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				CHAPTER 1:
			

			
				 
			

			
				"Oh, yeah bitch, you like that, don't you? You like that big cock inside your tight little pussy!"
			

			
				I wish I could say that was the dialogue from my first sexual encounter or something but unfortunately it was just the sound emanating from a porn video I was watching while masturbating. I was a 16-year-old boy at the time so the idea that I might be jacking off to porn will probably not surprise you. What might come as a surprise was the fact that I was wearing a bra and high heels and lying on my back with my legs in the air while sticking a dildo up my ass.
			

			
				Although my position made it somewhat hard to see the screen the sound was almost more important to me because I was pretending that there was a man in the room saying all of those nasty things to me while I got my brains fucked out. I tended to do things like that back then. It gave me a real thrill for some reason.
			

			
				It might have just been a sordid cross-dreaming experience like any other had not my older sister, Fran, suddenly opened the door to my room at the most inconvenient moment.
			

			
				"Hey, mom's been calling you to come down to dinner and...holy shit! What the hell are you doing?" she gasped.
			

			
				My heart almost stopped beating and then started to race a mile a minute. I yanked the dildo out of my butt and tried to shut the video off. There was no way I could erase the image from her mind but I thought that I might at least be able to mitigate the damage somewhat.
			

			
				"Why you little queer," she laughed. "I had no idea. So that's where my black lace bra went to. I thought I got drunk and left it in some guy's car."
			

			
				"You won't tell anyone will you?" I pleaded.
			

			
				"Hmm...let me think about that. I ought to be able to get something good out of this deal," she teased.
			

			
				"It's not what it looks like," I protested.
			

			
				"Well, if you've got a perfectly innocent explanation then you won't mind if I tell anyone."
			

			
				"You wouldn't!"
			

			
				"No, I won't narc on you, but you're going to owe me for this. Someday I may come to you for a favor and I expect you to remember this," she said.
			

			
				It reminded me of something Marlon Brando had said in The Godfather and it made me shiver for a moment. Not that my sister was likely to call upon me to do something criminal but she had me over a barrel and I knew it.
			

			
				As it turned out she was actually pretty cool with me after that. She didn't ask for her bra back and actually donated a few things to my collection. She showed me a few makeup tips and was generally pleasant to me, although she did take the opportunity to make little jabs about my femininity every now and then. Nothing really spiteful, just the usual sibling sniping with a twist. It didn't really bring us closer together or bond us as "sisters" or anything but she knew that I had some kind of secret fantasy going on and she didn't do anything to betray that.
			

			
				In truth, it was an occasional thing at that time. Women's clothes seemed very sexy and the girls in porn always seemed so hot that once-in-a-while I liked to let my imagination roam and pretend that I was one of those girls. But one thing often leads to another and as I got older I started to get into that fantasy even more.
			

			
				At 17 I tried going out in public dressed as a girl and found that it wasn't nearly as hard to pass for female as I had assumed it would be. I suppose I was sort of a "twink" to use a gay slang term generally meaning a young man with little or no body hair and some effeminate features. I needed to pad my bra to fill out a dress but I never went overboard with that. I tended to present myself as kind of petite.
			

			
				My voice was the biggest challenge but I learned to control it to some extent and make it as girlish as I could. I found that the main thing was to try and act as casual as possible. When you're out there wearing a dress for the first time you assume that everyone in the world is staring at you but in reality most people are so preoccupied with their own concerns that they rarely notice anyone else. If I had looked like a drag queen and acted flamboyantly it would have no doubt called attention to myself, which is exactly the opposite of what I was going for. I just wanted to blend in.
			

			
				It was a rush, what can I say? Sometimes anxiety can be kind of sexually arousing, at least I found that to be true. I had been caught by my sister and it wasn't the end of the world. It wasn't even the end of my fantasy. It actually just got me a start on a better wardrobe.
			

			
				When I was out as a girl I definitely went out of my way to go someplace where I would be less likely to run into anyone I knew and that seemed to work well. I didn't go to parties or to social gatherings, I tended to just go to the movies or walk around a store or have something to eat. Sometimes just going through the drive-through at a fast food place and then eating in my car was enough of an adventure for the night.
			

			
				I was still a high school student and didn't have that much free time so I kind of just went for it whenever the mood was really strong. There were plenty of times where I didn't do anything like that at all, either at home or in public, but then something usually triggered the desire to feminize myself again and I'd be back in my girly clothes.
			

			
				My real name is James, James Madison actually, yes, just like the 4th President of the United States for those who didn't sleep through their history classes, but I called my secret self Christie, for no apparent reason. I suppose I could have stayed with the presidential theme and called myself Dolley Madison, after the famous first lady, but that sounded too much like the company that made Twinkies, and as appealingly ironic as that was I liked the sound of Christie better.
			

			
				There was no real burning desire to be Christie any more than I needed to be to get my kicks every now and then. I found it fun to pretend to be female and to walk around with no one knowing the truth. The clothes were a huge attraction. They didn't just look better than men's clothes they felt better, too. I became a pretty astute judge of the dressing habits of the American teenage girl, but I sometimes went for a slightly dressier look because there wasn't much point in just wearing jeans and a t-shirt and skirts and dresses seemed so much more feminine to me, and therefore all the more forbidden.
			

			
				I figured a lot of kids my age did all sorts of things behind their parents backs like drinking or doing drugs or having sex. I didn't do any of those things so I convinced myself that my secret was much more harmless. Then I turned 18 and things got a little weirder.
			

			
				


			
				CHAPTER 2:
			

			
				 
			

			
				I was getting kind of bored with dress up and thinking more and more about sex all the time but it's kind of a big leap to go from eating chicken strips by yourself in the car to sucking somebody's cock. Plus there was the very big issue of having my first sexual experience be technically a homosexual one. I wasn't anxious to slap any labels on myself, and perhaps even more to the point, I wasn't anxious to have any slapped on me. Because of my physical appearance I got plenty of ribbing about being gay but I wasn't prepared to seriously consider that one way or the other. I hadn't had sex with anyone so what I jacked off to hardly defined my preferences, as far as I was concerned. Thinking about something and actually acting upon it are two totally different things.
			

			
				It was actually my sister that brought the situation to a...well I was going to say "head" but that's probably too obvious. Brought it to a "boil" let's say.
			

			
				Fran was several years older than me and a worldly college girl with a boyfriend named Jacob. Jacob had a cousin from the Midwest named Peter who had come out for a short visit. Jacob and Peter had always been buddies, as kids, and visiting each other was a fairly common tradition. Only this time Peter was sort of cramping Jacob's style as he was much more interested in spending time with Fran than hanging out with his young cousin. Fran and Jacob had decided to take Peter to a popular amusement park but not wanting to just ditch him when they got there and go off on their own Jacob insisted that Fran find a date for him.
			

			
				My sister, being an older, worldly college girl, had no desire to pawn her boyfriend's cousin off as a blind date with any of her worldly college friends so I was recruited to play the part.
			

			
				"You owe me, remember?" said Fran when I tried to protest the insanity of the proposition.
			

			
				"I was kind of hoping you had forgotten that," I said sadly.
			

			
				Suddenly I sort of wished that she was asking me to do a mob hit or something like that because the thought of trying to pass myself off as a girl on a date with a guy seemed crazy and hopeless. Fran was having none of it.
			

			
				"Look, the guy lives on a farm. He probably doesn't even know that you're a...whatever it is that you are. I've seen you made up. You look totally convincing. So you go on a couple of rides with the guy, you eat some ice cream, you let him tell you how pretty you are and you never see him again. Maybe you hold hands at some point while you're walking around if you feel up to it. He's not expecting anything sexual to happen, I promise you. I've met him. He's a nice guy and he's kind of cute but he seems pretty shy to me. Besides, you'll be surrounded by people all day. You couldn't do anything too serious even if you wanted to."
			

			
				Her argument was persuasive but I knew that it didn't really matter one way or the other. I owed her and this was the payback.  All things considered I was getting off pretty lightly. So Christie would be going on her first date. It really wasn't that big of a deal. Like my sister said, we'd be surrounded by people all day and at least I was getting a free trip to a theme park out of the deal.
			

			
				Jacob had no idea that his girlfriend had a brother who sometimes liked to dress like a girl, and it wasn't something that Fran exactly wanted to spread around, much to my relief, so I would be introduced as Christie McIntire, a friend of a friend of Fran's or something vague and nebulous like that. So I would pretend to know my sister somewhat and pretend to be female entirely.
			

			
				When I met Peter he was pretty much as described. Kind of cute. Kind of shy. We sat together in the back of Jacob's car while the elders did most of the talking. Fortunately they liked to listen to music so that kind of gave us in the back an excuse to remain silent.
			

			
				Once we arrived at the park Fran and Jacob quickly went their own way and Peter and I were left standing near the entrance having barely spoken a word to each other yet. Having been to this place on numerous occasions I was sort of the logical person to serve as tour guide so I grabbed Peter's hand and started leading him into the park.
			

			
				I actually felt a little safer holding his hand because it sort of legitimized my femininity. He looked like a normal teenage boy, who presumably wouldn't be walking around holding hands with some kind of weirdo, so hopefully that would make me seem more like a normal teenage girl.
			

			
				As we began to explore some of the rides and attractions Peter seemed to warm up quite a bit. We were both having a good time and chatting a lot more. Aside from remembering not to mention that Fran was really my sister I felt pretty free to talk about my life. Where I went to school, what kind of music I liked, what I watched on TV all seemed like safe subjects. I was actually kind of surprised that we had a lot of similar tastes. I don't know what I was expecting, really, but I was really glad that I had come. I didn't have a lot of close friends, and I'd certainly never been on a date before, so even if this wasn't exactly a "normal" date it was kind of special to me. Then the necking started.
			

			
				In the theme park design business there are things called "dark rides," which are indoor attractions, usually with some kind of theme, where customers travel through a building in some kind of car or boat. It's usually fairly dark in there, hence the name dark ride, and they are also often referred to by teenagers as "make out rides," for rather obvious reasons as well. Whatever shyness Peter seemed to display before completely vanished as soon as we were on our first dark ride.
			

			
				His hands got around my waist and his lips were firmly planted on mine and I had the feeling that this was the time to confess that I wasn't what I appeared to be but that just wasn't happening. What was happening was a feeling of excitement inside me as I touched his body and our tongues met. This was all so new and weird and thrilling. My dick was firmly strapped down, which was a good thing because I could feel myself getting hard.
			

			
				When we finished the ride we straightened ourselves up and got right back in line to ride it again. From that point on we kind of forgot about roller coasters and other thrill rides and looked for any slow moving attraction where we could fool around for some length of time. We were making every ride a thrill ride on our own.
			

			
				Then I lost my mind completely and conceived of what must have been the dumbest idea I had ever thought of. I was utterly possessed with the notion that this would probably be the one and only chance I would ever have to experience sex while being Christine. I decided that I really wanted to give Peter a blowjob.
			

			
				But where to do it? In a big park like this were security cameras everywhere. Obviously people made out on rides all the time but getting caught with another man's dick in my mouth was not something I really wanted to experience. Yes, the thrill of getting caught or exposed or discovered had always played somewhat of a role in my vicarious cross-dressing experiences, but this was more like being hauled off to jail dressed as a girl. It didn't sound like a picnic to me.
			

			
				Still, I wanted to feel Peter's hardness so we tracked down his cousin and my sister, made up some excuse about forgetting something in the car, retrieved the keys, got our hands stamped so that we could come back, and headed into the parking lot. Fortunately it was dark by this time so hopefully we wouldn't be caught on security cameras or call the attention of any roaming parking lot guards.
			

			
				We piled into the backseat and I realized how cramped it was going to be in there but there was no turning back now. I was determined to suck Peter's cock so I unzipped his pants and tried to get myself in the most practical position possible.
			

			
				


			
				CHAPTER 3:
			

			
				 
			

			
				It took a little effort to get past his pants and shorts but eventually his erect penis popped out and I stared at it with a feeling of fear and wonder. I had seen so many cocks in videos, and so many blowjobs as well, but I had never felt another man's hard prick in my hand, let alone sucked it. I didn't waste much time on preliminaries and just opened my mouth and went down on him.
			

			
				Now I totally realize that what turns one person on might completely nauseate someone else so I'm only speaking from personal experience here, but tasting his hot tool on my tongue while I felt my little bra pushing my fake boobs out from my top was just about the most arousing thing I had ever experienced. This seemed like sort of the logical progression from where my fantasy had started.
			

			
				At first I wanted to look more like a girl so I put on some female clothing. Then I wanted to feel more like a girl so I went out in public and walked around for a bit. Now I wanted to act more like a girl and having sex with a boy seemed like the most girly act I could think of on the spur of the moment.
			

			
				I found that it wasn't as difficult as I had feared it might be. Most of a man's pleasure zones are located around the tip of his dick anyway so I saw no need for trying to shove him all the way down my throat. That seemed more like showing off the skill for the sake of it rather than being of any great practical value to me. Whatever I was doing Peter was certainly enjoying it and that was the main goal on my mind.
			

			
				It was nothing like the videos in the way Peter acted. He didn't grab my hair or call me a bitch or try to force my head deeper. He didn't say much at all but I could hear his moans of delight and that spurred me on. As many before me have discovered and noted you don't really "blow" as much as suck and lick, but the term blowjob has been around forever and isn't likely to go away anytime soon.
			

			
				I'm pleased to say that I had the presence of mind to grab a bunch of tissues from the holder that was fastened to the sunscreen up front and as Peter prepared to finish I pulled my head away and let him ejaculate into the wad of paper I had in my hand. Even through the tissues I could feel how hot his cum was. I used some more tissues to wipe the stickiness off his dick and after a little quick smooching we got straightened up and headed back into the park.
			

			
				"Where did you learn how to do that?" Peter asked as we searched for Fran and Jacob to return the keys.
			

			
				"Don't you watch porn videos?" I asked with a chuckle.
			

			
				"Sure, all the time, but I didn't know girls did," he replied.
			

			
				"Some do," I said, feeling like the most sophisticated big-city hussy in the world.
			

			
				"I don't think any of the girls back home would do that, especially on the first date."
			

			
				"So I take it you liked it?"
			

			
				"It was awesome! It was like what I always imagined it would be like. Definitely the highlight of my trip."
			

