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CHAPTER 1:







I started out in life assuming that I was a regular old heterosexual male. I got interested in girls at a normal age and discovered the wonders of online pornography as a teenager. I had a whole list of favorite female porn stars, many of whom looked kind of similar, so I assumed that I had identified my “type” of woman. Nothing about this should come across as particularly shocking as there are a whole lot of horny teenage boys in this world who like a certain “look” in a woman whether it be the color of her hair or the size of her breasts or whatever.



Where my story starts to go a little sideways comes from the fact that as much as I liked looking at certain female porn stars having sex I realized that my fantasies were more about me being that woman rather than being with her. A sexy girl could get me aroused but when it came to the actual process of getting off it was usually cock that I was lusting after.



There was just something about a big throbbing erection that really got me going. Maybe it was insecurity because I didn’t have a huge prick and assumed that those beautiful girls in the videos would prefer a man with a little more to offer in the penis department or maybe I just really liked cock but whatever the psychology behind it I was deeply troubled and concerned, at least at the start.



When you’re young and you’ve never had sex, aside from jerking off, it’s all kind of a mystery. Anyone with natural curiosity is going to wonder what it felt like to do it and how different it might feel doing different things. I knew from experience that sticking my dick in something tight and moving it back and forth would produce an intense sensation that would lead to ejaculation but I was super curious to know what it would feel like to have a dick stuck inside me.



What can I say? A big, thick, veiny, throbbing cock, maybe slightly curved, maybe straight as an arrow just looked so awesome and powerful. Something about surrendering to that just seemed more exciting than anything else I could imagine.



Like I said that was troubling to me because I felt like I shouldn’t be having those thoughts. Now if it was just the dick thing I would have figured that I was probably gay but as much as I loved looking at dicks I loved the thought of having tits even more. I mean it was a total obsession of mine. I actually stole a bra from my older sister Kate and stuffed socks in it while I jerked off. That made it easier to pretend that I was a girl stroking some other guy’s rod.



Of course it didn’t make it easier for me as a young man discovering his sexuality to understand why I felt so good having pretend boobs while jacking off. And of course it led to me wanting to experiment more and more with trying to dress and feel more female during my solo sex encounters.



Fortunately, or maybe unfortunately depending on how you look at it, I definitely had some very feminine features. My mother and my sister were both very pretty and I tended to take after them as far as my looks were concerned. When I started letting my hair grow a little longer and experimented with cosmetics it was kind of scary how female I could make myself look.



I experimented with my female look quite a lot during my high school years. Naturally it was a secret fetish that I engaged in since I really didn’t want to be thought of as someone unusual. Personally the idea of being queer, or whatever I was, didn’t seem that bad to me since I couldn’t help what I felt or what I was turned on by, but I didn’t like the idea of being looked at as some kind of a freak. Like a lot of young people I didn’t want to be seen as an outsider.



As tempting as it was to try and go out into the world in my female disguise it was pretty darn hard to do while I was living at home with my family. I could dress up like a girl in my room but sneaking out and getting back in again without being seen was a bit of a challenge. There really wasn’t any casual way to explain being caught in drag that I could think of that wouldn’t cause a major freak out.



It wasn’t until I went away to college that I finally had the freedom to take my act on the road, as it were.







CHAPTER 2:







Living in a dorm with two roommates didn’t exactly mean that I was free to dress up as a girl and go out anytime I wanted to but I did get my first opportunities to at least sample that forbidden fruit. By that point I had purchased some high quality fake boobs that looked and felt like the real thing, as much as fake boobs possibly can. It was sort of like putting on a strapless bra I guess in that it was a tight stretchable material that went across the top of my chest in a band. It wasn’t cheap but it looked pretty darn good and it made me feel like I had real tits, which was an absolute dream come true.



My two roommates, Josh and Gabe, were both frat guys and into parties so the weekends were often free for me to have some time alone without much fear that they would suddenly pop in and discover my secret. I was able to shave my body hair, which wasn’t extensive to begin with, and do my makeup and dress myself up for my little excursions into the world.



I never dressed too slutty or trashy or anything, the last thing in the world I wanted to do was call attention to myself, I really just wanted to blend in and look like any other coed strolling around the campus or window shopping in town.



That’s not to say that I could avoid it entirely. Sometimes I saw guys checking me out when I passed them by but I was never quite sure if they thought I was cute or had figured out that I was a dude in drag. I thought I made a halfway decent-looking woman, otherwise I wouldn’t have ever considered going out in public that way, but I was always nervous too that someone would spot my deception and hassle me. People can be very cruel and the whole idea of cross-dressing these days seem to really set some folks into a frenzy.



Sometimes I’d go see a movie since it gave me a chance to hang out in a public place but mostly in the dark. It felt good to be surrounded by other people while pretending to be female, even if there weren’t that many other people in the building.



On one such excursion though I had quite a startling experience as some guy came up to me just after the movie had started and asked if the seat next to me was taken. I was petrified and just nodded that it was not so he sat down beside me.



My heart was racing and I was tempted to make a dash for the door but I guess I was too paralyzed with fright, or maybe just too excited about the idea of sitting next to a boy at the movies. He shared his popcorn with me and after a little while his arm went across my shoulder. I guess the fact that I didn’t object made him a little bolder because a few minutes later he kissed me.



It was the most electrifying thing I think I had ever felt. So many times I had wondered what it would be like to kiss a boy and now I had finally experienced it and it lived up to all of my expectations. It was so easy to forget that I wasn’t really a girl but that was dangerous too because he could find out very easily if he got too busy with his hands. I might have gotten away with him trying to cop a feel of my fake boobs if he kept his hands outside my clothes but my hard little dick was straining against my panties pretty hard and that would not fool anyone.



Fortunately for me he had other ideas and I saw him unzip his pants. Then he gently took my hand and guided it down into his shorts. I couldn’t believe what was happening but it was like a dream come true. Suddenly I had a man’s hard cock in my hand and I was stroking it. It was a little awkward sitting next to him and working under his pants but I was so thrilled by the sensation that it didn’t really matter how tricky it was to accomplish.



We started kissing again and I felt like I was going to cum in my pants before he did but after a little more stroking I felt him tense up and suddenly his hot jizz was all over my hand. It must have been kind of a mess for him but I guess he didn’t mind since he had gotten a hand job off a strange woman in a movie theater.



The guy zipped up his pants, gave me a quick kiss on the cheek and placed the remaining popcorn tub on his seat.



“Thanks babe, enjoy the rest of the movie. I’ve already seen it,” he said softly before making his way out of the theater.



I was kind of stunned by his quick exit and realized that my hand was quite wet with his cum so I licked it off so my first taste of sperm came from giving a hand job at the movies. I had a feeling it was something I would remember for a long time, although the cum on my sticky fingers took on a buttery flavor when I finished the popcorn and watched the end of the movie.







CHAPTER 3:







Josh and Gabe, my aforementioned roommates, were pretty manly guys by my estimation. Not sure how we all got lumped together but I was definitely the “nerdy” bookworm compared to them. Drinking, getting high, and screwing girls seemed to be their top priorities, in no particular order.



They liked to walk around the room wearing just boxers or gym shorts or sometimes just drying themselves off with a towel, which I could totally understand because they both had really nice bodies that were worth showing off, but it did make it a little difficult for me not to become aroused sometimes. They just looked pretty hot sometimes and now that I had my first experience with a man under my belt, well under his belt technically I guess, I was anxious to do even more.



