger me I did have an orgasm not too long after that and that seemed to especially please Scott, who I'm guessing knew that I was lying on his behalf earlier.

While waiting for him to recover I was suddenly struck with an idea and hopped up on the deck that surrounded the cabin side of the tub. I spread my legs open and let my hand slip down between my thighs.

"Would you like to lick my pussy?" I asked.

He did and pretty soon I was moaning again and shaking from another orgasm as I clutched at his head driving his face even deeper into my snatch. Now he knew what that longer hair was for.


CHAPTER 20:

We didn't eat dinner that night but neither one of us seemed to notice. We just hung out in the tub for a long time and then toweled off and headed for bed. I had planned to break out my sexy lingerie that I had brought along for the occasion but we were both naked already so we just got under the covers and I pulled my legs back and waited for my lover to enter me.

As he did I felt so warm and wonderful and womanly. I thought I had handled things really well so far and was beginning to understand that a woman needs to be sort of a psychologist sometimes. In porn the people all just jump from one choreographed position to the next and if somebody pops too soon they just cut that out in the editing. Presumably those guys didn't need a lot of encouragement, the professional ones at least. They got paid to get hard fast and keep it up a long time but Scott was just a regular guy full of doubts and fears and insecurity. Maybe he still wondered why I had picked him so it was important to me to make him feel as manly and strong as possible. Nobody really taught me that it just made sense to me and I enjoyed doing it anyway.

I did know from experience how fragile an erection could be. Nobody had ever tried to make me feel manly or strong so I almost felt more ashamed of getting hard than anything else. I certainly wasn't going to let that happen to Scott. I didn't have any lofty expectations and I wasn't going to put any pressure on him. He probably wasn't all that experienced and I certainly wasn't, as a man or a woman, so why not just experiment and explore?

Scott certainly had a lot more stamina this time around and it was quite a while before he was pumping his semen into me and we were both quite content to just cuddle up and snuggle after that until we fell asleep.

I had really been looking forward to my first chance to spend the whole night with a guy and I was glad that it was Scott and not just some random hookup. It actually took a moment for me to clear my head when I woke up to realize that I wasn't dreaming but then I just smiled and pressed my naked body against his while he continued to slumber.

Having the cafe nearby was handy but I actually didn't mind the thought of cooking for my man at all. I was fairly handy in the kitchen and wouldn't have objected to the opportunity to show off my domestic skills but lunch at the cafe had been very tasty and breakfast was equally yummy and very hearty.

After breakfast we kind of just hung around the cabin for a while until Scott suggested that we go for a walk. He knew the countryside here quite well and took my on a lovely little trek to a quiet meadow. This was an ideal spot for a picnic I thought but then a much naughtier thought popped into my head and I suddenly stopped and pulled down my pants and my panties.

Maybe Scott thought I was planning to pee or something because he looked away but when he turned back he saw me patiently waiting with my back arched and my bare ass sticking out as I supported myself up against a tree.

"Well are you going to keep me standing here all day," I said with a tone of mock impatience.

"I was just admiring the view," Scott shot back with a smile. "Lovely scenery in this part of the country."

He was definitely right about the view but for the next ten minutes or so all I really saw was a lot of tree bark in my face. It was my first time fucking standing up and my first time fucking in the great outdoors. I was pretty sure I would remember both of those milestones for a good long time.

I was glad that he wasn't so shy as to be put off by my bold move. It was a bit of a gamble but it seemed to be paying off. He hadn't hesitated to drop his pants and mount me once I made it clear that he had an invitation to do so.

It was extremely unlikely that anyone was going to come along at that precise moment but the thrill of possibly being discovered added to the excitement. It also felt good to be that free. The sounds of nature mingled with our own natural sounds of pleasure to create a symphony of the senses.

The first time I heard my girly noises when I was masturbating with Elsa's dildo I was kind of taken aback. I'd never really made any noise when I was jacking off as a man. Maybe a tiny little exhale at the end or something but nothing like the noises that Chelsea made. In that body I seemed to go through a whole range of audible expressions, some that probably would sound pretty silly if heard out of context. I couldn't control it, it was just an involuntary release like laughing or crying, but I was growing to enjoy those sounds very much. I had read somewhere that most women didn't moan naturally during sex and were most likely faking it to please their partners but I wasn't doing anything planned.

My arms were getting a little scratched up from the tree bark but I didn't even notice at the time. I was completely lost in the beauty of the moment as I jerked my backside in time to his thrusts. I had planned to finish him up by taking him in my mouth but the opportunity never presented itself as Scott had a good grip on my hips as the first jet of his cum was unleashed inside me. That was fine too as I enjoyed the feeling of a man ejaculating in my pussy, even if it was more mental than physical. Even though I couldn't have children the impulse to mate was deeply instinctive. For rather obvious reasons it was a moment that always reinforced the fact that I was female in big bold letters.

