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CHAPTER 1:

The day started innocently enough. My alarm went off and I slapped it off with some contempt. Then I starting rubbing the sleep from my eyes as I staggered off to the bathroom. As you probably guessed already I’m not much of a morning person so this waking up ritual was always a pain in the ass.

When I got in the bathroom I stuck my hand in my boxers to fish out my dick so that I could take a piss but I was having some trouble locating it for some reason. Now it’s not gigantic but it shouldn’t be so small that it could get lost in my underwear.

My underwear! Suddenly I realized that I wasn’t wearing my usual boxers I had on some tight fitting thing that was more like a chick’s panties or something. I couldn’t for the life of me figure out how I ended up owning such a thing, let alone actually wearing it to bed.

A good splash of cold water on my face usually helped to clear my mind but instead it caused me to see myself in the mirror and everything was more confusing than ever. The “me” in the mirror appeared to be female!


CHAPTER 2:

I was topless, as I had been when I went to sleep, but the womanly breasts I had sticking out in front of me were definitely not there last night. And my face was different too. Not as different as my chest, because I could at least recognize myself, just not the usual version I was accustomed to seeing.

Having realized these other bizarre transformations had taken place I decided to make one last search for my missing penis. Pulling my underwear open very gently, the way one might remove a bandage, I looked down in horror and dismay and saw conclusively that my dick was gone.

I was obviously having some kind of weird dream but it honestly didn’t feel like I was dreaming. Of course if I wasn’t dreaming I was in a world of shit because I had to go to work and they would be expecting a man named Roger Wilkins, not some strange woman who sort of resembled him.

Despite my overall state of agitation I have to confess that I was kind of fascinated my my boobs. They looked so nice, and were perfectly proportioned to the rest of my body. I jiggled them a little and watched them bounce. It was almost hypnotic, but I pulled myself away from the evil mirror and went back to my room.

Opening my closet only intensified the mystery. All of my clothes were gone. That’s not to say that the closet was empty, but instead of my usual things hanging where I hung them I found a large collection of dresses and skirts and tops. Apparently it wasn’t just me that had turned female as my entire wardrobe had as well. The same for my dresser. I found panties and bras and stockings.

As I looked around my room I realized that everything had changed. The whole décor of the room was different. It was very attractive, and very neat, but it was also very feminine. If someone was playing a prank on me they had certainly gone to an extraordinary amount of effort.

That’s when I noticed a purse sitting on top of the dresser where I usually dumped my wallet and keys at night. It felt kind of odd to be looking through some stranger’s purse but I soon discovered that I was the rightful owner of the bag, which felt even odder. My keys were there along with everything else that I might have carried in my wallet as well as a bunch of other crap that I didn’t tote around with me like tampons. All of my cards were there, along with my driver’s license, which identified me as Tiffany Ann Wilkins, same address, same birthday, same hair and eye color but decidedly shorter.

In a way that was all kind of a relief. If I was temporarily stuck as a woman I would still need to drive my car and buy things so at least I wasn’t stuck with mismatched identification. On the other hand it was disturbing because it meant that really powerful forces were at work here. While it was highly unlikely that anyone would be able to sneak into my house and change me and all of my belongings literally overnight it was damn near impossible to imagine that they could fabricate all of my credit cards and so on as well.

Just for the hell of it I quickly booted up my computer and checked my passwords at a number of sites. They were all the same as before except my accounts were all attributed to Tiffany Wilkins. Even my bank thought I was her. Pressing on a little further I checked out my company’s web page where I knew my profile and picture were presented. Even that had changed. Apparently my employer was in on the grand scheme, whatever that might be, so I decided that I’d better go in to work. Hopefully something might be revealed or someone slip up and give away the gag.

I had no experience dressing as a woman so it took me a little time to figure out what was appropriate work attire but I got myself dressed in something that looked like what the other women in the office wore and thought about trying to apply some makeup but settled for the lipstick that was in my purse. I was a little shaky in the application but not disastrously so and it was really the best I could do under the circumstances.

My car was the same, except that the registration was now in Tiffany’s name, and the seat had already been adjusted to accommodate my shorter legs so I just took off for work like nothing had happened and parked in my usual spot, that was now labeled Tiffany Wilkins instead of Roger Wilkins, grabbed my purse and walked through the doors.

Everything was completely normal. Everyone seemed to be going about their business as usual. That just made the whole thing even stranger. Spontaneously becoming female should have been a seismic event that sent ripples throughout my whole world, but my world didn’t seem to give a damn that I was coming to work as a woman. It was just another day at the office.

“Good morning Ms. Wilkins,” said my perky assistant Judy as she came up and handed me some paperwork to look at. “These two need to be signed off on right away and these are the preliminaries for your review. Nice suit by the way. Is that new?”

“New-ish,” I replied, being slightly startled by hearing the sound of my feminine voice for the first time.

“You have such great taste in clothes,” said Judy with a smile. “I’ll get your coffee.”

Judy was adorable, and a damn good assistant. I’d had a lot of fantasies about bending her over my desk and fucking her, but those thoughts always remained fantasies. In this day and age it was dangerous to even flirt in the office.

When I got to my desk I had the increasingly familiar sensation of finding everything the way it should have been aside from the fact that any personalization was now tailored to my new female identity. Whatever was causing this nightmare had at least brought some order to the chaos.

It was again a mixed blessing to find that my world accepted me as Tiffany Wilkins but disturbing at the same time. I had really hoped that my presence would cause some kind of a stir as people would wonder who this strange woman was sitting at Roger Wilkins’ desk but nothing could have been further from the truth. As insane as it was everyone actually thought that I was supposed to be a woman.

That’s when a couple of dark and disturbing concepts hit me. First I worried that whatever had happened to me was somehow cosmic in nature and completely unpredictable. If someone had been playing a hoax on me, no matter how elaborate, it would be reversed in time, but if some sort of “freak of nature” had just happened there was no telling when or if I would get back to normal.

The second disturbing thought was that I was losing my mind. What if I really was Tiffany Ann Wilkins and always had been? Where would I have gotten the idea that I was really a man named Roger? All of my memories were of living life as a man but all of the practical evidence suggested that I had always been a woman. Judy talked about my great taste in clothes like that was some longstanding thing but she had never mentioned my clothes before as far as I knew.

As I went through my day I found it was just as easy to do my job as a woman as it had been as a man, although I did notice a lot of men in the office checking me out whenever I walked past them. I knew they were trying not to be too obvious about it but I also knew the tricks having done the same thing myself. The quick glance at your watch, or stretching your arms like you’re just staring off into space when really your eyes are riveted on a shapely bottom or nice rack.

Near the end of the day I was passing one of my female colleagues, a blonde beauty named Sandy Anderson, who I knew from the office but had no outside contact with, not that I wouldn’t have liked to.

“Drinks at Toni’s after?” she said in passing.

“Ah...sure,” I replied.

It took me a moment to realize that she must be referring to a bar named Toni’s that was near the office. I knew it was a popular watering hole for some of the staff, especially the women, but when I went for drinks with the guys after work we usually preferred a sports bar a couple of blocks away. In any case I wasn’t going to pass up the chance to see Sandy in a more personal setting, even if it took being female to do it.


CHAPTER 3:

Toni’s was a nice enough place, and it had its own energy and vibe, but it wasn’t quite as raucous as the sport’s bar I usually frequented. Toni’s was gin and tonic and the other joint was beer and hot wings. The one thing I did know from office gossip was that despite the amount of women there Toni’s was not a pickup place, at least for co-workers. There was kind of an unwritten rule that said that you would be shot down immediately if you tried to hit on one of your fellow employees there. It was a “safe zone” for the gals at work to gather and gossip and do whatever women did when they got together for drinks. That actually made me kind of relieved because I sure had been flirted with and visually scrutinized all day long in the office and was happy to escape that for a time.

As it turned out it wasn’t just Sandy. There were two or three other ladies from the office, all rather good-looking, which basically confirmed the stereotype that hot women travel in packs. It sort of made me feel good that I was included in their company, although I’m not sure exactly why I cared one way or the other.

The conversation started out much like it would have had I been drinking with the guys, that is to say basically a lot of grumbling about work or sharing office gossip, but after a couple of drinks things loosened up a bit and the girls started talking more about something they had seen on television, or events from their home life...and men.

“So...how was your date with Michael?” a woman named Susan asked Sandy.

“You know I don’t see that going anywhere...except back to the bedroom maybe. He is good between the sheets,” Sandy replied.

“So he’s more of a fuck buddy,” a woman named Carol commented casually.

“Potential fuck buddy,” said Sandy. “Maybe more like standby lay if I can’t find anything better to do.”

The girls had a laugh at that but I was too astonished to react one way or the other. I’d always thought of Sandy as a hot piece of ass but it never really crossed my mind that she would think of men in a similarly crude way. I wondered what this Michael did that earned him praise for being good between the sheets but failing to achieve full fuck buddy status. There was obviously more to this being female business than met the eye.

“So who’s in for the dude ranch weekend?” asked Carol.

“I don’t know...do I really want to spend a weekend riding a horse?” said Peggy, the final member of our drinking crew that evening.

“With any luck you’ll be riding something much more appealing,” Carol shot back which caused some more laughter.

“And hopefully at least hung like a horse,” Sandy added to which everyone clinked glasses together, including me because I didn’t want to stand out as the stick-in-the mud.

“Can’t make it. I’ve got other plans for this weekend and they don’t include boots and spurs...unless we get creative,” said Susan.

“Me too, I’m afraid,” said Peggy. “But tell me how it goes. It really does sound like a lot of fun.”

“Well, it’s just us three I guess,” said Sandy, indicating Carol and myself along with her.

“That’s a dangerous combination,” Susan joked. “You’re the three horniest bitches I’ve ever known. I can’t begin to imagine the trouble you might get into with no one sensible there to chaperon you.”

“I’ll drink to that,” said Sandy as she clinked her glass with mine and Carol’s. “The Three Horny Bitches ride again!”

The rest of the time we spent in the bar was pretty jovial...and pretty raunchy. Apparently these ladies talked about men a lot. I naturally was conspicuously quiet, which finally drew some attention.

“What about you?” Sandy suddenly turned and asked me.

“What about me what?” I mumbled in reply.

“You haven’t said much. Any juicy stories you want to share,” said Sandy.

“Not really,” I said with a shrug. “I’ve just been busy with work.”

“That’s your problem, honey,” said Sandy as she touched my arm. “All work and no play makes Tiffany a dull girl. You need to relax more and have some fun.”

“Oh, you know her...she’s more of a fucker than a talker. I imagine she’s having plenty of fun, she just holds her liquor better than we do,” Carol teased.

I was glad to have gotten off the hook, but in truth I was getting pretty buzzed rather quickly so I had been nursing my drinks along. I was scared of being in this strange situation but surprisingly it had turned out to be a lot of fun. It really wasn’t all that different than hanging out with the guys, except the talk was about men instead of women. Fortunately it was just talk, and there was no harm in that, except that it looked like I was expected to join Sandy and Carol on some kind of weekend getaway at a dude ranch. I figured I could come up with some kind of last minute excuse and not have to face any peer pressure at the bar. Susan and Peggy got out of it easily enough so I imagined I could as well.

When I got home I realized that I should probably eat something after pounding all those drinks on an empty stomach so I whipped up a quick meal and watched a little television. I actually felt kind of proud of myself for having gotten through the day so successfully.

I wasn’t used to wearing a bra so I took that off and just pulled on a tank top and some sweat pants, which was a much more comfortable outfit, and wondered how long I was going to be stuck like this. I hoped that I would just wake up in the morning with everything back the way it was supposed to be but I had my doubts about that.

Suddenly an idea struck me and went through both my phone and my computer, checking old messages and voice mails and emails to see if I could learn something about my supposed female past.

My contacts were different, which struck me as odd since everything else seemed to be same, but then I realized that they naturally would be since I had been supposedly living my life as Tiffany, not Roger, and would have different friends and acquaintances, or at least different relationships with many of them.

It was fascinating to read messages that I had presumably written that I obviously had no memory of whatsoever. I had the same initial tinge of guilt, like I did when I went through my purse, because it felt like I was reading someone else’s diary, but of course it was really all my own correspondence.

I learned a great deal about myself and the people I communicated with on a semi-regular basis. The girls at the bar were obviously pretty close friends of mine but there were other people as well, and some of them men, although I was relieved to find that there was no one guy in particular that I seemed to be heavily involved with. That gave me the impression that Sandy was probably right that I spent way more time working than playing, which was a definite relief. I certainly didn’t want some guy showing up at my door thinking he was my boyfriend or something. As long as I didn’t encourage men or lead them on I should be able to avoid getting myself into any sticky situations that might be hard to get out of...I hoped.

The time just flew by as I went back through my unknown past. It was a little like having amnesia I suppose. Part of your brain would tell you that this was your life but another part would have no memory of it.

One thing that was particularly disconcerting was the fact that I appeared to have dated a number of men who were my friends in my other life. Naturally in this world they didn’t know me as Roger, but I sure as hell knew them and the thought that I might have had some kind of romantic connection to any one of them was appalling. Once again I was grateful that there didn’t appear to be anything too serious going on with any guy, but going out on a date meant that there was some kind of implied attraction. Of course I might have just been jumping to conclusions. There was nothing to say that “going out” necessarily meant something romantic. Maybe these guys were just platonic friends, as they had always been.

There was still a ton of research to do but I had spent most of the evening pouring over this stuff so I called it a night and decided to hit the sack. I wasn’t sure what to wear so I just left on the outfit I was wearing and found that it did a serviceable job of being pajamas. Hopefully I wouldn’t wake up with a hangover from all the booze but that would be a small pain compared to what I had experienced when I woke up this morning so I tried not to worry about it and just went to sleep.


