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CHAPTER 1:

"My, don't you look adorable! You look good enough to eat...so I think I will."

My head was still a little woozy from just waking up but I was certainly conscious of the fact that my legs were being spread apart before a soft feminine hand began to gently caress my pelvis. The hand belonged to my longtime platonic friend Jessie Morgan and it was hard to believe that I was finally in bed with her at last.

We had grown up together, went to school together, and shared a lot of secrets and adventures, but the one thing we had never done was be sexually involved in any way. That was primarily at her insistence. She seemed convinced that sex would ruin our friendship.

"Look, Pete," she would often say, "I've had a lot of boyfriends and when it ends it doesn't usually end all that well. What we have is better than that. It's a special bond. Do you really want to risk that just to get your dick wet?"

I never told her so but the answer was probably yes, especially during our high school years when I was getting really horny, and she was totally blossoming into a major babe. I certainly didn't want to ruin our friendship, but I honestly couldn't see how a little harmless sport fucking could do that.

Now she was looking at me from between my legs with those incredible green eyes that shone like emeralds. How had we come to this at last? My mind was still too foggy to comprehend it, but I wasn't going to complain. Any moment now my dear friend Jessie was about to go down on me and all I had to do was lay back and enjoy it.

After a smile and a wink I watched her head disappearing and felt the warmth of her lips on my pussy. My pussy! That was the first time I realized that somehow I had become a woman.


CHAPTER 2:

Now panic, shock, horror and dismay might be the reactions you would expect from someone who just woke up and found out that they had switched genders, but I was just feeling kind of buzzed...and horny. Seeing my pal Jessie's bare boobs for the first time, after dreaming about them for years, absolutely made me hard...well...wet I guess I'd have to say now. And the fact that she was performing oral sex on me, albeit in a different way than I might have fantasized about, made it difficult for me to really focus on the negative aspects of my situation, no matter how alarming they might be.

"Such a pretty pussy," said Jessie, pulling her head up for a moment and giving my snatch a good rubbing.

"Is it?" I asked, craning my neck to look down between my legs.

"Very pretty. And very tasty," Jessie replied before she put her head back down and resumed licking my muff.

When I glanced down at my crotch it was hard not to notice my new tits sticking up in front of me. They weren't huge, but they looked very firm and perky. I started to squeeze them and found that they were firm, but supple, and that my nipples kind of tingled when I pinched them softly.

Naturally I had no idea what it would feel like to have my pussy licked, having never had a pussy before, but I was learning very quickly that it felt fucking fantastic. After a while I had to kind of squirm a bit as the intensity of the sensation was almost getting to be too much for me and I realized that I had been moaning rather loudly, which made me feel a little embarrassed.

"You're so good at this," I commented softly while Jessie really pushed me to the brink.

"Well it must be beginner's luck because I haven't had a lot of practice doing it," Jessie replied.

That made sense. I'd never known Jessie to be a lesbian, or even all that interested in experimentation, but I probably didn't know all of the details of her sex life, no matter how close we were. If she had ever been with a woman before she certainly hadn't mentioned it to me.

That would probably have made things a lot easier for me, if Jessie had just been a lesbian all along. I still would have been attracted to her, perhaps even more so, but at least I wouldn't have to feel any sort of personal rejection for her lack of interest in screwing me. If she just wasn't into cock then she wouldn't be into mine or anyone else's. And if we both liked girls it would just be one more thing that we had in common. We might have even gone to strip clubs together or something.

Well, if she didn't have experience at bean licking it certainly didn't show. Of course I didn't have any experience receiving that kind of treatment so maybe I was giving her too much credit, since whatever she was doing was making me cream. A more seasoned veteran might have more technical points to critique. I was just happy to be having an orgasm.

When I finally seemed to be coming back down to Earth Jessie crawled out from between my legs and came and lay beside me on the bed. We kissed very deeply for quite a long time, and it felt wonderfully strange to be pressing my own boobs up against another woman's.

"So I take it you're not too mad at me?" Jessie asked with a sly smile.

"Why should I be mad at you?" I replied, sincerely confused. "That was phenomenal!"

"I mean for slipping that drug into your drink and turning you into a girl without telling you," said Jessie.

"So that's how it happened," I said kind of blankly.

Things were slowly beginning to come back to me now. I recalled that Jessie had told me about a party that she and her boyfriend Tom had gone to that turned out to be sort of a swingers/partner swapping kind of thing. They were going to leave, but instead of chickening out completely they hung around for a while and by the end of the evening they had both gone off with someone else to fool around. Apparently they had both rather enjoyed the kinkiness of the experience and that sparked an interest in "spicing" things up a little in their love life.

One of the things that Jessie and Tom wanted to try was a three-way, but they were reluctant to do it with a stranger so Jessie had pitched the idea to me.

"It's not going to mean anything," she had told me. "It's just sex, and just this one time."

Naturally I agreed. I wasn't crazy about having to be in close proximity to another naked man, but if that was my only way to get in the sack with Jessie I wasn't about to turn it down on technicalities. Tom was a very genial guy, and even though I had some resentment over the fact that he was banging the girl of my dreams, it was hard not to like him. I figured if I had to be around some naked dude it might as well be him. Obviously I would be focusing my attention on Jessie anyway so hopefully I wouldn't notice what Tom was doing all that much.

"I'm not mad, but I am a little confused," I said, coming back to the present moment. "Maybe whatever you slipped me turned me into a brainless bimbo but I seem to recall that we were getting together to have a three-way with your boyfriend Tom."

"No, you remember correctly," Jessie replied.

"So what the hell am I doing in your bed in the body of a woman?" I asked.

"I thought the shock of turning female might require a little period of adjustment to get used to so I figured what better way to get acquainted with your new equipment than to have a nice wet orgasm to break it in with."

"And I appreciate that, believe me, but it still doesn't explain why you turned me into a woman in the first place," I pointed out.

"Well that part of the plan was definitely supposed to come as a surprise, which I guess it did. I knew how much you wanted to have sex with me, and how I had resisted you all these years, but then the idea to make you female first popped into my head and it all made sense," said Jessie.

"Maybe to you."

"Well this isn't at all like having sex with you as Pete. You obviously look and sound nothing like that guy, or any guy for that matter. If we do this crazy thing on a lark one time it will never come back to haunt us. On some level I'm sure we're both aware that the real you is somewhere inside that body, but it's buried so deeply that you might as well be another person entirely," she explained, making it actually sound almost logical.

"So all of that three-way business was just a ploy to get me to come over expecting to fuck you?"

"Not at all. That's still going to happen. Tom will be here any minute and then he's going to fuck the both of us."


CHAPTER 3:

I felt a little chill run down my spine. I had resigned myself to the fact that if I wanted to fuck Jessie I would have to see Tom naked, and depending on what kind of positions we got in I might even have to brush against his bare leg or something once or twice, but I had certainly not bargained on the whole idea of actually having sex with him.

"But I'm not gay," I protested.

"Neither am I, but I didn't mind going down on your sweet little slit. What we just did was gay, but since you're a woman at the moment being with a man will actually be straight. You, me and Tom...the math is exactly the same, the only thing that's changed is the configuration of the genitals. We were all going to fuck each other anyway so I don't see how this changes that."

I couldn't argue with the math, or the logic for that matter. What bothered me was the configuration of the genitals, as she put it. I had assumed that Tom and I would be sticking our cocks into Jessie in whatever combination of positions we came up with, but now it appeared that Tom would be sticking his cock in me as well as his girlfriend.

"So does Tom know that it's really me in this body?" I asked.

"Of course."

"And he doesn't mind the fact that I'm actually a man?"

"Well, as I pointed out, at the moment you're not actually a man so what does he care what you are when he's not having sex with you?"

"So if you think of me as another woman doesn't it bother you that your boyfriend is going to be fucking me?"

"Not at all," Jessie replied with a shrug. "We already tried the partner swapping thing, and that was pretty exciting, and while you may be a real woman at the moment you're not a serious rival or a threat to our relationship. That's why you're the perfect choice for this. It's just kind of a game. We're all just going to have fun and make each other feel good and then go back to life as normal."

"Look, I don't want to spoil the party but I can't promise you anything. Maybe we could just fool around for a bit while Tom watches and then he can fuck you or something. Or he can fuck you while you lick my pussy again. I just can't imagine myself touching another man's prick, no matter what body I'm currently in. It's just not going to do anything for me," I stated firmly.

"Hey, as long as you're willing to try and keep an open mind that's all I can ask."

"So am I really as adorable as you say?" I asked a little shyly.

"Come see for yourself," Jessie replied as she took me by the hand and led me over to a mirror.

As we stood looking at our reflections my eye went first to Jessie's spectacular body, which I had so desperately wanted to see in the nude for as long as I could remember, but when I glanced at myself in the mirror it kind of took my breath away. I could still see me, but a very female me, and a very cute female me at that. Jessie was a little more voluptuous but I was cute as a button, and every bit as adorable as she had suggested.

"You look good as a girl," Jessie commented.

"Thanks, so do you," I replied.

"I've had a lot more practice," Jessie joked.

"You know, I've always wanted to see you naked," I commented casually as we continued to talk to our reflections instead of face to face.

"And now you have. I hope you're not feeling let down after all that anticipation."

"Quite the contrary. You're even hotter than I imagined you to be," I said quite honestly.

"Well if you want to see something hot wait until you get a load of Tom's naked body. That's the definition of hotness."

"Maybe to you, but like I said, I prefer girls so I think you're about as much hotness as I need for one night," I said with a laugh.

Right on cue Tom strolled through the bedroom door and found us still standing in front of the mirror. I hadn't even heard him come in the house but my startled reaction was to throw my hands up in front of my bare breasts, which didn't really cover very much of me, but made me feel a tiny bit safer for some reason.

"I know you girls are terribly vain, but I didn't know you just stood around admiring yourself in the mirror all the time," Tom chuckled.

"Very funny," Jessie replied sarcastically as she also turned around but just put her hands on her hips almost defiantly. "And don't think I've not noticed you checking yourself out in the mirror from time to time."

"So are you telling me that this is really..." Tom started to say.

"Just call her Pat for tonight. We don't need to bring up that other name," said Jessie, quickly cutting him off.

"Fine by me. Pleased to meet you Pat," said Tom, offering his hand.

It was actually a pretty sly move on his part because I had to uncover one of my breasts in order to shake hands with him, but after the introduction was made I put both of my arms down at my side anyway and just stood there like a scared deer in a headlight.

"I feel a little overdressed right now," said Tom as he started to unbutton his shirt.

"Let us take care of that," Jessie suggested.

She pulled me over to where Tom was standing and together we unbuttoned his shirt. I think my hands were trembling, but it was all pretty harmless. Once it was undone Jessie and I pulled it off of him, revealing his very nicely toned chest. I had never seen Tom without his shirt on but I could begin to understand why Jessie thought he embodied total hotness. It was just about the perfect physique, I thought. Not over-the-top and grotesque, but well-developed and muscular with some very sexy "six pack" abs.

When Jessie squatted down and took Tom's belt in her hands I just stood there watching, but she gestured with her head for me to join her so I squatted down right next to her and helped her undo Tom's belt, and then his zipper. Then he kicked off his shoes before we jointly pulled his pants down and eventually completely off his body. Tom just stood there in his boxers, a definite bulge visible at the crotch. With a grin Jessie indicated that we should now finish the job and pull his shorts down as well, which we did, which resulted in a very large penis popping out only inches from my face.

I gasped in surprise, but maybe Tom mistook that for delight because he just kind of chuckled and stroked my hair as I looked up at him with eyes filled with wonder and terror.

"You like what you see?" he asked in a very confident way.

"Now don't go flaunting your big cock in her face," Jessie scolded. "Remember this is her first time. You don't want to scare her off, do you?"

"Definitely not. But there's nothing to be afraid of, honey. Just touch it and you'll see. It'll probably feel pretty familiar to you," said Tom.

I found myself reaching out and taking his shaft in my hand for some reason. He was obviously right that I knew quite well what it felt like to have a dick in my palm, but never someone else's dick, or one this large. I could feel it surging and pulsating in my hand and it made my heart start beating really fast. Jessie was right. Tom's naked body was really a sight to behold, especially the part I was holding in my hand right at that moment.

It didn't stay in my hand for very long as Jessie came to the rescue and grabbed it for herself. I just stayed down where I was watching her hand as she stroked Tom's stiff rod in a slow and steady fashion. Tom touched my head again and I looked up to see him smiling. That made me feel kind of warm inside, like whatever was going to happen wouldn't be all that bad.

When I looked back down at his cock it was just in time to see Jessie open her mouth and take it inside.


CHAPTER 4:

My old pal Jessie was inches away from my face, naked as a jaybird, sucking the biggest, fattest cock I had ever seen in real life. Was this really the same little girl that I used to play Hide 'N Seek with, or a million other childhood games? The shy girl who didn't want to smile because of the braces on her teeth who blossomed one day into a beautiful young woman? I had often fantasized about seeing her luscious lips wrapped around my dick, but never imagined it would actually happen. It still wasn't happening but it was almost more exciting to watch her doing it to someone else, as strange as that probably sounds.