			
				That pleased me very much for some reason. This dude was basically a total stranger and I had been forced into serving as his blind date but we had ended up sharing a totally spontaneous and unexpected moment of intimacy that neither one of us was likely to forget very soon.
			

			
				Sure, I'm not a real girl so that technically made this a gay act, but I sure felt like a girl while I was doing it. I don't know whether that really makes any difference but it did to me, at least at that moment. When I was pretending to be Christine I was trying to put myself in a woman's mindset as much as I could. I wanted to behave and react to the world around me the way I imagined a woman might do. It added so much to the thrill of the experience.
			

			
				I suppose having been born without many of the attributes that society tends to think of as "masculine" I was always more receptive to the idea of exploring the feminine side of my nature. If I were 6' 4" and built like a linebacker I'd probably never look like anything more than a terrible drag queen or someone in a deliberately fake Halloween costume if I tried to pass myself off as female, but I had the natural tools to make such a deception possible.
			

			
				The fact that my first sexual encounter would be with another guy while I was dressed as girl was probably not all that surprising. Sex and crossdressing had always gone hand-in-hand with me, at least on a mental level. I suppose if I had met a lesbian who wanted me to lick her pussy I might have had the same kind of kinky thrill, but as I said before, being with a guy added to my feeling of being a girl.
			

			
				I liked Peter a lot and wondered whether we would have had just as good a time hanging out together if I had come along as James instead of Christie. Well, without all the necking and the cock sucking. We had common interests and we were the same age. We might have just been two teenage boys cruising the amusement park. It sort of made me wonder why my sister had insisted that I come in drag. Was she just having a little fun at my expense or did she actually think that I might enjoy the opportunity to go on a date with a dude? I'm sure she never imagined that it would lead to me blowing anyone.
			

			
				I wondered whether Fran ever blew anyone. It was a pretty creepy thing to think about but under the circumstances I was actually a little curious. Did she suck Jacob's cock? I assumed that they had sex of some kind but I had no way of actually knowing. It almost made me laugh to think that I might have done something even more sexually extreme than my older sister.
			

			
				We had always been cordial siblings and loved each other but we never had the kind of relationship where we'd talk about really intimate subjects. Frank knew I had a kinky hobby but that didn't make me become a fellow female in her eyes. It sort of made me feel like I didn't totally fit into anybody's world except the weird one of my own creation.
			

			
				I didn't know anybody who fooled around with the same sort of stuff I did and it wasn't the kind of thing you could just spring on someone easily. A girl would probably just see me as a hopeless wannabe and a guy would probably see me as an nonredeemable degenerate. The world being as twisted as it is I figured that there were probably guys who got off on cross-dressers, for some reason, but I wasn't certain that I wanted to be a novelty act for someone's fetish.
			

			
				That having been said, sometimes you have to take what you can get and maybe I would actually enjoy being some kind of object of desire, even if it was under sort of tawdry circumstances. Of course I had just blown a man in the back of a car while pretending to be female so that might easily be classified as a pretty tawdry thing in most people's minds.
			

			
				It all just seemed like fun to me at the moment, and the rest of the evening went very pleasantly. We definitely did some more fooling around but we also rode some other rides and just had a good time hanging out together. As we drove back home I felt really good about the day and even a little sad that I'd probably never see Peter again.
			

			
				


			
				CHAPTER 4:
			

			
				 
			

			
				I think my sister was a little astonished when Peter and I kissed goodbye when we parted at the end of the evening. I'm guessing she had no idea that we'd get that friendly. It wasn't even a little peck or something, it was full on, open mouth, tongue-on-tongue, action. I think Jacob was probably a little surprised, too, since we had seemed so quiet in the car, but he was probably also a bit impressed that his little cousin was getting some action with a cute California girl.
			

			
				"So I guess you and Peter got along all right," Fran said when we were alone.
			

			
				"Yeah, he's a pretty cool guy. We had a good time," I replied casually.
			

			
				"How good?" she asked a little suspiciously.
			

			
				"It was fun. He was pleasant company. Jeez, we were surrounded by thousands of people. We couldn't have done anything even if we wanted to," I said. "This was your idea, you know?"
			

			
				"I'm beginning to wonder whether it was such a good idea," said Fran.
			

			
				"It's no big deal. I kissed a guy. So what? Give it a rest."
			

			
				She did, which I was grateful for, because I honestly felt kind of funny talking about that sort of thing with her. If I were a real girl I might have opened up and gushed on about my first kiss and...stuff...but I really just needed to get out of my disguise and go to the bathroom.
			

			
				Peter and I had said we should keep in touch, which is what people always say, but I never expected that it would happen. To my surprise we actually did communicate, mostly via email, and sort of became electronic pen pals, in a way. Not being close to a lot of people I enjoyed getting to know Peter better, even though it always bothered me that I was only telling him partial truths about myself.
			

			
				We both graduated from high school that year and to my surprise Peter invited me to come out and spend some of my summer with his family on their farm. Well, when I say he invited me I of course mean he invited Christie, which meant that I had to think long and hard about the invitation. I wanted to see him again but I was feeling so guilty about having deceived him that I knew that I needed to come clean. After what we had done in the backseat of that car I had no doubt that he was looking for some more action and I didn't want to travel half way across the county just to disappoint him.
			

			
				The surprises just kept coming as my big confession didn't seem to faze him at all. Apparently he had already guessed that I might be a guy or a transsexual or something and he didn't care. He liked me as Christie and was happy to have me come out for a visit, even if I wasn't totally equipped to be the woman of his dreams.
			

			
				That sealed the deal for me at once. Any guy who could be that comfortable around me, knowing my secret, was a guy I wanted to hang out with. I had no special plans for the summer and Peter assured me that I wouldn't be expected to milk any cows or anything so I accepted his gracious invitation and spend forever trying to figure out what to pack.
			

			
				Apparently they had plenty of room for me at the farm and Peter's parents were hip with the idea of meeting the "nice girl" he had met in California, although I would be stationed in my own bedroom. We were both adults but parents are parents and usually have some hang ups about their kids banging under their roof. I figured there would be plenty of opportunities to be alone somewhere and had a feeling my BJ technique was going to get a lot of chance to improve with practice.
			

			
				The whole farm thing was kind of a trip to me, being totally a city dweller, or suburbanite at any rate, but it sounded fun at the same time. I'd also be in a place, thousands of miles from anyone who knew me, aside from Peter, so I could feel pretty safe about being Christine without fear of bumping into anyone I knew.
			

			
				When I got there the place looked pretty much like I had pictured it in my head. There was a lot of modern equipment around but the house was an old, rambling, affair of several stories, and there was even a big red barn. I started having hayloft fantasies the moment I laid eyes on it.
			

			
				I was introduced to the folks, who seemed as pleasant and gracious as could be, and then shown to my room, which was large and quite comfortable.
			

			
				"I'm sorry we couldn't share a room but there's a balcony that runs all the way along the side of the house. All we have to do is open the window and we can go back and forth between our rooms as much as we want," Peter explained as he set down my bags.
			

			
				"So it really doesn't bother you that I'm not really a girl?" I asked once we were sitting on my bed.
			

			
				"Well...it's probably not the way I would have preferred it, but it is what it is," he replied.
			

			
				"And you figured out early on but you still went ahead with it?"
			

			
				"I didn't want to seem like the dumb farm hick. I figured it's California, maybe people do this sort of thing all the time. Besides, you were actually prettier than any girl I've ever gone out with before. Of course I had no idea you were planning to suck my cock."
			

			
				"Believe me, I wasn't planning on that either," I told him. "I'd never done anything remotely like that before with anyone. I guess I just got carried away."
			

			
				"I'm glad you did. I've never had a blowjob before," Peter admitted a little shyly.
			

			
				"Well I hope you liked it because I'm guessing you're going to get a few more before this trip is done," I joked.
			

			
				Then we kissed for a while before Peter took me on the grand tour of the place. It was a pretty impressive operation and apparently had been in his family for generations. The barn was full of cows, which sort of spoiled a little of the romantic glamour of the place, but it did have the requisite hayloft where I imagined we would probably slip off to at least on occasion.
			

			
				Peter's mother was a fabulous cook and dinner was outstanding. Then we just kind of hung out in the living room watching some TV for a while and took a little stroll in the cool of the evening before retiring to our rooms. There was no sign of Peter on the balcony for quite some time so I wondered whether I was supposed to make the first move but eventually I heard the tapping at my window and let him in.
			

			
				"I just wanted to make sure that my folks had gone to bed," Peter explained as he joined me on my bed once more.
			

			
				God, how I wanted a pussy in that moment. Here I was, sitting in bed with a really cool guy that I really liked, in just the kind of situation where I would happily give up my virginity and all I could really offer was a blowjob. At least I didn't have to worry that he would accidentally feel my dick or something, and as consolation prizes go, getting head is hardly a bummer, but I still really wished that I could give him everything that a real woman could.
			

			
				At least I could give him a BJ so I pulled off his pants and began to stroke his cock. We were both lying on the bed so there was a lot more room to work than there had been in the back of the car and I kind of liked the feeling of my ass sticking up in the air as I bent over him and began to lick his shaft.
			

			
				I'm sure Peter wanted to touch me but there wasn't much of me that I was prepared to let him touch, even though I wasn't hiding anything from him anymore, so he just lay on his back most of the time with his arms behind his head and looked like the happiest man who ever lived. It looked kind of funny but I was pretty damn happy, too, and also happy to see him so happy.
			

			
				I had decided that I was going to go all the way this time and not make him jack off in my hand. I had no idea what it would be like to have a guy cum in my mouth but I was prepared for just about anything from rushing to the bathroom to throw up to slurping it down and asking for seconds.
			

			
				I knew it would be hot and I knew it would be kind of sticky but I really had no idea what it would taste like or how easy it would be to swallow. I didn't have long to wait that night as Peter was soon ejaculating in my mouth and I found it surprisingly easy to get it all down and not a terribly unpleasant taste sensation, although the aftertaste did linger for quite a while.
			

			
				We snuggled up for a bit, like lovers I suppose, and eventually Peter climbed back out of the window and returned to his room. I honestly still didn't know whether it was men I liked or just this one in particular. It was a completely random act of fate that had brought us together but I was quite fond of the guy. I didn't want to dwell on that too much because it's one thing to have a cross-dressing chick suck your cock for a couple of weeks on summer vacation and quite another to talk about love and romance and relationships.
			

			
				I went to sleep with Peter's taste still in my mouth and felt quite comfortable and relaxed. I didn't strap my dick down, for comfort and convenience, but I did wear a nightgown, which was very soft and silky. I gave some thought to masturbating but decided not to. When I watched porn I usually jacked off, even if I was dressed in female clothing, but tonight I really wasn't in the mood to touch my penis, even though I was still really horny. It just made me feel all the more female for not doing it, and at that moment that was all I really wanted.
			

			
				


			
				CHAPTER 5:
			

			
				 
			

			
				The next couple of days were largely a replay of the first one, although Peter insisted that he wanted to touch my "tits" even though I reminded him that I didn't have any. He wanted to touch my nipples at any rate, which I did have, so I let him put his hands under my shirt and under my padded bra as well. I wish I could say that I was highly stimulated by the act but it was pleasant enough and psychologically I tried to think of my breasts as boobs.
			

			
				On the weekend he invited me to their local amusement park, which was a far cry from the elaborate, corporate, theme parks I was used to, but that only gave it more charm, as far as I was concerned. It was old fashioned, and a little run down around the edges, but it had a nostalgic feel to it. There was even a Tunnel of Love ride, which we naturally made a beeline for.
			

			
				As we were necking away, like everyone else on the ride, Peter told me about how his first kiss had come on this attraction. Apparently it was kind of a rite of passage for young people in that area to go on this ride with their first sweetheart and get it on. There was also a crazy old legend attached to the place that Peter told me about when we were not locking lips.
			

			
				"They say that if you wish for something really hard while you kiss your true love than your wish will come true," Peter explained.
			

			
				"Well, we'll have to try that out I guess," I replied with a grin.
			

			
				"You have to concentrate really hard on your wish and keep thinking about it while we're kissing," he instructed,
			

			
				So we both put on our thinking caps and when we were both sure that we had our wishes in order my tongue dove into his mouth and my arms wrapped tightly around him. Suddenly I felt a jolt and thought that the ride was breaking down, but then I realized the jolt was happening inside my body, and not outside.
			

			
				"My God," I suddenly whispered in a voice I didn't know.
			

			
				"What's the matter?" Peter asked, sensing my alarm.
			

			
				"It's not possible. It's just not possible," I stammered in my new, slightly higher tone.
			

			
				I started to touch myself all over and probably looked like someone who heard a gun go off and was checking for a wound. Even a cursory inspection showed that the impossible had happened. Somehow, I had turned into a girl!
			

			
				"You look kind of different," Peter said as he peered at me in the dim light.
			

			
				"I am different. I know this is going to sound crazy but I think I turned female!"
			

			
				I suddenly realized that my new breasts were pushing my bra to the breaking point so I reached under my top and yanked out the pads. To my amazement there was more upstairs than there had been before. My bra was still feeling a bit stretched, even with the pads removed.
			

			
				By this point the ride had concluded and we were out in the broad daylight where Peter could see me a little more clearly. He just stood there with a grin a mile wide.
			

			
				"Well I'll be damned," he said. "I guess that old legend was true."
			

			
				"Why? What did you wish for?" I asked in a slight panic.
			

			
				"I wished that you were a real girl," he answered.
			

			
				"Oh, shit! So did I!"
			

			
				


			
				CHAPTER 6:
			

			
				 
			

			
				Do not ask me about the logic of the thing or the plausibility of it or even what it felt like to suddenly switch gender on a carnival ride. I have no idea how it happened and no clear recollection of what it felt like other than the jolt I already mentioned. It just happened. I went in a cross-dressing sissy with serious identity issues and came out...a woman.
			

			
				Yes, that was what I had wished for, because at that moment I wanted a pussy and tits for Peter to enjoy, and presumably he was thinking the same thing, but I had honestly no expectation of it actually happening so the whole thing was a huge shock.
			

			
				"I can't be like this," I wailed.
			

			
				"But it's what you wished for, isn't it?" Peter astutely pointed out.
			