CHAPTER 4:

When I woke things were just as they had been the night before. I was glad that I didn’t have much of a hangover but I would have gladly traded that to get my cock and balls back. Since that hadn’t happened I just dragged myself into the bathroom and turned on the shower. When I had stripped out of my clothes I took a good hard look at my naked body for the first time. I knew I had a fine rack and couldn’t help but admire my titties again before moving on to the rest of my anatomy. My stomach was flat but not terribly toned so I assumed that meant that I watched what I ate but didn’t hit the gym very often. My hips were wider than they used to be and my ass stuck out in back rather noticeably. There was some jiggle to my rump when I tried shaking it but when I squeezed my butt cheeks I found that they were surprisingly firm. So it looked like I had a nice ass to go along with my nice tits. And as for my face I had to admit that the feminized version of me was rather pretty. No wonder so many guys in the office were looking at me. I’d look at me if I were still me.

Later that day at the office Sandy dropped by to tell me that she had confirmed our reservations for the weekend and that we were sharing a room with two beds.

“I figure we can bunk together,” said Sandy. “You know how Carol snores after she’s been drinking, and it’s not like we haven’t shared a bed before.”

I had been prepared to make some excuse to get out of the trip but the thought that I was going to be sharing a bed with the gorgeous Sandy Anderson caught me completely off guard. I didn’t really think anything sexual was implied, although it was kind of interesting the way she said we had shared a bed before, so my mind was racing with all kinds of naughty thoughts. At the very least I would get to see her in her underwear, or possibly even naked, and that was something I had dreamed about for a long time.

Hanging with the girls at the bar had been kind of fun so I figured a weekend together wouldn’t be all that much different. In any case it would give me an excuse to fend off any male admirers who might approach me with weekend plans of their own. Apparently Sandy had been to this place before and assured me that I would absolutely love it so that gave me even more incentive to try and look forward to this as an interesting change of pace. It also meant that I could consult Sandy about what to pack for the trip without arousing any suspicion.

The weekend would be starting on Friday evening so we all took a half day at work and then piled into Carol’s SUV for the trip out to the ranch. The first thing was to check in and dump our stuff in the room, then there would be a big community barbecue followed by line dancing in a barn. I didn’t know shit about line dancing but the room was cozy and the bed was small enough to be intimate for two, even without trying, and I wasn’t going to say no to some good barbecue. All things considered we were off to a fine start.

Carol wasted no time in giving me the kind of glimpse I was hoping to get. In fact it was a lot more than a glimpse as she stripped down to her bra and panties almost as soon as we hit the room.

“Jesus, can’t you keep your clothes on for five minutes?” Sandy joked.

“You know the less I have on the more comfortable I get,” Carol replied.

“Well take it all off then. It’s nothing we haven’t seen before,” Sandy suggested.

Carol just grinned and stripped completely naked. She was one of those girls whose big tits looked even bigger on her small frame. They were so round and juicy it was hard to take my eyes off of them. I had wondered for the longest time what they would look like in the flesh and now they were on full display right in front of me.

“Come on woman, buy a razor or get waxed or something,” Sandy chided.

“Hey, I like my bush,” said Carol as she looked down at her curly pubic hair. “What do you think Tiffany?”

“I think...it’s very old school,” I replied.

“That’s a diplomatic answer,” Sandy said with a laugh.

I hadn’t really expected to be asked to judge anyone’s pubic hair on this trip but it was an interesting development. I came to life as a woman already neatly groomed down there so I didn’t have a choice but I figured I might need to look into that down the line.

After unpacking and kicking back for a bit, just shooting the shit and relaxing, it was time to get dressed for dinner. Sandy had told me that it was all cowgirl or country girl attire with an emphasis on sexiness. I kind of lingered while the other gals got dressed so that I could see what they were wearing first then chose some cut off jeans shorts and a red plaid button up top that I tied off on the bottom. With a cowboy hat and boots I was pretty much ready to go and fit right in with my companions.

Dinner was delicious but probably not the ideal menu for a gal trying to watch her weight, not that I was worrying about that at the time. We were seated at a long table with other guests but I was in the middle between my two pals so I didn’t really interact much with any strangers. Sandy and Carol were both seated next to guys and spent a fair amount of time chatting it up and flirting with them so I was relieved that I had grabbed the center seat.

After dinner came the line dancing. I was planning to just sit it out but Carol and Sandy insisted that I join them so I did. Fortunately they started off with a couple of instruction courses for beginners so I didn’t feel totally alone in my foolishness. A very pretty dance instructor showed us a few steps that weren’t as difficult as I thought they would be and pretty soon I was getting in the swing of it.

The funny thing is that as a woman I didn’t feel the same kind of embarrassment I would have felt being in exactly the same situation as a man. Being a girl was kind of a license to let yourself be a bit uninhibited. Nobody cared if you messed up because you could just laugh about it and look cute.

After a while I realized that I was having fun and enjoying myself. I really didn’t do that very often but it felt nice to unwind a bit, and even though the whole thing was kind of corny it was also kind of cool. It really made me relax and forget about the office for a while, and Sandy and Carol were a hoot to hang out with.

“For once I agree with Carol,” said Sandy once we were back in our room after dancing. “It’s time to get buck fucking naked.”

With that Sandy started peeling off all her clothes with Carol right behind her. There was no point in me being the holdout so I stripped naked too. It did feel really good to be free of all clothing and it was another thing that I knew I’d never do as a man. There was no way I would hang out in the nude with my male friends. That would be considered totally gay, unless it was a group sex thing where we were banging chicks. With Sandy and Carol it didn’t feel like anything sexual and it didn’t seem like a big deal to be lounging around in the buff together.

That’s not to say that I didn’t have any sexual thoughts about my companions, especially as I lay naked on a bed right next to Sandy, who I had lusted after for a long time. She looked even better nude than I had imagined her looking, which is saying something, and I did feel a pretty powerful desire to touch her breasts but I certainly wasn’t going to do anything crazy like that, especially with Carol in the same room. If the others suggested a three-way lesbian thing I would be totally in favor of joining but I wasn’t going to be the instigator of that.

I didn’t have much experience being friends with women that I wasn’t fucking or hoping to fuck so it was really nice to just do a little female bonding. These ladies could be just as raunchy and fun-loving as my male friends but there was kind of an underlying maturity too, and I had the feeling, based on some of my past emails, that these gals would totally be there for me with emotional support if I needed it.

This time when some pop culture reference came up I made a mental note to check it out later so that I could be in the loop in future conversations. When Carol flipped on the TV, for example, I noticed that the programs she chose to watch were things I really hadn’t even heard of, but they were pretty entertaining once you were exposed to them.

Since we were all naked already we slept that way, and I felt really comfortable and happy for the first time since my female experience had begun. Hopefully the rest of the weekend would be just as pleasant.


CHAPTER 5:

“Say what now?”

“I told you, we’re signed up for the Happy Trails Horse Ride,” Sandy repeated.

“I got that, but what’s the part about not wearing any pants?” I asked.

“That’s what makes it a happy trail,” said Sandy. “You’re wearing chaps but otherwise you’re bottomless.”

“On a horse?” I stammered.

“Well, on a saddle that’s on a horse, but you’ve got nothing to worry about. It’s an easy ride and the horses are very tame. You can ride above the saddle if things are getting too intense but there’s nothing like the feeling of rubbing your snatch against leather while bouncing around on the back of a horse, trust me,” Sandy insisted.

“Yeah, haven’t you ever had an orgasm on a horse before?” asked Carol.

“Not really,” I replied.

“Then now is definitely the time,” said Sandy.

I caved to the pressure and found myself wearing chaps and boots and a tied off shirt wondering what the hell I had gotten myself into. The chaps were kind of big, heavy things but they left me totally exposed in the butt and the crotch. I looked sexy as hell but I was a little apprehensive about going out in public this way. Of course my friends were willing to do it so I didn’t want to be a wimp and spoil the fun so off we went to the barn to get assigned to a horse.

I was surprised to find that not only were men included in the party but that we were all assigned to ride in a boy/girl order. The guys were also wearing chaps but they had on pants underneath, which may not have been fair but was certainly practical. I could see how a woman might get some pleasure out of bouncing around on a saddle but it made the memory of my lost balls ache to think about trying that as a man.

Not surprisingly the men in the group were having kind of an eye candy field day with so many bare bottoms sticking out of their chaps, which sort of amused me more than offended me. I knew what those guys were thinking and feeling and if they wanted to ride a horse while erect that was the price they were going to have to pay to stare at my ass.

When I swung up in the saddle I was certain that I flashed a good amount of beaver but that was to be expected. For someone who had never been very outgoing, and certainly not an exhibitionist, I felt surprisingly aroused just by the thought of what I was doing, and we hadn’t even started riding yet.

Sandy was right that the ride was gentle and the horses were tame but the first time my pussy hit that saddle and stayed there a little while I gasped out loud and then looked around to see if anyone had noticed, which of course they hadn’t. I hadn’t masturbated as a woman yet, although I had kind of pulled my pussy lips apart and examined myself with a mirror, which was more like being at a doctor’s office than anything sexual. I had wanted to, but I was also afraid to try it. For one thing I didn’t know exactly how to do it, and for another I didn’t want to find out that it felt really good, as strange as that might sound. I had accepted the idea that I might be stuck being female for a while but I really didn’t want sex entering the equation.

Work was just work. So what if I did it in a skirt sometimes? And most everything else was just normal life. Eating, sleeping, surfing the web, going to the store...it was all harmless enough and gender didn’t change all that much. Sex, on the other hand, was quite a different thing. Once I was back to being a man I would have no regrets about having peed sitting down, but I was scared of what I might do if I found that I liked having sex as a woman.

What made this especially scary was the fact that I had started to notice that I was looking at men differently. I have to confess that I even found some guys to be attractive. This was not a happy observation. If I had sex with a woman while I was Tiffany that was fine. It would be like a nice perk to compensate me for all the trouble, but if I had sex with a man I might be mentally messed up for the rest of my life. I couldn’t imagine being a man and living with that memory. Sure, I could excuse it by saying that I was female at the time, but I wouldn’t forget the experience once I was male again, and if by chance it was a good experience that would tweak my brain even more.

At the moment it didn’t really matter what I wanted or what I was trying to avoid because I was so fucking stimulated by the bouncing and rubbing that I could sense that I was going to cum. I shot a glance at the other female riders around me and was somewhat relieved to see that I was not alone in my ecstasy. Carol was actually holding the reins in one hand and I could see that her other was pinned down in front of her so I could only imagine what she was doing with that other hand.

The men on the ride were grinning from ear to ear and looking around like I was. Sometimes you could even hear a girl making pleasure noises or crying out or talking dirty. That’s when it hit me that the point of this ride was probably to get all of the women totally horny and ready to fuck the first cock that presented itself. It was devious but ingenious too. I hoped that I would just climax quickly and lose the mood but I didn’t realize how having an orgasm would just make me want even more sex until I had experienced the Big O as a woman for the first time.

“Oh, fuck yes!” I practically shouted as I began to cum.

“Ride ‘em cowgirl!” came an enthusiastic male response from behind me.

I wanted to turn and shoot the guy an angry glance but I wasn’t capable of doing so at that moment. Instead I wondered what he’d look like without his pants on and hoped that I’d get the chance to find out soon.

The halfway point of the ride was a lovely little meadow with trees and grass and a small stream for the horses to drink at. As the handlers helped us dismount I noticed they also discretely wiped down the saddles before leading the horses off to water. The male riders wasted no time making their moves and soon everyone was pairing up with someone right on the spot.

“Hi, I’m Mike, and it was a pleasure looking at your ass but now that I can see your face that’s even more of a pleasure,” said the guy who had ridden right behind me and commented during my orgasm. “There’s a nice spot over there if you’d like to sit with me.”

“Okay,” I replied in sort of a daze.

I had not expected this trip to include an outdoor orgy, and I certainly would not have come if I had known that such a thing was going to happen, but now that I was here and holding hands with a cute guy while my pussy was dripping and my heart pounding there was nothing I could do to break the spell.

Mike and I sat under a tree and began kissing almost immediately. He wasted no time in getting his hand between my leg and fingering my wet gash. I gasped again, feeling a man touching me down there for the first time, and thought at least it was a total stranger and not one of my friends. I’d likely never see this guy again and whatever happened under this tree might be forgotten someday, or at least repressed.

“You ready to do some real riding?” Mike asked.

I just looked at him hoping that maybe he’d take pity on me and let me go but I knew that wasn’t going to happen, nor was it what I really wanted so I nodded yes and reached for his belt.


CHAPTER 6:

I knew there were people around me but time just seemed to kind of stand still and I was completely focused on myself and the man whose cock I had just released from his pants. It was big and firm and literally pulsating in my hand. Mike reached out and untied my shirt and then unbuttoned it completely. A moment later he yanked my bra down so that my boobs popped out and he eagerly grabbed them and began to give them a good squeezing.

“Hop on cowgirl,” said Mike and I positioned myself so that I was straddling his pelvis.

Down I went, straight onto his waiting erection. This time I yelped more than gasped and wondered how anything that big could possibly fit inside me. To my pleasant surprise it not only fit it felt absolutely wonderful. I forgot all about why I had been trying to avoid this and began to move myself up and down his rod.

Mike was still holding my tits as we began to fuck and it struck me that having tits was freaking awesome. They didn’t only look good they felt good being played with, and they certainly attracted men like Mike who wanted to put their big cocks inside me, which seemed like an excellent thing to do.

As I rode I caught a glimpse of Sandy standing up against a tree with her back arched and her hands resting on the trunk. Some guy was boning her from behind but I could only see his bare ass as he thrust in and out of my good friend. If she felt half as good I was feeling right now she must be a very happy girl I thought. Then I turned my attention back to the man who was stuffing my pussy with his hard manhood.