I wondered how often she sucked cock. Who was the first guy that got her to give him head? I probably knew him. I'd probably hate him for it, but I didn't hate Tom at the moment. As I said before, he was a really nice guy, and obviously had the kind of body that would drive a woman wild with desire. It was even getting me a little hot in the loins and I wasn't a real woman.

"My baby really knows how to make a man happy, doesn't she?" Tom said, I suppose to me since there wasn't anybody else he would have been likely directing that question to, unless it was purely rhetorical.

"She's not too bad with a woman either," I replied with a slightly mischievous grin.

"Is that a fact? I take it you two girls started without me. That must have been something to see. What's hotter than two smoking babes going to town on each other?" said Tom, this time probably meaning the question to be rhetorical.

I kind of liked the fact that he thought of me as a smoking hot babe. I probably shouldn't have been pleased by that kind of praise, but it sort of went to my head. Tom was a total stud, and he had a gorgeous girlfriend, but he could still look at me and get aroused. I often got pretty high marks for my wit and personality as a man but being the object of total carnal desire based entirely on physical appearance was new territory for me.

Suddenly I realized that I was fingering myself as I squatted down in front of Tom. It was all so strange, and happening so fast, that I really hadn't let it all sink in I suppose. Having Jessie get me off with her mouth had really started something churning inside me. Unlike my male orgasms, which usually put the brakes on my sexual enthusiasm for a while, my female orgasm felt more like a beginning than an ending and I wanted to feel that eruption again as soon as I could.

Then an idea struck me and I decided to leave my own pussy alone for a moment and take the opportunity to finger bang Jessie. So far she had done all the work on me so I felt like it was the least I could do to give her something in return. Plus it would be living out a fantasy I'd had for ages.

I remembered when we were still pretty young, but both becoming aware of our sexuality. I tried my damndest to get her to let me put my finger in her gash, just to see what it felt like. I wasn't even thinking about getting her off, I was just curious about her strange anatomy and wanted to poke around a bit. Now I didn't bother to ask for permission, I just reached between her legs and started to feel her up. I don't think she minded because she gave a little moan and seemed to suck Tom's pecker with even more intensity.

She was really wet between the legs, but so was I. I switched hands so that I could finger her and myself simultaneously. My eyes were closed, but my mouth was open from so much heavy breathing so it took me a moment to realize that the warmth I suddenly felt on my tongue was coming from Tom's giant erection. I guess my open mouth was too much of an invitation, or maybe Jessie had guided him there, but whatever the case I found myself with my lips pressed up against a man's cock.

For some reason I thought of the old Bob Dylan song "The Times They Are A-Changin'" and the line that went "you'd better start swimming or you'll sink like a stone." It felt like a suck or run kind of moment. If Jessie had asked me if I wanted to blow her boyfriend I would have definitely declined in a heartbeat, but now that his dick was in my mouth I couldn't honestly think of any good reason not to suck it. She hadn't asked me if I wanted to be a girl either but so far it had all been pretty awesome.

I guess Jessie just knew me well enough to know that I wouldn't volunteer to be emasculated like this, but that once I was actually in a woman's body my natural curiosity would kick in and I'd want to take advantage of such a unique opportunity. Even so I wondered what Jessie might be thinking as she watched her man's huge rod popping back and forth inside my mouth. Did she see me as Pete at all or was I just this fictional Pat character to her?

Then I started wondering whether Jessie had some kind of idea that I was secretly gay, or bi-sexual at least. She knew I had only dated girls, and she certainly knew how much I lusted after her, but did she also suspect that I was hiding something? It's one thing to assume that my curiosity would be aroused by such a dramatic turn of events, but did she also suspect that I'd be sexually aroused as well?

I didn't feel terribly gay as I sucked Tom's cock. I didn't feel terribly straight either. I just felt delightfully sinful and as horny as I had ever been in my life. Obviously what I was doing was so wrong, but that just seemed to make it all the more exciting, kind of like the first time you try a cigarette or steal a bottle of booze from your dad's liquor cabinet. The forbidden nature of the act always gave it a little edge that made you feel kind of daring.

"Look at you sucking that big cock!" Jessie almost squealed with delight. "You look so pretty with a dick in your mouth."

"She sure does," Tom chimed in."But so do you baby."

I guess that was the cue for Jessie to take over again and I almost reluctantly relinquished the BJ duties to her after a couple more good licks. I should have been relieved to have been let off that hook that easily but once I had started sucking I was really beginning to get into it. Fortunately I didn't have to wait long for another turn as Jessie and I just kind of alternated, taking about three or four strokes then passing the baton. That kept our faces pressed very close together and the musky smell of Tom's cock and Jessie's hot sweet breath almost made me swoon. Jessie and I had been friends for years, and shared a lot of things, but we had never shared anything nearly as intimate before as sharing a man's cock in our mouths.

There was a moment where the situation seemed almost comical to me, despite all that hot sexual energy that was flowing. What was I doing with tits? Was that really all it took to change a lifetime of programming that conditioned me to think and act as a straight male with absolutely no interest in members of my own gender? It seemed unlikely, yet here I was, sitting on my heels sucking a man's huge hard on and getting all giddy over the feeling of being a wicked little slut.

"You gals are too much for me," Tom suddenly announced, and I thought he was just saying it as a figure of speech.

A few moments later he let out a deep and primordial growl and I was startled by the taste of something hot and sticky suddenly going down my throat. It took me a second to realize that he had cum in my mouth and that I was swallowing his jizz. After another shot of his load hit the back of my throat his dick was wrenched away from me and Jessie get her lips around it just in time to receive the next blast. She took a few jolts and then I finished him off, although he was kind of dripping more by the end than blasting.

I wouldn't say that I felt proud, exactly, of what I had just done, but I did take a little pride in the fact that I had been willing to do it and didn't just flip out and run off. I've always been fascinated by sex, perhaps because I never seem to get enough of it for my liking, and I had always wondered what a woman really felt. Now I was getting quite an education, and I had a feeling that things were only getting started.


CHAPTER 5:

After the BJ was complete the three of us climbed into bed, with Tom neatly tucked in the middle, and we just kind of cuddled for a little while. Jessie and Tom couldn't stop gushing about what a good sport I was, and how pretty I was, and how enthusiastic I seemed about giving head. It all made me feel very comfortable and kind of good about going along with this crazy scheme, even if it had been pretty shitty to drug me without my consent.

"If you thought it was fun having a dick in your mouth wait until you feel that big piece of lumber in your tight virgin pussy," Jessie kind of giggled as she lightly stroked Tom's resting monster.

"Hey, that's right...you're a virgin. I'm going to have the honor of popping your cherry," said Tom with a grin. "I didn't even get to do that with my own girlfriend."

This was all so strange. Of course I was a virgin, having only been a woman for a few hours at the most, but it seemed weird to think of myself as a virgin since I'd had sex as a man before. And it was weird to think about the fact that I knew the guy who Jessie lost her virginity to and the fact that I had resented him for that ever since.

I suppose I still felt some of that old jealousy, but it was a lot harder to dwell on it in my current condition. If anyone should be jealous it should be Jessie for seeing me blow her boyfriend, and hearing him praise me so much. I wondered if she was, on some level, despite this plan being based on the assumption that nothing emotional could happen between any of us since I was just pretending to be a girl for the night and everyone involved knew that.

It was kind of funny to think of her as being jealous of someone being with me, instead of the other way around like it always had been. And it was even funnier to think that it had taken all this time for us to end up naked in bed together, and all I had to do was change my gender.

"Don't you just love her titties?" said Jessie as she leaned over Tom to give my boobs a little squeezing.

"Yours are bigger," I pointed out.

"Yeah, but yours are so cute and perky," Jessie replied.

"I'll say," Tom tossed in for good measure as he began to fondle my breasts as well.

Soon they were each sucking on one of my nipples and I felt really warm and tingly all over. This was nice. Really nice. I didn't know Tom well enough to consider him a friend before, but he certainly felt like one now, and it was delightful to be all naked and cozy with two such wonderful people who were obviously going out of their way to repay me for being willing to indulge their fantasy.

I seemed to vaguely recall suggesting that I might be willing to do some more lesbian stuff with Jessie while Tom watched, or maybe lick Jessie's pussy while Tom fucked her, but it seemed to be a given that Tom was going to put his cock in my cunt, and while that still scared the hell out of me, it also filled me with anticipation. If I was ever really curious about what it was like to suck cock I could have always blown another guy, but feeling a dick inside my pussy was definitely going to be something unique.

"I'm pretty close to getting it up again but I'll bet that watching you two gals have a little fun would pick me right up," Tom suggested.

"Okay, but I know what I want this time," I said with a grin as I climbed between Jessie's legs and spread them apart.

"Good choice," Jessie purred as I began to slowly rub circles around her pussy lips.

"This is something I actually know how to do," I joked before I went down on her juicy muff.

This was probably about as close to fucking Jessie the way I had imagined it in my mind as I was going to get, although with my tits hanging down in front of me it was kind of hard to forget that I wasn't Pete at the moment. What did it matter, really? So what if it took becoming a girl to finally make it with the girl of my dreams? At least I would always have these memories. I would know what she looked like naked, and what she tasted like too. Plus we now had the common bond of having shared the same man. In a lot of ways this was probably better than any of the tawdry little fantasy scenarios I had concocted in my male brain over the years. This wasn't just a lay, it was a sort of life shattering experience.

"Say...you are pretty good at this," Jessie cooed softly, which made me very happy indeed.

I could tell that she wasn't just being nice because her body was really responding to my technique and I felt like I had her right on the verge when I suddenly felt strong hands grasping my wait from behind and realized that Tom had lifted my rear end up a little higher than it already was.

"They say you always remember your first, honey," said Tom as he began to slide the tip of his prick up and down my gash.

I didn't say anything, since I still had a mouthful of pussy, but I could sure feel my pulse beginning to race as I realized that he was about to try and stick that huge hard hunk of man meat into my tight little hole.

Suddenly I felt the head of his penis beginning to penetrate me, followed very closely by several sturdy inches of his wood. I yelped, but the sound was muffled by Jessie's muff.

"This is a very interesting view," Jessie commented casually.

"It's not bad from my vantage point either," Tom replied.

I just gasped for air and then went back to carpet munching as Tom began to work his stick back and forth inside me with seemingly no deliberate hurry to get anywhere. It was sensory overload to be sure, eating pussy at one end while getting nailed from behind. Plus I was a man in a woman's body having sex with another man and woman at the same time so my whole perception of gender identity and sexual preference was thrown for a loop. Finally I figured that it was simply a bi-sexual encounter, any way that you sliced it, and decided to relax as much as I could and just enjoy the uniqueness of the experience.

I must say that getting fucked was nothing like I imagined it would be. There's just something so savage about the act of penetration, especially when you were being penetrated by someone as large as Tom, and the position I was in made me feel especially animalistic. Yet it felt right, for some reason. It felt like this was the way it was supposed to be. Once I had exposed my bare ass to the male of the species it was only natural that he would jump on it and hump me senseless.

Senseless was probably not the right word because my senses were at an all time high, but my mind was kind of turning to mush so maybe fucking my brains out would be a better way of phrasing it. I was reduced to a quivering mass of flesh, periodically electrified by jolts of energy as his big cock stimulated my pussy and triggered all kind of fireworks throughout my body. It was almost more than I could handle, yet I wouldn't have stopped it for the world. His dick was doing wild and wonderful things to me that were even more exciting and intense than anything my own pecker had ever managed to produce, even in the best of lays.

"Oh, my God! God yes! God yesssssssssssss!" I cried, pulling my head up from Jessie's snatch.

"Somebody seems to be enjoying herself," Jessie commented with a laugh as she casually rubbed her own pussy kind of lazily.

"Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me," I pleaded.

It was really surprising how awesome it felt to be possessed in this fashion. I had never felt so desired before in my life and I guess there's just nothing more intense than a horny man who wants to be inside you more than anything else in the world. The physical sensation was great, but the mental aspect of being so totally the object of someone's lust was probably even better.

When Tom finally started to cum I almost felt the same kind of relief that I usually felt as a man when I ejaculated, but even that was a little different sensation. I couldn't see or taste his jizz, like I had done when he had popped in my mouth, but just knowing that it was in there, swimming inside me, trying by nature to impregnate me gave me a weird head rush like I'd never known before.

Of course I wasn't going to get knocked up, since I was only going to be a woman for a few more hours at the most, but Tom's sperm didn't know that. I assumed that Jessie was probably on the pill, and if I were really a woman I'm sure I would be too, but for the first time in my life I contemplated the idea of becoming pregnant. It was just another one of those surprises that had come along with the adventure of being drugged into womanhood. Fortunately I didn't dwell on it for long because I was way more interested in the process of copulating than I was in the potential end result.

This time when we cuddled I was in the middle, just as I had been while we fucked. I don't think anybody planned it that way but I felt very warm and happy being pressed up against these two incredibly sexy friends. I was certainly getting a blast out of the deal but I hoped they were getting what they wanted. After all it was there idea to do this three-way thing, and I wasn't exactly sure what they were hoping to accomplish.


