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CHAPTER 1:

"Why do you want to change?"

"What difference does it make?" the boy asked.

"Might make all the difference in the world."

"Look, I know the law concerning transformation. Everyone is entitled to one change as long as you're over 18 and under 21. I'm 19, I've filled out all the necessary forms and I'd like to get on with this."

It was the law. The Gender Transformation Act had been passed almost three years ago. Anyone who met the basic qualifications could change their gender through a government program. The actual process was supposedly pretty quick and relatively painless. There were some things you couldn't change, like your eye color, and there wasn't much flexibility in your height but otherwise you were free to design your new self using a very simple 3D modeling program. You'd have to wear a wig until your real hair grew out but compared to the sex change process of the past this was practically magic.

Robert Benton had read everything he could about the process. Since it had only been in effect for a few years there weren't any long-term case studies. There had certainly been a number of suicides amongst the transformed but there was no clear indication that the rate was unusually high or that the transformation was ultimately the cause. There were considerably more men wanting to become women when the program started but by now it was starting to even out. Robert knew there were risks involved and that everything in his life would be changed forever but he had made his decision and now all that remained was getting final approval. 

Robert was sitting in an office in a government building but it wasn't as cold and institutional as most government buildings tended to be. He was sitting in a very comfortable chair across from a well-dressed, middle-aged gentleman who was conducting the interview. His name was Dr. Clemmons and it was his job to make sure that the applicant was really aware of the implications of this decision and to talk them out of it if he could. This actually wasn't a cruel hoax or even typical government stupidity it was for the very practical reason that if you could be talked out of it you probably weren't really prepared for what might lie ahead.

"Let me set your mind at ease," said Dr. Clemmons. "I'm not here to judge you. A decision like this isn't entered into lightly and you wouldn't have come this far in the process if you weren't serious. This is a very advanced scientific procedure but at the moment it can't be reversed. Now, you're a young...applicant...and perhaps someday during your lifetime it may be possible to switch back but you should be prepared to accept the fact that you will probably remain a woman for the rest of your days."

"That's fine with me," Robert replied. "I had no say in being born a man and I assumed that I would stay that way forever. At least now I have a voice in the matter. I may be wrong but I'll honestly never know for sure anyway. If my life as a woman doesn't go well in the long run that doesn't automatically mean that it would all have been a bed of roses had I remained a man."

"That's very true," commented the Doctor as he made a few notes. "What concerns me is some of your visual stimuli test results."

In an earlier phase of the process Robert had been wired up to a variety of machines while a series of photographs were shown to him. There were some neutral photographs, like pictures of a non-descript street or a bowl of cereal to get a baseline reading of his vital signs but there were also a variety of very gender specific photos. There were pictures of men and women of all kinds, some rather plain, some quite beautiful. There were tasteful, artistic, nude shots and some pretty explicit photos as well. There were even close ups of genitalia and pictures of various combinations of couples, gay and straight, fornicating. A picture of a ballerina might be followed by one of a football player. A still life of a bowl of fruit might precede a shot of a bra and panties lying on a bed. It appeared very random but it was obviously carefully planned. A "normal" person was expected to respond a certain way to each photo based on their gender so it was assumed that anyone planning to switch would respond more like the gender they were planning to become.

"What is it that bothers you specifically?" Robert asked.

"Quite frankly your responses aren't what we would expect from a man who wished to be a woman. For example, your response to a number of the attractive nude females indicated a fairly high degree of sexual arousal."

"Perhaps I want to be a lesbian."

"On the other hand, you also displayed the same degree of arousal with a number of the male photos, which is as expected but somewhat contradictory."

"Perhaps I want to be bi-sexual."

"Are you uncertain of what your sexual preference is?" the Doctor inquired.

"That's a possibility, I suppose," Robert replied. 

"Have you ever had sex with a woman?"

"A number of times."

"Did you enjoy it?"

"Some more times than others. It depends on the girl. I don't expect sex to be great every single time," Robert said with a shrug.

"Have you had sex with men?" Dr. Clemmons asked.

"No."

"But you'd like to?"

"As a woman, definitely. As a man it doesn't sound too appealing."

"You do realize that this transformation is purely physical, it won't change your sex drive or your natural urges?"

"Yes, I'm quite aware of that."

"This is what confuses me," said the Doctor, leaning forward in his chair. "Usually when a man desires to become a woman it's because he has come to the understanding that he finds men more desirable sexually. In some cases they have even met a man that they are in love with."

"I don't really see what difference it makes. Sex is only part of the reason for my decision. I just think that I'd be happier trying my luck as a girl. I think I've always felt like that's what I was supposed to be for some reason."

"Usually, if that's the case, the man is noticeably effeminate in a number of ways. With the appropriate clothes and makeup they can often pass for a woman. Many of them have attempted to. According to the biography you've supplied you've been very successful as a man. Quite frankly the captain of the football team who's dating the head cheerleader is usually not the sort of person who wants to undergo this process," said the Doctor, a bit bewildered.

"Look, Doctor Clemmons, I could have pranced in here with lipstick on and vamped it up for your benefit. I could have invented an imaginary gay lover who was waiting for me to have this done so that we could be honeymooning in Niagara Falls. I've thought it through carefully and I would really like to have this done. I wish I could give you the clear cut answers you want but I'd be lying and I'm sure you don't want your data to be corrupted like that. Male or female I'm still me. I just think that there's an aspect of me that I need to unlock and this is really the only way that I can do that."

"I appreciate your candor. The fact that your sex drive is not the predominant reason for your application is actually strongly in your favor. Most of your life as a woman is going to be spent in an ordinary fashion, sexual activity only compromises a small part of the average life. It is far more important to be comfortable with the general concept of living as a woman and all that goes with it, good or bad. Of course you will be receiving hormone injections and it's possible that over time the process of living in society as a female may cause you to begin to think and act instinctively is ways that are typically considered more consistent with feminine thought processes. We really don't know yet what the long-term ramifications of this procedure might be. That's something we're hoping to discover."

"I understand that I'm volunteering to be a human guinea pig and I'm fine with that. Something inside me as always yearned to be female. I think that's what will give me the best shot at happiness over the long haul. It could be the biggest mistake I ever make in my life but I'm prepared to deal with that. At least I'll know that it was my choice and something that I have to take responsibility for," Robert said calmly but with conviction.

"Good luck...Ms. Benton. Have you chosen a new first name?"

"Valerie."

"That's very pretty. I have a niece named Valerie," said the doctor, almost to himself.

"Thank you Doctor, I appreciate your concerns. If this turns out to be a train wreck you can rest assured that you did your best to stop it." 

Valerie Benton. Ms. Benton. Miss Benton. That was all going to take some getting used to. It was probably going to be harder for his friends and family than it was for him. They would all be exactly the same to him but he would be like a total stranger to them. They were all prepared for it, as much as one could prepare for something like that, but this was going to be tricky. What he was counting on was the fact that the transformation would be so complete that he wouldn't physically resemble his old self at all. He wouldn't have done this if he was just going to end up looking like he was going to a Halloween party in drag. The woman he had designed was a knock out. It was as close to his ideal woman as he could create. Everything would be totally different, including his voice, but he would have all his memories and past experiences and interests and hobbies. Through his eyes much of the world would look the same but to those who knew him it would be as if a total stranger had suddenly been dropped into their lives.

He was prepared for the possibility that he would never be accepted back into his familiar world, no matter how supportive people might try to be or want to be in their hearts. This was a shock to the system. He might be better off moving somewhere else and starting a new life. Somewhere where Valerie Benton would just be a new girl in town. He had toyed with the idea of creating a fake past. He wouldn't be able to have children, but that was true of lots of women, and he wouldn't have periods, not something he was likely to be sad about. If he chose not to tell anyone that he used to be a man it was possible that that they would never know.

The most encouraging thing in his mind was the randomness of chance in life. As he said to Doctor Clemmons he would never really know if he had made a mistake. At least he hoped that was true. If he hated being a woman for some reason he would have lots of regrets since he didn't hate being a man before. This was something that came from very deep within his soul. So hard to articulate.

Tonight he would go to bed as a man named Robert. Tomorrow night he would go to bed as a woman named Valerie. He crossed his fingers and hoped for the best.

CHAPTER 2:

The procedure was quite lengthy. After he woke from the operation he would remain in bed for a short time, probably a couple of hours, while they made sure everything had gone well and that there were no complications. Next he would move to a private room where he would be able to examine himself to get used to his new appearance and change into the female clothes he had brought along. After that there would be a brief orientation session to discuss any questions he might have and then he would sign a release and be free to go. From that moment on he would legally be a woman.

Valerie's first impression of being female was waking up in a hospital bed and realizing that there was a fairly large bump in her sheets, not too far below her chin. It was her tits! She wanted to look at herself right then and there but the nurse assured her that it was better to just lie back and rest. She would have plenty of time to look in the examining room.

The next thing that rang a bell of change in her mind was the tone of voice that everyone used with her. The nurses and doctors who looked in on her all had a very soft tone and called her "dear," or "honey," or "sweetie." When he came in these same people were very polite but it was always "sir," or "Mr. Benton," and there was a more matter-of-fact, professional tone about their voice. That was something she hadn't thought about and she wasn't sure how she felt.

Finally the big moment came and she was wheeled to a private room that had a dressing table with lights and a mirror and a full length mirror on the closet where her new clothes were hanging. She had also been advised that if she wanted to apply makeup she could bring that as well but that was purely a personal choice. Her temporary wig was also there waiting for her. Her hair would grow back to its natural reddish brown color, as would her pubic hair but she wouldn't have to worry about hair growing on her legs or arms or chest. The procedure took care of that.

She put the wig on before going for a full look in the mirror and then stood up and removed her hospital gown. Valerie gasped in amazement, partly because she was so beautiful and partly because no one is ever really prepared to look in the mirror and see a totally unusual reflection. She looked exactly like the 3D rendering, better even. It was hard to see everything, even with two mirrors but she tried her best. She bent over and looked over her shoulder. She sat on the floor and spread her legs to get a good look at her pussy. She stuck a finger in and felt the most amazing sensation. She wanted to masturbate right then and there but this didn't really seem like the time for that. She did find her clit and couldn't believe how sensitive it was.

It was time to get dressed and she slipped into her bra and panties pretty effortlessly. She had practiced wearing a bra and stuffing it with socks to see how she would look but she just looked like a guy wearing a bra stuffed with socks. This bra thing would take some getting used to. So would having boobs, after 19 years without them. They did seem to get in the way of things. She chose to wear a dress because it seemed like the thing to do under the circumstances. In the future jeans and a blouse or a sweater would probably be more typical casual attire but for her debut she wanted to show off her legs and feel the wind coming up between her legs as she walked. Makeup she kept very spare and basic, that was a skill to be learned, and her shoes were fairly low and comfortable. High heels could wait for another day.

Bra and panties. Those words just kept running through her head. She was wearing a bra and panties but not as a boy trying to look and feel like a girl. It felt good. Funny, but good.

She was wheeled to the orientation meeting but had to walk across the room to take her seat and that was another revelation. She would need to work on her walk a bit. There were a number of other "new" girls who had also completed their procedure and everyone was quite excited and complimentary.

"Oh, you're so pretty!" one cute blonde girl said to her. "Look at your boobs...they're perfect. I hope I didn't make mine too small."

"You look absolutely adorable darling," said Valerie, shocked to hear her new voice for the first time, and even more shocked at how easily those words came out of her.

All the girls in the room were hot. Obviously no one was likely to design a homely looking person if you could choose anything you wanted. Of course it was all in the eye of the beholder anyway. Some girls were pretty vivacious and others had a more slinky body. What made a person choose the look they chose was anybody's guess. Valerie was a little worried because she found a couple of these girls extremely attractive. Maybe she should have paid more attention to the warning from Doctor Clemmons about her urges not changing. These were some hot-looking babes that she'd do in a heartbeat if she still had a cock. Maybe she was a lesbian. She was really hoping that some handsome doctor would walk in the room and she'd start to feel aroused but so far no luck. 

The orientation was pretty basic but helpful anyway. They were cautioned that they would probably walk into the men's room more than once before they fully adjusted and that they would be going to the bathroom sitting down. Also the line for the lady's room was often quite a bit longer than for the men so they should plan ahead. They discussed the fact that people would speak differently to them and treat them differently from now on, something Valerie had noticed from the first moments of awareness. Men would open doors for them and hold their chairs at restaurants. They would frequently be referred to as "babe," "baby," "honey," "darling," "sweetie" and so on, even by total strangers. Because they had chosen such attractive new appearances they would both attract and intimidate men. They should be prepared for very aggressive advances and for other men to possibly stammer and even avoid direct eye contact with them.

"Don't go overboard with the makeup, ladies, you're all quite lovely the way you are and you don't want to send the wrong message," cautioned the advisor. "And that goes for your wardrobe selections as well. Men will take their cue from the way you're dressed. Keep in mind the message you want to send. Also be prepared for the fact that people will often assume that you don't know anything about cars or sports or technical things that are often associated with male interests. I might also add that because of your physical attractiveness there may be those who question your intellect. None of this is fair or right and fortunately attitudes are changing but you've only been women for a few hours and I've been one for 42 years so trust me, this kind of gender bias still does exist."

There was some information about the medical follow up they would need to return for in about two weeks and they shouldn't hesitate to call if there were any questions or problems. They would feel sore tomorrow morning, as if they had just done a lot of strenuous exercise the day before, but that would pass quickly enough. They watched a short video presentation that highlighted some of the other things they might encounter in their new lives and that was about it.

"One more thing girls, these beautiful bodies you have will only stay that way as long as you take care of them. So don't overdo it when all your new boyfriends bring you boxes of chocolate or you'll spend all of your time in the gym trying to get that flat tummy back."

Valerie signed the papers, got a temporary ID kit and walked out to the parking lot. Some of the girls had people waiting to pick them up and there were all kinds of reactions. Valerie hung around for a moment to see if most of the reactions were favorable but they were kind of all over the map. Mothers seemed more inclined to embrace their new daughter and were dazzled by their beauty while fathers seemed like they just wanted to get in the car and get this over with as quickly as possible. This was too small a sample to go on so she just hopped in her car and drove home.

She let herself in with her key and encountered her mother in the kitchen who stared at her as if a total stranger had just walked in.

"It's me, Mom. Your...daughter....Valerie."

His mother kind of sank into a chair with her mouth open. She wanted to speak but couldn't find the words. Then a tear began to run down her cheek and she got up and went over to hug Valerie.

"My goodness, you're so, so, beautiful. You have no idea how much I always wanted a daughter. I used to put you in dresses sometimes when your father wasn't home. You looked so adorable. Then when your brother came I thought I would never know what it was like to have a girl in the family but now here you are. And what a pretty girl you are! How do you feel? Did it hurt? Do you need to lie down or anything?"

"I feel fine, Mom, though they said I'll probably be a little sore in the morning. I'm just so relieved that it's over...and that you seem so happy about it."

"Your my child and I'll always love you either way but if this is what you want I couldn't be happier. If there's anything you want to know or need help with like your makeup or whatever don't hesitate to ask."

That went remarkably well, but also a little freaky. She had no idea that her mother had dressed her up as girl. She kind of wondered why her mother wanted a girl so bad. That was probably natural, she supposed. Men tended to want a boy to toss the ball around with or do other manly things with. Maybe Mom just wanted a female to balance things out. Now they could go shopping for clothes together and his mother could teach her how to cook and stuff like that. It was all going to be very odd for a while.

Her brother, Richard, was next in line for the shock. He was 16 and they had been pretty close. Richard had always looked up to Robert with a degree of big brother hero worship so this was a blow to their relationship. Valerie knew everything that Robert had known, but you weren't likely to go to your big sister for man talk. 

"Jesus Christ, did you have to be so hot?" Richard demanded. "If I just saw you on the street I'd want to fuck your brains out."

"Well I'm your sister, idiot, and don't forget it or I'll kick your ass. And what do you know about fucking anyway, you've never got past second base."

"That's not really something I feel comfortable about discussing with a girl," said Richard, only half-joking.

"Look, some things are going to be very different, obviously, but I'm still the same person inside. You don't have to treat me any different. I still like the same things. We can still watch a game together or play catch or whatever. Don't feel like I'm made of glass or some kind of a sissy. I'm always there for you if you need me."

His father was understandably not too thrilled. He had already been the object of a lot of razzing and jokes about it when he made the mistake of mentioning that his son was going through the procedure to some of his friends. He had always been proud of his son so it was hard to accept the idea that he had been a fag all this time. He was kind of disgusted to think that his son had been more interested in trying on his girlfriend's panties than getting his hand in them. The worst, and most disturbing part of all was that he felt a moment of sexual desire for Valerie when he first saw her. There was nothing in his head to connect this person to being his own child so he was just turned on by the incredibly sexy young woman he saw standing before him. The realization kicked in and only made him feel worse so Valerie decided not to press her luck with Dad for the time being.

She thought about going out or maybe looking up her friends or something but it was getting late and it had been a long day. When she went into her room she wondered if she should change it. It was definitely a masculine environment. It was confusing. Did she want her room to be pretty and feminine because that was what she had always secretly desired or was she just trying to think like a girl? Either way it would probably help to change it. New life, new room. It would underscore that this was a female domain.

Other than the clothes she had on right now she had no female wardrobe. She had absolutely no idea what she would want to wear to bed at night. A nightgown or something? Pajamas? As a man he usually wore boxer shorts and a t-shirt or no shirt at all if it was a warm night. She rummaged through a drawer and found a football jersey and decided to wear that with nothing under it. Wow, she could lie flat on her stomach or move her legs around without having to adjust a cock and balls, but on the other hand there were those big tits to deal with. Very odd, indeed. She took the wig off and felt very strange as she rubbed her bald head. Hopefully her hair would grow fast.


CHAPTER 3:

The next day she did feel sore but nothing really terrible. The day after a football game was much worse. After breakfast she would need to go shopping. She slipped into a pair of sweat pants with an adjustable waist band and put on her bra and t-shirt. She had forgotten to remove her makeup before going to bed but fortunately she had gone pretty light with that anyway. Once her wig was straight she went downstairs to greet the day. Her father had made a point of leaving early for work, which was just as well, and Richard was on his way out the door to school so she ate breakfast with her mother. Mom wanted to go shopping with her but Valerie insisted that she wanted to go out in public solo first. She would be delighted to have her mother's company on her next shopping venture.

Valerie switched back into her dress and headed out to try the world on for size. At a stoplight the guy in the car next to her whistled and made a kissing gesture which thrilled her to no end. Maybe she wasn't a lesbian. Of all the things that worried her men were probably at the top of her list. As a man he had often found other men attractive but always tried desperately to suppress those feelings. There were plenty of girls that turned Robert on so it just seemed like a glitch of some kind. Before he committed to the change he had done an Internet search for pictures of hot naked men and played a game of picking which ones he'd like to fuck as a girl. He hadn't been able to define his "taste" in men but he saw some guys that he'd definitely be interested in. A picture of some ideal, masculine model was one thing but most guys didn't look like that. Valerie wondered what kind of man would catch her eye and hoped that there would be plenty to choose from. She wanted to make this work. 

She went to the mall where there were tons of stores she had passed by a million times but never set foot in. The mall was packed with stores that sold women's apparel, shoes and accessories. She realized that she didn't have a purse...or pockets. When she drove home from the hospital all her belongings were in a plastic bag and she just had her keys in her hand. Her wallet she had just tossed on the seat next to her but she couldn't very well walk around the mall holding a wallet and some keys. She felt like an idiot but she drove all the way home and asked to borrow a bag from her mother.

"That's all right, sweetie, I should have thought of that myself. A woman is totally lost without her bag. Let's see...for that outfit I think the white purse would be lovely."

Different purses for different outfits. This was going to be tricky to remember. She tossed her wallet in the bag and threw her cell phone in too. 

"What else do...women put in their purse?" she asked.

"Goodness, everything. Makeup, compact, hair brush, tampons...oh, you won't be needing those, lucky you, anything and everything, but you'll learn as you go. It's so much nicer to have all of these things along without cluttering up your pockets," her mom assured her.

Mom kissed her goodbye and wished her luck and Valerie returned to the mall. It felt funny to have this big bag strapped to her shoulder but kind of neat. She hooked her hand on the strap and made a point of moving her hips when she walked and felt devastatingly  female all of a sudden. Don't rush it, you don't have to walk too fast. 

She flashed back to a night where Robert slipped out of the house and changed into female clothes in the car. He got far away from the house before making the switch and it had been tricky putting his makeup on. In the daylight he wouldn't have fooled anyone and his fake female voice was hard to maintain for any length of time but he enjoyed the sensation of just driving around like that. The highlight of the evening was going through the drive-through window of a fast food joint. On the crummy little speakers no one could really hear his voice and they only saw him as he reached the window to get his food. Nobody gave him a second glance. Just some chick buying a burger. That was a rush but he knew he couldn't pull off anything more elaborate than that. He just didn't look like a girl. 

Even though she knew she wasn't a guy in drag it was hard to keep that thought in mind as she strolled through the mall. Her body was like a costume to her. There was that horrible feeling that she would be exposed. Her wig was a potential problem if it fell off for some reason but that wasn't likely to happen. She wasn't getting on a rollercoaster or likely to be jumping up and down a lot. Nobody paid any attention to her, except some guys who gave her the eye. She could feel the looks on her ass and it made her self-conscious. She had to keep reminding herself that it was because she was attractive and not because people were staring at the freak.