Mike looked good in his cowboy attire. He had that stubble kind of beard that implied he was so manly he just could never shave often enough. He also had really pretty blue eyes that matched his shirt perfectly although I doubted that he had planned his wardrobe that way. He was bigger than me and stronger than me and obviously fairly aggressive. I liked the fact that he had picked me and just gone right up to me and basically announced his intention to fuck me on the spot. I wasn’t used to being the one who got hit on so I knew it took some balls to do that, even in a situation like this that was obviously staged to result in fornication.

He obviously was no more a real cowboy than I was a real cowgirl but it suited him and I liked the fantasy. This was just so far away from the hectic world of business that I usually immersed myself in. Riding horses in a rustic setting and breaking down the whole man/woman thing to such a simple, raw, natural experience was just what I needed. Relationships were so complicated but sex could just be like a cool drink of water on a hot day.

“Oh, Mike...that feels so good,” I gasped in two heavy breaths.

“Hey, what’s your name honey?” Mike asked.

“Tiffany,” I replied.

“That’s a good name for you because you definitely sparkle like a diamond,” said Mike.

I wasn’t used to being praised for my looks but I realized that being pretty was a traditional female goal no matter how brilliant and accomplished the woman might be. Mike wasn’t belittling my skills as a successful businesswoman, he simply didn’t know anything about them but he could see my curvy body and feel my firm tits in his hands. From the moment I became a woman I found myself caring so much more about my appearance. I was flattered that my assistant praised my taste in clothing and I watched my friends to get my cue as to how to dress for the occasion. I even felt good that my little triangle of muff hair was so neat and immaculately trimmed.

I hadn’t really realized it but I was bouncing up and down on Mike’s dick pretty frantically and about to have another orgasm. Mike had released my boobs, which were flying up and down wildly, and was now using his hands on my hips to help me in my cock crazed ride and I could feel my eyes kind of rolling up into my head.

“Uh...uh...uh…” I gasped in a cute little feminine tone of voice that was fascinating to hear coming from me for the first time.

“Yeah honey...ride ‘em cowgirl!” Mike said, repeating his first words of orgasmic encouragement that he had offered on the trail.

“Uhhhhhhhh...Uhhhhhhh…Fuuuuuuuuck...FUUUUUUUUCK!!!”

Things were popping inside me and bells were ringing in my head. If I thought my first female orgasm was exciting that only seemed like a warm up compared to this one. Or maybe this was more like an earthquake where sometimes the aftershock was bigger than the initial shaker.

While I was right in the middle of my second climax Mike started to grunt and held my hips tighter, taking charge of the action as he began to cum inside me and brought my body down with each burst of his jizz. Maybe it was coincidental but I was certainly impressed if he had timed it to finish when I did. That was a hard trick to manage and something I don’t think I could ever have done on demand.

After he had finished I stayed mounted on him and just kind of gently rubbed my pussy back and forth on his pelvis while I put my arms on his chest for support. Then Mike pulled me down closer and we began to kiss again. His dick was so big there was no risk of it slipping out despite the fact that my pussy was soaking wet from both his cum and my own.

“That was wonderful,” I whispered in his ear as he held me tight and I nuzzled his neck with my head.

“I have to see you again...tonight,” Mike whispered back.

“I’ve got two roommates,” I told him.

“That’s okay...I don’t,” he replied.

I looked around and saw that everyone else was in various stages of coitus or its aftermath. Sandy was gone from her tree but I saw Carol stretched out on her stomach blowing a reclining cowboy. After I put my boobs back in my bra and buttoned up my shirt Mike took my hand and we went for a little walk down by the spring. I didn’t even give my bare bottom a second thought by this time. I was just one of the gals who had been randomly paired with some man like a filly on a stud farm. Horses didn’t need dinner and a movie they just knew when it was time to fuck and now I did too.

When it was time to ride back to the stables I kept myself above the saddle quite a bit. It wasn’t that I didn’t want any more sexual stimulation but I was honestly a little sore between the legs. Tiffany was obviously no virgin but this was my first experience being fucked in her body and Mike was a big boy and I had completely lost myself in the passion of the moment.

I looked back at Mike a couple of times along the way and we shared a grin or a tip of the cap and I realized that I had a date with him later that night. I wasn’t sure how my friends would feel about that since I didn’t know the etiquette of such things when women traveled together but I assumed that they would be cool with it. Maybe they had dates with their cowboys too.

“Why didn’t you tell me this was some kind of a sex resort?” I chided Sandy when we were all finally back in our room.

“Honey, I thought you knew that,” Sandy replied. “This is like the cowboy version of Club Med on steroids. Didn’t you have a good time?”

“I had a fantastic time, but I would have appreciated a little warning,” I replied with a grin.

“You’ve got to relax bitch and go with the flow more,” Carol chimed in.

“Well I’m seeing my guy again later tonight, is that flowy enough for you?” I said in mock defiance.

“Good for you girl. He must have made quite an impression,” Sandy commented.

“More like an indentation. I think my pussy is still molded to the shape of his cock,” I joked.

“It’s always the quiet ones who turn into the biggest sluts,” Carol quipped. “As for me there’s a whole lot of fresh man meat out there and I want to sample as much of it as possible.”

“I’m sorry honey, I really thought you knew,” said Sandy sympathetically as she hugged me. “But at least it turned out well.”

Yes it did, I thought. It certainly did.


CHAPTER 7:

I wanted to wear something special for my date so I went to the clothing store and gift shop and picked out the perfect outfit. The top was just a fringed vest that I decided to wear with nothing underneath. There was also a matching skirt that was very short and also had fringe trim and I opted to go with that and no panties. With my boots, hats, and a bandanna tied around my neck I thought I made an adorable little cowgirl...or a sexy one at any rate. I also bought some turquoise bracelets because they looked so darn pretty.

Carol and Sandy both approved of my outfit for both it’s slutty attractiveness and my practicality in going commando. They also admired my bracelets, which made me feel good since it was my first jewelry purchase and I didn’t want to ruin my reputation for good taste.

I wore my more respectable attire to eat dinner with the gals before changing into my seduction clothes and keeping my rendezvous with Mike in a barn. I felt so confident when I was looking at myself in the mirror in our room but my legs were shaking as I made the walk to the barn and for a moment I thought I might chicken out. What was I doing meeting up with a guy to fuck? The horse ride had taken me totally by surprise, and having just experienced my first female orgasm I was in no position to think clearly or resist temptation, but now I was wide-eyed and fully awake and totally aware of what I was doing. Even so something made me keep trudging along until I found myself standing inside the barn looking around for Mike.

“You look even hotter than I remembered you looking, which I didn’t think was possible,” came a male voice from somewhere above me.

It didn’t sound like the voice of God telling me to run from my sin and shame so I assumed Mike was up in a loft somewhere and quickly spotted him. He was leaning on a rail next to a ladder and he just beckoned me to come up with one finger. That hand must have had a pussy magnet in it because I felt myself drawn by an irresistible force as I scampered up the ladder and into his arms.

“Nice outfit...and very practical,” Mike commented as he pulled the sides of my vest open and looked at my bare breasts.

“Thanks, I hoped you’d like it,” I replied.

“We’d probably be more comfortable in my room but I thought it might be fun to start here. You know, keep with the whole ranch theme and all,” said Mike.

“Well I climbed all the way up here so I might as well stick it out for a while,” I said.

Mike took me by the hand and we walked past a sort of mini maze of hay bales until we came to an open area where he had placed a blanket, a bottle of wine, and two glasses.

“Very impressive,” I commented as I looked at the label on the wine bottle, “but not exactly the sort of thing I’d expect a cowboy to be drinking.”

“Fortunately I’m not really a cowboy I’m a Senior Account Representative at a major brokerage,” Mike replied as he poured the wine and handed me my glass.

“Ah...Senior Vice President of Marketing and Sales at Crawford and Sons,” I replied.

“So we’re both here in disguise,” said Mike as we settled down together on the blanket.

“Well I’m here in almost nothing so I don’t know how much of a disguise it is,” I joked.

“So I’ve noticed,” said Mike as he pulled my vest open again and started to suck on one of my nipples.

I just leaned back and sipped my wine contentedly as Mike went to town on my bosom. I had always thought that tits were fabulous and it appeared that Mike shared my view. Nipples were especially great now and having them pinched and sucked was a real treat.

“What made you come to this place?” I asked casually.

“Oh, I’ve been here a couple of times now. A buddy of mine turned me onto it. He’s the one that told me not to miss the Happy Trails Horse Ride and was he ever right about that,” Mike replied.

“Take your shirt off,” I suddenly said. “You’ve seen my chest now I want to see yours.”

Mike happily obliged and I was impressed by his toned physique. He obviously did some kind of working out aside from banging strangers at this dude ranch. I pressed my hands against his chest and found that it was as solid as it looked.

Mike pulled my vest off and we embraced and started kissing. It was even nicer with our bare skin pressed together. I liked Mike. He had a nice combination of being laid back and easy to be with mixed with a confident type of aggression. He obviously wasn’t afraid to go for what he wanted, especially where women were concerned, and that was particularly impressive to me because I knew how intimidating it could be to interact with females.

We made out for quite a while and Mike got his hand under my skirt quite easily and was delighted to find that my practicality had extended to my lower half as well. This time when he fingered me he paid a lot of attention to my clit which was like shooting me up with some kind of lust drug. I suddenly grabbed for his pants and got everything unfastened as quickly as possible so that I could pull his manly cock out and stroke it.

Without even realizing it I stopped kissing Mike and let my head get down fairly close to his dick, just staring at the tip of it as it popped up through my grasp. A little gentle pressure on the back of my head and I completed the journey. I opened my mouth and stuck my tongue out and let the head of his penis rest on my tongue as I continued to stroke him. Then my lips closed around his shaft and my head began to bob up and down on his pecker.

I hadn’t planned on sucking his cock...or had I? I had been thinking about trying it but decided that it was too much for me to cope with this early on. Yet once I had his dick in my hand my head just went down almost automatically. Maybe it was like some sort of muscle memory, I thought. Tiffany was obviously not a prudish or repressed girl when it came to sex so perhaps cock sucking was just second nature. Whatever the case I was sucking him now and I found the experience to be thrilling.

There was no question in my mind that I was doomed now. I had a man’s penis in my mouth and I liked having it there. I liked the taste and the smell of it. I liked its warmth and the way it pulsated against my tongue. It was such a dirty thing to do, but I was obviously a very dirty girl, and quite happy to be so.

“Fuck, baby...that’s amazing,” Mike moaned. “You’re so hot I feel like I should wear gloves to touch you.”

Keep heaping that praise on me I thought, even if it’s bullshit. Tell me how hot I am. Tell me how amazing it is to have me suck your cock. I’m ready to soak up all your compliments like a sponge. I want you to have the best time ever because you’re cute and manly and have beautiful blue eyes and a gorgeous big cock and I really enjoy your company.

Naturally I didn’t actually say any of that out loud but I was definitely thinking it. He checked a lot of boxes with me, which made him a good lover, but also made me want to do my best to please him. I had never felt quite this unselfish during sex before but it was a pleasant feeling.

“As much as I’m enjoying this I think it’s time to fuck,” Mike announced and I lifted my head up to see how he wanted to do me.

“Now I hope this doesn’t freak you out but I saw this rope over there and thought it might be appropriate to tie you up a bit,” said Mike.

There was a moment of panic. Was he just some crazy psychopath who had lured me out into this barn to tie me up and kill me? That didn’t seem too likely. It seemed more like cowboy role playing to me. And it also seemed very kinky, and I was all in favor of kink in the mood I was in so I let him tie me up.

There was a large beam coming up through the floor of the loft and on the beam was a big iron ring so Mike slipped the rope through the ring and then tied my wrists together. That left me on my knees with my arms extended slightly above my head. I was about as helpless as I could be and had put a lot of trust in a man I barely knew.

Once he had trussed me up Mike came over and stood next to the beam while he stripped completely naked, although after taking his pants off he put his boots and hat back on. His nude body looked wonderful to me and with the hat and boots he made me think of a male stripper. Next he came closer and kind of rubbed his prick all over my face. I tried to get my mouth on it, or at least my tongue, but he was too quick for that.

After toying with me for a while he strolled behind me and squatted down on top of my butt. He slid his big cock up and down my slit a few times and then let it all sink to the bottom in one long, slow, plunge. I wouldn’t say that I was in the most comfortable position in the world but it was a highly erotic one.

At work I felt very much in control, even as a woman, although maybe I tried a little harder to be all business so that I’d be taken seriously. In any event there were plenty of men who worked for me and so far they had all shown me the same type of respect they had shown when I was male, at least to my face. Getting fucked from behind with my hands tied to a post was about the most submissive thing I could recall ever having done, and I probably made better money than the guy who was fucking me, but that didn’t get in the way of the pleasure I was feeling. I was connecting on some deeper feminine instinct level.

Getting humped in a barn at a sex retreat was hardly a profound experience in and of itself, but my emotional response to that humping seemed very profound to me. It felt like there was a line drawn between the bedroom and the boardroom and that I could let myself be weak and vulnerable and even submissive in the former without sacrificing any of my power or dignity in the latter. I was a woman, with complex emotions and complicated expectations and a whole different outlook on things than I had when I was a man...and I was okay with that. Perhaps I even liked it in a way. It felt good to me and it also felt natural. I still had so much to learn but I felt like I was learning quickly.

“Yee haw!” Mike shouted as he began to really give it to me.

I couldn’t see him, of course, but I could picture him waving his hat like Slim Pickens riding the bomb at the end of Dr. Strangelove.

“Fuck yes you big stud!” I called out in response. “Fuck me harder! Give me all of that big cock!”

Of course Mike was going to give me all of his big cock whether I asked for it or not but I figured it didn’t hurt to make the suggestion and it probably gave him a nice ego boost.

