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CHAPTER 1:

Dane Adams was not my idea of the ideal college roommate. Of course if I’d had my way I wouldn’t have had any roommate at all. My parents were certainly rich enough to have put me up in my own apartment off campus but they were always concerned that I was too much of a wallflower and needed to get out of my comfort zone and socially interact more. Consequently I was living in a dorm with a guy who was pretty much my polar opposite. Even so we had actually gotten along quite well for some reason although Dane was constantly trying to get me “in the swing of things” which usually meant booze, drugs, parties and girls, none of which were exactly my element.

Of course Dane was Mr. Popular. He was good-looking, good at sports, and incredibly good at attracting members of the opposite sex. I, on the other hand, was not that kind of a guy. My mother used to play the cello in a philharmonic orchestra and my father was an art collector. I grew up with an appreciation for things like opera and ballet and perhaps worst of all...poetry. If I had been raised by a family that liked hunting and fishing and listened to Country music I’m sure I would have embraced those things too but that’s not the way the cards had been dealt.

Because of my interests, and the fact that my parents were loaded, and my inherent shyness I suppose I came off sometimes as a bit snobbish or something but that was never my intention. I didn’t look down on anyone who didn’t share my more “refined” tastes, if anything I actually kind of envied them. Many times I wished that I was more normal and that’s how Dane was able to get his hooks into me on occasion.

“I’ve got a new plan bro that’s guaranteed to improve your social life,” Dane announced one day.

“Why are you so concerned about my social life anyway?” I asked. “Isn’t yours full enough for the both of us?”

“Dude, you’re letting the best years of your life slip away. It’s like high school was awesome but I didn’t always stop and appreciate it,” he replied.

“For you it was awesome, for me it totally sucked. I was bullied and laughed at by the guys and generally ignored by the girls except a few who tried to be nice to me because they thought I was gay,” I said with a heavy sigh.

“All the more reason why you need to make your college years totally kick ass. Enjoy life while you’re young, you’re not going to be young forever.”

“That’s very philosophical,” I quipped dryly.

“But it’s true and you know I’m right. I’ve got a feeling there’s a side of you just waiting to burst out,” said Dane.

“Well it must be well-hidden because I’ve never seen any sign of it,” I shot back.

“What you need is a little chemical assistance and I’ve got it right here,” said Dane waving a little plastic bag full of pink pills.

“Jesus, dude! The last time you got me high I just became totally paranoid and sat in a ball in the corner all night thinking that we were all going to wind up in jail,” I reminded him.

“Pot isn’t illegal anymore,” Dane pointed out.

“I know, but that was the paranoia. I didn’t relax or feel mellow or buzzed or whatever it was that I was supposed to be feeling.”

“That’s because you closed your mind to the experience right from the start. You’ve got to want to get high if you’re going to really enjoy getting high,” said Dane.

Dane did have a way with words sometimes. If there was a job market for philosophers he probably could have made a living at it. I don’t know if “self-help guru” was the modern equivalent but Dane could be very persuasive when he wanted to be.

“So what exactly is this chemical assistance you’re waving in my face?” I inquired.

“Just think of it as a popularity pill. You take one of these and I guarantee you’ll feel like a totally different person, and with my help that person is going to be very popular,” said Dane.

It took about a week of on-again, off-again pressure from Dane before I finally caved in and agreed to take one of the pills. I trusted Dane enough to believe that he would never give me anything harmful as long as I took it in moderation so I figured it was better to give in and get it over with.

The process got a little weirder when he told me to strip down to my underwear first but I knew that Dane wasn’t a practical joker so he probably wasn’t planning to get my stoned and then take embarrassing pictures of me or anything like that so I went ahead and followed his instruction.

I never felt comfortable about undressing around people but we were roommates and Dane walked around in the nude all the time so it was kind of hard to be completely modest in that confined space. I just told myself it was no worse than going for a medical examination or something and sat on the edge of my bed with a bottle of water in my hand waiting for Dane to give me one of the pills.

“Now you’re probably going to feel some weird shit while it’s kicking in, but don’t freak out. That’s the way it’s supposed to work,” Dane cautioned. “Once you take the pill just lie back and relax and wait for the magic to happen.”

That wasn’t terribly reassuring but I was determined to get out of my comfort zone as my parents were always insisting that I should so I took the pill, swallowed it, and then stretched out on my back on the bed.

Nothing happened at first, and I thought maybe I was just immune to drugs or something, but then all of sudden the world got very strange. I started hallucinating that my body was physically morphing into some new shape and form and my loins ached with a kind of longing I had never really known before. I tried to sit up but that made me dizzy so I just lay back down and started having these wonderful visions of bliss and joy and sensual pleasure.

I assumed that Dane had given me something like LSD because I was obviously having some kind of a “trip” that made me see and feel things that weren’t real. When I glanced down I noticed my shirt sticking up and it looked for all the world like I had grown tits or something. That’s when my head started to clear and I touched my chest and realized that I really did have tits. That freaking pill had turned me into a girl!


CHAPTER 2:

“How do you feel?” asked Dane once I was steady enough to sit up.

“What the hell did you do to me?” I squeaked in a female voice that sounded so strange in my ears.

“I didn’t do anything but that pill turned you into a chick. A pretty darn good-looking one at that,” Dane replied.

“Well fucking turn me back!” I screeched.

“Just hold on there, no need to go off half cocked.”

“Right now I’d settle for a half a cock.”

“Just calm down and hear me out,” said Dane in a very soothing voice. “You’ve always said that you wish you weren’t so tied up in your old identity, right? Well here’s your chance to do something about it. I offer you a blank canvass on which we can paint any masterpiece you want.”

“What the hell are you saying?” I sputtered.

“Whoever Taylor Bateman is or has been doesn’t matter at all right now. You are definitely not him which means you can be whoever you want to be.”

“I want to be a man for starters,” I protested.

“Why? Because that’s worked out so great for you? Where’s your spirit of curiosity? Where’s your imagination? This is the perfect opportunity to break out of your shell and see what you’ve been missing in life. You can’t embarrass yourself because whatever the female you does won’t reflect on the male you because nobody will know they’re the same person. If you really want to see what it feels like to be popular and socially accepted then being a pretty girl is a hell of a good place to start,” said Dane. “And you are definitely a pretty girl.”

“How pretty?” I asked suspiciously.

“Go look for yourself.”

I got up from the bed and walked over to a mirror and stared in disbelief at my unexpected reflection. Dane wasn’t lying about me being pretty. Even standing there in my ill-fitting male underwear I looked very feminine and attractive. My breasts stretched the fabric of my T-shirt and I could clearly see the outline of my pert nipples. I could only imagine how good I might look with a little effort.

“So what do you think?” asked Dane.

“I think you’re an asshole for doing this to me but yes, I am a pretty girl,” I replied somewhat tersely.

“Damn right you are! And you know I’ve got an eye for pretty girls. I wouldn’t bullshit you about your looks.”

“So explain to me exactly how this is supposed to make my life so much better?”

“It’s pretty simple. We create some kind of a basic story about who you are, getting you fixed up to showcase your many attributes properly, and party like there’s no tomorrow,” said Dane.

“But I’m still me. Just me in a different package. I’m still no party animal,” I said.

“But that’s the beauty of it. You can be if you want to be. If you’re looking good it’s going to make you feel good about yourself, and that confidence is going to lead to you behaving differently than you have in the past. If you really want to tell people that you’re into opera and ballet and all that highbrow crap at least being a girl no one is going to think it’s gay, but for the few hours at a time that you’re out and about as a female you can pretend to be as hip as you want.”

“Sort of Pygmalion in reverse you’re saying,” I suggested.

Dane stared at me blankly so I explained that Pygmalion was a play about a language expert who takes a cockney flower girl and turns her into a refined lady. The musical version, My Fair Lady, was probably better known to people but they both sailed over Dane’s head.

“Honestly dude...ah...babe...you probably just need to come up with a name and the rest will sort of take care of itself,” said Dane. “The point is to go out and try to have a good time. The female you will only exist whenever you want her to exist so there are no strings attached. When you’re a hot chick you don’t have to try and impress anybody. You don’t need to think of conversation starters because people will just naturally want to be around you and talk to you. It’s like instant entry to a really exclusive club.”

“Even if all of that is true I don’t know the first thing about being a girl, hot or otherwise. Real girls have had a lifetime to learn about clothes and hair and makeup and shit, and that’s just scratching the surface,” I said.

“Fear not,” said Dane. “For I have already anticipated this and arranged the services of an expert.”


CHAPTER 3:

The “expert” turned out to be a girl named Allison Crawford who I was somewhat familiar with. I wouldn’t say she was Dane’s “girlfriend” because Dane never dated any one girl seriously for too long but they went out together sometimes. I had actually endured having to listen to them have sex in the next bed one night when they either thought I was asleep or just didn’t give a shit that I was there. From what I gathered she was a very popular girl who did all the things that popular girls were supposed to do. If someone was going to teach me to be a popular girl she was probably the ideal candidate.

Now at this point you may be asking why I just didn’t tell Dane to fuck off and leave me alone and the answer to that is a little hard to explain. I think something sort of happened to me when I was looking at my female self in the mirror. I really liked what I saw and that wasn’t something I was used to. It made me wonder what it might be like to walk around and have people stare at you for the right reasons.

As far as my “manhood” was concerned I wasn’t as worried about that as a lot of guys probably would have been. I had virtually no sexual experience of any kind but I knew I wasn’t the kind of guy, like Dane, who could just charm the socks off a woman by smiling at her. A lot of people called me gay, either to insult me or because they just genuinely assumed that I was. I didn’t really know enough about sex to even know if they might be right or not. Sex had always been a non-issue with me so I tried not to think about it too much.

And I did have a sense of curiosity about experiencing life as a different person. It wasn’t the kind of thing you got to do very often, if ever. I just worried that even with coaching I wouldn’t be able to pull it off.

“Well, at least we’ve got something to work with here,” said Allison as she walked around me, seemingly inspecting me from all angles.

“I told you she was hot,” said Dane.

“You, out. This is girl stuff,” said Allison as she waved Dane to the door.

We were in our dorm room and I was standing there wearing nothing but a towel wrapped around my torso. Allison had come equipped with all sorts of cosmetics and curling irons and God knows what else.

“Call me when she’s done,” said Dane a little sheepishly as he was shooed out of his own room.

“Okay honey lose the towel,” Allison instructed.

Ordinarily the thought of getting naked in front of somebody would have made me turn red and caused me to clutch the towel even tighter but I felt no reluctance at all about letting Allison see me in the nude.

“Very nice,” said Allison approvingly. “Well have to do something about that bush of course but otherwise you’ve pretty much got it all going on honey.”

“Thanks,” I mumbled kind of softly.

“So how did Dane talk you into this crazy stunt?” asked Allison.

“Well he didn’t exactly tell me what he was planning to do he just said that he could help make me more popular and gave me a pill. I thought it was just going to make me relax or something but it turned me into a girl,” I explained.

“That asshole didn’t tell you that he was giving you a gender changing drug?”

“No, but I’m not really mad about it. My social life has always been a total disaster so I suppose that desperate times call for desperate measures,” I said.

“So has Dane tried to fuck you yet?” asked Allison.

“What? No! What would make you ask that?” I said in astonishment.

“Come on, you must know what Dane is like. You live with the guy. I don’t think he’s capable of seeing a pretty girl that he doesn’t try to stick his dick in. Not that most guys aren’t that way but Dane just has more talent for actually making that happen,” said Allison.

“That thought never even crossed my mind,” I said truthfully.

“I take it you like boys though,” said Allison.

“Why?”

“Honey, when somebody says that they want to improve their social life they usually mean they want to get laid more. I’m not saying that means you have to fuck boys, if you’d rather fuck girls more power to you, but a lot of boys are certainly going to want to fuck you so you better go into this with some idea of what you want to get out of it,” Allison suggested. “And don’t be surprised when Dane makes his move on you, which he inevitably will.”