There were so many clothing choices that it was a bit overwhelming but it was glorious at the same time. It wasn't underwear anymore it was lingerie. There were so many pretty things to look at and try on. She needed to develop her style. All of the instructions had said not to overdo it at first. Don't feel like you had to have a full wardrobe. When you needed a cocktail dress go get one. Look around and take your cue from real life. Look at how women your age were dressing at work, at school, at the store and so on. You would also need to learn what sort of clothes looked good on your type of body. Don't be afraid to ask for an opinion, even from a total stranger. A woman will not be offended or put off if you ask them how you look in a certain outfit. A man would punch you in the teeth but this was a different world.

Valerie heeded the advice and didn't go crazy on the first trip. She got a nice pair of jeans that hugged her curves perfectly and an adorable tropical print blouse with short sleeves. She got some functional under things but treated herself to a trip to the Victoria's Secret shop and picked up a very sexy teddy and garter belt combo outfit that almost made her heart skip a beat when she looked at it in the mirror. Damn, she was a hot babe! It was so funny to think of yourself in the third person but that was still kind of the way she felt. She laughed at the thought and then tried to giggle but it didn't quite work. That would take some practice.

It was a good haul and she'd be able to get by for a while in most situations. When she got home her mother insisted that she model everything she had bought, including the sexy lingerie. That was a little weird but she was a girl now and her mom seemed to be in heaven. 

"Oh...you are going to be such a heartbreaker. I know some man is going to gobble you up in no time. Then you'll be a bride and we'll be fitting you for your gown. I just hope it doesn't happen too soon, I don't want to lose my little girl right after getting her."

"A bride! Holy crap. She didn't even know if she liked men or not. And what was up with Mom thinking of her as her little girl? For 19 years he'd been a boy but somehow her mother had appropriated a life for her from her own wishes and desires. Maybe even from her own past. It was great that she was so supportive but kind of freaky at the same time. It made Valerie wonder if her mom didn't really care for her all that much when she was a guy. Oh, well, nothing to be done about that now.

She changed into one of her new casual outfits and decided to go drop by her best friend's house. Would he still be her best friend? Would they still be friends at all? It was with a great deal of trepidation that she rang the doorbell but her good buddy Larry answered and Valerie lowered the boom. She was going to play a gag on him and pretend to be a damsel in distress who had a flat tire and try to string him along but she decided at the last minute that it probably wasn't a good way to get off on the right foot.

"Hey, Larry, it's me Robert...only now I'm called Valerie and I have tits and a pussy."

"No way, you're putting me on. He hired you to pretend to be him, didn't he?"

It took a little convincing but Larry finally got the message that this was his old pal in a different package. They went to his room to hang out and Larry wanted to hear all the details.

"Let me see them," Larry said.

"What?"

"Your tits, dude...babe."

"What the hell are you talking about?" Valerie laughed.

"Show me your tits. They look great in that outfit but how real do they look?"

He kept insisting so Valerie finally gave in and took her top off. That wasn't quite good enough for Larry so the bra followed and Valerie sat on the floor next to him topless.

"My, God those things are amazing!" whistled Larry in great admiration.

"Thank you, I think. You mean amazingly real or amazingly sexy?" she asked.

"Both. That is one hell of a rack. Can I touch them?"

"Give me a break," Valerie shot back.

"Come on, what's the big deal? Let me touch them."

"What the hell, they won't fall off."

Larry touched them very carefully at first but soon found himself a little carried away, squeezing and fondling them.

"I didn't say you could cop a feel," Valerie joked as she reached for her bra.

"No, no, leave it off for a while. This takes some time to sink in. While you're at it you might as well show me your pussy."

"Fuck off," said Valerie.

"Why not? We've seen each other naked before. I've never gotten to see you like this."

"Only if you get naked too. I'm not going to sit here like a stripper."

"Fine with me. Like I said, nothing you haven't seen before."

Larry got out of his clothes quickly while Valerie struggled a little to squeeze her tight jeans off. They both sat on the floor naked just kind of staring at each other. Valerie couldn't help but notice that Larry was getting an erection.

"Larry, you've got a hard on, dude," Valerie pointed out.

"Of course I do. I'd have to be a queer not to. Do you have any idea how smoking hot you are? You were an ok looking guy I guess but as a chick you're off the charts."

Valerie wasn't sure how to take that. The compliment was nice and it was good that Larry was accepting her as a friend so quickly but that boner of his was disconcerting. For one thing it was the first erection he'd seen in real life, other than his own, since he was kid. It was kind of fascinating to look at for some reason.

"Now it's my turn. I want to touch your cock," Valerie said in a matter of fact voice.

"Why? It's not like you've never touched your own," Larry joked.

"Because I've never touched another man's dick and I want to get used to the idea."

"Go for it babe, like I'm going to complain about that!"

Valerie took Larry's cock in her hand and it felt incredibly warm. She knew that it would but in a way she didn't. It was very different to be touching someone else's dick, let alone one that belonged to her best friend.

"That's enough of that," said Larry starting to breath hard. "Any longer down there and I'll blow my load."

"Do you want to fuck me Larry?" Valerie asked.

"What? Are you kidding or crazy or what? We're buddies."

"Exactly. I need to practice being a girl. I don't even have a dildo yet. I don't know the first thing about giving head. I don't know how it's going to feel or how easy it will be to get into certain positions. If I meet a guy someday I don't want to be a total dunce in the sack. I want to know what I'm doing and how this whole chick thing works."

"So you want to practice fucking with me?" Larry said very slowly.

"Yeah, if you wouldn't mind. I don't want to be with a total stranger with all the romantic crap that would go along with it. I want to experiment. I want you to tell me how good a lay I am."

"That's pretty weird," Larry commented. "Tempting...but pretty weird."

"Yeah, but you're still hard I notice. I've stuck my finger in there but I'm really curious to know how having a cock inside me will feel. I think I'd just as soon have you pop my cherry as anyone."

"All right but I want to do you from behind. One piece of ass looks pretty much like another and it won't freak me out so much," Larry suggested.

"Sure, just be gentle, it's my first time," Valerie joked.

"Just turn around bitch and get that ass in the air."

Valerie turned around and got on her hands and knees with her ass facing the bewildered but horny Larry.

"I was wrong, that's the sweetest ass I've ever seen in my life," Larry mumbled almost to himself.

"You got anything to lube up with? I don't have the slightest idea how this is going to feel," said Valerie, getting a little nervous.

Larry put his hand on Valerie's pussy and felt the moistness.

"I don't think you're going to have to worry about lubrication," he said. "You're dripping wet already. Well, here goes nothing."


CHAPTER 4:

When Larry's cock entered her she felt a shiver run through her whole body. Larry wasn't gigantic but he was big enough and she was almost shaking with fright. It felt so strange and new to be in this position but it probably was best that she wasn't looking at him. They had grown up together and known each other for years. If anything Robert had been the more dominant personality; the leader of the gang but now the role was definitely being reversed. As Larry started to slide his cock back and forth an amazing sensation of pleasure rippled through her senses. This was everything she had dreamed of and more. No, it wasn't love, but that was fine. She did love Larry as a friend so it wasn't totally impersonal but it was hard to keep the nature of their relationship straight in her mind while he was pumping her doggy style on the floor. 

Valerie moaned a little and Larry didn't know how to react.

"I thought this was supposed to be scientific," he reminded her.

"Oh, but it feels so good Larry. Don't stop, I'm loving this."

Larry didn't stop. He leaned over her back and reached around to grab her tits.

"That's so nice...pinch my nipples. Yeah, that's just the way I thought it would be," sighed Valerie in delight. "I wish to God you could feel what I'm feeling."

"I think I am, aren't I?" Larry laughed.

"No, not really. You know that spot on your dick at the top of the head where it meets the shaft?"

"Yeah, I'm thinking about that spot a whole lot right now," Larry replied.

"Well it's like that but all over for me. It feels like a million little switches or something that get flipped every time your cock brushes past them. And it's kind of different when you're putting it in than when you're pulling it out. Mind bending really," she gushed.

Larry was inspired. This was his old buddy Robert the last time he saw him but he looked nothing like that dude so as far as he was concerned this was his lucky day and he was banging the hottest chick he had ever been with in his life. Instinctively he put his hand on Valerie's hair but she quickly reminded him it was wig and he switched them back to her hips.

"Fuck it, I want to see you, babe," Larry blurted out. "You're just so damn beautiful."

He pulled out and Valerie went over to the bed, glad to give her knees a rest. It was a little rough being down on the carpet like that. She lay down on the bed and tried to pull her legs back as far as she could and was pleasantly surprised at her flexibility. It wasn't perfect but it would do and with a little practice who knows how limber she could get. Larry happily climbed up on the bed and got between her legs. When he penetrated her again she let out another moan of pleasure.

"Thank God nobody's home," Larry said.

"I think I'm going to like having cock inside me. It feels wonderful. When you put it all the way in I get this incredible sensation of being filled up...no, that's not quite it...it's more like you're replacing something that's missing...something that belongs there. I can't describe it."

"I think you're doing just fine," Larry commented. "I've never heard a chick talk like this before."

Larry was in a weird netherworld of emotions. The sex was great. She was gorgeous and he was obviously pleasing her. But she used to be a he and they played Little League together. There was never the slightest possibility of this happening before. The thought would have been repulsive to both of them. Was this a terrible mistake? He wanted her more than any woman he had ever known. Without stopping to think of the ramifications he leaned down and put his lips on hers. She responded with a wet open-mouth kiss of her own and her hands grabbed his neck and kept their lips together. Larry broke away for a moment and the look in Valerie's eyes terrified and excited him. She looked like she was longing for him.

"I'm sorry, I didn't mean to do that. I just got carried away," he panted.

"It's all right Larry, I liked it. It seemed like the totally natural thing to do."

Larry wasn't going to be able to last much longer and started to really pound her pussy with all his might. Valerie let out the sexiest little sounds he had ever heard. Those adorable panting noises were music to his ears. He kissed her again then pulled his head away as he arched his back and shot a tremendous load of cum into her already soaking pussy. When he finished he collapsed on the bed next to her and they cuddled in silence for a while.

"That wasn't at all what I was expecting," sighed Larry, finally breaking the silence. "I thought it was going to be more instructional like try this thing or that thing. I figured it would probably be pretty goofy and we'd just end up laughing on the floor."

"Are you angry or disappointed that it turned out this way?" Valerie asked in her sweetest new feminine voice.

"I'm just confused as hell," he replied.

"I thought you were wonderful Larry. I was scared shitless at first but as soon as I felt your big, warm, cock inside me it all just fell into place. I can't even begin to describe how much better sex is from this end, at least for me. Fortunately you seemed to be enjoying yourself."

"Too much, maybe. I know who you are," he reminded her.

"I'm a woman and you're a man so there's nothing wrong or unnatural about what we did. God, my first time couldn't have been better and I have you to thank for that."

She rolled over and kissed him.

"Does this mean we're like dating or something?" Larry inquired.

"Wow, I hadn't thought about that. I never intended to date anyone I knew before. The thought never crossed my mind. When I came to your door I was afraid you'd just hate me and think I was a queer and be worried that I had been staring at your ass all the time we were friends."

"You weren't were you?"

"No, I wasn't I promise you. I wasn't gay Larry. I can't explain it easily but it wasn't like that," she replied. "I just didn't think about guys that way. Frankly, I was afraid that I never would be able to but this was very enlightening. The more we got into the sex the more emotional I became. Maybe it's all those hormones they pumped into me."

"No, I hate to admit it but I know what you're talking about," Larry confessed. "When we started I was kind of thinking of you as one of those fancy, life-like, sex dolls that cost thousands of dollars. I figured I would just be masturbating inside you, no offense intended, that's just what I assumed you wanted too...a dildo that didn't need batteries. But as we got going I was really caught up in the passion and I wanted to kiss you. Well, not you, the hot-looking chick I was fucking. I guess that is you, but I don't like to think about that."

They lay there chatting for a long time, sometimes like lovers and sometimes like friends. It was a strange and surreal experience for both of them. They mutually decided that it would be best not to rush into any sort of romantic relationship. Valerie was just beginning her journey into a new world and needed time to adjust and to explore. Larry needed time to just let everything that had happened to him sink in. 

"As long as we're both not seeing anyone else why can't we be friends with benefits?" Valerie asked. "When we go out together people are going to assume that we're dating anyway, that's just the way it is. I liked the way you fucked me Larry. Of course I've got nothing to compare it to and I was just anxious to try out the equipment but I wouldn't mind at all if you did it again."

"Well you'll probably help me get a hot girlfriend. That's the way it always seems to work. If you're not dating anyone no one gives you the time of day but if you're seen with some hottie girls come out of the woodwork," he laughed.

"I'll be happy to be your decoy bitch," Valerie said and managed a very acceptable giggle that surprised even her.

"I'm still not convinced that Robert didn't just hire somebody to come over here and pull a prank on me."

"Well if he had do you think that girl would have let you bone her?" Valerie pointed out.

"No, that does seem unlikely."

"I've been watching some videos on the Internet about oral sex techniques and the next time I see you I want to practice giving head, if that's all right."

"Oh, Jesus that's a thought to leave me with," he moaned. "Hell I'm getting hard again just thinking about it if you want to give it a shot now."

"Are you sure?"

"Why not?"

"Ok, but you're going to have to help me with this. When you were fucking me you did all the hard work, I just had to move around a little to get into the best position. I warn you, I'm probably going to suck at this."

"I think that's the general idea," joked Larry.

Valerie giggled again, even nicer than before. Being a girl could be so much fun.

"Tell me what you like and I'll try to do it and I'll work in some of the lessons I got off those videos if I can remember them. Honestly, I've never been with a girl who gave great head, at least not like in porn movies. They're usually so freaked out about it that I was lucky to get them to stick it in their mouths at all."

"You know there's something kind of disturbing about a beautiful woman talking about girls taking her dick in their mouth."

Valerie giggled again and might even have blushed. Without thinking she put her hands to her lips in a darling pose of mild embarrassment. Where did that come from? It wasn't rehearsed. Maybe it was over the top but it just happened. She wanted to be so damn feminine it hurt.

"You're absolutely right," said Valerie. "The only cock I'm going to talk about is this big boy and what I'm going to do to it. For starters I just want to lick your shaft like this."

They were still on the bed and Larry was stretched out on his back. Valerie had scooted down to his waist and was bent over trying to figure out the best angle to do this as her tongue began to lap at the shaft of his cock. She suggested that it might be better for him to stand up or sit on the edge of the bed while she tried to figure out what worked and they experimented with both. Sitting on the edge of the bed with his feet hanging over the side seemed good and Valerie could get in close on her knees.

"How does that feel?" Valerie asked in between licks.

"Excellent, but don't forget to play with my balls...gently."

"Of course, darling."

She hadn't meant to say "darling" but it just sort of slipped out. Larry didn't seem to react one way or the other. She was a chick giving him head if she wanted to call him darling what the hell. When she opened her mouth wide and went down on him she was surprised at how much fit without too much effort. Larry moaned with contentment. 

"Yeah, that's it baby, you're doing fine. Don't forget to use the tongue," he reminded her.

Why had girls been so reluctant to do this to him she wondered. It took some practice and a couple of times she got a panicked gag reaction but she just pulled her head away and tried to relax her throat. She just tried to give Larry the blowjob she would have wanted as a man.

"Damn, girl, I don't know how you were in the sack as a dude but as a chick you're unbelievable. You're a nasty little cock sucker already. Are you sure you weren't doing this with dudes before/"

"No this is a first, trust me," she replied.

Valerie tried everything she had studied and invented a few things of her own and Larry was beside himself with pleasure. How was it that the best sex he ever had in his life was being performed on him by his buddy? Too weird...but too good. He could feel himself building up for another orgasm and grabbed Valerie's head. She reminded him about the wig again but he promised to be careful. He started fucking her mouth and she got a little scared but as soon as she relaxed she could take it. She had to remember to breathe through her nose and relax. Relaxing was the key. Suddenly Larry pulled out and let go of her hair.

"I'm about to come, baby, what do you want me to do? I can probably get to the bathroom if I hurry," he moaned.

"Don't be silly, darling, I'm not the kind of girl who would do that. Cum in mouth."

She tilted her head back and opened her mouth wide with her tongue as a nice little landing pad.

"I'm not joking," he said, stroking his cock wildly. "I'm about to blow my load."

"Blow it right here, I want to know what cum tastes like."

Those words were more than he could bear and his milky white cream started to stream out of his cock. His aim was off at first and he hit her upper lip and her cheek with the first two spurts but she grabbed his shaft and shoved it right onto her tongue and the rest of his jizz found the mark. He was grunting louder than he ever had in his life, practically screaming at the start. 

His amazement only continued to grow as instead of pulling away or looking for a place to spit out his cum she swallowed it and smiled as she flashed a wicked look of satisfaction up at his face. That incredible look that every man dreams of and so rarely sees in his life. Larry collapsed back on the bed, his legs still hanging over the edge and Valerie went to lie across his lap.

"You swallowed my cum. You fucking swallowed my cum. Wasn't it gross?" he asked.

"A little salty. And kind of a hint of almond or something, I'm not really sure. There's kind of a bitter aftertaste on my tongue but it's not bad. I don't know what all the fuss is about. I don't know that I'd want to drink it out of a bottle or something but I could get used to this pretty easy I think."

She didn't stay too much longer after that as she had other things to do and she was getting kind of hungry for something other than Larry's cum. There was an awkward moment as she was parting where it seemed like maybe they were going to kiss or something but she ended up just waving goodbye and that was it.

Valerie was deliriously happy. Putting on panties and wearing makeup and shopping for clothes were all great fun but the one thing she had been most anxious to do as a woman was fuck. That seemed like it was going to be way down the road but this had fallen into place perfectly. Larry was a friend and they were fond of each other but there wasn't likely to be any sort of complication involved. She wasn't physically attracted to him but she knew he was a nice guy and he had a decent cock on him so it was fun for everyone. The only thing that puzzled her was how easily they cuddled together. The kissing was a heat of the moment thing but they lay together like lovers for quite some time. Was that just natural and the way it would be with any guy she fucked or was there something she should be worried about? She didn't feel any different towards Larry whatsoever. When they talked as pals it was the same as always, except she was talking in a higher pitched voice. But when they were talking more as lovers it was a totally different thing. They were complimenting each other and praising each other and commenting on how good it had been. It was very sweet. Maybe that had been a bad idea but everything just took on a life of its own once they had gotten naked.

It was a good day and she'd always remember it as the day she lost her virginity...for the second time.


CHAPTER 5:

In the weeks that followed things were going great. Her follow up at the hospital showed that everything was working perfectly and she felt more and more at home in her new body every day. Shopping with mom turned out to be surprisingly fun for both of them. Her mother had some excellent suggestions and they had lunch together, just the two girls, and everything seemed like it had always been that way. Richard kept screwing up and calling her Robert but he was a teenager with a life of his own so they weren't hanging around a lot together anyway. He use to just pop into Robert's bedroom unannounced but their mother noticed and reminded him that you didn't just walk into a ladies bedroom without knocking so now he always made a big show of it.

"Why the hell didn't you at least call yourself Roberta?" Richard asked.

"I don't like Roberta. I like Valerie. When you have your dick removed you can call yourself whatever you like. Won't that be fun, we'll be sisters instead of brothers. We can swap makeup tips and I can loan you a bra, if you've got enough to hold it up with."

"Oh, good God, don't even joke about such a thing."

"You don't know what you're missing," she cooed. "The sex is a million times better."

"You've gotten laid?" he said in astonishment.

"Well you don't think I did this just to wear heels, did you?" she joked.

"Weird, man, totally weird."

"It'll be so much fun. We can go on double dates with a couple of cute guys. I know you'll love being a girl as much as I do," she taunted.

That was an easy way to get him out of the room. She had no idea if Richard shared any of her feelings on the gender subject. Did mom dress him up like a girly too when no one was around? It probably would be awesome to have a sister but she was just teasing him, she didn't have any reason to suspect that he'd really want to join her in making the change.

Dad was still ignoring her as much as possible. Valerie didn't push anything. She was tempted one time to prance across the room and plant a big kiss on him but decided that might be a bit much. She wasn't quite sure why her father was so annoyed at this point in life. They had done all of the traditional father/son things but at 19 they were kind of past the Cub Scouts stage. Besides, he still had Richard so he wasn't being completely abandoned in the male offspring department if he was worried about someone carrying on the family name.

Her room was slowly undergoing the feminine overhaul. She wasn't ashamed of her sports trophies but if she ever brought a guy back here it would be an uncomfortable thing to have to explain. She was a girl and her room should reflect that. In some ways it was helping her to adjust. It was silly stereotyping but she needed some of that at first to know how to behave until she found her way. Her identity would hopefully become a seamless blend of her former self and her new one but that was still way off in the distance.

Larry was a bit of a potential problem. The next time she went to his house  she was planning to just hang out like normal but Larry was obviously expecting something more. He kept making suggestive comments and turning almost anything she said into something lewd.

"Give it a rest, dude, are you expecting me to blow you every time we get together?"

"I don't know, you're the one who started this. I thought we were friends with benefits and all that," Larry pointed out.

"Are you falling in love with me Larry?" she asked.

"What? No. What are you talking about?"

"Tell me what you feel about me as a woman."

"Huh, I don't know. You're hot. You're hotter than anyone I've ever met. I'm a guy, I'm horny, what can I say? You of all people ought to understand that."