			
				"Yes, but I can't stay this way. Nobody in the world knows that I have these kinds of fantasies, except you and my sister to some extent. I'm a guy named James Madison, not a girl named Christie McIntyre."
			

			
				"You mean like President Madison?"
			

			
				"You know your history, at least."
			

			
				"So my cousin's girlfriend is actually your sister?" he asked.
			

			
				"Yes, yes, yes...I'm a big liar!" I cried. "My sister knew that I dressed this way sometimes and talked me into going as Christie on that date with you."
			

			
				"Well I'm sure glad she did," said Peter warmly.
			

			
				"I'm just a big lying queer and I deserve everything bad that happens to me," I whimpered.
			

			
				"So you're really all female now under those clothes?"
			

			
				"It appears so," I said sadly.
			

			
				"Then that hardly makes you a queer, does it? This is obviously what you really wanted and wished for and no you have it. That should make you a little happy, I would hope."
			

			
				"Is there some kind of limit on the wishes?" I asked hopefully.
			

			
				"Not that I've ever heard of," Peter said while scratching his chin in thought.
			

			
				"Maybe we can go back on the ride and both wish for me to be turned back the way I was," I suggested.
			

			
				"Yes, that's an idea. That would probably do the trick...but are you sure you want to do it right away?"
			

			
				"What do you mean?"
			

			
				"Well...you're staying here as a girl anyway and this won't do anything to change that so maybe it might be fun to keep that body for a little while and try it out. We can always come back here whenever you're ready to come home and things will be right as rain."
			

			
				I wanted to be angry with Peter. I even thought about slapping his face, for some silly reason, but I suddenly realized that he was making total sense, if anything made sense in this upside down world I was now living in. I had a pussy! I had real tits! And I had a man who was ready to enjoy that fact to the fullest. If I just jumped back on that ride right now and gave all of that up I'd probably be frustrated as hell the next time he climbed through my window. Now I actually had a cherry to pop. What was the rush about going back to my old self? This was a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity. Why piss it away?
			

			
				I suddenly felt a whole lot better and kissed Peter enthusiastically. We walked around for a little while and Peter bought me some cotton candy, that made me feel even better, and pretty soon I was dying to get this stupid harness thing off my body in slip into some nice panties for a change.
			

			
				"So what do you want to ride now?" asked Peter in all innocence.
			

			
				"I want to ride your big cock, stud, what do you think I want to ride?"
			

			
				


			
				CHAPTER 7:
			

			
				 
			

			
				I didn't really have any nice panties along on this trip, since I wore a dumb contraption that just strapped me down, but I figured there must be somewhere in town to buy some, and possibly a larger bra as well, although at the moment I wasn't thinking about my underwear too much.
			

			
				It was already getting late, by farm standards, when we got back so I went straight to my room and tore my clothes off. Standing in front of the full-length mirror that stood in one corner, I was flabbergasted to see myself in the nude as a female for the first time. I was far from buxom but I had actual curves and nice firm breasts! I turned around and looked over my shoulder at my round butt. My body was just what I pictured in my head whenever I thought about what it would be like to be a real woman.
			

			
				Suddenly there was a tapping at my window and I went to open it, still stark naked. As Peter climbed into my room his eyes seemed to bug out of his head as he stared at me.
			

			
				"I guess you were as anxious as I am," he grinned as he began to peel off his own clothing.
			

			
				I came over and helped him and soon we were both standing naked, just kind of checking each other out, I guess.
			

			
				"Wow, you look really beautiful. Not that you didn't look beautiful before, but now you look even better," he said admiringly.
			

			
				"And now I've actually got tits," I said proudly as I looked down at my new bosom.
			

			
				Peter must have taken that as an invitation, or at least a cue, as he immediately cupped my breasts in his hands and began to fondle them. I put my arms around him and started squeezing his butt cheeks as he fiddled with my nipples. This time I definitely felt a sensation that I'm sure wasn't only in my head.
			

			
				Kissing had always been wonderful but this time it was even more so as we were able to press our bare flesh against each other. We let our hands roam about randomly and it felt strange to have this much freedom. I had always limited how much skin I showed or allowed to be touched but now I savored the joy of being touched all over.
			

			
				We just stood, kissing and touching each other, for the longest time before I took Peter's hand and led him to my bed. Then we both climbed on top of the covers and I lay on my back. Peter spread my legs apart and began to finger my new pussy. I was terribly anxious for him to penetrate me but I was also loving every minute of the attention that my body was getting. Since I'd stopped masturbating I had kind of forgotten how good it felt to not only be aroused but to be physically stimulated, too.
			

			
				Soon Peter took his position and I waited with bated breath as I felt the tip of his dick probing for my opening. I suppose I sort of assumed you just pointed the thing in the general direction and it slide ride in but I guess it's actually kind of tight and a bit slippery down there. I also had the feeling that Peter hadn't done a whole lot of this so I waited patiently. It just built the suspense all the more.
			

			
				And then the wait was over and with a bit of a push, and a rush, I felt Peter's warm prick plunging inside me at last. What a feeling! Having fantasized about this for years it would have been very easy to have been disappointed by the real thing but it more than exceeded my expectations. I got kind of emotional as I realized that my dream was coming true but soon that feeling turned into something else, entirely. I was feeling totally alive and connected to my whole body. It made me think of a car battery with jumper cables, and how all that energy is transferred from one car to the other. Peter was revving his engine and bringing me to life.
			

			
				It was obvious that working on a farm was good exercise because Peter was a well-built fellow. Seeing him propped up on his arms, as he supported himself over me, and watching his muscles strain was a surprisingly big turn on. His size and strength seemed to underscore my femininity, which I adored. I didn't feel like the weak sissy who couldn't physically compete with other men. I didn't have to compete with Peter or envy his body, I could just lie back and enjoy the fact that he was inside me.
			

			
				He didn't last too long, but it was more than enough for me to be utterly satisfied. As he spent his load inside me I was happier than I could ever remember being in my entire life. I had lost my virginity to a terrific guy and I knew that I would never forget this moment.
			

			
				The cuddling that followed was actually different than our usual necking somehow, or maybe it just felt different now that I was a freshly fucked young woman. There was just something sweeter, deeper, and more intimate about it I suppose. We talked in a soft and relaxed tone and our words were filled with affection for one another.
			

			
				"Oh, Peter, you were so right to suggest that I stay this way for a while," I purred. "Think of what we would have missed."
			

			
				"Well, I just figured we were both pretty anxious for this to happen since we both wished for the same thing," he replied.
			

			
				"You're so big and strong," I said as I left my hand press against his hard chest. "I guess I always knew that but I hadn't really thought of it before."
			

			
				"And you're so soft and lovely. I guess we make a pretty good team," he grinned.
			

			
				"I loved feeling you inside me," I whispered.
			

			
				"I loved being there, but of course, I love everything about you."
			

			
				Suddenly something popped into my head like a thunderbolt. Part of the old myth said that you had to be kissing your "true love" for the wish to be granted. I had almost forgotten all about that. Was Peter really my true love? I didn't even know exactly what that meant, having no other lovers to compare to. I looked deeply into his eyes and felt a magic tingle of excitement. I saw so much there. So much longing and happiness and desire. I saw love.
			

			
				"I love you Peter," I finally announced while still fixing my gaze on his.
			

			
				"And I love you Christie. I always will," he replied.
			

			
				Those words were thrilling, but frightening. I was only 18 and had only been a girl for a matter of hours. I wasn't supposed to be thinking about everlasting love, was I? Even worse, I would only be a girl for a matter of days, or weeks at the most. How would our love survive the fact that I was going to turn into a boy and move thousands of miles away?
			

			
				Maybe true love didn't mean eternal love it just meant genuine love. The phrase made me think that there was a one-and-only partner preordained to be my mate and that somehow fate had brought us together in the most unlikely way. Of course it might not mean that at all. People go through so many different phases and stages of life that maybe there are all kinds of true loves in our future. At the moment Peter was the one. The power of our love had literally worked a miracle. Ironically it would need to restore me to my old self as well, eventually.
			

			
				We fell asleep in each other's arms and I cried a little somewhere along the line. I didn't know what else to do, I guess. I was so choked up with mixed emotions. I was in love with a man that I knew I couldn't keep but I was still in love all the same. I had the body I had always dreamed of and had finally found out what it felt like to make love as a woman, but I would have to spend the rest of my life living off of those memories. 
			

			
				Then I figured that a lot of people probably went through what I was going through, well...without the gender changing part. People must fall in love with inconvenient lovers all the time. Someone who's married. Someone they met on vacation, who lives on the other side of the world. Someone whose families don't approve for some reason. And falling in love was obviously no guarantee of living happily ever after, at least not based on the divorce statistics. I'm sure many people have fallen in love with someone they ultimately realized was someone they didn't really like or get along with all that well.
			

			
				I felt very mature for having these thoughts but all I really wanted was to be a teenage girl in the throes of her first crush, so I let my thoughts linger there and soon I was blissfully drifting off to sleep.
			

			
				


			
				CHAPTER 8:
			

			
				 
			

			
				"I think this country living agrees with you, darling," said Peter's mom as she was serving breakfast the next morning. "You look even prettier than before."
			

			
				"Thank you, I think it does," I replied.
			

			
				"You even sound a little different," she noted. "It's the clean air. It's good for your lungs. You've got all that pollution out there in California. Too many cars."
			

			
				I thought about pointing out that I didn't exactly live in the center of urban blight or something but I was just happy that she had so easily accepted my subtle changes. I suppose a lot of people who come from smaller towns in a rural environment sort of picture any larger metropolis as a continuous row of belching smokestacks and endless traffic jams. I think if you were blindfolded and dropped down on the street where I live you might think it was located almost anywhere. Still, I was the "big city" girl in her eyes and I was quite happy to be so. Right now I was just deliriously happy that I was a real girl at all, no matter what zip code I lived in.
			

			
				It was funny how I looked at Peter a little differently now that we had fucked. Or maybe I was just looking at him differently because I was looking through female eyes, but whatever the case I sure liked what I saw. He seemed more mature, more confident somehow, at least in my eyes. I liked helping him with his chores, which were actually fairly minimal as much of the farm was automated. I actually did try milking a cow, just for fun, but I think I preferred milking Peter a lot more.
			

			
				When Peter said he lived on a farm I guess I sort of pictured something kind of humble and small but this was obviously a thriving business enterprise. I noted that his father usually drove around in a pickup truck, but it wasn't some battered old thing from The Grapes of Wrath, it was a pretty nice ride, and there was a very fancy luxury car in the garage that they used for going out on the town. I got the definite impression that Peter's family was pretty well off, even if they didn't indulge in a lot of conspicuous consumption. Where I came from if you had it you tended to flaunt it more.
			

			
				Peter tried to explain the intricacies of the farm business, and I was genuinely interested, but I was just so horny that I couldn't keep my mind on much of anything but sex. Even when he gave me a ride on a tractor I found myself trying to give him a hand job.
			

			
				"I've never seen a girl who was so cock crazy," Peter joked.
			

			
				"I guess that makes me a slut," I said.
			

			
				"No...that makes you wonderful! Especially since it's my cock that you seem to be so crazy about."
			

			
				"Well, it is an awfully nice cock," I said slyly.
			

			
				"I'll take your word for that. I've never given it a whole lot of thought and don't have a whole lot to compare it to."
			

			
				"Come on, you never had any kind of cock size contest or snuck a peak at the guys in the locker room?" I pressed.
			

			
				"Yeah, I suppose I have done something like that," he confessed. "Fortunately I always won."
			

			
				"I did that, too, but I always lost," I giggled. "Now I guess I'd have to enter a tit judging contest. I think I'd lose there, too."
			

			
				"Maybe in size, baby, but not in style. Your titties are just perfect to me."
			

			
				"You're just saying that because I've got your dick in my hand," I teased.
			

			
				"Not that I'm complaining, mind you, but I was just wondering why you wanted to be a girl so bad?"
			

			
				"Well, I was watching a porn video one day and I realized that I was thinking more about being the girl rather than being with the girl, I guess. Haven't you ever had any fantasies about being a sexy girl?"
			

			
				"Honestly...no. But I'm sure glad you did. Besides, I think I'd look pretty silly in a dress."
			

			
				"That's cool, you can wear the pants in the family...at least until I pull them off you," I said as I tried to get his cock out of his pants.
			

			
				"What are you doing? We're right out in the middle of a field," Peter protested.
			

			
				"Well, drive over there to that little clump of trees. No one will see us out there," I suggested.
			

			
				Peter aimed the tractor at the spot I had pointed out and soon we were parked behind the shelter of a small cluster of trees. We weren't really totally concealed but it was far enough away from anyone else that I felt pretty confident about being able to suck him off without being seen.
			

			
				If giving head in the backseat of a car was tricky, doing it on a tractor was pretty insane. I tried to get into good cock sucking position but I felt like I was going to slip off so I finally just hiked up my skirt and sat on his lap. I had some panties now so they had to be pushed out of the way, and it was a bit crowded on the seat, but I was able to get his rigid member inside me and began to hop up and down on it merrily.
			

			
				"Oh, baby you are just so dirty," Peter moaned with delight.
			

			
				"Yeah, I am, I admit it. I'm a dirty bitch who likes to get fucked by her man," I replied.
			

			
				"Oh, Jesus, you're driving me wild."
			

			
				"Good. I want to drive you wild. I want to be the best fuck you've ever had."
			

			
				"You already won that award a long time ago, baby. It's not even close."
			

			
				"Maybe I should enter a pussy judging content then," I chuckled. "Might be something I could actually compete in."
			

			
				"You got the blue ribbon all sewn up, honey. Oh. fuck that feels so damn good!"
			

			
				I was really rubbing hard on him and my clit was getting a lot of stimulation. I found that I really liked that feeling a whole lot and tried to move my pelvis to get as much of that action as I could. Suddenly I felt a jolt in my body again and had a panic-stricken moment of thinking that I was turning back into a man but soon I realized that I was experiencing my first female orgasm.
			

			
				"Mother of pearl!" I cried. "Fuck me baby! Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!"
			

			
				"I'm doing my best, little darlin', but you're kind of in the driver's seat."
			

			
				"Fuck, baby, fuck. You're making me cum!"
			

			
				"Mind if I join you?"
			