There was the sex question again. Allison presumably assumed that I was gay, which was a logical assumption given that many men would probably never agree to voluntarily become female for any reason. I guess I just really didn’t understand all the fuss and bother about sex. It seemed to be all most people ever thought about, but since I knew that I knew that Allison was right that if I was going to go into this situation I should go in knowing what I wanted.

The problem was I didn’t know. How do you know whether you want something that you’ve never really had? It just seemed like people around me were having fun all the time and I was being left out but did that automatically mean that I would have fun too if I did the same things they were doing or did I just have a different sense of fun, or no sense of fun at all?

“Hey, don’t panic honey,” said Allison when she saw the look of concern on my face. “Just because a guy hits on you doesn’t mean you have to suck his dick. You hold all the cards. You don’t have to do anything that you don’t want to do.”

After that we got down to business as Allison whipped out a tape measure and took my measurements all over. Apparently getting a bra to fit was some kind of strange alchemy that required all sorts of calculations so she spent a fair amount of time measuring my breasts.

Next came the crash course in cosmetic application, which I tried to soak up the best I could. I have to say for someone volunteering their efforts for such a nutty cause Allison took her job seriously and made me do things over and over until I got them right.

Allison had brought some clothes along that I could wear until I got my own things and since we seemed to be similar in size they fit pretty well. I was glad to have Allison’s expert style opinion because I don’t know that I would have had a clue of what to wear if I had been forced to come up with all of that stuff on my own.

Once I was all fixed up to Allison’s specifications we called Dane back into the room and he seemed quite impressed by the results.

“Hot damn! I knew you’d look good but I never knew you’d look this good,” he said in a tone of voice that made me slightly nervous.

“Have you picked out a name honey?” asked Allison.

“I was thinking of Mia,” I suggested.

“Short and sweet...I like it,” said Allison.

“I sure appreciate all your help Allison,” I said quite sincerely.

“No problem honey. I’m sure you’ll be needing a lot more help along the way,” Allison said with a chuckle. “Especially if you’re putting yourself in this guy’s hands.”


CHAPTER 4:

As I told Allison it had never crossed my mind that Dane might want to have sex with me but the way he looked at me now and the way he talked to me made me get the distinct impression that it was definitely on his mind. I wondered whether this whole thing was just a big setup to get me in the sack but quickly dismissed that idea as highly unlikely since Dane wasn’t the kind of guy who had trouble bedding women. There was no point in going to this much trouble just to carve another notch on his bedpost.

I was actually a little embarrassed for Allison the way Dane was rather openly flirting with me and talking up my looks in front of her. As I said before they weren’t in any sort of a serious relationship but they did date and have sex sometimes and I didn’t have the impression that they were purely platonic buddies now. If my turning female was going to suddenly drive some kind of a wedge between them that was the last thing in the world I wanted.

It was a very bizarre thing to even be thinking about. I had obviously never been a threat of any kind to anybody’s relationship before but now I was the shiny new object being dangled in front of men so it meant that I might find myself in all kinds of situations that were strange to me.

Since I was all dolled up Dane suggested that the three of us should go out somewhere so that I could get my feet wet being female in a public environment.

“Great idea,” said Allison. “But we need to get a date for Mia. We don’t want her feeling like a third wheel.”

It seemed pretty obvious to me that Allison had no intention of going out with Dane and listening to him fawn over some other woman all night, especially since she was doing him a personal favor by coaching me in the ways of being a woman. She may have said that she didn’t want me to feel like a “third wheel” but I think she was worried that she might end up in that position and wanted no part of it.

“Well it is kind of short notice sweetie,” said Dane, who seemed like he wasn’t thrilled with the idea of having to share any of the girls in the room with someone else.

“Short notice for what?” Allison replied. “Like they’re going to go buy a fucking corsage or something? What guy in his right mind wouldn’t want to go out with a gorgeous babe like Mia?”

“I don’t want to be any trouble,” I insisted. “If you two guys want to go out together that’s fine by me.”

“Don’t be silly honey. Dane is going to pick up the phone right now and call one of his buddies and then we can all go out together and have a good time,” said Allison firmly.

I was very impressed by the passive aggressive way that Allison had gotten what she wanted. She didn’t come across as being a nag or bitchy but she definitely wasn’t going to follow somebody else’s plan.

Dane made a couple of calls and announced that his pal Jeremy was going to be meeting up with us. That’s when it suddenly hit me that I was going out on a date. I had never actually been on what most people would consider an “official” date, and certainly never imagined that the first time I did it would be with a man. I started getting really cold feet but after all the trouble Allison had gone through to arrange it, on top of all the help she had given me earlier, I felt like I really had to go through with it.

Since the whole thing was so spontaneous there was no big plan for the evening so we eventually settled on grabbing a burger somewhere and seeing a movie. Jeremy was given our updated location information and arrived at the fast food joint at roughly the same time we did.

I actually knew who Jeremy was, although I had never really had a conversation with him or anything, but I had to pretend to be meeting him for the first time. Jeremy was fairly good-looking, in a “hipster” sort of a way that I thought was kind of cool, and he seemed very taken with me right from the start. I could only imagine that blind dates were kind of a crap shoot and didn’t always result in being matched with someone you found attractive but if Jeremy was disappointed he was hiding it well.

All of the praise and attention I was getting was a little hard to process. Generally being ignored was preferable to being ridiculed so I tended to keep my cloak of invisibility on as much as possible but now I was literally very much on display. The top Allison had given me to wear was cropped part way down so my midsection was completely bare and my skirt was a little on the short side too which exposed my legs. I wasn’t used to walking around in public with so much skin showing but Allison was dressed in a similar fashion so I didn’t stand out as the “slut” in the group.

When we sat down to eat Jeremy sat next to me and Dane sat next to Allison, across from us, and it was kind of a tight fit. That was another kind of new experience for me because I usually ate alone, or if I ate with Dane someplace we were on opposite sides of the table. I wasn’t totally comfortable with the intimacy of the arrangement but more from unfamiliarity than from actual unpleasantness.

I didn’t do much talking, which was okay because the conversation was dominated by Dane and Allison who each were checking various movies and show times on their phones and bickering about the best option. It sort of felt like they were the “stars” of our own little movie and Jeremy and I were just the supporting players but Dane and Allison both had really strong personalities and tended to be the center of attention most times wherever they were.

A compromise was finally reached on the all-important decision of which movie to see but we had to kind of hurry to make it in time for the next screening. Since I was Jeremy’s “date” I ended up riding in his car while Allison went with Dane which left me feeling very alone and scared, not that I actually was afraid that Jeremy was some kind of a rapist or something, but because I wasn’t mentally prepared to be alone with a man yet, even on a short drive to the movie theater.

Fortunately Jeremy seemed more relaxed being away from the others and that made me relax a little. He actually had kind of a “snarky” sarcastic sense of humor that I found amusing and I was beginning to develop the opinion that he was a pretty likable guy.

The first perk of being a girl had been that the boys paid for dinner and the second was when they also picked up the tab for the movie tickets and snacks. Not that money was an issue with me, since my family had plenty of it and gave me more than enough for my needs, but it made me feel kind of special and more feminine and anything that made me feel feminine at that moment was much appreciated.

When Jeremy slipped his arm around my shoulder during the movie it was kind of nice. It made me feel snug and cozy. When he slipped a hand on my bare knee I felt something entirely different.

It was a startling sensation that caught me completely by surprise. I think I squirmed a little but I didn’t brush his hand away, which I guess he took as a sign that it was okay to be even more bold because he started to work his hand rather slowly from my knee up my thigh. My spine was tingling but it wasn’t the suspense of the movie that produced that effect. I realized that I was experiencing some kind of sexual arousal.

When his hand slithered under my skirt my heart started pounding so loud I was sure the whole audience could hear it. I was paralyzed with fright and fascinated by all the strange new things I was feeling. As he reached my panties I finally took action and gently removed the invading army of his fingers from my precious border territory. I smiled at him so that he wouldn’t think I was pissed off and I vaguely recall whispering something about wanting to see the end of the movie.

When the movie was done Allison announced that she needed to use the restroom and dragged me along with her. I felt slightly guilty walking into a ladies’ room when I was really a man but since I obviously wasn’t a man at the moment there wasn’t any other option.

“So how’s it going?” asked Allison.

“It’s going alright,” I replied.

“Is Jeremy behaving himself?”

“He did slip his hand under my skirt but I stopped him before he went too far,” I said.

“Men,” said Allison shaking her head. “But I guess I don’t have to tell you what men are like on a date.”

“Well, yeah, you kind of do,” I replied. “This is really the first serious date I’ve been on as either a man or a woman.”

“No shit? Are you a Mormon or something?”

“No, nothing like that. I’m just very shy. That’s why Dane thought this would be a good way to get me out of my shell.”

“Holy crap girl. I was going to ask you if you were planning on going home with Jeremy so that Dan and I could use your room but I had no idea you were a virgin,” said Allison.

“You can still use my room if you want. I mean, you’ve done it before. I’m a very sound sleeper,” I lied politely.

“No fucking way. We’ll figure something out. Just get Jeremy to drive you home. It’s a first date, and a blind date at that. He can’t assume that you’re just going to hop in bed with him,” said Allison.

“You’re right. I just don’t want to come across as weird or something, or like I don’t like him, because he seems pretty nice,” I said.

“Whatever you do just remember that you don’t have to do anything that you don’t want to do...but if you start something it can be a little hard to hit the brakes.”


CHAPTER 5:

“Thanks. I had a really good time tonight,” I said as I prepared to get out of Jeremy’s car in a parking lot near my dorm building.

“Yeah, me too but ah...are you in a big hurry to get home?” asked Jeremy.

“No, not especially,” I replied.

“Cool, ‘cause I was hoping we could get a little better acquainted,” said Jeremy as he leaned over and kissed me.

I was so out of my depth that I didn’t know what to do. When his lips touched mine I felt the same kind of tingling sensation that I had felt when he was touching my leg. We started kissing a little more and I was surprised when he put his tongue in my mouth but I found that very exciting so I responded in kind.

“God, you are so beautiful baby,” said Jeremy in between kisses. “I sure am glad that I agreed to go out with you tonight.”

“Me too. I was afraid you might be disappointed,” I said.

“I don’t think any guy in his right mind would be disappointed by getting a chance to go out with you baby.”

My whole life I had wondered what this would be like. Well, not the turning female part, but the whole making out thing. The fact that I was getting so much praise in the process just made it even better. The idea that a cute guy like Jeremy would find me attractive and want to kiss me was completely blowing my mind.

Apparently he wanted to do a little more than just kiss because as we continued to smooch his roving hand once again went up my thigh and under my skirt. This time the barricade at my panties was brushed aside rather easily and I felt his fingers begin to explore the outer folds of my vagina.

“I don’t know if this is such a good idea,” I said a little weakly.

“You can’t tell me you’re not enjoying this. I can feel how wet you are already,” said Jeremy.

It was true that I was wet, and I was a little embarrassed about that since I was wearing borrowed clothes, but there really wasn’t anything I could do about that. My body was obviously just responding to being touched.

Despite my mild protest Jeremy stuck a finger inside me and I felt my resistance starting to crumble. It felt really good to be touched like that and it got even better when he started rubbing my clit. My breathing got kind of short and my head felt like it was sort of spinning. I grabbed the back of his head and jammed my tongue into his mouth pretty aggressively.

“Are you sure you don’t want to go back to my place?” asked Jeremy. “I’ve got a private room and a nice big bed we’d be very comfortable in.”

“I don’t think I’m ready for that,” I said. “But we can stay here and do...stuff.”

“That’s cool baby. I’m having a great time right where I am,” said Jeremy.

After feeling me up a little longer he took his hand out from under my skirt and moved it up a little higher. Soon he was cupping my breasts but keeping his hand outside of my clothing. Even so I could feel how stimulating it was to have my boobs squeezed like that and I actually considered accepting his offer to go home with him.

“Maybe we should take this off so I can do this properly,” Jeremy suggested with a little tug at my shirt.