When he finished up inside me he pulled out, took his boots off and then pulled on his pants before putting his boots back on in front of me, then grabbed his shirt and pretended to walk off leaving me tied to the post. Before I could freak out he was back and had me out of my bondage in no time and I threw myself at him and smothered him with kisses.

“That was a men trick,” I pouted.

“I know, but I couldn’t resist. You just looked so helpless there. I wondered what the guy who found you would do. Would he be a gentleman and let you go right away or would he take advantage of the situation?” said Mike.

“Well I suppose you could tie me up again and we could wait and see...or you could take me back to your room and screw me all night long,” I said.

“I think I’ll take you back to my room and screw you all night long,” said Mike after pretending to give the proposition some serious thought.

He definitely made the right choice.


CHAPTER 8:

My trip to the dude ranch had given me a new outlook and a fresh perspective on my situation. Since I had no idea how I had become female it naturally followed that I had no idea if I would ever go back to being male. For me to worry about that and feel guilty about the things I was doing as Tiffany was pointless and counterproductive. If the universe saw fit to turn me back into a man someday there was nothing I could do about it anyway so I’d just have to adapt the way I was now adapting to being a woman.

I decided that it would be interesting to see some of my old friends, if nothing else to see how they acted around this version of me. The girls from the office were only work acquaintances in my male life so being friends with them now was totally new to me, but supposedly my old male friends were still my friends, although it appeared that I might have had some sort of romantic encounters with some of them in the past. Hopefully that was all water under the bridge and wouldn’t present any particular problems in socializing with them now.

After all these were my oldest and dearest friends from my previous life so I didn’t want to cut them out of my existence just because we might have gone on a date or two. I thought it was interesting that I seemed to have dated a number of my friends but that we still appeared to be friendly, at least based on what I could glean from email and text messages. I thought that spoke well of me and my circle of friends that we could be mature enough to have tested the romantic waters but remained friends even after nothing serious took root.

I decided to call George Campbell first and shoot the idea of maybe grabbing a drink after work on Friday. George was more of a drinking buddy anyway than a close friend so it would be a familiar situation for me to have a couple of beers with the guy and see what happened.

George seemed delighted to hear from me and jumped at the offer to meet up for drinks, although I was a little surprised that he suggested a place that I wasn’t familiar with as if it was our usual watering hole. I had just assumed that we’d still drink at the same sports bar we always had but this was a different world and presumably being female I had other places to drink that I wasn’t aware of in the old world.

We met at the bar and George greeted me with a hug and a kiss on the lips, which was definitely not the way we would have greeted each other in the past. I began to wonder just what exactly the nature of our relationship was as we settled down at the bar and George ordered for me.

“It’s been a while, Tiff. I was wondering when you’d call again,” said George as we received our first drinks and began to consume them.

Apparently I liked Long Island Iced Teas, which turned out to be rather tasty. The thing looked innocent enough but it was packed with five different types of booze and went down so smoothly I hardly noticed how fast I was drinking it.

“Just been busy with work, as always,” I replied. “And hanging with some of the girls from the office. We actually went to a dude ranch last weekend, if you can imagine that.”

“Oh, I can easily imagine you as a sexy cowgirl riding the range...and other things,” said George with a wink. “I’m just glad you’re letting me back in the saddle.”

Fuck buddy. Sandy had mentioned the phrase when we went for drinks at the start of my female adventure. She had referred to some guy as a “potential” fuck buddy but I hadn’t thought about that too much. I’d never had a fuck buddy as a man. I tended to date women basically one at a time and waited for one relationship to end before starting another. There was the occasional one-night-stand, but I never had any sort of regular sex partner that I wasn’t romantically involved with.

For some reason I had the sinking suspicion that George and I might be fuck buddies. He seemed entirely too anxious to get together with me just for a couple of drinks and the way he greeted me seemed like more than a platonic peck on the cheek. He had also made the sexy cowgirl comment and a lewd innuendo which implied a certain intimacy between us that I hadn’t been expecting. Of course it was possible that I was jumping to conclusions so I decided to stick around and see how things developed.

“Baby, you can’t imagine how I’ve been aching to see you,” said George a little later in the conversation. “The things you do to me just blow my mind. My dick started getting hard the minute I saw it was you calling me.”

Bingo! George assumed that this was a booty call. Probably for good reason so I couldn’t hold that against him. Apparently George and I liked to get together sometimes for drinks...and fornication. That seemed like my cue to make up an excuse and get the hell out of there but instead I had another drink and took a long hard look at my old pal. He was certainly attractive, which of course was something I had never thought about before, but I could see where I might have been interested in him as a bed mate. I knew he kept himself in really good shape, despite all the drinking, and I began to wonder what he might look like naked.

He had a huge advantage on me now because we had presumably fucked numerous times but I only knew him as a fellow man. Having sex with a stranger had been fun but I wondered what it would be like having sex with someone I knew. When he asked whether I wanted to go to his place or mine I chose his without hesitation. I figured it would be easier for me to leave than to have to kick him out if I regretted this decision somewhere along the line.

George’s apartment was exactly the same as I remembered it, although I had only been there a couple of times. What was different was the fact that he had his arm around my waist and was leading me straight to the bedroom. The Long Island Iced Tea was certainly helping me to relax but I still felt very funny about what was happening. Then I realized that George only knew me as Tiffany. In his mind there never was a Roger Wilkins so it wasn’t like he was going to think less of me as a man if I went to bed with him. Somehow in this new reality we met and became friends, as we had done in the old one, but because I had tits and a pussy the whole dynamic of our relationship was totally different.

Part of the time at the bar had been like the old days where we just kind of shot the shit over drinks, but part of it was laced with sexual tension and flirtation. Even though I was probably a sure thing George still tried to woo me, and that was kind of fascinating. Two guys who are drinking buddies don’t tend to spend a lot of time complimenting each other. It’s not a very manly way to behave. And I could remember the competitiveness whenever some really hot chick came in the bar as we each wanted to prove that we could bag her, even if it was just all talk and nobody made a move.

Once in his room George began to strip so I did likewise. I had to admit that my old pal looked very good naked. Even though his cock was only partially erect I could see that it was of pretty decent size. Who knew? We had both bragged about our prowess with the ladies, as men tend to do, especially with a couple of drinks in them, but now I was going to actually discover whether George was all talk or whether the bragging was true at all.

“Good lord, you are such a knock out,” said George once we were both nude and standing beside his bed.

“You’re not bad yourself, baby,” I replied honestly.

George came over and kissed me and then hopped on the bed. He patted the mattress next to him and I quickly climbed up by his side. He took me in his arms and we started to kiss again as we let our hands roam about each other’s bodies. So George Campbell had a hot bod and a big dick. No wonder we had ended up in bed before. Presumably I also liked the way he fucked or it would have just been a one and done situation.

When he spread my legs open I expected him to get on top and put his cock in me but instead he stretched out and buried his face in my muff. After a couple of minutes of absolutely expert pussy licking I realized one reason why I came back for more.

“You’re very good at this,” I purred.

“So you always say,” he replied before diving back into my snatch.

George worked his tongue like a snake and his fingers were busy too. He did this thing where he licked my clit while he finger banged both my pussy and my ass at the same time and it had me going nuts in no time at all. I didn’t know that having something stuck up my anus would ever be enjoyable but the way he was working me made it a very pleasant surprise.

I was still in the middle of a pretty damn fine orgasm when George suddenly scooted up and stuffed his cock in my pussy. It was very good timing and I almost screamed but managed to keep it to a loud moan.

“That’s my girl,” said George as he rammed his boner into my box a little harder. “You cum more than any woman I’ve ever known.”

It was true that I was very orgasmic, something that I had read was not typical. Apparently a lot of women had trouble climaxing, especially from penetration. They needed clit stimulation to do the job, or just didn’t cum very often at all. I was glad that I wasn’t one of those women because orgasms were simply the best. A body rocking, mind melting, full bore orgasm made me very glad to be female.

George Campbell has his penis inside me and he’s making me cum. That was easy to enjoy but hard to process. I never thought that I’d be on my back, looking up at his face as he grunted and strained while he slammed his cock into a wet orifice of mine. When I first turned female and realized that I had some kind of a dating history with my old friends this was exactly the sort of thing that I dreaded with all my heart and soul. I was afraid to see my male buddies because they might potentially still have some kind of romantic interest in me. Now my worst nightmare was coming true but I was enjoying it so much that it seemed hard to recall what I had ever been worried about.

George was still George. He was the same guy I knew and liked from before, only now after we had a few drinks and a few laughs we didn’t have to just call it a night, we could go somewhere and get naked and make each other feel really good. That seemed like a serious upgrade to me.

I ended up spending the night and George had ample opportunity to demonstrate his skill and virility, which were considerable. Now that I had discovered that having sex with one of my friends could be a very enjoyable thing I decided it was time to reconnect with the rest of the old gang. I assumed they couldn’t all be fuck buddies so I probably had nothing to worry about where that sort of thing was concerned.


CHAPTER 9:

Rather than just jump right into the unsolicited “let’s get together” phone call I decided to work my way into the old circle first. I checked up on their social media pages to see what they had been up to lately and added comments or “likes” so that they would know I had been there. I followed up on old emails and text messages and sent a couple of new ones that seemed harmless and casual enough.

Danny Flanagan was the first to take the bait and suggest that we get together. Danny I had known since my college days and while we frequently drifted apart for a time we always seemed to get back together. It appeared that we were in one of those “apart” times so presumably anything romantic or sexual that had happened between us was some time ago, or so I assumed.

Right from the start things appeared to be very much like a date. We were going to go to dinner at one of our favorite Italian restaurants and Danny said he would pick me up at my place at seven. I had assumed that we would go in separate cars but I couldn’t see any harm in sharing a ride. When he came to pick me up he gave me a polite hug, which seemed appropriate so I didn’t worry too much about that but I did notice that he held the car door open for me and also held my chair as I was seated at the restaurant.

“You look gorgeous as always, babe. Being a workaholic seems to agree with you,” Danny commented.

“Thank you for the compliment but I wouldn’t necessarily say that I was a workaholic. I’m just someone who is highly motivated and career obsessed who devotes most of her waking hours to her job and has a hard time leaving her work at the office,” I joked.

“Someday, whether you like to admit it or not, some man is going to come along and sweep you off your feet, marry you, and probably put a baby or two inside you as well,” said Danny.

“Even if that happened, God forbid, I’m sure I’d be just as career oriented as ever,” I said.

“Maybe at first, or to some extent, but the whole family thing seems to change most women. Their priorities shift.”

“That seems like kind of a sexist viewpoint,” I scoffed.

“No, just realistic. If a man starts a family there’s even more pressure on him to buckle down at work and be a better bread winner, but a woman is expected to at least divide her time, if not devote all of it to the home life, at least if there are kids involved,” Danny pointed out. “And I’ve known you a long time, babe, and I think I know you pretty well, and I know that you’d throw yourself into that life with just as much determination and passion as you’ve always thrown yourself into your career.”

“Is this your way of saying that you want to put a baby in me?” I joked.

“Heavens no,” Danny said with a chuckle. “The reason we’re so good together is because neither one of us wants to settle down but there’s a real connection between us that makes the sex better than just some meaningless romp. We love each other but we’re both smart enough not to fall in love with each other.”

So apparently I fucked Danny too. Did I know any men that I didn’t fuck? This seemed more like a “friends with benefits” situation, but sex was obviously expected. That was fine with me. Danny was handsome and we were really good friends. I could see no reason not to go to bed with him if he wanted to tonight.

Danny had certainly made some interesting observations and raised some intriguing points. I was a workaholic, no matter what body was doing the work, and he was right that I never let the thought of marriage slow my career down in the slightest as a man, but as a woman I probably would have to make a lot of adjustments. Fortunately Tiffany had a good supply of birth control pills, and I studied the instructions very carefully because the last thing in the world I wanted to do now was get knocked up...but what about in the future? What if I did meet some guy who swept me off my feet? What if my biological clock was ticking and I felt the urgent need to become a mother? What would I be willing to sacrifice to make that work?

After dinner we went to a jazz club and had a drink while we listened to the house band. I liked jazz all right, although it wasn’t my favorite music, but I knew that Danny was really into it so apparently in this world going to a jazz club was something that we did together. I did enjoy the fact that he was so pleased by it and we even slow danced together to a couple of tunes before heading back to his place.

Danny put on some music and poured some wine and dimmed the lights and we settled down on his sofa. It was interesting seeing this side of the man. He was definitely smooth and his seduction technique may have been a bit traditional but it was also sophisticated, which I appreciated. Just like George Danny knew that my pussy was there for the taking but that it wasn’t wise to just jump on me and start thrashing about. They both felt that they had to at least go through the motions to get in my panties, even if there was little chance that I would turn them down.

“So if you ever did settle down what kind of a man do you think you’d fall for?” asked Danny as he slipped his arm over my shoulder.

“Are you sure you’re not lobbying to get me pregnant?” I teased.

“Positive. Although I can’t say that I’ve ever met any other woman I’d want to marry as much as you. We make a good couple, but primarily because we both want the same things. If somehow we ever ended up on the same page about marriage at the same time I’m sure I’d pop the question, but for now I think I just want to make love to you, if that’s what you want.”

I put my wine down and grabbed Danny’s head and kissed him deeply. Danny and I had always enjoyed a close relationship, even if we did lose touch with each other for long stretches, and we were very much alike. He was one of those guys that I could say “I love you bro” to and not feel like a total queer. It was actually very nice to be able to show him a more physical manifestation of my love without it being totally romantic.

“On the other hand, when you kiss me like that I think that maybe I should get down on one knee and propose before it’s too late,” said Danny.

“You let me get down on my knees. That’s my job,” I said with a smile as I slid onto the floor between his legs and got his dick out.