"You're a great friend Larry and we go way back but for some reason, maybe because of that friendship, I haven't developed a romantic attachment to you. I think you're a wonderful lover and I enjoyed every second of what we did together but I'm just trying to find out what you think this relationship is now," she said.

"I'm not sure it is a relationship, exactly, I just know that you drive me crazy. I hope this doesn't freak you out but when I jack off these days I'm thinking of you."

"Thinking of me how? Like a personal whore who comes over and services you?"

"No, of course not," he replied.

"Like a woman you'd like to marry someday and start a family with?"

"No, what are you kidding?"

"What then? I'm not mad I'm just curious. I was as surprised as you at you how comfortable I was in your arms afterwards. I liked the things you said to me. I was scared of being a complete screw up in the sack and you made me feel like I was a total vixen. I appreciate that with all my heart. But I think it would be strange if I just pulled down my panties every time we got together and bent over so you could hump me. I think we need some kind of clarification so that we both don't end up making jerks of ourselves."

"Wow, you really are a woman, aren't you? I mean you're not just a dude with a pussy. I sort of figured that you'd still think like a man and want sex anytime you could get it without sweating the details," said Larry.

"The problem for me was that we took it to a level that I never expected right off the bat. I  had to talk you into it, if you will recall, but once we got going you were treating me like a lover. You didn't even want to look at my face at the start but it was your idea to get me on my back and you're the one who initiated the kissing. It was a unique situation where we both ended up naked and your hard on  gave me the idea. If we walk in the room and immediately start fucking it will probably turn into the same kind of situation and we'll get emotional and passionate and it will be wonderful again. But I'm just wondering what you want me to be?"

"Oh, God, Val I'm so messed up I just don't know. I can't imagine us dating, I just don't see it happening after all we've been through as guys. When I'm thinking about you as a chick I'm totally turned on but when I think about you as Robert it all kind of goes out the window. I'd fuck you anytime because you're a righteous piece of ass but I don't know exactly how to start it without seeming like I'm coming on to you. I tried just joking and hinting but it feels like you want me to seduce you. I could stroke your cheek and whisper sweet nothings in your ear if that's what you need to get your motor running but I sort of figured that was the last thing in the world you wanted from me."

Larry was absolutely right. The first time had just developed almost by accident but now Valerie wanted some ground rules or some boundaries or something and that was kind of crazy and unfair  and she knew it. When she came over the first time she was dressed very casually but this time she had tried to fix herself up a little. She had even worn some sexy lingerie for Larry's benefit. She had totally expected them to end up in bed but she also sort of expected it to be a little a romantic. Quite against her better judgment she found herself being a bit put off by his expectation of an easy lay. It was really dumb but she felt kind of funny about just banging away on demand then grabbing a burger or something.

The other problem was that Larry had confirmed what they both really knew, that their past would be hard to get by. If Larry put the moves on Valerie it would all be for show so what was the point of that? She had never known what the power of the pussy was like from this side of the equation and it was an awe inspiring thing to control but it was also dangerous if you didn't handle it right. They talked for some time and tried to come to some resolution but it was difficult to figure out what to do.

"I'm sorry Larry, I gave you every reason in the world to think that I would be totally cool with getting it on at the drop of a hat. Why wouldn't you think that after what happened? I didn't want you to fall in love with me but for some reason I wanted to be treated like you were in love. Chalk it up to my newfound feminine craziness. I came over here completely expecting to end up in bed with you. I even wore this cute little peek-a-boo bra just for you. Would you like to see it?" 

Her blouse was already unbuttoned by the time she finished those words and she let it fall back over her shoulders. The black sheer lace of her bra accentuated the pinkness of her nipples perfectly. They looked so round and full and delicious. Larry's eyes were riveted and Valerie could see the hard on in his pants.

"Do you like it Larry?"

Valerie was playing the sex kitten to perfection. It was probably the best way to cut through the bullshit and ease the tension in the room, at least for now. Maybe this would make things worse in the long run but right now she was testing her wings as a seductress. Larry couldn't even answer, he just nodded his head and took off his shirt.

"The bottoms are kind of cute, too, and very functional," she purred as she let her skirt slip down her legs revealing her matching crotchless panties. She struck a pose with her hands on her hips.

"Well...are you just going to stand there staring or are you going to whip that cock out and go to work stud?"

Larry practically fell over in his hurry to get his pants and shoes off and he was about to just run over and grab Valerie but he stood for a moment and then casually walked over to the bed and turned down the corner of the blankets. He then held out his arm and Valerie took his hand and joined in bed, lying by his side. Larry started by kissing her nipples and then biting them gently and soon he was kissing her lips as well. In a lot of ways this was just as much a practice run for Valerie as it had been the first time. She was exploring another aspect of her femininity and Larry had gotten the point and was responding. Valerie adored the attention he was paying to her body. The way he was kissing her all over and messaging her skin. She responded in kind and the foreplay was wonderful. She still had the panties and bra on when she suddenly swung up on top of him and crouched for a moment as she felt for his throbbing cock. It took a little trying to get the angle right but once she got the head inside she slowly sank down his cock until her pussy was resting flat on his pelvis. She let out a little gasp at the end.

" Let me dance on your dick, baby. Let me dance for you."

She rode him slowly and rhythmically at first but then she would toss in some wild bouncing up and down before going back to her languid pace. She reached behind her back and unhooked her bra, not effortlessly, but not bad for a beginner and tossed it on the floor. She cupped one of her breasts and lifted it up so that she could lick her own nipple and Larry squirmed. She repeated the process with the other breast then leaned way over and presented her breasts to Larry's hungry lips.

"It's much nicer when you do it, don't you think? That's it. Suck on those big titties and get my nipples all hard and wet."

Larry said very little. There wasn't much to say. He was in a totally blissful state. He had dreamed of Valerie. He had masturbated many times with her image in his head. If she were a total stranger he would be head over heels in love right now. He was worried that she had ruined him for any other girl. He didn't usually have much luck with chicks who looked that good. Valerie screamed sex appeal in her every sound and motion and glance. As she was rocking back and forth on his cock Larry noticed that her legs were quivering rather noticeably. If she was still scared she was putting on a great act. Now she was suddenly bounding up and down on his dick as fast as she could and breathing heavily. With every breath she made another gasping, moaning noise. Larry was worried that something had gone wrong but suddenly Valerie let out a scream and his pelvis was drenched with warm fluid. She was still riding him but very gently now and she bent over to kiss him with an intensity that he hadn't expected. She was devouring him.

"Oh, Jesus Christ, fuck, oh fuck, fuck, god damn!" she cried when she finally stopped kissing him.

"What the hell is the matter with you?" Larry gasped. I thought you were having a seizure.

"I sort of was...I was having my first orgasm."


CHAPTER 6:

"You mean you didn't cum the first time with me the other day?" Larry demanded, sounding rather hurt.

"If I did it wasn't like this, trust me. I wasn't even sure that I could have an orgasm."

"You were awfully wet before," he pointed out.

"Oh, I know, but it looks like I get that way when I'm excited or turned on. When I felt this I was like cuming a ton," she said.

"So it was better than a guy orgasm?" Larry asked.

"Too much for words. It actually scared me for a moment.  It isn't just concentrated in one spot so much it kind of rolls through whole body. Fucking fantastic!"

Later they decided to get dressed rather than cuddle so much since that seemed to be a bit problematic for both of them.

"I don't think you should call me darling and stuff like that and I probably should avoid calling you baby and that sort of thing. It sounds too endearing and makes it more boyfriend and girlfriend like," suggested Larry.

"An excellent suggestion angel cakes," said Valerie in her most feminine voice. "That's why you wear the pants in the family."

"Knock it off, will you," growled Larry.

"I'm just kidding, I'm just kidding! I agree with you 100 percent. It will be much better if we stick to our first names and try not to get mushy."

It might work out but Valerie was a little reluctant to get back together with Larry too quickly. Maybe it would be better if they did something with some of their other friends but she was a little afraid Larry would say something and suddenly all of her old pals would want to gang bang her . She actually did wonder whether Larry would brag about her to their other friends. Probably not at first since the idea would sound so weird and gay. Maybe once they had seen her Larry would share some of his exploits. Larry and Robert had always talked about the girls they had fucked in great detail. Would it be the same with Larry and the other guys now that she was on the other end?

She made a point of getting together with most of her other close friends and the reactions were all startling similar. To a man all of them asked to see her tits but she refused fearing that one thing would lead to another and she would just become the local slut. They all praised her looks and tried to be nice but it was hard to have a normal conversation with any of them. It wasn't like it was before where they'd just shoot the breeze, it was more like there was this hot girl they were trying to impress. Their tone of voice was different. They watched their language. They tried to stick to topics of conversation that they thought were appropriate for a girl. She couldn't blame them and hopefully they'd get over that in time but for now it was kind of sad. She felt like she was disconnected from her old friends. They all wanted to spend as much time with her as possible but it was obvious how badly they wanted to get in her pants. She could wear jeans and a baseball hat and go without makeup all she wanted but it wasn't going to make her any less desirable. A "tom boy" she wasn't.

What she really wanted right now was a female friend but she didn't have any girls from the past that she was very close to except ex-girlfriends and that wouldn't work out well at all. Robert had been going to college before the change and decided to put it on hold after he completed the semester he was in so that he could concentrate on making this transition. Now Valerie was seriously considering going back to school, but not here as she had been, but somewhere further away. Somewhere where she would have to live on or near campus. If she was going to make new friends school would be a likely place and nobody there, male or female, would know anything about her past. She would be judged at face value as a girl and everyone would assume she always had been one. That might be the only way to find out who she really was now and what kind of women she was going to be.

Her mother wasn't thrilled by the idea but she understood. It would probably be best all around since Valerie's presence in the house was causing a lot of friction for her parents. It wasn't like she was planning to move to Siberia and they would never see each other, she could always come home for visits and during vacations and if she didn't like the school she chose she might just come back in enroll in her old college here anyway.

Valerie's hair was beginning to grow back nicely and she couldn't wait to have a full head of hair that resembled her wig. In a couple more months it would be long enough to go without the wig and maybe get it styled in some cute little bob or something that looked good short. She liked the idea of having a long flowing mane but that was probably a couple of years away. 

The overall social adjustment was going so much better than she had expected but it was still difficult to be treated so differently by friends and strangers alike. It was kind of a "Catch 22" in a way because she loved being flattered and thought of as pretty but it was kind of difficult to grasp the idea of being just a sex object in men's eyes. Her own buddies had such a hard time dealing with her as a person because they couldn't see past the girl. If they tried to watch a game on TV there was sort of a snickering reaction or they talked down to her, inadvertently for the most part, but it was their natural reaction. If some babe was watching football with them they would be trying to explain the rules or something or keeping their comments more simplistic. The world was full of female sports fanatics but it was still ingrained in the male psyche that it wasn't the norm. They also tended to assume that she'd want to see "chick flicks" instead of the action movies they used to enjoy and there were a whole lot of other things like that which made it difficult to relate as equals anymore.

One of her friends, Greg, was actually becoming kind of a pest. He kept hitting on her for lack of a better way to explain it. Finally Valerie confronted him.

"Dude, what's your problem?" she asked. "Were you like sweet on me when I was a guy and now you're free to make your big confession or something?"

"No, of course not, I'm not a fag. It's just that Larry said you were the best lay he ever had in his life and I want to know why you'd spread your legs for him and not me. I think I'm way better looking than Larry."

"Oh, good grief, I knew Larry wouldn't be able to keep his mouth shut," she sighed.

"So you did fuck him! He wasn't just bullshitting," cried Greg. "I thought maybe he was just trying to impress everybody but you two actually hit the sheets."

"It wasn't like you think. I'd been a girl for like two days and I was dying to try out my new body. It's like if you buy a new set of golf clubs you want to head for the driving range."

"I wouldn't mind sinking a few putts in your hole," leered Greg. "You can feel how stiff my shaft is. You know I always play with a jumbo head driver."

"Dude, it's nothing personal, well maybe it's totally personal and that's the problem. Things got kind of screwy when Larry and I did it. Kind of confused. He's my oldest friend and we've been through everything together. It seemed like it would be safe to do this sex thing and leave all the emotional stuff outside but it's hard to control those feelings. I don't think you really want to date me Greg. I don't think you'll ever be likely to feel comfortable with me in an emotional way. The whole scene with Larry got really odd and confusing and I don't want to go through that sort of thing again. I don't think that would be good for our friendship. And by the way, all that over-the-top innuendo just isn't sexy."

The whole situation wasn't good for their friendship and Greg kind of faded away for the most part. He saw her as a conquest and if Larry could have her why not him? Valerie was totally right that he had no interest in trying to "win her heart" he just wanted to cram his dick in her box. If Valerie had been romantically interested in any of her old friends it might have worked if they could get past the old days and move forward but it was too hard for her to think of those guys in a totally different light since they didn't look or act any different than before. They were platonic buddies in her eyes.

She had learned one thing from Larry that she was happy to know and that was that she could be very comfortable playing the female role in a dating sort of thing. Larry wasn't her type and not exactly the ideal specimen of manhood but his hot naked flesh felt good against her skin and the sight of his erect cock had turned her on. All of the physical tools were there for her to fall for a guy emotionally and she was looking forward to dating in the near future, once her hair grew out enough to go without the wig.

It might have been fun, in a kinky sort of way, to actually have sex with all of her old male buddies. She had certainly heard about their alleged sexual exploits in the old days and this would be her chance to see how much of the boasting was true but it was a dangerous game to play just for that sort of amusement. She was very anxious to move on and meet some new guys who would treat her as a woman and not as some kind of free novelty whore.

Makeup had been pretty easy so far. At home she didn't bother with it much of the time anyway. She was young and had a surgically created complexion. A little blush, a little lip gloss and she was good to go. She hadn't been anywhere where she had to dress up yet and she was wearing a wig so the process of being a girl wasn't that big of a hassle right now. She could roll out of bed, throw on some clothes and get going pretty much as she always had. There were bound to be times in the days ahead where she would have to tackle the complexities of allowing enough time to prepare but those days were off in the distance somewhere.

She had received some hormone injections during the transformation and periodically she would need some booster shots but they had provided her with a do-it-yourself kit. It was a little freaky at first and it made her feel like a junkie but those suckers definitely helped her enormously to "feel" like a woman. Dr. Clemmons had said that her sex drive and impulses wouldn't change much but he had perhaps underestimated the effect the hormones seemed to have on her. Maybe it was different with different people but she could tell that she was becoming more female all the time. There was still a balancing act going on between what she felt and what she tried to feel and what she thought she was supposed to feel but emotionally she was developing into a different person than she was before and sexually she was becoming more and more attracted to men.

Her world was a pretty isolated thing at the moment. At home she bonded with her mother as she had never done as a man and they were becoming very close. Because her mother had always wanted a daughter so much they were making up for lost time and finding excuses for all sorts of mother/daughter outings. Her brother was pretty much always the same. They teased and ragged on each other and Richard was becoming pretty used to the idea if having an older sister. He kept prodding her to make some female friends because hot looking chicks always travel in packs and he liked the idea of the house being full of babes. Her father seemed to be a lost cause. He didn't say anything rude to her he just didn't say anything at all if he didn't have to. He refused to call her by her name and she overheard some pretty unpleasant arguments a few times between him and her mother. Even there Valerie was always referred to as "that person" or "your little girl" or something and it hurt quite a bit but she tried not to take it too hard. 

She started reading magazines like Cosmopolitan and Redbook and actually found them kind of interesting and informative. Articles like "12 Ways to Keep Your Man Happy in Bed" or "What's the Next Big Thing in Swimwear" suddenly took on a relevance for her. Her mom was trying to turn her into a cook but it wasn't going so great yet but she actually found it kind of fun and took pride in being able to make something from a recipe. She was never going to be Betty Crocker or some kind of Martha Stewart but she was developing an eye for design concepts and thinking about things like "presentation" of a meal for the first time in her life. Fixing up her room had been a joy and she kind of felt bad that she would be leaving it so soon for life in college but she would be back.

So far there hadn't been a moment when she felt like she had made a terrible mistake, other than when she thought about her father. But her dad was a busy man who wasn't around that much except on weekends and hopefully over time his stance would soften The fact that her mother was suddenly such a big player in her life more than compensated for that. Her relationship with her male friends was a little screwed up at the moment and she desperately wanted to be "one of the girls" somewhere but hopefully that would be coming soon. She had ordered a couple of sex toys discretely on the Internet and was finding that she could pleasure herself quite nicely. She tended to look for pictures online of "hunky-looking" guys with totally ripped bodies and could masturbate to those with ease. In all honesty those kind of photos had turned him on when he took the visual test as a man and they appealed to her all the more now that she was a woman. There was just something about the look of well-developed abs and big muscular arms that she delighted in. A nice face and a body builder physique stuffed into some tight jeans with no shirt on leaning against a wall with one arm over his head was just about the best thing she had ever seen in her life. It always had been, at least on some level, but the guilt always drove it out of her mind before. Robert knew he wasn't a total queer because he liked girls and had no trouble at all getting an erection with them but somewhere underneath was a real burning desire to mate with a sexy male.

If Robert had been able to look like a convincing woman there is little doubt that he would have carried out far more public cross-dressing expeditions. He tried everything he could at home to make himself look pretty but it just wasn't happening. He was a guy and he had no trouble picking up girls but as a homosexual he would have been clueless. The pressure of trying to keep that hidden didn't seem worth the bother. His father would have wanted to kick him out and his friends would all have abandoned him he assumed and he didn't like the idea of thinking of himself as some sort of abnormal outsider. When the Gender Transformation Act went through it seemed like the answer to his prayers. It wasn't just the sex, he could be reasonably happy either way, he just knew that this mysterious world of femininity was for him. Now as a her she was absolutely convinced that it had been the right choice even if it was a difficult and bumpy road.


CHAPTER 7:

When Valerie saw the campus for the first time in person she knew she was home. It was a beautiful place up the coast a bit from her home town and practically right on the beach. It was far enough away that she wasn't likely to bump into anyone she knew but close enough to drive back for holidays and visits whenever she felt like it. It was perfect and she couldn't wait to wear a bikini for the first time.

She was going to live in a co-ed dorm with a female roommate who had been assigned to her. Actually she was replacing the other girl's old roommate who had transferred so she was a little nervous about taking someone's place. Cathy, her new roommate, was there when Valerie and her mother arrived to move her in and Valerie took a liking to her almost immediately. Cathy was cute and sassy and knew the ropes already, which was great. Valerie thought Cathy was attractive but there was no comparison when the two girls were side-by-side, something that didn't escape Cathy's notice for an instant.

"Shit, looks like I'll be spending a lot of time in the library," said Cathy once the girls were alone for the first time.

"What do you mean?" asked Valerie, not getting the message.

"Please, be serious! Don't tell me you're not the belle of the ball wherever you go. Like your hairdo by the way, looks easy to maintain. My hair just kind of hangs here in lump unless I attack it with a curling iron or something. One good thing, with a Queen Bee like you around you're going to attract a lot of men to our hive. Maybe I can pick off some of the drones. Unless you've got a steady boyfriend or something already."

"Nope I'm free as can be."

"Smart girl. What's the point of going to college if you're already tied down to someone else? This place is fucking crawling with hot guys and they are all horny as hell, let me tell you."

What's your major?" Cathy asked.

"English Lit," Valerie replied.

"Cultural Anthropology and Human Studies...at the moment. I change my mind a lot," 

Cathy commented. "Hey, you're not a virgin or something crazy like that are you?"

"No, I'm not a virgin," Valerie replied with a giggle. "Why on earth would you ask that?"

"I don't know. You send off kind of an innocent vibe. And the way your mom talked to you it was sort of like she thought of you as a little girl or something."

"I guess she does think of me as her little girl."

"Well don't mind me," Cathy said, "I just study people and I tend to shoot my big mouth off all the time. My last roommate was pretty cool and I'm sorry to see her go but my gut tells me that we're going to get along just fine. Hey, what's it like being so hot?"

"I don't know, I think you're very attractive," said Valerie blushing.

"I clean up pretty good but you're one of those gals who can just roll out of bed looking like a million bucks, I'll guarantee it. Perfect face, perfect tits, perfect ass. Are you lousy in bed?"

" I've been told that I'm not but I'm not really the best judge of that."

"Too much. You won the gene lottery sister. Enjoy it while you can, you won't be young and firm forever. Some guy's going to knock you up and you'll get married and have a bunch of kids and stretch marks the size of the Grand Canyon so party hard, die young and stay pretty."

Valerie didn't have the heart to tell her that the only way she could have kids was to adopt but it was fascinating to get this view from another woman. Jealousy had never entered her mind. The feeble attempts at cross-dressing had always been pretty lame and it was hard to see herself as others saw her. In Valerie's mind she was still a cross-dresser trying to get away with fooling people into thinking she was a girl. Now she actually was a girl and it wasn't a costume or an act but it still felt like one since she had no female past and no feminine history or experience.

Cathy had a class to get to but afterwards she gave Valerie the grand tour. It wasn't exactly the same kind of tour that a college counselor would have given but it was probably more informative. Cathy spelled out the key points of which fraternities had the cutest guys and which ones had the horniest guys and where to buy pot and where to go for a smoke between classes and which sororities were worth a damn and so on. She managed to point out the main locations that she would need to know to get around and ran down the food options and the hours of operation and so on. It was actually hard for them to make any progress because guys kept coming over all the time and interrupting them.