“Okay...I guess,” I said.

He helped me pull off my top and then started groping my boobs through my bra. I felt relieved that maybe this was all he needed to do the job “properly” as he put it but after a while he reached behind my back and unhooked my bra before pulling it off my body.

“Damn those are some amazing titties baby,” said Jeremy. “Those may be the most perfect breasts I’ve ever seen.”

I had no idea how many breasts Jeremy might have seen, either in person or in photographs, but the idea that mine might be especially nice made me feel really good about myself and made it easier for me to sit there topless while he toyed with my bare bosom.

Allison had warned me that if I let something start it would hard to hit the brakes and boy was she right. The more Jeremy touched me the more I wanted to be touched. I had no idea that being a sexual creature could possibly feel this good.

“You want to see my dick?” Jeremy suddenly asked, catching me a little by surprise.

“What?”

“I mean you’re making it really hard and it’s getting kind of cramped in my pants. I’d kind of like to give it a little breathing room,” Jeremy replied, making it all sound fairly logical.

“Ah...okay,” I said.

Jeremy unfastened his pants and pulled out his prick, which did look to be very hard indeed. It was hard to think of myself as being the cause of his erection but that was probably only natural considering all the making out we had been doing. I was certainly aroused so there was no reason he wouldn’t be too.

“What do you think?” he asked.

“It’s...very nice,” I replied.

“Well if you want to touch it or stroke it or suck it or whatever feel free,” he suggested.

Now I knew I was in a bit of a jam. So far I only had to sit there and let Jeremy do whatever he wanted, and even the kissing had been mostly initiated by him, by now I was being called upon to take some sort of action and I was completely clueless.

“Look Jeremy, I really like you and I don’t want you to get the wrong idea but I don’t think I’m nearly as experienced as you probably think I am, or as experienced as most of the girls you go out with are. I kind of need to go slow,” I said as sweetly as I could.

“Hey, that’s cool. We can take it in stages. We can just do hand stuff tonight and work our way up later,” said Jeremy. “I mean you don’t want to leave me hanging, right?”

I was very bright, and an excellent student, but in that car I was a clueless ninny. I didn’t know what proper make out etiquette was but I was pretty sure that sucking his dick wouldn’t be considered taking it slow. The way I had heard guys talk about blowjobs made it sound more like the Holy Grail so I assumed that “hand stuff” meant that he wanted me to jerk him off.

“Okay, but just hand stuff,” I said, trying to sound like I was hip to the lingo.

“Why don’t we do each other at the same time. It’s more like fucking that way,” said Jeremy.

“Sure,” I said.

Jeremy reached over and started to feel me up again but this time I knew I was expected to reciprocate so I reached into his lap and took his dick in my hand. It was very warm and I could feel it kind of pulsating. I didn’t masturbate all that often but I certainly knew how to stroke a penis so I just started stroking.

“Tell me when you’re getting close and I’ll try to cum at the same time,” said Jeremy after a while.

By “getting close” I assumed he meant about to have an orgasm but I sort of assumed that I had already done so based on my wetness and the sensations in my body. It wasn’t until he started to aggressively rub my clitoris that I realized I had only been experiencing the tip of the iceberg.

“Oh my God...oh my God…” I moaned several times in addition to making some other sounds that weren’t words at all.

“Oh yeah baby...I’m going to cum...I’m going to cum so hard,” Jeremy announced.

That made me start jerking him even faster and made me start moaning even louder. With his free hand Jeremy grabbed a couple of paper napkins that were wedged in the center console of his car next to some loose change and what looked like receipts or something. He managed to cover the tip of his dick just in the nick of time as he began to ejaculate into the makeshift condom. He seemed to be propelling quite a bit of fluid so it was probably a good thing that he had capped off the oil rig because otherwise his car would have been a total mess.

After that there basically wasn’t any more fooling around as Jeremy tried to clean up his pecker before stuffing it back in his trousers while I kind of fumbled getting my bra back on before pulling my top back on over it.

“Well...thanks,” I said. “I had a good time.”

“Me too baby. Maybe next time we can do it in style,” said Jeremy.

We kissed rather politely and I got out of the car and headed for my dorm. A little of Jeremy’s cum had dripped down onto my hand and having nothing handy to clean it up with I just licked it off. It was hard to get any real impression of the “flavor” from such a small sample but I realized that I had just tasted another man’s sperm for the first time.

Something told me that it probably wouldn’t be the last.


CHAPTER 6:

Dane didn’t come back to our room that night so I had it all to myself. Surprisingly I wasn’t in a big hurry to take another pill and turn back into a man so I stayed female while I took a shower.

While doing so I started to touch myself all over, and not in a cleansing kind of way. First I squeezed my boobs and pinched my nipples a little and I liked how that made me feel. It was nice when Jeremy did it to me but he was also kind of rough about it at times and doing it myself I was able to control the pleasure a little more.

When I started playing with my pussy all the tingles started up all over again and pretty soon I was rubbing and fingering myself pretty aggressively and moaning loudly, which kind of reverberated in the small enclosed shower stall. That led to another orgasm that caused my legs to quiver since I was standing this time instead of sitting in the front seat of a car.

I felt so good after that that I didn’t want to change back to normal right away so I just threw a T-shirt on and crawled into bed the way I was. I knew Dane would be out all night but I figured I better get up early and become male again before he got home. I didn’t want him to think that I had stayed female for his benefit.

I really couldn’t believe how much I had enjoyed myself all around. The sex stuff had been great but it had been fun to hang out with other people and to go do stuff like seeing a movie together. And because I was attractive there was an almost instant social acceptance. I didn’t have to explain myself or justify my interests.

I was also pretty pleased with the way I had handled Jeremy. It was obvious he wanted a lot more but I think he went home pleased with the evening. I had explained that it was a lack of experience that prevented me from going further, not a lack of interest in him. Yes, I had certainly done more than I had intended to do but that was okay too. I was certainly curious about sex in general, let alone sex as a female, and I probably needed a little push to get me started.

When I woke up early the next morning I actually masturbated one more time before taking the pill that would transform me back into a man. Feeling really good sexually was kind of addicting I discovered and I didn’t know when I’d get my next chance to feel that way again. I had classes to go to and a life to live as a man so I couldn’t just lounge around all day rubbing my pussy. Of course since we had gone out on a Saturday night this was only Sunday and I could have stayed female through the weekend but as I said before I didn’t really want Dane to that as an invitation to hit on me.

As I also said earlier I didn’t usually look at a lot of porn but I decided to check some out now. While I was totally aware of the male fantasy wish fulfillment aspect of much pornographic material it was still a viable tool for learning something about sex. And I also figured that if that was how men wanted women to behave sexually then studying the girls in those videos might give me somewhat of an advantage if I actually did decide to go all the way. I had certainly heard Dane praising women who “fucked like a porn star” so if that was the sexual gold standard than it seemed like it would behoove me to learn how a porn star fucked.

Watching porn from the female perspective was actually kind of interesting. The first thing I wondered was whether girls really enjoyed sex as much as they appeared to in those videos. From the way they tended to react to getting fucked one would get the impression that the female was having a better time than the man who often seemed like little more than a prop who grunted a few times and then ejaculated on some part of the woman’s body. While I was still a virgin I did have a few female orgasms under my belt already so I definitely could attest to the pleasure potential of a woman’s body but if they liked it so much why did so many men seem to complain about how hard it was to get laid?

Of course a lot of the men in the videos, while not movie star handsome, tended to have good bodies and fairly large dicks. That was a pretty good description of Dane too, and he didn’t seem to have any trouble getting laid, so maybe that was kind of the key. Maybe a well-built, well-hung stud could do things to a girl that the average guy couldn’t so maybe the porn fantasy wasn’t really about imagining yourself with a specific woman as much as it was imagining yourself being more like the guy you saw fucking her.

As I mentioned at the beginning Dane wasn’t shy about walking around our room naked so I knew that he had a rather impressive penis and I had even seen it erect on a few occasions when he had rolled out of bed with a hard on and strolled casually to the bathroom without bothering to cover up first. Maybe that explained why he was able to sleep with so many women without ever having to make any sort of a commitment to them. Even a smart and beautiful girl like Allison was not immune to his charms despite knowing what a player he was. He could ignore her and fuck around with other girls for months but she was still ready to hop in the sack with him whenever he did pop up out of the blue.

In any rate it appeared to me that the porn level expectation would be that a girl would show how how much she was enjoying herself through facial expressions and auditory exclamations that could be words or could be sounds or some combination of the two. Hopefully I wouldn’t have to do too much faking because I wasn’t sure how convincingly I could do that but in the heat of the moment it probably wouldn’t matter anyway.

The second thing that I noticed in porn was that blowjobs were pretty mandatory. That, I assumed, was more of the male wish fulfillment aspect because as I mentioned before I had heard plenty of guys talking about blowjobs as some sort of mythical honor rarely bestowed upon mortals without serious effort or possibly even more than gentle persuasion. If that was the case it implied that giving head was a pretty awful experience although you certainly wouldn’t get that impression from adult videos where a lot of women seemed quite eager to perform the task.

Putting someone’s penis in my mouth seemed like a really weird thing to do and kind of gross, but then again I would have said the same thing about having someone put their tongue in my mouth until I experienced it and found it very enjoyable. I tried sucking my thumb, which of course made me feel infantile, but I figured the taste sensation would be pretty similar to sucking a cock although a cucumber or a banana would be closer to the scale.

It seemed to me that a willingness to suck cock enthusiastically would probably make up for a lot of my inexperience in the bedroom. Of course if I actually tried it and found it too repulsive to stand then I would have to rethink the whole BJ concept and decide whether it was worth doing at all but that was something I would only discover by actually doing it so I figured it wouldn’t hurt to practice as much as possible should the opportunity arise.

I also had the same basic outlook on anal sex, because that also seemed like something that might be really unpleasant, but it might also give me and edge over other girls who were reluctant to do it. Also since I didn’t have a pussy most of the time but did have an anus it was something I could practice and experiment with pretty much anytime at all.

I knew that I was an oddball for having gone so long in my life without experiencing any kind of sex at all, especially since I had no moral qualms or misgivings about it, but better late than never I tried to tell myself. I had definitely experienced an awakening and it had profoundly moved me in ways that I could never have anticipated. It may not have helped me in my “real” life but it seemed pretty obvious to me that I was going to have a much better chance to experience a lot of sex as a pretty girl so I decided to be a pretty girl who was open to exploring her sexuality in a variety ways.


CHAPTER 7:

When Dane finally did come home that Sunday afternoon he was very anxious to get my take on how the whole female experience had been. I wasn’t exactly sure how much kissing and telling I should do so I tried to play it cool while still expressing my openness to being female again.

“It was pretty fun,” I said casually. “I still think you were kind of jerk for turning me into a girl without warning me but you were definitely right that it was a good way to get me out of my shell. I would definitely be up for trying it again sometime.”

“And what did you think of Jeremy?” asked Dane.

“He seemed pretty cool. He’s got an interesting sense of humor,” I said.

“But what did you think of Jeremy physically? Were you attracted to him?”

“Yeah, in a way, I guess so. He’s kind of cute,” I replied.

“Well I heard that you guys actually made out in his car,” said Dane.

“He told you that?”

“Yeah he told me that. I was just wondering whether he was just bragging or whether it was true.”

“Yeah, we made out a little. Just kissing and stuff,” I said. “Why would he tell you that?”

“Because that’s what guys do. I set him up on a last minute blind date, which could have been something he could have thrown in my face forever if it had been a total disaster, but since it went well he wanted to thank me,” Dane explained logically.

“Well I’m glad he thought it went well because like I said I thought it was pretty fun.”

“Was it weird kissing a dude?”

“I haven’t done a whole lot of kissing of anybody, as you well know, so everything like that is kind of weird to me,” I said.

“So the whole gay thing didn’t bother you?”