I locked my eyes on his as I began to lick under the helmet of his cock. He tried to stay focused but that didn’t last too long as I pushed a couple of inches of his manhood up into my mouth and started sucking. Danny started rolling his head from side to side and moaning softly and I was pleased that I could get such a reaction so quickly. I assumed that Tiffany was good at oral sex which would explain why I seemed to be good at it too despite my lack of experience. Or maybe it was just instinct or the idea that I sucked cock the way I would have wanted my cock to be sucked. In any case I felt remarkably confident taking a man’s dick into my mouth and pleasing him.

“Whoever you marry babe is going to be one lucky son of a bitch and I hope he deserves you,” said Danny.

I hoped so too, although I figured that was long and far away and I might not even be female long enough for that to happen so I just tried to put those thoughts from my mind and concentrate on having the best sex possible with one of my dearest friends.


CHAPTER 10:

“Oh my...oh...oh...ah...oh...ah...fuck...oh my...fuck…”

One of the advantages of being fucked by a well-read man was that he knew things like Kama Sutra poses and we were trying one called Shulachitaka, or Impaled. Danny was on his knees and I was on my back with one leg straight up in the air with my foot by his head and the other leg spread way off to the side. That gave Danny a great angle for penetration and also allowed him to rub my clit while stuffing my pussy. Needless to say it was driving me crazy.

“Do you remember the first time we had sex?” I suddenly asked, genuinely wanting to hear the answer.

“Sure. It was back in college. You made me chase you for like a semester and a half before you agreed to go out with me. To your credit you let me fuck you on the first date. I had to work to get that date but at least you didn’t prolong my misery,” said Danny.

“That wasn’t very nice of me, was it?”

“Are you kidding? You were hot stuff on that campus. You had guys falling at your feet all the time. You were the kind of girl who was worth working for, even if we did end up doing it in my dorm while my roommate Chuck was asleep in the next bed.”

“Those were some crazy times I guess,” I said, fishing for whatever information about my past I could get.

So I was fucking Danny all the way back in college. And apparently I was “hot stuff” too. That was not my recollection of college, but I could see where Tiffany would have been much more popular than Roger. I wondered how many guys in total I’d had sex with. Just because a lot of guys wanted me back then didn’t necessarily mean that I slept with an unusually large number of them, but I kind of suspected that I might have.

I was obviously a very sexual being, which was probably just a polite way of saying that I was a horny slut. And since I was career focused and not looking for love I may well have taken many partners while avoiding any long term relationships that might interfere with my future plans.

Danny was a pretty terrific guy so it was probably good that he had the same kind of non-commitment policy I had, otherwise we might have gotten tied down a long time ago. That wasn’t a horrible thought, especially now that I knew how good a lover he was. He was doing some wild shit with his dick, that I’m sure he researched somewhere. Wherever he learned it I was sure glad he was practicing it on me.

As much as I didn’t want to think about marriage and babies while getting supremely boned it was hard not to. Marriage had always just seemed like having a permanent girlfriend who would probably also cook dinner and look after the house. It was a very male view but the only one I had back then.

Did I even want to get married? That was a hard question in the abstract. If I met the right guy anything was probably possible. What about babies? That was a stranger thought one that I could consider without needing a specific man in mind.

I could give birth. At least I assumed that I could. Most healthy women with working equipment of the right age were capable of it but I’d probably need a doctor to verify that. That had never been an option before so I had never given it much thought, at least not the actual giving birth part of it. That was very frightening, but also a great privilege. I knew that I had maternal instincts, and probably a biological clock too, but it was still hard to wrap my head around the concept that I could be a mother someday.

“Now put the other leg up and put the straight one down,” Danny instructed. “You’re going to switch extended legs back and forth. It’s called Venudaritaka or the Broken Flute.”

“God Danny, you should be like a sex therapist or something. Or make Kama Sutra training videos,” I moaned.

“Well if you want to be the female model I’ll certainly consider it,” he replied with a big grin. “I don’t know whether people would buy it for the educational value but they’d sure buy it to watch you getting fucked in a variety of interesting positions.”

“So you’re saying you think I’d be a good porn star?” I joked.

“I’m saying that you’re good at just about everything you do, especially that’s sexual, so yes...I suppose I am saying that you would be a good porn star.”

I was still thinking about making babies when Danny put his sperm in me, which I suppose was a pretty logical thing to be thinking about really. So far whenever I had sex I always double checked my pill case to make sure I was on schedule. If I did end up pregnant I wanted it to be by choice, not by accident.

We didn’t go back to fucking right away because there was some movie on Netflix that Danny thought I should see so we made some microwave popcorn and watched it in bed. That was a pleasant new experience and I could picture myself in a relationship where we would do more than just fuck. Someone you recommended books to and then talked about them later, or who turned you on to some new music or movie or something. Danny could probably be that guy but he also probably wasn’t, at least more than he already was right now. He would be a very prudent choice but I didn’t think he was the one, whatever that meant.

What really stuck in my head after that night was the question of what I really wanted out of life. I knew what I wanted as Roger, and I was beginning to know what Tiffany wanted, but I wasn’t bound by everyone’s memory of Tiffany. I could quit my job, cut my hair short, move to Paris and become an artist if I wanted to, not that I had any plans in that direction. The point was I was Tiffany now and I was free to make whatever kind of a life for myself I wanted to make.

The next week I started teaching myself to cook.


CHAPTER 11:

There was one guy on my list I had been kind of avoiding. His name was Troy Adams and he had been my best friend when I was a man. I hadn’t known him quite as long as some of the other guys in my gang but we had met at my first job after college and sparked up a friendship. Troy was a little older and was established at the company when I was just starting out. He was very athletic and outgoing and quite popular, especially with the ladies, which I hoped would sort of rub off on me.

He was almost like the big brother I never had, and I definitely looked up to him in a lot of ways. I also have to confess that he was the cause of the only gay moment of my life. Being the athlete we were always playing racquetball or tennis or shooting hoops or something, and one time we were at this racquetball club that had a whole locker room and shower setup and I saw Troy naked for the first time. His body was just amazing and I envied it so much because I never seemed to get buffed out no matter how much I tried. And his penis looked big. Really big. Even though it wasn’t erect it was so much bigger than my full hard on that it kind of took my breath away. It also started to give me a boner so I quickly threw a towel across my lap and prayed that nobody noticed.

I honestly don’t think I had any sort of desire to have sex with Troy and fortunately it was an isolated incident that never happened again, but it always freaked me out whenever I thought about it. Now of course the thought of his naked body was fair game for me to fantasize about as much as I liked, but there were other things about Troy that made him dangerous besides his big stick.

After my experience with Danny I had gone into a bit of a quandary. There were times where I got in a very domestic frame of mind and learned another recipe or puttered around the house redecorating things here and there, and then there were times where I sort of snapped out of it and threw myself entirely into my work again. I had no idea what my relationship with Troy was in this new incarnation of my life but I knew that if there was anyone from my past who might be “Mr. Right” it would have to be Troy.

From our past correspondence it was hard to tell what sort of a relationship we might have had in this world. I couldn’t find any specific references to us having dated or anything like that, which seemed odd given the fact that he was the guy I was most physically attracted to and had been my best friend when I was a man.

Perhaps old Tiffany was just as scared of falling hard for him as I was. Or maybe I didn’t do anything for Troy sexually. That would certainly be ironic, but I wasn’t opposed to a challenge if I decided to go after him. With George and Danny there was already a built-in sexual relationship that they both seemed quite happy with, but maybe Troy and I had never hooked up that way.

In my male life when I switched jobs Troy stayed at the company where we both had been working. Like I said before he was a lot further up the ladder than I was and his prospects looked good. We didn’t see each other quite as much after that, since the shared work experience was no longer part of our daily routine but we still hung out and played tennis or whatever.

In addition to my friends from the old days there were the men at work that I had been friendly with as Roger but none of them had ever become real friends outside of the workplace and I hadn’t seen any evidence to suggest that I had been particularly close to any of them as Tiffany either. That wasn’t terribly surprising because the dynamics of office romances were kind of tricky. While dating co-workers wasn’t strictly prohibited there were a lot of rules about not dating people you were directly in authority over and so on. Of course that didn’t mean that people didn’t ignore the rules but one did so at one’s own peril.

Regardless of what Tiffany had done before me there were men at my office that I was free to date and I considered that possibility. There were definitely some good-looking guys at all levels of the corporate ladder and I let my mind wander to thoughts of going to bed with any number of them.

There was Ed in Accounting who had kind of the sexy college professor vibe and Tom in Human Resources who always chatted me up whenever we bumped into each other in passing. There was a kid in the mail room who was probably like 19 or something but he was super cute and had thick wavy hair and I could tell he was well-built even with his shirt on. And there was Jerry Randolph, who was actually senior to me, but not directly my boss. He was quite handsome, but could be kind of a prick at work, and there were rumors that he banged women who worked for him right in the office. If that was true I wondered how he avoided any sexual harassment charges but things go on in offices all the time that aren’t strictly by the book.

I was curious to know whether Jerry was really as aggressive as the rumors suggested so I thought it might be fun to tease him a little and see how he reacted. He wasn’t dealing with some little secretary who was scared of losing her job so he would probably avoid anything with me that might seem inappropriate for the office but at least I could gauge his reaction to some subtle hints of seduction.

When I came to work the next day I was still smartly dressed but I had made a couple of modifications to my outfit which I thought would probably enhance my desirability. Then I grabbed some paperwork and headed for Jerry’s office. I had on a very tight blouse that really accentuated my breasts and before I went in I made sure that it was unbuttoned enough to show a lot of cleavage. I felt rather smug and clever as I went up to his desk and leaned over it while I waited for him to react.

“Yes?” he said rather impatiently when he looked up from what he was doing and saw me leaning over towards him.

“I thought you should see these,” I said, handing him the paperwork but obviously implying my boobs.

Jerry glanced at the documents and then tossed them aside.

“Shut the door,” he said tersely.

I was a little taken aback by his response but I went and did as he said.

“Lock it,” he added.

I locked the door and walked back over to his desk no longer feeling smug and clever but a little nervous.

“So you finally decided that you wanted it,” Jerry commented from behind his desk.

“I’m sure I don’t know what you mean. I just thought that…”

“Cut the bullshit honey. I didn’t have to see that paperwork. You just used that as an excuse to come in here.”

“Now see here…” I began to protest.

“And the way you’re dressed.”

“What’s wrong with the way I’m dressed?” I stammered.

“Nothing. It’s hot, but it’s not what you’d normally wear to work,” said Jerry as he came over and stood quite close to me. “Your skirt is slit a little too high and a couple of inches too short and your top is unbuttoned a couple of buttons too many.”

As he talked about my skirt he ran his finger up my leg and pulled the fabric up and inch or two, and when he talked about my top he ran a finger down my cleavage till he reached the top of my bra. Things were not going at all as I had planned but I could feel myself getting very aroused none the less.

“I’ve been after you for ages. What made you suddenly decide that it was time to ride the Jerry Express?” he asked.

“Look, I think there’s some kind of a misunderstanding here,” I said as bravely as I could even as my legs were turning to butter.

“Not getting enough at home? Don’t worry about it honey, it doesn’t matter. Better late than never I always say. Now since you’ve got that blouse unbuttoned this far why don’t you go all the way and finish the job?”

I stared at him for a moment hardly believing that he would be so brazen, but also turned on by it, and then almost mechanically unfastened all of the buttons on my top.

“Good girl,” he commented as he pulled my blouse open completely and looked at my tits. “There’s no point in fighting it since this is obviously what you came in here for. And we’re both busy people so we haven’t got all day to screw around.”

With that Jerry walked behind me and pressed himself up against my back. I could feel his hardness through our clothes and felt a bead of sweat sliding down my forehead despite the air conditioning working perfectly well. Jerry reached around and pulled my bra down so that my boobs popped out. Then he began to fondle them as he kissed my neck.

“I shouldn’t...I mean I didn’t mean to...ooooooooohhhhhhhh,” my voice trailed off into a long low moan as Jerry kept one hand on my bosom and slipped the other under my skirt.

“You know all you bitches are the same. From the girl who brings me my coffee to members of the board. You act like you’re all offended by toxic masculinity, or whatever you want to call it, but secretly you get off on the idea of a man who can make you feel like a real woman.”

I would have been shocked to hear someone talking like that when I was male, but now it was mind-boggling. How could he possibly think he could get away with saying shit like that? I was a fucking senior vice president at this company and he was acting like I was some hooker he picked up off the streets.

He took his hands away from my body for a moment and I heard him unfastening his pants. I couldn’t believe the nerve of this guy. I thought about buttoning my blouse back up but before I made a move Jerry turned me around and looked me straight in the eyes.

“Suck my cock bitch,” he demanded.

A moment later I was sinking to my knees and his cock was disappearing down my throat.


CHAPTER 12:

I felt so ashamed for what I was doing but I just couldn’t help myself for some reason. I had so little experience with men, at least since I had become a woman, and I had never faced a situation like this. In a way I felt like I was getting what I deserved. I had come here thinking it would be amusing to get his hopes up and then dash them on the rocks, but he saw through me at once and now I was paying the price for my stupid idea.

Jerry had a terrific cock so it was certainly not an unpleasant thing to suck it, but the way he was just ordering me around and calling me names didn’t seem right at all. I should have had more self-respect than to let him get away with treating me like that but I was incredibly aroused and not thinking clearly.

“You know you’re really good at your job, and I admire the way you run your department, but I always knew you’d end up on your knees with my cock in your mouth. You held out longer than most but here you are going to town on my dick like a whore. You like it, don’t you baby? You like sucking my big hard cock. If you do a good job with that I might even fuck you,” Jerry said rather casually.