Even though being away from home meant that I could find some private time to dress up and even go out as a girl it still wasn’t a piece of cake. I obviously had to keep my clothes and fake boobs and stuff hidden in a locked trunk in my closet and couldn’t just leave my cosmetics lying around for everyone to see. I especially didn’t want anyone to see my various butt plugs that I used to practice anal sex with. I absolutely loved to put my tits on and get on all fours with a dildo in my ass while I watched porn and pretended I was getting railed by some big stud.



I tried to fit in with my roomies as much as possible but I did always feel a little out of place. Sometimes they’d go out and play basketball or something, which I totally sucked at, so I’d end up just sitting there watching them bang into each other and jostle around with their hot sweaty bodies glistening in the sun. I felt kind of like the tag along little brother that the older brother doesn’t want to have to deal with, except that I was secretly lusting after the guys and pretending to be a nerd who was reading a text book.



I actually felt a little guilty looking at them that way because they might not enjoy the thought that their roommate was a little queer who ogled their bodies but I really couldn’t help what I felt. They were sexy and kind of rowdy in a masculine way and I liked them as roommates just fine. I certainly didn’t want to move to some other room just because I felt guilty about being attracted to them.



Despite the fact that I was going out dressed as a girl most weekends I hadn’t experienced anything like my movie night adventure again, somewhat to my disappointment. Of course that had been so weird and unlikely that I could hardly expect that sort of thing to happen all the time but I did go back to the movies a few times hoping my mystery man might show up again.



In the meantime I just did my best to plan my outings around my roommate’s schedules so that I could slip in and out without much notice. Once in a while, if they were just going for a pizza or something, I’d go with them because I didn’t want to be antisocial but usually their frat boy high jinks gave me plenty of time to do my cross-dressing adventures and be back to normal well before they returned.



On one occasion, however, I got completely tripped up. Josh was going to a party and Gabe had a date so I was planning to get fixed up and go grab dinner somewhere. Just as I was about to leave the door opened and to my horror I saw Gabe standing there staring at me.



“Oh, ah...hey...hello there...ah...wait a minute...Andy, is that you?” Gabe stammered.



“Ah...yeah,” I replied sheepishly.



“What the fuck dude?”



“Oh, this...I was just trying on my outfit for a costume party I’m going to be going to,” I said rather weakly.



“Well it’s a really good costume, I thought you actually were a chick there for a moment,” said Gabe. “You actually look really good that way.”



“It’s just a costume,” I mumbled as I looked at the floor.



“Hey, that’s cool. You can pull off that look. If I didn’t know it was you I’d probably be trying to hit on you right now.”



“I kind of doubt that, I’ve seen the kind of girls you go out with,” I said.



“No, you’re really cute. I mean, if you were really a girl and everything I’d totally be into it,” said Gabe.



This was a weird, terrifying and exciting conversation I thought. Gabe was looking at me in drag, knowing who I was, and talking about finding me attractive. I loved the praise but I knew things could go sideways really fast if I wasn’t careful.



“Well, I better let you get to your party,” said Gabe.



“Oh, it’s not tonight, I was just trying my costume on,” I said.



That was kind of the moment of truth for me because he had given me the perfect chance to wiggle off the hook. All I had to do was walk out the door and come back later and that would probably be the end of the whole thing. Even if Josh was there I could use the same excuse, but instead something made me want to stick around. Something told me I might get lucky.



“And what are you doing back so soon, I thought you had a hot date?” I asked.



“Ah, she stood me up.”



“That sucks.”



“Yeah but she was kind of stuck up anyway. Nice piece of ass but probably more trouble than she was worth,” said Gabe.



“Well I’m pretty hungry and was thinking about getting something to eat if you want to go for pizza or something,” I suggested.



“Yeah, I could eat. And I could use a few beers too,” said Gabe with a laugh. “Drown my sorrows.”



“Just give me a second to change,” I said.



“Don’t bother with that. At least I can feel like I’m on a a date, if you don’t mind people seeing you like that.”



“No I don’t mind,” I said.



So Gabe and I went for pizza and beer. And just as he was pretending to be on a date I did the same thing. We actually made kind of a joke of it, acting like we were a couple, especially after we’d had a couple of beers. It was really thrilling to me because I would have loved it to be a real date and figured this might be as close as I’d ever get to going out with a man.



When we got back to the room I wondered what was going to happen because Gabe was giving me kind of a strange look.



“Man, no offense, but you’re a lot more fun to hang out with when you’re a chick,” said Gabe.



“No offense taken,” I replied.



“You didn’t seem freaked out at all about being out in public in a skirt.”



“No, I wasn’t.”



“So is this like something you just do?” asked Gabe.



“Sometimes,” I replied softly.



“That’s pretty wild,” said Gabe. “So does that mean you like guys or something?”



“Yeah, I guess so. I usually just kind of walk around.”



“Because I got to say I’m a little drunk and way horny right now and you’re looking pretty good to me,” said Gabe.



“I could maybe blow you or something, although I’ve never done it so I might be lousy at it,” I said.



“Only one way to find out,” said Gabe with a grin as he undid his pants and pulled out his cock.







CHAPTER 4:







It was a damn good-looking cock I thought. Everything I always imagined a great cock being like. Somehow through dumb luck I had stumbled into the perfect opportunity to indulge one of my wildest fantasies and almost automatically I squatted down in front of Gabe and took that gorgeous prick in my hand.



I couldn’t believe that it was actually happening, so much so that I feared I was dreaming. Well if it was a dream I could at least enjoy that.



“It’s so big,” I commented.



“I don’t know about that,” Gabe said modestly. “Big enough I guess. Don’t worry about trying to take all of it.”



“Okay,” I replied as I opened my mouth and began to suck his dick.



I had watched so many videos and practiced on so many phallic objects over the years that it felt surprisingly familiar to me to have a cock in my mouth. The key seemed to be to give it loving attention, not just mechanically bob my head back and forth, although in my excitement I probably got kind of sloppy at times. There’s the fantasy of what you would do if you got to give a blowjob for the first time and then there’s the reality of having a large penis going down your throat. Fortunately the reality was just as good as the fantasy because it was so much more visceral and intimate and I loved every inch...minute of it.



“Oh fuck, you sure you’ve never done this before?” Gabe groaned.



“I think I’d remember,” I replied with kind of a giggle that came from nowhere.



The warmth, the hardness, the scent, the taste, everything was finally tangible to me. Even better I wasn’t Andy Cooper, the nerdish bookworm, I was Angelica Cooper the cute coed who craved cock like a dirty little slut. The fact that Gabe seemed to be enjoying what I was doing just made the whole thing so much better in my mind. I had always suspected that I would enjoy playing a female role in sex but it made me so much happier to think that I was doing it well enough to bring someone else real pleasure.



“Damn girl, you are really good at this,” Gabe added for even more validation.



He called me girl! He liked the way I sucked his cock! I was so proud I felt like I could burst but it was Gabe who was actually about to burst as I felt the first few drops of his essence sneaking out the tip of his prick.



“I don’t think I can last much longer. You want grab a tissue or something?” asked Gabe.



“Uh uh,” I replied.