“Honestly I wasn’t thinking about that at all. I was just trying to relax and have a good time, which I thought was the whole point of this experiment. What difference does it make whether I felt gay kissing a boy or not? I kissed him, and I liked it, and I don’t feel ashamed of myself for doing it in any way,” I stated firmly.

“Well good for you,” said Dane. “I was afraid that you’d get all paranoid and freak out and need to go into therapy or something.”

“No, I’m cool. I didn’t freak out. If I acted weird at all it was because I didn’t know what the hell I was doing, having never been a girl before, but it wasn’t like I had a panic attack or anything,” I assured him.

“That’s good because there’s a party next weekend and I thought you might want to get out there and mingle with a bigger crowd. I know parties aren’t usually your thing but neither is having tits so maybe the new you will actually enjoy doing what everybody else on the planet enjoys doing,” said Dane.

Dane had dragged me along to a couple of parties before but I just felt invisible without the potential benefits of actually being invisible like being able to hang out and spy on people without being seen. There was no way in hell I was going to walk up to some strange girl and try to bust out some cheesy pickup line and I had no idea how you insinuated yourself into someone else’s conversation. Drugs and alcohol tended to do strange and often unpleasant things to me so I didn’t tend to reap the benefit of access to those things.

Going to a party as Mia seemed to offer a lot more possibilities. It would probably be a lot easier for me to deal with boys trying to initiate conversation with me than it would be the other way around. Plus I felt so much better about my appearance as a girl that it would probably give me a little confidence boost that might make me more likely to open up socially more than I usually would.

The first batch of female clothing that I had ordered, based on the measurements that Allison had taken, started arriving during the week. That was all stuff that Allison had helped me pick out when she was giving me my first girly makeover but the sex toys I had added on my own after discovering the marvels of female masturbation. And while I wasn’t a terribly materialistic person it was kind of nice to be able to buy a bunch of shit that I might never use or only use a few times and not have it be a problem.

Dane had given me a good supply of the magic pills so I could turn female pretty much whenever I wanted so I could try on my new clothes as soon as they arrived or even go out shopping for additional items if I felt like it.

When Allison surprised me with a text during the week inviting me to go to lunch with her I decided to show up as Mia and show off one of my new dresses that I thought was rather pretty. I wasn’t sure why Allison wanted to get together but I was happy to have an excuse to go out as a girl and just do something kind of normal like having lunch with a friend.

“I wondered whether it would be Taylor or Mia I would be dining with,” said Allison when we got together.

“Taylor is pretty shy and boring so I think Mia is probably better company,” I joked.

“I don’t know about that but I’m happy to see you in that dress. It looks wonderful on you sweetie. I knew that would be a good color for you. And I’m really impressed by how well your makeup is applied,” said Allison.

“You’re a good teacher, what can I say?” I said with a smile.

“So I never got to find out how things went after Jeremy took you home,” said Allison. “I trust nothing too bad happened.”

“No, it was all good. He did try to get me to go back to his place with him but I told him I wasn’t very experienced and that I wanted to take things slow so we just fooled around in his car for a while,” I said.

“Fooled around as in making out?”

“Yeah. Just kissing mostly. And some hand stuff.”

“Whoa. Like you mean you jerked him off or something?”

“Yeah. I kind of did him while he was doing me. Oh, and he took my top off and played with my boobs for a bit too.”

“Damn girl, that sounds like some serious action for a virgin, especially one who is actually a guy,” said Allison.

“Do you think I was being too slutty?” I asked.

“No fucking way. I’m just pleasantly surprised you took to it so well and don’t seem traumatized or anything. I was worried that things might not have gone so well and that I’d feel guilty for having helped you look so hot and insisting that you have a date for the evening.”

“You have nothing but my gratitude for everything you’ve done,” I said. “I hope we can be friends. You’re in kind of the unique position of being one of the only people in the world who knows my secret and I’d sure love to have another woman I could talk to about things.”

“Absolutely honey. I know you weren’t born a woman and I know that you didn’t even choose to be one but it seems to me like it’s maybe something that really suits you and that you’re open to exploring so I’m happy to be there for you.”

“Thanks, that means a lot to me,” I said as I reached across the table and touched her hand. “Now what’s your opinion of blowjobs?”


CHAPTER 8:

Allison found it rather amusing that I was interested in blowjobs already and assured me that it wasn’t terrible at all. She said it was kind of a personal thing that some people loved and some people hated and some people were kind of indifferent and only did it once in a while. She said it was something that I would really just have to try in order to know how I felt about it.

When the weekend rolled around and it was time to go to the party I was actually really looking forward to it. I thought I looked pretty sexy in one of my new outfits and Dane couldn’t stop talking about how hot I looked so my confidence level was pretty high.

The party was like one of those teen sex comedies where someone’s parents were out of town so they decide to throw a big bash at their swanky pad. I didn’t know that sort of thing ever really happened but I guess it did sometimes. It had certainly never even crossed my mind to throw a party at my parents house while they were away but of course I had never thought about throwing a party of any kind.

I knew that Allison had other plans and wouldn’t be there but I didn’t know about Jeremy. I had thought about asking Dane to get in touch with him and invite him to go along with us but then I thought I’d be pretty much committed to being his date for the whole evening and I was sort of looking forward to the chance to maybe meet some new people. If Jeremy was there great. If he wasn’t that was fine too. I was just looking to have fun however I could find it.

There was a lot of loud music blasting away as we arrived and a lot of people walking around holding plastic cups that I knew weren’t likely filled with fruit punch or lemonade, unless they were spiked with vodka or something. The “social lubricant” my dad always said about liquor and I suppose he was probably right.

“So can I get you a drink or something?” asked Dane.

“No, that’s cool. You know I’m not much of a drinker,” I replied. “I’ll probably have something a little later but I should probably pace myself.”

“So are you going to be okay on your own or should I hang out with you for a little while?”

“I’ll be fine. Go chase all the tail you want. I’m just going to chill out and see what’s happening,” I said.

“Man, you’ve even got a different vocabulary as a girl,” Dane said with a laugh. “I don’t think I’ve ever heard you say chill out before.”

“Well it’s the new me, or the me I’m trying to be at any rate. Is it coming across as too forced?” I asked.

“No, just the opposite. That’s why it’s so funny. You really are a totally different person, and not just physically,” said Dane. “So go get some girl. You got it all going on. You can take your pick.”

After Dane wandered off I changed my mind and decided to get a drink because it seemed like one of those plastic cups was a good prop to have. I could nurse it along and look like I was partying instead of looking like I had wandered into the wrong house or something.

It didn’t take long before the boys started buzzing around me. I could see guys looking at me, moving closer, trying not to look like they were looking at me but probably trying to figure out if I was alone or waiting for somebody. I felt a little like a gazelle being circled by a pride of lions. It was just a matter of time before someone attacked.

“Hey, I’m Aiden,” said a cute guy in a turtleneck sweater who had made the first direct contact with me.

“Hey, I’m Mia,” I replied.

“That’s a cool name. You’re looking really good tonight. I love those boots.”

“Thanks,” I said. “I like your sweater.”

“Can I get you a drink?”

“Thanks but I’m still working on this one.”

“I mean a real drink,” said Aiden. “I’ve got access to the liquor cabinet so I can get you whatever you want.”

“I’m good for the moment,” I said.

“So do you know Doug?”

“I don’t know much of anybody. I just kind of came along for the ride,” I said. “Who’s Doug?”

“He owns this place. Well, his parents do.”

“Well I’ll try not to break anything,” I joked.

“You want to dance?”

“Uh...sure...okay,” I said.

I knew I didn’t know shit about dancing but I had been watching other people dance and it didn’t look like it was that hard. It wasn’t like one of those movies where everybody seemed to know all these complicated dance steps. It looked more like you just had to kind of bounce and sway to the music, which I thought I could probably handle.

Even though I was blown away by the fact that I was at a party dancing with a boy I tried not to let that get in the way. At first I kept my eyes on other girls to see what they were doing but then I tried to focus my attention on my dance partner and I suddenly realized that this was kind of a primal ritual. In essence I was demonstrating my female assets by my bouncing boobs and swiveling hips. Aiden was no doubt getting turned on by my booty shaking antics, which got more animated as I discovered the strange new ways my body could move.

So this is what fun feels like I thought. It felt pretty damn good. Liquor lightweight that I was I figured that even the one drink I had consumed might have been contributing to my “social lubrication” but if that was the case then it was doing what it was supposed to be doing. Losing my inhibitions was exactly what I wanted although I knew it was risky too since I didn’t know where that might lead.

After we danced for a while I told Aiden that I’d like to take him up on his offer to make me a stronger drink so off we went to the garage where there was a locked liquor cabinet against the wall next to a spare refrigerator. Aiden produced a key and opened up the cabinet.

“So what’s your pleasure?” he asked.

“Gosh, I don’t know. I’m not much of a drinker. I had this drink on a cruise once that was sweet and kind of orange colored but I don’t remember the name,” I said.

“That sounds like it might be a Tequila Sunrise,” Aiden suggested.

“Yeah, I think that’s what it was called,” I said, surprised that he could guess that from my rather vague description.

“Fortunately it’s easy to make and we’ve got everything we need. It’s just tequila, orange juice and grenadine,” said Aiden as he set to work mixing up my drink like a professional bartender.

“You sure seem to know what you’re doing,” I commented.

“I’m a man of many talents. Hopefully I’ll get to demonstrate some of the other ones later. Now the question is can you climb in those boots?”

“I don’t tend to do a lot of climbing but I think I might manage,” I said.

“Then follow me.”


CHAPTER 9:

“Are you serious?”

“Yeah, why not?”

“A tree house?”

“A really nice tree house. Doug’s dad built it when we were kids, and he’s an architect so it’s totally solid,” said Aiden.

Aiden had taken out into the backyard where there was indeed a tree house with a ladder leading up to it. It wasn’t that far off the ground so it didn’t seem like it would be too hard to climb up there but it still seemed kind of weird.

“What do we do with our drinks?” I asked.

“Very simple. Just put them in this bucket here and we’ll hoist them up once we get to the top,” said Aiden.

It all seemed kind of crazy but I wasn’t opposed to a little crazy at that moment so I agreed to climb up into the tree house.

“You should probably go first so that I can steady you if you lose your balance or something,” Aiden suggested.

“I don’t suppose the fact that you’ll be able to look right up my skirt has anything to do with your suggestion,” I teased.

“Well I was only thinking of your safety but now that you’ve put the idea in my head I don’t know that I’ll be able to resist taking a peek.”

Despite not being an athletic person at all I managed to climb up and into the tree house with no real trouble. Aiden was right behind me sporting a big grin.

“Nice thong. Very sexy choice,” he said.

“The drinks.”

“Oh, yeah.”

Aiden went over to a little wheel next to the door and started cranking it. A few moments later the bucket appeared and our drinks were safe and sound. The tree house was actually pretty nice inside. You could tell it was well-built and even had electricity running up to it so there was an overhead light. The furnishings were pretty sparse but there was an air mattress up against one wall so we sat there and enjoyed out drinks.

“This is really good,” I said as I sipped my Tequila Sunrise. “It’s even better than the one I had on the cruise I think.”

“They probably used some cheap ass tequila,” said Aiden. “So what do you think of our little hideaway?”

“It’s pretty cool,” I replied.

“It was our play fort when we were kids and then it was our place to go and smoke pot, and then we started entertaining female guests here.”

“Somehow I figured I wasn’t the first girl you lured up here,” I joked.

My drink was so tasty I downed it pretty fast and was tempted to ask Aiden to make me another but I knew it was starting to go to my head already so I decided to be prudent. After drinking we started kissing and making out and that’s when I decided to make my bold move.

“Hey, listen, this may sound kind of weird to you but I’ve never given anybody a blowjob before but I’m really interested in trying it so if you’d like me to suck your cock I’ll happily do it but just don’t expect any great results. I might totally suck at it...well I guess that would actually be doing it right,” I said with a giggle. “You know what I mean.”