			
				A few moments later Peter was erupting inside me while I was still shaking and twitching with joy. I grabbed his head and kissed him like my life depended on it.
			

			
				"I had an orgasm," I said with a silly grin.
			

			
				"So did I, but you probably figured that out pretty easy. You give me an orgasm pretty easily."
			

			
				"Jeez, I'm so wet," I said with amazement as I climbed out of his lap and straightened up my panties.
			

			
				"I bet you taste pretty sweet," said Peter with a wink.
			

			
				I put two fingers in my pussy and got them nice and moist. Then I offered them to Peter who put them in his mouth and licked them clean.
			

			
				"Mmmm...I'm going to have to get a better taste of that later, sweetie," he said.
			

			
				"Just don't eat too much at dinner, honey. Save some room for desert!"
			

			
				


			
				CHAPTER 9:
			

			
				 
			

			
				It didn't look like Peter took my advice, the way he was devouring his dinner, but I was putting it away pretty good, myself, in what was probably not a very ladylike fashion. I guess all that farming had caused me to work up a pretty good appetite.
			

			
				Apparently it didn't cause Peter to lose his appetite for pussy in the least and that night I was treated to a righteous tongue bath between my legs. I don't think Peter had done a lot of this before, but he lapped at my gash with great enthusiasm and I just lay back and let him have at it. I guess after all the oral sex I had given him he felt like trying to return the favor, and it was greatly appreciated.
			

			
				I had absolutely no sexual experience, aside from masturbation, when I went to that theme park with Peter, and I don't think he had a whole lot of experience himself before I came along and turned his life into a porno fantasy, but we were both really learning a lot about each other's bodies and how best to bring each other pleasure. Certainly I was learning a lot about my own body each time the female me came into contact with my man, but it really seemed like the more we did it together the better we got at it.
			

			
				When I was in Peter's embrace I wanted it to go on forever, but there was always a voice inside my head telling me to just enjoy it while it lasted. It kept me from being as completely caught up in the romance as I might have been. It was just a summer fling, I kept saying to myself. A beautiful memory, but nothing more.
			

			
				We made a lot more beautiful memories before it was time for me to go home at last and I knew that this time I really would try to keep in touch with Peter. I wouldn't be able to help myself, but I also wondered whether that was a good idea. It wasn't really fair to keep Peter pumped up on a relationship that could never be. He was a good man, and he deserved to meet real women.
			

			
				As for me I assumed that my life would be pretty chaotic and confusing. Having discovered the joys of real womanhood it was hard to imagine that just putting on a pair of heels would have quite the same degree of excitement it once had. I was probably due for a bout of depression but I figured that I'd get through it somehow.
			

			
				We were going to repeat everything that had changed me into a woman but simultaneously wish for me to go back the way I was. It seemed like the only thing to do. I had a tear in my eye when the time came for that fateful kiss but I just let it run down my cheek as our lips met. Then I waited for the jolt, but it didn't come. I touched myself, but I was still quite female.
			

			
				"It didn't work! We've got to try it again," I whispered in a shaky voice. "Concentrate really hard!"
			

			
				We did try it again and again there was no change. As soon as the ride was over we got right back on it and tried some more. Still nothing. I was really getting myself worked up into a state of panic but no matter how many times we kissed and wished I stubbornly remained in my female form.
			

			
				"I am so fucked...and not in a good way," I said, not even trying to be amusing.
			

			
				"I don't know what to say," Peter stammered. "It worked the first time, it seems like it should work again. Maybe you're just meant to be a girl."
			

			
				"But I can't be, no matter how much I might like the thought. As far as the world is concerned I'm a guy named James Madison. That's what my family thinks. That's what my birth certificate says. How could I possibly explain this to anyone. They'd think I was insane."
			

			
				"I know the story would sound crazy but the facts would sort of speak for themselves," Peter pointed out. "What's the logical explanation for how you somehow turned into a girl? I don't know anything about how people go about changing their sex these days but I assume there's some kind of operation involved, or something. You obviously haven't had that done, so what else could cause it?"
			

			
				"Nothing. Nothing could make this happen. I went on an amusement park ride as a man and came out a woman. It's fucking insane but it's true!" I moaned.
			

			
				"Then that's what you have to tell everybody. No one can blame you for a freak accident. Maybe you can see a doctor who might have some idea of how to fix this, or maybe it'll just wear off eventually. I know it's going to be terribly embarrassing for you but I'm not sure what the alternative is. I'd love to have you stay here as long as you like. Maybe if we come back and try it again it will work next time."
			

			
				I thought about staying but I had already made my plans to go home and I didn't have a lot of faith in that ride ever doing the trick for me again. I probably used up all the magic I was entitled to, I figured. Peter was right, I just had to go home and tell the truth. Well, maybe not the whole truth. I didn't need to tell anybody about the whole wishing business. It was bad enough that they were going to see me like this, there was no need to add in the fact that I had actually tried to make it happen. I needed all the sympathy I could get.
			

			
				When I finally got home I just took a deep breath and walked in the front door.
			

			
				"Hey everybody! You won't believe what happened to me on my vacation!"
			

			
				


			
				CHAPTER 10:
			

			
				 
			

			
				Of course nobody believed me. First I had to convince everyone that I was really me. It's a weird thing to have to produce your driver's license to prove to your parents that you're actually their child. Then I had to convince them that I was actually a woman and not just dressed up in drag. That incredibly embarrassing task fell to my mother and my sister, and I was given a careful examination, which I naturally passed, much to their astonishment. Finally I had to tell the tragic tale of how fate had reached out and cursed me with this strange affliction while seated on an amusement park ride in the heartland of America.
			

			
				I didn't volunteer that it was the Tunnel of Love and fortunately no one asked. I also didn't mention that I was already dressed as a girl when the change happened so it wasn't terribly noticeable to anyone else, except Peter. If they had inquired about that I was prepared to say that I was wearing some baggy clothes which didn't reveal my figure, but that lie went on the back burner for future use, if necessary. And obviously I said nothing about making a wish. I figured that a supernatural act or the hand of God was enough to cope with without throwing in any sort of gender dysphoria into the mix.
			

			
				Eventually I think it began to sink in that what I said was basically true. With the absence of any other plausible explanation even a rational thinker must sometimes come to grips with the impossible. There was a lot of consternation in the house and a lot of people talking at once but I was honestly really bushed and excused myself to go upstairs. My sister waylaid me along the path and hauled me into her room.
			

			
				"Just what the hell did you do?" she demanded.
			

			
				"I've repeated my story already I don't know how many times," I pointed out.
			

			
				"It just sounds a little too convenient...under the circumstances," Fran said suspiciously.
			

			
				"Under what circumstances?" I shot back, feeling a little cranky at this point. "If we're going to start pointing fingers and assigning blame I might remind you that if you hadn't made me go on that date in drag I never would have gotten invited to go visit that dude in the first place, and I would probably never have been within 1,000 miles of the damn amusement park, and none of this would have happened!"
			

			
				"I'm sorry, I don't know what I'm saying. It was just such a shock seeing you like that after having seen you sort of like that before. And the way you kissed Jacob's cousin kind of had me thinking that maybe this was your big dream all along," said Fran in a compassionate voice. "Is this your dream?"
			

			
				"Well, certainly not this way exactly. I obviously have been curious about being female for quite a while, and found it rather pleasant to pretend sometimes, but this is serious shit I'm dealing with here! It's one thing to pretend and dress up sometimes, it's quite another to suddenly find you've been changed for real. I can't even begin to guess how messed up this situation is going to be. I don't want to be the center of some freak show. I have no interest in being the bearded lady, although I'm guessing now that I couldn't grow a beard even if I wanted to," I said with a shrug.
			

			
				"We'll figure something out. There has to be a medical explanation. Maybe it's like being an epileptic who goes into a seizure when they see blinking lights. Maybe there was something on that ride that sent your body into shock and this is how you came out of it," Fran suggested.
			

			
				"I'm sure dad's planning the lawsuit right now," I joked.
			

			
				"Hey...come here," said Fran as I walked over and she hugged me. "You know I love you, whether you're my brother or my sister or...something in between. We'll get through this somehow."
			

			
				My sister and I didn't do a lot of hugging but at the moment it felt pretty damn nice to me. Hopefully it would all work out, sooner rather than later, though I had my doubts. It seemed highly unlikely to me that there was a physical explanation, considering the fact that we had deliberately induced the change by invoking an old legend and it had worked right on cue. It seemed like we were dealing with powers beyond the scope of science, but I tried to remain hopeful.
			

			
				I was taken to see a doctor...a gynecologist, actually, and that was a mind bender of an experience, in and of itself. I got hoisted up on this weird saddle contraption, that looked like it might be more at home back on the farm, and examined more thoroughly than I would have ever guessed it was possible to be examined. If I thought it was embarrassing to be checked out by my mom and sister this took it to a whole different level.
			

			
				Afterwards I was pronounced a 100% healthy, normal, girl. As for my funky back story the doctor just said that she found it extremely hard to believe but that it wasn't her area of expertise and suggested to my mother that I should see a good psychologist. I don't know if she thought that both of us were crazy but that was the definite impression we left with. At least I was healthy!
			

			
				My mother agreed that I should have my head examined, but not in the way the gynecologist meant it. When I went to see my regular family physician there was again a period of having to convince the good doctor that I was actually the same James Madison he had been treating pretty much all of my life. I had a small scar on my foot from where I had stepped on some broken glass in my bare feet a few years ago and when that scar lined up perfectly it was pretty hard to deny that it was me. Plus, the woman who gave me birth was standing right there telling the guy that I was her son, so what else could I be?
			

			
				The doctor was sympathetic but offered little in the way of hope of a cure. I would need to be seen by a specialist, but what kind? Obviously there was no one in the world who specialized in a subject that didn't exist. There were definitely skilled surgeons who could refashion someone's body into something that essentially resembled and functioned much like the opposite gender but that was all the work of medical science. But that was a gradual process that often took months or even years to complete with all the hormone injections and operations. I had just changed in an instant. So quickly, in fact, that I didn't even notice the change until it was done.
			

			
				My father was the most anxious to take aggressive action. He wanted to sue the amusement park and have the ride shut down as a public health hazard. He tended to be pretty proactive about most things. That was just his way. I appreciated the fact that he seemed to care so passionately about my plight, but I wasn't anxious to have my story spread around. News of a transgender amusement park ride would probably get a lot of national attention, which I definitely wanted to avoid.
			

			
				"So you really just got on this ride and came out a woman on the other side?" my dad asked for like the 489th time.
			

			
				"Yes, that's exactly what I happened," I replied as always.
			

			
				"I'd like to see Disney top that," my sister quipped.
			

			
				I thought it was amusing but my father was still out for blood. Someone had to pay for this somehow. That was just the way the world worked. Fortunately my mother was able to convince him that undo publicity was probably not the best thing for my psychological state at the moment and that we should try to continue looking for answers...discretely.
			

			
				Peter graciously offered to confirm my story over the phone, and I think that might have helped a little. I sort of had the feeling that everyone kind of blamed me for this, although I hadn't done or said anything at all to suggest that I might have had some hand in the process. And for fuck's sake, could I really be blamed for making a stupid wish on a dumb carnival ride? That would be like blaming somebody who wished for something while blowing out the candles on their birthday cake. That kind of shit doesn't really work...until it does, Then you're up shit creek without a paddle.
			

			
				


			
				CHAPTER 11:
			

			
				 
			

			
				Some of you may be wondering what was really going on in my head all this time I was being poked, and probed, and interrogated. I had shown a definite interest in being feminized and had actually made the wish to become a real woman. You might assume that I was secretly delighted in this turn of events, but you would be wrong, my friends.
			

			
				When I was thousands of miles from home, pretending to be a girl anyway, having no responsibilities and nothing on my mind but sex, being an actual genetic female worked out rather nicely. Being in love with Peter made it ironically easy to push my sexual preference issues to the side. I still didn't know whether it was men I really liked or just that one man in particular. Had I met Peter as a man we might have become friends but we most certainly would have never kissed, let alone done...the other stuff. A perfect storm of events had to stack up for me to be where I was at that moment and I was probably frightened more than anything else.
			

			
				I didn't know anything about what being a woman meant. I liked to see pretty girls getting boned and fantasizing that I was in their place. I liked wearing comfortable and attractive clothing but that was hardly a life changing motivator. I hadn't been raised female. I hadn't experienced life through female eyes, except for my brief time down on the farm. And that was sort of a surreal experience anyway. I didn't interact with a whole lot of people outside of Peter and his family. I really had no idea what to expect in the big bad world out there.
			

			
				Aside from my various doctor visits I really didn't leave the house much for the first week or so that I was home. I just hung out in my room and watched TV or surfed the Web. My sister popped in occasionally to see how I was doing and to encourage me to go out, but I was still reluctant and apprehensive.
			

			
				"So how do you like being a girl?" I asked my sister on one of her visits.
			

			
				"Shouldn't I be the one asking that?" Fran joked.
			

			
				"I mean, you've been doing this female thing a whole lot longer than I have. Is it pretty cool or does it totally suck or what?"
			

			
				"I guess it depends on the situation," she replied. "Getting your period kind of sucks, and shaving your legs definitely sucks, and it really sucks when some jerk guy just assumes that you're totally brainless and talks down to you like you were a child."
			

			
				"And the cool part?"
			

			
				"There are lots of cool parts, I suppose. You can get away with more shit. And guys are always looking for ways to impress you. Makeup can seem like a hassle to deal with sometimes, especially when you're in a hurry, but it can do wonders. It's hard for me to make a list on the spur of the moment. That's why you should get out and mingle a bit. I don't know what it's like being a guy, but you do, so you've got something to use for comparison. Maybe you'll find that things I think suck seem cool to you, or the other way around, based on what you've known in the past. It looks like you might be stuck this way for a while so it's probably better to get used to it as much as you can," Fran suggested.
			

			
				 I knew she was right and had been leaning in that direction already. I don't know what I expected her to tell me that would come as the "great secret" that all women knew, or something. I needed to do something because I was getting kind of stir crazy. Maybe this was really the greatest thing that could have possibly happened to me, but I'd never know for sure just sitting in my room all day.
			