"And so it begins," said Cathy with a laugh. "You are one serious cock magnet my girl. Some of those guys wouldn't piss on me if I were on fire and suddenly they're acting like I'm their best buddy. You are going to be very good for my social life."

"I know you're just kidding around Cathy but don't ever sell yourself shot. If I were a guy I'd totally want to do you."

"Oh, yeah...but not as girl?"

"I didn't say that," Valerie replied softly.

"This gets more interesting all the time. You're not a full on lesbo, right?"

"No I'm crazy about men."

"But a little bi-curious action isn't out of the question," Cathy commented.

"I wasn't hitting on you if that's what you mean," Valerie said. "I'm pretty open-minded but I honestly was telling you the truth that I think a guy would be crazy not to find you attractive...especially if you broke out the curling iron."

"You're all right sister, I like your attitude. I can be a little abrasive at times but you're tougher than you look."

"Must be all that football I played in high school," Valerie said in a voice that didn't sound remotely joking.

Cathy sized her up again but couldn't get an accurate reading. This was one interesting gal and she was probably full of surprises.

Her first trip to the beach was a little nerve-wracking for Valerie. She had chosen a very hot bikini because it looked so sexy on the mannequin but when it came time to put it on there didn't seem to be very much material. On the other hand she had never worn anything on top before at the beach but now she had something to cover up. Cathy was suitably impressed and typically jealous and the two girls hit the beach for a little sunshine and eye candy. 

"You like muscle men and jocks, cute dudes, rockers, bad boys or older rich guys?" Cathy asked.

"I'm open to all suggestions but I do find it hard to resist a guy with a killer bod."

"Of course you do because you can actually get a guy like that. You don't have to settle for some vampire obsessed Goth freak with pale skin or a Sci-Fi nerd."

"Knock off the ugly stepsister routine, will you?" Valerie joked. "Don't I stroke your ego enough? You've got some curves on you girl, what are you doing in a one-piece anyway? Let 'em see what you got. Shit, I'm practically naked out here."

"Believe me, you are naked in the eyes of every man out here. They're all sizing you up and licking their lips," Cathy told her. "Men are kind of indispensible for the whole perpetuating the species thing but let's face it, down deep inside they all kind of suck. They will tell you any lie they think you want to hear to get between your legs but most of the time you're just another notch on their bedpost."

"Jeez you sound cynical right now."

"Don't tell me you haven't been through that. The big buildup and the quick exit. That's just how men are wired. There are some cool guys out there but there's a lot of jerks too. They're always so cocky and they think they've got their moves down when you know they just Googled ten best pick up lines or something. It's always fuck first and ask questions later. Some guys have a tough time getting it through their thick skulls that there's a person here not just a pussy."

A very good looking young man with a well-developed athletic body jogged over to them and kneeled down in the sand next to their towels.

"Hey ladies, we're getting a co-ed volleyball game going and we need some more girls. Want to play?"

"Pass," said Cathy. "The only time I reach over my head is to get something off the top shelf."

"What about you gorgeous? You look pretty athletic."

"Do you mind?" Valerie asked Cathy.

"Go for it. I'll just be waiting for your boobs to pop out of that thing when you start jumping up and down."

Valerie joined the guy and they headed for a beach volleyball area. Robert had been an athlete and was particularly good at volleyball but Robert had a different body. Fortunately Valerie still had a lot of his basic strength and all of his knowledge of the game so before long she was wiping the court with any and all opponents, male or female...and she looked really good doing it. Cathy watched in amazement. Girls who looked like that didn't usually waste a whole lot of time on sports. They were usually raised in a hyper-feminine environment and judging by Valerie's mom Cathy just assumed that Val was a little princess whose feet never touched the ground. What was that she had said about playing football in high school? Very interesting case study. She looked like a Barbie doll but was sharp as tack. She came out in her beach bunny outfit but here she was looking like an Olympic athlete. Girls who played volleyball seriously were usually pretty lean and tough looking and girls who looked like Val played volleyball in nudist magazines so they'd have an excuse for their tits to bounce around.

"You should try it, it's a lot of fun," said Valerie. "And not a bad way to meet some hunky guys either it turns out. I could teach you sometime, it's not that hard."

"You mystify me, Valerie Benton. I can usually read a person like a book but you have me totally baffled. Who the hell are you?"

"Honestly...I'm still trying to figure that out. Be patient with me Cat, I'm not trying to play any games. Maybe someday I can explain some things to you that will help it all make sense but right now I need a friend I can trust and I hope it's you. I liked you from the moment I set foot in that in that room. I know it's your thing to fit everybody into their appropriate file folder but I'm probably going to be hard to classify. I'm going through kind of a weird stage in my life right now that would take a long time to explain. I may do some things that seem odd but at the end of the day I'm just trying to be the best woman I can be."

"Now you see," Cathy commented, "a guy would never be able to say that. The idea of being in touch with their feelings or something would freak them out. It would have to be all bluster and show but you're not afraid to show your emotions and your vulnerability. That's why we girls really rule the world."

Cathy was even more baffled than before after Valerie's little speech. She had wanted to dislike her from the start. She was a babe, probably an airhead and she was replacing her good buddy who had been a terrific roommate....and a great lover on occasion. Cathy liked guys in theory very much, but she had some issues dealing with her looks versus her brains. There was a side of her that wanted to be Valerie, just drop dead gorgeous. It seemed like life would be easier that way but Cathy was very intelligent and very strong-minded and couldn't play the damsel or the lady fair. She had invested her heart in a number of men who had let her down and she was building a shield of cynicism. That's why Gloria, her old roommate, had been so handy. Gloria was totally bi-sexual and happy to be so. She had introduced Cathy to the same-sex experience on a slightly drunken lark and it kind of stuck. It wasn't an all-the-time thing but there were plenty of nights where they'd share the same bed, sometimes just to snuggle up and sleep together and other times for some pretty wild girl-on-girl sex. Cathy felt safer and more comfortable with women sometimes, that was all there was to it. They could have their fun without all the hassle of getting made up and going through the dating ritual and they knew that they would still be friends in the morning.

It was about a week after their trip to the beach that Valerie felt the covers on her bed being pulled back and the dark shape of Cathy appeared next to her.

"Hey, scoot over. Don't worry I'm not going to rape you in your sleep. I just miss Gloria and sometimes I don't like to sleep alone," Cathy whispered.

"That's ok, there's plenty of room for the both of us."

Cathy lay with her back to Valerie and Val began to stroke her hair very gently.

"I wanted to hate you, you know," Cathy confessed. "But you're too damn lovable. You're sweet but you're not sickening. You know how hot you are but you never flaunt it in my face. You can take my crap but you can dish it out, too but it's never mean or defensive. What the hell is wrong with you? Didn't you know that people aren't supposed to be perfect?"

"Cat, I am so far from perfect it would make your head spin. I'm just trying to get through the day like anybody else and not fuck my life up too much in the process. I'm so glad you don't hate me. You may not believe this but you're the best friend I have in the world right now."

Cathy rolled over and looked at Valerie with a hard look. More layers of mystery piled upon mystery.

"I don't know how that could be possible," Cathy said, "but if it's true I promise I'll try not to disappoint you. I'm not a big old dyke or anything but if you ever want to bat for the other team I can ease you into the club."

Valerie took Cathy's neck in her hands, much the way a man might, and moved in to kiss her. It wasn't a sisterly peck on the lips, it was a full on exploration of her mouth and their tongues were soon entwined like two voracious snakes.

"Holy crap, girl, whoever told you you were good in the sack wasn't blowing smoke up your shapely ass. I've never been kissed like that in my life!" exclaimed Cathy in amazement.

"That was your goodnight kiss. Now go to sleep, we've both got early classes in the morning."

"If that was your goodnight kiss I'd like to see what your I'm horny as hell and want to fuck like a weasel kiss might be."

"Hush. Go to sleep. But every night as you're drifting off I want you to repeat the words 'I am a strong, beautiful, confidant woman and I can do anything I want' over and over like a mantra."

"Will it make me grow tits like yours?" Cathy asked with a yawn.

"No, but it will make you feel better about the cute, perky, boobs you've got."


CHAPTER 8:

"Relax, girl, simmer down. Be cool," Cathy said. "You act like you're going on your first date or something."

"I've been out of the loop for a while," Valerie commented.

"Yeah, I know that one. You go out with a guy steady for a while and suddenly you're back on the auction block. Don't stress, remember you're the one with the pussy. The pussy is the Golden Ticket that every man is trying to get. He's the one that's supposed to be nervous because you've got what he wants more than anything else in the world and he knows you can make him jump through hoops of fire if you want to."

It was Valerie's first date, as a woman anyway, and she was terrified on so many levels. Cathy was right that she controlled her own fate. The guy was going to do everything in his power to try and impress her. It was so weird to be on the other side of the fence. Kyle was the guy's name and he had been the hot dude who invited her to play volleyball. When he asked her out Valerie was a scared deer in the headlights but managed to remain cool. She had liked him on sight for his body and he had been pretty friendly and funny during the game. She had obsessed about what to wear and had changed about five times so far but was finally settled on her attire for the evening. She had on some very cool boots that came up almost to her knees, a sexy little skirt that showed plenty of leg but still maintained respectability and kind of silky top thing that matched the outfit perfectly. Bracelets, necklace, earrings and handbag completed the ensemble. Cathy was stunned that Valerie didn't have pierced ears and told her not to be a sissy and just get it done. That way they could share earrings all the time. Valerie had a couple of clip on things but she really needed to expand on her accessories.

"While you're at it you might as well get a navel piercing, too," Cathy suggested. "With your flat little tummy you should be decked out in a belly chain or something. "

"One thing at a time. Oh, God, is my hair all right?"

"Your hair is always perfect. I think it's really a wig."

That caused Valerie a moment of panic but she suddenly realized that Cathy had never even seen her in her wig before and that it was just a joke. When the big moment arrived and Kyle came to pick her up Cathy gave her a little kiss on the cheek and wished her luck. After Valerie had departed Cathy started to really wonder what kind of chick didn't have her ears pierced by 19? Maybe it was that mom thing, but it was kind of weird. Valerie also didn't seem very confident at all about her wardrobe choices. Pretty girls like that usually learn how to accessorize before they learn to speak. 

Valerie had almost reached for the car door handle when she suddenly backed off and waited for Kyle to come around and open it for her. It seemed like such a dumb idea but Robert had done it a billion times, especially on a first date. They were going to dinner at a local Italian place Kyle knew, which was fine with Valerie who loved Italian food. Another perk of this joint was that they didn't card him there so he could order wine. He was only 20 but passed for 21 at a lot of places with no trouble and he was a regular at this restaurant.

The restaurant looked like a nice enough place, kind of homey and the food would probably be good. It wasn't terribly fancy or expensive but that was fine with Valerie. She knew what it was like to be a guy on a date without a ton of money. She thanked him as he helped her into her seat and settled down to look at the menu. Reasonable prices. Cozy atmosphere. A perfectly good first date choice for a couple of college kids.

After they ordered and had their wine served they finally got around to actually conversing with each other about something other than the menu. Kyle was trying oh, so hard to be suave and Valerie thought it was kind of cute. She knew that routine. He was laying on the "man of the world" thing a little thick and Valerie reached across the table and touched his hand.

"Hey, relax, you don't have to work to impress me. I wouldn't be here if I didn't like you and find you attractive. Just be yourself and we'll have a great time."

Those words and that little touch were like a magic tonic. Kyle hadn't expected that but totally appreciated it. He immediately relaxed and started talking like a college student. It was pleasant and they discussed what classes they were taking and what their teachers were like and Kyle couldn't stop gushing about how beautiful she was and how impressed he was by her skill in the volleyball game.

"You must have played in high school. I'll bet you were the captain of the team," he said proudly.

Well that was mostly true. Robert had played volleyball but not formally but he had been captain of the football team. Valerie reciprocated her praise and asked how often he went to the gym and that sort of thing. He was very happy to discuss his workout routine, that was something he was quite comfortable with and it was always a rush to know that the babes appreciated all the hard work. The wine was ok, but she wasn't exactly a coinsurer anyway and she noticed that Kyle was nursing his drink and refilling her glass at the slightest provocation. That was a pretty obvious ploy. He wanted to get her tipsy so that she'd be more likely to put out. Well good luck with that plan, pal, Robert could pound the brews as well as the next guy so she wasn't exactly a light weight. 

After dinner Kyle suggested a nightspot if she wanted to dance but that was too risky. She hadn't done much dancing as a man and had never done it as a woman and she was sporting some shoes that she hadn't quite mastered walking in let alone trying to dance in. Kyle was a little surprised but kind of relieved. Girls usually loved to go dancing and he didn't care for it all that much but you do what you have to do to get in a chick's pants. His next suggestion was a drive to a scenic point that had a nice view of the ocean when the moon was bright and it was almost full tonight. Valerie knew what that meant but was game. The conversation had been pleasant but completely devoid of any sort of real connection. She didn't know this guy except from playing volleyball with him but she liked his hard body and wanted to go out with someone.

It was a total "Lover's Lane" setup and there were other cars there with suitably fogged windows and some that were already rocking. How far would she go tonight? He was the man, let him make the first move and take your cue from that, she thought.

"Do you like to get high?" he asked out of the blue.

That was a surprise. He didn't look like a stoner and these body builder types were often pretty fussy about things like that. She had never gotten high in her life and had no easy answer prepared.

"I've never tried it," she replied. "Is it fun?"

"Helps me relax, that's for sure. Just don't overdo it on your first try."

He produced a joint and sparked it up. She took a drag and held it in her in her lugs before exhaling, largely through her nose. She hadn't done it but she had seen it being done and knew the drill.

"Wow, you didn't even cough. I'm impressed."

They passed the joint back and forth for a while and Valerie was feeling pretty damn good...and very horny. The weed seemed to be accentuating her sex drive for some reason. 

"Fate is a funny thing, isn't it?" Kyle was saying. "You said that was the first time you had gone to that beach and I just happened to be there getting a game together and I just happened to see you and you happened to agree to play and now here we are, a man and woman in the moonlight."

That was a little rambling but more profound and philosophical than she had expected from him and she began to wonder what his cock looked like.

"I know you hear this all the time but you are really something special," he continued. "You look like a model or a movie star or something like that. You're honestly the most beautiful woman I've ever seen and I'm not just saying that."

"Thank you Kyle. I think you're incredibly hot, too. I was really hoping you'd call."

That was the kickoff. Emboldened by her praise and the pot he'd smoked he leaned over and kissed her. There was a moment of surprise when he realized she was forcing her tongue into his mouth instead of the other way around but the hard on in his pants just got all the harder. Valerie was a very good kisser, that was for sure. He could have just stayed there kissing her all night but those tits were too good to be true, he had to cop a feel. His hand slipped to her waist for a moment as they continued to kiss and then it slowly got under her top and moved up to her left breast. So far so good, he thought. She hasn't slapped me or pulled my hand away. He squeezed and cupped and fingered that breast almost in a trance. It took him a second to realize that his belt was unfastened and his pants were being unzipped.

"Maybe we should get in the back seat while we're still decent," Valerie suggested. 

Kyle's heart skipped a beat but he held his pants up and went around to the back door. He was going to go open the passenger side for her but she was already inside and waiting. What a woman, he thought! 

When they were both in the back seat it was a little cramped but not horrible. Valerie was sitting with her back against the car door and her feet up on the seat. Kyle was kind of kneeling on the other side.

"Show me you cock, Kyle. I've been trying to guess what it looks like for hours. Let me see how good a guesser I am."

Kyle was kind of stunned. He had been with some aggressive girls before but none that looked like this or said things like that. He gladly pulled his pants down and then his briefs. A very big and extremely hard cock popped out to Valerie's delight. She was entranced by the almost mechanical way his dick sprang out of his pants like an arrow pointing straight at her. It was such a wonderful compliment to see so obviously that she was turning him on.

"Is that what you were picturing," he asked as his hand slowly stroked his shaft.

"Pretty close only nicer...and bigger."

"Show me your tits," he said. "I've been trying to picture those all night too."

"You saw me practically naked at the beach Kyle," she reminded him.

"Practically doesn't count."

"So true," she said as she removed her top and then unfastened her bra.

"Wow."

"Thanks...I'm glad you like them," she said as she gave them a squeeze.

Kyle kind of wedged his ankles up behind him so that he could get to her breasts and he began to suck on them while she reached down and very gently stroked his rod. Then she switched to stroking herself, pushing her hand down inside her panties. After a while Kyle hunched over and managed to get Valerie's panties off with some effort. The backseat of a car was not the ideal platform for maneuvering but it had to suffice. Next he flipped the front of her skirt up over her stomach and tried to find the best angle to get the job done. 

Kyle was considerably more well-hung than Larry and she felt it the instant his dick was a couple of inches inside her pussy. It sort of hurt, just for a moment, and she let out a little sound. Kyle stopped where he was.

"Oh, baby, I'm not hurting you am I?" he asked with great sincerity and concern.

"Oh, no...you're just the biggest man I've ever had, I guess I was a little scared."

That was music to any man's ears and from that moment on Kyle knew he was the Stud of the Century. This babe this total fucking hottie thought he had the biggest cock she had ever had! He was going to cherish this special girl and give her the fucking of her life, which of course wouldn't be too difficult considering her total lack of experience.

Kyle thrust his huge cock into her back and forth with great passion and she was moaning so loudly that he wondered whether it could be heard outside. He normally would have turned the radio on but things had happened too fast to stick to the script. Tight little pussy, incredibly tight, he thought. Mind blowing. She reached down and put some pressure on her pubic bone and rubbed it. Kyle was sweating like a pig. He didn't sweat this much in the gym. He managed to rest on a elbow so that they could kiss and she was ready and waiting for him.

"Oh, baby doll you're the best, the absolute best," he moaned between kisses.

"You feel so fucking good in my pussy. Put on those big strong hands on my tits and give them a squeeze. I love your body Kyle it's so fucking hard...almost as hard as your magnificent cock."

"Oh, fuck....oh, Jesus I'm going to cum."

It was a little quicker than Valerie had expected but poor Kyle was so turned on by just looking at her that it was a miracle he had made it this far. With a tremendous groan Kyle unloaded inside her, every muscle of his body aching with joy and relief.

He collapsed on her breathing heavily. His dick was still inside her but it gradually began to shrink back to normal and no one was in a hurry to move. It was a little stuffy and they needed to crack the windows a tad but it was hard to get motivated to pull out of her. Finally she suggested he turn the key so that they could open the windows a bit and he managed to reach over the seat and get the power on. The fresh air felt good. They finished the last of the joint that had been left in the ashtray and straightened themselves up the best they could without too much further ado. What little they said was what might be expected; compliments and expressions of wonder at how good it was, how big he was, how tight she was and the like. The kind of conversation that's taken place in the backseat of countless cars since the automobile was invented.

He drove her home and she kissed him goodnight and she suggested that they should do this again sometime. She made it back to the room much earlier than she had ever expected but once they were done there wasn't much more to do. It wasn't comfortable enough to cuddle up even if the mood had been right and they both got what they wanted. For one second she felt like a whore and feared that she had sold herself too cheap. An Italian dinner at a midlevel restaurant, a bottle of house wine and a couple of puffs of weed and she was giving it up in the backseat. Did she fail in her first dating experience? She honestly didn't know. She didn't see any long term romance here but his body was beautiful and his cock was outrageous and she had a blast. There was nothing terribly romantic about it but she felt good all over and still had plenty of time to study.

Cathy wanted all the graphic details. She was a bit taken aback by how easily Valerie had given it up. Girls like her usually had a whole timetable laid out for exactly what they would give and when and under what circumstances. Gorgeous girls with hot bodies were usually regarded as a very valuable commodity.

"Look, I don't want to marry the guy and I think we pretty much ran through all the conversation we could muster. He was horny and I was horny and so we fucked. It's no big deal. The weed might have had something to do with it but the main reason I went out with the guy was to see him naked," Valerie explained. "I know it's shallow and superficial and I'm anxious to meet a guy I can really communicate with and feel something for emotionally but in the meantime I just want to have fun."

"I should have known you'd throw me for a loop. What's the matter with you girl? Sometimes you act sort of like you don't know how to be a woman. Get 'em naked, fuck 'em fast and get home quick. That sounds more like a man."

"That's because I am a man Cathy...or I was until a few months ago."


CHAPTER 9:

The fog lifted from her eyes and everything suddenly made sense. Every odd thing that Valerie had done or said was completely explained. Cathy had heard of the transformation thing, everyone in the world had, it was regular fodder for late night comics and ridicule in the press, but she had never met anyone who had actually done it.

"Well if they can make me look like you can I just go and change from a woman to a hotter woman?" Cathy wondered.

"I'm sorry that I probably seem like I deceived you. I should have told you right up front but like I said, I took an instant liking to you and I wanted us to be friends so badly."

"Hey, hey, don't cry, baby, I'm not mad. I'm relieved to know that you're not a robot or something."

"I might as well be," Valerie sniffled. 

Cathy patted the edge of her bed and Valerie went to sit next to her.

"I don't have a past, Cathy. Well I do, but it's all guy stuff. I'm trying to do the best I can but there are so many things that I don't know, obviously. Sometimes I still think like a man and sometimes I think like a woman and sometimes I think everything out from both sides. I knew every move that guy made tonight, I could have told him what he was going to do before he did it."

"And you still fucked him."

"His cock was so pretty and it was so huge I just couldn't help myself. I wish you could have seen it," Valerie sighed. "I think big cocks are wonderful."