“Yeah, yeah, baby I’m all in favor of that plan. I’m not sure I’ve ever had a girl just come out and say it that way. It’s making me kind of horny, not that I wasn’t horny already.”

“Okay, well I guess you should show me your dick,” I said before I started to giggle again.

“Good starting point,” said Aiden as he pulled down his jeans and then his boxers.

“Oh...you’ve got a really nice-looking cock,” I said as I got on my knees in front of where he was sitting and started to stroke his shaft.

“Thanks. Glad you like it.”

I knew I was a little tipsy but fortunately I wasn’t fall down drunk or anything. I felt kind of giddy and was really looking forward to putting Aiden’s nice-looking cock in my mouth. First though I kind of warmed him up with some stroking and licking. Then I put just the head of his prick in my mouth and started sucking on it like I had sucked my thumb, remembering to look up at him like the girls did in the videos.

“Damn girl! For someone who says they’ve never done this before you sure seem to know what you’re doing,” said Aiden.

“I guess I’m a woman of many talents,” I joked just before opening my mouth wide and letting my head slide down onto his cock.

I was kind of amazed at how easily I seemed to be able to take him down. I had only been practicing for a few days and I seemed to always gag kind of easily but maybe the booze was helping me relax or something.

“You’re fucking with me, I know you are,” Aiden groaned as he leaned back on the mattress a little. “You were like the Miss BJ contest winner at your sorority or something.”

“Nope. First time I swear,” I said.

“Should I warn you when I’m about to cum, because honestly babe I don’t think I’m going to be able to last much longer.”

“Nope. Just fire when ready,” I said as I went back to work on his meaty stick.

He didn’t last much longer, which I took as quite the compliment and I knew I had surpassed my wildest expectations. When he started to ejaculate I kind of helped him along by stroking the base of his shaft while keeping the tip in my mouth so that I captured every sticky drop of his seed. It was warm and thick and a little salty and I didn’t mind the taste at all. I managed to swallow it all down which made me feel pretty proud of myself.

“Wow, I can’t even begin to tell you how great that was,” said Aiden. “Seriously, that was like the best blowjob ever.”

“You’re just being polite.”

“No, I’m not bullshitting you. I wish I was still hard because I’d really like to fuck you right now.”

“The night is young and I feel like doing some more dancing so maybe we can hook up later and you can make me another of those excellent drinks and then you can show me those other talents,” I said.

I was fine with the idea of Aiden taking my virginity but I really did kind of want to dance some more. I felt so elated that I needed some way of expressing my joy and busting a few moves to the pulse pounding music seemed like a great way to do it.

My dancing this time was much more suggestive, which the guy I was dancing with took full advantage of by grabbing my hips and grinding his big dick up against my butt.

“Hey, you want to go somewhere and do this for real?” the guy kind of shouted into my ear.

“I’ve sort of got a date already...but I could give you a quick blowjob if you wanted,” I shouted back.

“Sure thing baby, let’s do it.”

We went upstairs looking for an unoccupied bedroom but couldn’t find one so we ended up down in the laundry room. The guy whipped out his dick and I got on my knees and proceeded to blow him. There was really no small talk or foreplay. It made me feel kind of like a whore, which I found very exciting for some reason.

“You’re one freaky bitch baby but man you can suck like a pro,” said the guy.

I had no idea what he meant exactly but I just kept sucking. The guy put his hand on my head at one point, which scared me for just a moment but I realized that he wasn’t really forcing my head down it was more of a symbolic gesture I think, or maybe a way of feeling like he was participating rather than just standing there with his arms at his sides. He didn’t last too long either, which I again took as a compliment, and then I went off looking for Aiden.

Along the way I bumped into Dane, who I had sort of assumed had taken off already.

“So are you doing okay?” he asked hopefully.

“Fuck yeah. Never been better,” I replied.

“I saw you dancing out there. I was kind of surprised. I didn’t know you could move like that,” said Dane.

“That makes two of us pal. I’m just a slave to the groove.”

“Are you drunk or high or something?”

“I’m pleasantly buzzed, thank you,” I replied.

“Well I just wanted to tell you that I was cutting out of here with that blonde chick over there but we’re getting a room so you don’t have to worry about going home whenever you want to,” said Dane.

“She’s hot. Give her a good one for me buddy.”

“And make sure you call a ride-share to get home.”

“You got it pops. Now I’ve got to go meet a man in a tree.”


CHAPTER 10:

Aiden wasn’t actually up in the tree house, and it took a little searching to track him down, but he seemed very happy to see me once I found him.

“I wondered if you’d really come back or not,” said Aiden.

“Well here I am. Do you still want to fuck me?” I asked.

“More than ever,” he replied.

“Then mix me up another one of those drinks and let’s get up in the tree house and do some fucking.”

I knew I really didn’t need to do any more drinking but those Tequila Sunrise’s were just so yummy it was hard to resist at least sipping a little of it before we both kind of tore each other’s clothes off and flopped on the air mattress in a jumble of arms and legs and lips.

“Damn you’ve got amazing tits,” said Aiden as he groped and grabbed my boobs. “And your nipples are so perky and perfect I’ve just got suck them.”

That was fine with me. I loved the feeling of having my nipples sucked. I don’t know if it made me feel maternal or not but it definitely made me feel womanly. We kind of rolled around on the mattress for a bit but there wasn’t a ton of room and I think we were both pretty anxious to get on to the main event so Aiden pushed my legs back and got on top of me. I had penetrated my vagina with a dildo already so I knew roughly what the sensation was going to be like but it was so very different when there was a real man hovering over you and a very real cock about to plunge into you.

I thought about telling Aiden that I was a virgin but I figured I had already messed with his head enough by telling him I’d never given a blowjob before so I kept that little secret to myself. When he entered me I felt like all the stars were aligning at last and I was right where I was supposed to be. The fact that we were in a tree house actually made it even better because it seemed like the kind of place where I might have lost my virginity as a younger girl had I been born female and done the normal things that teenagers tend to do.

“Oooooo...that feels really, really, really good,” I purred.

“Oh, yeah. Your box is so tight it’s like I’m fucking a virgin,” said Aiden, which almost made me laugh out loud.

He seemed to have more stamina this time around and I felt like I was getting a really good fucking, not that I had anything to compare it to. Using my dildo had been nice because I could control how deep it went or how fast I wanted it to go but it seemed so much better having someone else take charge of all of that. The human connection and the incredible intimacy of letting someone inside your body was actually better than the physical rubbing of parts.

I hadn’t been sure what to do with my hands so I had put my arms around his upper torso and had my hands on his back. As I began to ramp up towards an orgasm I started clutching at Aiden’s back more aggressively. I may even have been leaving scratch marks for all I knew but I couldn’t help myself. I was so lost in the lust.

“Yes...yes...yes…” I chanted as I locked my eyes on his and tried to convey the bliss I couldn’t seem to properly articulate with words.

He looked like a man possessed, driven onward by powers beyond his control. He no longer just wanted to fuck me he needed to fuck me as desperately as I needed him to fuck me. The thumping between my legs got faster and faster and the vinyl air mattress was bouncing along to the beat.

I’m a slave to the groove.

I had no idea why I said that to Dane or where I possibly picked up that phrase but I sure felt it now. I was dancing again. Moving my body to the rhythm. This was another primal ritual, the oldest one there was. The mating of a man and woman. I was locked in, just waiting for his sperm to try and impregnate me, which of course wasn’t going to happen, but his semen didn’t know that. I’d been fingered, and poked, and groped, and I’d sucked and swallowed but this was the real deal. Cock meets pussy and fills it with cum. Virginity gone...womanhood attained. Why the hell did that please me so much?

“Oh, God yesssssssss! Give it to me baby!” I squealed as I felt him begin to erupt inside me while I was still buzzing from my own orgasm.

I know it’s kind of silly to wax prosaic over a couple of horny college kids boffing in a tree house but I was having sex for the first time. Real sex. Genuine man/woman sex. I felt like I had joined the human race at last or at least granted membership into some sort of secret club that all the cool kids belonged to.

I smooched a little with Aiden right after the act but it seemed pretty obvious that we had done what we came up there to do and it was time to move on. I got dressed and climbed back down and exchanged some vague comments about “doing it again sometime” with Aiden that I suspected neither one of us particularly meant, and then got my phone out and called for a ride.

I’d had two different men ejaculate into me a total of three times which increased my lifetime total in that regard to three. It didn’t feel like I had just broken out of my shell it felt like I had smashed the shell to pieces and then burned all the pieces to ashes.

Mia had arrived on this planet like an alien from outer space but she was ready to take on these earthlings one big juicy cock at a time...or maybe even a couple simultaneously. The possibilities were limitless.


CHAPTER 11:

“Okay, let me get this straight,” said Allison with a crooked grin. “You blew a guy in a tree house, then left the tree house and blew another guy, and then went back to the dude in the tree house who popped your cherry.”

“Yeah. Sounds kind of freaky, doesn’t it?” I replied with my own wry smile.

“Sounds like a fun party. I’m sorry I missed it.”

“It was fun,” I said. “I didn’t know fun like that existed.”

“You know I thought it sounded pretty crazy when Dane told me about giving you the gender changing pill but I’ve got to say it does seem to be working out pretty well, doesn’t it?”

“Beyond my wildest dreams. I love being Mia. I feel so free and alive and open to new things,” I said.

“I can’t even imagine what it must be like to completely become a whole new person in the blink of an eye but you seem to be handling it incredibly well,” said Allison.

“Look, I’ve never said this to anyone before but I think maybe there was always a little part of me that thought my life might be better if I had been born a girl. Sometimes when I’d hang out with girls who liked me because they thought I was gay I sort of wished that I could be one of them. I always related better to girls than other guys,” I admitted.

“Well you’re a girl now sweetie, at least whenever you can be, and who knows? Maybe you’ll want to stay this way.”

Honestly that was the first time I had stopped and thought about the idea of being a girl forever. I’d only taken the pill a few times, and only when I knew I had plenty of time to change back, but a permanent change was an intriguing proposition. I suppose the original idea was that by becoming female I would go out and socialize more which would pave the way for a more outgoing male version of myself later but I had no idea yet whether that was true or not because I was spending all of my free time as Mia.

“So has Dane hit on you yet?” asked Allison, changing the subject rather abruptly.

“No, I don’t think so, but he does talk about how good I look and how sexy I am a lot. I mean like a lot.” I replied.

“I’m surprised. I wonder what he’s waiting for?”

“Maybe it’s too weird for him knowing that I’m really a guy,” I suggested. “And I’m his roommate so if he fucked me when I was a girl it would be hard not to be reminded of that when I was a boy.”

“Certainly possible, but Dane doesn’t usually worry too much about consequences. He tends to let his dick do the thinking for him,” said Allison.

“So what’s the deal with you guys anyway? Doesn’t it bother you that he fools around with other girls?” I asked.

“Look, Dane can be charming, in his own way, and he’s fantastic in bed, and he doesn’t bullshit you by making commitments that he has no intention of keeping. I don’t sit around waiting to hear from him and I don’t change my plans if he’s suddenly available but I don’t mind hitting the sheets with him when we do get together because he really knows what he’s doing and he pushes all the right buttons,” Allison explained. “We’re just kind of fuck buddies I guess.”

“So if he does hit on me you don’t have a problem if I say yes to him?” I asked.

“Hell no. He fucks who he wants, I fuck who I want, you should fuck who you want. Unless you decide to become a woman full-time someday you’re probably not looking for some big romance. And he knows your secret so you don’t have to worry about pretending to be someone you’re not. But like you said you are roommates and once you cross that line who knows what might happen? Random hookups are a lot easier to walk away from unscathed.”

I knew Dane was good-looking, and I knew he had a big dick, and I knew he found me attractive as a woman, and now I even knew that he was good in bed. Unfortunately I also knew that he was my roommate and Allison was right that having sex with him would be crossing a line and there was no telling where that might lead.

Maybe Dane had already considered all of this and decided that it was best not to complicate things. His flattery might just be encouragement to get me excited about going out on dates or to parties or whatever.