			
				The question was what the hell was I going to do? I wasn't in school anymore so I didn't have that activity built in. I didn't have a lot of friends who I routinely hung around with, and since I had gone to Peter's farm at the start of the summer I hadn't been in contact with anyone else. It wasn't like I was routinely bombarded with invitations to parties and I wasn't legally old enough to drink, and had a male driver's license even if I was, so cruising the bar scene wasn't exactly an option.
			

			
				"I know what will get you out of your shell," said Fran one day. "Let's go shopping. If there's a real woman in there it will absolutely cheer you up, even if you don't buy a lot. But if you do buy something then you'll want to wear it somewhere and that will inspire you to get off your butt and live a little. We can do some girl stuff, like have our nails done or get a facial."
			

			
				It took me a moment to realize that she was talking about a beauty treatment and not suggesting that we find a couple of dudes to blow their wads on our faces, and it was a pretty trippy idea to hang out with my big sister in that way, but I had nothing better to do and it kind of sounded like it might be fun, so I went shopping with Fran.
			

			
				Okay, okay, I know it's kind of a cliché to suggest that all women like to shop...but they really do! I had milled around a couple of stores in drag and I had bought some panties back in the Midwest but I was no shopaholic by any means. Fortunately my sister knew a lot of cool places and gave me all kinds of fashion tips and before long I was really getting into it. It was a whole new side of my relationship with Fran and I appreciated it, now more than ever.
			

			
				I still hadn't quite gotten over the idea that I was a man in disguise so there was a bit of nervousness whenever I left the house, but I figured that would pass eventually. I wasn't alone this time so the presence of another female would hopefully validate me, which was ridiculous, since I was definitely all female at the moment anyway. 
			

			
				The beauty parlor stuff was another eye opener, for sure. I imagine barbershops have kind of the same mystique for ladies that beauty parlors have for men, although today there are so many unisex salons it probably doesn't mean what it used to. It made me feel like I was entering a secret enclave of womanhood and I soaked up the conversation around me like a sponge. It was different. Women seemed to be a little more chatty around other women, I noted. At least they were at the places my sister took me.
			

			
				As for the facial, what can I say? There seemed to be about a million different kinds, none of which meant anything to me at the moment. My sister recommended the European facial, which I must admit made me think of an Italian guy doing a cum shot, but it proved to be the most heavenly thing I had ever experienced. I was steamed and cleansed and massaged and pampered beyond my wildest dreams. It felt fantastic. Not that having an Italian guy pop on my face wouldn't be fun, too, but that would be a very different kind of fun.
			

			
				I felt like I got to know my sister better in that one afternoon than I had done in years of living in the room right next to her. The age and gender difference had caused us to go our ways for the most part. Now with the gender thing gone I was getting the little sister treatment, in the best possible way. I looked up to Fran and trusted her to help guide me through this strange new world, even if she had kind of caused the problem in the first place.
			

			
				Honestly I didn't blame Fran, or anyone, for what had happened. It was all the direct result of many choices I had made along the line. My curiosity had gotten the better of me, I suppose. Or maybe this was one of those "be careful what you wish for" moments, but I was starting to relax a little and open to experiencing more things as a woman. It was entirely possible that I was going to be this way for the rest of my life so the sooner I got a handle on it the better.
			

			
				


			
				CHAPTER 12:
			

			
				 
			

			
				"Oh, my God! You look awesome!"
			

			
				I had taken the plunge and called one of my sort-of-friends from school. She was kind of a whacky chick, named Carly, who always assumed I was gay and tried to coax me out of the closet. People around school used to refer to her by the very disparaging term "fag hag" because she liked to hang out with effeminate boys for some reason. She seemed to be on some kind of personal mission to get guys to admit their homosexuality, and while I was suitably feminine enough in my features to attract her attention, I had never been "persuaded" to go all gay. I had also never told her about my cross-dressing, figuring that would just be more fuel for the fire, but if there was anyone I knew who would not only accept the change in me but embrace it enthusiastically I figured it was Carly. I figured right.
			

			
				"Thanks," I said pleasantly in response to her compliment.
			

			
				"You see, what did I tell you? Didn't I say you'd be so much happier once you stopped pretending that you were a man?"
			

			
				"Well, I was a man, Carly," I reminded her.
			

			
				"Not really. Not where it counts," she said. "Inside you've always been a girl at heart, and now look at you! You're freaking adorable! I'm actually jealous."
			

			
				Surprisingly Carly didn't ask a lot of questions about how I had ended up this way. Maybe she thought I was in drag. Maybe she thought I had some kind of sexual reassignment thing, or was in the process or something. She was just happy to see me embracing my feminine side.
			

			
				"Now we absolutely have to get you a boyfriend at once," said Carly, making it sound like the only way to keep me on the right track.
			

			
				"Well, I already kind of have a boyfriend. He lives on a farm back in the Midwest. I just came from there actually," I told her.
			

			
				"Okay, okay, not a steady, then, just someone to have some fun with. I assume you're not engaged or anything?"
			

			
				"No, no, nothing like that."
			

			
				"Good. Then you simply must play the field, at least a little. At your age it's very easy to have your head turned by the first cute guy who comes along. I assume this farm boy is cute?"
			

			
				"Very."
			

			
				"No problem. It's all good. But cute farm boy is a long ways from here and there are plenty of cute guys much closer to home. There's no harm in meeting a few, is there?" Carly asked.
			

			
				"I suppose not," I replied.
			

			
				I don't know exactly what I was hoping to accomplish by hooking up with Carly. Maybe I thought we'd just kind of hang together, like I had done with my sister. Just be gal pals and go check out a chick flick or something like that. I hadn't really expected her to be so hot on shoving me into the dating pool, but as much as I hate to admit it, even though I adored Peter with all my heart I was feeling pretty horny. Peter and I had agreed that we should probably be free to see other people, even after I remained female to the end. We were just so young and we lived so far away that it only made sense to keep our options open. I figured that I'd just turn back to a guy eventually anyway and Peter shouldn't be waiting his whole life for a guy in California to put on a dress and come out and blow him once in a while.
			

			
				Despite being a bit of a misfit herself, Carly was well-connected socially. And she seemed to know a heck of a lot of guys who weren't closet projects for her to help on their way to seeing the light. When I finally agreed to a double date with Carly I soon realized why.
			

			
				Man, did she ever look different! That whole nerdy girl with the polka dot dress thing was totally gone. She was rocking a miniskirt and some sexy boots and with her hair and makeup done entirely differently she was like a whole new person. And it didn't stop at the physical appearance either. She had a very different vibe going and I had a feeling I was getting into some serious mischief tonight.
			

			
				Our dates were pretty handsome, I must admit, and quite a bit older, too. I don't mean older like old men, but old by my standards. Hell, they were older than my sister, and at my age that seemed pretty old. They had real jobs and everything. I felt out of my league and over my head, but I also felt pretty aroused.
			

			
				My guy was named Gerard and Carly's was Antonio. Shit, even their names seemed kind of exciting to me for some reason. The date started out like any normal date with us going to dinner at a nice restaurant. Carly had said it would be dinner and a movie and whatever. Naturally I assumed that after we ate we'd head for the local cinema but apparently the movie would be viewed on the big screen at Antonio's house. As for the whatever...I could only imagine what that was going to entail.
			

			
				Antonio had a nice place. Nothing incredibly fancy, but it was very neat and seemed totally adult to me. I didn't know anybody who had any kind of a place of their own so it was bound to be a bit impressive from that standpoint alone. The guy certainly did have a large television and we all kind of piled on the huge, curved, sofa thing to watch the film, which turned out to be some sort of an erotically charged thriller with a healthy dose of nudity along with the car chases and stunts.
			

			
				The men also shamelessly, and illegally I might add, plied us with liquor, which I partook of, despite not being much of a drinker at all. I felt like I needed a belt right about then and I think it probably helped to relax me a bit. We didn't get very far into the movie before the guys started to paw us pretty aggressively. I certainly knew about necking by this point but their hands were roaming pretty free pretty fast. Still, Gerard was hot and the situation was definitely hot so I kind of went along for the ride to see where it would lead.
			

			
				"Excuse me boys, we need to powder our noses," said Carly as she took me by the hand and led me upstairs.
			

			
				"Save some of that powder for me," Antonio joked.
			

			
				I kind of freaked out because I suddenly realized that it was probably code for doing cocaine, something I had no desire to try, whatsoever. Fortunately once we were in the bathroom I found that Carly just wanted to go over the ground rules.
			

			
				"Now things are probably going to get a little wild down there, but don't worry, I told them you weren't really a party girl and they were cool with that, and you definitely don't have to do anything you don't want to do. Now I know these guys and I know they can get kind of rough, well not like hurting you or anything, but they can be pretty aggressive and they might talk to you in a way that you find shocking. It's all going to seem a little strange, at first, but believe me, this is exactly what you need right now. These are alpha males, honey, and they're not shy about going after what they want, and right now they want the two of us. So if you're totally freaked out, I understand, and we can call it a night before anything happens, but if you're willing to give this a try I think you'll find it a very interesting experience."
			

			
				"Heck, I'm just relieved that we didn't come up here to do drugs or something," I replied. "I think I can handle a little action."
			

			
				"Good for you, sweetie! Good for you!" Carly said in a way that seemed more like her old self.
			

			
				It appeared that Carly didn't think I was in drag because it sounded like I would be getting very naked in the not too distant future. I don't know how she knew I had actually transformed into a woman or why she didn't ask. Maybe she thought if you wanted it bad enough it would just come true. In a way, I guess she was right.
			

			
				


			
				CHAPTER 13:
			

			
				 
			

			
				After we returned to the sofa there was little wasted time in getting down to business. Antonio pulled off Carly's top and she unfastened her bra and soon I was topless as well. I noted that Carly had bigger tits than I had pictured, once they were out in the open air, and I felt a little jealous. I hoped that Gerard wouldn't be disappointed by my boobs. If he was he showed no sign of it as he attacked them at once with vigor.
			

			
				It was funny to me that I was thinking about something like breast size at that moment, but I guess it shouldn't have surprised me that much. During my various beauty treatments, and even before that, I had kind of been comparing myself to other women with a pretty critical eye. Some of it was trying to learn how to dress and look stylish, but some of it had more of that penis judging envy thing going on. I had different equipment now but I was definitely checking out the competition, even if they weren't any sort of competitor of mine at all.
			

			
				My sister had said something about women not dressing for men, but rather dressing for other women, and I kind of started to get what she was saying. There were times where you obviously were dressing to appeal to the opposite sex but in a lot of daily situations you probably were thinking more about what other women thought of your appearance.
			

			
				I honestly didn't have long to contemplate these thoughts as I soon found myself on my knees on the floor grasping Gerard's rather large penis in my hand. Carly was doing the same thing right next to me with her man. Both fellows seemed pretty well-hung, which kind of turned me on in a way. Peter was by no means small, but these were the kind of cocks you saw in porn videos all the time.
			

			
				Soon Carly and I were both slurping away, and I was happy to discover that the increased size of my target didn't do much to diminish my ability to suck it. I considered myself fairly proficient at the art of oral sex by now and applied my technique with relish.
			

			
				"That's it baby, suck it good," said Gerard.
			

			
				I was sure trying to suck it good. I think Carly was, too. Of course that always kind of raises the question of good as compared to what? I was letting a total stranger shove his penis in my mouth. I wondered what he would consider as a "bad" blow job. Still, I kind of appreciated the compliment, in a weird sort of way.
			

			
				The whole situation was really getting me turned on, I have to admit. I sort of got that kinky feeling I used to get from dressing up female and walking around town. It also took me back to my porn fantasies. I certainly did some dirty stuff with Peter but it usually felt more like romance. This was pure lust.
			

			
				"God damn! Look at these bitches go!" said Antonio as he grabbed Carly's head and pushed her down deeper on his dick.
			

			
				I had sort of expected the experience to be over pretty quickly, as Peter didn't generally last too long the first time we did it. If we had time for more than one quickie Peter usually had a lot more stamina but these guys were showing no signs of slowing up at all, no matter how good we were sucking it.
			

			
				"Look at me. Look at me, baby," Gerard instructed. "Show me how much you like having my big cock in your mouth."
			

			
				I looked up at him and tried to convey my pleasure but I honestly had no idea what he was reading in my eyes. I trust he saw what he was looking for because he didn't complain or ask me to do it again.
			

			
				Then Carly and I were moved into a new position, with our knees on the seat of the sofa and our arms resting on the top so that we were facing away from the guys. No one seemed in any hurry for us to get totally naked so our skirts were just flipped up and our panties pulled down. Carly looked over and smiled at me and I returned the smile. I think she was really enjoying the fact that I was being such a good sport about the whole thing.
			

			
				Soon we were both getting humped pretty aggressively from behind and at one point Carly grabbed my hand and we just kind of held onto each other, while simultaneously trying to hold onto the back of the couch.
			

			
				"There's nothing like the feeling of that tight high school snatch," said Antonio, appreciatively.
			

			
				I was tempted to point out that Carly and I had both already graduated from high school, but that wasn't really the point, and kind of a minor technicality when you got right down to it. These older dudes obviously liked the idea of cradle robbing, and we were only a couple of months removed from our studies.
			

			
				This was when I started to realize that Carly was kind of like me, in a way, or at least the way I was before the transformation. She had one side that she showed at school, and probably at home, and then this other wild side that she kept secret from most people. Partly from fear of disapproval, I guessed, and partly because the secrecy added to the kink. I could total relate to that on so many levels.
			

			
				"You're a bad girl, aren't you?" said Gerard as he spanked my ass. "I'll bet your daddy doesn't know you like to go out and get fucked like this. But I'm your daddy now, bitch, and I like it just fine!"
			

			
				No, I'm sure my daddy had no idea that I wasn't a virgin, male or female. He was busy trying to think of ways to sue the amusement park for ruining my life. This would not be very good evidence in that favor. Or maybe it would have. Perhaps a clever lawyer could insist that not only had the ride turned me into a genetic female, it had also damaged my ability to judge right from wrong and given me an insatiable appetite for tawdry sex. Shit, I didn't know what was giving me this feeling but I knew that I really, really, liked it.
			

			
				"Oh fuck! Yes, yes, yes...fuck me harder," I whimpered.
			

			
				"You want it harder I'll give it to you harder," Gerard chuckled as he ramped up the thrusting.
			