I was in for the whole experience and didn’t want to miss the eruption at the end. I took a firm grip on his shaft and started stroking vigorously and then it happened. Hot sticky jizz began to spurt into my mouth. Mentally I was prepared but physically it was harder to swallow than I had anticipated and there was just so much of it coming so quickly that some of it started dripping down my chin.



I looked up at Gabe and saw the most blissful expression I had ever seen on another person’s face and I thought, yeah, I want to make men feel like that as often as I can.



“I hope that makes you feel a little better about getting stood up,” I said with a smile.



“Hell yeah it does. There was no way that chick was going to give me a BJ on the first date, if ever,” said Gabe. “You were amazing.”



“Thank you for letting me try it,” I said.



“The pleasure was all mine.”



“Well, I’d be happy to do it again if you’re ever in the mood for it,” I suggested.



Gabe didn’t say anything to that so I decided not to press my luck. I had at least hung it out there should he ever decide that he wanted another blowjob. I certainly didn’t want to make him uncomfortable by thinking that he was getting himself into some kind of a homosexual relationship or something.



There was kind of an awkward moment at the end where neither one of us seemed to know exactly what to say so I just suggested that I should probably change clothes and Gabe didn’t object. I mean what else were we going to do? Josh would come back at some point and it wasn’t like Gabe and I were going to spend the night in bed together or something so it seemed best to sort of put the whole incident behind us.



“Hey, I was really drunk last night,” said Gabe the next day when we had a moment to ourselves.



“Yeah, me too,” I said, which wasn’t really true.



“What you did was great, I mean really awesome, but please don’t tell anybody about it, okay?”



“Of course. I mean, who would I tell?”



“Well I mean like Josh. I wouldn’t want him getting any wrong ideas,” said Gabe.



“Totally. It was just one of those things that happens I guess,” I said as cheerfully as possible. “But my offer still stands. I’ll do it again anytime you want.”



That was perhaps a little devious on my part to shrug it off as no big deal but remind him that he could get a blowjob whenever he wanted one. I was genuinely ready to drop to my knees and suck him off at the drop of a hat, and Josh too for that matter, although I wondered if I’d ever get the opportunity the way I had gotten it with Gabe the previous night. So many things had fallen into place just right.



At least my secret was half in the open now. If Gabe ever caught me in drag again I wouldn’t have to explain myself but it would be nice if I could Josh onboard too. It was just make things so much easier and maybe give me the sex life I was really craving.



Apparently whatever misgivings Gabe may have had about getting blown by his male roommate the temptation was too strong and the next weekend he hit me up as I was getting ready to go out.



“So you going anyplace special?” he asked.



“No, probably just going to walk around, maybe see a movie or something,” I replied.



“You want to grab a burger or something?” Gabe suggested.



“Sure, that sounds good,” I said.



We went and had something to eat, and it was kind of a fun pretend date again, and once we were back in the room I could tell Gabe was really horny and hoping for some action.



“So you want me to get you off again?” I asked.



“Hell, I’m not going to say no to that,” he replied with a grin.



“You know, there are other ways I can do that if you want,” I said as I went over to a table and put my hands on it while arching my back.



“Really?”



“Yeah, why not? Just lube up first.”



I quickly got some lube for Gabe and then took my position again, flipping up my skirt to give him access to my backside. Then I pulled my panties down just enough to expose my anus and lubed myself a little.



“I’ve always wanted to get fucked in the ass,” I said over my shoulder.



“Well I’ve always wanted to fuck someone in the ass so I guess it will be a first for both of us.”



Gabe got behind me and put the tip of his prick up against my asshole. To my relief it slid in without any great discomfort.
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“Mmmmm,” I kind of crooned.



“Does it feel okay?” asked Gabe.



“It feels pretty awesome. I’m actually getting fucked.”



“Yeah, I guess you are,” he said with a chuckle.



I knew what it felt like to have something up my butt but having a real man stick his dick up there was mind blowing to me. I’d never felt so much like a girl before in my life and it was and amazing feeling. I was moaning and gasping and clutching at the table as Gabe began to pound my ass a little harder.



Feeling that big cock inside me while Gabe grabbed my hips in a firm grip was driving me nuts. My panties were soaking wet and I hadn’t come close to touching my own dick.



“Pull my hair,” I suddenly gasped.



Gabe obliged me and started tugging at the back of my hair, jerking my neck back. I had seen that in videos and wondered what it felt like and now I knew. It felt like I was being totally vanquished. I was this completely helpless girl being overpowered by a strong man. Of course I wasn’t really helpless, I could have just told him to knock it off and he would have, but I felt super vulnerable.



“God, I feel like such a dirty little bitch,” I moaned.



“You like feeling like that?”



“Yeah, I think I do. I think I really, really do,” I replied. “Just drill my ass you big stud.”



While being bent over and fucked hard up the ass by a man was fantastic it did sort of reinforce the fact that I wasn’t really a girl. This was the closest thing I had to a pussy, and it was better than nothing, but it wasn’t quite the real deal. Even my fake tits being squished against the tabletop just felt like a pillow more than real flesh. I wanted boobs that a man could grab and nipples they could tweak.



“Damn you’re one squirrelly little bitch,” Gabe grunted.



“Yes, yes, yes…”



Gabe started to rail my tight little boi pussy pretty hard and I was glad that I had practiced so much in advance although I would have endured any physical discomfort to experience the thrill of getting fucked for the first time. Getting fucked...was there anything better? It just seemed like the Holy Grail of physical sensations.



“Ahhhhhhhhhhhhh….” Gabe suddenly growled as I felt my ass filling up with cum.



“Oh yeah baby give it to me,” I moaned.



As he pulled out I could feel his sperm seeping out of me and we were both breathing heavily. I stayed bent over the table because I was honestly a little sore in the aftermath and I didn’t mind letting him see how he had totally wrecked me.



“So you really like doing that?” asked Gabe.



“I thought it was wonderful,” I replied.



“Yeah I did too but you know, it wasn’t my ass getting drilled,” said Gabe with a chuckle.



“Well you can drill my ass anytime you like,” I said with a smile as I finally straightened myself up.



“You know I just think of you as a girl when you’re like that,” said Gabe.



“That’s good, I like to think of myself as a girl all the time,” I replied. “In fact I even have a female name...Angelica.”



“Angelica...I like that.”



It occurred to me that I did have one advantage over “real” girls in that I loved giving head and doing anal. You saw that stuff all the time in porn but from hearing guys talk it sounded like a lot of women weren’t really into that all that much. Gabe had even said that he had never fucked a chick in the ass and I knew that he had fucked a lot of chicks.



As long as I kept my little dick out of the way I could really let my effeminate nature shine when I was Angelica and that was a great feeling. I just hoped that Gabe would keep thinking of me as a girl and not have a lot of stress or regrets about having performed gay sex. That stuff seemed so silly and pointless to me but to a manly man like Gabe I could see how it might be hard for him to reconcile.



I was so glad I had given up worrying about not being straight. That seemed like a lot of extra pressure to put on yourself for no good reason. I liked Gabe as a person, I found him attractive, he found me attractive when I looked female and we enjoyed having sex that way. I didn’t expect to have some big romance with him so I wasn’t going to be demanding at all. He didn’t have to bring me flowers or worry that I’d get jealous if he went out with another woman. We were just having some fun, what was wrong with that?