CHAPTER 6:

After Tom recovered it was Jessie's turn to get her pussy stuffed and she lay on her back with her legs open as Tom climbed between them and drove his pole home in the good old missionary position. It was so interesting to watch them make love like that, and it looked like they probably had a lot of practice together the way they moved in sync. It was just the way I had always pictured it being, except that I'd be the guy between her legs in my old fantasies. Strangely I felt a little jealous, but not in the way I would have expected. I was perfectly delighted to see my dear Jessie getting boned by a totally hot stud like Tom. My jealousy came from the very strange feeling that I sort of wished that I had a guy like that in my life who would spread my legs and fill me with his seed on a regular basis.

I had only been a woman for a few hours, and a somewhat reluctant one at that, but I already had developed some kind of strange romantic ideas that flew contrary to everything I had ever thought or felt before in my life. Instead of envying the man who was fucking my dream girl I was envying her for having a guy like Tom there to fuck her.

After a while Jessie invited me to sit on her face, which I did quite happily. I made sure that I was facing Tom because I didn't want to miss out on the fun of watching him at work, even if his cock was going into someone else's gash.

By the time that little encounter was finished it was getting pretty late. I certainly hadn't planned on spending the night when I came over to Jessie's as Pete but when I was invited to stay I didn't hesitate to agree. I felt so good in my freshly fucked female body, and I actually was pretty tired, so the idea of changing back into a man and driving home was about the last thing on my mind at the moment.

Jessie slept in the middle this time, and that was fine by me. I just sort of spooned up behind her and fell asleep with my arm draped over her waist. When I woke up I discovered that I was the only one still in bed. Tom was standing at the mirror, with a towel draped over his neck, but the rest of his body still magnificently nude. Jessie was nowhere to be seen but I could hear water running from the shower in the bathroom.

"Morning," I said, rubbing the sleep from my eyes.

"Morning," Tom said, looking over his shoulder.

"I take it Jessie is in the shower?"

"Yup. She beat me to it," said Tom with a chuckle.

"At least you're dressed for it already," I joked.

"That's true," said Tom, turning around and coming back over to the bed. "But I'm also dressed for something else a little more entertaining if you're up for it."

"Oh, I don't know if that would be such a good idea. I mean, I just came here to help you guys spice things up, or whatever. I'd feel kind of funny doing something behind Jessie's back. She's my absolute best friend," I said, flattered that Tom wanted me again so soon.

Tom simply strolled over to the bathroom door and opened it a crack. Some steam filtered out as he stuck his head inside.

"Hey, babe...I'm going to fuck your little gal pal," Tom shouted over the noise of the running shower.

"Go for it!" I heard Jessie shout back in reply.

Tom closed the door, tossed his towel aside, and grinned at me widely. I could see his dick was already starting to get hard and that made me very excited.

"She said I should go for it," said Tom, as if I hadn't heard.

"I know. So I guess you should come and get it," I replied, suddenly feeling very saucy and flirtatious.

Tom flopped on the bed on his back and made himself look very comfortable.

"Why don't you suck it a little, just to get me ready for action?" he suggested.

"I'll happily suck it until you cum, if you want," I replied.

"No, I want to fuck you. Just suck it for a bit to get me really good and hard."

I would have happily sucked him until he got off, but it was still surprising to hear those words coming from my mouth. Perhaps even more surprising that I looked forward to the act of sticking his dick in it. That was supposed to be my little secret. My line of masculine defense that would make me reluctantly go along with the program without being a totally eager participant. But that cover was blown now, and so it appeared that Tom's cock was about to be as well.

I came and leaned over him from the side and took his semi-erect penis in my hand. It felt incredibly warm again and I got kind of a thrill from watching him grow harder and harder as I stroked him. He was obviously ready for action, as he had put it, and didn't need any further help from my lips but I was seriously hungry for the taste of his big sausage again so I quickly opened my mouth and began to give him head.

"So you never did this before last night?" Tom asked a little skeptically.

"Uh uh," I managed to gurgle in reply without removing his cock from my mouth.

"And you never had any sort of fantasies about this kind of thing?" he continued.

"Nope," I said quickly as I allowed my mouth to go free for a second before dropping back down on his beautiful phallus.

"That must be some powerful drug Jessie slipped you because if I didn't know better I'd think you were some kind of BJ queen from way back."

BJ queen. I never expected to hear anyone call me that. I probably would have punched them in the nose if they had, but now it just made me feel good about what I was doing, and made me want to do it even better. I had already crossed the bridge, as far as reconciling myself to the idea that I was sucking another man's cock, so there really wasn't any point in doing a half assed job of it.

I think Tom was really getting into it too because it seemed like he was just going to let me finish but all of a sudden he pulled me up and grabbed my waist. Then he sort of swung me over his torso and I found myself straddling his body with his prick kind of running up the crack of my butt. I lifted myself up and tried to sit back down on his hard on but it slipped a couple of times.

"Use your hand and guide it in," said Tom.

I took his advice, and with a little effort, I was finally able to impale myself on his impressive peg. While he had been sliding around behind me the tip of his dick had poked at my asshole, and for a moment I wondered what it would feel like to try anal, but fortunately I got him securely in my snatch and put all thoughts of being ass fucked out of my mind for the time being.

At first I kind of just bounced up and down a bit but pretty soon I started getting more adventurous and tried different things, like leaning back or leaning forward, and then I took his whole package all the way down and tried to grind my pussy on his pelvis. That seemed to get my clit involved, which was remarkably excellent. Tom was holding off somehow but I sure as hell couldn't as I started to cum rather noisily.

"Wow, who knew you'd be such a screamer?" I heard Jessie say from somewhere in the room.

I turned my head and saw that she was standing fairly near the bed with a towel wrapped around her body and another one wrapped around her hair. I had no idea how long she had been standing there but she seemed to be enjoying the spectacle of me riding her boyfriend's big cock and moaning like a banshee.

"She is a lively little thing, isn't she?" Tom called over to Jessie, almost as if I weren't in the room.

"Yes she is...and I have a feeling she's going to be a little disappointed when she has to turn back into a man," Jessie replied.

Much to my surprise I knew that she was right about that. Obviously I was going to have to turn back into my real self and return to my normal life but while I was perched on Tom's tent pole, creaming my socks off, it did seem like the last thing in the world I would ever want to do.


CHAPTER 7:

Fortunately I didn't have to change back right away. I had come over to their house on Friday evening, so it was just Saturday morning now, and I really didn't have to be Peter again until Monday morning when I needed to go to work. After Tom had finally blasted his load in me, and I had calmed down a bit from my wild ride, Jessie asked me if I was in a hurry to change back and I told her emphatically that my whole weekend was free if they wanted me to stick around as Pat.

Jessie just laughed and sent me to shower off with Tom, which surprised me a little, but in no way disappointed me. It was obvious that Jessie was completely cool with me being alone with her boyfriend, even if it resulted in fornication, so I felt no guilt at all as we stepped into the shower and immediately started to kiss and embrace.

I had always been so possessive and jealous whenever I had a girlfriend. Maybe even a little paranoid sometimes. I was always kind of insecure and worried that if my woman flirted with someone they would hook up and I'd be left in the dust. I suppose the fact that it actually happened that way a couple of times gave me reason to worry, but I always hated that feeling of fear of being cheated on.

"You're one incredible lady, Pat," said Tom as his hands cupped my wet buns.

"You're pretty incredible yourself, guy, but you also have a really incredible girlfriend, remember?" I pointed out.

"Absolutely. Jessie's amazing in so many ways. I'm really lucky to have her."

"Yet you don't seem to be reluctant at all to screw another woman."

"No, why should I? This was Jessie's idea as much as mine. We both had talked about trying to be a little more adventurous and so far it's gone great. It's not like our love life has become stale, or anything, but it's been pretty exciting experimenting with other partners a bit. I'm sure you can understand that since it appears that you're enjoying your own experimentation," Tom replied.

"Jesus Christ! Are you getting hard again?" I suddenly gasped as I realized that his dick was seemingly more erect than when we had gotten into the shower.

"Can I help it if you turn me on?" Tom said with a grin.

"Good lord, a man with your recovery skills should work in the porn industry or something," I teased as I found myself taking his semi-hard member in my hand.

I couldn't recover that quickly or stay as hard as he did for so long, and I certainly wasn't anywhere near as big as he was. Instead of depressing me it actually made me feel a little better about embracing my female self so readily. I guess thinking of Tom as kind of an "alpha" male made me accept my temporary gender change a little easier. I wasn't so shallow as to believe that "manhood" was completely determined by penis size, or virility, but knowing that he seriously outgunned me in those areas made it more palatable to surrender to them, especially since I was currently equipped to reap the benefits from that.

At the moment my dick size was of absolutely no concern to anyone. The only dick that mattered was the very large one in my hand and how much I craved it inside me again. It actually thrilled me that I was so sexy that Tom just couldn't help but get aroused around me, but that was probably just vanity. Tom was a man, and I was a naked woman in the shower with him, stroking his cock. If some other woman had been there instead of me he'd probably be just as horny, but I still enjoyed feeling like I was especially turning him on.

After some more serious necking Tom turned me to face the wall and I put my hands out for support as I tried to arch my back as much as I could. Tom grabbed my hips and finished getting me into the perfect position for his attack and a moment later I felt him drive inside me once more.

I wondered if Jessie knew that we were fucking again so soon. Unless she had left the room, or I could figure out some way to be more quiet, she would probably hear soon enough once Tom got me squealing with delight, as I knew he would. I had only been with a really noisy girl once, and even then I couldn't tell if she was faking it. Whether she was or wasn't it sure as hell inspired me and I felt like the greatest stud in the world. I definitely wasn't faking anything, and I'm not even sure that I could have had I wanted to.

Getting fucked by Tom was just sublime. I can't think of a better word to describe it. With his cock inside me I was transported to another level of being.

"You really love this, don't you?" Tom said as he leaned over my shoulder and spoke right behind my ear.

"I do...I do love it so much," I replied.

"That's fantastic, baby. It just makes me want to fuck you all the more," said Tom.

That sounded so good. I wished we could just stay in that shower forever with his cock pounding me into a state of bliss, but the hot water would eventually run out and our skin would get all shriveled, and even Tom couldn't keep it up that long.

Getting laid had probably always been my highest priority and greatest motivator. As a young man I was horny pretty much all the time, and being in the "mood" for sex was never an problem. Satisfying that endless desire for carnal knowledge was another matter entirely. Girls could play hard to get with great skill, and even if you put in the time, effort, and money required to position you for some potential action it was no guarantee that you'd end up in the sack.

Since I had been turned into a woman I had pretty much endlessly been engaged in some kind of sexual activity with one or multiple partners without needing to make any effort at all. All I had to do was stick my butt up in the air and there was a cock to pounce on it. Of course this was all a prearranged sex party, but I had a feeling that in this body I wouldn't have to work too hard to find someone who'd be very happy to fuck me pretty much whenever I wanted.

Another thing that kind of stood out in my mind was the fact that when I had sex as a man it required a great deal of focus and concentration. I was also usually working pretty hard physically, but the mental aspect was probably even more of a challenge. To get hard was the easiest thing in the world. To stay hard once you were getting stimulated was incredibly tricky. Sometimes I actually had to think of unappealing things to try and sustain my erection. Nature had designed the penis to arouse quickly and complete quickly, but you weren't going to be considered a very good lover if you popped your cork too fast.

When I was being fucked as a girl I didn't have any of that to worry about. My mind could just wander wherever it wanted to go, or even go blank if the intensity of the pleasure got to be too overwhelming.

As Pete I sometimes got this almost savage feeling of being in total command. It gave me a rush of power to hear a girl whimpering at the force of my manly thrusts. And while I would never in a million years try to take a woman against her will, there was this deeply rooted feeling of conquest almost every time I put my dick inside a girl.

What surprised the hell out of me was the fact that I didn't mind being that whimpering girl, and that I had the same savage instinct of being overpowered, but it felt completely natural and appealing. Tom could overpower me, but I knew that he would never do anything I objected to, so instead of being afraid I felt safe and snug in his embrace, no matter how aggressively he was attacking me.

"Tell me when you're ready to cum," I gasped over my shoulder.

"Whatever you want baby," he grunted back.

When I finally got the warning signal that he was about to let it rip I turned around and got down on my knees in the shower. I grabbed his throbbing member and stroked it aggressively while I looked up into his eyes.

"I want to taste you again," I said just before I took his cock in my mouth.

It wasn't a moment too soon because I had barely wrapped my lips around his pecker when his hot nectar started to flow in abundance. I had no idea why I wanted to swallow his cum again so much, but I knew that I did. Maybe it was partly to show him how much I appreciated what he had done for me, or maybe it was still the novelty of the situation, or maybe I was just a horny cum slut who craved salt malts, but whatever the reason I happily drained him of every drop of his jizz, and would have asked for seconds if such a thing was possible.

"You know you're awfully good at being a girl," said Tom as he turned off the water, which had started losing its warmth somewhere along the line, although I hadn't really noticed at all.

"Thanks," I replied with a smile as I got up from my knees. "But I still think I've got a lot to learn."