			
				Carly was moaning away and getting seriously banged by Antonio and I felt like I had somehow been zapped into one of those porn videos I always watched. I was so fucking wet and wild. I closed my eyes for a bit and just the sounds I heard were enough to drive me nuts. Do people really do this kind of shit in real life? And how come Carly never told me about it before? It would certainly have aided her sales pitch. But then again, maybe she kind of had hinted at it, now that I thought of it. She talked a lot about the wonders of getting boned by a man. I just sort of assumed that she was guessing. Apparently the girl was actually somewhat of an authority on the subject. It appeared that I was on my way to becoming an authority as well.
			

			
				"You little sluts fuck so good," said Antonio. "I don't think I can last much longer. Get ready to take it girl."
			

			
				Antonio pulled out and Carly turned around to receive her man's cum. I couldn't really see it all too well as Gerard was still going to town on me but I imagined that Carly was about to get the other kind of facial and assumed that my turn was rapidly approaching.
			

			
				"Yeah baby, take it. Take that hot cum all over your pretty face," I could hear Antonio groaning.
			

			
				Soon I was pivoted around and waiting with my mouth wide open for Gerard to deposit his sperm on my face. I did get one spurt in my eye, which was a burn, but for the most part the man had pretty good aim and I was able to keep most of his load in my mouth before swallowing it all down. Then Gerard pulled my head closer so that I could clean his cock and I found that to be an incredibly arousing sensation.
			

			
				"Good girl. Good girl. Lick it clean, baby, like the good little cock slut you are," said Gerard in a surprisingly compassionate tone of voice.
			

			
				The movie had ended, which meant that we had been going at it for quite a long time. There wasn't a lot of time spent in idle chitchat after the guys were done so we just had another drink, ostensibly to wash down the taste of semen, cleaned up in the bathroom, and headed for home. Being little high school bitches who had to get home to their daddies before it was too late was sort of a given, I figured. No one invited us to spend the night, that was for sure.
			

			
				"I'm so proud of you, baby!" Carly gushed as we drove home. "If I didn't know better I'd think you had been a slut all of your life! Didn't I tell you that you needed a good, hard, fucking like that? Was I right, or was I right?"
			

			
				"You were right," I admitted freely. "And that was definitely a good, hard, fucking."
			

			
				"We're going to have so much fun together. We didn't even swap partners this time!"
			

			
				


			
				CHAPTER 14:
			

			
				 
			

			
				My mother was delighted that I had finally gotten out of the house and hung out with a female friend from school. She didn't really know Carly at all but assumed that she would be a good feminine influence on me and make me feel more comfortable in this new role. I shudder to think about what she would have thought if she had any notion at all of what I had just been up to.
			

			
				I had gone to Peter's farm as a guy, as far as my parents knew, so there was no thought of anything sexual attached to the trip in their minds. They were just happy that I was being less antisocial than usual and making new friends. I don't think I'd describe Gerard as a friend, at this point, despite having gotten quite close very quickly, but I was guessing that it wouldn't be a relationship my folks would endorse.
			

			
				I felt a bit conflicted about having been with someone else so soon after coming home from Peter's farm, but for all I knew he hadn't even waited this long. I had definitely discovered that it was way easier to live without sex when you had never experienced it before. Once you know what it's like it's kind of hard not to want it as much as possible. At least it seemed that way to me, but maybe I was just a little cock slut, like Gerard suggested.
			

			
				The fact that it was essentially "meaningless" sex made it a little easier on my conscience. These were not men who were looking for soul mates, they just wanted some teenage snatch. Carly had told me in the car on the way home that older guys like that were much more enjoyable and convenient all around. You didn't get caught up in some big emotional drama and everybody knew what the score was going in. Well, at least they did once they got their first taste of it.
			

			
				Carly was such a trip. So goofy most of the time but a total vixen when she was on the prowl. It wasn't quite as ridiculous as the movies where the shy librarian takes off her glasses and lets her hair down and suddenly becomes a raving beauty, but it was definitely in that ballpark. I don't know how well Carly could see without her glasses, since she still slipped them on to drive, but I guess she could see well enough to notice the cock in her face.
			

			
				Cock in her face. What a filthy mouth I have! Filthy mouth and filthy mind, it appeared. Was that really what I wanted to be? While I was getting drilled it seemed pretty awesome, but later it was hard to really take a lot of pride in something like that. I seriously doubted that Fran had ever done anything as crazy as that, but who knows? Maybe Fran had her own secret life. Maybe she liked to strap on a dildo and fuck Jacob up the ass while she spanked him with a buggy whip. That would have been a very creepy thought if it didn't make me laugh out loud.
			

			
				How in the heck do you ever really know what "normal" sex is? There's "vanilla" sex, where you turn out all the lights and get under the covers and only do it in the missionary position, but is that really normal? Surveys on the subject have always been somewhat unreliable, going all the way back to the notorious Kinsey Reports, because people tend to lie about sex, even in an anonymous poll. We all love and want sex but there's a tremendous fear of being judged as a pervert or a slut or whatever if we admit our true desires.
			

			
				I laughed again when thinking about how weird it would be if people were just open and totally honest about their sex lives. I could picture my sister, in full dominatrix regalia, telling my mom casually that she was heading over to Jacob's house to try out her new electric cattle prod, or me waltzing down the stairs in drag letting my folks know that I was just going to hang out at the mall for a while and do some window shopping.
			

			
				Maybe 100 years from now society will have over-sexualized itself to the point where that sort of casual attitude would be accepted, but by then everyone will probably only be fucking robots anyway, and babies will all be born in a laboratory or something.
			

			
				Everyone's got something to hide, I suspect, even if it's not all that crazy or kinky. The worst part of it is the hypocrisy that often goes along with conversations about sex. The congressman who gets raked over the coals for being caught in a sex scandal while most of his colleagues have mistresses set up all over town. The clergyman who rails against the immorality of society while secretly sodomizing the choir boys. The "double standards" for men and women where sex is concerned.
			

			
				I had lived most of my life as a man who was made to feel quite ashamed of the fact that I didn't project the prerequisite image of masculinity that seemed to be required. I was curious, but confused about the whole gender thing and even my own sexual preferences. But I found that I had different moods and different feelings and not enough practical experience to be making any definitive choices right away. Now that fate seemed to have taken a hand and switched me into the female body that I had always kind of coveted, it appeared that I was still going to be expected to fit neatly into some sort of category.
			

			
				I had enjoyed sex with two men but did I know whether I would enjoy sex with women? I had certainly found Carly surprisingly attractive and probably wouldn't have hesitated to fool around with her if the thing had turned into an all out orgy. And while I felt more like a "good girl" when I was with Peter I certainly wasn't acting like a virgin, but I definitely behaved more like a whore with Gerard. If he had flipped me a few bucks at the end I wouldn't have been surprised at all. Hell, I probably earned it.
			

			
				In a way I suppose that I hoped that becoming a real woman would make everything just sort of fall into place. I would just be one of the girls and fit in for a change, but I was finding that there were probably all kinds of girls to be one of, and that fitting in, for the sake of it, wasn't necessarily all that it was cracked up to be.
			

			
				One thing that I was certain of was the fact that I was pretty hot for another chance to do something wicked with Carly and her stable of studs.
			

			
				


			
				CHAPTER 15:
			

			
				 
			

			
				My second night out with Carly was a little different setup. The guys were a bit younger this time, more like college dudes, and we were going to a concert. Carly's man, Horace, drove so she sat up in the front while I climbed in back with my date, Reggie. Reggie wasted no time in feeling me up and fooling around with me in the backseat as we drove to the show, and I'm guessing Carly was probably giving Horace a hand job on the way.
			

			
				The concert was pretty cool and the guys had scored really good tickets and being a loud event there wasn't much opportunity for conversation, which was okay with everyone, I think, since it was all just a prelude to fornication. We stopped at a burger joint on our way home and grabbed a quick bite to eat before heading to Reggie's apartment. It wasn't quite as big or as nice...or as neat as Antonio's house had been but it looked like it would do the job.
			

			
				I was really glad that Carly knew these men because otherwise I probably would have been pretty scared going to some guy's pad after only knowing them for a couple of hours. Peter had been a total stranger to me when we met but he was the cousin of my sister's boyfriend, and we were going to a very public place, so there wasn't even a thought in mind that he might be dangerous. I had yet to experience what it was like to be picked up by some random guy so being set up on these blind dates felt a whole lot safer.
			

			
				The boys wanted to dance, or more precisely, wanted to see Carly and I dance, so we kind of got up in the living room and sort of shook our booties for their enjoyment. It was hardly a choreographed floor show but we were treated to some pretty enthusiastic ovations and catcalls. It kind of goes without saying that we were also encouraged to touch each other, which we did without hesitation. Soon our tops were gone and I enjoyed the feeling of rubbing my breasts up against Carly's.
			

			
				As we danced and fooled around the guys got naked and started stroking their peckers. When they felt like it was time for some audience participation they got behind us and we sort of bent over where we stood. Carly and I kind of grabbed each other for support, physical as well as moral I suppose, and we formed sort of a piece of sexual furniture I guess you would say.
			

			
				Skirts were once again pushed out of the way and panties once again pulled to the floor and then Reggie and Horace mounted us from behind. Carly's tits looked even bigger with them kind of hanging down in front of her the way they were, and I suppose mine probably did as well. Carly kissed me and I happily kissed her right back. I also took a little time to play with her boobs, when Horace gave them a moment's rest.
			

			
				Reggie frequently had a pretty good grasp on my knockers, and my nipples were treated to a good deal of tweaking and fiddling with. It was still fun for me just to be able to refer to my tits, or boobs, or knockers, or whatever. A bare bosom beat the hell out of a padded bra.
			

			
				"What a couple of little whores we've got here," said Reggie. "Look at them. They can't keep their hands off each other."
			

			
				"Your little friend is pretty sweet, baby," said Horace to Carly. "I'll bet she'd like a taste right about now."
			

			
				Horace pulled out of Carly and Reggie pushed my back down so that I was a little more bent over as Horace presented his cock to my mouth. I didn't like the idea of Carly's date being rude to her but she seemed totally on board with the plan and came over got under me, somehow, and started to suck on my nipples.
			

			
				I will tell you this in all honesty, blowing one dude's cock as another guy fucked me from behind while a girl sucked on my nipples was the most intense, mind blowing, experience of my life. I was overloaded. I was in high gear. There was no way to really focus so I just sort of let myself be.
			

			
				"Oh, yeah bitch, you like that, don't you? You like that big cock inside your tight little pussy!"
			

			
				Somewhere in the back of my mind it seemed like I heard that exact phrase before, but then again, I heard that kind of thing in porn all the time. It wasn't a very original sentiment. Neither was my reply, probably.
			

			
				"Yeah, I do like that big cock in my tight little pussy."
			

			
				And it was true. I did like his big cock in my tight little pussy. "Little" seemed to be a word that was bandied around a lot in these situations. Little bitch, little slut, little pussy. I suppose it's supposed to emphasize the superior size and power of the male, and it probably does. I didn't mind it. I didn't mind it at all. What obviously got these men going was the drive to be dominant. They were bigger and stronger. They were bigger and stronger than I ever was, even when I was a man. That used to cause me some jealousy or feelings of low self-esteem. Now it just made me feel like a little slut.
			

			
				Then it somehow turned into Carly's turn to suck Reggie's cock, and I was taken to the couch to bounce up and down on Horace's lap. Since I was facing away from my guy I at least had a good view of Carly's BJ technique.
			

			
				"Hey, wasn't Reggie supposed to be my date?" I joked.
			

			
				"Oh, that's all right, baby. We're all friends here," said Horace. "Don't you like riding my cock?"
			

			
				"Love it, baby! Just wanted to make sure I wasn't confused," I reply.
			

			
				"Don't fret your pretty head about things like that, honey. You just let the men take care of it," said Horace.
			

			
				God, I felt like such a bimbo. I had just made a joke, but I realized that I had kind of played into their hands. Even when she was being sexy Carly could still be kind of ditzy, which probably elevated her a few notches in the alpha male esteem, I guessed. I wasn't sure that I wanted to play dumb, because that was one thing I never thought about myself, but when in Rome, I guess.
			

			
				My pussy got a little break from the action when Carly was treated to some double penetration on the couch, taking one dick in her snatch and another up her ass, but I did take the opportunity to do some reciprocal nipple sucking. I had been offered the opportunity to sample some anal sex but politely declined. As you may recall, my narrative essentially began with me being discovered with a dildo in my butt, so I was no stranger to being penetrated that way, but these boys were a bit larger than anything I had played with like that and I had the feeling that being gentle wasn't really in their repertoire. I would probably get to that eventually, or maybe I'd save it for my wedding night. I didn't have much else to save at this point.
			

			
				Having group sex like this seemed almost like an out of body experience, which is sort of ironic, since most of the time I was having things poked into various parts of my body. For all practical intents and purposes I was Christie now, but some part of me still saw that girl as sort of an alter ego.
			

			
				Horace popped his wad in Carly's ass and Reggie let me finish him up in my mouth so I ended up back with my "date" when it was all said and done. You might have noticed that I said "let me" finish him up, but I actually kind of felt appreciative when he chose to offer me the chance. Well, he didn't really offer so much as grab my hair and pull me over to his dick, but I still was glad to get back into the party after watching Carly get all the male attention.
			

			
				I'm sure my flippant commentary on these proceedings probably gives a sense that I wasn't too thrilled by it, but I assure you, I actually had a blast. It's just the way my brain tends to process new experiences. That and the fact that I have kind of a smart ass streak in me.
			

			
				


			
				CHAPTER 16:
			

			
				 
			

			
				My dad did finally contact a lawyer, but not to bring litigation against anyone. He was trying to determine my legal standing, since we had yet to find a doctor who held out any hope of an organic return to my original state. It was suggested that I could go through a female to male sexual reassignment procedure and have my body surgically altered to a male condition but that wasn't something I was really too keen to think about.
			

			
				I felt like I was adapting to womanhood quite nicely, although I'm sure the extreme sex parties had something to do with that assessment. Every day that went by I felt more at home in my new body, and even the crappy things like getting my period and shaving my legs didn't seem like such a burden that I would give up my femininity just to be free of those minor annoyances.
			