I knew I was doing a good job and I liked the idea of Jerry fucking me so I just kept giving him head and wondering why I was so turned on. I appreciated his compliments about my work. At least he could recognize that I was good at my job, which meant a lot to me. Obviously the point was that just because I ran my department well didn’t change the fact that I had tits and a pussy and that a strong man could bend me to his will sexually.

It’s okay, I kept telling myself. It’s just sex, and I really like sex so it’s no big deal. And as far as Jerry being bossy and abrasive that was nothing unusual, he was like that all the time. At least this way I was getting some pleasure to go along with the abuse.

“You suck a lot of cock don’t you honey? I can tell. That’s good. A lot of classy women like you are too stuck up to give head freely. And I’ve got to say you look really hot with my dick in your mouth,” Jerry commented.

He let me suck him a while longer and then pulled me up and bent me over the front of his desk. My skirt got flipped up over my back and my panties got yanked down around my ankles. I was resting on my forearms with my exposed breasts heaving as I waited for Jerry to take me from behind. Before getting to the penetration Jerry fooled around with my butt cheeks and slapped them pretty hard a few times before he finally brought his dick into play.

To say I was ready for it was an understatement. I let out the most pitiful moan you’ve ever heard as he poked inside me and proceeded to whimper like a puppy as Jerry banged the hell out of me on his desk.

“Ooooo...ooooo yessssss…” I cooed.

“That’s it slut, take it all. Take all of that manly cock in your tight little girly pussy,” Jerry hissed. “That’s why you came in here, isn’t it? Tell the truth.”

“Yes.”

“Yes what?”

“I came in here to get your manly cock in my pussy,” I cried. “There, I admitted it. Did you have to hear me say it?”

“Not as much as you needed to hear yourself saying it,” he replied. “You want the humiliation as much as you want the sex. Sex you can get from anyone with a penis but you want a man who can make you remember what it feels like to be a woman.”

I hated that he was so right about me but there was no point in arguing or pretending now. I was sprawled out on the man’s desk right in the middle of a work day getting my cunt pounded and my hair pulled.

“Oh, my God yes...oh, my God yes...fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck!” I sputtered as I began to cum.

“See what you’ve been missing baby?” Jerry said with a laugh. “All those nice orgasms you could have been having if you hadn’t let your pride get in the way. Rank doesn’t mean anything in sex. I was fucking chicks like this when I worked in the stockroom, and plenty of them were senior executives.”

Suddenly Jerry pulled out but I was certain he hadn’t finished. A moment later I felt the tip of his dick against my bottom again, but this time it was a little higher. To my horrified dismay I felt him press the head of his cock into my asshole and then a few more inches followed and then we were off to the races again.

“What are you doing? You can’t be...not in my...I don’t do...aaaaaaaahhhhhhhh...oh fuck me...fuck...you’re fucking my ass!” I practically shrieked.

“I was trying to keep it a secret but if you want the whole office to know we can always open the door,” Jerry joked.

My destruction seemed total now. He was taking me in the ass and it was incredible. Of course I was still riding my orgasm buzz, but having a cock in your anus is something that has to be felt to be understood.

“You’re so terrible...but you feel wonderful inside me,” I gasped.

“Funny how that works,” he replied.

He rode my ass for a while longer and then pulled out again and shoved me back onto my knees. Then he grabbed the top of my head and held me firmly as he stuck his cock in my mouth and jacked himself off to completion.

When he finished he let go of my hair and patted me on the head like I was a little girl or perhaps more like I was a dog who was being praised for behaving well.

“Next time you come in don’t wear any panties. I might want to fuck you again and they just get in the way.” Then he put his dick back in his pants and strolled behind his desk where he took a seat. “That will be all Miss Wilkins. I’ll look over these documents when I get the chance.”

I quickly tried to put myself back together and got the hell out of Jerry’s office. I headed straight to the bathroom and fixed my hair the best I could and wiped Jerry’s cum off my chin. While it was happening I hadn’t even thought about it but Jerry’s cock had gone straight from ass to my mouth. I was still breathing kind of hard, and my pulse was accelerated and yes, I was still horny. The dirtiness of what I had just done astonished me, and I had already thought of myself as a pretty dirty girl.

Jerry had gotten into my head and under my skin. He had pushed all the right buttons with me. He really underscored the duality of the female nature. No matter how polished and poised and educated a woman was she still craved some primitive mating. And even when a woman did her job better than a man she still wanted to look attractive doing it. Jerry’s masculinity had made me feel weak and almost powerless, but once he had ejaculated, and I was out of his office, I was back to being in charge of a whole department of people, just as I always was. Getting fucked in the ass didn’t make me forget how to do my job...it just made me sit a little gingerly when I was back at my desk.

At first I thought that I’d never be able to sit in a staff meeting with Jerry again but I soon realized how silly that was. He had fucked me, and dominated me completely. I wasn’t going to deny it or pretend like it didn’t happen, but that didn’t mean that he was going to dominate me in the boardroom. I was sure I could hold my own there as I always had.

There was absolutely nothing wrong with letting a man be a man sometimes. It did certainly make me feel more like a woman, not that I needed to be treated like a cum bucket all the time to feel feminine. Jerry tapped into one of the many sides of my female nature and whether I liked to admit it or not it was a deeply erotic side.

I had thought about saying I wasn’t feeling well and slinking home but that seemed silly too. I got cleaned up and ready to go back to work. The taste of Jerry’s cum on my tongue was just a pleasant little reminder of the kinky break I had taken earlier. After a few cups of coffee I probably wouldn’t even notice it anymore.


CHAPTER 13:

The more time that passed with me being Tiffany the more I began to forget about being Roger. The initial shock had worn off a long time ago and I was discovering that life as a woman was much better than I ever imagined it would be. Periods took some getting used to but there was at least the reassurance that I hadn’t gotten myself knocked up.

I had put off seeing my gynecologist, even though I had an appointment scheduled, because I had been hoping that I would turn back into a man before I would need to deal with anything like that but it finally seemed like time to get it over with.

My doctor was very nice and she made me feel at ease, at least as much ease as you can feel with your legs wide open and sticking up in a weird saddle contraption while somebody opens your cooch with something that looks like a disc brake spreader. In any event it was a very comprehensive examination and I was relieved to be declared healthy and fit...and capable of reproduction.

That started me thinking domestic thoughts again. It could actually happen. I could become a mother. I started reading everything I could find about childbirth and raising children. It was a huge responsibility but I knew that I was up to the task if I set my mind to it.

Right on cue Troy Adams called me up out of the blue and invited me to play tennis with him. Fortunately Tiffany had obviously been a tennis player because she had the gear and clothing for it so it was no trouble to equip myself for the outing. Troy had always kicked my ass at tennis when I was a man so I knew I wasn’t going to be much competition for him but at least now I had a better excuse.

Interestingly it didn’t feel like a date. I had no idea how things were going to end up but at the start it was just two friends playing a little tennis. I drove my own car and just met him at the courts. Of course I was prepared for anything by this point. It seemed like every man I knew got his dick into me pretty quickly so maybe Troy would end up boning me through the net or something.

He sure looked good. I’m sure he actually looked the same as always but I was looking at him through a different pair of eyes now. I was free to let them roam across his body and mentally undress him as so many men had undoubtedly done with me.

“Good to see you again,” Troy said cheerfully without hugging or kissing me, or even shaking hands.

“Good to see you too. Are you ready to whip my ass?” I said.

“Don’t be so modest. That serve of yours was getting pretty good as I recall. And you’re quick on your feet. I don’t take anything for granted when I’m playing you,” Troy replied.

Much to my amazement I was actually a better tennis player as a woman than I was as a man. I wasn’t close to matching his power but my serve was pretty deadly and I did get around the court quickly. My boobs did kind of get in the way sometimes but they made me look hot in my little tennis outfit so that seemed like a fair trade to me.

Troy beat me but it wasn’t as bad as usual, nor nearly as bad as I had assumed it would be. When I played Troy as a man I stubbornly tried to beat him at his own game, which was a doomed proposition, but by using my head and my agility to my advantage I at least gave him somewhat of a challenge.

That was kind of an interesting lesson. Being smaller and weaker physically didn’t mean that I didn’t have other attributes that could compensate for that. Being big and strong, like Troy, had always been something I craved so I tried to emulate him even though I was never going to be close to competing with him physically but as Tiffany it was much easier to accept those limitations and work around them. For example, as Roger if I had trouble reaching something that was up high I would strain to reach it and even jump if necessary but as Tiffany I just stood on a chair and reached it easily. It just took a different mindset to accomplish goals using my brain instead of my brawn.

When we finished playing I waited for Troy to make his move but to my surprise he just packed up his gear and looked like he was getting ready to leave.

“Hey, that was a lot of fun,” I said. “We should do this more often.”

“I agree,” Troy replied.

“So...you want to get a drink or grab lunch or something?” I suggested.

“Actually I’ve got a lot of shit to deal with today so I’ll have to take a rain check on that.”

“Oh, sure. I understand.”

I gave him a very platonic hug, that was a little awkward but I don’t think too embarrassing, and that was it. I drove home alone and tried to figure out what I had done wrong. I thought my outfit was very flattering and the short skirt showed off a lot of leg not to mention the fact that I’m sure I flashed my underwear quite a bit with all the running, jumping, and bending over that I did. It seemed like that should have gotten his motor running.

Perhaps I should have been relieved that I finally had an encounter with one of my male friends that didn’t end up in the bedroom, especially since I had been especially worried about how I might fall for Troy pretty hard if we were dating, but instead I felt confused and frustrated. It may sound sexist to say it but I think my female brain wanted Troy to want me even if it meant complicating my life.

I suppose the fact that I had been contemplating the idea of being in a more serious relationship, one that might even lead to marriage and starting a family, colored my judgment somewhat. I had already penciled Troy in as the most likely candidate to be the father of my children so the fact that he was too busy to grab a burger with me on a Saturday afternoon didn’t bode well for my plans.

Feeling a little desperate I sent him a text message saying how much I enjoyed getting together with him and got a polite message in reply. I should have sent him a picture of my pussy I thought, but I wasn’t quite that desperate yet.

I wasn’t used to being in the position of having to chase after someone, at least not since I had become a woman. As a man I knew the feeling quite well and it was something I definitely didn’t miss.

Of course it was possible that Troy already had a girlfriend that I didn’t know about, or he was interested in someone else and waiting to see where that led or something. It didn’t seem likely that he had become gay. I might have thought I wasn’t his type but I knew his type and I was definitely it.

I decided to go back even further in our past correspondence and spent more time searching his social media posts. Somewhere I would hopefully find at least a clue as to why Troy didn’t seem interested in me physically. It might take a little time and a little effort but I was determined to get to the bottom of the mystery somehow.


CHAPTER 14:

If Troy had a girlfriend he was certainly keeping her on the down-low for some reason. And as far as our old messages went it sure seemed like we were basically platonic friends. Of all the men I knew why did he have to be the one who didn’t want to fuck me?

“So how do you get a guy interested in you who doesn’t seem all that interested?” I asked Sandy when day when we were grabbing a drink at Toni’s after work.

“Boob pics,” she suggested. “I mean it’s kind of hard to get a flattering photo of your snatch but everybody likes to look at tits.”

“Perhaps something less obvious,” I said.

“Tickets.”

“Tickets to what?”

“Tickets to whatever you know he will really want to see,” Sandy replied before launching into a demonstration of what she was talking about. “Hey there, I’ve got an extra ticket to the second coming of Jesus and thought you might want to come along. Or...dude, you won’t believe it but I managed to score a couple of tickets to the 3rd Annual Donkey Fuck and Boat Show and knew you’d want go.”

“That’s fucking brilliant,” I said seeing a potential light at the end of the tunnel. “Now all I have to do is figure out what he’d really want to see and come up with two tickets.”

“Go to a broker. You’ll have to pay more but they’ll have the best seats for a price,” suggested Sandy. “Assuming this guy is worth the investment. How hot are we talking?”

“Hot enough that I’d drop my panties on the street corner and let him fuck me up against a lamppost.”

“Then you want really good tickets,” Sandy said with a laugh. “Do I know him?”

“Troy Adams,” I said, wondering how much she knew about our relationship in this world.

“Ah...the famous Troy Adams. I thought you guys had a purely platonic policy.”

“We did, I mean we do, but I’m not sure I want that anymore,” I explained.

“Are you sure you want to go messing with that? You’ve been friends for years...why fuck that up?” asked Sandy.

“Who says it would fuck things up?”

“It usually does, doesn’t it? Of course you’ve usually got your men lined up in a specific pigeon hole...fuck buddy...friend with benefits...whatever. Maybe you could find someplace to stuff Troy that would keep him your pal but give you the sex you obviously want.”

Sandy confirmed that Troy and I were just buddies but it still didn’t explain why. You’d think that somewhere along the line we would have tried to take our friendship to another level. Maybe we had it it didn’t work for some reason. I honestly didn’t know, which was frustrating.

The idea of inviting Troy to an event was pretty darn clever, I thought. It allowed me to ask him out without seeming like I was asking him on a date, but there was the opportunity to make a night of it. If I played my cards right I might be able to get him in the mood for a little smooching at least.

I thought about a sporting event, since Troy was such a big sports fan, but a concert seemed like more of a date thing and I’d be able to get away with wearing something sexier so I waited until the right opportunity presented itself than pounced. The tickets weren’t cheap but we would be right down in front, and Troy jumped right into my trap.

Since I had bought the tickets he generously offered to drive and buy dinner as well as reimburse me for his ticket and I graciously accepted his offer. As for my attire I went with a black leather miniskirt, boots, and a long sleeve black mesh crop top that was basically like a bra with see through sleeves and two crossed silver chains that wrapped around my bare torso. If a gal couldn’t get laid in that outfit there was something seriously wrong.