CHAPTER 8:

My next lesson in womanhood came almost as soon as I got out of the bathroom. Jessie was waiting for me with a variety of clothing items laid out on the bed. I had been buck naked from the moment I was aware of my female state of being, but it appeared that I was now going to be properly dressed like the young lady I currently was.

Tom disappeared as Jessie turned me into her own personal dress up doll and had me try on a wide variety of clothes and accessories, patiently explaining what each outfit would be ideally suited for, and what worked well for me, or not so well, based on my body type and so on. I felt kind of embarrassed, at first, but soon got in the swing of it. It reminded me of when we were little kids and Jessie had actually talked me into playing dress up with her a few times, before I was really old enough to realize the significance of a male wearing female clothes.

Jessie really seemed to delight in the whole process of trying to make me look pretty, and I'll have to admit that she was very good at it. Even when I was naked, with no makeup, and my hair just kind of hanging limp from my head, I could tell that I was pretty cute. Now that Jessie was working her feminine magic on me I realized that I could probably be quite stunning as well.

"I'm going to get you all dolled up tonight and have Tom take us out to a nice restaurant," said Jessie as she fussed over my hair, trying a number of options.

Most of Jessie's clothes seemed to fit me pretty well, but her bra was a bit big for me and we had to mess around with the straps a little. Apparently that wouldn't be a problem tonight since the dress she had in mind for me couldn't be worn with a bra anyway, and after fussing a little more with the darn thing Jessie finally just tossed it aside and told me to go without for the time being.

"We'll go shopping this afternoon and get you one that fits," she announced as I was finally declared ready for public viewing.

Tom had gone out to run some errands of his own so Jessie and I had plenty of time to talk about everything that had been happening.

"You seem to be having a good time as a girl so far," Jessie commented as we sat on the couch in the living room.

"I am...and you're damn lucky about that," I teased. "I could have called the cops on you for drugging me like that."

"True, but I had a feeling that you wouldn't," she replied.

"And just what gave you that feeling anyway?" I inquired.

"I don't know, really. Just a hunch, or an educated guess at any rate. You've always been pretty open minded and curious about things so it sort of followed that you might not have such a hard time giving this a shot."

I was actually kind of relieved by her response. I was sort of afraid that she was going to point out all of my feminine traits, and that she had suspected me of being some kind of a closeted queer or something. I honestly couldn't think of anything I had done that would suggest that somehow deep inside I really wanted to be a woman, but Jessie knew me as well as anybody in the world so there was always the chance that she had picked up on signals that I had missed somehow.

"So what's the deal with me fucking your boyfriend?" I blurted out a little more bluntly than I had intended.

"I thought he'd enjoy the change of pace, and I hoped that you'd enjoy it too, and I was interested in seeing what it would be like with another woman so it all just kind of made sense to me," Jessie replied casually. "And as I said before, you're less of a threat to my relationship than a real woman would be. Tom knows this is just a fling and that you'll eventually go back to being yourself so why not let him have as much fun as he can? Maybe next time we'll do it the other way around and have two guys instead of two girls."

That kind of made my head swim. I wasn't sure if she meant that I'd be the other guy or if she was just speaking about some hypothetical hook up in the future. I wondered how I'd feel about being part of a three-way with Tom and Jessie as my male self. On the one hand it would fulfill my lifelong dream of sticking my dick in her pussy, but I also knew that I couldn't hold a candle to Tom in the virility department. It would be pretty embarrassing to prematurely ejaculate and then just sit in the corner and watch them fuck, even though I didn't mind watching them fuck at all when I was Pat.

And the penis envy thing was definitely on my mind. If I didn't know what Tom looked like naked I probably would be more interested in the three-way idea, but knowing that he was hung like a horse would make me very uncomfortable about taking off my pants in front of him. And now I had an even bigger concern, and that was the fact that I was so turned on by Tom's body that I wondered if I'd be able to completely forget about that when I was a man again.

It probably didn't matter because Jessie hadn't invited me to do it with them as a guy so I let the issue pass from my mind and returned to the present rather than the future. Something did suddenly pop into my head and that was the fact that Jessie had originally said that I had been chosen because I wouldn't be a serious threat to her relationship, but this time she had I was "less" of a threat than a real woman would be. It was a very subtle difference in wording, and might be completely accidental, but I sort of wondered whether she had felt a little tinge of jealousy seeing how enthusiastically her man wanted to bang me, and that I was obviously very attracted to him as well.

I suppose there's always an element of risk involved when you start messing around with partner swapping, or group sex, or whatever, not that I had any prior experience in that area. It just seemed like you were kind of opening up the door to potential problems down the line. It just seemed like once somebody had tasted that freedom of being able to screw other people with permission it might be kind of hard to stop that from happening without your knowledge or consent. I had been carefully chosen for this assignment, but they had already experimented with partner swapping with random people at a party so who knows where that kind of thing could lead if they kept doing it?

It was kind of funny to be talking to Jessie about me sharing her boyfriend. We had talked about a lot of intimate things over the years but that was definitely not a topic I thought we'd ever have any reason to discuss. Of course I never thought we'd go bra shopping together either so this weekend was just full of surprises and twists that I never saw coming.


CHAPTER 9:

Having been platonic friends it actually seemed almost more natural to be hanging out with Jessie as a girl myself, even though we had engaged in some activity that was definitely not platonic. Somehow being two gal pals just felt right.

It sort of reminded me of some of the things I was excluded from as we got older, like her infamous slumber parties, that always sounded like a blast, but were strictly off limits to boys. And there were things that she obviously shared with her female friends that I was never a party to. Now I sort of felt like I had been given a temporary membership into that exclusive club. It was no big deal that we were both using the same restroom now, but kind of interesting to discover what a woman actually carried in her purse and that female bathrooms had tampon dispensers.

Otherwise our conversation seemed pretty much like it always had, although my voice was a bit higher pitched. Our collective memories and experiences were still the same, so it wasn't like I had to pretend to be this person I wasn't, which was actually quite a relief because I don't know how well I would have pulled that off.

I was still really fascinated, and kind of confused by the idea that Jessie and Tom had this urge to experiment and explore. They were both really cool people who seemed to get along really well, and they were both super attractive, and they seemed to be very much in sync as lovers. I would have guessed that marriage would have been more on their minds than swinging. They were already living together, and seemed to be making a go of it, so why the need to fool around outside of their own relationship?

Maybe it was something they needed to get out of their system. A test of some kind. Marriage was a serious commitment, and once children got involved it became more serious yet, so perhaps this was kind of a sowing their wild oats phase to see if their relationship could handle the outside influences. If I were Jessie I couldn't imagine needing anything more than a guy like Tom to keep me happy, but I had only been a woman for a day and Jessie was looking at a whole lifetime, so it was pretty hard for me to judge what she might be thinking or feeling.

"So I take it you find Tom rather attractive," Jessie suggested as we sat down to lunch after our little shopping spree.

"Of course, I'm not blind. Who wouldn't?" I replied cheerfully.

"Well, someone who was really a heterosexual male might have a hard time admitting something like that," she replied slyly.

"That's true, but hardly fair under the circumstances. Whatever it was that you slipped me obviously tuned me into a woman totally and completely. Ask me again after you've turned me back and I'm sure you'll get a very different response."

"Are you really that sure?" she pressed with a wink.

"Jesus, woman, what are you saying? That your drugs have turned me gay or something?" I shot back, a little worried that it might be true.

"No, but having had your eyes opened...and your legs...I just wondered whether it may change your outlook a little. I know how touchy guys usually are about admitting that another man is attractive, which is totally silly since women don't mind saying it about other women, even if they aren't planning to go down on them," Jessie said with another wink.

"Well I guess we'll just have to see what I think once I'm a man again. I am going to be a man again, aren't I? I mean this is a temporary drug of some kind isn't it?"

"Of course it is. I would never have sprung a surprise gender change on you if I couldn't have reversed it any time that you wanted. But tell the truth, you're in no hurry change back are you?"

"No," I confessed. "Not as long as I'm my old self for work on Monday. I think that would be a little hard to explain."

"Good, Then we have the whole weekend to play and explore."

That was what I was hoping the agenda would be but now even more so since I was actually having fun without the sex stuff. Even so I was a little tweaked by what Jessie had said about my outlook being changed. I could actually imagine myself as a guy having sex with Tom, not that I ever would have imagined him wanting to do so. I could definitely picture myself sucking his cock, because it really wouldn't be any different than what I had already been doing, but taking it up the ass might be a different matter, although I had no doubt that I would always be the bottom to his top in any sort of man-on-man situation.

Of course I wasn't a man right now and not thinking with a male brain. It was easy enough to say that blowing some guy would be the same either way, and on a technical level that would probably be true, but there was so much more than that involved. Then I wondered whether that was what Jessie had been angling towards with talk of a male-male-female encounter. Did Tom want to be really adventurous? Jessie had used me to dabble in her lesbian fantasies, so maybe Tom had some bi-sexual thing that he was curious to explore. Right now I'd say yes to anything that got his cock inside me again, but presumably by Monday that would all go away with my tits and pussy.


CHAPTER 10:

"Man, you ladies both look absolutely spectacular," said Tom once Jessie and I had dressed for dinner in our slinky and sexy gowns.

"Look at that smug grin," Jessie joked. "I'll bet he can't wait to show off his two dates for the evening."

"Can you blame me? I'm a pretty lucky guy. Not every man gets to have two such gorgeous women on his arm."

We did look pretty gorgeous I had to admit. Jessie had settled on a hairdo that seemed to work well with my slightly short hair and my firm titties seemed to hold up my backless dress quite well. A little eye shadow...a little lip gloss...nothing too ostentatious, but the results were marvelous. I'd never felt so glamorous and attractive in my life.

The restaurant they had chosen was quite elegant, and expensive, which just added to my surreal sense of glamour and excitement. And Tom probably did feel like the cock of the walk as he escorted his two pretty ladies to the table where he held our seats for us like a perfect gentleman. I obviously enjoyed seeing Tom's naked body but I thought he also looked extremely handsome all cleaned up and in a suit.

Dinner was marvelous, and we had some excellent wine to get us in an even better mood before we moved on to a quiet little bar that Jessie and Tom knew about that was fairly nearby. It was dark and wood paneled and looked like it had been around for ages, but I didn't feel over-dressed at all as the place seemed to cater to a pretty upscale crowd. It was the kind of place that people would stop at after attending a symphonic concert or the theatre, and there was a piano player providing mostly soft background music.

I was having just the best time, although I found it a little tricky to go to the bathroom in my tight dress and stockings, but that kind of minor inconvenience was worth putting up with for the chance to be a total knockout for an evening. That sensation of being so conspicuously beautiful was terribly new to me, and terribly thrilling. So many men were checking me out, and a few women too I noted, although they were probably just looking at my dress or my hair or something. Even so I knew that had I gone there alone I wouldn't have gone home alone if I didn't want to.

When we finally did go home I was pretty ready for sex, and fortunately so were Jessie and Tom. We were all pleasantly buzzed, though I wouldn't say that any of us were drunk or anything. It was the good kind of buzz where everything seems so pleasant and your inhibitions sort of melted away.

As we headed for the bedroom Tom stopped us in the living room and looked us over for a moment.

"Okay...take off your dresses," he commanded.

I shot a look at Jessie but she just kind of giggled and started to unzip the back of my dress. Once she had finished that I returned the favor and we both sort of wiggled our way out of our gowns. Having no bra that left me in just my pantyhose and shoes, and Jessie was similarly attired, although she had what she called a "bralette" on, which was a strapless thing sort of like a tube top.

"Get on your knees on the couch facing the wall," Tom instructed us next and we did as we were told.

In this position our asses were facing the center of the room and our arms were draped over the back of the couch. I had little doubt why Tom had chosen this arrangement and no complaints about it whatsoever.

Soon I could hear the sound of Tom taking off his clothes and tried to sneak a peek but he was pretty much out of view. My suspicions were confirmed when he came and stood between us before yanking our stockings down and I could feel his bare skin pressing up against mine. Then he began to finger both Jessie and I simultaneously and it wasn't long before we were both moaning softly with delight.

As Tom continued to feel us up Jessie and I began to kiss and I loved the way that the three of us were so connected. I had loved Jessie as a friend for many years but I was growing very fond of Tom very quickly and the three of us just seemed to make a great team, especially when it came to sex.

Tom mounted Jessie first but he didn't forget about me while he was pounding my friend's pussy. He skillfully managed to keep me entertained with one hand while Jessie and I continued to kiss and sort of nuzzled each other, breathing hard and moaning in each other's ear, which was incredibly hot in and of itself.

When it was my turn to receive Tom's manhood I was dripping wet and dying for him to penetrate me. The wait, and the finger play, had only built up the anticipation that had been growing all night long. There were times during the evening where it was actually hard to concentrate on our conversation because I was thinking about Tom's cock so much. Now that he was finally inside me again everything seemed right with the world and I was as happy as could be, even though it probably sounded more like I was in pain or something from the way I was kind of yelping and whimpering.