Apparently Gabe wasn’t too worried about it either because over the next few weeks I had several more opportunities to have his cock inside me. We didn’t really bother with the pretense of going out to eat or something and it was always just a one-shot thing where I’d get him off and then we’d go our separate ways, but I wasn’t going to complain about that. I was having sex and happy to get it any way that I could.



It was on one such occasion that things took a bit of an unexpected turn. It was a Friday night and Josh had already gone out for the evening while Gabe had plans of his own and I was going to just go stroll around as usual. Gabe was sitting on the couch watching the end of some game on TV and I came over and playfully started giving him a lap dance. That led to me riding his big dick while he tried to lean around me to keep his eyes on the screen. Suddenly the door opened and there was Josh, staring at the two of us in disbelief.



“Oh shit!” said Gabe.



“Hey there,” I said meekly as I offered a little wave.



“What the fuck?” Josh stammered.



“It’s not what you think man,” said Gabe.



“Well it sure looks like you’re fucking Andy to me,” Josh replied.



“Actually I prefer Angelica when I’m like this,” I said.



“Holy crap,” said Josh.



“We thought you had gone out for the evening,” I said.



“I did, but I forgot my phone,” Josh replied.



“Well you’re here now. I could suck your cock while Gabe fucks me in the ass if you want to get in on the fun,” I suggested.



I guess the bold an audacious nature of that invitation was too much for Josh to resist because he unzipped his pants and pulled out his dick almost without hesitation. I had remained nailed to Gabe’s lap this whole time but I had stopped bouncing so I just leaned forward and took Josh’s rod in my hand while Gabe kind of slowly started thrusting back and forth into my anus.



Soon we had a pretty good rhythm going where I could suck and fuck without too much jostling around.



“This is crazy,” Josh commented.



“Yeah, but kind of fun,” Gabe added.



It definitely was fun from my perspective. Getting double-teamed by my roommates was some serious wish fulfillment. Josh’s cock was just as big and beautiful as Gabe’s and I hoped that this meant I’d be seeing...and feeling a whole lot more of it.



Gabe had been going at my butt for quite a while before Josh came in so it’s not surprising that he climaxed first but I just stayed seated on his prick while I gave my full attention to blowing Josh who seemed to be quite easily caught up in the moment.



“Yeah that’s it baby, suck it good,” said Josh as he put his hand on my head.



Even though I was still a novice I think I did suck it pretty good and after a while I got the reward for that as Josh began to ejaculate in my mouth.



“Fuck yeah, fuck yeah,” Josh groaned as he drained his balls down my throat.



It was definitely a turning point for all of us.







CHAPTER 6:







To begin with I was liberated. I could dress like a girl anytime I wanted, which was most of the time to be honest. And the guys had no problem at all referring to me as Angelica instead of Andy, which was great. It was also great that I could hang female clothes openly in my closet and leave my cosmetics and things out so I was able to do a little shopping and expand my female wardrobe a bit.



Josh and Gabe were super nice to me. They didn’t tease me or make fun of me at all. I guess they liked the fringe benefits of having such a slutty little roommate who seemed perfectly happy to drop to her knees and suck cock without much sweet talking or coaxing at all.



If my college days had just continued like this I’m sure I would have been very happy but things were about to take a another turn, even more dramatic than this.



It was a Saturday night and I had gone to the movies, as I often did, when about ten minutes into the film the mysterious man with the popcorn appeared again and sat next to me.



“Hey, long time no see,” I whispered.



“Are you happy to see me?” he asked.



“Yeah, I am,” I replied.



“Maybe you’ll be happy to see this,” he said as he pulled out his cock.



I immediately started to stroke him but pretty soon he guided my head down towards his lap and it was obvious he wanted me to suck him off. Being no stranger to blowjobs by that point I had no qualms at all about giving him head, especially since the theater was dark and pretty empty. Even so the fear of potentially getting caught just added to the excitement.



I’m not sure why I was so drawn to this movie theater pervert since I was getting sex from my roommates fairly regularly but there was something about his audaciousness that appealed to me. I’m sure he knew I wasn’t really a girl but that didn’t seem to bother him at all. Hell, maybe it was even a turn on. In any case I happily slurped his stick and swallowed his sticky load when he finished.



“Meet me outside of the theater next Saturday at this same time,” the mystery man said.



“Why?” I asked.



“You’ll be glad you did I promise you.”



With that he got up and departed, leaving me his remaining popcorn once again. I tried to concentrate on the movie but my head was spinning with curiosity...and I suppose a little trepidation. Maybe he just wanted to fuck me in the ass and knew that would be hard to get away with inside the theater or something but I couldn’t really tell much from his cryptic message. I would probably be insane to go with this dude somewhere since I didn’t even know his name but there was something that told me that I very well might do it if that’s what he wanted.



I got more and more anxious as the week rolled along but then on Saturday I was standing outside the theater waiting to see what would happen. After a while the mystery man showed up and I felt my heart starting to pound under my fake chest.



“I figured you’d be here,” said the man. “I’m Jonathon by the way.”



“Angelica,” I replied.



“You picked a good name. I think it suits you.”



“Thanks.”



“Well are you ready to meet some of my other girls?” he asked.



“Now wait just a second. I’m not really comfortable about taking off with some strange man that I’m just now learning his first name. What do you mean
 your
 girls? Are you some kind of a pimp or something?”



“No, nothing so sinister. I’m just a guy who appreciates beautiful women and enjoys helping those who wish to become one,” said Jonathon.



“I have no idea what you mean.”



“Have you ever heard of temporary gender changing pills?” he asked.



“No. That doesn’t sound like a real thing,” I replied.



“Well it is, I assure you, and I have some and I like to share them with my friends. I have a feeling that you would like very much to know what it feels like to be completely female in every respect.”



“So you’re just going to give me some pill and I’ll turn into a woman?”



“If you’d like to.”



“So what’s the catch? I mean what do you get out of it?”



“Well I’m going to fuck you of course, but I really do get a lot of pleasure out of seeing how happy it makes people to have their dreams come true,” said Jonathon.



“Forgive me if this sounds fishy but going to some stranger’s place and taking a weird pill doesn’t seem very prudent to me,” I said.



“So take the pill now. Go into the ladies room and become a woman and see how you feel. I’ll even buy your ticket so that you can go straight into the bathroom and give it a shot. Maybe if you see that the pill works you’ll have a little more trust in me,” he suggested.



It was still a loony idea but I was so tempted I could help myself. If there was even a chance to know what it felt like to be truly female I felt like I had to take it.



After going inside the theater and entering the rest room I went into a stall and swallowed the pill he had given me. It took a moment for it to kick in but when it did it hit like a freight train. It all happened so fast that I couldn’t really focus, plus I was dizzy as hell. Fortunately I had taken my fake boobs off first because there was no way that my new bosom would have fit into my top with all of that latex on top of it. Honestly my top was pretty damn tight as it was because the pill seemed to give me rather voluptuous breasts.



That’s when I started to marvel at the miracle that had just happened. I had boobs. Real ones, not pretend ones. A quick check between my legs confirmed the greatest miracle of all...I had a pussy! Fortunately I had brought along a large bag so I could stuff my fake tits in it and then I went out and saw the results in the mirror for the first time and almost broke down in tears.



It was as if I was seeing myself for the first time. Seeing the real me. Facially I didn’t look all that different I suppose, just slightly more feminine in a way, but my body certainly reflected a change. I used to be very slim and straight but now I had some real curves. It was quite amazing to see and even more amazing to feel when I left the bathroom because I felt quite different just walking in my new body.