			
				The best part of this whole thing was probably the fact that nobody blamed me for it. If I had just walked into the kitchen one morning and announced that I was now going to identify as a woman named Christie I imagine all hell would have broken loose. I felt really sorry for the people who have the courage to do that sort of thing because I guessed that a lot of them had it pretty hard. I was viewed sympathetically, and the fact that I was adapting to it so well was viewed as more of a blessing than a sign that I had always been harboring female desires.
			

			
				If I could legally become Christie Madison, why not do it? It wasn't like I totally had my shit together as a guy or anything. And I was only 18. That meant if I stayed female to the end I'd probably live about 75% of my life that way, and the first 17 years would probably kind of fade away in my mind. If I had been a married man with three kids this would complicate things a whole lot more, but if I had been a married man with three kids I probably wouldn't have been necking with some farm boy on the Tunnel of Love ride to begin with.
			

			
				The timing was also good. High school was over and I had made no definite future plans. I didn't have a job and I didn't have a lot of friends. My family seemed pretty reconciled to the change and the one friend I knew from school thought it was the greatest thing ever. I was going to be beginning some new chapter of my life, and if I could do it legally as a woman, it would be a chance to introduce myself to people who had absolutely no reason to ever assume that I hadn't always been one.
			

			
				That was a kind of exciting thought. Kind of like rebooting a game that wasn't going too well. There was no guarantee that it would go any better this time, but there was always hope, and the benefit of a little experience. Now if I could only figure out what the hell I really wanted to do.
			

			
				I told Carly that as much as I had enjoyed our little get-togethers I sort of wanted to cool it for a while and maybe meet some guys my own age.
			

			
				"Well, of course you do, sweetie," she replied happily. "You absolutely must go on some dates with some nice boys. You don't want to get a reputation for being a total slut, now do you?"
			

			
				"Don't you worry about your reputation?" I asked as cautiously as I could.
			

			
				"Honey, I am a total slut. I've known that for ages! And I'm not saying that you might not want to be one, too, but you definitely need to live a little more and experience everything that life has to offer," Carly explained. "You know, I'm going off to college soon. You should come with me. We could join a sorority together, and go to frat parties, and date the water polo team."
			

			
				"Don't you mean date someone on the water polo tea,?" I corrected.
			

			
				"If you want to think small," she grinned.
			

			
				I wondered where Carly was heading in the future. Maybe she'd reinvent herself in college and become someone entirely new. Or maybe she would sort of morph into a cross between her geek girl and bad girl personalities. I didn't really worry about her too much because she seemed to be really in control of her life, even if she liked to party with men who treated her like a fuck puppet. She didn't appear to take that kind of talk any more seriously than I did.
			

			
				People get so easily offended by everything these days that it was actually kind of refreshing to be in such a politically incorrect environment. Sex is such a weird thing, when you think about it. Ordinarily people want a certain amount of "personal space" around them and some people's fear of germs is almost paranoiac. But man, once the sex starts, body parts are being poked and sucked and licked like crazy. You'd never let a total stranger lick your tongue...until you hook up with a stranger and start tongue licking. It's like all the rules go out the window.
			

			
				In guess in a lot of ways I kind of looked at the whole rough treatment thing kind of the same way. Ultimately I could care less what those men really thought of me or how highly they judged my intellect. I would probably never see them again, and if I did, it would surely just be for more of the same kind of sex. As long as everybody was having a good time and nobody was seriously in danger it was all kind of a game. All sex seemed like kind of a game to me...except with Peter sometimes.
			

			
				That had an added dimension. There I did really care what he thought of me, as I know he cared about what I thought of him. Mutual respect and admiration was much more important in an ongoing relationship. Not that I would mind Peter pulling my hair sometimes or getting all manly on me, but there were also those wonderful moments of cuddling, too. With Gerard and Reggie I was happy for the opportunity to get home at a decent hour and sleep in my own bed. Waking up next to Peter was a sublime feeling of joy.
			

			
				So if I was still so much in love with Peter what was I doing dancing on these other guy's dicks? That was something that I wondered about a lot. Obviously the distance was a major factor. If he lived down the block I imagine we would have just been "going steady" by now. But there was also some logic in what Carly said about experiencing everything that life has to offer. Not that I necessarily wanted to experience absolutely everything, but maybe a little more would be nice.
			

			
				Carly was much more experienced at being a teenage girl than I was, and with her wacky wisdom I think she saw the very real potential for me to pine away for my first crush and convince myself that there could never be another man for me. She had definitely shown me, right off the bat, that I could have a pretty darn good time in the sack with any number of guys, even if I hadn't actually gotten anywhere near a bed with any of my recent lovers so far. I could see the difference between sport fucking and making love. It just made me wonder how many more things I might learn along the line. I was pretty young, and as a woman even younger, so I was definitely trying to not let my heart completely drive my actions.
			

			
				


			
				CHAPTER 17:
			

			
				 
			

			
				I did go on some more conventional dates after that. Carly's little black book was full of tasty treats of many flavors. With some of those guys I felt sort of like I was back at that theme park with Peter on our first date, but I was so much more worldly now that I didn't hesitate to take control of the situation. And I also learned that you couldn't tell about some guys what they were really like until you were alone with them. Some dudes who seemed totally shy were getting their hands down my pants the first moment they got the chance, and other guys who came on kind of strong got really cold feet once the action started.
			

			
				The lawyer had been busy at work making me more official and I was looking forward to getting my new driver's license with an appropriate picture. Driving with James Madison printed on my documents always made me dread the sight of a police car, even if I wasn't doing anything wrong. Fortunately a lot of things were getting a little easier for those who wished to change their gender identification so much of it was just paperwork and waiting around for the new stuff to come through.
			

			
				Peter and I were still in touch but we weren't making any big plans yet. Peter was taking some classes at a local community college but his future was pretty much tied up in the family business. Someday he would own and run the farm and presumably live there with his family. I kind of envied the fact that his life was already so clearly mapped out. Fortunately he seemed to love farming, it wasn't like he was being pressured into doing something against his will. We never specifically discussed the sordid details of the various love affairs we had going but we knew that we were both seeing other people.
			

			
				I really hoped that Peter and I would always be friends, no matter what happened to us romantically, but I figured that was probably just one of those things people always say. When my sister broke up with a guy it was usually not a pleasant thing and I can't seem to recall a single one of them who still hung around as a pal. That kind of scared me a little, because I hated the thought of ever being that mad at Peter, or anyone I got really close to. Peter and I might fade apart for a time but it was hard to imagine that there would come a day where I didn't want to see him or speak to him again. Maybe that was just one of the things I would discover in time.
			

			
				Interesting observation: Whenever I had sex with a boy of around my own age I virtually always found myself on my back in the missionary position, no matter how hot and heavy the necking had been before hand, whereas whenever I went on a raunchy double date with Carly I virtually always started by giving head or taking it from behind. Now I know that's hardly scientific data you can bank on but I found it kind of interesting, none the less.
			

			
				I found that I liked a lot of positions, but some of them seemed to be more stimulating than others. Some were damn awkward, but kind of fun, and I was always interested in trying something new. I guess when you started out having sex on a tractor in broad daylight you kind of develop a taste for the creative.
			

			
				When Carly went off to school she invited me to a lot of parties, and I started to think about enrolling in college, myself. Not necessarily the same one she was attending, but the idea of going back to school, now that I could do it as Christie, sounded kind of appealing. I was becoming very comfortable in social settings for the first time in my life and starting to set some limitations on what I would or wouldn't do on a first date. I didn't have any hard and fast rules about it, but I gradually kind of fell into some habits where dating was concerned. I was probably one of the last people in the world to ever play hard to get, but I didn't just flash my tits all the time and suck off the first guy I saw at a party under the punch bowl.
			

			
				I was very tempted to stay close to home if I did go back to school because I was afraid I would miss my family too much, but there was a side of me that sort of wanted to be out on my own for the first time. I suppose that's when I started looking at colleges in the Midwest.
			

			
				If I was closer to Peter we could get together much more easily but it wouldn't be like I was just around the corner. I'd always been a good student and if I went to college I would be attempting to actually get good grades so it wasn't just an excuse for a chance to shack up with my boyfriend. Perhaps he was already in a relationship with someone and we wouldn't even get together romantically at all. I figured that was okay, too, now that I knew that I could make friends and meet people on my own. If it got to be painful I could always stick out a semester and come back home.
			

			
				I ran the idea by Peter and he seemed to be delighted by the prospect of having me so much closer to him. If he was seriously involved with someone I suspected that he would have either tried to talk me out of it or showed less enthusiasm, at least. Of course, for all I knew he might be planning to have the best of both worlds, with a girlfriend at home, and another one a few hours away. That might be cool for me, too. Have a campus romance and a go for a roll in the hay once-in-a-while with my farm boy.
			

			
				It made me feel kind of mature to think that way. I'd never been through the Fritos and fruit punch stages of puppy love, having gotten down to the nitty-gritty rather quickly, once I was installed in my new body. I was young and free and had my whole life ahead of me and I could get an education back there as easily as here at home. If nothing else it would be interesting just to see how Peter and I would react to being together again.
			

			
				I went back to visit the college of my choice before enrolling, but I wouldn't be seeing Peter on this trip as I was taking it with my mother. She had actually gone to school in the Midwest, herself, before moving back to California and marrying my dad, so she approved of my selection. I think she felt that it would do me some good to be exposed to the high moral values of the "heartland" of the country. Of course I had always heard that Midwestern colleges were the most debauched places on earth because there was nothing else to do but drink and fuck, but maybe things were a little different in my mom's day. Or maybe that's why she looked back on her college years with such fondness. We all have our secrets.
			

			
				After the trial excursion it was a done deal and I signed up to become a college girl. I admit that I wept like an idiot when the time came to leave home, but I knew it wasn't permanent. I might not like it there, regardless of what happened or didn't happen with Peter, and I might come rushing back as soon as I could, but I had a good feeling about the adventure I was about to embark on and I tried to let that inspire me as I made my away across the country to what would be my new home, for a while at least.
			

			
				


			
				CHAPTER 18:
			

			
				 
			

			
				My roommate, Sally, seemed like a very nice girl upon first meeting, but as I said, you can't tell about people right away. She was a local girl and knew the area, which was quite handy, but I had no idea what her idea of fun might be.
			

			
				I was anxious to see Peter but I figured I should probably get settled in a little first. His school workload wasn't as heavy as mine but he was also working on the farm so it might be a little while before we found a good time to hook up that worked for both of us.
			

			
				It was an interesting thing to be in a world where nobody knew anything about your past. I was Christie Madison, the new girl from California. Unlike a lot of the kids here, who had come from really small towns and small schools, I had been to a relatively large high school so the size and scope of the college wasn't as intimidating for me as it might have been for some others. And after having been teased and bullied a fair amount in my day the opportunity to walk around campus without fear of being verbally or physically assaulted came as quite a relief. Of course, it wasn't like I was ignored, by any means, and found out how quickly you hear every pickup line in the book.
			

			
				It took some getting used to getting stared at, but I had already gotten a healthy dose of that back home. Some guys just gave you the furtive glance and some guys locked onto you like they were targeting a missile. I'm not trying to brag, because I wasn't that hot, but it just seemed to me that a lot of men had roaming eyes whenever a girl came into their field of view.
			

			
				Sometimes that was a good thing, like when you deliberately walked past a group of cute boys and gave them that "I don't even know you're alive" look, which takes some practice, I might add. Sometimes it was a little disconcerting, like when your teacher was talking about Renaissance poetry but focused on your legs, waiting to see if you were going to cross or uncross them. I tried to take it all in stride. It wasn't like I never checked out a nice butt or the bulge in some guy's pants.
			

			
				Sally turned out to be kind of boy crazy, but she never seemed to stay with any one guy for too long. We went out together sometimes, and sometimes we went with a group of girls, but Sally kind of seemed like a hopeless romantic to me. Every guy she met was the one...until he wasn't.
			

			
				One weekend we actually ended up going to the very same amusement park where my world had been turned upside down, but with the lack of male companions we didn't ride the Tunnel of Love, which was just as well. I wasn't sure that I ever wanted to go on that thing again, unless Peter was there, of course. That was our ride, in so many ways.
			

			
				Just being there rekindled so many fond memories that I found myself aching to see Peter again and he invited me to spend the upcoming, three-day holiday weekend at his house. I was thinking that maybe just a date would have been a better call, since we had no idea how we would get along and it would give us both a chance to bail out politely if the magic was gone. On the other hand I liked Peter and his family and felt very comfortable there so I figured we could have a pleasant time together even if sparks didn't fly.
			

			
				Peter came to pick me up, in his family's luxury car I noted, and it gave him a chance to see my dorm room and gave me a chance to show him off to a few of the girls, who all seemed duly impressed. He was kind of the perfect mix of shy and manly at the same time and I could practically see Sally salivating in the corner. Hands off bitch! I saw him first.
			

			
				Everything was going pretty cool until the moment we got in the car and both of us flung ourselves at each other before getting our seat belts on.
			

			
				"Oh, my God! I've missed you so much," I moaned as we began to kiss each other frantically.
			

			
				"My too, baby! I can't believe you're finally here!"
			

			
				We were going at it so hot that we were literally fogging up the windows and one of my friends wandered by and tapped on the glass.
			

			
				"Get a room!" she teased.
			

			
				That actually sounded like a good idea but there was a perfectly nice room waiting for me with a handy balcony just outside it. We somehow pried ourselves apart and hit the road, and I noticed that Peter was driving kind of fast. I certainly understood his motivation but I also wanted us to get there in once piece so I suggested that he ramp it down a little.
			

			
				"You look even more beautiful than I remember," said Peter with a huge grin.
			

			
				"That's because I've gotten better at putting on makeup," I replied, only partly in jest.
			

			
				"I was afraid you'd go home and forget all about me."
			

			
				"How could I ever forget a man with a big tractor like yours?"
			

			
				"So nobody ever figured out how to turn you back, I guess."
			

			
				"Nope. But at least they didn't lock me up for being a lunatic either, although a couple of those doctors seemed to have their suspicions about that," I replied. "Nice ride, by the way."
			

			
				"Yeah, it's kind of become my car mainly. I take it to school all the time. I know it's a little flashy but my dad really prefers his truck. I was thinking about getting a truck, myself."
			