I needed at least one hand for support on the back of the couch but I managed to get one free and tugged at Jessie's bralette until I was able to get one of her boobs out. It was kind of awkward, bending my arm back and down, so I didn't fondle her tit for long, but I was happy to cop a feel anyway.

When Tom switched back to fucking Jessie he resumed fingering me but this time his finger was poking into my asshole. It was scary, but also exciting, and something new to experience, although I couldn't really imagine anything as large as Tom's cock actually fitting into such a tight space. The pussy is a very elastic thing, and designed specifically for the purpose of having a penis inserted into it, but I doubted that my anus was anywhere near as flexible.

In any case as he finger fucked my ass I felt myself starting to cum and reached back between my legs and started rubbing my pussy frantically.

"Oh...oh...oh..." I started to wail.

"Hey, I'm the one with the cock inside her, how come you're the one getting off?" Jessie teased.

"I think she likes a little ass play," Tom suggested.

"Well you better get the lube if you're planning to jam that thing up my butt," said Jessie.

Tom suddenly disappeared, and I assumed that he was taking Jessie's advice and retrieving some lubricant of some kind. I was still panting from my orgasm and barely able to think as Jessie whispered in my ear.

"Look, I've done anal a number of times but you don't have to try it if you don't want to. Even with lube it's going to really stretch you out and you may not like it," she cautioned.

"Maybe he could put just a little bit in so I could see what it feels like," I suggested.

"That's my girl," Jessie laughed. "Up for anything, aren't you?"

"Maybe," I said very cautiously, dragging out the word.

"Pat wants to try anal," Jessie announced when Tom returned with the lube, "but only if you're really gentle and don't try to give her more than she can handle the first time around."

"Sure thing, honey," Tom replied as he slathered his cock with goo.

"Just relax as much as you can and don't hesitate to tell him to stop if it's too much for you," said Jessie as Tom began to lube up my anus.

I was having second thoughts but I noticed how much easier his fingers slipped into my butt when I was greased up like this. Maybe his cock wouldn't be so hard to handle after all.

Jessie repositioned herself so that she was sitting on the couch underneath me and from there she started to suck on my nipples very slowly. I was getting so aroused from the tit attention that I barely even noticed that Tom was pressing the tip of his dick up to my asshole. A moment later the tip slid inside, followed by about an inch or two of his meat and I definitely noticed that.


CHAPTER 11:

I guess I had been thinking about that three-way idea with me as a man a little more than I had wanted to admit because I was really dying to know what getting fucked in the ass by Tom would be like. I knew I could blow him as a man or a woman but if I wanted him to fuck me when I was male it would surely need to be in the ass.

Tom was definitely being gentle but it was still a huge hard object being inserted into my anus and I wasn't sure how much I was enjoying it at first. Then Jessie reached between my legs and started rubbing my pussy and fingering my clit and I got so turned on that just the thought of Tom having his cock in my ass made me want to cum.

"Oooooo...oooooo...I don't know...I don't know...I don't know but...I think I like it," I blurted out in raspy gasps.

"Believe me, I felt just like you do the first time I took it up the ass," Jessie chuckled from beneath me.

I wondered whether Tom had popped her anal cherry or whether she had done it with some other guy or guys before she met him. We rarely got too graphically detailed about our sex lives in the past so it wasn't the kind of thing that she would probably have just volunteered to tell me out of the blue. It was kind of cool that as girls we could not only talk about the sex we were having but actually share in it. Jessie was right there when all three of my holes were taken for the first time and she had even given me my first female orgasm.

It got a bit easier as Tom worked a little more of his stick into my behind. I knew he had plenty of cock to spare, and was taking it easy on me, but after a while he was able to get into a nice little rhythm of ass fucking me that was incredibly intense and arousing, while being completely different than getting fucked in my pussy.

"I think that's enough for a first time," said Tom as he pulled his dick out of me. "Now you girls switch positions."

It was with a mixture of disappointment and relief that I felt him slide out of my slippery hole. It was never as much fun feeling him pull out as it was push in, but my ass had gotten a pretty good workout and I probably didn't need much more anal stimulation at that moment.

Jessie and I clambered around so that I was under her and she was now bent over on the couch as Tom took her from behind and started to drill her ass. I just did the same things to Jessie that she had done to me, nipple sucking and pinching, breast squeezing, pussy rubbing and clit fingering and soon she was almost screaming, which was unusual for her, from what I could tell. I had definitely been the noisy girl of the group so far but Jessie was responding to her ass fucking with more than a few whimpers and moans.

Although I couldn't really see what Tom was doing I could tell that he was fucking her harder than he had fucked me. Her body was really rocking and I felt a little jealous of the fact that my friend could handle that much cock in her back door. Maybe with practice I could equal her I thought.

"Jesus H. Christ! Oh, God! Tom...Tom...fuck...fuck...fuuuuuuuuuuuuuck!" Jessie cried out.

Was this really the same little girl who used to be kind of shy and reserved? It almost made me laugh to think about that. I guess growing up and turning into a hottie was a good way to come out of your shell, and a couple of blasts of booze and a cock up your ass might make anyone scream.

While I was playing with Jessie's tits and pussy I found that I was also fingering myself pretty aggressively. It just sort of happened on instinct without any real thought. I had cum already but that never seemed to be enough in this body. The more sex I got the more I wanted.

When it became obvious that Tom was finishing up inside Jessie it didn't really bother me. After that pounding she deserved to get the reward, and knowing Tom there would be plenty of cum for me before the night was through.

"Get naked and come to bed whenever you're ready," said Tom as he strolled off leaving Jessie gasping for air on top of me.

After panting for a few moments she kind of flipped herself over and slumped down onto the couch next to me. Although she still seemed to be trying to get her breathing back to normal she grabbed my head and gave me a big kiss, which I happily returned.

"So what did you think?" she asked when our lips parted.

"It was different, but pretty intense," I replied.

"Yeah, I know. I did anal the first time because the guy kept pressing me for it, and I figured I wouldn't really like it, but once I got used to it I found it can be a total rush," said Jessie.

"Who was the guy?" I asked.

"Pete McCormick," she replied.

"I don't think I remember him," I said.

"I didn't date him long. Probably because all he ever wanted to do was fuck me in the ass," Jessie joked. "That was in college. It was kind of weird, really. I don't know that I ever had sex looking at him. Whether he was doing me in the ass or not he only wanted to fuck me from behind, which got to be a drag pretty quickly."

"Knowing you I'm surprised you put up with that at all," I said.

"Oh, you don't totally know what it's like to be a girl yet but sometimes you find yourself trying too hard to please or to be accommodating. I probably thought if I do what he wants now he'll appreciate it and we'll develop a better relationship but all that jerk really wanted was to butt fuck me so I gave him the boot."

I couldn't help but laugh at the casual way she described that whole situation. Like I said, things were even more open between us than before and I liked the way we could be so frank. It was sort of the missing ingredient in our relationship, well that and kissing and fucking.

I sort of knew what Jessie meant about trying to please. I'm not saying that I was a totally selfish lover as a man but I did sometimes have to concentrate on my own erection so much that it was all I could really think about, and once I was done I was often pretty much played out. As a girl I had been so much more focused on making my partner happy, and even though the physical sensation of feeling Tom ejaculate inside me wasn't all that much, it made me feel incredibly good knowing how good he was feeling at that moment.

"I hope you don't mind Tom being kind of bossy tonight. He's not usually like that, but I think that having the two of us has sorted of stroked his alpha male ego a bit," said Jessie.

"I don't mind at all. A, I still don't know what the hell I'm doing as a chick and happy to have the instruction and B, I think it's kind of manly and makes me feel more like a girl," I said.

"You're too much, you know that?" Jessie chuckled. "You're going to end up handcuffed to a bed with a ball gag in your mouth with that attitude."

"Well, at least it would keep me quiet," I joked as we both pulled off our pantyhose and shoes, and Jessie got out of her bralette before we walked hand and hand into the bedroom where Tom and his very hard dick were waiting for us.


CHAPTER 12:

Tom was still in command mode when we arrived in the bedroom and he had me lie flat on my back across the bed with my head very near the edge of the mattress.  Jessie was then instructed to lie on top of me, facing the other way in the "69"position. With Jessie's snatch in my face there wasn't any question that I was going to lick it and Jessie obviously had the same idea as we were soon lapping at each other's gash with great enthusiasm.

Tom let us go at it for a while but eventually he came and kind of straddled my head, with one knee on the mattress and the other leg bent on the floor. His dick was pointing right at my mouth so I naturally opened up and let him put it inside me. It was kind of different sucking his cock upside down like that, but it seemed to work just fine once I got my head in the right position.

After letting me work his tool for a bit he leaned forward some more and I watched as his mammoth pole disappeared into Jessie's slit. That left his balls dangling in front of me rather temptingly so I tried to lick and suck on them.

Tom gave Jessie's gash a good going over for a while and then let me taste the fruit of his labors. His dick was wet with Jessie's now familiar sweet juice and I licked it all off hungrily. When he stuck his cock back into Jessie's box I craned my head and licked the bottom of his shaft as it poked back and forth above my lips. Then I leaned up even more and managed to lick the bottom of Jessie's pussy while Tom continued to drill her in his steady and manly fashion.

When he finished he put the first couple of spurts inside Jessie but let me drink my fill of the rest of his hot load. I have no idea why I enjoyed swallowing his cum so much but I did. It certainly wasn't the tastiest thing in the world, but man it hit the spot when I was super horny and getting it straight from the tap.

After that Tom went and flopped on the bed as Jessie and I continued to do our lesbian thing for a while until we both were pretty played out and my jaw was starting to hurt. Then it was cuddle time, which I had come to really enjoy. That soft and intimate afterglow experience of just being warm and close to people you really cared about.

We didn't fuck any more that night and the next day was pretty laid back and casual, not to say that there wasn't any sex involved, but it wasn't quite as big a deal as it had been. Then came the sad moment when Jessie had to turn me back into Pete and I would have to leave my friends behind and go home alone.

"We've got something a little different lined up for you next week," said Jessie as she prepared to give me the drug that would restore me to my old self.

"Next week?" I asked hopefully.

"Well I figured you'd be anxious to be Pat again as soon as possible. Did I guess wrong?"

"No, you read me like a book," I grinned in response.

"Well, I think we'll leave it as a surprise but you're going to look pretty again and I think you'll have a very good time."

That made all the difference in the world as I felt my body reshaping itself to my male form. I wasn't saying farewell to Pat forever, I was just going back to work as Pete. I figured I could handle five days at the office just fine as long as I had another exciting weekend to look forward to.

I was burning with curiosity over what the surprise might be but Jessie wouldn't say and I figured that the surprises I had experienced so far had all been pretty terrific so I was trusting that this one would be no less enjoyable.

I had only one picture of myself as Pat, a mirror shot that Jessie and I had taken together when we were all dolled up for our night on the town, and I looked at that constantly for inspiration during the week. It was hard to see that woman in the photo and believe that it was actually me, but I knew I would be her again very soon and I was practically counting the hours.

What I really wished I had was a picture of Tom naked because I would love to have jacked off to that, but I found a guy in a couple of porn videos that looked kind of similar and made do with that fantasy for the time being.

When Jessie first mentioned that they had something different for me lined up my mind first went to the idea that it would be the male-male-female three-way we had talked about but when she quickly added that I'd be Pat again I knew that wasn't the plan. All I could do was hammer my way through the week and show up at Jessie's house at the appointed hour to see what my fate would be.

Jessie greeted me with a warm hug and we went straight up to the bedroom where I was handed my "medicine" and soon I was back in that cute little female body I had come to know and love so well in such a short period of time.

Then Jessie and I dressed for the evening. We were in nice dresses, but not as elegant as the last time. My personal bra was waiting for me, but I noticed it had been supplemented with a couple of different styles in my size. I guess Jessie was planning for me to need a variety of under things in the future and that got my pulse racing a bit.

Once we were finally ready we went down to the living room and sat on the couch. Tom passed through the room and gave me a nice hug and a kiss before moving on. I had no idea what we were going to do but it looked like we were going out somewhere for starters.

"So now what?" I asked.

"Now we wait for Justin to get here," Jessie replied.

"Justin?"

"Yeah. Your date."


CHAPTER 13:

I was completely thrown for a loop. I had never imagined in a million years that there would be another man involved, let alone one I had never met who was being set up with me on a blind date. Even so I was kind of excited by the idea of meeting a new guy. That was something different that I hadn't experienced yet.

"Who is this Justin character?" I asked.

"He's a friend of Tom's. I know you'll like him. He's very good-looking and fun to be around," said Jessie reassuringly.

"And does he know about me...I mean...who I really am?" I sort of stammered.

"Yes, he knows all about that and he's totally cool with it. Especially after Tom showed him your picture," Jessie said with a wink. "To be totally honest with you I think a lot of men really get off on the idea of being with a guy who wants to be a woman. It's kind of a power trip I think, although they might not want to ever admit it out loud."

She was probably right about that. Why not fuck a temporary girl? I wasn't going to get knocked up or expect him to send me a dozen roses later. And I obviously wanted to be in this female body pretty badly in order to actually go through with a total gender transformation. Tom probably wouldn't take that drug for a million bucks, but I was now taking it voluntarily, which just sort of reaffirmed Tom's masculinity while driving my own back down a few more pegs.