I was learning so much so fast that it was hard to take stock of it all. I was very comfortable being on the receiving end of sex and I didn't mind the thought of seeming physically weaker than my partner, despite my male underpinnings. On the other hand I had discovered how much the woman is actually in control of many things in a relationship, even though she often keeps that information to herself and simply manages the stage to get everyone to where they need to be.

Although I had never thought of myself as gay I found it incredibly easy to make love to a man. Whether that means I had been repressing some kind of secret desires all these years or not I have no idea and don't really care. As long as I was happy now trying to please my male partner what difference did it really make? Being female seemed to suit me and there really wasn't any denying that. Maybe nobody would ever really be able to explain exactly why certain people feel the way they do about things and for me it was a lot easier to just go with those feelings and let them take me where they would.

The rest of the weekend went far too first and was basically a blur of fucking and kissing and talking and hiking and long stretches in the hot tub. I was really smitten with Scott by this time and felt a little guilty at first because it seemed like I was betraying Karl, the man I thought might be the great love of my life. That was foolish, of course, because Karl didn't even know that I existed and I had only known him in Elsa's body. The greater lesson for me was that my heart was obviously flexible and that I was bound to have feelings for any number of men. At 19 there was no need for me to attach too much importance to that. A young girl's heart is always ready to be filled and often bruised and broken along the line. If I was going to keep on trying to be female it was probably best that I kept that thought in mind each time I assumed that the man I was with at the moment had to be the one and only.


CHAPTER 21:

Once again the act of seeing Scott when I was male was a very tricky thing to handle. I would love to have been able to throw my arms around him and give him a big kiss, but I shudder to think how that would have gone down. A couple of times during the weekend I had been tempted to tell him my secret but stopped short at the last moment. Everything was just going so well that I didn't want to do something that might ruin it. It was selfish of me, but how do you explain something like that anyway?

I had a feeling that I would tell him eventually, when I could work up the courage and find the right time and place to do it, if such a situation ever presented itself.

I probably should have avoided Scott more when I was male but instead I found myself increasing the time I spent with him. I was inexorably drawn to his presence I guess and I adored hearing him praise Chelsea, even though he had no idea that I was that woman. It was really so unfair and deceptive and that's not who I am at heart so I finally gave in to the pressure and invited Scott to my apartment one evening, transformed into Chelsea but prepared to transform again to prove that I wasn't insane.

"Lover, this is the hardest thing in the world for me to say and at first you'll think I'm joking or nuts or messing with you or something but just hang in there and hopefully a lot of things will begin to make sense to you," I began.

"Wow, that's quite an opening statement," Scott chuckled a little nervously.

"I have a pretty big secret and I've been keeping it from you because it's not something that's easily explained. But I feel guilty about that and I like you so much that I need to be honest, even if it ruins everything that we have going. You see this little bottle of liquid? This is how I become Chelsea. I drink it and I turn into the woman you see before you. If I drink again I revert to my natural state, which I hate to think of as the real me because I love this version so much more."

"Is this some kind of weird role-playing?" Scott asked in partial seriousness.

"In a way. Chelsea is a role that I've been playing for a few months now but it's the role that suits me best and if there's ever a way to make it permanent I'll do it in a heartbeat. Unfortunately at the moment I'm kind of limited to taking the opportunities whenever I can get them and going back to the old way most of the time."

"So what is your...natural state?"

"Hold on to your hat baby, I hate to tell you that I was born a man. Worse than that, I'm someone you know."

"Holy crap! You're Kyle Hamilton!"

"How the hell did you guess that?" I said in dismay.

"Well you look like him, for one thing. Not exactly like him of course, but if you're looking for the facial resemblance it's not hard to see at all. Plus you have all the same interests and even the same sense of humor. I thought it was all just a weird coincidence because I never imagined it could be anything else."

"So you don't need me to transform in front of you to convince you that I'm not making this up?"

"No, I believe you. As crazy as it all sounds I believe you. Why would you ever make up a story like that if you weren't prepared to back it up with proof? You're right, a lot of things do start to make sense. Of course you wouldn't want to talk about your life too much and you'd only be available on select occasions. And it also explains how a girl like you could seem to be so crazy about a guy like me. You were just pulling a big prank."

"Oh, no! No, no, no...it's nothing like that Scott, believe me! I adore you, I think you're wonderful, my feelings for you are absolutely true! I never imagined that things would work out the way they have but I'm so happy that they did. There's no prank involved. I just got swept away and I didn't want it to end but the guilt was too much for me. I thought you deserved the truth," I cried as tears began to stream down my cheeks.

"So you can take this potion anytime you want and you become a woman again?" Scott asked rather slowly.

"Yes. It's not something I can just run down to the drugstore and pickup like a bottle of aspirin but I can presumably always get more when I need it," I replied hopefully.

"And you really care for me, I mean when you're a woman?"