The party had been on Friday night, and I had gone to visit Allison on Saturday afternoon so I had remained female so far and hadn’t seen Dane yet since he took off with the hot blonde at the party. I decided that I would stay female for the whole weekend even though I didn’t have anything on my agenda that required tits and a pussy. I threw on some sweat pants and a tank top and did a little studying in the quiet of the room. It wasn’t until evening that Dane finally showed up and he seemed a little surprised that I was still in girl mode.

“So, how was she?” I asked without looking up from my laptop computer.

“Huh? Oh, ah...she was fine. I mean she was very sexy,” Dane said seemingly flustered.

“Yeah, she looked it,” I commented.

“How come you’re still...like that?” asked Dane.

“No reason not to,” I replied. “It’s only Saturday and I don’t have to be in class until Monday.”

“Okay...cool,” said Dane, although I could tell that he was not cool at all.

When I finished studying I decided to change into my sexy new lingerie, just for the fun of it. It was a black sheer teddy with a tiny little thong and I thought it looked positively wicked. Apparently so did Dane.

“Are you going to wear that?” he asked.

“Duh, I think I’m wearing it already,” I teased. “Why? Don’t you like it?”

“No, I love it. Absolutely love it and the way you look wearing it.”

“Thanks. I thought it looked sexy and it feels wonderful too. This fabric is so slinky,” I said.

“I just don’t know how I’m going to get much sleep knowing that you’re right there in the next bed looking so...tantalizing,” said Dane.

“You can’t tell me you’re all that horny after just being with that hot blonde,” I said.

“Oh you’d be surprised how horny I can get without much trouble,” Dane replied.

“Well I’ll be under the blankets and the lights will be out so that should alleviate some of your...tension,” I said.

“Yeah, that’s a good point,” said Dane a little reluctantly.

I didn’t really want to torture the guy but it was kind of amusing to see how much power I could wield just by putting on a sexy nightgown. As a man I was so much in his shadow that it was kind of nice to know that I had a way of getting his attention now.

I crawled under the covers and we turned out the lights but it couldn’t have been more than ten minutes later when the light by my bed came back on and I saw Dane standing there with a look of absolute misery on his face.

“This isn’t going to work for me,” said Dane as he sadly shook his head. “I’ve either got to go fuck you or go sleep in my car. You’re driving me out of my mind.”

“Well...if those are the only two choices I guess you better hop in,” I said as I pulled the covers back and waited for him to join me.


CHAPTER 12:

“You’re the best roommate ever,” Dane said with a big grin that had replaced his look of woe almost instantly.

Dane quickly stripped out of the underwear he had been trying to sleep in and I noticed that he was already quite erect. I had seen Dane in the buff numerous times before but this would be the first time I would get to really enjoy it.

I had thought right away of a third option where I simply took a pill and became male again but I don’t think Dane was really worried about losing sleep he just wanted to fuck me desperately and that was the best thing he could come up with on the spur of the moment.

“Look, you don’t have to do this if you don’t want to,” said Dane as he got quite close to me and took me in his arms, which seemed like an odd thing to do if he was really trying to give me a way out. “I got you into this whole female thing and I didn’t want to push you into having sex if you really weren’t attracted to men but after hearing that you fooled around with Jeremy, and seeing the way you were acting at the party, it was pretty hard not to assume that you were at least curious about doing it with guys.”

“Hey, no problem. I’m not a virgin and you didn’t push me into anything but it’s sweet that you were concerned about that,” I said as I draped my arms over his broad shoulders.

“Really? You’ve done it already?”

“Yeah, so if that takes away some of the appeal for you I won’t be offended if you back off,” I said.

“Not at all. So I guess you enjoyed it.”

“Yeah, very much so.”

“And you really want me to fuck you?”

“Yeah, I really want you to fuck me. I hear you’re quite good at it so impress me,” I said teasingly.

“Where did you hear that?” he asked.

“Just girl talk,” I replied.

“Fuck. That’s a lot of pressure.”

“I’m sure you’re up to the challenge but maybe I should get you started,” I said as I wiggled out of his grasp and scampered down between his legs so that I could look up at him as I sucked his cock.

“Jesus! You’re full of surprises,” he said.

Dane was definitely the most well-hung guy I had blown so far but the dildo I practiced with was pretty huge too so I knew I could handle him. It really didn’t matter how big a man was I just loved giving head and couldn’t understand why some women didn’t want to do it at all. Men obviously loved it so it made me happy to know I was pleasing them.

“Baby, where did you learn to do that?” asked Dane.

I didn’t bother trying to answer and just looked at him with the best BJ eyes I could muster. Always remember to make eye contact. That’s probably more than half the battle right there.

I pretty much assumed that this was just a warm up blowjob so it didn’t surprise me when Dane pulled away before finishing. What did surprise me was that we basically traded places and he stuck his head under my teddy and started eating me out. I had actually removed my thong under the covers almost as soon as we had turned out the lights because I anticipated that something like this was bound to happen, in the morning if not sooner but the muff diving I did not foresee. That was a first for me and the way Dane was doing it, kind of alternating between licking and poking, was especially pleasing.

After a spirited round of bean licking we both got on our knees facing each other and Dane pulled off my nightgown so that we were both totally naked. He went right for my tits and started to explore them quite thoroughly. While he did that I reached down and very slowly and gently stroked his cock, just enough to keep him stiff without pushing him too close to the finish line.

I especially loved the way Dane sucked on my nipples. He kind of pushed my boob up from underneath and squeezed while he was sucking. It was almost like he was actually trying to milk me, which I found incredibly erotic.

After that he worked his way up, kissing my neck and finally kissing my lips. Our hands roamed freely and our tongues entwined.

“I’m going to fuck you now, baby, and I’m probably going to fuck you pretty hard. Are you cool with that?” he whispered.

“Oh, yeah...fuck me as hard as you want,” I whispered back.

Then it was my turn to surprise him again as I got on all fours with my butt facing him. That pretty much left no doubt as to how I wanted him to take me and he got the none-too-subtle hint right away and prepared to mount me from behind.

There was actually a somewhat more subtle message I was imparting by my chosen posture and that was basically telling him to claim his prize. I knew I had messed with his head and made him practically beg to screw me, and he had responded with some fucking awesome foreplay, so now I wanted him to feel completely manly and in charge. I had a feeling that we would both enjoy this a lot more if he felt like he had won me over. There was that and the fact that I really wanted to try it doggy style so I figured it was as good a time as any to give it a shot.

One of the cool things about a man with a big cock is that he’s got a lot of real estate to work with. He doesn’t have to go balls deep on every thrust to make you feel it. He can give you a little here and a little more there or he can give you the whole thing all at once and make you feel like you’re being split in two. Dane worked that big dick like a conductor controlling an orchestra with his baton. It was like a symphony of sex with different movements and tempos and articulation. He might lean over my back and give me a slow legato passage of smooth deep strokes or he might grab my hips and ram home a series of staccato jabs.

“Oh my God,” I whimpered pathetically as he made me cream so hard it almost felt like he had ejaculated inside me already. “Oh my God...you’re making me cum so much!”

“You cum as much as you want baby,” said Dane. “But when I cum you’re going to be filled to the brim.”

With his big fucking heavy balls slamming against my ass I had no doubt that his boast would come true. There had been something kind of sweet and serene about the way Aiden took my virginity but Dane was giving me the kind of fucking that was reducing me to a quivering helpless mass of extremely sensitive nerve endings. I didn’t have the energy to remain suspended on my arms so I just put my head on the mattress and moaned until Dane finally finished his concerto with a bang and put spurt after spurt of his jizz into me. All I could think was that if he had cum in my mouth that much I probably would have drowned.

We kind of stayed in that position for a little while. Not moving, not saying anything, just breathing heavily. It was almost as if we had fucked so hard that our bodies had fused together. Finally Dane pulled out and flopped on his back. I curled up next to him and pulled the covers up.

“I’m glad you didn’t sleep in the car,” I said.

“Yeah, me too,” he replied.

Allison was right, the man was fantastic in bed. I could certainly see why she would want to fuck him even though there was no chance of a serious relationship developing. The only thing I worried about was that we might have messed up our living arrangement, which would totally suck because I didn’t make friends easily and Dane and I got along great as roommates despite our many differences.

Hopefully it was no big deal and life would roll on as usual. At the moment I was very happy just to snuggle up next to Dane and drift off to sleep with my head full of happy thoughts and my pussy full of cum.


CHAPTER 13:

I had never shared a bed with anyone before so sleeping with Dane was a very pleasant new experience, even though it was a little crowded in my bed. Waking up next to a man made me feel kind of domestic. We already lived together and slept in the same room but there was a huge difference between sleeping in two different beds or sharing one.

I spent the day as Mia and aside from getting food a couple of times most of the day was spent fucking. Dane was incredibly virile and seemed to have an inexhaustible supply of sperm. On Sunday night, as tempting as it was to sleep with him again, I decided to change back into a man so that we both could get some rest and so that I could get up in the morning and go to class without having to pry myself out of Dane’s arms or something.

It was a little weird suddenly being Taylor again after all the sex we had just had but it was also my normal and familiar identity so it wasn’t that hard to pick up and carry on like usual.

We certainly didn’t talk about what we had done but a couple of days later Dane brought me a huge supply of those magic little pills even though I was still quite well-stocked on them from the initial batch.

“I don’t want you to worry about having to budget the pills,” Dane explained. “If you ever feel like being female, for any reason at all, just go ahead and do it. I can get you all the pills you need.”

It seemed pretty obvious to me that he was strongly hinting that he’d like me to have a pussy more often, which was certainly an appealing notion to me but also one that I had to consider carefully.

I wasn’t sure what Dane’s ultimate game plan might be. He wasn’t lazy about going after tail and often spoke about the “thrill of the chase” so it didn’t seem likely that he wanted me to be his “weekday pussy” out of convenience and I knew he wasn’t into serious relationships so the odds that he had fallen madly in love with me already were pretty slim. From my very limited field of experience the sex we’d had was fantastic but that was largely due to his skill and stamina. Of course he did seem to really like the way I sucked his cock so maybe he was kind of hoping I’d become sort of a “BJ buddy” or something. A pit stop on his mad race to bone every woman on campus.

I didn’t need to take a pill to be able to blow him but I seriously doubted that he would ever accept such an openly gay act. As for me I probably would have done it if he wanted me to. I loved his cock and I even loved the taste of his cum and I knew I was queer although I didn’t know what exact label described me and my on-again-off-again trans status. In a literal sense that probably made me gender fluid although my brain seemed to be getting more and more female all the time.

Dane already had a date with the hot blonde, whose name I finally discovered was Cheryl, on Friday night and Allison had invited me to go out with her and some of her friends for a “girls’ night out” so Dane and I wouldn’t be hooking up, at least at the start of the weekend. Where things went after Friday night was anybody’s guess but I figured at some point we’d probably end up fucking, which was a very appealing thing to think about.

Going out with “the girls” was actually a little more intimidating than going to a party or on a date. As I said before I related to women better than men and most of my friends over the years had been female but Allison was the only adult woman I had spent time with so far and she knew my secret. I just didn’t want to slip up and say or do something wrong that the others might spot.

Allison introduced me to her friends Tammy and Juanita. They were both really pretty, which didn’t surprise me since as Dane put it “hot girls roam in packs” and they both seemed very friendly and outgoing.

It was the first time I had seen Allison since having had Dane’s dick inside me and that made me feel a little funny. I knew she had given me her blessing to do it but I wondered how she would feel now that we had really done it and were likely to do it again. In a weird way it also kind of made me feel even closer to her because we had both fucked the same guy.

We went out for drinks and the conversation was pretty generic. What courses was I taking, did I have a steady boyfriend kind of stuff. There was some gossip about some people I didn’t know and some chatter about a TV series I’d never seen but I made a mental note to check it out in the future. It really did kind of remind me of the old days except these gals weren’t talking about teen heartthrob in some boy band or the guy they had a schoolyard crush on that they were hoping to go to the dance with. The subject matter was a little more adult but the basic girl talk vibe was still the same and I loved being part of it.