"You are so funny and adorable and delightful and you really have no idea."

"This girl thing is kind of tricky."

"Darling what you've accomplished in 6 months I would probably trade all my 20 years for," Cathy commented. "So you can't get pregnant and you don't have periods?"

Valerie just nodded her head.

"Lucky bitch. No wonder I've never seen you with a tampon. I'm still confused about something. You were a straight dude who didn't have trouble getting laid and a big football star and everything but for some reason you decided that you'd rather be a chick and now you're all cock crazy and starry-eyed over dudes with ripped chests?"

"That's about the size of it," Valerie replied with a shrug.

"I think you're probably crazy, fortunately not scary, dangerous, crazy but you've got some issues. I also think you're probably about the bravest person I've ever met. That's an incredible leap of faith you took. I can't even guess why you would think that you'd rather be a woman but that's kind of beside the point now. Don't worry, your secret's safe with me. You already know mine anyway. We're just going to have to have some girl talk."

This time it was Valerie who spent the night in Cathy's bed. This had been an eventful night. Valerie was relieved to have her secret out in the open.  It helped Cathy to make sense of things and they could both move forward knowing the whole story. Cathy was still puzzled beyond belief by Valerie's decision. If she had been gay or effeminate or a raging drag queen as a man that might make sense but it was still hard to imagine taking such a drastic step. Cathy enjoyed licking pussy once in a while but she had no burning desire to chuck her whole life just so that she could have a cock. The latex one with the strap on rig in her drawer was good enough for her. Poor Valerie, what a choice to make. How did she have the balls to do that? Perhaps that was a poor choice of words. She had guts, that's for sure.

The new Valerie/Cathy relationship was even better than the old one. Cathy was more than willing to help Valerie expand her feminine knowledge. It was hard to be a woman if you were basing it all on what you read in Cosmopolitan.  Valerie got her ears pierced but held off on any other piercings for the time being. Cathy showed her a place in town that had totally hip jewelry that wasn't very expensive and the two girls started a communal accessories box in their room. First-come-first-served for the darling topaz earrings or the incredibly sexy gold ankle bracelet. Much like Valerie's mom Cathy enjoyed using Val as a dress up doll, only her taste was a little more trendy. For her part Valerie encouraged Cathy to ditch the baggy pants and Metallica t-shirt for something a little hotter and more flattering and before long the roommates were both turning heads when they hit the town. 

The dance lessons were much harder and sometimes Cathy would fall on the floor laughing as Val tried to get her groove on in heels. With flats it was going pretty good but adding some elevation to the equation sort of threw Valerie for a loop. It was just going to take time and practice.

Cathy liked Valerie's short hair but she was letting it grow. She could always cut it again later if she didn't like it. Valerie dated Kyle off and on but it was mostly about the sex. Going out more often didn't really bring them any closer together. They were just two horny young people with hot bodies who appreciated each other in the sack. Valerie saw a lot of other guys as well, some for  a night, a few that had promise for something better and more lasting, but nothing magical had happened to her yet. As long as she kept shooting up her hormones she had no trouble cuddling and cooing in the afterglow, as she had done with Larry right from the start, but she hadn't met a guy who could make her heart zing. Maybe that wasn't possible for a conversion job like this. She felt far more love and devotion for Cathy than any of the boys she had gone out with but they had refrained from sex so far. They'd share a bed now and then and hugging and kissing was sometimes included but they were both actually making a serious effort to find a guy that really rocked their world.

Valerie was getting excellent grades and enjoying school very much. Whether that meant anything to her father or not she had no idea. She kept in touch with her mom petty regularly but hadn't been in a hurry to go home for a visit. She was having the time of her life here and enjoying virtually every minute of it. It was a happening college town filled with young people and places to go and things to do. One of the side effects of her hormone injections was periodic mood swings. That was a little hard to get used to but Cathy assured her that there was nothing really unusual about that. Some women went through that all the time. Valerie seemed remarkably stable most of the time and she didn't even mind the fact that crying seemed to come so much more naturally to her now than it did before. She wanted the whole female experience.

It wasn't all a bed of roses, naturally. Her new higher voice was very cute and girlish but sometimes it was almost too girlish. Combined with her looks Valerie sometimes found it difficult to be taken seriously for her work in class, no matter how good her grades were. It was virtually impossible for her to read her compositions out to the class without some kind of snide remarks, lewd asides or patronizing comments from some jackass. Even college professors weren't all totally immune from the "not bad for a female writer" attitude and even praised her for speaking with a "male voice" whenever she tackled anything that wasn't overtly feminine.

Still Valerie loved being a woman with all her heart and soul. She loved her body. She loved her voice. She loved the way her clothes looked and felt. She loved being able to express her feelings and emotions openly without ridicule. A silly little trinket like a bracelet she found at a thrift store could make her whole day. She was thrilled to get to know other women in a way that had never seemed possible before and delighted by how she was managing to fit in. She even loved dancing now that she could do it and it felt so free to be able to move like that in public. She was developing a taste for some books and movies that might not have interested her before or more likely, would have been of interest but were dismissed at "chick oriented." As a man there seemed to be more pressure to conform to an adhered standard of behavior but as a girl she felt free to be expressive, to be colorful, to have varied interests. If a guy was seen reading a romance novel it demeaned his manhood but Valerie could read Sports Illustrated and no one batted an eye. There were countless things, both small and large, that made her deliriously happy she had made the choice she had made. It felt like freedom.

Being viewed merely as a sex object hadn't really been a major problem for her so far. For one thing the novelty of it was still new. The guy who stuffed socks in a bra and drove around in the dark was actually a beautiful woman now and that was still hard for her to comprehend. She had always wanted to be thought of as pretty and now she was. She simply played the same game and sexually objectified men as often as she was objectified. She had the unique position of knowing how men thought and behaved and a side of her still thought and behaved that way too. Macho, patronizing attitudes obviously turned her off but she also understood how badly men needed to feel strong and how easily their egos could be deflated.

One evening when she and Cathy went out to one of their favorite local clubs they were just kind of hanging out waiting to see if any guys might ask them to dance when Cathy suddenly got an inspiration and took Valerie by the hand and led her to the dance floor. Valerie looked a little apprehensive but when along to see what Cathy had up her sleeve.

"Let me lead and you be my bitch," Cathy said with a wink.

They had practiced together like this so many times that it was very easy to run through their moves. They were already turning heads and getting a number of appreciative whistles and remarks but Cathy was just getting warmed up.

"Don't freak out but I'm going to kiss you." Cathy warned Valerie.

"Are you crazy?"

"If you want to see a flock of guys around us nothing will bring them faster than watching two hot chicks kissing on the dance floor."

Cathy was absolutely right. They danced more provocatively, first with Valerie rubbing her ass up against Cathy and then Cathy pretending to hump Val from behind. When the song ended they gave each other a big, wet, long kiss and then walked back to their table hand in hand. It took every bit of their willpower to not burst out laughing but guys started to buy them drinks and hovered around their table and invited them each to dance. Two good looking girls kissing is a strange and powerful aphrodisiac that few men can resist for some reason and after some more drinking and dancing and flirting they finally headed for home with two lucky guys in tow.

Everybody had been drinking a little too much and there was some fumbling around and giggling and no one knew quite what was supposed to happen next. The guys had kind of been whispering between themselves about who was going to get Valerie but nothing had been decided. Somewhere along the line everyone had gotten naked but there had been no clear consensus of opinion as to who was going to pair up so Cathy brought out a kitchen timer, set it to 10 minutes and announced to everyone that when the bell rang the partners would switch.

"Hell, I'm so horny I don't know if I can last 10 minutes with you awesome babes," one of the drunk guys said.

The timer was reset to 7 minutes and the fucking commenced. Val laid on her back and took her first partner with him on top. Cathy shoved her man on the bed and jumped on his lap facing away from him so that she could get a clear view of Valerie getting hammered in the other bed across the room. The timer rang at the appointed moment and the two guys got up and staggered their way over to the opposite beds. This time Valerie rode her man and Cathy kind of ended up lying on her side with her top leg sort of lifted up and over the man behind her.

The process was repeated one more time but neither of the young man made it through the whole 7 minutes. It was crazy college hijinks and completely devoid of anything resembling passion or romance or even intensity but it was kind of an amusing way to top off the evening. The guys may have been spent but they insisted that the girls should take a turn with each other.

"Only if you guys do it to each other, too," Cathy snorted.

"You don't really want to see that, do you?" one of the guys asked.

"How about if you kiss each other on the lips for 10 seconds and we'll fuck each other for seven minutes. You cool with that Val?"

Valerie wasn't totally sure but she sort of assumed that the men would never go for it but to her dismay the guys closed their eyes and with a complete look of disgust on their faces and their hands clearly behind their backs leaned close enough to have their lips technically be touching and held it for the full 10 seconds. The lengths a man will go to see two chicks making out is astonishing. Cathy chuckled and rummaged through her dresser pulling out a wicked-looking strap on dildo which she proceeded to wriggle into.

That actually made it easier for Valerie because she had masturbated with dildos in her pussy many times so this would just be kind of like that and it was only for 7 minutes. When Cathy was ready she had Valerie bend over the foot of the bed with her arms extended straight down for support and the clock was off and running. Valerie hadn't come close to climaxing with her multiple partners but she was warmed up and the novelty of the experience added to her arousal as Cathy began to pound her behind with her pretend cock. Keeping one hand down for support Val reached back between her legs and fingered her clit. She was actually getting pretty worked up and started making some very happy sounds. The men were spellbound. Since the girls were turned away from them one of the guys cleverly reset the timer so that they got another 6 or 7 minutes out of the show. Even after the timer bell rang Cathy could see that she had Valerie right on the verge of a climax and she suddenly pulled out the dildo and buried her face in Valerie's wet pussy. It didn't take long before Valerie was quivering and cuming all over Cathy's face. Now oblivious to the men the two women embraced each other and kissed madly. Valerie could taste her cum on Cathy's lips and tongue and it was strange and wonderful.

The men were informed that the show was over and they dressed quickly and went off into the night cherishing a memory that would live in their hearts forever. Valerie and Cathy were still embracing and just kind of looking at each other.

"I didn't mean to go all lesbo on your ass there at the end but it looked like you were about to explode," said Cathy.

Valerie then told the story of her sex with Larry, her best friend since childhood, and how it had created an uneasy situation for them going forward. The idea had been it would be all in good fun and not mean anything and they could do it or not do it as the situation dictated. Unfortunately it created a strange, undefined kind of relationship where the boundaries were murky and feelings were very apt to get hurt.

"To begin with," said Cathy, "I'm not a guy. Secondly I didn't know you before so my feelings aren't cluttered and confused. Thirdly I only dabble in this bi-sexual thing. I only did it with my other roommate because we were really close and loved each other very much and sometimes it was nice to make each other feel good."

"I love you very much Cathy but if having sex is going to jeopardize our friendship I couldn't stand the thought of it."

"It won't, I assure you," said Cathy softly as she lay Valerie on her back.

"You made me have an orgasm," Valerie said in a bit of amazement. "You know you're the first person I've said I love you to since I became a woman."

"You've always been a woman, babe, don't kid yourself. That cock was as fake as the one I had strapped on. You are a strong, beautiful, confident woman and you can do anything you want...and I love you too, just for the record."

They made love for an hour or so and then fell asleep naked in each other's arms on top of the bed. It was the first really passionate experience Valerie had known since becoming a woman and she slept very soundly in her lover's arms that night.


CHAPTER 10:

Much to Valerie's relief things went right back to normal. Cathy never pressed the issue and they didn't have to have any long talks or soul searching over it, nor did they feel embarrassed and try to deny it by blaming it all on too much booze. The silly shit with the timer they weren't too proud of but these things will happen sometimes, especially in college. One tends to learn a lot of things in school that don't show up on a report card.

Valerie was feeling a little homesick and decided to drive back down for the weekend. It would be nice to touch base with everyone and she was curious to see if anyone would notice any change in her. She felt very different on the inside but wondered whether that translated at all to the way she was perceived. Her mother, not surprisingly, was the first to detect a difference.

"Oh, my...you are blossoming into quite the young lady, aren't you?" her mother said after they had embraced.

"Mom, that sounds like I've outgrown my training bra or something," she joked.

"Women blossom in many ways and for many different reasons my dear. Trust me on that one. College seems to agree with you. And look at how full and pretty your hair is becoming!"

"I love it up there. I'm having the time of my life."

"Have you met any nice boys yet?'

"I'm dating but I haven't met anyone special," Valerie replied.

"You will honey, it's just a matter of time. There's no need to rush into anything when you're still young and trying to finish school. I'm just happy that you're getting the chance to go out and meet some college boys."

Richard seemed pleased to see her again, although he was reluctant to show it too much. Having your brother become your sister overnight is too good of a teasing opportunity to pass up easily.

"So do you have lot of hot looking friends?" he asked.

"Plenty."

"That's kind of a gyp. They should be hanging around here," he complained.

"I don't know how many hot looking college girls would be interested in going out with a high school guy," Valerie said.

"I don't except them to go out with me but it would be nice to see some quality tail around the place that I wasn't related to. Maybe catch a glimpse of somebody changing clothes by accident or something. You getting laid up there?"

"What do you think?" she asked.

"I think you're getting your brains fucked out around the clock."

"Not quite. I do have to go to classes sometime," Valerie reminded him with a smile.

"So what's this whole scam really all about? You were a guy and you seemed happy and now you're a chick and you seem even more happy. What's so great about being a girl? Is it because guys pay for everything or because you get to be the one being chased?"

"Honestly I don't know that one is better than the other as long as you're totally happy being the one you are. I'm happier as a woman because I think that's what I should have been all along. There are good things and bad things either way but Richard I am so happy it's hard to put it into words. I'm living the life I always wanted," said Valerie.

"That's totally cool...I mean it. I thought you were out of your mind at first but it seems to be working. If running around in a dress and sucking cock makes you happy then more power to you. If this is what you really want I'm all for it. You seem to be doing this girl thing pretty well for an amateur."

She hooked up with Larry over the weekend and it was a little strange but nice at the same time. It wasn't likely that their friendship was ever going to be quite what it was in the old days but they went way back so far that it would be sad to just drift apart completely. Larry was happy to hear that Valerie was doing so well and having such a good time. He also noticed that she seemed different. Her choice of words seemed to have changed a bit, softened perhaps. She had sounded that way after they had sex but usually went back to talking more like a guy the rest of the time. She seemed a little more mature as well. Larry brought up the prospect of them having sex before she went back up to school but Valerie wasn't too keen on the idea.

"The thing is Larry I'm dating men now on a regular basis. Dinner and movie, drinks and dancing, that sort of thing. When I go out with a guy I'm hoping to develop an emotional attachment. Even if I don't I may still have sex with him if I'm strongly attracted to him physically. Sex with you always seems to end up complicating our friendship and that's way more important to me. Don't tell me you've been sitting down here pining away for me or something. I know you too well."

"No, you're right. Actually I'm kind of seeing someone at the moment anyway. It would be dumb to risk that over a quickie with you. Although you are so goddamn hot it always seems tempting."

"Thank you for the compliment. I hope it works out with you and your new woman. I'd like to see you as happy as I am," she said with a smile.

"You're different, you know? Can't quite put my finger on it but you just seem completely at home in that body."

"I'm still trying but I like the results so far."

"So do I," said Larry. "You were a pretty cool guy as a dude but as a chick you're really something special. There's kind of a glow around you I guess."

He stuck out his hand but Valerie threw her arms around him and gave him a big hug and held him there for a few moments.

"Thank you Larry for accepting me," she whispered in his ear. "I've always loved you as a friend. It would have felt funny saying that before but now it seems ok."

"I love you, too Robert. I know he can still hear me in there and I didn't say it to him when I had the chance."

As expected the time and distance didn't seem to do much to improve her father's disposition towards her. They avoided each other and barely said a word or two the whole weekend. The time went very fast and she was sad to leave home again but she was also anxious to resume her new life at college. The trip had totally been worth it just to have those moments with Richard and Larry, if nothing else. The way she had instantly bonded with her mother was beyond her wildest expectations but she was originally afraid that everyone would be more like her father. When she made the choice she knew that she might be alienating everyone she knew in the world but things were working out much better than they might have.

One thing that Valerie was absolutely obsessed about was keeping her figure and remaining in shape in general. She wasn't sure whether she could compete on any of the female sports teams in college because the issue of whether people who had gone through the transformation were eligible was being fought over in the courts. It would also be a virtual guarantee of her status becoming public so she confined her athletic activities to more individual pursuits. She liked to take a basketball over to the gym and shoot some hoops when things were quiet. There were pickup games all the time but she never got invited to play. She made the mistake of suggesting it once and was met with derisive laughter.

"Look, baby, this is men's basketball. If you want to grab some pompoms we might let you shake your ass during timeouts," said one player.

"I'd like to grab her pompoms," said another.

"Better yet, you grab her pompoms while I shake her ass," said the third guy.

"No, let her play...as long as she's on the skins team. Who cares how lame she is as long as she's running around topless?"

Each comment was met with more laughter while Valerie seethed and glared and gnashed her teeth. She didn't stoop to reply or cry or run off she just shrugged like it was no big deal and went down to the other end of the court to shoot baskets by herself. Dumb jocks...whatever.

One day she was alone in the gym taking some shots from various points on the court when the most handsome-looking man she had ever seen in her life walked up holding a basketball in his hands. 

"Mind if I join you?" he asked in a very friendly voice.

Valerie was kind of stunned. It wasn't just that he was handsome and well-built that caught her off guard, it was the fact that for the first time in her female life she felt that funny feeling in the pit of her stomach. There was something about his eyes and his smile that just melted her heart. She was horrified by the way she was dressed. She had on some baggy gym shorts and a tank top that was roughly cut off with some scissors about half way down her stomach. She was also wearing a baseball cap with her hair in a little ponytail coming out the back, no makeup and she had been working up a sweat. She cursed the stars for allowing her to meet this guy while looking like a total disaster.

She couldn't figure out why he wanted to shoot on the one court that was occupied when the rest of the baskets were wide open but she invited him to join her. The way most of the men treated her in the gym she suspected that this might be some sort of a prank...but he was so damn cute it was worth the risk.

"Hi, my name's Brandon, by the way."

"Valerie," she replied as she shook his hand.

They both just went about their own business for a while taking shots and grabbing their own rebounds. Once in a while a ball would bounce off and the person closest would retrieve it but there wasn't much interaction otherwise.

"I've seen you shooting here before. You're pretty good," said Brandon.

"Thanks. It's kind of fun once-in-a-while."

How had she not seen him? She would remember him. She wondered what he thought of some chick who dressed like a tomboy and hung out in the gym shooting hoops. Probably pegged her as some kind of bull dyke lesbian. Why couldn't they have met at a club or something or even bumped into each other in the hall? One thing she noticed about Brandon was that he didn't seem to be a great shot. He had the look of an athlete but maybe basketball wasn't his game.

"You want to play some one-on-one?" he asked.

She waited for the inevitable sexual innuendo or some kind of put down like an offer to spot her 50 points or play with one hand tied behind his back but he just stood there smiling with a hopeful look on his face.

"Sure, why not?" Valerie replied.

Brandon may have been a hunk of a man but he wasn't much of a basketball player. Valerie was running him ragged all over the court. She faked him out and drove to the hole or hit fall away jumpers while he was struggling to make even some fairly easy open shots. She won rather quickly and looked at him with suspicion.

"Wow, you're even better than I thought you'd be," he said, trying to catch his breath.

"You weren't just tanking the game because I'm a girl, were you?"

"Oh, no. I was playing all out. I'm afraid I just kind of suck at this game. I like it though, and I keep trying to get better but I never really had any training."

Well this was a strange world turned upside down situation. What kind of guy who knows he's sucks at basketball would challenge a girl unless he was 100% certain that he would wipe her out? Men just do not like to lose to women in sports...period. But this guy didn't seem pissed off or anything. In fact he asked her for some pointers. Ok, she thought, this is where he makes his move and slips his arm around her waist. To her surprise, and disappointment actually, she just showed him how to hold the ball using his more of his fingertips and flicking the wrists rather than tossing the ball the way he had been doing and he started to show some immediate progress.

She gave him a few more tips and they played again and she again beat him pretty handily. She wondered if she was blowing it. She was really attracted to this man and understood the male ego backwards and forwards and knew she should take it easy on him or let him win but for some reason she got the feeling that it wasn't what he wanted.

"I think I may need some more practice before I can work my way up to challenging you again. Like I said I'm kind of a beginner but it's fun and I like a challenge," said Brandon. 

"I'm sure you'll get the hang of it in no time," she said.

"Well, I think I better get going. It was nice to finally meet you, I've been admiring you for a while now. I mean, admiring your game."

They shook hands and Brandon started to walk off. It was do or die in her mind.

"Hey, Brandon!" she called. "Do you think you'd like to go out to dinner sometime maybe?"

"Yeah, that would be great!" he replied.

She motioned for him to come back over and when he reached her she took the ball out of his hands and carried it over to her handbag. She dug out her lipstick and used it to write her phone number in large print on the ball.

"That smears easily so don't forget it's on there and start dribbling it in the parking lot or something. I don't want you to lose it."

Brandon flashed the most amazing smile and assured it that he wouldn't lose it.

"Call me!" she shouted as he walked away.