When I got back outside the theater Jonathon grinned at me broadly as he looked me over with an appraising eye.



“Not bad...not bad at all...you look fantastic baby,” he said.



“Thank you. And thank you for making this happen,” I said hearing my female voice for the first time.



“So you want to go have some fun?” he asked.



“Hell yeah,” I replied, tossing all of my common sense out the window.







CHAPTER 7:







Jonathon lived in a really nice house not too far from the movie theater. It was funny that I felt like I knew Jonathon even though we had only spent a few minutes together in a dark room and I knew absolutely nothing about the man except his first name. He was pretty attractive and in the light I could see that he was probably at least five or six years older than I was, possibly more but that didn’t bother me at all.



“I think the other girls are probably in the hot tub. Shall we join them?” he suggested.



“Okay,” I replied.



We walked out onto a patio and there were indeed two other girls drinking wine in the tub with the water bubbling around them. They were both very pretty I thought...and very naked. Jonathon started taking off his clothes so I did the same and soon we were both in the tub as well.



“Ladies, this is Angelica. Angelica this is Carrie and Rachel,” said Jonathon.



“Hey,” I said.



They offered something similar in reply and I could see that they were looking at me but I wasn’t sure if they were sizing me up as a potential sex partner or looking at me as some kind of a rival.



“This is Angelica’s first time on the pill,” Jonathon announced.



“Oh, a virgin,” Rachel teased.



“In a way I guess I am,” I said.



“Don’t worry honey you’re going to absolutely love it,” said Carrie as she leaned over and kissed me on the lips.



Then Carrie came over and kissed me too and I sat between them as we started making out. It was quite an interesting experience around. I wasn’t experienced being naked with anyone and now I was in a hot tub with three other nude people. I also wasn’t terribly experienced with kissing anyone, male or female and now I had too many lips to keep track of, although Jonathon was just watching at the moment.



As the three of us girls kissed we also started touching each other a bit and it was really hard to believe that we were all men just taking some kind of drug. You honestly couldn’t tell.



“It feels good being in that body doesn’t it?” said Jonathon.



“It feels amazing,” I replied.



“And just think about how good it’s going to feel to have a cock in your tight little pussy,” he added.



“I’ve been thinking about that my whole life,” I said with a laugh.



“Carrie why don’t you take her to get her bush trimmed up nicely so that we’ll be able to see that beautiful slit,” said Jonathon.



“Absolutely,” Carrie replied. “Come with me baby and let’s do some grooming.”



Carrie took me to a bathroom and showed me how to shave my pubic hair. She seemed really much at home and knew exactly where everything was in the cabinets and so on and I wondered if she actually lived there or something.



“Now that looks much better. See how pretty your pussy is,” said Carrie as she held a mirror for me to get a look at my neatly trimmed vaginal area.



“I can’t believe it’s real, I mean, that I really have a pussy,” I gushed.



“There’s nothing like it sweetie, and nothing like the feeling of getting it stuffed by a nice big cock,” said Carrie as she put the mirror down and began to gently feel me up.



“I can’t wait,” I said as I let out a little moan.



After fingering me for a bit, and a little more kissing, Carrie took me by the hand and led me back to the hot tub.



“Very nice,” Jonathon commented when he saw my neatly shaved snatch. “Now let’s see how it responds to some action.”



There was a deck about two feet wide around half of the above ground tub and Carrie had me set there with my legs open and my feet resting on the edge facing the water. Jonathon came over and stood up in the tub and lined up his dick with my gash. My pulse was absolutely racing as I felt the tip poking at the entrance and then a moment later he was inside me.



“Oh my God!” I gasped in wonder.



Carrie and Rachel laughed and clapped as they saw the look on my face as I realized I was getting pussy fucked for the first time.



“Bye bye virginity,” Rachel teased. “It sure didn’t last long.”



“Oh my God!” I repeated.



“A whole new world is opening up to you baby just by opening your legs,” said Jonathon.



In my limited time as a sexually active person I had done a three-way but I had never had sex in front of an audience before but it didn’t bother me in the slightest. It was probably the most real thing I had ever done in my life but it didn’t seem real at all so I had no sense of modesty or shyness. I finally had a pussy and I had a guy sticking his cock in it. I had waited too long for this moment to care about the logistics.



“You like that don’t you baby?” asked Jonathon.



“Of course she does, listen to her moan,” said Carrie with a laugh.



“I can’t help it, it just feels so gooooooood,” I whimpered.



“You know it does baby, and you’re going to be feeling good a whole lot from now on,” said Jonathon.



At that moment I didn’t really care what he might be up to or what his game was. If he wanted to pimp me out or something I was up for it. As long as he could turn me female and make be feel the way I was feeling I was prepared to make big sacrifices.



Just to emphasize that point even more Carrie and Rachel got out of the tub and got down next to me on either side on the deck. Then they started sucking on my nipples and kissing me and rubbing my clit hood while Jonathon continued to pound me.



When I had my first orgasm I almost screamed. It was so intense and total...and so shocking. Finishing was not something I associate with sex other than when I masturbated. I did cum a couple of times from anal sex but I hadn’t touched myself and certainly no one else had either and it definitely didn’t feel anything like I felt that night.



After a while it was Jonathon’s turn to climax and as he started to cum inside me the whole import of being female sort of flashed before my eyes. Sex was great, and it was fun, but up until the moment a man was putting his seed inside my pussy I had never even remotely considered the possibility of becoming pregnant. It was a scary thought but a beautiful one too. Obviously it was the last thing in the world I wanted at that precise moment in time but just the knowledge that I was in a body that was capable of motherhood blew my mind and made me feel warm all over.



After Jonathon pulled out he let Carrie and Rachel lick his cock clean then we all got back in the tub and had a glass of wine. I didn’t usually drink so it probably went to my head kind of quick but it didn’t matter because I was intoxicated already by something much more powerful than alcohol.







CHAPTER 8:







I had been invited to spend the night but I knew that I had to get back. If I just didn’t show up back at the dorm it would be so unusual that my roommates would likely call the cops or something. With my female voice I couldn’t very well even call Josh or Gabe to tell them that I wouldn’t be home so reluctantly I ended up taking another pill and putting my fake boobs back on and Jonathon drove me back to the campus.



“I’m sure that was a lot to absorb for a first time,” said Jonathon before I got out of the car.



“Yeah, you can say that again,” I replied.



“Let me give you a couple of pills in case you want to go shopping or something. Then next weekend see if you can clear your schedule. I’m planning kind of a party with some friends and we’d love to have you there.”



“You can count on it,” I said.



We kissed and then I went up to my room and changed into my male clothes as quickly as possible. Josh and Gabe were still out for the evening and I wasn’t sure that I wanted to have sex in drag that night since what I had just experienced was so amazing and I wanted to bask in that feeling a little longer.



Everything I had hoped for when getting away from home was coming true and in more spectacular fashion than I had ever dreamed of. The acceptance of me as a “female” sex partner had been fantastic but now these magic pills were taking me somewhere I never thought I would be able to go.



Obviously there were surgical options, although the future of that was in doubt with the anti-trans right wing hysteria gripping America at that time, but it was expensive and kind of scary. And there was the question of whether I really wanted to spend my life as a woman or whether I was just experiencing some kind of erotic fetish. Perhaps I was going through some kind of identity journey of discovery or something and I would ultimately discover that I was happy being male, although at the moment that thought seemed pretty crazy to me.