I had a pleasant buzz going when we moved on to our next destination which turned out to be a club that featured male dancers. I’d never been to a strip club of any kind so it was definitely a new experience for me, and I didn’t know what to expect, but when the hot “fireman” on stage started taking off his clothes I found myself whistling and hooting along with everyone else.

The dancers didn’t get totally naked but you could sure see the huge bulge in their tight little briefs and all of the men were crazy gorgeous as far as I was concerned. I certainly knew that there were male strippers but I had no idea how wild the female crowd could be at one of those shows. I was actually getting pretty horny and wished that Dane wasn’t out with Cheryl because I felt like I could really use his big cock inside me.

I had to settle for my dildo that night but when Dane came home on Saturday afternoon I was waiting for him in a cropped T-shirt with no bra underneath and panties. The shirt was so short it revealed a lot of under-boob and I knew Dane would get the message pretty quickly.

“So how was your night?” I asked casually.

“It was good. How about yours?” Dane replied, staring at my tits with the focus of a laser.

“It was great. I met some of Allison’s friends and they were really cool. We ended up watching some male strippers, which was really hot,” I replied.

“You and Allison were at a male strip club?” asked Dane a little uncomfortably.

“Yeah, why not?”

“No reason. I just didn’t know you were into that kind of stuff,” he replied.

“I didn’t either but I had a blast.”

“Did you tell Allison about...you know...us?”

“Didn’t come up in the conversation actually. Did you want me to or want me not to?” I asked.

“Shit, I don’t know. We’re all consenting adults but it’s kind of weird that you’re becoming buddies with someone I sometimes go out with I guess,” said Dane.

“Hey, she knows you and she’s cool with the arrangement you guys have and I’m cool with it so everybody’s cool with everything so why don’t you get over here and fuck me?”

Dane was out of his clothes in a shot and my nipples were soon between his teeth and I thought his obvious obsession with my tits was kind of adorable. Boys just love boobs I guess, and why shouldn’t they? Boobs are awesome and literally stand out in the most feminine way possible.

When Dane got between my legs and entered me I realized that I had been wondering whether he just liked the idea of a convenient lay in between his many other conquests but it occurred to me that I might actually like the idea of a convenient lay that left me free to explore other options.

He was offering to supply all the pills so I could theoretically be female pretty much anytime I wasn’t in class. I’d probably want a bigger wardrobe, and definitely some more lingerie, but that wasn’t a problem for me at all.

“So how would you feel about me becoming your bitch?” I asked as he sawed away at my snatch.

“What?” he replied without skipping a beat.

“Well you obviously gave me those pills because you want to fuck me more often, and I’m quite happy to be fucked more often, so why don’t we come to some sort of an understanding about how best to make that happen?” I suggested.

“Are you serious?”

“I know you don’t want a girlfriend and you have a compelling need to plant your seed in as many gardens as possible and I obviously have logistical issues about thinking long term but what if I was your house pussy but we were both free to do whatever and whoever we liked? We fucking already live together and we obviously both enjoy getting each other off so why don’t we just make that a thing? I’ll be Mia as much as I can and you do whatever that makes you feel like doing,” I said.

“I think that sounds fucking fantastic,” said Dane.

“Good. Then consider me your bitch.”


CHAPTER 14:

Being Dane’s bitch was actually more of a relationship than I ever anticipated having. I had a lot of the benefits of being in a relationship without a lot of the baggage. And the funny thing was it wasn’t all about the sex. We went out a lot to get something to eat or see a movie or sometimes just take a walk around campus. A lot of the time it was just life as usual except that I was dressing from a different side of my closet.

When Dane had a date with some other woman I wished him well and went looking for my own entertainment. I had developed a real passion for dancing so sometimes I went to a club or sometimes I went to a party and usually ended up on my knees with some stranger’s dick in my mouth at some point. Frat parties were especially good for random sex and a hot girl in a short skirt was always welcome even if I didn’t know anybody there.

Sometimes I’d go out alone and sometimes I’d go with Allison or be part of a whole “pack” of hot girls looking for fun. Everybody knew me as a “go with the flow gal” who was up for just about anything which was a remarkable personality transformation for someone who used to be so shy and socially awkward.

To Dane’s credit he seemed to appreciate the lucky situation he had kind of stumbled into and didn’t try to control me or limit my options. I think a lot of guys would have wanted me to just be waiting on the bed for them whenever they felt like getting their rocks off and would have been jealous as hell knowing that I was sleeping with other men. To me being Dane’s bitch meant that he was very special to me and pleasing him was a high priority in my life but it was still my life and I wasn’t going to be a slave.

When Dan’s birthday rolled around I wanted to do something special for him so I booked a room at a pretty nice hotel and took him to dinner at a fancy restaurant, all on my dime, and then we retired to our suite with a lovely view overlooking the city. I had arranged for a bottle of expensive champagne to be waiting on ice in the room when we arrived but Dane was surprised to see three glasses set out on the table.

“Are we expecting a guest?” he joked.

“Actually, yes,” I replied. “I wanted to give you something really special for your birthday and I asked Allison to help me pick out the perfect gift.”

On cue Allison walked out of the master bedroom of the suite and I poured her a glass of champagne.

“Wait a minute. Are you saying what I think you’re saying?” Dane kind of stammered.

“Well I didn’t come up here just to bring you a tie,” said Allison as she planted a big kiss on his lips. “Happy birthday baby.”

“To the birthday boy,” I said as I raised my glass in a toast.

As we sipped our champagne Allison and I took turns kissing Dane and then when we finished drinking I kissed Allison.

“Okay we’re going to go in the other room and get ready so just relax and order some in-room porn if you need to get inspired,” I said. “We’ll call you when we’re ready.”

“I don’t think I’m going to need any additional inspiration,” Dane replied.

Allison and I adjourned to the bedroom and put on our matching outfits which consisted basically of a big bow in front that covered the breasts and some little straps in the back that held it all in place. It was probably designed for Valentine’s Day but it seemed like an appropriate gift option for any occasion.

Once we were ready we called Dane to join us and he found us both standing in front of the bed just waiting to be unwrapped.

“Sorry there’s no card but you can probably figure who gave you which gift,” I joked.

“Where do I start?” said Dane as he rubbed his chin thoughtfully.

He came over to where we were standing and took a bow strap in each hand. Then he gave them both a good tug and our breasts tumbled out of their modest confinement. I had what I considered to be a pretty great rack but Allison’s was definitely as nice or even nicer than mine I thought. In any case Dane did a very good job of keeping busy with both pairs as we stood topless and enjoyed the attention our breasts were getting.

I had gotten the idea for this surprise party one night when Allison and I had gone out dancing. With danced with some guys but at one point she dragged me out onto the dance floor with her and we danced together for a while. I was kind of surprised at how much she was touching me, even going so far as to pretend like she was going to yank down the front of my top, and even more surprised when we kissed afterwards. It didn’t go any further than that and we ended up pairing up with a couple of dudes for the night but I got the definite impression that she might be open to the idea of a three-way birthday bang with Dane.

In a lot of ways it kind of felt like it was a gift to me as well. Dane and Allison were the two best friends I had ever had in my life and they were both gorgeous and sexy and the thought of being intimate with both of them at the same time was very exciting. I owed so much to Allison for having gotten me started in the right womanly direction and for continuing to be there for support. If Dane hadn’t talked into helping me at the beginning I might have never gone through with any of this.

Once Dane seemed to have his fill of boob play Allison and I got on our knees and pulled his pants off. He was obviously anticipating that this night was going to include a lot of sex so he had gone commando meaning his beautiful dick was ready for action with one less article of clothing to be removed.

Allison and I mostly took turns blowing him but sometimes we both managed to crowd in and find some space to worship at the same time. Fortunately with Dane there was a lot of space available and we made use of every lovely inch of it from his balls to the tip of his dick.

Allison orchestrated the next move having me get on the bed with my butt near the foot of it and then had me hold my legs so that they were pinned back against my chest. She then stood and bent over so that she could lick my pussy. I don’t think Dane ever saw an ass he didn’t want to tap so he got right behind her and started humping away merrily.

I was kind of relieved that I didn’t feel jealous at all actually seeing Dane fucking another woman. I obviously knew that he banged other women, and had fucked Allison many times before, but it was easier to process that information without being an actual witness to it. Now it actually seemed pretty hot to me to watch him thumping away at Allison’s backside, but of course she was licking my pussy at the time, which felt really, really good, so everything was kind of making me hot at the time.

After Allison got me off I suggested we switch places so she got on the bed and I got my face down in her muff and performed cunnilingus for the first time in my life while Dane surprised me a little by stuffing his cock in my asshole instead of my pussy. We had done some anal a couple of times already but it wasn’t a regular part of our sexual diet yet but it was his birthday so if he wanted to ass fuck me my ass was there for the fucking.

Even though Dane was usually a rock of sustainability I guess the excitement of the surprise, and maybe the tightness of my anus, brought him to bust a nut in my ass a lot sooner than I would have expected. I hadn’t finished Allison quite yet so I just stayed buried in her sweet slit while Dane’s cum dripped out of my asshole.

“God that is so hot seeing you two like that,” said Dane.

“Well, we’ve got all night so...you’ll probably be seeing a whole lot more...before it’s ooooooooooooooo…” Allison panted before her orgasm prevented her from finishing the sentence.


CHAPTER 15:

The bed was huge. Quite a departure from the ones in our dorm room so even three people could flop around in it with plenty of room to spare. Fortunately we came up with a lot of creative ways for two girls to share one cock so I think Dane got to really enjoy both his presents.

Most of the time we just kind of switched things up. Dane would stick his dick in one of our pussies and then stick it in the other girl’s mouth and then go back and forth, or Allison and I would get in the same position and Dane would hop between us. It was actually a lot of work for him probably to try and keep two horny girls satisfied simultaneously but he was definitely the man for the job and I’m sure he felt it was worth the effort to live out the dream.

I was really surprised at how much Allison and I got into fooling around with each other whenever Dane was resting between ejaculations. Not that it was going to turn me into a full on lesbian or anything but it certainly opened my eyes to the possibilities of a little girl-on-girl fun.

We all had a really wonderful time and when we settled down to sleep at last the guest of honor took the middle spot with a girl on either side. I felt pretty certain that as his bitch I had fulfilled my duty to provide him with a truly memorable birthday celebration.

I did wonder whether Dane would ever consider reciprocating in the same way and staging a threesome with us and one of his male buddies. Jeremy, for example, would certainly seem like a logical candidate to fill that third position but I kind of doubted that Dane would be comfortable about another naked man. He might not have any problem with the idea of sharing me with someone but I had a feeling that he’d be all freaked out about the possibility of accidentally crossing swords with one of his bros.

Actually I’d be fine with the idea of another three-way with Allison, or some other girl, especially if a strap on dildo was involved to keep things spicy and needy holes filled. Or he could just get me a really nice necklace or something and that would be fine too.

I really didn’t know what the definition of being someone’s bitch was in most people’s minds but I just liked the sound of it and at least it was some kind of label. I wasn’t Dane’s mistress because that would have implied that he was in a serious relationship with someone that he was cheating on with me and I wasn’t his girlfriend because Dane didn’t really have girlfriends. I suppose I could have said that I was one of his girlfriends as a blanket name for anyone he stuck his dick in on a semi-regular basis but that didn’t feel right. Calling myself his lover seemed like it limited my role to just the bedroom.

Of course there was always the fuck buddy or friend with benefits option but the fact that we lived together and often slept together and spent so much of our free time together seemed to call for something a little more specialized and unique. I suppose bitch was kind of a negative choice of words because it probably implied that I was only there to serve Dane’s needs but in a lot of ways that really was my top priority. I think I chose the title as a way of saying that I loved him without really saying it. And I was definitely his bitch, even if I did fool around with other guys sometimes. I wouldn’t have been in that arrangement with just anybody, no matter how flexible and convenient it was for me. No matter how many men I had in my bed Dane was the only man in my heart.