CHAPTER 11:

"All of this effort to become a girl, and not just a girl, a very feminine, attractive woman who knows how to dress and flirt and work her female magic and I end up falling for a guy on the basketball court and totally throwing myself at him. I yelled at him in the gym to ask him out and yelled again to remind him to call. I must seem like the most desperate weirdo in the world."

Valerie was relating her experiences to Cathy back in their room.

"I don't know, I like the part about writing your number in lipstick on his basketball," Cathy said. "So you asked him out? So what? This is the 21st Century. You don't have to turn in your girly merit badges. You want to be some prototypical woman so bad that you don't realize that women can be all sorts of things. You've got enough sugar and spice going on to prove your pussy is valid. You wanted this guy to call you so you took the bull by the horns."

"I do want him to call me. Why hasn't he called me?" Valerie asked nervously.

"What, that was like an hour ago? He might not even be home yet. He might have a life that he has to deal with."

"That lipstick is going to get smeared or rub off, I know it. The longer he waits the greater the chance of disaster."

"Did you just shoot up some hormones babe or maybe something a little stronger? You're freaking out on me."

"It's the first time since I became a woman that I've felt that...thing...you know? I don't know anything about this guy except that he's got the cutest butt in the world, the greatest smile and he sucks at basketball but he's got my insides tied up in knots."

"Relax," said Cathy. "He said he's been watching you at the gym so he'll probably be there again if he gets cold feet and doesn't call right away. He's probably not going to vanish off the face of the earth."

The phone rang and Valerie sort of screamed for the first time in her life. It freaked both of the girls out then they laughed. Valerie motioned for Cathy to answer the phone.

"Hello?...yes this is Valerie's phone number...who should I say is calling? Hey Val, there's some guy named Brandon on the phone for you, do you want to take it?"

Before she could complete the sentence Valerie was tugging at the phone. Cathy whispered for her to be cool and Valerie took a deep breath.

"Hello?...oh, hi Brandon, of course I remember you, we just met an hour ago...really?....that was good thinking....of course I meant it....Saturday night, let me see...yeah that looks pretty good...all right then I'll see you on Saturday."

"Well you definitely got all your girly badges back on that one. That was a nice touch, rattling those papers to sound like you were checking some date book, very smooth. When your back was to the wall your feminine whiles came to the rescue," Cathy pointed out with pride.

"Look at my hand...it's shaking like a leaf."

"Let me guess, it occurred to him that the lipstick might smear if he waited too long to call so he thought it best to get on the phone as soon as he got home to make sure that it didn't happen."

"Almost," Valerie replied. "He didn't get all the way home, he pulled over on the side of the road and called from his cell phone."

Valerie screamed again.

"Jesus! You're not going to make a habit of that I hope," Cathy exclaimed while covering her ears.

"I hope not. When I was a guy I always wondered why girls screamed. It made no sense to me at all. Now I know. It's what a guy like Brandon can do to you."

"Just warm me if it's going to happen again."

"I can't, it's involuntary, that's what's so cool about it. I think maybe I like it."

"Whatever floats your boat, babe. Just don't go to pieces waiting for Saturday. It sounds like you guys have something going on, I will say that. He's obviously pretty hot for you. But if he's such a stud muffin why is he so shy?" Cathy wondered.

"Guys can be shy," Valerie shot back. "Even gorgeous ones with eyes like crystal blue water."

"If you scream again I'm going to punch you."

"Better not, I've still got some of my man strength."

"I think maybe they mixed up your injections and you're slamming testosterone instead of hormones. In any case just try not to go insane. You still haven't had your first female heartbreak yet. This is just a date, no big thing. Might lead to another it might not. The fate of the world doesn't hang in the balance."

Of course Cathy was right. Valerie knew she was acting like a nutcase. It probably wasn't so much the guy that was exciting her as much as the fact that she was feeling the flush of romance for the first time. That proved it could happen. One of the last big hurdles on the road to true womanhood. That was the important thing to remember. If she could get this kind of a buzz going over some dude she just met shooting hoops then the whole world was probably full of men who could sweep her off her feet if she just kept looking. She actually did remarkably well. She wasn't counting down the seconds or pacing the floor or obsessing about her wardrobe, she was being cool and collected. Cathy was impressed, especially since there had been no more screaming. Man, that was like some 12-year-old girl at a boy band concert. Of course Valerie had never gotten the chance to be a 12-year-old girl at a boy band concert so maybe she was just making up for lost time. Cathy always somewhat suspected that Valerie might be a little stunted in the romance department having missed her female childhood completely. There were probably many similarities in whatever boys went through but Cathy knew that girls usually went through some distinct phases. There was always a celebrity crush on some cute singer and various manifestations of puppy love as you discovered boys for the first time. Valerie was discovering boys at 19 so maybe this was her puppy love phase. 

By the time the date rolled around Cathy wondered if Valerie was overdoing the cool thing. Maybe she was having second thoughts about this guy, but that didn't seem likely. Whatever...she's got to do things her own way. When Brandon came to pick her up Cathy could certainly see what she liked about him physically but he seemed a little quiet; nervous almost, and he certainly did have a cute butt but cutest in the world? That would take some doing. 

Brandon had the gentleman drill down pat and opened every door and even stood up when she left the table to use the ladies room. He was certainly well-mannered. The conversation was a little slow at first and Valerie started to wonder if this was another hot guy pipe dream. She was getting a little tired of the kind of empty conversation dates that just led to the inevitable fuck session and not much more. It was her own fault for being so superficial and always jumping at the chance to go out with the guys with the biggest muscles but the whole idea of finding a man attractive at all was still new and at least those relationships weren't complicated.

"So what got you interested in basketball?" Valerie asked.

"It seemed like the only team sport that you could really practice on your own. You usually need someone else to toss you the ball or hit you grounders or something. Basketball is a team sport but there's a lot of individuality in it too. You can develop your shot and work on ball control all by yourself. And, don't laugh, I've always found a certain Zen-like peace in shooting free throws. How about you?"

"I've always enjoyed just playing around with it. We had a hoop in the driveway and I used to play a lot of one-on-one with my younger brother. I wasn't really tall enough to play on the high school team."

"Really? You seem very tall to me," Brandon commented.

Oops. Valerie had stuck her foot in her mouth. Of course she seems tall for a girl. She suddenly realized that most of her dates had been so devoid of any real conversation that she hadn't needed to worry about the pitfalls of discussing her secret past.

"Well I liked other sports, too, so I guess I was probably just more interested in those," Valerie suggested.

"I figured you for an all-around athlete by the way you move; both graceful and powerful at the same time," said Brandon. "You see that in athletes...ballet dancers, too. That combination of strength and agility. I love watching you play, the way you can drive to the hoop so explosively and pounce up to the rim, it is almost like watching a ballet. I wondered whether you had taken dance lessons as a little girl."

"No, not really."

It wasn't a good idea to spend too much time talking about when she was a little girl so she decided to change the subject. Valerie mentioned a new book that she had just read and Brandon had read it also so they chatted about that at some length which evolved into a discussion about their favorite authors and other books that they had read and the time just flew by. Valerie was having a blast, but also having a very hard time getting a handle on this guy. He looked like the typical jock that she usually dated but he was so well-read and articulate and gentle. There was something sort of poetic about him at times that Valerie found just irresistible. It's natural that people who devote so much time to developing their bodies and obsessing about their outer appearance develop some narcissistic traits but Brandon wasn't like that at all. He was so attentive and almost self-effacing, always preferring to turn the conversation back towards her.

"I honestly didn't plan anything for after dinner because I had absolutely no idea where your interests might lie. I thought it would be best for our first get-together to be primarily focused on getting acquainted but the time has gone so fast and I feel like we've only begun to scratch the surface," Brandon explained. "It might sound a little clichéd but I do enjoy moonlit strolls on the beach, if that sounds at all appealing."

That sounded marvelous. They drove to a spot he knew that was a bit secluded and very scenic. There wasn't a tremendously bright moon out that night but it would do. They kicked off their shoes and walked barefoot in the sand talking about anything and everything. Favorite colors, foods, movies, things they liked and didn't like, the classes they were taking and what they were interested in doing in the future. They started out just strolling with their arms swinging freely at their sides but somewhere along the line they found themselves holding hands. It actually made the experience much nicer.

Valerie was intrigued but cautious. It all seemed too good to be true. This was the kind of moment that had burned in her fantasy mind for years before she had actually become a woman. She wanted to be swept away by a  handsome man who would understand her and share her passions and make her feel safe in his strong arms. Her mother read romance novels, the kind where people always looked like they were just about to fall out of their clothes on the cover, and Robert would secretly borrow some of them and read by flashlight under his blankets, the way most boys stole their father's copies of Playboy. The men on those covers were always ruggedly handsome with broad shoulders and muscular bare chests. At the time Robert wasn't so much physically attracted to those pictures as he was intrigued by the idea of identifying himself with the female heroine in those books. He never understood why he got so excited by that but many of his earliest sexual fantasies came from imagining himself the woman in those scenes instead of the man. 

When he masturbated Robert often pretended to be a girl instead of a boy even though he obviously couldn't realistically simulate the process. He would often do it lying on his back with his legs spread and pretended that the cock in his hand wasn't his, it belonged to his male lover. In many ways it never felt to him like it was his cock, it was just the physical apparatus he had been handed at birth. But the thought of being homosexual was a million miles away from him. He tried watching gay pornography on the Internet but it didn't do anything for him. He didn't want to be a man in a bath house having his dick sucked he wanted to be a beautiful woman on a terrace wearing a sheer nightgown waiting for her man to lift her up in his arms and carry her off to a canopied bed. Being physically attracted to a man enough to want him sexually was just part of the equation...the rest involved thinking, feeling and being a woman.

Robert had always loved women; loved being in their company, loved their conversation. He never had trouble on dates choosing a movie. If his date wanted to see a romantic comedy or a weepy tear-jerker instead of the latest sci-fi epic or action thriller he didn't have to be dragged kicking a screaming. A lot of times those were films he really wanted to see anyway so it gave him an excuse. He could tell his male friends that he was forced to sit through some dumb movie by his date. A man always had to be on his guard about not appearing to be interested in anything that might remotely be construed as feminine in nature. It was a bit easier for women to jump across the traditional gender line without serious ramifications. A little girl could be a tom boy without people assuming that they were a lesbian but if a little boy dressed or acted like a girl he was probably going to end up in therapy or have the crap beat out of him.

That was the intriguing thing about Brandon. He looked for all the world like a typical macho man but he didn't seem concerned at all that Valerie might think less of him as a man for seeming so interested in things that were traditionally considered feminine. He wasn't destroyed by the fact that a woman had beat him so badly in basketball. He must be extremely confident in his masculinity and Valerie thought that was just about the sexiest thing in the world. Of course there was one other possibility and that was that Brandon was gay.

That thought intensified a bit when he made no effort to initiate sex of any kind but gushed about how wonderful the evening had been and how anxious he was to see her again. It even looked like he was going to slip away at the end without a goodnight kiss so she made the move and kissed him but fortunately he seemed to enjoy it.

"Well are you floating on air?" Cathy asked when Valerie got back to the room.

"Yes and no."

"Intriguing answer."

"I was transfixed with sublime pleasure and supreme joy and the hours flew by like seconds. When we walked on the beach it was like I was living in a dream that I hoped to never awake from," Valerie intoned in a voice filled with passion.

"Ok, that's obviously the yes part. Where does the no come in?"

"I think he might be a queer."


CHAPTER 12:

"He talks about poetry and ballet and he's read all these books that I adore now but would never have been caught dead being seen with when I was a man. His interests are kind of all over the map but so are mine and we shifted gears all night long and kept finding common ground. But I was the one who asked him out, I was the one who took his hand on the beach and I was the one who kissed him goodnight. He was exceedingly polite and complimentary but it never got remotely sexual or suggestive. He complimented my blouse and he used that word...he called it a blouse."

"Uh, oh."

"Exactly," said Valerie. "What kind of man would say blouse? It made me wonder whether he thought I looked hot in my clothes or whether he was thinking about how much he'd like to be wearing them. Believe me, I know what I'm talking about here...I had that feeling many times as a guy...and look how that turned out!"

"How did you guys leave it?" Cathy asked.

"We're going out again. He said that now that he knew me better he would try to come up with something that I might enjoy."

"That's cool," suggested Cathy. "It's nice to know there are some gentlemen in the world. Maybe he's just kind of old-fashioned and thought it would be rude to be too aggressive on a first date. He had no way to know what a horn-dog slut you are."

Valerie hurled a pillow at her.

"I am not a slut!"

"Old habits die hard, baby. You've made yourself as girly as humanly possible but I think some of your sex drive is still back in caveman mode."

"Says the girl who fucked me with a strap on in front of an audience," Valerie reminded her.

"Damn right. I made you my bitch, and don't you forget it. I got a big old mouthful of your pussy juice and it tasted sweet."

"Well you're just proving my point," Valerie said. "You're probably more manly than he is."

"Don't rush to judgment darling," Cathy cautioned her. "It sounds like it was the best date you've ever been on and there was no sex involved. So what? I know you think you know men because you used to be one but that doesn't mean that you know everything about every guy who ever lived. You're going out again, that's the main thing. Let this play out in its own time and in its own way. You really like this guy a lot, don't you?"

"Yeah, that's the problem. I think I could fall in love with him so easily, if I haven't already. It would really suck if the first man I truly fall for turns out to be gay."

"Well you know the old saying...a gay man is just a guy who hasn't met a girl yet who swallows."

"That's ridiculous," scoffed Valerie.

"Sure, but not necessarily completely untrue. People have been known to switch teams. Maybe you're so hot you can turn the gay man straight," Cathy laughed. "Sometimes when I see you come out of the shower you look so damn sexy that I think I should get that transformation done so that I'd have a big, fat cock to shove in you instead of some dumb piece of rubber."

"It's so unfair of me to be talking about him like that," said Valerie. "I guess it's just the fact that when I was a guy I had a lot of the same thoughts and interests that he has but wild horses couldn't have dragged that out of me and I certainly wouldn't have volunteered that information on a first date. I don't know, maybe he just has more balls than I did."

"Well one thing's for sure...he has more balls than you do now!"

Another pillow was hurled at Cathy.

"Not a bad toss...for a girl," Cathy taunted as she returned the projectile.

"Yeah, well I was playing football when I was a kid," Valerie teased back. "What were you doing, playing with your dollies?"

"I know why you played football, you wanted all those men to be grabbing you around the waist and dragging you down. You were a quarterback...you must have loved shoving your hands between some dudes legs before every play. And the shower must have been something else. Bet you dropped the soap a lot."

That did it and Valerie pounced across the room and began to wrestle with Cathy on the bed. 

"I'll bet you were darling when you dressed up like a little princess and had a tea party with all your imaginary friends," Valerie said as they both laughed and giggled and struggled to get the upper hand.

"Well you're the little princess now, baby. You're the sissy girl. Listen to you, you can't even laugh like a man anymore you giggle like a little girl."

It wasn't a fair fight and Valerie had Cathy subdued in no time.

"Looks like the sissy girl kicked your ass woman," Valerie announced proudly.

"You win, I give up. I guess I'm even more of a pussy than you are," Cathy admitted They both remained lying on the bed in a heap.

"I wish I had been a little girl," Valerie sighed. "I had a hard time not messing up at dinner tonight and letting things slip about my past. I wish I had dressed up like a princess or taken ballet lessons. I loved being a boy and doing all that guy stuff but there was also a side of me that wanted to play with Barbie dolls and go to the prom in a beautiful gown with a corsage."

"You would have made quite an entrance that way," joked Cathy.

"I'd love to be able to tell Brandon all about my childhood but I obviously can't. I just keep trying to steer the conversation into the present." 

"At what point do you tell him?" Cathy asked.

"I have no idea. It's never come up before with other guys. I've never gotten terribly close to any of them. Do you think I'll have to tell Brandon sometime?"

"That's a tough one," Cathy replied. "If you make up a fake childhood and start telling him a bunch of lies it's going to be a pretty hard blow if he stumbles across the truth someday. He's going to wonder why there aren't any photos from your childhood. There are family and friends who know the real story. 19 years is a long gap to cover. Do you think a man would be freaked out too much if he knew the truth?"

"That's the tricky part. Most of the guys I've gone out with only have one thing on their mind and as long as they get it they're happy and they don't ask for more. That's why my relationships have all been shallow and lacking in emotional intimacy. It's safer that way. As long as I'm just a piece of ass nobody cares how I got to be one. But how do I tell a guy like Brandon that a year ago I used to have a cock? This kind of transformation process has only been around for a short time. Most people don't have any experience with it. I'm afraid that he'll think the change is only cosmetic and that he's really going out with a man...or worse...some kind of freak of sceince."

"On the bright side, if he really is gay, that might be to your advantage," Cathy joked.

"This is serious, Cat, I want to meet a great guy and fall in love with him so badly. It's probably the main reason I've gone through this whole incredible thing."

The flowers came the next day along with a lovely little card. Valerie had made a completely offhand comment at the restaurant about how attractive the orchids were in the little vase on their table and Brandon had obviously taken note. Valerie was touched by the beauty of the floral display but even more by the fact that he had paid attention to such a little thing. The first time a girl gets flowers from a boy is usually a pretty special memory but for Valerie it was probably even more so. She felt so special, and appreciated and adored. Cathy was a little jealous, not because she didn't get flowers from admirers, but because it was kind of old hat by now and she had a natural cynical streak in her anyway. Valerie was so childlike the way she fussed over those dumb little flowers and Cathy envied that sense of wonder.

"He's taking you where?" Cathy asked later in the week when Brandon had called to make their next date.

"To the ballet," Valerie replied. "The Firebird by Stravinsky at the Civic Auditorium."

"Have you ever been to a ballet before?"

"Twice. My mom took us to see The Nutcracker when we were little and in 8th Grade I saw Swan Lake on a field trip. Naturally I complained bitterly but I really enjoyed it. I suppose all those guys in tights with bulging crotches didn't hurt, but I admired the dancing. The worst part of it was that we had to write a report about it afterwards and mine was especially good so the teacher read it out loud to the class. Needless to say I avoided the ballet like the plague from that moment on," Valerie said sadly.

Suddenly she stated to skip around the room pretending she was holding up a skirt.

"But now I'm a girl and I can enjoy it, la la-la la-la."

That got Cathy rolling on the floor with laughter. 

"You're such a weirdo sometimes!" Cathy laughed.

"Better living through chemistry, baby, give me a double shot of hormones!"

Valerie suddenly broke into a verse from the song I Enjoy Being a Girl from the musical Flower Drum Song.

"When I have a brand new hairdo and my eyelashes all in curl...I float as the clouds on air do...I enjoy being a girl!"

"Stop it! You're killing me!" Cathy moaned as she laughed so hard tears were rolling down her cheeks. Damn, you have a nice singing voice, we ought to go to the karaoke bar sometime."

"Bring it on," laughed Valerie. "You ought to hear me doing Diamonds are a Girl's Best Friend. It's so fucking embarrassing to say it but I went to a thrift store once and bought some really cheap jewelry and worked out this whole routine to that song in front of the mirror. I was trying so hard to be Marilyn Monroe but it was pathetic." 

"You know you have all of these stories from your youth that make you sound gayer than a maypole...why didn't you just suck dick?"

"I didn't want to be gay, I wanted to be Marilyn Monroe...sucking dick."

"Oh, that makes a whole lot of sense," Cathy joked.

"It does to me...sort of. There's so much social stigma about being a gay man that I would have had to spend my whole life living in the closet or under a cloud of scorn. The relatively few people that know my secret obviously understand now that I had homosexual longings but to the rest of the world I'm just another gal. That's why I'm so scared of letting Brandon know. I want him to think of me as any other woman because that's what I am now."

"Whatever happens with Brandon you're going to learn something important," Cathy reminded her. "I can help you with a lot of things but you're in kind of a unique situation with this one. I wish you knew someone else who had been through this process, maybe they could give you some advice."

"That's not a bad idea. Maybe I could check with the hospital and see if they have any counselors that have been through the process. In the meantime I have work to do. This is my first chance to get all dressed up in my chic and elegant best and I want to look so hot he has no choice but to surrender to my sensual female aura," announced Valerie.

"I see shopping in our future."

"I see shopping in our present. To the Shop-mobile!"


CHAPTER 13:

Valerie had to be restrained in order to prevent her from over-dressing. It was an opportunity to look nice but it wasn't the Academy Awards or something. The trick was to be dazzling without seeming to be trying too hard. That wasn't terribly difficult since Valerie looked great in just about anything anyway. Her hair was up in a very elegant style and the sex appeal of the complete package was off the charts. 

"Wow!" was all Brandon could manage to say when he came to pick her up. The fact that he was otherwise speechless was precisely  the desired reaction and Valerie knew that her efforts had paid off. 

"It's funny," Brandon observed as they were driving to the auditorium, "with some women getting dressed up is a complete transformation. An average girl can suddenly become pretty, or a pretty girl can become beautiful. But you look so beautiful all the time in no matter what you're wearing that it's more like discovering another layer of your beauty. I knew you would look gorgeous tonight but you still left me speechless."

"What a lovely thing to say Brandon," Valerie said as she touched his right arm. "You have such a beautiful way of expressing yourself. And don't think for one moment that you don't have the same effect on me. You look so handsome tonight!"

They were going to the ballet first, then a late dinner, then...who knows? Valerie didn't even know exactly where Brandon lived, whether he was in a dorm or off-campus housing or had his own place. She knew he was 21 and like her had attended a different university before taking some time off and resuming studies here. Also like Valerie he had been born and raised in Southern California.