The sensation of having boobs was surprisingly similar to wearing fake ones on some levels. The manufacturer seemed to have gotten the weight and “jiggle factor” pretty close but it was just a costume. Whatever arousal I got from wearing them was mental but having the real thing was a visceral physical sensation that was way better than I might have guessed. Fake boobs don’t have sensitive nipples but damn, I sure did on that pill. Getting them sucked by two hot girls was sort of like jerking off, although the big cock in my pussy probably added a lot to that feeling.



And while we’re on the subject of the pussy I have to say that it totally rocked. Anal sex was great but a vagina was way more than just another hole for a man to stick his dick in. It stretched and hugged and practically crackled with electricity. I mean you felt the energy between your legs but it just didn’t stop there. Pleasure seemed to radiate throughout my whole body like sex was running through my veins or something. Electricity was definitely the best way I could describe it because I felt like my pussy was the socket just waiting for something to be plugged into it to power up the whole system. When I started to cum I saw stars before my eyes but they may as well have been sparks because I felt like a fuse might feel just before it blows. The pleasure overload was intense.



I felt incredibly lucky that my loss of virginity had been so spectacularly memorable. I had heard people talk about their first time and once you got past the bragging it sounded like it was usually kind of an awkward and fumbling affair. Mine would have made a great porno clip and I kind of wished that there had been somebody taping it so that I could watch it over and over.



Jonathon had only given me a few pills so I knew I had to be careful about when to use them, and certainly had to make sure that there was always one left to change back into a man, but I did want to do a little shopping and I needed some stuff that would fit my more buxom physique. As tempting as it was I didn’t want to go crazy with a whole new wardrobe but I did indulge myself in a few things and put one of my dildos to use down below instead of just practicing oral sex on it.



As much as I wanted to show my roommates my new body I hesitated. I had no idea where Jonathon got those pills so for the time being I was limited in my supply to whatever I could bum off of him so I didn’t want to get Josh and Gabe’s hopes up too much. If they fucked me as a real girl they might not want to go back to doing me in drag I feared, although I hoped something would work out to make that not be an issue in the future.



When the weekend rolled around I was ready to go. I had come up with some excuse why I probably wouldn’t be home and packed a little overnight bag. Fortunately they left the room first so I could take a pill and get dressed up without having to hide from them. The timing worked out very nicely and I got down to the parking lot where Jonathon was waiting for me just in time.



“Don’t you look lovely,” said Jonathon as I got in the car beside him.



“Thank you, I did a little shopping. I wasn’t sure what to wear since you didn’t really specify anything so I hope this dress is okay,” I said.



“It’s wonderful,” said Jonathon as we headed off into the night.



“So what kind of a party is this anyway?” I asked.



“I’m just having a few of my friends over. I’m not selfish with my girls I like to share them,” he said.



“So what, it’s like an orgy or something?”



“Probably.”



“Okay, that sounds like fun,” I said.



“And all of the other girls are into that stuff?” I inquired.



“Absolutely. It’s a celebration of being in the right body at last. An opportunity to indulge in the things you only used to dream about,” he said.



“Hey you don’t have to convince me,” I said with a chuckle. “I was just curious.”



“Everybody has fun at my parties, that’s the main thing,” said Jonathon.



“I’ll bet they do,” I said.



I could totally understand what he was saying. Sometimes I felt like a freak for the feelings I had. Obviously I knew that there were other guys who had the same urges I did but I didn’t know any of them personally. Because being a woman sexually was the driving force behind my desires it made sense that I would want to revel in that as much as possible now that I finally had the chance to do so. Jonathon’s other girls probably felt the same way.



In any case I was up for just about anything. I had real tits and a pussy and I felt like a kid heading for a candy store...except with a sweet tooth for hard cock.







CHAPTER 9:







It wasn’t a huge gathering by any means. There were five girls, including me, Carrie and Rachel, and five guys including Jonathon. The men were probably all in about their mid to late twenties or early thirties and the girls all tended to look a bit younger, more like my age. There was food, and drinks, and I guess what you’d call kind of a “social hour” where we just sort of mingled and talked and then Jonathon put some porn on his rather enormous TV and the mood started to get a little steamier pretty quickly.



I can’t quite explain how it happened in a step-by-step sort of way because it just sort of “evolved” as people got a little more aggressive physically. I was sitting on a couch having a drink with a guy named Jackson and then his hand was running up my leg. He just happened to be the guy I was sitting next to when the porn came on and that was like a kind of signal that it was time to get down to business I guess.



Soon we were kissing and his hands were exploring more freely. I glanced around the room and saw that pretty much everyone seemed to be involved in some similar activity so I just went with the flow.



Jackson got his hand up under my dress and then pushed my panties aside so that he could feel me up and that really got my motor running. It was fascinating how easy it was to get turned on by some random dude I had just met. My roommates were my buddies, and I had been lusting after them from the moment I saw them, but Jackson was...who knows? Just some guy that Jonathon knew from somewhere who obviously liked pretty girls and wasn’t shy about showing it.



We all
 were
 pretty girls I thought, each in our own way. Different looks and different “types” if you will but all young and attractive. The men were pretty attractive too but that wasn’t really a pressing concern on my mind. I just liked the idea of a man being attracted to me so much that I wasn’t worrying too much about the cosmetic aspects. Jackson was aggressive, which made him seem confident, which made him seem appealing. It was kind of that simple.



As we continued to make out Jackson unzipped my dress and then pulled the top of it down off my shoulders. Next my bra came off and Jackson spent a good deal of time fondling my breasts. I assumed we would soon be fucking but apparently this was just a little warm up.



“Okay, I think it’s time for a game of Musical Cocks,” Jonathon suddenly announced.



“Musical Cocks? What’s that?” I asked Jackson.



“Come on honey,” Carrie said as she took my hand and led me to the center of the room with the other girls. “You’ll find out soon enough.”



Once we were all clustered together everyone, male and female, began to strip totally naked so I did likewise. Then all the girls got down in a line on all fours. I ended up in the middle of the line of five, which made me feel kind of secure being surrounded by naked ladies on either side of me but I had a feeling that we were all in for the same experience no matter where we lined up.



Jonathon literally started playing some music that he triggered with a remote control and the men began working their way down the line of bare bottoms plunging their cocks into waiting pussies and thrusting away for a short time before moving on to the next gash. Being in the middle I had to wait a few minutes for the first man in line to reach me but that just built the anticipation. Soon enough I was being stuffed by a big hard prick and then another and another and so on as each man took a turn at humping my butt.



When the first man reached the end of the line he came around to the front and presented his dick for sucking so the line snaked its way back from one end to the other. Of course there was an overlap as the first man turned the corner and got blown while the second man was in the same girl’s snatch but because of my position in the center it meant that I wouldn’t get double teamed which was a bit of a disappointment but with so much cock to suck and fuck I wasn’t going to complain about the arrangement.



The train just continued to chug along with the lead man setting the tempo and deciding when it was time to change partners. It was crazy fun getting the cock variety sampler in two holes even if I didn’t get both of them stuffed at the same time.



Suddenly the music stopped as the men were all lined up behind us and apparently that was the cue to grab some ass and ride it hard because the line stopped moving but the thrusting kept on coming.