When Justin arrived I actually kind of gasped. He was really handsome. I mean like movie star handsome or something. He might have been the best-looking guy I had ever seen in person. I knew that hot girls often had hot girlfriends but I had never thought about it working the same way with guys, but why shouldn't it? I may have been nervous about bringing someone else into this circle, but once I got a look at him I was definitely glad that I hadn't chickened out.

After being properly introduced I was informed that we needed to get going as we had reservations at a restaurant that was partly across town so we all headed out to the driveway. I noticed that Justin had a rather expensive luxury car so he obviously had money as well as looks. I hoped that didn't mean that he had a really small penis or something, but what the heck did I know about that anyway? Tom was big but that didn't mean that every guy needed to be built like that to have a good time.

It still felt funny to have a man hold the car door open for me while I got in the passenger side, but I was beginning to enjoy the treatment. I still had a little trouble sliding in gracefully in a dress but I don't think he noticed. Even if he did, so what? He knew I wasn't experienced at this yet so I might be a little awkward at times with the posture and protocols.

It had been a kick to go to dinner as one of the two babes on Tom's arms but it was also kind of nice to be on this double date where I had a guy of my own, especially one as attractive as Justin. I had naturally been focusing all week long on how much I wanted to get nailed by Tom again but suddenly I found it very easy to become quite interested in this handsome stranger.

After dinner we went dancing, which kind of freaked me out, but I think I held my own, and I especially enjoyed the slow dancing where Justin held me close in his arms and took the lead. At that point I was very happy to let him take the lead in bed too, if that's where we were heading.

"Would you like to come back to my place tonight?" Justin asked as we were taking a spin on the dance floor. "I know it's kind of quick to ask, but I'm really attracted to you and I know you don't have all the time in the world to do this."

"I'd love to," I replied and after wishing Tom and Jessie a goodnight we were speeding off to his rather lavish home in the hills.

"So are you a Mafia kingpin or just a crooked banker or something," I joked as I looked over his house.

"Nothing quite so interesting. I'm just a very successful investor," he replied. "All legit, actually, so I hope that doesn't ruin any bad boy expectations you might have had...at least when it comes to finances."

I wasn't sure what he meant by that but I was fine with it. Maybe this was the part where I got handcuffed to the bed with a ball gag in my mouth like Jessie had warned me about, but if so I was ready to try it at least once. Justin had been a real charmer without really working too hard at it, which made him all the more charming. When he suggested that we might enjoy the view from his hot tub on the patio I was more than ready to get into that kind of hot water with him, if not some other kind of that came up as well.

We just casually stripped down inside and walked naked through the glass doors that led to his patio. The hot tub was bubbling away, as if it had just been waiting for us, which I suppose it had been. Once Justin had removed his clothes I realized that I had been totally wrong in guessing that with his wealth and looks he had already used up all of his good fortune because his body was nicely toned and even flaccid I could tell that he was sporting something pretty nice between his legs.

We enjoyed a glass of champagne and some more light conversation as we looked out on the twinkling lights of the valley below. Then the necking started and it struck me that Jessie must have known that this was what was likely to happen, so what was in it for her and Tom? I had come to spice up their lovemaking last weekend, but now they were setting me up on a date while they presumably went home together as normal. Maybe Jessie just didn't want me getting too fixated on her boyfriend, or the other way around for that matter, which was probably not a bad idea. I was having no trouble at all giving my 100% attention to the gentleman in the hot tub who was sticking his tongue in my mouth and feeling up my pussy.

"So you really don't mind that I'm just a...weekend warrior?" I asked.

"No. We all have our hobbies," Justin replied.

I already knew that he had been clued in about my real identity and was cool with it but it was reassuring to hear it from his own lips, especially as those lips were so deliciously locking with mine in that hot tub.

"Do you mind if I ask you a rather personal question?" said Justin.

"Not at all. We're in the perfect environment to be personal," I joked.

"Are you gay?"

"No, not at all. At least, I never would have thought so before I experienced this body changing thing. And this is only my second time trying it, but I know that when I'm like this I'm very attracted to men. Especially very attractive men...like you," I said as I took his cock in my hand under the water and realized that he was pretty hard already.

"Is there anything I should know about your limits or anything?" he asked.

"No problem there. I'm fully broken in and ready to please any way that you desire," I told him sincerely.

There was a small deck that ran around the entire tub and Justin suddenly hoped up on it with his legs hanging in the water and his erect prick pointing to the sky.

"Well then, I think it would please me very much if you sucked my cock," he said rather coolly.

"I thought you'd never ask," I said with a grin as I got between his legs and prepared to blow him.


CHAPTER 14:

"Oh, my God! Only your second time as a woman and you're not even gay? You suck cock like you've been doing it forever," Justin moaned.

"Thank you. I just love doing it for some reason," I told him as I took his dick out of my mouth for a moment but kept his shaft busy with my hand. "I also like to swallow so don't worry if you need to pop."

"Good lord, just hearing you say that makes me want to cum."

"Well I'll be ready for it whenever you do," I said before I put my mouth to better use giving my new gentleman friend the best BJ I could muster.

I felt sort of like a slut and a whore for going down on a total stranger so easily, and for bragging about something like cum swallowing, but I also felt like a queen for the way I had been pampered and praised all night leading up to this. I guess I just sort of knew what a man would want from a woman in a situation like this and I was happy to provide that.

Justin's cock was different than Tom's, but no less appealing. As for length it was probably a tossup, though Tom's was probably a little fatter. Justin's had a nice shape to it and I actually found that it was slightly easier to get more of him down my throat, which was definitely a big advantage from the blowjob standpoint.

"I want to fuck you so bad but I don't want this to stop," Justin grunted.

"You've got plenty of time to fuck me. Just relax and enjoy your warm up BJ," I said, allowing myself another moment of dick free mouth to speak with him.

I must admit that while I had only been a woman once before I had spent some time during the week researching blowjob technique and reading as much as I could about it. I even practiced on a banana, which seemed kind of silly, but it looked like my study was paying off. When I sensed that he was getting close I started to play with his balls and that seemed to be the trigger that put him over the top. The first hot jet of his cum slammed hard against the back of my throat, and that was followed by another and another and another until he was shooting so fast it was hard for me to get it all down. Some of the excess kind of dribbled down my chin but I could lick that up later once he was totally spent.

Justin tasted a little different. Tangier, maybe, and not quite as salty. This load was particularly thick and creamy, but I knew from Tom that the texture could change a bit from time to time.

"Yummy," I said once I had cleaned him completely and licked my lips dry.

"Oh, yeah, I've never heard a woman say that," Justin joked. "So what does it taste like to you?"

"It tastes like a real a man," I replied with a wicked little corner smile.

"You're right there, baby, and I'm going to prove it to you all night long."

I'm not sure why I said that, but I think I knew that it was something he'd like to hear, and in all honesty I kind of felt the same way. I knew I was still a man underneath this pretty female exterior, but I was a different kind of a man. A man who had discovered the wonders of his feminine side and who wanted nothing more than to please the other sort of man who would never dream of even looking for the side of his nature, even if he had one. I could play the woman's role quite nicely, thank you, so the more manly my partner was the better for both of us.

We had another glass of champagne and chatted some more and I found myself resting my head on his shoulder quite comfortably. I had only known this man for a few hours but I already felt very snug and secure with him. And I think I also liked the fact that he was all mine for the night and that I didn't have to share him with anybody, as much as I had enjoyed being part of Jessie and Tom's ménage à trois.

After a while Justin took me up to his bedroom and put on some soft music and soft lighting after we had toweled off sufficiently. Then we climbed on top of the bed without disrupting the covers and I was in his arms in a flash. After having fooled around in the hot tub I was totally ready to take his big dick in my cunt but Justin seemed to savor a lot of foreplay, and I wasn't about to complain. We spent a lot of time touching and exploring each other's bodies all over before he finally got down between my legs and spread them open. Even then he wasn't in as big a hurry as I assumed as he did a little muff diving first, not that I needed any more stimulation.

He was actually quite good at licking pussy and has his own technique that was a little different than mine or Jessie's. He used his fingers a lot, as well as his lips and tongue, and when he got under the hood and sucked my clit I thought I was going to bounce right off the bed.

When he took me I was so wet and ready that I could hardly stand it. His cock slid into me so easily and I threw my arms around his neck and pulled him down for a kiss. It all felt so passionate and romantic and new feelings were clicking inside me. I loved being on my back, looking into his eyes as he filled me with his manhood. Slow at first, then faster, then slow again. I was totally swooning.

"I hope you don't take offense at this but you seem incredibly well-suited at being a woman," said Justin.

"You really think so?" I replied dreamily.

"Yes, I do. The way your body moves and responds and the way you look at me would have me completely convinced that you had always been a woman if I didn't know better."

"Maybe I was in another life or something," I joked.

"Maybe. Or maybe you're just discovering that you're in the body you were always supposed to be in."

That thought would have horrified me a week ago. Fun is fun and sex is sex and I was open-minded enough to enjoy a one-shot trip to the world of womanhood, just to see what it was like, but I would have recoiled at the thought that there was something deeper at work. Now it sort of made sense to me, and maybe it made sense to Jessie too and that's why she had started me down this path. Of course if that was true it wasn't likely to lead to a happy ending for me but I couldn't worry about that now. All I wanted to do was embrace Justin and make our bodies move as one until he finally put his seed deep inside me.

I already had a little crush on him. I knew that from the way I felt when I looked into his eyes, but I just had to keep that in check and never lose track of my real self completely, as much as I just wanted to melt into his arms and be his woman totally.

It seemed like a guy like Justin would have plenty of real women falling at his feet and I wondered if he was cheating on someone to be with me. That wasn't a very pleasant thought so I let it pass as quickly as I could. Just like with Jessie and Tom I couldn't be a real threat to their relationship so I couldn't be a threat to anyone else's either. Justin and I were both just using each other for some sport fucking so whatever his romantic situation might be I wasn't likely to be that much of a disruption, unless we got caught or something.

Even so I couldn't help but feel a little romantic. If I were a real woman Justin would definitely seem like a "keeper" to me, even though I didn't know him well at all. We just seemed to click right away, and the fact that we had to move right along to the sex just felt like cutting to the chase. We both wanted each other pretty much on sight so there was no point in playing some elaborate game of "hard to get" or putting arbitrary impediments between us.

"You feel so good inside me, baby. I love the way that you fuck me," I whispered when he was bent over kissing my neck.

"And I love your passion," he replied.

So we loved something about each other. That was probably as close as we'd ever get to directly saying "I love you" but it was nice enough. It was dumb to be getting emotional at all over a hookup with a blind date, but something inside me kind of yearned for sex with a little more meaning behind it. I guess maybe that's why women tend to like all those mushy romance movies on Lifetime or Hallmark or something.

Just before Justin began to cum I felt myself going into orgasm mode and much to my surprise we pretty much climaxed at the same moment. I'd never had a simultaneous orgasm before, and I suppose I thought it was highly unlikely to ever happen, but I literally saw stars before my eyes and felt a few tears running down my cheek as we exploded in one big orgasmic ball of energy.

"Wow," Justin panted as he looked down at me, his dick still firmly in my snatch.

"Wow," I panted in reply.

"That was amazing," we both gasped simultaneously.


CHAPTER 15:

It was amazing, and in so many ways beyond just the physical experience. I felt like I had really made love to a man for the first time in my life, as opposed to just having sex with one. I didn't know whether I was actually "in" love with Justin already, but I knew that I could be without too much effort.

I was really Peter Jason McDonald, a 27-year-old heterosexual man, yet as I lay in bed next to Justin, my pussy still full of his cum, all I could think about was how happy I was and how I had just experienced the greatest sex of my life.

The whole date had been the best date of my life. Dinner, drinks, and dancing with friends, making out in a hilltop hot tub, and finally consummating the whole thing with some fantastically hot fornication. I was definitely a happy camper, but also a confused one as well.

What did it mean that the best date of my life had been with another man? Had I been barking up the wrong tree all these years and men were really my cup of tea, or was the fact that I was dating as a woman the key factor? Either way it was a little disconcerting.

I probably should have just scolded Jessie for drugging me without my knowledge and insisted that she change me back right away, but I was too intrigued by the change, and too anxious to live out my fantasy of having sex with Jessie to let common sense take charge. I used to think that my dick did too much of my thinking when I was a man, but it seemed like my pussy had a will of its own that was any day as strong an influence on me.

Of course there was nothing wrong with being a woman. Had I been born one I'm sure I would have accepted it quite naturally. But that was kind of the problem. I hadn't been born one and yet I seemed to be naturally inclined to it anyway.

Still I took some comfort in the fact that what I had been doing was sort of like being on a really good vacation. I wasn't really living a "normal" life as a woman, I was going to nice restaurants and having a lot of incredible sex. Periods, birth control, body hair removal, and workplace harassment wasn't in the equation. I didn't have a rape whistle or pepper spray in my purse. The fact that it took more time to get dressed hadn't been a problem when I had all the time in the world, but trying to get to work on time in the morning with an extra long routine might be a drag.