“Wow, don’t you look hot?” Troy commented when he picked me up, which seemed like a good start to the evening.

“This seemed like appropriate attire for cutting loose and having some fun,” I replied.

At dinner I flirted shamelessly. I knew I might be coming on too strong but I couldn’t help myself. Troy was pretty much everything I wanted in a man...except interested in me. I was determined to change that.

The concert was great and everyone down in front stood for the whole show so I had plenty of opportunities for dancing around and shaking my ass. I don’t know how much Troy appreciated it but I was certainly turning a lot of male heads that night.

After the show I waited for Troy to make some kind of a suggestion about extending the evening but when he didn’t I took the bull by the horns.

“You want to go back to my place and have a drink or something?” I asked.

“Sure,” Troy said less enthusiastically than I had hoped for.

I had flirted, I had danced, and I had clung to him every chance that I got. I think only a total idiot would have failed to see my signals and Troy was no idiot. I toyed with the idea of sucking his cock on the ride back to my place but that seemed to be taking things too far. I had to at least give the man the chance to think that he had some say in the matter.

Once I had poured the drinks and we were seated on the couch Troy came straight to the matter.

“So what’s up with you tonight?” he asked.

“What do you mean?” I replied.

“I think you know what I mean. You’re practically throwing yourself at me.”

“Is that what you think?”

“Yes, I do.”

“Would that be such a bad thing?” I asked. “Don’t you find me attractive?”

“Oh, good God. You know I think you’re the most gorgeous woman in the world, but that doesn’t change the fact that we both agreed it was better not to get physically involved,” said Troy.

“So you’d want to be physically involved with me if we didn’t have that agreement?”

“Of course. But as you know we both decided that it might be too dangerous. I still don’t want to fall madly in love and have my heart broken because you don’t want to have a serious relationship,” said Troy.

“What if I said I had changed my mind about that? Maybe a serious relationship is exactly what I want.”

“That would be quite a change,” Troy pointed out.

“Well I have changed Troy. Something happened to me.”

“You mean like a near death experience or a religious epiphany?” he joked.

“Something that doesn’t have a name for it. It’s like I realized that I wasn’t living the life I really wanted to live as much as I was living the one I thought I was supposed to live. The old Tiffany is not the same Tiffany I am now, if that makes any sense,” I said.

“Not entirely, but I gather you would like to revisit our agreement.”

“Yes, very much so. I mean if you think about it it’s kind of ridiculous. We’re both avoiding each other romantically because we’re afraid we might fall madly in love. But the thing of it is we don’t even know if that would happen unless we start dating. Maybe it won’t work out and we have nothing to worry about, or maybe we really are meant for each other and we’d be crazy to let that slip away. I can’t promise you success but I can promise that I’m not afraid of commitment anymore. If I’m doomed to fall in love with you that’s a fate I can live with,” I said as I leaned over and kissed him on the lips.

“Are you sure this is what you really want?” Troy asked as he looked very deeply into my eyes and I felt my heart flutter.

“Come to bed and be my lover. I can’t think of anything I’ve ever wanted more.”


CHAPTER 15:

The moment we reached my bedroom the clothes started to fly in all directions. He was pulling off my top while I was tugging at his pants and I didn’t even manage to get my boots off before Troy had me on my back on the bed. He was lying beside me and we were kissing as he fingered me up while my hands explored his magnificent torso.

His body was as awesome as I remembered it only now I was free to touch it. I always told myself that getting an erection from seeing him in the locker room was just an involuntary thing and not sexual at all but I wondered if I was being totally honest with myself. I had always been so impressed by how manly Troy was that maybe it was a little more than envy. There were times where I felt emasculated around him, although he never did anything to make fun of me or belittle me. I just knew I was in the presence of a more dominant male and it was hard not to feel a little diminished.

As I lay in bed touching his chest deeply repressed thoughts from my days as Roger began to work their way into my consciousness. Despite trying to downplay the sexual aspect of getting aroused by seeing Troy naked I had jacked off in the shower when I got home that day and that wasn’t the only time I masturbated while thinking of him. He was my buddy, and neither one of us was gay, but I did have some pretty complex emotions when it came to my feelings for him. And yes, there were even times where I wished I was female so that I could give myself to him and feel his strong arms around me.

When Troy began to fondle my breasts I felt so incredibly happy that I was a woman. It was like the universe wanted us to be together and magically made the adjustment so that it could happen. That was some powerful mojo and I thanked my lucky stars.

“Your body is so fucking gorgeous,” I commented.

“I knew you weren’t interested in my brain and just wanted me for my looks,” Troy teased.

“What can I say? I’m a shallow slut and it takes a big stud to keep me satisfied,” I teased back.

“Lucky for you you’re such a hot piece of ass then. I’m guessing you can get all the big studs you want.”

“I want this one,” I said as I reached out and took his dick in my hand for the first time. “And I’m very particular about my wants.”

I couldn’t believe I was holding Troy’s cock at last. It was everything I had fantasized about and then some. It was beautiful, rock hard, and so alive. This was the penis that might impregnate me someday...but not tonight. Tonight was more of a get acquainted party.

Troy turned me slightly on my side and lifted my upper leg. Then he slid himself into a position where he could get his dick into my pussy and soon his massive hard on was gliding back and forth inside me. It wasn’t a great angle for deep penetration, and an average man would probably slip out a lot trying to keep it in, but Troy had more than enough cock to fill me sufficiently with little or no danger of falling out. That was definitely one advantage of being with a man with a big schlong.

“I can’t believe we waited so long to do this,” I moaned softly. “Even with only part of your dick inside me you’re stuffing me senseless.”

“Maybe I’ll be too big for you when you get the whole thing,” Troy teased.

“Perish the thought. My pussy will just have to stretch and mold itself into Troy shape,” I replied.

I liked that Troy could still kiss me in this position, even though he was basically behind me. I liked kissing. I especially liked kissing Troy, which was good, because I planned on doing a lot of that in the future.

“Have you ever masturbated while thinking about me?” I suddenly asked.

“Yeah, if you want the truth. What about you?” Troy replied.

“Oh I masturbate thinking about me all the time,” I joked.

Troy suddenly shoved his lower body closer to my butt and I got a huge dose of hard cock driven inside me like it had been hit there with a sledge hammer. I let out a squeal that made me sound like a stuck pig.

“Okay that’s what you get for being such a smart ass,” said Troy.

“Yes, I’ve masturbated while thinking about you,” I quickly confessed.

I had no idea what Tiffany might have done in the past but I knew that as Roger I had jerked myself off over Troy, as much as I had tried to deny it to myself. I didn’t know if he’d be flattered or offended by the knowledge that he had put gay thoughts in my head but it didn’t matter either way now.

Troy surprised me again when he suddenly rolled over on his back taking me with him. Now I was seated in the reverse cowgirl position and as I started to bounce on his prick I realized just how much of it had been held in reserve.

“God damn! You’ve got more cock than one man should be allowed to have,” I exclaimed.

“You don’t have to take all of it if you can’t handle it,” he replied with a chuckle.

“Oh, I can take all of it, don’t you worry about that mister!” I said as I began to bounced harder just to prove my point.

Now I know that masculinity should be a state of mind or something like that, and that just because a guy had a huge cock and a hot body shouldn’t make him more of a man than someone else, but fuck...Troy had always been my ideal of what a man should be and now I was able to reap the benefits of that so it was impossible not to be impressed by his manliness. I knew he could toss me around like a rag doll if he wanted to but I trusted that things wouldn’t get too out of hand...at least on our first encounter.

“Wow...wow...oh yes...yes...yes...so big...wow,” I babbled.

This was my buddy Troy. Why was I riding his big cock...and why hadn’t I done it sooner? Obviously there was more to a relationship than having a strong mutual attraction for one another, being best friends for years, and enjoying an incredible sex life together but at the moment I couldn’t think of a whole lot of other things that couldn’t be worked around.

I had been riding Troy pretty much in an upright position but now I let myself fall forward so that I wasn’t taking the full length of his tool with every thrust. I was still getting plenty of dick but this gave me a little breather.

Of course Troy was too clever for that to last too long so he switched positions again and took me doggy style just as I was beginning to cum.

“Not fair! Attacking from the rear when I’m in the middle of an orgasm!” I mock protested.

“Sorry. Your ass just looked too inviting so I thought I’d jump on it,” he replied cheerfully.

I was panting and gasping at clutching at my blanket so tightly that I thought I’d rip right through it but Troy wasn’t going to let up on me just yet. He was giving me every inch of his cock, and not especially gently, and all I could do was whelp and quiver as my orgasm just didn’t want to stop.

Mercifully Troy finally had his own climax and blasted God only knows how much jizz into my gash. When he was done I just flopped down face first on the mattress and he lay down beside me on his back.

“That was fucking out of this world,” I muttered. “It’s like I didn’t know what fucking was before but I do now.”

“So you want to call it a night?” Troy asked.

“Hell no! I want you to get hard again so I can figure out how I’m ever going to get all that cock down my throat.”


CHAPTER 16:

I didn’t figure out how to get all of his cock down my throat so I stopped trying after a while and just sucked as much as I could. Giving Troy head was obviously going to be a work in progress but I milked him of his salty nectar, and he seemed to be very pleased with the results, so I figured I wasn’t going to be judged too harshly on the first try.

I more than made up for that in the morning when I cooked him a kick ass breakfast and served it to him in bed. I was starting to be really glad that I had been learning how to cook because it sort of elevated me in the “keeper” department I figured and it would surprise him because it was a side of me he didn’t know and wouldn’t have expected. It seemed to do the trick.

“Wow...this is really good. Since when do you cook?” asked Troy.

“Oh, I’ve been learning for a while now but I’m still just getting the hang of it,” I replied. “It’s really fun, actually. I’ll have to cook dinner for you soon.”

“It just seems so…”

“Domestic?” I said, finishing his question for him. “I know. Like I said I’m not exactly the same woman you’ve always known. My priorities are changing.”

“So what exactly did happen to you that caused this?”

“Well I literally woke up one day and found myself questioning everything I thought I knew about life. I didn’t just wake up and go on with things as usual it was like a deeper awakening where everything was in question and my future was on the table for discussion. So after some serious soul searching I decided that my life wasn’t all that it could be,” I explained carefully, trying not to sound too crazy.

“I must say that it’s a bit surprising. You always seemed like you knew exactly what you wanted and were determined to get it. Even when you first came to work fresh out of college I could see how ambitious you were and you’ve been on the fast track to corporate success ever since,” Troy commented. “Your goals were always career oriented; a better office, a promotion, a raise.”

“Like I said, my priorities are changing. Other things seem important to me now like the love of a good man, sharing a home and starting a family,” I said.

“I’m totally blown away by this,” said Troy.

“Well you will be after we finish breakfast. I want another taste of that magnificent horse cock of yours,” I teased.

“So you really are serious about trying to make a relationship work long term?” asked Troy.

“Absolutely. There’s more to life than climbing the corporate ladder...and there’s certainly more than that to being a woman. I want to experience those things,” I said.

“Does that include motherhood?”

“Yeah, it probably does. But don’t worry, I’m still on the pill. I’m not so baby crazy that I’m going to try and entrap you,” I joked.

“Well I don’t know exactly what brought about all these changes in you but I must say that I like it,” said Troy as he started kissing me.

We made out for a long time and I almost forgot that I was planning to suck his cock until it smacked up against my leg. I grabbed it and started stroking, figuring that it wouldn’t hurt to get him warmed up a bit before I went to work on him.

It was actually quite nice to have gone from penis envy to cock worshiping. Troy had such a lovely dick that I just couldn’t help but want to put it in my mouth. I wanted to savor every inch of it. I wanted to lick and kiss it all over. It was a chance to get up close and personal with his most private part and the best way to show how much I adored his manhood.

“If I had known how good you were at giving head I probably never would have agreed to just being platonic friends,” Troy joked.

I didn’t answer but I appreciated the compliment. And I was very glad that he thought I was good at cock sucking. A guy like Troy probably got his dick sucked quite often so he would have a lot of blowjobs to compare with and I definitely wanted to stand out from the crowd.

I didn’t really like thinking about Troy with other women but I had fucked guys right and left since I became a woman so I hardly had anything to be jealous about. Even so I wanted sex with Troy to be special. It was for me at any rate and I hoped he felt the same way.

The real Tiffany had obviously felt the same way about Troy that I did so she had shown remarkable restraint in keeping him at arm’s length, and I could understand why she had put her career first, but there really was more to life than getting the next raise or promotion and I felt a little bad for her that she couldn’t see that. She denied herself the extraordinary pleasure and satisfaction that I was now reaping the benefits of.

Of course I knew Troy in a different way, having been friends with him when I was a man first. That might have been a stumbling block if I let my pride get in the way but it was actually a relief to put that aside and to be able to appreciate the differences between us in this new configuration. I had always loved Troy as a friend but now I could love him on so many more levels and express that love in the most intimate ways possible.

Somehow Troy managed to wiggle around just enough to get a hand between my legs. Soon he was vigorously finger fucking me while I continued to gorge myself on his delicious man meat.

“God, I don’t know how we waited so long for this,” Troy moaned.

Soon I was moaning too, even though I still had his prick in my mouth, and I could tell that I was close to having an orgasm.

“I’m pretty close, how about you?” he asked.

I just looked up at him and nodded.

“Let’s try to cum at the same time,” he suggested.

As a man I had tried to sustain an erection many times but as a woman I had been quite happy to just cum as often and as freely as I could. I had no idea how to hold back an orgasm but I tried to channel my old male mind into finding ways to prolong the inevitable.

“Oh, fuck I can’t hold it any longer,” Troy grunted as I tasted the first salty drops of his fluid on my tongue.