It was amazing to just be one of five sluts getting nailed side-by-side. The moaning and whimpering we were producing was almost as erotic as the actual fucking we were getting. It was all just so raw and to the point. We were just a bunch of horny people who wanted to get laid and there was no being coy about it. It was again hard to remember that all of us “girls” were actually guys who had this same fantasy. Jonathon seemed to have a real instinct for recruiting people, although I imagine he got a few rejections along the line as well.



The girl next to me was starting to cum and she grabbed my hand and squeezed it tightly. We just turned our heads to look at one another and her expression said it all. She was living out a dream and happy to be sharing it with someone who totally understood what she was feeling.



Pretty soon it was my turn to climax and I did it with great fanfare and much profanity. I was just so freaking happy and horny and over-stimulated that I just let it all out. With all the grunts and groans going on it probably was barely noticed anyway.



Eventually the men began to cum. They had all shown some pretty impressive stamina as far as I was concerned and they were entitled to a good hard ejaculation. I think my guy finished second or third so I got to be a spectator for a little while as the last few couples banged towards the finish line.



Jonathon was the last man standing but even he had to succumb to nature and drained his balls into a cute chick I didn’t know from before. If this was Musical Cocks it was rapidly becoming my favorite party game.



“Okay let’s let the girls play for a while,” Jonathon suggested.



Then men made themselves comfortable in chairs or on the sofa and some of them had a drink as the five of us little bitches started giggling and touching each other in no organized fashion or pattern. It was just full on lesbian orgy time I guess and I was certainly willing to join in the fun, although I had no idea what I was doing. Fortunately the other girls did and I learned pretty quickly.







CHAPTER 10:







Carrie disappeared for a few moments and then came back with a box full of sex toys which she put on the floor. There was every type of dildo, vibrator and two-headed dong you could think of along with bottles of lube. Some were sleek cylinders and others fierce-looking monsters with ridges and bumps. One had a little rabbit head on top with a smaller protrusion lower down. I was like a kid in a candy store looking at all these delightful gadgets but I didn’t get to choose one right away because Rachel got me down on my back and began to rub my pussy with a pink glove on her right hand. The texture of the glove was very stimulating but that was only the start apparently.



“You ever use one of these before, baby?” asked Rachel.



“No, I’ve never even seen one before,” I replied.



“Well you’re in for a treat then,” she said with a grin as she pushed a button on the glove and suddenly the fingers began to vibrate.



Obviously I loved girls. I loved them so much I wanted to be one but sexually I had always been attracted far more to men with big strong bodies and hard throbbing cocks. Even so it was no trouble at all for me to enjoy the feeling of another woman probing my body, especially with that incredible vibrating glove that took fingering to a whole new level.



“Oh my God...that’s fantastic,” I moaned.



“You have such a pretty pussy, you know that?” commented Rachel. “It looks just delicious.”



She adjusted her position so that she could lick my snatch while still stimulating the hood of my clit and alternately finger fucking me and eating me out. Needless to say I was an incredibly wet mess and soon Rachel was bringing me to another orgasm.



Experiencing a real climax was an incredible thing. Sometimes I would sort of cum when I had a penis but it was usually kind of involuntary and a really tried not to touch my dick much at all. When I was in my male body I much preferred to masturbate anally and only ejaculated if that caused it to happen. As a female I could cum from direct stimulation and I could cum often it seemed.



I wondered about Rachel and the other girls at the party. Did they jack off when they were male like most guys did? Did they have sex with women? Was this just something they did on the side or were they more like me, totally obsessed with the desire to be a woman? This “party” had obviously just been an excuse to get five guys and five girls together for some mix-and-match fornication, and the small talk so far had all been male/female foreplay stuff, but I kind of hoped that sometime I’d get a chance to talk to some of my other fellow female travelers. I’d never met anyone else like me, at least that I was aware of, and that was a pretty lonely feeling.



I wanted to reciprocate with Rachel but soon we were both sucked into a swirling mass of bodies writhing on the floor. Everywhere you turned there were boobs and pussies and beautiful girls kissing and touching each other. The fact that we were essentially providing a show for the men in the room who sat there watching us, waiting to get hard again, only added to the excitement. I loved the idea of inspiring erections, especially such impressive ones as these gents had to offer.



All of my life I had wanted to be pretty and sexy and desirable. I was jealous of my sister Kate who got to be all of those things because she was lucky enough to be born with all the right tools for the job. One little flip of a genetic switch at just the right time, one quirk of random fate and I might have been her little sister instead of her little brother but that had not been the case and so I was left frustrated and disappointed. Now through the marvels of modern science I was finally living my dream and so far it had exceeded my wildest expectations.



I suppose being so preoccupied with my physical appearance could be viewed as rather shallow and superficial but I really didn’t see any reason why I couldn’t be pretty and smart and accomplished all at the same time. Having tits and a pussy didn’t make me lack my thirst for knowledge or my ambition to succeed but it certainly did improve the quality of my social life considerably.



While the girls continued to roll around on the floor keeping ourselves amused the men began to filter back into the action. The ladies just kept going and the guys jumped in wherever there was a convenient access port.



I had my head down in a pretty blonde’s muff with my ass sticking up in the air, which I guess presented a pretty tempting target because somewhere along the line I felt a pair of strong hands grabbing my hips and a hard dick pressing into my pussy. With my head firmly between another girl’s legs I couldn’t turn to see who was doing me but it didn’t really matter.



The rest of the night was pretty much like that. Guys fucked girls, girls fucked girls, if you got hungry or thirsty you went and had a snack and eventually people started getting sleepy and looking for places to crash. Jonathon took me to his bedroom, which seemed like kind of an honor to me I guess, and we cuddled up in his big bed.



“Did you have fun tonight?” he asked as he gently stroked my hair.



“Oh God yes, thank you so much for this,” I replied.



“It’s my pleasure. It’s not like I’m not benefiting from this you know,” he replied. “We’re both living out our fantasies.”



“So do you ever date women who were...born women shall we say?” I asked.



“Not much anymore really. It honestly seems like kind of more trouble than it’s worth. The girls I find all want this desperately. They’re happy just being female and usually have a very high sex drive,” he explained. “I get to enjoy the company of some incredibly hot and horny babes and my friends know that they’re going to have a great time at my parties or that I can usually hook them up if they want a date, and I also have business associates that appreciate the social benefits of hanging with me. I don’t try to
 make
 anybody do anything they don’t want to do. I give you pills and you can do with them what you like and when you run out I’m happy to give you more if you’re willing to continue participating in my agenda.”



It did sound a little like a drug dealer who gave out free samples in order to get someone hooked but I appreciated the honesty. So far I’d had a blast hanging out with Jonathon and his friends and it was way more entertaining than anything I would have come up with on my own. I just wanted to fuck so if fucking somebody helped Jonathon make a business deal or something I had no problem with that. I suppose some women would be offended by the idea of being a sex object and basically a toy for men to play with but as long as I was having fun I couldn’t see the harm in it. I’d always wanted men to play with me so it was hard to get too worked up about it.



In the morning I sucked Jonathon’s cock and then we went into the kitchen to pull some kind of breakfast together. The rest of the house was littered with naked bodies, some sleeping, but some engaged in blowjobs or some relatively restrained fucking. Things were kind of winding down and everyone would be departing fairly soon so I guess it was just one last orgasm for the road.