It was good to remind myself of the potential downside of being a woman because most of what I had experienced so far was incredibly great. Maybe Justin was right and everybody had their hobbies and mine could be turning into a cock slut once a week. Of course that would put a pretty serious crimp in any efforts I might normally make to have a dating life as a man, but the tradeoff might be worth it, at least in the short term.

"So what do you like most about being a girl?" Justin asked.

"Guys with big cocks...like you," I replied, batting my eyes for emphasis.

"That's nice to know," said Justin.

"What is? That I like big cocks or that I think you have one?" I teased.

"Both I suppose. It makes things easier knowing that I'm equipped to please you."

"Oh, you are, in so many ways I assure you."

"You know I've never dated a temporary woman before. What happens when you turn back? Do you just sort of forget about everything you did, or does it freak you out sometimes, or what?" asked Justin.

"I definitely don't forget anything, but I try not to let that freak me out too much. I only had about five days of being a man before turning back into a woman again so it wasn't too hard to just go on with my normal life. And I don't know if it's the drug, or just my mind, but the feeling of being female kind of lingered on a bit. I mean I just thought about things a little differently," I explained.

"Like the fact that you suddenly weren't repulsed by the idea of having sex with a man anymore?"

"Ah...yeah, you could probably say that was true," I admitted a little reluctantly.

"I think that's great. It shows that you really love what you're doing and it's probably not all just chemically induced. It's sort of like hypnosis, I think, where you can't really make somebody do something they're totally opposed to," Justin suggested. "Some part of you finds men attractive, and being changed into a female body just lets you act upon that without guilt."

"Well I sure do find you attractive," I said as I gave him a quick kiss. "But let me ask you something. You're quite a catch. Is there someone who would be totally pissed to walk in and find us like this?"

"No, there's nobody serious in my life at the moment."

"Good for me, but that's kind of surprising," I said.

"I was married for a couple of years before my wife realized that she was actually a lesbian and ran off with her girlfriend," said Justin with a shrug.

"No way!"

"Well, I suppose it was partly my fault. I had suggested that it had always been my fantasy to be with two women at the same time so she made that happen for my birthday. Apparently she had been repressing this desire for years and once she let it out there was no stopping her," Justin said with a chuckle. So I married a woman who really didn't like men and now I'm dating a man who likes to be a woman who likes men. I think that works out much better for me."

"For me too," I said as I rested my head on his firm chest. "I really do like you Justin and I hope I'll get to see you again."

"Well you're going to see plenty of me this weekend, and next weekend too, if you like, and then who knows? Maybe one of these weekends you'll just decide to stay this way for good."

I wasn't sure whether he was joking or just trying to say something nice but I was glad to hear that he wanted to see more of me. I was also glad that I wasn't just a novelty lay. I could have just been the queer who liked to play girly to him, but he seemed to take my femininity seriously, perhaps more seriously than even I had up to this point.

I thought about last weekend and being part of the experimental three-way with Jessie and Tom. What if Jessie had been like Justin's ex? What if she had discovered her true lesbian nature by being with me? At one point in my life that would have sounded like a dream come true, but for some reason, as much as I had enjoyed being with Jessie, it was Tom that I was more likely to run off with. Fortunately it didn't look like I had messed up their relationship either way, and had stumbled into one of my own.

I could be a weekend girlfriend. Why not? I'd need some more clothes and things like that, but that wasn't such a big deal, and I could probably always borrow stuff from Jessie if I needed to. Even if I was just a queer who liked to play girly I couldn't think of anyone I'd rather play with than a stud like Justin. And if I fell in love with him I fell in love with him. It wasn't like I hadn't had my heart broken before. I had fallen in love with plenty of girls in my lifetime but none of them were still around and I was still alive and kicking. I was just kicking in a skirt and heels now.


CHAPTER 16:

The rest of the weekend was kind of a blur to me. We kept talking about going out and doing things but then somehow we'd start necking and then we'd start fucking and then we'd just order some food and watch TV until we were ready to repeat the process all over again. There was just this incredible sexual chemistry between us that we screwed like newlyweds the whole weekend long.

"Next weekend, I promise, we'll at least go out to dinner first," said Justin as I reluctantly prepared to get out of his car back at Jessie's house, where I would make my return trip to maleness.

"That's great, but cold pizza and hot cum works for me too," I joked.

"Well I'm sure you'll get your fill of the hot cum part again if you want it," Justin replied.

"Oh, I'll want it all right...dripping out of my slit...slamming into my throat...maybe covering my tits if you feel like painting my boobs," I said seductively.

"Shit, woman! We're supposed to be ending the weekend and you're giving me a boner the size of the Statue of Liberty with all this talk."

"I could give you a quick BJ for the road," I offered.

"Fuck, how am I going to turn that down," Justin groaned in mock annoyance.

"You're not," I said as I unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock. "Although I am going to have to make this quick since I need to get home."

After spending the whole weekend stimulating and arousing his penis I had already developed a pretty good idea of what it worked well with him. Usually that meant that I wouldn't do that too much so that I could prolong the experience, but at the moment I just needed to get him off so I made it my goal to make him cum as quick as I could.

I was kind of pleased with myself when my efforts paid off surprisingly fast and before long I was licking his dick clean savoring my last taste of jizz for the weekend.

"Baby, I don't know why you like being a girl so much but I sure hope you go right on liking it for a long time," said Justin as he put his pecker away.

"I'm sure that I won't burn out on this anytime soon," I replied before we finally kissed goodbye and I made it into the house.

Jessie wanted to hear all the juicy details of how our weekend had gone and she seemed very pleased that it had gone so well and that we were planning a repeat performance for next weekend.

"I might as well just give you the rest of this stuff so that you can use it whenever you want without having to run over here," Jessie suggested as I prepared to change back into Pete.

"You do know how to get some more, right? I mean in case I burn through this and need another dose."

"Don't worry about it, honey. I'm sure I can get you as much as you need, or turn you on to someone who can score it for you," said Jessie reassuringly.

"You seem awfully happy about my strange new addiction," I pointed out.

"I'm happy because you're happy. And it sounds like you and Justin have a good thing going there. Just enjoy the ride and see where it goes. Maybe this is the life you were always meant to have."


CHAPTER 17:

The life I was always meant to have. I thought about that a lot when I got home. I always assumed I was living the life I was supposed to be living, but what if that wasn't necessarily true? What if I had just been living the only life I knew? I wondered how many people might choose a completely different life if they had the opportunity to test drive it first. I never seriously thought about being a girl because I didn't know it was even possible, without years of expensive medical treatments and whatnot. Now that I knew what did I know exactly?

I knew that I liked men all of a sudden, and some men in particular. Maybe that wasn't all that strange having lived my life as a man so far. I kind of understood what made men tick and what they wanted and why they often behaved a certain way. I probably wasn't behaving at all like a "normal" woman would in a lot of situations, but that only seemed to make me more appealing to men.

I definitely was getting laid more often and much more easily than before. Hell, I had stepped straight from a blind date into a sort of an ongoing romance, and knew that I had the stuff to attract other men if I wanted to. That was a pretty huge confidence boost. Put me in a short skirt and a tight sweater and I was ready to turn some heads and break some hearts.

And it didn't hurt that my best friend was a woman and we were now more like friends with benefits when I was female. It had been her idea to turn me into a girl in the first place and she had been nothing but supportive the whole way. I had no idea how other friends, family members, and co-workers might feel about seeing me as a woman but there wouldn't be any way to know for sure unless I let them in on my little secret at some point.

In a way it would have been a lot easier to deal with if I had just magically turned into a woman overnight. No one could blame me or accuse me of being a sissy or anything, and if there was no known "cure" I could just accept my fate and try to make the best of it. It probably shouldn't have bothered me what people thought but that's just human nature I suppose. We present ourselves to the world in a certain way for years so our "image" is kind of well-established. Jessie certainly liked the "new me" for some reason, and Tom and Justin obviously liked me as a woman because I liked sucking their cocks and having them fuck me, but I wondered how my dad would feel, for instance.

It would probably be easier if I had been born a woman who liked turning into a man. It still would have freaked people out but there wouldn't be that huge stigma attached of being a man who chose to give up his masculinity and have sex with other men. From the time you were a little kid nobody wanted to be called a sissy or have someone say that you were acting like a girl, while girls were often encouraged to prove that they could do whatever the boys could do.

Then when sexuality entered the picture you really didn't want to be thought of as a sissy, because you wanted all of the girls around you to think you were totally masculine. You looked for ways to stand out and impress the ladies and certainly never wanted your buddies to think that you might have some sort of feminine side that you were hiding.

The funny thing was if I told my male friends that I liked turning into a girl only to have lesbian sex they would probably be really cool with that, even though it was homosexual in nature. I could probably recruit all kinds of guys into trying that, as long as there were absolutely no men involved. It was the fact that I was not only willing to be with men, but actually preferred it that put me in kind of a different category. I wasn't turning female to see a bunch of hot girls in the shower, I was showering with hot guys who were fucking my brains out.

In the end all of my reflection and soul searching was probably kind of pointless anyway as I was so caught up in the thrill of my new romance that I wasn't going to stop anytime soon no matter what excuses I might come up with. I had a boyfriend, damn it! Maybe just on weekends, and maybe not for the long haul, but right now I was counting the days until I could be with my lover again.


CHAPTER 18:

"You look absolutely gorgeous tonight."

"Thank you sir, I always try to look my best for you."

"And you always succeed, but tonight even more so."

I had pulled out all the stops for my date with Justin. I got my hair and nails done and bought a new dress and worked on my eye makeup until I achieved the degree of sultry seductiveness I was going for. I knew my dress would end up on the floor, and my hair would be wrecked, and he might not even notice my makeup, but it was all worth it. Being pretty had become pretty important to me, especially when I was going out with my guy.

I had never thought of myself as particularly shallow or vain as a man, and I tried not to think of myself that way now, but I did have to admit that I was far more obsessed with my appearance than I ever had been before. For one thing I had a lot of natural tools to work with and all of the cosmetic and fashion options that women have to accentuate their looks. And I knew that showing some cleavage, or a bit of leg would excite a man and make him yearn for more.

It just made me feel good to look good, and feel even better when I was praised for it by someone like Justin. It was still kind of hard to get used to that sort of attention, but I was learning to appreciate it pretty fast.

As we dined at a nice, but not ridiculously over-priced restaurant, I wondered what Justin really wanted from this relationship. I suppose the convenient sex was pretty appealing, even if it was only available on weekends. Justin was a busy guy and always checking on his investments, or working on some kind of a deal, so the fact that I was a pretty low-maintenance girlfriend probably fit his lifestyle pretty nicely. We did exchange text messages during the week, and even though I was in Pete's body I had no trouble thinking like Pat when we were communicating electronically. I was pretty crazy about Justin even when my male brain was in control.

And I was about as sure a thing as you could get. I never got tired of sex, or wasn't in the mood, or complained that all he wanted me for was my body. I was happy to give him my body, and as much of my heart as my situation would allow.

Someday Justin would probably tire of the limitations, or get bored with fucking the same pussy every weekend, or meet a real woman who he could have serious intentions about, but I tried not to dwell on that too much. I was with my man now and there was really nothing I could do but live in the moment and try to savor it.

After dinner we went dancing again at the same place we had gone on our first date. I still wasn't totally comfortable trying to bust any moves but I absolutely adored the slow dancing where I could rest my head on Justin's shoulder while he held me tight around my waist. It was so freaking romantic it almost hurt.

When we eventually got back to his place I was dying to get laid, despite the fact that it had been such a pleasant evening of dinner and dancing, and I think Justin felt the same way because we barely made it into the bedroom. The dress wasn't the only thing I had recently purchased as I had also picked up something special to wear under it and I wanted to reveal it properly so I dashed into the bathroom and made Justin wait on the bed.

What I had on was basically sort of a combination bra and panties thing that was all connected by a bunch of lacy straps. The panties were completely crotchless so Justin could have at it without needing to fiddle around with taking anything off right away, and the bra cups were also removable so that I could have my bare titties sticking out surrounded by straps, which also helped to elevate them a bit. It was a little like wearing a harness I suppose, but I thought it looked totally wicked, and from Justin's reaction when I made my entrance I think he thought so too.

"Oh, my God. I don't think I've ever seen a getup like that," said Justin, who had started to remove some of his clothes.

"I hadn't either, but when I saw it I knew I had to have it. I was hoping you'd like it," I said very sweetly.

"I love it. And I especially love the way you look in it. And I also love the practicality of the design."

"Me, too. It seems like kind of a shame to get all dressed up in sexy underwear if you just have to take it off in a couple of minutes to actually do anything," I said with a laugh.

"Well, get over here woman and let's start doing things."