			
				"Well I don't know what the girls around here are like but where I come from this would be the vehicle of choice between the two," I joked. "Of course trucks are pretty manly, so I guess that would work, too. Hell, I think I would have ridden a pogo stick to see you again, if that was the only way I could get there."
			

			
				"You know, I went back to that old amusement park not too long ago," said Peter.
			

			
				"So did I. Did you go on the Tunnel of Love?"
			

			
				"Naw, I couldn't do it. My date wanted to, but it just seemed like...our ride to me. I know that probably sounds pretty silly."
			

			
				"Not silly at all. I had the exact same feeling. Of course I was there with a bunch of girls so that might have been kind of weird. Or it may have been kind of kinky. Strange things do happen on that ride," I said jokingly.
			

			
				"Wonderful things, too. At least I hope it's been wonderful for you. I know it must have caused you a lot of problems, but in your emails it sounded like you were pretty happy with the outcome."
			

			
				"I couldn't be happier. Well...I could probably be happier if you were inside me right now, but in general, I couldn't be happier being Christie Madison."
			

			
				Peter suddenly veered the car off to one side and I thought for a moment that he was going to do me right there, on the side of the road, but he was just stopping for gas. Silly me. It looked like I was just going to have to wait a little longer for the fucking I so desperately wanted and needed.
			

			
				


			
				CHAPTER 19:
			

			
				 
			

			
				There were social formalities to observe once we got to the farm, and I was genuinely happy to see his parents again. His mother had prepared another astoundingly good meal and I feared that I would never be able to compete with her in the kitchen, but at the moment Peter and I were both totally obsessed with getting naked together as quickly as possible.
			

			
				When Peter climbed through the window into my room he found me already waiting for him in the nude. He quickly stripped out of his own clothes, practically tripping over the bottom of his pant leg as he did, then regained his balance and stood looking at me stroking his cock slowly, despite the fact that it was already hard as a rock.
			

			
				I almost instinctively flopped on my back on the bed but I suddenly decided to shake things up a bit because...well...that's just the way I am. Instead I turned around and grabbed the brass railing at the foot of the bed and bent over. I had a feeling he would enjoy that sight and a feeling that I would enjoy his reaction it.
			

			
				He pounced on my rear end like a lion attacking his prey and soon I felt the familiar joy of having Peter's manhood inside me. As his thrusts became more intense the bed frame started to squeak in a rather unmistakable rhythm, but we were too engrossed to care at this point. Hell, his parents probably knew, or at least suspected what we were doing up here all along. If I moved into Peter's room I doubt if anyone would have seriously objected, but old habits die hard and we hadn't been adults for all that long.
			

			
				I certainly felt like an adult now. I was only about 8 months older than I had been the first time I was here but so much had happened to me since then. I was in college now, and living on my own. I had been with older men. I had done more dating in those 8 months than I had done in the 18 years leading up to them. And I had done a lot of soul searching and reflecting on a wide variety of topics.
			

			
				I had felt very mature playing the field and keeping my options open and exploring different horizons but I certainly didn't feel immature now that I was completely surrendering to my true feelings. It just seemed so impossible to believe that some guy I met on a blind date, while I was still a guy, would somehow turn out to be my true love, yet at the moment I had to admit that it sure felt that way. I guess you really can't argue with a carnival ride.
			

			
				"Oh, Peter...you have no idea how much I've longed for this feeling again," I moaned.
			

			
				"I think I can guess, sweetie! You're preaching to the choir here."
			

			
				"Fuck, dude...what is it about you that drives me so wild?"
			

			
				"My wholesome charm?"
			

			
				"No...I think it has more to do with your big cock...and the way you use it...the way you use it. The way you fuck me. Yeah, the way you fuck me with that big hard cock!"
			

			
				"Oh, girl, you make me want to cum so bad."
			

			
				"Then give me your cum, stud. Shoot it all up inside me!" I cried.
			

			
				Much to his credit, Peter held out for a while longer but eventually he did shoot it all up inside me, as requested, and I just tried to recover my breath as I continued to grab the bed. Peter had finished, but he was still inside me as he bent over my back and hugged me.
			

			
				"I love you so much, darling," he panted, also trying to restore his wind.
			

			
				"I love you, too, baby."
			

			
				It was kind of funny to be expressing these romantic sentiments while still bent over and gasping for air, instead of while snuggling up on the pillows or something, but it was true and it needed to be said. There was a good chance we would be saying it often and in a variety of locations and postures.
			

			
				Love, it seems, is one of those things that you just kind of know is happening once it's happening to you. It wasn't the sex, it was the pit of my stomach feeling of being completely at one with this man. The sex was just a kick ass way of expressing that feeling in the most intense way possible. I hadn't "lived" much, at least compared to what Carly would have recommended, but I had taken the plunge and explored different kinds of relationships with different kinds of men. There was a lot to be said for no-strings-attached sex, and love was bound to be far more complicated going forward, but it felt so right to me.
			

			
				I think the biggest thing that had held me back was the fact that it shouldn't have happened this way. It shouldn't have happened at all. You don't get setup on a blind date, go there in drag, suck the guy off in the back of a car, and then fall madly in love with the dude. But then there was that crazy Tunnel of Love ride. To make your wish come true you needed to be kissing your "true love," according to the legend. We had both wished for the same thing, so presumably the ride new all the way at the start that we were "meant for each other" somehow. It's a strange world we live in, indeed.
			

			
				The rest of the weekend was what you might have expected it to be. We hung out and did stuff and we fucked like bunnies. I wasn't freaking out about going home when the weekend was done because home was only a few hour's drive away this time. And there was no need for us to get all wrapped up in some big future plans right now. We were both still young, and going to school, and true love or not, things don't always have the fairy-tale ending you want. We would have plenty of chances to see each other and if the day came where we ended up getting married, then that would be another exciting chapter in our lives. Living on a farm was probably a bigger issue for me to wrap my head around than the thought of spending my life with one man, but even that wasn't carved in stone. It just felt really good to be where I was at and who I was and who I was with. That's not a bad recipe for long-term happiness, I would guess.
			

			
				Before going back to school we made a trip to the old amusement park and naturally went on "our" ride again. For a tiny moment I had a the fear that the ride might suddenly snatch away all my newfound happiness and dump me out on the other side, a guy in a dress with his dick strapped down, but that seemed pretty unlikely. It sure wasn't something I was going to wish for.
			

			
				We kissed away, naturally, but we also made a bargain not to make any more wishes...just in case. There was no sense in pushing our luck or tempting fate. When we got to the end of the ride and Peter looked a little nervous, and I suddenly touched my breasts, just to make sure I hadn't been turned back without my knowledge.
			

			
				"Look. ah...you're really, really, happy about the way things turned out, right?" Peter kind of stammered without looking me in the eye.
			

			
				"Absolutely! Really, really, really, really, really happy, or however many times I need to say it to convince you. Why?" I asked.
			

			
				"I have kind of a confession to make. That day, where we tried to turn you back...well...I didn't exactly wish for that. I guess I sort of wished for the opposite," Peter admitted softly.
			

			
				"Why you sneaky...genius! Your wish must have canceled out my wish," I said happily.
			

			
				"You're not mad?"
			

			
				"Of course I'm not mad. You knew what I really wanted, even if I couldn't bring myself to admit it then."
			

			
				"I figured we could always go back and make it right if it turned out that you really hated being a woman, but from everything you said once you got home it sounded like you were pretty happy with the change."
			

			
				"Happy as can be, darling. I'm glad you forced the issue. And I'm glad that I didn't know what you had done because it caused me to genuinely look at myself and come to my own conclusion that it was the right path for me.
			

			
				In reality I’m not sure I was wishing all that hard to turn back into a man so I couldn’t really blame Peter for not wanting that either. The Tunnel of Love had delivered as promised the first time...no need to push my luck when the results were already so favorable.


			
				AUTHOR’S NOTES:
			

			
				 
			

			
				This is kind of funky in that I wrote it way back in 2017 but I wasn’t happy with any of the covers that I designed so I just put it away for the time being and figured I’d come up with something later. Then I basically forgot all about the book until I was rummaging through some of my old files and discovered it sitting there. Since I forgot that I wrote it I can’t really say what was on my mind when I did or what inspired it but I think it’s a charming little romance and I finally have a cover I like so here it is at last.
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				I’ve recently started trying to establish some kind of more substantial social media presence. What I’m really hoping for is to get people to engage and communicate with me so that I can better understand what my readers want to see in the future. And I would like to use things like my blog as an outlet for some of my other artistic endeavors that I hope you will find entertaining and stimulating.
			

			
				At the moment the two that I’m concentrating on are:
			

			
				 
			

			
				https://www.facebook.com/pages/Stacey-Zackerly-Author/1433132996914960
			

			
				 
			

			
				http://staceyzackerly.blogspot.com
			

			
				 
			

			
				There’s a lot of fun stuff starting to happen at the blog like my new cartoon/caption series called “Stacey’s World” that is a surprisingly honest and generally amusing look at my life primarily from a sexual perspective.
			

			
				I would love to hear from you guys and make this relationship more of a two-way street. The fans that I’ve met online have been absolutely awesome and I can’t wait to make some new friends!


			
				SORT OF NEW VIDEOS!
			

			
				 
			

			
				I’ve been having some fun making a few short 3D animated videos using the 3DXChat game. I also discovered a cool video site that I really like called Hypnotube that is packed with sissy hypno and other TG videos. You can find my new videos there at:
			

			
				 
			

			
				https://hypnotube.com/video/the-beach-house-by-stacey-zackerly-43647.html
			

			
				https://hypnotube.com/video/the-club-by-stacey-zackerly-42938.html


			
				ALSO BY STACEY ZACKERLY:
			

			
				 
			

			
				Confessions of a Cybersex Slut
			

			
				The Transformation
			

			
				The Virgin Whore of New York
			

			
				Free Love
			

			
				Unchained
			

			
				Borderless Desire
			

			
				Sweet Dreaming
			

			
				Not Really Me
			

			
				No Turning Back Now
			

			
				The New Roommate
			

			
				Only One Exit
			

			
				Pink and Blue
			

			
				The Ultimate Punishment
			

			
				The Role of a Lifetime
			

			
				Buried Treasure
			

			
				The Halloween Party
			

			
				The Fairy Godmother
			

			
				In the Name of Science
			

			
				Second Time Around
			

			
				Buried Treasure 2: Secrets and Longings
			

			
				The Dude Ranch
			

			
				Becoming Penelope
			

			
				At the Crossroad
			

			
				Rejuvenation
			

			
				Rotation
			

			
				All for the Best
			

			
				The Slut Squad
			

			
				Girl of my Dreams
			

			
				Weekend Woman
			

			
				Try Before You Buy
			

			
				Reform School
			

			
				A Christmas Karol
			

			
				Pinup Girl
			

			
				Weekend Woman 2
			

			
				The Project
			

			
				The Stand-In
			

			
				The Experiment
			

			
				Welcome to the Club
			

			
				Chemistry
			

			
				Trans Travel, Inc.
			

			
				Metamorphosis
			

			
				Star Power
			

			
				The Castle 
			

			
				Just Enough Magic
			

			
				A Happy Accident
			

			
				The Unlikely Princess
			

			
				Cheerleader Camp
			

			
				Corporate Takeover
			

			
				Stress Relief
			

			
				Business as Usual
			

			
				Destiny
			

			
				The Hitchhiker
			

			
				Going to the Mat
			

			
				Paying the Price
			

			
				Where There's A Will
			

			
				Transplendent Resorts
			

			
				The Girl Next Door
			

			
				The Initiate
			

			
				Max
			

			
				Stand-In Bride
			

			
				Turnabout Is Fair Play
			

			
				Last Minute Christmas Swapping
			

			
				Is This Real?
			

			
				Sharing It All
			

			
				 Getting the Job Done
			

			
				Two Roads to Womanhood (Co-authored with Jenna Braveheart)
			

			
				My Lucky Day
			

			
				The Mistress
			

			
				Following In My Son's Footsteps
			

			
				Taking A Break
			

			
				No Place Like Home
			

			
				The Chastity Belt
			

			
				A Cozy Arrangement
			

			
				Bewitching
			

			
				Exclusive Membership
			

			
				Office Politics
			

			
				Santa's Helper
			

			
				The Comeback
			

			
				Photographic Memory
			

			
				Think Pink
			

			
				Getting Even
			

			
				You First
			

			
				The New Cougar
			

			
				Greener Grass
			

			
				The Proxy Girlfriend
			

			
				The Unknown Planet
			

			
				Topsy-Turvy Halloween
			

			
				No Rules
			

			
				Secret Santa
			

			
				Answering the Call
			

			
				The Surprise of My Life
			

			
				Higher Education
			

			
				A Friend In Need
			

			
				Swap Island
			

			
				Bikini Season
			

			
				The Vacation Club
			

			
				The Partnership
			

			
				Beating the Odds
			

			
				Full Membership
			

			
				Wake Up Call
			

			
				A Magical Christmas
			

			
				New Year’s Resolution
			

			
				The Lottery
			

			
				The Narrator
			

			
				Never Too Late
			

			
				Undercover Girl
			

			
				Let’s Party!
			

			
				The Summer We Swapped Places
			

			
				Getting Schooled
			

			
				Work Before Play
			

			
				Ghostly Girl
			

			
				Snowed Under
			

			
				It’s Not Such A Bad Life
			

			
				From Top to Bottom
			

			
				The Flapper
			

			
				The Romance Readers
			

			
				The Wallflower
			

			
				Crushing It
			

			
				The Summer Job
			

			
				Finally Getting It Right
			

			
				Don’t Bet On It
			

			
				The Big Shakeup
			

			
				How I Became a Goth Girl
			

			
				My Last Mission
			

			
				Candi and the Wicked Elf
			

			
				My Side Hustle
			

			
				The Swapping Club
			

			
				Recasting
			

			
				Farm Girl
			

			
				My Surprise Awakening
			

			
				I’m Game!
			

			
				Team Spirit
			

			
				My Rival
			

			
				Hanging With My Pals
			

			
				What happened To My Brain?
			

			
				The Wheel of Chance
			

			
				The Ornament
			

			
				A Little Mad Money
			

			
				My Sunny Secret
			

			
				The Woods of Womanhood
			

			
				The Temp Agency
			

			
				When You Get What You Want
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