Valerie was no expert on ballet so she wasn't able to compare this to other productions or judge the technical merits of the dancing but she enjoyed the performance immensely and thought it seemed very professionally done. Brandon seemed more interested in discussing the story and knew a lot about its history so fortunately Valerie wasn't put on the spot and expected to provide a detailed critique. Her report on Swan Lake in 8th Grade may have gotten an "A" but she felt a little out of her depth here.

Dinner was nice but not too elaborate given the late hour. There was a 24-hour glorified coffee shop near the campus that had good food so they stopped there, even though they were a little more dressed up than the typical patron. They chatted away as usual, flying around to all sorts of different topics. Usually one thing just naturally segued into another. There was a brief lull where Brandon stopped talking and just got kind of a faraway look in eyes like we was distracted or trying to make up his mind about something but he snapped out of it pretty quickly. Everyone's mind wanders occasionally. 

When they left the restaurant there still didn't seem to be a clear agenda. As Valerie waited for Brandon to come over and open the door for her she was taken a little by surprise by the fact that he suddenly turned to face her, took her forcefully in his arms and kissed her. It was the parking lot of a coffee shop not the terrace of her romance novel fantasies but her shoulders were bare and if Brandon ripped off his shirt and grew his hair longer he could easily model for one of those covers. It was the first really aggressive move he had made and she appreciated it. They both got in the car and just sat there for a moment.

"In a situation like this I'm not really sure what to do," Brandon finally said.

"What situation is that?" Valerie asked.

"Well it must be pretty obvious that I'm strongly attracted to you but this is only our second date and I don't want to give you the wrong impression."

"Brandon, this isn't really clearing things up for me," she joked. "I certainly hoped that you were as attracted to me as I am to you so it's nice to hear you say it but I'm not sure what sort of impression you're worried about making."

"I want to touch you very badly, to be intimate with you, but I don't want you to think that I feel like a night on the town entitles me to something."

"Oh, Brandon that is so incredibly sweet and gentlemanly of you. I can't speak for other women but I would never give myself to anyone just because we had gone out a certain number of times or been on a certain type of date or something. I was instantly attracted to you the moment we met. If you had suggested that we make out under the bleachers instead of play basketball I might very well have done it, I can be that impulsive. I don't think of my body as a prize a man can win. My heart is a little different. I've gone to bed with a number of men but so far nobody's made me fall for them hook line and sinker."

"Is that what you're looking for? A guy you can go head over heels for?" Brandon asked.

"I think that would be wonderful. What about you?" said Valerie.

"I think it would be wonderful if the girl was you and I was that guy," he replied.

"Where do you live Brandon?"

"I've got an apartment not too far from here."

"Do you have a stamp collection you'd like to show me?" she asked.

"No."

"Good. I'm not all that interested in stamps."

Brandon's apartment turned out to be remarkably neat and attractively furnished, qualities not often associated with bachelor pads.

"You're kind of a mysterious fellow Brandon," Valerie commented.

"Why would you say that?" he asked a little nervously.

"Well you don't look the part you play. In the movies a big athletic guy like you would be cast as the tough guy or the surfer or the dumb jock or something, they'd never have you living in a place like this or going out to the ballet."

"One could say the same thing about you I suppose," Brandon replied. "You played sports in high school but Hollywood would have had you as the head cheerleader or the prom queen, wouldn't they? The pretty girl with no brains who got by on her looks?"

"Touché, you're absolutely right," she laughed. "You can't judge a book by its cover...except romance novels where the cover is often my favorite part."

"Would you like a drink?" Brandon asked. "I don't have a whole lot of options I'm afraid but I think there's some wine."

"That would be lovely, thanks."

Brandon poured the wine and brought it over to Valerie who was sitting on the couch. He sat next to her but not too close. 

"Nice place. Do you live here alone?"

"Just me," he replied.

"Well that's certainly convenient."

"It must be nice to have a roommate sometimes, though. Your friend Cathy seems nice."

"She can be kind of a smart ass but she's indispensible."

They drank their wine and conversed about nothing in particular and Brandon seemed to be in a hurry to kill the bottle while Valerie just sort of took the occasional sip. He seemed  bit nervous so maybe he was just trying to calm his nerves.

"Do you mind if I take my jacket off?" he asked.

"It's your house, you can take anything you want off."

He removed his coat, loosened his tie and unbuttoned the top of his shirt.

"You don't have to stop with one button, I've been dying to get a peek at your chest," Valerie said with a smile. "When we were playing basketball I was kind of hoping you'd take your shirt off. Most guys with a hot body like look for any excuse in the world to go shirtless."

Brandon started to unbutton his shirt but his hands seemed a little shaky.

"Here, let me help," Valerie offered and completed the job. She then pulled the shirt out of his pants. "That looks much more comfortable."

Brandon suddenly put his glass down and grabbed Valerie. It was like a switch had been thrown in his brain and he was now in full attack mode. It was ardent but kind of rough and disconcerting. He was grabbing and squeezing her breasts through her dress and kind of seeming like a man possessed. Valerie wriggled away for a moment. 

"Easy there guy, you turned into quite the tiger, didn't you?"

"I'm sorry, I don't know what got into me."

"I'm not angry I'm just surprised. Maybe we'd be more comfortable in the bedroom."

She followed him into the bedroom, which was also very neat and stylish, and she stood there for a moment looking around the room. Brandon, meanwhile, was tearing his clothes off as fast as humanly possible. Valerie thought that his foreplay needed some work but she was quite impressed by the figure that stood before her in all his naked glory. His body was toned and fit and his cock was a wonder to behold. Perfectly proportioned to the rest of his body, the head a beautiful shade of purple, his shaft straight as an arrow and already quivering in anticipation. Now it was Valerie's turn to be speechless. 

"Wow."

Brandon came over and tried to undress her but he wasn't doing a terribly good job of it and this was an expensive new dress so Valerie worked the zipper and let it fall to the floor. As she unhooked her bra Brandon got down on his knees and tugged her panties down. They hadn't quite gotten off her feet yet but Valerie suddenly found herself kind of tossed on the bed. Brandon forced her legs open and buried his face in her pussy. 

She was happy to see that Brandon liked women after all but this wasn't going quite the way she expected. This normally shy polite guy was really going at her like he was paying by the minute and trying to get his monies worth. Suddenly she was flipped over and literally hoisted to her hands and knees. Fortunately she was pretty wet already because Brandon wasn't waiting to lube up. He was savagely pounding her from behind in an instant.

"Oh, that's it baby...yeah...take that big cock."

He slapped her ass so hard she had to grab the blankets to keep from being driven into the headboard. So Brandon liked it rough it seemed. Kind of weird. She never saw that coming.

"Yeah, that's what you like isn't it bitch? You want to feel my balls slapping up against your ass. I ought to spank you some more you dirty girl."

He struck her again a few times, each blow a little harder than the last. She was starting to hurt back there.

"Take all of it bitch, I know you want to," he cried as he pulled her hair so hard it yanked her had back and she started to get scared. "Come on you little dirty bitch I know you've been wanting this huge cock inside you from the moment you laid eyes on it. I'm going to rip you open you little whore."

"Whoa, time out!" Valerie cried as she pulled away from him. "I think you got the wrong idea about me guy."

She hopped off the bed and started to dress as quickly as possible. Brandon just sat there with a wild look on his face panting heavily. Valerie grabbed her phone out of her purse and called a cab.

"Look, you're a really hot guy and all that and I had a great time at the ballet and maybe I came on too strong or sent the wrong signals or something but all that dirty bitch and whore stuff was a little over the top for me, at least for the first time we got intimate."

"Valerie, wait, I can explain..."

"It's cool, I'm not here to judge you. Some chicks totally get off on that shit and if I got to know you better and it was all just role play or something I might get into it too but you kind of hurt me Brandon. I was hoping it would be more of a mutual thing, I didn't want to just be your slut du jour."

He tried to offer apologies but her mind was made up and she just walked out the door and waited for the cab. When she got back she was glad Cathy was already asleep so she wouldn't have to go over the details right away. As quietly as she could she slipped into bed and tried to make sense of the evening. The tears were flowing pretty hard by now and she was sore in a lot of places. She never anticipated anything like this happening. It's the shy ones you've got to worry about she guessed. Then she wondered if she had been the cause somehow. She was the one that suggested that they go back to his place. She had made that big speech about giving her body to men she found attractive without needing to be in love with them. She unbuttoned his shit. Did that give him the impression that she was some kind of whore just looking to get her holes stuffed? She was so fond of him too, so anxious to fall in love with him. Maybe the girls he normally went out with told him to act like that. The world is full of all types of people. Ironically she might not have minded so much if he was just some lunk head with a big dick that she wanted to fuck for the night. Maybe it wasn't fair but she expected more from him. She was really looking forward to the foreplay and the afterglow as much as the actual sex.

She cried herself to sleep and tried to chalk it up to experience but she felt her female heart breaking for the first time.


CHAPTER 14:

The flowers came along with what seemed like a very sincere apology note and she appreciated the gesture but it wasn't like the first flowers at all. She wasn't sure she even wanted to look at them, it just kind of reminded her of last night. Cathy was completely supportive and they had a good cry together. Thank God for Cathy. She needed a friend right now so badly.

"Don't take it too hard, babe," Cathy told her. "Guys are all pigs when you get right down to it. They're just big hairy dogs looking to hump anything that moves. They see a short skirt and some nice tits and it's like ringing a dinner bell."

"I never acted like that when I was a guy," Valerie protested.

"That's because you weren't really a guy, were you? You were a little gay boy prancing around pretending to be Marilyn Monroe."

"I wasn't gay! I banged plenty of chicks," she retorted.

"See, when your male side comes out you're all boasting about how many chicks you banged. Obviously though you always had a strong feminine side and loved and respected women so you weren't going to treat them like dirt."

"Why do some men hate women so much?" Valerie asked.

"Because we make them work for pussy. Because we totally abuse our female charms by batting our eyes or crying when we want something or want to get out of trouble. Because we revert to damsel in distress mode when we want some guy to change our flat tire. There are so many men out there who would pay money just to see what was under your bra. And even the ones you like do pay to see with dinners and drinks and tickets and whatever. The way the system is set up it's not hard for men to think of us as a commodity. You've only been a woman for a short time but I've seen you work guys for drinks. I do it all the time. I have no intention of sleeping with the dude but a little flirting buys you a cocktail. So when I don't go to bed with the guy who bought me the cocktail he thinks I'm a bitch and adds it to his list of resentment."

"That all sounds so messed up," Valerie said sadly.

"It probably is but it's kind of hard to change the whole thing now. You know how cynical I like to sound so take what I say with a grain of salt anyway. Guys just have this macho thing that's really important to them, you know that, you've talked about it before. It takes a lot of mental energy to keep it up and hard. The thing is you've got a sweet tooth for muscle men and half of the time they'd rather be fucking a dude who looks like them and the other half they're looking for a chick who'll beg for it and wear a dog collar. Guys who look that good aren't as desperate or appreciative. They can usually get what they want and don't have to worry too much about how they behave. Maybe try dating a more average-looking guy for a change."

"I just had so much hope for Brandon," Valerie sighed.

"Better you found out quick."

Brandon called the dorm room several times but Cathy always answered and Valerie told her to tell him that she wasn't there. He tried to call her cell but she just ignored him. She avoided the gym for the time being suspecting that he might try to find her there and just tried to forget about him and move on. She spent more time concentrating on her studies and less time indulging in the night life. She couldn't get Brandon out of her mind no matter how hard she tried but she stayed firm in her resolve not to hear him out or give him a second chance.

Dating average-looking guys was harder than it seemed. Most of them had learned the hard way that hot chicks like Valerie wouldn't give them the time of day so they didn't even bother trying. Rejection was bad enough without the "get lost creep" kind of insults that often accompanied a foolish venture into waters that were over your head. Valerie would never have done that but plenty of others would routinely. She had to be the instigator but wasn't having much luck getting anything going in her social life. The quickie in the backseat of a car was always available but it was growing a little tiresome now that the novelty was wearing off. When she started having sex as a girl the sensation was so new and wonderful that anything was a turn on. She had wanted this anatomy for ages and was thrilled to try it out. Looking back on it the sex with Larry hadn't been anything special but the tingle of excitement was very real. She knew that having a cock inside her would make her feel good but she was really yearning for a deeper emotional meaning to the process.

Then one day she got a text message from Brandon that asked her to meet him for five minutes to let him tell her something important. He promised that if she wanted him to go away he would do so and never bother her again. It seemed like it might be the best way to get closure and she did feel a little guilty that she never let him really apologize. He obviously felt bad and she didn't want to hate him so she agreed to meet him out in front of her dorm. He was waiting there when she came down.

"I've only got five minutes so I'm going to try to talk fast. What I did was completely unconscionable but I do have somewhat of an excuse. Unfortunately after I tell you the excuse you'll probably hate me even more for that than for what happened in my apartment. Have you ever heard of the Gender Transformation Act?"

"Yes," Valerie stammered, barely able to get the word out.

"Well I went through the program. A year ago I was a girl. Kind of plain-looking, low self-esteem, lack of confidence around people and a full on lesbian. I always looked at men and thought that they had it so much better. When I was aggressive I got called a bull dyke. I felt like a total outsider. I wanted to be a man so I became one and since you could build your own body I built what I thought the ideal was. Unfortunately having a penis didn't automatically turn my whole life around the way I had hoped for and I still had confidence issues. I'd never had sex with a man before so I was clueless about what to do in the bedroom so I started watching pornography...lots and lots of pornography. Everything I knew I learned from porn. I had no desire to be degrading to you, I think you're the most wonderful person in the world and I'm so sorry that I fucked it all up. And I'm also sorry that I didn't tell you that I was a genetic freak right up front. So, that's about all I wanted to say."

To his complete amazement Valerie threw her arms around his neck and kissed him wildly. A few people passing by whistled or told them to get a room.

"Oh, Brandon I'm so glad I finally let you talk. I'm a genetic freak, too! I used to be a man but now I'm a woman. I couldn't bring myself to tell you. I understand everything now completely. It's hard, it's very hard to make this change. I think it's fate that brought us together. Why don't we give it another try with all the barriers down and see if we can't help each other to make the transition together?"

Brandon started crying.

"Oh, shit, I know it's not very manly to cry in public."

"I think it's the sexiest thing I've ever seen," said Valerie as she kissed him again and their tears mingled on their cheeks.

The billion ton weight had been lifted from both of their shoulders now. It was actually the perfect situation. They both knew what they were going through and they both had some idea of where they had each been. It wasn't a likely scenario where both of the people in a couple had switched genders. It opened a million new avenues of conversation, as if they needed any help sparking a conversation already. Sexually they took it slow and talked for a long time about their desires. They were always affectionate and kissed and caressed but they decided to make their next bedroom fling something special and planned a weekend getaway up the coast at a charming little motel on a beach. They were going to do this right this time and make it a memorable occasion.

Cathy had just laughed her ass off when she heard the story but she was happy for Valerie.

"Jesus Christ, aren't you the lucky little princess?" she joked. "Frankenstein and the Bride of Frankenstein...a marriage made in a laboratory."

"Very funny, just toss me those earrings, will you?" Valerie replied.

"What a fantastic setup. You've got a gorgeous guy who's nuts about you who has the soul of a woman and is willing to be trained how to fuck to your exact specifications. Must be nice being you sometimes."

"It's nice being me right now, I can assure you. And I'm not training him to fuck...I'm gently guiding him the right direction. And if that doesn't work I'll go all dominatrix on his ass and have him on a leash. I'll show him who the little bitch is!" Valerie laughed.

In a way Valerie was training Brandon how to fuck. The trick was to boost his confidence and stroke his ego without having to go to some crazy extreme. Valerie wanted to become a woman because she adored women so much but Brandon wanted to become a man in large part because he thought it would make his life easier. His experiences with men before the change had been very limited. Valerie could very easily have dominated their relationship in the bedroom but she wanted Brandon to enjoy some of the benefits of feeling like a man, she really didn't want to turn him into some sort of submissive character. He was working on becoming more confident and assertive and she was going to be there to help him with that.

They took a long walk on the beach when they arrived and shared the shower when they got back. It felt so nice to be huddled close together under the shower head, their bodies wet and slippery. They kissed and explored each other but never lingered long in one place. As they toweled each other off afterwards there was a happy feeling that things were going to be different this time. When they came out of the bathroom Brandon scooped Valerie up in his arms, but not in a savage way. He carried her to the bed and gently set her down before climbing next to her and kissing her breasts. 

"God, I would have killed to have boobs like that," he said.

"Better this way. You can play with them all you want and we both have fun," she reminded him.

They were completely at ease with the duality of their natures and there was no hesitation about discussing anything from the past. Their gender-jumping dialogue would have sounded pretty strange to anyone eavesdropping but it was actually amazingly handy to be able to draw on their experiences from both sides of the fence. There is something really marvelous when all of the pretense is gone and two people know that they can be absolutely honest about anything. 

The foreplay that had begun in the shower carried over to the bedroom and lingered for an exquisite length of time. They had copulated once before but that had been an unfortunate mistake so they were looking at this as their true first time together and they both ached to make it memorable. It was.

When Brandon finally got between her legs and entered her he took his time and only gave her an inch or so, then pulled back and waited for a moment before giving her a couple of inches. He repeated the process so many times that Valerie couldn't stand it anymore and pleaded for him to stop teasing. Brandon smiled because he knew she wasn't just humoring him, he had really managed to tease and tempt her into a frenzy. As his slid his cock in deeply and slowly pulled it back and plunged it in again he thought that this was what he had always wanted, he just hadn't always known it. 

He sped up at times and slowed down again, occasionally pulling almost all the way out but always managing to keep the head of his cock just inside the lips of her pussy. Valerie adored the teasing but she was also pretty worked up and at one point even reached between her legs trying to grab his shaft to force it back in. Then eventually Brandon would give her a wicked grin and comply with her wishes. She wanted to climax with him but she gave in first and her whole body rippled with the orgasmic spasm.  Somehow Brandon kept going a little longer but finally gave way to nature as he exploded deep inside her and they both collapsed in exhausted ecstasy.

"Was it good for you?" Brandon asked with a grin.

Valerie replied by punching him in the shoulder and then grabbing his hair and pulling his lips to hers. They say that make up sex is always the best but Valerie thought this was pretty damn good no matter what the circumstances. It wasn't just the thrill of having a pussy anymore and it wasn't just the friction of some hard object rubbing her in the right places. This was an act that reverberated through more than her body, more than her brain even, she felt it in her heart and soul and thanked her lucky stars to be living in a time where such a transformation process existed and for having the courage to go through with it. There was a long road ahead and she was only nearing her 20th birthday but she knew beyond the shadow of a doubt that at least she was on the right road at last.



CHAPTER 15:

It was a wonderful weekend, in or out of bed. The little town they were staying in had some charming antique stores and some galleries and boutiques that featured local arts and crafts and when they stumbled across the used book store it almost seemed like they were happier there than they were in the bedroom. They both bought too many books and Valerie picked up some handmade jewelry to go in the communal box and one especially nice necklace that she wanted to give to Cathy as a gift. Brandon offered to pay but they had made an agreement very early on that they would split the cost of anything except personal gifts to each other. Valerie wasn't going to be a commodity, especially with this man. They had shared so much already there was no reason not to take it all the way down the line.

"I had so many doubts after the procedure was done that I went into a really dark funk for a long time," Brandon said while they were reclining on the bed after another passionate session of love making.  "I wasn't terribly happy before but I felt completely lost in this new body and this new world. I tried to make friends with guys but I didn't seem to have anything to say and they were pretty quick to pick up on anything that sounded remotely feminine. I actually had a couple of guys proposition me."

"Did you do them?" Valerie asked.

"No, I didn't do them!" he shot back. "I didn't do guys when I was a chick I wasn't planning to start now. Of course when I was a chick I didn't have guys who looked that good hitting on me."

"The ironies of life," Valerie joked.

"When did you feel like you had made the right decision?" he asked.

"Pretty much from the start I felt like it was going to work. Things went way better than I had expected. But honestly I wasn't 100% convinced until last night. If this is what it took to be with you it was all worth it."

"That's exactly how I feel, but I'm still a little nervous. I'm afraid it won't last for some reason. It's hard for me to think of myself as someone a person like you would want to be with."

"We're working on that self-confidence thing, guy, and we'll get there together. I think I'm the lucky one. You were strong enough to see that we belonged together and you fought for me with the tenacity of a bulldog. I was just being a moody bitch girl and sulking but you were trying to solve the problem and you didn't quit on me. Thank you so much for that," Valerie said as she kissed him.

"I love you Valerie, and I've never said that to another woman before...oh, wait...yeah I did. I've never said it to a woman while I had a cock."

"I love you too, Brandon, with all my heart, and I've definitely never said that to a man before no matter what I was packing."

They laughed and snuggled close together.

"I love the way you giggle. It's...I don't know...so girlish."

"That's nothing, you should hear me scream."

"Oh, I plan to, believe me."

Pretty soon they were ready for another round and when Valerie decided it was time to give him head it was more than just a blow job, it was cock worship at its finest. It wasn't just any cock it was his cock and that made all the difference in the world. She longingly licked him from balls to tip and back again. She lubricated him with her tongue and worked the shaft with her hand like a potter at a spinning wheel. When she finally slid the monster into her mouth she added a little touch of spice by humming I Enjoy Being a Girl which caused him to almost lose it right then and there. Anything will do for a hummer but under the circumstances it seemed like the appropriate selection. 