When the first hard jet of his sperm slammed against the back of my throat that was all the cue I needed to start my own glorious climax. It was like a dam bursting in all directions as I gasped for breath while drowning in his hot cum. Jizz had never tasted so good as it did at that moment, but I was in no condition to sip it casually as my body shook and I humped his fingers madly.

When we both finally finished I just collapsed on my back with my head on his stomach. There had been so much cum to handle that some of it had dripped down my chin but I just left it there while I tried to get my heart rate back to normal and my breathing under control.

“So I guess we’re not bad as sex partners,” Troy commented playfully.

“Yeah...not bad,” I replied teasingly. “I’ve had worse.”

“Well I’m not going to be satisfied until you say you’ve never had better,” Troy shot back a little defiantly.

I had a feeling that wouldn’t be hard to admit if he really pressed the issue.


CHAPTER 17:

It was getting harder and harder to remember why I had always put my career ahead of everything else, just as it was getting harder and harder to remember that I used to be a man. I had gotten used to the little changes and many of the big ones. And I was still living basically the same life I lived before just from a different perspective.

But now I was contemplating more big changes. Like really big changes. Being in a serious committed relationship with someone I knew I could fall head over heels for was a big change. The thought of getting married and sharing a home with someone was a big change. The thought of changing my career goals to accommodate my new lifestyle was a big change. And biggest of all was the thought of giving birth.

It was easy to romanticize the idea when I thought of Troy and I wearing sweaters and sipping hot chocolate as our adorable children hung up their Christmas stockings but the whole concept of carrying those adorable children around inside me and then delivering them was still kind of freaking me out.

Of course that was kind of jumping the gun. Troy and I had been on only one date, and that wasn’t really a date until later when we decided to drop our platonic barrier and fuck like demons. We’d have to do all that dating and falling in love stuff first before we moved on to any of the big ticket items on my list but I could see that happening very easily.

Something that was constantly nagging at me was what happened to the original Tiffany? If I had somehow transferred into her body where did she go? As crazy as it sounded I really wished I could talk to her and explain what I was doing with her life. I was very happy with the swap and I hoped she was too, assuming that she had traded places with someone else.

Or did she just go away? I hated the thought that maybe she had died or something but then I thought about the fact that she appeared to have been living a female version of my own life nothing really made sense. If I had switched places with some totally different person I would have a different job and live in a different place and have different friends. How could two people have been living the same life at the same time?

I knew about the theory of parallel universes where supposedly there were so many universes that you could be living different variations of your life simultaneously. I could certainly accept the idea that there was a universe was I was living as a woman but how the hell did I suddenly end up there? Maybe there was some weird cosmic glitch and Tiffany and I switched universes. It was odd to think that I might still be living my old life as a man somewhere, and even odder that I really didn’t want to go back to that world anymore.

And of course I had to accept the fact that I might just be insane. Since everything I owned had been gender swapped along with my body I had no way of proving that I had ever been a man. It crossed my mind that maybe that day I woke up and thought I had been changed into a woman was just me waking from a very powerful and realistic dream but that just didn’t seem to hold water.

For one thing when you wake up from a dream you soon reorient yourself to your surroundings and realize that you had been dreaming no matter how vivid or realistic the dream was. For another no dream could have had so much detail going so far back in my life. Dreams just didn’t work that way.

Whoever Roger Wilkins was, or used to be, he no longer existed. And the Tiffany Wilkins that everybody in my life seemed to know so well didn’t quite exist anymore either because I was steering her in a new direction. That was all I really knew for certain and I’d probably never know why that was true or how it had happened. All that really mattered, I suppose, was that I liked myself as Tiffany Wilkins and I was happy with the direction my life was going even though it would have shocked me to say that just a short time ago.

I was a woman falling in love with a man and that was the greatest feeling I had ever known.


CHAPTER 18:

Now that I was dating Troy everything seemed a little different in my life. I spent a lot more time checking my messages just to see if he had sent me something, and I frequently looked for excuses to communicate with him even if I didn’t have anything important to say. I kind of felt like a boy crazy teenager with her first crush but that didn’t bother me.

In the modern business world moving around can be very advantageous. In the old days being loyal to a company was often rewarded but in this day and age where companies were just corporate holdings of some big conglomerate the opportunity to “jump ship” and work for someone else was often a better path than staying put in the same place. It had worked for me but Troy had been very successful staying right where he was at the old company I used to work for.

I hadn’t really thought about how well he was doing when we were just buddies but now that he was basically my boyfriend I thought about it a lot more. It wasn’t that I had suddenly become some kind of scheming gold digger it was just that I was thinking a lot about the future and the fact that Troy was doing so well just made it easier for me to contemplate a time where I might want to ease off on my workload a bit or even take a leave of absence, like to have a baby for example.

I suppose that was a female way of thinking about things but it was a practical reality that had to be considered. As a man I suppose I always thought that when I got married my life would be basically the same. I’d continue to go to work and make money to support my family and my wife would be someone who was content to stay home and raise the children and run the house. It may have been old fashioned thinking but that was kind of the role model that was in my head.

The whole concept of what it might mean to be someone’s wife was still so new and kind of confusing to me. I knew that there were “trophy wives” who were basically pampered eye candy to be shown off like a fancy sports car, and I knew there were domestic wives who were the homebody type who had dinner on the table when their husband came home from work but I was a career woman and I didn’t really know much about how the modern married gal went about balancing work life with home life.

“Would you quit your job for a guy?” I asked Sandy one afternoon when we were out shopping.

“Ooo...are wedding bells ringing for you and Troy?” she giggled.

“Not necessarily, but you know…hypothetically,” I replied.

“In a heartbeat...for the right guy,” said Sandy.

“Really? You always seem so focused on your career,” I pointed out.

“Honey, sometimes it’s best to focus on being a woman. If you’ve found a mate, sweetie, that’s pretty special.”

“I know, I know, but I always thought my career was pretty special. It was what motivated me and defined me.”

“And now you’re motivated by a handsome stud who you think might pop the question and you’re scared shitless because you want to just love him and take care of him and have his babies and you think that will somehow mean that you were wrong about your career all along,” said Sandy.

“Fuck, are you some kind of a mind reader?” I joked.

“No, but I’m a woman and I was in your shoes a few years ago.”

“And you chose your career?”

“Not exactly. I caught him banging my sister and gave him the boot,” Sandy replied.

“Oh, my God” I blurted out, covering my face and trying not laugh.

“My sister is a total slut...you’d get along with her great,” said Sandy with a grin.

“Well I’m glad you can laugh about it now.”

“Me too,” said Sandy. “It was a rough patch, and my sister and I didn’t speak for a while,  but we got through it.”

“You don’t regret calling it off do you?”

“No, but I regret that I had to. I was all ready to walk away from the rat race, settle down, and be Mrs. Ferguson. So it seemed better to go back to the rat race than to marry a rat.”

“So you would have quit your career entirely?” I asked.

“Honey, when you think about it, what’s so great about what we do? We’re paid less than men who do the same job, our opinions in meetings are often discounted because we’re women, we have to work twice as hard to get half as much respect and if you try to ‘act like a man’ everyone calls you a cunt,” said Sandy with a heavy sigh at the end. “I could totally get into the idea of being Ms. Housewife. Why not? And I don’t think I’d miss the bar scene and the pickup lines and the booty calls either. I think it would be wonderful to be totally in love with a guy, who hopefully wasn’t a complete rat, and build a life with him. I just think the lovesick teenage girl never leaves you entirely no matter how wise or mature or sophisticated you become.”

I never knew what it was like to be a lovesick teenage girl but I did understand that relationships and love seemed to be more important to me as a woman than they had been as a man. Not that I wasn’t interested in having a serious relationship when I was male but now there was kind of the added pressure of a biological clock ticking away in my body.

Still I wasn’t sure that I wanted to walk away clean from everything I had been working towards and just bake cherry pies and become a baby factory but I was definitely ready for a change in my life.

With a three-day holiday weekend coming up Troy and I were heading for a resort getaway. Although it seemed a little hard to believe this would be my first time going on a trip with a man when I was a woman. I was very excited about the idea of spending three whole days with Troy with nothing to do but enjoy ourselves.

Troy booked the room, checked us in and paid for everything, something else that I had never experienced before. I was getting used to the idea of letting men drive me around and carry things for me but there were still new things happening all the time.

I had a devious plan in mind and I put into action as soon as we got in the room. I immediately took off my dress and headed for the closet, leaving me in just my panties and bra, which I had deliberately chosen for just this occasion.

“Somebody’s a little anxious I see,” said Troy.

“Don’t flatter yourself,” I said over my shoulder. “I’m just hanging this up so that it won’t get wrinkled.”

Before I could turn around I felt Troy’s hands on my waist and I knew my little plot had succeeded. Troy turned me around and I threw my arms around his neck as we began to kiss. While we did so Troy rather expertly unfastened my bra and a moment or two later it fell to the floor.

“My, God you have beautiful tits,” said Troy as he began to squeeze and fondle my breasts.

“You’re just noticing that now?” I teased.

“No, but they still amaze me every time I see them.”

“I’m sure you won’t say that when they’re old and saggy.”

“And I’m sure I have a long time before I have to worry about that,” he replied as he pinched my nipples and I could feel myself getting very moist between the legs.

“You’ll probably just trade me in on a newer model.”

“Never.”

“Oh, I know a lot more about men than you probably think I do. I know how quickly they can get tired of the same pussy night after night.”

“You think I’m going to get tired of this incredible pussy?” said Troy as he slid down to the floor, taking my panties with him before he started to eat me out right where we were standing.

“Well maybe not right away,” I said as I felt my control of the situation slipping away rapidly.

“Now go lie on the bed and play with yourself while I get undressed,” Troy ordered. “I want you ready to cum as soon as I put my cock inside you.”

I was happy to comply with his wishes, even though it felt a little weird to masturbate in front of him but it didn’t take too long to get myself on the verge of an orgasm.

“You better hurry,” I gasped as I felt the floodgates about to burst.

Troy literally leaped onto the bed and had my legs spread wide open in the blink of an eye. A moment later his rod was splitting me in two and I think I actually screamed. Troy obviously had a thing for timing, which was new to me but a lot of fun to try.

Troy was also a take charge guy when it came to positioning. I felt like I was one of those giant excavators with two levers the way he moved my legs around but each time he did it I got a new sensation. My old friend Danny, the Kama Sutra guy, could talk me through a variety of interesting poses and positions but Troy just took the bull by the horns and molded me into whatever shape he felt like sticking his dick into at the moment and I was quite happy to be his clay.

When he started to cum I thought that sperm is going to knock me up someday and I’m going to be really happy about it, but not yet. Not quite yet.


CHAPTER 19:

Our trip was almost over and I had pretty much given up on the idea that he was going to pop the question, even though I’d had a really strong gut feeling that this weekend was when it was going to happen. Troy was stretched out on the bed and I was fiddling with some earrings or something when he casually brought the subject up.

“What do you say we get married?” he suggested as if proposing we order room service.

“Not the most romantic proposal in the world,” I said, genuinely miffed...slightly.

“Maybe this will make it up to you,” he said as he reached under the pillow and produced a small box that contained the most insanely gorgeous ring I had ever seen.

That did the trick. I bounced across the room and onto the bed like an Olympic gymnast and stared at the ring in disbelief.

“Jesus Christ dude, are you insane?” I muttered out loud without really meaning to.

“Probably since I just proposed to you but you haven’t answered yet so maybe I can get my money back.”

“Not on your life mister,” I said as I grabbed the ring and stuck it on my finger. “You can’t wave a rock like that around in front of my face then snatch it back.”

“So that’s a yes?”

“No, that’s a big fuck yes!” I replied.

“Cool,” said Troy. “Shouldn’t we kiss or something?”

“Or something,” I replied as I rolled on top of him and stuck my hand down his pants. “You know I thought you weren’t going to ask.”

“Well I waited until the trip was almost over because it would have been kind of a burn if I had proposed right away and you turned me down,” said Troy as I began to stroke his cock.

“Did you think I might turn you down?” I asked.

“It was a possibility. I mean we tried to avoid this for a long time so I wasn’t totally convinced you were serious.”

“Well I am darling, and I’m seriously in love with you and I can’t imagine why I ever thought that would be a bad thing.”


CHAPTER 20:

We hadn’t been dating all that long but we had been friends for years so once the arbitrary platonic barrier was removed I suppose it’s not surprise that we got hitched so fast. I kept my old job for a while but eventually Troy and I started our own home-based business which worked out perfectly since we could share the workload, at least until our first child arrived.

The fact that I had once been a man just kept fading further and further from my mind but I knew that the morning I woke up and discovered that I was a woman was a turning point, not just in changing my gender, but changing my whole outlook on life, and maybe the outlook of the original Tiffany, whoever that was. By following my heart I found a way to make things work without any regrets or remorse. In that sense it wasn’t just a freaky morning where everything turned upside down it was the wake up call I desperately needed.


AUTHOR’S NOTES:

Last month when I released “Full Membership” I announced that it was part of an experiment I was doing using the computer game The Sims 4. I had created a character and put them in a setting (college in that case) and played the game for a while to see what would happen. As I played I captured screenshots and videos of key moments and began turning those events into both a novel and a short movie.

Well I haven’t given up on that idea but it takes a long time and a lot of extra work to edit all of that video footage together and do the musical score and sound effects and so on so this month I present a stand alone book but hopefully my Christmas release will be another Sims 4 inspired project.

As for this one my driving impulse was to tell a story where the protagonist not only changes gender but also changes the course of the life he has somehow inherited even though the old life and the new life seem completely the same, aside from the body swap. It’s not important why or how the swap took place, or even whether there ever was a swap. What matters is that Roger/Tiffany believes that a swap took place and behaves accordingly.

Hope you enjoyed this one and if you’re looking forward to a new book/video combo for Christmas so am I!
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