CHAPTER 16:

“Um...I’ve got some kind of...potentially crappy news,” said Dane one evening when we were getting ready for bed.

“Like how crappy?” I asked.

“Possibly incredibly crappy,” he replied.

“Okay...shoot.”

“As you know I went to see the guy who supplies me with the pills…”

“And he didn’t have any?” I interjected.

“No, he had plenty. It’s what he told me that’s bumming me out,” said Dane sadly. “He seemed worried by how many pills I’d been acquiring and he asked if they were all being taken by the same person and I told him yes and he told me that could be a problem.”

“What kind of a problem? I’m I going to drop dead or something?”

“No, but you might stop changing,” Dane replied.

“What do you mean?”

“The dude told me that if you take too many of those pills after a while there’s a chance that they’ll just stop working. So if you’re a man when that happens the next pill won’t make you female and if you’re female and the pill doesn’t work you’re stuck that way forever,” Dane explained.

In some ways it would have been better if he had told me that I was going to drop dead. At least it would be quick and put me out of my misery. I just started sobbing and threw myself into Dane’s arms.

“Honey I swear I never knew anything like this was possible,” said Dane as he tried to comfort me. “I can’t stand the thought of never being with you like this again but I totally understand if you don’t want to take the risk of being this way permanently.”

“But if I just stop taking the pills right now I’ll be a girl forever?” I asked between my tears.

“Um, yeah I assume so. But I suppose that would be true no matter how many pills you took. The difference is before you always had the choice to change back when you wanted to. Now there could come a day where that choice is gone,” said Dane.

“So this guy doesn’t know exactly how many pills you’d have to take before they stopped working?”

“Not really, but I guess you’re kind of getting up there in the pill count. I got the definite impression that this wasn’t something you could afford to fuck around with for too long.”

If I knew that the pills would stop working when I was female I could certainly live with that and blame the pills for forcing me to be female for the rest of my life and hope that people might cut me slack as a kid experimenting with drugs that went awry. That was the chickenshit way of doing it but I never professed to being especially brave.

On the other hand if it stopped working when I was male I wouldn’t have any legal or logistical problems to deal with at all. I’d just be Taylor Bateman like I was before I started taking the pills. Maybe I could get hormone injections or breast implants or something and try to become female in the more normal way but I wondered how Dane would feel about being with a transitioning trans woman and I knew that I would feel very disappointed if I wasn’t able to at least come close to resembling the person that I knew as Mia.

So if I kept taking the pills I would essentially be playing Russian roulette with my gender. Pussy that I was leaving such a big thing up to fate would be consistent with my character but I knew in my heart that somehow I had to take a stand and become Mia forever, come hell or high water.

I could love Dane as a man, I could try to speak with a higher voice, I could turn the lights out and suck his cock or let him fuck me in the ass but I honestly didn’t know if I could love myself as a gay man as much as I loved being a bi-curious woman. And if Dane wanted no part of that alternative reality I certainly couldn’t blame him.

“So what are you going to do babe?” asked Dane.

“I think I’m going to take a little time off from school and go home and visit my parents...as Mia.”


CHAPTER 17:

Whatever I did I knew I had to have my parents supporting me. I was a Liberal Arts major with my head in the clouds and no real financial plan for the future. I had no practical work experience other than interning at an art museum one summer and they were bankrolling my education and my fabulous female wardrobe along with everything else in my life.

Fortunately they were not prudes, not conspicuously religious, and not very right wing at all politically. I didn’t think they would have any moral objections to me changing my gender but it was one thing to be open-minded when talking about things on a philosophical level but it was another to have to deal with them when they were dropped in your lap unexpectedly.

Naturally I warned them in advance of my coming what I had been doing, in general, and what the risk of continuing to do it entailed and why I wanted to simply stop taking the pills and start living the rest of my life as a woman.

Much to my astonishment, and my mother’s credit, she recognized me immediately even though I didn’t think I looked anything at all like the child she knew. She even made a point of calling me Mia instead of Taylor.

“Look mom, I’m in kind of a jam here. These pills I’ve been taking obviously aren’t legal. They aren’t prescribed by a doctor. It wasn’t until I had been taking them for quite a while that I found out that if I keep taking them there’s a very good chance that they’ll stop working and I’ll end up stuck in whatever body I’m in at the time forever,” I explained to mom once we had settled down for a chat.

“And which body are you afraid of being stuck in forever?” my mom asked.

“Ah...the old one. I mean no offense, you did a great job giving birth and raising me as a son and all but I think some wires got crossed somewhere along the line because I’m a girl mom.  And I don’t just mean now because I’m sitting here wearing a dress, that’s who I am. I don’t want to go back to the old me. I can’t,” I said, feeling tears starting to form in my eyes.

“Come here sweetheart, everything’s going to be fine,” said my mom and she tried to comfort me as I cried on her shoulder. “Your happiness is all that matters. Are you truly happy?”

“Oh yes, mom. More than I’ve ever been in my life. And I’m in love with a man.”

“Does he know you take these pills?” my mother inquired.

“Oh yeah. You’ve actually met him. He’s my roommate Dane,” I replied.

“He’s a very handsome young man. You certainly must make an attractive couple.”

I didn’t go into any of the details about how I wasn’t exactly in a normal relationship or anything nor did I mention my shameless promiscuity because I didn’t want to cloud the issue, and honestly who wants to talk about their sex life with their mother?

“So what can we do to help you?” my mom asked once I had calmed down and stopped crying.

“Basically I don’t want to go to jail for taking illegal drugs and I don’t want to get anybody else in trouble and I don’t want to leave my whole future to chance so I’d like to stop taking the pills and legally become Mia Bateman,” I explained.

“Well we’ll have to talk to your father, and we’ll have to talk to a good lawyer, and hopefully there’s a way forward that’s not too complicated,” said my mother reassuringly. “Whatever we have to do we’ll do, I promise you.”

I cried some more, out of happiness this time and because sometimes I just tended to get a little emotional when I was Mia. Not that I enjoyed crying but a lot of times I did feel a lot better afterwards. It was just kind of a relief mechanism I guess.

I had a very lovely little vacation being back at home although it was strange to be in such familiar surroundings in such a different condition. Nobody in my old neighborhood would recognize the new me, not that I tended to stand out before. I guess what made me feel good was that the world I grew up in was the same whether I was a boy or a girl. It was kind of weird seeing pictures of me as a boy in the house but I hoped that there would be new pictures in the future.

I also felt really bad for kids whose parents weren’t as progressive in their thinking or supportive in their actions. It must be terrible trying to explain to ultra-conservative parents why you don’t fit neatly into the box they want to keep you in. I’m sure a lot of people in the LGBTQ community actually get the most shame, ridicule, and rejection in their own homes. Fortunately I had my parents firmly at my side, not to mention their money which would give me another advantage that a lot of people didn’t have.

There was a lot of activity following my official “coming out” and some of it was kind of scary, like going to a doctor and being examined rather intimately, to kind of tedious, like filling out a whole bunch of paperwork but by the time I went back to school the wheels were all in motion and I’d be going back as a woman for good.

“Well for better worse it’s all happening now baby,” I said to Dane once I had returned. “I’m Mia now and I’m never touching those pills again.”

“You’re welcome,” he said with a slightly smug grin.

“Hey fuck you,” I teased. “I could have gotten your ass thrown in jail. You can’t go around drugging people without their consent.”

“But it worked out in the end,” he pointed out.

“Yeah, and I didn’t really want you to go to jail anyway. Although I’m sure a stud like you would have no trouble finding someone to be their bitch and that’s my job.”

“Honey, you’re so much more than my bitch. You’re my woman, my girlfriend, my lover, my partner and fuck knows what else down the line,” said Dane as he took me in his arms.

“Fuck off. You know you don’t commit to anyone,” I reminded him.

“I commit to you if that’s what you want,” he replied.

“We can talk about that later but what I want right now...what I need right now is your big cock inside me. I’ve been aching for that ever since I left.”

“Your wish is my command honey,” said Dane as he pulled down his pants and his gorgeous prick popped out to greet me.

I had planned to fuck but his cock was just too tempting to resist so I quickly got down and went to work. It turned out to just be an appetizer as Dane later stripped me naked and put me on the bed and served the main course deep into my pussy as I gazed deeply into his eyes and realized just how madly in love with him I was.

Was that why I wanted to be a woman? Partly I’m sure. Was it the sex in general? It certainly was a motivating factor, yet I knew it was actually more than that. It was like I had been going through life stumbling around in the dark, unsure of myself and afraid to come out into the light. Now the world was bright and shiny and I could finally see where I was going even if I didn’t know exactly where I would end up.


CHAPTER 18:

Leaving the gender jumping behind was certainly more convenient and definitely made more room in my closet, which I desperately needed. I had already been encroaching on Dane’s closet space so getting rid of my old male crap was good for both of us.

Fortunately we lived in a co-ed dorm so my sudden change didn’t require any sneaking around or force us to look for other accommodations. There was just a lot of filling out forms and waiting for new ID cards to arrive and things like that. Minor inconveniences that would make my life majorly better in the future.

Allison was delighted and took me out to celebrate. We got pretty drunk and ended up having a very serious conversation about Dane.

“You’re going to marry him someday sweetie,” said Allison. “You’re going to marry him and he’s going to knock you up and you’re going to be the mother of his children.”

“Yeah, as if,” I snorted in reply.

“No, I’m telling you. Mark my words. You’re going to be Mrs. Adams someday,” Allison insisted.

“I guess that would make us the Adams family,” I said with a giggle. “Maybe I should change my name to Morticia.”

“I’m not kidding. He really loves you and you obviously love him and that’s just the way it’s going to be,” Allison insisted.

“Would that bum you out?” I asked.

“Fuck no. I’m going to be your maid of honor.”

“Maybe you’ll already be married and you’ll be the matron of honor,” I teased.

“Fuck you. Don’t even think of calling me matronly,” Allison protested.

“Well he does talk about going steady,” I said.

“Going steady? What are you, like fourteen?”

We both had a laugh at that for some reason. I guess we were both in that kind of silly/serious mood where you want to talk about deep subjects but goofy thoughts keep popping into your head.

“Anyway, welcome to the club honey,” said Allison. “You own your pussy now, you’re not just renting it anymore.”

“Well don’t tell Dane that, I think he thinks he owns my pussy,” I joked.

Dane may not have owned my pussy but he owned my heart and while we didn’t make any rules about being exclusive in time we just kind of stopped fucking around and became more like a real couple. I was very glad that it was happening organically because I hated the idea of trying to force Dane or myself into a situation we weren’t comfortable with simply to conform to what was expected of two people in love who shared a room.

Finishing college was a pretty high priority to me so I had no intention of getting pregnant and dropping out to raise a child but the idea of giving birth was actually very intriguing to me. I wasn’t really freaked out about the idea of the whole process, and even the pain involved, not that I was some brave stoic who didn’t mind pain. I was the same little pussy I had always been but being a mother seemed like something that might be worth whatever it took. Hopefully I would be as cool a mother to my kinds as mine was to me. But, as I said, that was a project for another day.

My parents had thought that having a roommate would be good for me and would help me stop being such a wallflower but I’m guessing they never imagined that my roommate might end up being their son-in-law someday but being paired up with Dane certainly did bring me out of my shell in ways I never would have thought possible. Sometimes, I guess, your parents actually do know what they’re talking about.


AUTHOR’S NOTES:

I know I write about college roommates a heck of a lot but when I went to college I lived at home and drove to class. Maybe that’s why I have such a fondness for that scenario since I never lived it. I certainly had friends who lived in dorms so I’m familiar with the lifestyle although things may be different now than they were back then. College is just such a fertile time for exploring and experimenting and for fucking like crazy that I’m sure I’ll have more stories about the pursuit of higher education and the fantastic sex one can have with the hunky guys that prowl those grand institutions of knowledge.
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