I walked over to the bed and sat sideways across his lap with my arms around his neck. Since I spent a lot more time these days reading female-oriented blogs and magazine articles I had read that a lot of women didn't like to sit on a guy's lap because it made them seem childish and diminished as a person. Likewise they didn't want a man to pick them up and carry them anywhere, but I couldn't really get behind that way of thinking. I chose to sit on Justin's lap, because it looked like an awesome place to sit, and feeling snug and secure in a man's embrace was one of the things I liked most about being a woman. It wasn't like I was going to let him tell me how to vote or something. I also understood how little things like that might help a man feel more masculine and confident, and I was all for that. In all actuality I probably wasn't that much weaker physically than I was as a man but I wouldn't hesitate to let a guy open a pickle jar for me if it made him feel like he was showing off his superior strength.

"What are you thinking about? You have kind of a far off look right now," said Justin.

"Pickle jars," I replied absent-mindedly.

"Is that some kind of dirty slang that I don't know about?" teased.

"No, I was just thinking that you'd be happy to open a pickle jar for me if the lid was on really tight, wouldn't you?"

"Of course. Do you have a jar at home that needs emergency opening?"

"No, I was just thinking about how cool it is that you're so strong and manly," I told him.

"Well now that sounds like kind of a challenge," said Justin with a grin. "I feel the need to demonstrate some of that manly strength."

"I didn't mean it like that. I already know how strong and manly you are," I explained.

"Even so, it sounds like a good idea to me."

Justin managed to wiggle out of his pants, even with me sitting across his lap, and once he had them off he instructed me to swing around so that I was straddling him with my arms still firmly around his neck. I happily complied and lowered myself down onto his pulsating cock in the process and prepared to ride him right where I was. Justin, it appeared, had other ideas.

I felt him starting to stand up, with me still mounted on his dick, and I clung to his neck for dear life, hoping that the poor man wouldn't throw his back out or something. Fortunately he managed to get to his feet quite easily and with his hands under my butt, and my arms around his neck I felt about as secure as a girl could feel in such a potentially precarious position.

"Wow, are you sure you want to do it like this?" I asked.

"Well I'll stay close to the bed so if I have to drop you I can just toss you on the mattress," he said with a slight chuckle. "So feel free to go crazy on my cock if you want to."

Going crazy on his cock was pretty much my favorite pastime so I didn't hesitate to do so, despite my lingering worries about fucking up his back or getting dumped on my head. As long as I kept my arms around his neck I was probably pretty safe from any real harm.

"Yes,yes,yes,yes,yes," I chirped as I bounced up and down on his dick, assisted by his strong hands which had a good grip on my buttocks.

I really wanted to kiss him but I was squealing just too much. I honestly hadn't been trying to goad him into some sort of macho display of his physical prowess, but this beat the hell out of opening a jar of pickles any day. I was just extremely thankful that I was small enough, and light enough for him to pull this off without ending up in traction. Screw it if I wasn't supposed to enjoy his display of raw power.

"You know I've never tried it this way before," Justin kind of grunted.

"Well we can go open a pickle jar instead if that would be easier for you," I teased.

"Now you're really asking for it, aren't you?"

I had no idea what he meant by that but a short time later I found out.


CHAPTER 19:

Justin had made me get down off his cock and stand on the floor with my back facing him. Then before I knew what was happening he had grabbed me around the waist and held me suspended in a horizontal position, which left me with nothing to do with my hands except clasp them back around Justin's for a little additional support. My legs just kind of naturally stuck straight back this way so I tried to wrap them around his back the best I could.

"What the hell are you doing?" I asked in a voice that probably sounded more frightened than I actually was.

"Just upping the ante a little," he replied as I felt his cock gliding into me from behind. "Your jar is already open, baby, and I'm just putting my pickle in it."

It was an incredible way to fuck. Somehow the man managed to hold me up and jerk me back and forth on his dick as if I was a pillow or something. He certainly didn't need to prove anything to me, but I was totally blown away by his power.

Pretty soon I forgot about being nervous and just surrendered to the sensation. I even stuck my hands out in front of me at one point, like I was flying through the air. If some people thought that sitting in a guy's lap was a sign of weakness I can only imagine what they would think of what I was doing now but the female DNA in me was responding quite favorably to this manly display of brute force.

Feeling weightless, and helpless, and completely at the mercy of a bigger, stronger, man didn't make me feel ashamed of what I was doing, it was quite the opposite. It made me feel free. I loved being a woman and playing a different role in life than the one I had been playing. This felt like the real me. The me I was always supposed to have been. Pat and Pete were the same person fundamentally, but they lived their lives very differently and utilized different skill sets to accomplish their goals. I realized that there would always be ups and downs in life no matter which body I was in and that it didn't matter whether I liked being Pat more or less, what mattered was the fact that I knew that I really needed to be Pat.

When Justin was finally ready to cum he turned around so that my body was suspended over the bed and had me put my hands down on the mattress. Then he slid his hands down from my waist to my legs and held me up like a wheelbarrow as he pumped his hot load inside me. When he finished he kind of gave me a little shove forward and down I went on the bed. A moment later I felt the bed bounce as he flopped down next to me and stretched out on his back while I was still lying flat on my stomach.

"That was terrifyingly awesome," I said without bothering to roll over.

"I hope you weren't really terrified because you know I'd never let any harm come to you," Justin replied.

I knew they were just words, but I liked hearing them anyway, especially after such a manly display of strength and physical prowess. Realistically Justin couldn't save me if I was in a plane crash, or stop an earthquake from happening, but I did believe that he would throw himself in front of a speeding car to save my life. While I hated the idea of him becoming road kill to save my sissy ass I really loved the idea of him being my protector. I'm sorry ladies, as much as I'm for equality, do you really want a petite lipstick lesbian for your bodyguard or a 6'4" beast of a man with a barrel chest and arms like steel? (Not that I would describe Justin that way but he would definitely be on that side of the scale.)

What would I be willing to do for him? If I were a real woman I'd probably be willing to have his children, which would probably hurt like being run over by a car, but with less potential for fatality. Naturally I would do just about anything for him sexually, which I think I already was, but I could probably bring more than that to the table if I was ever asked to, not that I expected to be asked.

I knew that I was in love with the man, and that it would probably lead to heartbreak, but sadly romances often do. It was probably crazy to lose your heart to only the second guy you had ever been with, and especially when you could only be with him on weekends, but I just couldn't help it.

Fortunately as the weekends ticked by we were still together, and seemed closer than ever. My old life appeared to exist purely as a means to get a paycheck and to try and keep myself pretty and exciting for Justin. There were always three-day holiday weekends coming up, and vacation time where we might be able to actually get away for a week or two, but I was prepared to just go on as we were for as long as it lasted. Justin had showed no sign of getting tired of me yet so hopefully that would be a very long time indeed.


CHAPTER 20:

"I don't know whether to tell you this and spoil the potential surprise or just keep my mouth shut and let things happen as they happen," said Jessie with a slightly furrowed brow.

"Well you didn't keep your mouth shut so you better tell me whatever it is that you really want to me," I replied.

We had both gotten together for lunch during the week, which was nice since we weren't seeing much of each other these days. She had Tom, and I had Justin, and that kept our social calendars pretty full aside from work.

"Okay, since you're forcing me to tell you I thought you might want to know that Tom thinks that Justin is going to ask you to move in with him," said Jessie in almost a stage whisper, as if anyone sitting near us gave a shit about our lives one way or the other.

"That seems kind of odd," I relied dumbly."I mean he knows I'm really a man but he's never seen me as anything other than a woman. Why would he want some strange guy hanging around his house for five days a week?"

"You're missing the point here, sweetie. He wants you to stop changing back into a man and live with him as a woman fulltime," Jessie explained quite clearly, although I was still in a bit of a fog.

"Huh? Why would he do that?" I asked even more dumbly than before.

"Because he's obviously in love with you, dummy, though it's presumably for your body since your brain seems to have turned to mush," Jessie teased. "It's a good thing I told you because you obviously weren't prepared to answer the question."

She was definitely right about that, I wasn't prepared to answer that question, and it would have been even harder if it had been Justin asking me directly instead of me hearing about it from Jessie. I suppose it made sense, as we had been dating for quite a while now, and moving in together would be a fairly logical next step under normal circumstances. But these weren't normal circumstances and it would mean having to come out to basically the whole world and announce that I was choosing to become a woman.

My first reaction was to get paranoid and worry about my job and how people would react and whether I'd be able to change back if things didn't work out with Justin and somehow convince people that I had just been temporarily confused or something but then I suddenly just started to laugh, which I'm sure made Jessie think that I had flipped my lid entirely.

"That's the most awesome thing I've ever heard in my life!" I said once I stopped laughing enough to speak again. "I sure hope you're right about this because I'd hate to get my hopes up for nothing."

Of course I wanted to be a fulltime woman. That had been staring me in the tits...ah...face the whole time. Moving in with the man I loved would just be the icing on the cake. I had already realized that I needed to be female some time ago it had just taken a while for it to sink in to the point where I could freely express that out loud.

Somehow I suspected that Jessie knew long before I ever had an inkling, and she had set this whole thing in motion far more as a way for me to discover my true self than as a convenient way for her and Tom to experiment with a three-way, and I loved her for it. She just knew me so damn well. Knew that I'd have a hard time volunteering to take a gender changing drug for any reason, but that once I did I'd be very happy to have done so. Was it something I had said or done, or didn't do? It didn't really matter. The important thing was that she had put me on the right road, and it looked like that road might be leading me to a new address.

"So what are you going to tell him when he asks?" Jessie asked a little impatiently.

"Are you crazy? I'm going to tell him yes and then jump into his arms and smother him with kisses," I replied.

"No surprise there," Jessie chuckled.

No surprise indeed. She was right about me as usual.


CHAPTER 21:

Justin popped the question that weekend...well...not the really big question, but the big enough question at any rate. I tried to act pleasantly surprised but I was actually feeling something more like relief as I did literally jump into his arms as promised.

"Of course, darling, of course!" I babbled in between kisses and tears. "This is the happiest day of my life!"

"Wow, I wonder how you'll act when I ask you to marry me someday," Justin teased.

"Cost you a ring to find out I guess," I teased right back.

I was ready to drop to my knees and blow him on the spot but since he already had me in his arms he started to carry me off to the bedroom, which was fine, too.

"Feel free to redecorate the place any way that you want. I know that you ladies can be kind of particular when it comes to interior design," said Justin, making me feel very feminine and helping the fact that this was going to be my new home to sink in.

When we got to the bedroom we undressed quickly and Justin took me on my back, or in the "matrimonial style" as it's sometimes referred to, which seemed quite appropriate under the circumstances. When he slid his big cock all the way into me I was surprised that he just held it there and didn't start thrusting back and forth.

"This is how it was meant to be, darling. Us, joined together, as one. It know that probably sounds crazy considering how you started out in life, but I've never been more sure of anything," he said earnestly as he gazed into my eyes and I gazed lovingly back.

"I know you're right, and I promise I'll do everything I can to make you happy, because you've made me happier than I've ever been before," I replied.

"Don't worry about any of the legal stuff. I've got an excellent lawyer and I've already run the details by him. You'll be officially female in no time at all. You just concentrate on what kind of drapes you want for the bedroom or any new furniture we should get and that sort of thing," said Justin, obviously way ahead of me on this whole project.

"Do you like kids?" I suddenly asked.

"Absolutely. Are you in a hurry to start a family?"

"Not at all, I was just curious," I replied.

"I'm sure we'll know when the time is right. But remember, once you have a child you won't ever be able to turn back into a man again so you won't have that escape clause," he told me, which was definitely news to me. I guess he had done some research on the wonder drug that made me female, which was fine by me because I didn't have a clue about how the thing worked or what the long term side effects might be.

"I can't imagine ever wanting to escape from you my love," I replied. "Now are you going to fuck me, or what? I can't take that big dick just sitting there doing nothing for much longer!"

I did have to go to a gynecologist as part of my legal transition, and that was kind of scary the first time, but I also needed to start taking birth control pills until Justin and I were ready to have children. I didn't need to be married to be willing to do that, but the idea of a wedding seemed very appealing now so I wasn't going to turn one down if he offered.

Justin suggested that he could train me to work as his assistant, so I just quit my old job and didn't have to deal with any hassle about going back there as a woman, which was fine with me. I'm sure I was the subject of much office gossip for a long time anyway, but it was one less thing to remind me of the life I was leaving behind.

Ever since I woke up and found that Jessie had spiked my drink and turned me into a woman my whole life seemed to become an endless series of surprises. Now surprises aren't always a good thing, like when you need to get somewhere and you discover that your car won't start or you've got a flat tire, but for me it was one pleasant surprise after another. And a few years later I was able to surprise my husband Justin with the news that he was going to be a father. I don't know exactly what motherhood is going to be like, but I have a pretty good feeling that the pleasant surprises are just going to keep coming.


AUTHOR'S NOTES:

I had some trepidation about the jumping off point of this book because I obviously don't condone slipping any kind of a drug to anyone without their knowledge and consent, but because I had the luxury of knowing that it was just a fantasy story, and that it would have a happy ending, I went ahead and rolled with it. "Date rape" drugs are seriously nasty things but happy boy to girl drugs, which obviously don't exist, are not quite the same thing.

Wouldn't it be fascinating if they did exist though? I wonder how many people would try it, at least once. Maybe someday science will catch up to the science fiction and we'll find out how many people want to sample the other gender. Hope I live to see it.
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