When at last he could hold it no longer and sent his first streams of spunk into her waiting mouth she was surprised by just how much cum this man could propel. Every time she thought he was done another spurt would follow. It was kind of hard to keep up with but she was determined to try.

She was in for an even bigger surprise when he pulled out of her mouth and picked her up by the waist and set her on her feet on the floor. She had no idea what he was up to but he bent her forward then grabbed her arms and locked them behind her. Suddenly his cock was in her and he was thrusting away merrily. Usually when a man shoots his wad he's still hard but completely spent so to go from getting a facial to being forcefully humped on her feet in a matter of seconds was a delightful turn of events she never anticipated. He couldn't sustain it for too terribly long but it was the thought that counted most anyway. 

"You sly devil, what gave you that idea?" she asked.

"I saw it in a porn movie once and thought I'd like to try it. I wasn't sure it was even possible but I was so turned on by you that I thought I could keep it up just a little longer."

"Well I'm glad you learned something from porn that was useful. Usually when a guy cums his interest vanishes faster than his erection."

"What was that you were humming...you know...earlier?" he asked.

"When I had your big throbbing cock down my throat you mean?" she said with a smile. "Oh, just a favorite song of mine."

"Sing it for me," Brandon insisted.

"What, now?"

"Uh, huh."

Throwing caution to the wind she launched into a full blown rendition of the song, prancing around the room, using a chair for a prop, working the number like was performing in a cabaret. It had Brandon in stitches. He thought that he had never seen anything more delightful in his life and applauded vigorously when she was through."

"You're really good, I'm not just saying that. You ought to think about maybe enrolling in the drama class next semester. I think you've got the makings of an actress or a singer or something. And I'm not just flattering you because I like the way you suck my dick."

"It's something to think about I suppose. I've always been a bit of a ham, performing my little drag acts in secret in front of the mirror. Now that I can actually not look like an idiot doing it it might be fun. I've always been interested in writing for the theater or the movies so it could be some good experience for that as well."

"Do it. Promise me you'll do it," he said.

"Even though I'll probably become a big famous star and forget all the little people I once knew?"

"Well I don't know about the little people you know but I don't think you're going to forget a certain big one anytime soon."

"Ooo, we are proud, aren't we?" she teased.

"Just proud to be your man."

"You are my man, aren't you?" she said as she hopped on the bed. "You're my first, real. live, genuine, official boyfriend."

"I hope to be a lot more than that someday, if you can put up with me for that long."

"Just try to get rid of me now."

For Valerie's 20th birthday she made the trip home to celebrate with her family but she didn't make the trip alone. Brandon came along to meet the folks. Valerie had warned him that her father had all but disowned her but her mother would probably go nuts over him. She was right.

"Oh, my goodness, look at you two! What an adorable couple," her mother gushed. "I have to have a picture of this, let me get my camera. My darling daughter has brought a man home to meet the family!"

"She gets like this sometimes," Valerie whispered to Brandon as mom went to fetch her camera.

Richard seemed to think Brandon was pretty cool but a little weird.

"He talks kind of funny sometimes," Richard said to his sister. "He sounds a lot smarter than he looks."

"You should try it sometime," Valerie teased.

Her father shook Brandon's hand and seemed to be kind of keeping an eye on him while he was there. Dad usually found an excuse to make himself scarce whenever Valerie was around but this time he sort of hovered in the background, never really saying anything but not running off. Her mother kept hinting around about wedding bells and taking way too many pictures but all-in-all it was a lovely trip. As they were getting ready to go Valerie got her courage up and went over to her father and put her arms around him.

"It's been really nice to see you again," she whispered.

"It's been good to see you, too," he replied. "Is that guy treating you right?"

"Yes Daddy, he's a total gentleman and he treats me like an angel."

"Good. He better."

Valerie practically bounced out the door with glee. Calling him "Daddy" had been completely unexpected but it just came out that way. Having him talk to her at all was even more unexpected and the best gift she could have received. It was a strange experience celebrating her first birthday as a girl. After 19 years of getting "guy stuff" she was suddenly unwrapping very different presents. Her mother had gone a little overboard with the gifts so she was going back with quite a haul of clothes, accessories and makeup, which were all appreciated. Richard stayed gender neutral and got her a music CD. 

"I really liked your family. I hope they didn't hate me too much," Brandon said as they were driving back.

"Don't be silly, nobody hated you."

"Your dad kept looking at me."

"He was just sizing you up. I'm honestly overjoyed that he did," said Valerie. "It was the first time he had acknowledged me as his child."

"I certainly hope he comes around in time for the wedding."

"Oh, I'm I getting married?" she asked with a smile.

"Someday, I would imagine. When the right guy comes along," he replied.

"He's already come along and you know that so if this was your not too subtle way of testing the waters I think you will find that I am favorably predisposed to the notion."

"Just making conversation."

"Do you suppose there is any chance that if we had met before the change we might have fallen in love anyway?" she asked.

"I would say no chance in hell. I was a lesbian for starters and I don't know that I would ever have caught your eye physically even if you wanted to try and convert me. Maybe if we had met as platonic friends first and really got to know each other then get super drunk one night and ended up in bed. Something about our souls might have found a way but it seems unlikely. I think we were meant to meet in these bodies and as the people we are today."

"You're probably right. It's kind of a romantic notion that we would have just known that we were right for each other under any circumstances but in truth we're both very different people now than we were before internally as well as externally. Each day I seem to become a little more female somehow. I never would have called my Dad Daddy as a 20-year-old man but it just came out of me from somewhere."

"How do you feel about kids?" Brandon inquired.

"This is turning into quite a conversation," she replied. "I think having a family would be wonderful. While I was running around being the reckless slut I thought it was fantastic that I didn't have to worry about birth control but now that I've met a man I would love to settle down with I do have some pangs of disappointment that I'll never know what the experience of giving birth is like. When they told me that as a guy I thought it was the greatest thing in the world but now I'm actually kind of sad that I can't have a baby. Weird isn't it? How the hell did I develop a maternal instinct?"

"I don't know," Brandon replied, "but I totally understand it. The longer I live as a man the more I think like a man and feel like one. It started out a disguise but I'm growing into it somehow. God knows you've helped me with that more than anything. I'm developing a real protective instinct with you. That was never in my nature before. Being a man was interesting but scary...being your man is the greatest feeling I've ever known."

"You are my man," she said happily. "My big, strong, handsome man who makes my heart melt like butter every time he takes me in his powerful arms. Is there something wrong with the car?"

Brandon had pulled the car over to the side of the road.

"No, the car's fine. I just want to take you in my big powerful arms right now and show you how much I love you and I can't wait any longer."

"That's my boy!"

"How brave do you feel?" he asked.

"What are you thinking?" she asked suspiciously.

"I'm thinking it's really crowded in the back seat and it's dark and this is a lonely stretch of road where we've barely seen another car. How about if we do it outside?"

"You horny bastard, are you insane? What if a cop comes along?"

"I'll pull out real fast and pretend like I'm checking under the hood."

It was incredibly exciting and they both felt a tingle from the danger even though it was pretty unlikely that anyone would ever know. Valerie was wearing a dress since she knew her mother would appreciate it so it wasn't too difficult for her to drop her panties and hike up her skirt. Brandon pulled his pants down just enough to give him access to his gear and he bent Valerie over the hood of the car started to hump her from behind. After a while they got a little braver and Valerie turned around and sat on the hood with her legs spread. The angle was a little tricky and Brandon had to kind of stand on his toes to get his cock all the way in but it was an adventure and they were both loving it.

"Now this is what I call a fill up," she moaned. "Just keep pumping son, my tank can hold a lot."

Suddenly headlights appeared and they scrambled for cover behind the car trying frantically to get their clothes in order. Fortunately the headlights sailed past without stopping or slowing and they both breathed a sigh of relief. Brandon started to stuff his erection back into his pants but Valerie grabbed his cock and stopped him.

"Not so fast, sunny. I want to check the dipstick," she said as she slowly slid his cock down her throat and back up again. "Just as I thought. Down about a quart."

"I'll see to that right away, ma'am."

And he did. It probably wasn't really a quart but it felt like it sometimes when he let fly with a load of cum. 


CHAPTER 16:

Valerie enjoyed another birthday party a little later when the anniversary of her transformation rolled around. In her mind that was her real birthday now. The semester was ending soon and some decisions would have to be made. Would she go home for the break or stay here? Cathy was heading back to stay with her family for a while so it would be a bit lonely in the dorm room. Brandon invited her to stay with him in his apartment and that seemed like the best solution. It would give them a chance to live together for a while to see how that worked out. No matter how much two people love one another living together is a totally different challenge. It's the little things that can really get on your nerves. Fortunately they seemed to sail through it with flying colors and marriage seemed all the more certain in their future.

The only downside was that when the new semester started she didn't want to leave Brandon but she didn't want to abandon Cathy either. They decided to compromise and have her live in the dorm but spend the night with Brandon whenever they went out on a date or if Cathy wanted the room free to entertain a man. She certainly had enough clothes by this time to maintain a dual residency without much trouble.

Despite her misgivings Brandon insisted that she enroll in some kind of drama class and she ended up in something called Musical Theater Workshop. Despite a lack of any previous experience she passed the audition required to get into the class with no trouble and the instructor was thrilled to have such a stunning woman with a delightful singing voice. The wheels turned in his head as he began to see her as a potential leading lady for the musical they would stage later in the year. 

Cathy was enjoying some luck in the man department as well and was seeing a guy named Henry more and more regularly. Sometimes the couples would go on double dates and Valerie was so happy for her friend. Cathy still acted cynical but it was obvious that she was pretty smitten with the guy. 

One night while staying at Brandon's house Valerie had consumed a little more wine than usual and was feeling in a pretty frisky mood.

"So tell me about this porn you used to watch that turned you into such an animal," she said.

"Not much to tell," he replied, a little embarrassed to be reminded of it. "The guys are really dominant and pretty rough and the girls always seem submissive and cock crazed."

"Let's watch some."

"You're kidding, right?"

"No, it'll be fun. I think I can be as submissive and cock crazed as the next girl if I want to be and I think I'm just tipsy enough to be willing to try anything."

They watched some porn on Brandon's computer for a while and Valerie was getting kind of turned on by it. Now that she knew how much Brandon loved her she wasn't offended by being his sex slave for the night. It sounded kind of fun in a kinky sort of way. She assured him that things were entirely different now and that this was just something to try, like having public sex on the car. She disappeared into the bathroom and returned wearing the nastiest lingerie outfit she owned. There was a black corset that only came up to just below her bust line, some lace gloves, and a garter and stockings rig. It seemed like good sex slave attire for the spur of the moment.

"All right you big stud," she said as she put her hands on her hips, "show me what you've got."

Brandon didn't need more of an invitation. He walked over to her while pulling off his shirt and told her to get on her knees. Once she was down there she unzipped his pants and pulled them down. He was already pretty hard from watching all the porn and seeing her in that getup so he instructed her to blow him.

"Mmmmm...that's nice....you know just how I like it," he moaned with satisfaction. "That's a good girl. Take that big cock in your mouth."

Valerie found it wasn't too difficult to get into this thing for some reason. Maybe because she really was so cock crazy for him and knew in the back of her mind that he would never deliberately hurt her or insult her. As the night wore on she started to get completely swept away.

"On your knees, woman, let me see that sweet little ass," Brandon instructed.

He covered his fingers with some lube and came over behind her. Suddenly there was a finger in her ass. It wasn't the first time he had done that but this was unexpected and much more forceful than usual. Then a second finger joined and she felt a shiver of anticipation run through her body.

"What a nice tight little asshole you have baby. Have you ever been fucked there before?"

"No," she panted, a little afraid but still game.

"Do you think you'd like that? Do you think you could take my big cock up your ass?"

"I don't know...yes...I think so."

"Don't be scared baby, I'll go easy on you at the start."

She had always avoided anal sex because there was something deeply buried in her mind about it being gay. In truth Robert had experimented with putting things in his ass many times while he was masturbating, wanting to feel the thrill of being penetrated the only way that he could. Valerie grabbed for the lube and began to apply it liberally to herself.

"That's it...get nice and wet...just as wet as your pussy is right now thinking about what I'm going to do to you."

When his cock slid in she let out a sound that Brandon thought was pain so he pulled out immediately.

"Oh, I'm so sorry my darling, did I hurt you? Maybe this is a silly idea."

"No, I'm fine, really. It didn't hurt so much as startle me. I think I liked it. Go for it stud, put that big cock in my ass."

Brandon talked tough but he was very gentle as he slid it back in and didn't penetrate very far. Valerie reached between her legs and started to play with herself finding the sensation of having her own fingers in her pussy while Brandon's cock was in her ass something kind of mind boggling but wonderful. 

"That's it. Play with that wet pussy while I fuck your ass. You're so dirty aren't you? You're a dirty little girl that likes to get fucked."

"Oh, God you're so right!" she cried. "I am a dirty little girl who likes to get fucked."

Suddenly his cock was in her pussy along with her fingers. She practically screamed with delight.

"Oh, that's it...fuck my pussy...fuck it harder! Oh, Jesus I love your cock!" she cried out. She wasn't pretending either, he was driving her mad with lust.

"I know you do baby. You wish I could stuff it in all your holes at once, don't you? That's why you like being a girl so much, isn't it? Because you love getting your brains fucked out by a man with a huge cock."

There was a lot of truth in that. Valerie loved the trimmings of being female. Loved being able to show her emotions and to flirt and be thought of as pretty. But more than anything she loved the idea of being a woman who belonged to a man completely. It didn't change their relationship, she had no intention of being weak and helpless or deferring to his manly judgment in running the family, but in the bedroom she didn't really mind being conquered once in a while. Nature had created the process and society had chipped away at it over the centuries but there was still something of the primitive that was never completely erased. It wasn't low self-esteem or self-loathing that made her embrace the moment it was happiness that she had somehow connected to that ancient instinct, even though she hadn't been born a woman. Although they both knew that she couldn't give birth Brandon's cock didn't know it. It pulsated with the life force that had driven the world since time began, the aching need to fill a woman. Valerie genuinely wanted to be filled by that power and let herself go wild in a fantasy that she had long dreamed about but never imagined would come true. 

"Oh God...Oh God...fuck me harder...please," she whimpered in a voice she had never heard before.

Brandon suddenly pulled out and grabbed her hair and  pulled her into a position sitting on her knees. With her back still to him he shoved his cock next to the her face and turned her head to face it.

"Lick it bitch. I want you to taste your pussy all over my cock...that's it...lick it good. You're a good little girl aren't you? So happy to have a nice fat cock to play with."

She had never been a little girl but just being called one drove her even more wild with desire. Her mind drifted back to those days where she would pretend that the cock in her hand was someone else's. Now the cock really did belong to someone else. Someone she loved and adored with all her heart. Her reverie was suddenly interrupted by the feeling of Brandon's arms around her again. This time he turned her to face him and lifted her up to his waist. With her arms wrapped around his neck he somehow managed to maneuver his cock into her pussy and she supplied most of the action bouncing up and down on his pole in a frenzy, moaning and gasping and begging for more.

When they cuddled later Brandon stroked her hair and poured out so much effusive praise and loving words of kindness that Valerie had to remind him that she was a willing participant and enjoyed the experience. 

"I don't know where all that bitch stuff comes from," Brandon said, a little ashamed of himself. "It can't just be from watching too much porn."

"It's all right darling, you're my big, hairy, horny caveman. You can't help it if the sight of my naked body drives you mad with desire."

"Oh, God, it really does...you have no idea. Well, maybe you do, but it still blows my mind. You make quite a good dirty little whore when you put your mind to it. It's kind of scary, really."

"Not as long as I'm your dirty little whore my darling. I'm your adorable little princess, too, and your loving partner and a whole range of things that make up a total woman."

Many women before Valerie had learned the multi-faceted aspects of being female; the virgin/whore, good girl/bad girl dualities and all of the permutations in between. It was a lot like her wardrobe. A man basically put on a shirt and pants for all occasions but Valerie could dress in dozens of different guises, each one with its own subtleties and nuances. The first time Brandon acted out this role she was horrified and offended. Now, with the security of knowing the depth of his respect and affection she was free to play along, and had been surprised at just how turned on she had gotten in the process.

Their relationship just continued to grow and to mature and improve as time went by. Much to her dismay Valerie found herself playing the lead in the musical Oklahoma. It was a far cry from the sexpot numbers she used to perform in front of the mirror but it was a great challenge and she put in an extraordinary amount of effort. The whole family came up to see the show, and even her father was there. Brandon sent some lovely flowers backstage on opening night and Valerie made her stage debut. It was a rousing success and she was hooked. She wasn't planning on abandoning her interest in writing but there was something about singing that had always been attractive. Even her father praised her performance afterwards, which was the best review she could have gotten.


CHAPTER 17:

Although it was basically a foregone conclusion by this point when Brandon finally popped the question Valerie found herself crying uncontrollably and feeling a deep emotion she never expected to feel. The ring was so beautiful and the proposal so sweet she was simply overcome. It took her a while to be able to compose herself enough to accept.

It would be hard to say who was more excited, Valerie or her mother, but it might have been a tie. A bride. Holy cow. How the hell was Robert Benton being fitted for a wedding dress? Well, Robert was long gone by now and Valerie Benton was looking forward to becoming Valerie Benton-Peterson. 

"Oh, my God, there's one question I've never asked and you've never mentioned before," she said one day when they were lounging around his apartment. "What was your name before you became Brandon?"

"Oh, it's not that important now, is it? Those days are long gone," he replied.

"Come on, tell me, I won't laugh," she urged.

"My name was...Valerie. I can't tell you how confusing that's been for me. There were times at the beginning where I'd be talking to you and I felt like I was talking to myself. It freaked me out so much that once I learned your name I almost thought about dropping the idea of trying to date you."

"That is pretty freaky," she said. "I had no idea I was thinking of you when I picked my name, but I'm kind of glad it worked out that way. It makes me feel even more a part of you now."

Cathy served as the maid of honor and a number of their friends from college rounded out the bridesmaids. Richard was thoroughly impressed as every one of them was a looker, especially all dressed up for a wedding. He spent the whole time trying to hit on virtually all of them without much success but his dream of being surrounded by his sister's hot friends had finally come true. All brides are beautiful on their wedding day but Valerie was stunning beyond words. She glowed. She radiated. She giggled. She cried. It was paradise. The best part was walking down the aisle with her father who looked as proud as can be. When they danced the traditional father/daughter dance at the reception he apologized for all the time he had wasted sulking about her decision. 

"I felt betrayed," he whispered. "I felt like I had failed as a father, but I realized later that my only failure was not supporting you when you needed it most. Your happiness is undeniable and that's the bottom line. If this is what you always wanted I'm so happy that you're finally getting it."

Larry was there and one or two of her old male friends but her life had gone in such a different direction and her home was elsewhere now that those relationships were kind of fading. She had made a lot of new friends in the drama department and Brandon was starting to make friends as well. His parents were divorced and lived quite far away but they both came to the wedding. It was the first chance Valeria had to meet them and they seemed very polite but slightly disconnected from the proceedings. It had been mutually agreed on by Brandon and his family that it was probably best if he moved away and started over somewhere else but when your child gets married it's hard to stay away.

How had she come this far this fast Valerie wondered? It wasn't that long ago that Robert Benton was reading through the literature about the transformation program and wondering whether it was something worth investigating more thoroughly. At every step of the way he had assumed that he would back out but something kept urging him on. The whole thing had been such a mix of terror and excitement but in the end it had turned out to be the right choice.  

On their honeymoon Valerie slipped into her new sheer nightgown and strolled out on the terrace of their room to enjoy the beautifully scenic view below. Suddenly she felt strong hands on her shoulders and turned to see a gorgeous man with no shirt on looking at her longingly. She collapsed in his arms and he carried her towards the large canopied bed in the room. Some dreams do come true after all.


AUTHOR'S NOTES:

The story is set in the not too distant future but it's a total fabrication of science. There obviously is no quick and easy sex change procedure and one certainly can't choose the body of one's dreams. I doubt if this process will ever exist, but in a way it already does in the world of 3D cybersex, something that served as the inspiration for this story. In those online virtual worlds a person can be anything they want, as far as gender and looks goes, and I've played around with those choices from time to time just to see how the other half lives. You honestly learn a lot by taking on the identity of a different gender even for a short time and I think it's not a bad thing to explore. We often have so much trouble in life dealing with the opposite sex because they just seem so damn confusing sometimes. The more you try to understand somebody the easier it is to get along with them so I think it would be great if everyone had to change their gender for a year or two just to know the other sex better and what they go through.

My characters are insanely attractive because this is an erotic fantasy. In no way do I mean any disrespect to anyone dealing with gender issues or having gone through a sex change or any other aspect of the trans-gender experience. Everybody is beautiful in their own way but I wanted my characters to be especially attractive in a physical sense because it gave me more to work with. As long as I was inventing a rather absurd scientific procedure I figured I might as well toss in the option to be the babe or hunk of your choice. Again, that's the cybersex influence. The thing I really wonder is if such a process did exist how many people would actually sign up for it. Probably a lot more than you might suspect.

I don't usually mention or depict my characters wearing condoms because it tends to get in the way of describing sexually explicit conduct but I endorse safe sex in real life at all times! Have fun, stay safe, and happy erotic fantasies to all.
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