"Honestly I care for you very much either way, but especially when I'm a woman. Then I can actually do something about it and express my feelings so much more openly. I didn't have those feelings until I started fooling around with this stuff but once I met you as a woman the feelings have remained the same whether I'm a girl or a guy."

"So when we're both men you actually look at me...sexually?"

"Um...yeah, kind of I guess," I admitted sadly.

Scott just laughed. The whole thing must have seemed pretty crazy and there probably wasn't any other logical thing to do than laugh. I tried to laugh too but my tears kept getting in the way and I felt like I was going to faint or something so I sat down on the couch next to Scott and took his hand.

"Please don't hate me for this. Everything I did came from the heart. I love being a woman and I especially love being a woman when I'm with you. I wish I could be this way all the time but for now I don't think I can. Do you think you could possibly live with this for a while? Give it a try at least and see how it goes? If it's too weird for you in the long run I'll totally understand but I don't want to lose you."

My reply came in the form of a very deep kiss planted on my lips. I hugged and squeeze Scott so tightly that I'm surprised he could even breathe. This had all gone so much better than I had anticipated and I kept waiting for the other shoe to drop.

Fortunately it didn't and the only shoes that dropped were the ones on our feet as we tore at each other's clothing. Hell, maybe somehow this was a kinky turn-on for him or something but it sure didn't seem to cool his jets the way I had thought it would. Realistically I suppose it's kind of flattering to hear someone say they'd change their gender to be with you.

We were mostly naked in no time and I jumped on the floor and got on my knees in front of him, positioned between his legs.

"Oh, Scott, thank you for being so understanding. It just makes me adore you even more!" I said before lovingly receiving his manhood in my mouth.

Looking back on it now it probably seems like I was trying to "do him a favor" by blowing him or something but it wasn't that way at all in my mind. I just wanted desperately to please him and to show him how devoted I really was.

I started fast and wild then got control of myself and slowed down and began to really service his dick with great passion and care. I avoided too much contact with the sensitive parts around the head so that he would last as long as possible. As I relaxed I could feel more and more of his shaft sliding down my throat and finally I realized that it could go no further. The tip of my tongue had reached his balls which I began to squeeze with one hand, something I hadn't done much of before.

It was almost as if I had activated a pump because as I began to gently squeeze he began to violently erupt and I pulled my head back quickly so that I could take his load and savor it in my mouth before swallowing. He was so thick and hard and hot that day and for a moment I flashed back to the first time of taking the potion and the strange slightly bitter taste it left in my mouth. I had been pretty shocked when I learned what it was that had caused that taste and I had no idea at the time that I would develop such a fondness for it. Scott's cum was probably as salty and bitter as ever but to me it tasted like that wine we had enjoyed in the hot tub. It tasted like strawberries and whipped cream. It tasted like dark chocolate and cool mint. It's really kind of a gooey mess but right then and there I wished I could bottle it up and drink it for desert. It was the essence of my man who seemed to forgive me for my deception and might even love me in spite of who I was in my other life.

It was Friday afternoon which quickly turned into evening and then the weekend was gone but we were together every second of it. It was going to be really strange to go back to being Kyle and to see Scott at school only now I didn't have to pretend anymore. I probably still wouldn't throw my arms around him as a man, but he might not mind a quick little pinch on the butt sometime, just to remind him of what was waiting for him the next time I drank the potion.

It wouldn't be a very normal relationship but what the hell. Maybe it wouldn't work. Maybe it would. All I knew was that any man who was open-minded enough to give it a try was a man worth trying to keep.

I was so glad that Elsa had made that wacky request that I stand in for her. What seemed like an embarrassingly dumb way to spend a weekend had turned my whole life upside down and unlocked a secret that was so deeply buried inside me that I didn't even know it was there. Elsa's magic had gotten me this far. Who knows? Maybe she could come up with something that would take care of all the problems and let me be this way forever. With a little magic anything is possible.


AUTHOR'S NOTES:

This one was a lot of fun to write. I kind of bounce back and forth between scientific explanations for the gender change and magical ones but they're both interesting in their own way. Ultimately they're always kind of symbolic anyway. These stories obviously aren't meant to be textbooks on how one transitions in real life, they're fantasies that try to explore the complexities of gender identity and how a transformation might impact different people in different ways.

I think this is the first time I've ever done a literal "body swap" kind of thing, although technically Elsa and Kyle aren't swapping bodies, Kyle is becoming a duplicate version of Elsa, but in any case it was kind of new ground for me to explore. Perhaps sometime I'll do the full on trading places sort of thing just to see where that leads.

Thank you to all my loyal readers for sticking with me this far. When I wrote my first TG book, "The Transformation," I really thought that I had told my "sex change" story but in all honesty I don't ever seem to run out of fresh ideas and I'm already thinking of my next book before I finish the one I'm writing. I hope I can keep delivering the kind of quality work you've come to expect. At the end of the day it's all about pleasing you, the reader. And hopefully making you a little horny, too! (Said with a seductive wink and a look that tells you everything.)
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