Before I left I got a couple of contact numbers from several of the girls and I was really hoping that we might connect sometime outside of this environment just to chat or hang out or whatever. I liked the idea of having some girlfriends, especially if they were actually boys like me who liked being girls. The thought of getting close to a “real” woman was kind of scary. I was afraid that I wouldn’t pass the test. Fortunately in Jonathon’s world the requirements to prove your femininity were pretty easy to fulfill.







CHAPTER 11:







I started texting with Denise shortly after the party experience and discovered that she attended the same college I did, although obviously in a different body and name, like me. From her I learned that a number of Jonathon’s girls also went to school with us, which I suppose wasn’t that surprising since this was a college town and you had a lot of people who were living away from home for the first time and free to explore things that would have been difficult to explore under your parent’s roof.



She was a year older and following a very different course of studies so we weren’t likely to be classmates or anything but our shared secret made me feel very close to her right off the bat. Denise had a similar story in being attracted to all things typically considered feminine at a very early age. She also had an older sister and would borrow her clothes and toys whenever she could get away with it. Unlike me she had had never had sex with other people while cross-dressing so Jonathon had turned her on to her first sexual experiences with men and she had found the place where she truly belonged.



We agreed that we should hook up for lunch and shopping as girls sometime and I really looked forward to that. Usually being female was all about getting laid but the thought of having some normal girl time like other women do seemed very appealing. I mean I certainly wasn’t opposed to having sex with her if it came to that but it wasn’t my primary motivation in wanting to spend time together.



“So how did you meet Jonathon?” I asked Denise while we were waiting for our lunch to be served.



“I met him at a queer bar. I’ve never been too comfortable going out in public in drag but I hung out at this queer bar sometimes where it was dark and nobody cared if you were cross-dressing,” Denise replied. “We talked a little bit but basically just saying hello before he took me back to the restroom and pulled out his dick. I’d never had sex with a man before but I wanted it so bad that I sucked his cock. The next time I saw him at the bar he told me about these pills he had. It sounded like bullshit but he gave me some to try and they obviously worked so that was that.”



“That sounds pretty much like my story except he met me at the movies,” I said with a laugh.



“The movies, huh? That was brave of you,” Denise commented.



“Well it’s a dark place where you can just be who you want to be and everyone is looking at the screen instead of looking at you,” I said.



“I don’t know exactly how he does it but Jonathon certainly has a knack for spotting talent,” Denise said with a chuckle.



“He sure seems like a nice enough guy,” I commented.



“He is, but you also have to remember that this is all pretty transactional. He gives sissy boys what they want and he gets a harem of willing sluts,” Denise pointed out.



“At least it’s a fair bargain,” I said with a smile.



“Hell yeah,” Denise chimed in. “I would never have believed that these pills existed let alone known where to find them. That’s kind of his big secret I guess.”



“Well I’m having the time of my life, that’s all I know,” I said cheerfully.



“Just be careful with your emotions honey. These men we meet through Jonathon may like us and think we’re fun to hang around with but they’re not likely to fall in love with us. That’s a big part of our appeal to them, the crazy sex with no strings attached. They know that without that pill we’re just frustrated men engaging in a kinky fantasy. It’s like when a married man goes to a whore and thinks that it’s not cheating because it doesn’t mean anything. There’s a barrier there that they like and that’s just the way it is.”



It sounded like maybe Denise had had some kind of a broken heart experience with one of Jonathon’s friends or something but I didn’t want to press the issue. I’d never really given much thought to the idea of being in a romantic relationship with anyone. I was happy that I could go out in public in a dress and wearing makeup and jewelry and seem like anybody else just going about their business, and I had always wanted men to find me attractive so as long as guys wanted to fuck me I was getting my wish.



Of course I hadn’t been doing the female thing for very long and certainly hadn’t gone out on any dates or anything like that. Maybe if I kept doing this for a while I might run across some guy who I developed feelings for but it was kind of hard to picture at the moment.



We did do a little shopping, but nothing too crazy, and it was fun to just pal around with Denise and try on clothes and stuff. I’m sure it was the kind of thing that my sister did all the time with her female friends. I wondered whether Kate would want to do something like that with me if she saw me in my female form. We’d never been super close as brother and sister but maybe if we were both sisters it would help us bond.



I realized I was getting kind of ahead of myself in my thinking. I was far from home, taking a pill once-in-a-while to become female, and trying to have as much fun with that as possible. I wasn’t in any sort of situation where I felt that I needed to come out to my family or facing the prospect of some big romantic entanglement making my life complicated. I just wanted dick in my pussy and I knew that it was probably time to get it from my roommates.







CHAPTER 12:







It was just a typical Wednesday night in our dorm room. Josh and Gabe were playing some video game and I had been studying but somewhere along the line I had gone into the bathroom and popped a pill. When I came out I was wearing an incredibly sexy lingerie outfit that I had bought while shopping with Denise. It was a crotchless lace teddy that had two sheer strips of material going up over my breasts and tying in the back behind my neck, a lace waistband that was sort of like the world’s shortest skirt, and a conveniently split band of lace that ran up between my legs. It looked hot but it wasn’t one of those things that took forever to get in and out of and could easily be worn impeding any action.



I stood there for a few moments waiting to see if they would notice me but they were engrossed in their competition so I ultimately had to call for their attention.



“Hey, I know you guys are busy playing that game but maybe you’d rather play with something else,” I suggested.



“What the fuck?” Gabe stammered. “Is that you Andy, I mean Angelica?”



“Yeah it’s me,” I replied.



“How did you...I mean you look so...different,” said Josh.



“It’s this crazy pill,” I explained. “I take one and bang, I become a woman. Easy as that.”



“That’s not possible...is it?” asked Gabe.



“Well yeah, of course it’s possible...just look at me, or better yet come check out the goods and see for yourself,” I said with a chuckle.



That was all the invitation they needed. Both of them came over and started touching me all over. They both peeked under the bands covering my bosom and Josh stuck his hand between my legs.



“Holy shit! It feels just like a pussy,” he said enthusiastically.



“That’s because it is a pussy,” I replied. “I told you, that pill turns me into a woman...in every way.”



Gabe untied the top of my teddy so my boobs were on full display with nothing to cover them up at all. That started a long round of groping my breasts and sucking my nipples which was getting me super aroused.



“Where did you get those pills?” asked Gabe.



“Oh, just someone I know,” I replied. “I don’t have an unlimited supply so don’t get your hopes up too high that this is going to be like an everyday kind of thing.”



“It’s just so incredible,” said Josh.



“I agree...but here I am...do with me what you will,” I said.



They took that offer up too and before long I was on my hands and knees with Gabe’s cock in my mouth and Josh slamming my pussy from behind. It felt so good to be able to let my friends enjoy my body like this. They had been very cool in accepting my fantasy and treating me like a girl before so it was nice to reward them by letting them really go to town on me.



“Okay I’m guessing you both want a shot at my snatch so why don’t you guys switch places?” I suggested after a while.



Usually a BJ would probably top a pussy fuck but there was a novelty factor here. This was a new access port to plug into and I was pretty sure they’d both be anxious to take it for a spin.



Josh had been kind of upright with his hands on my hips while he did me but Gabe more or less leaned over my back and grabbed my swaying tits while he humped me hard from the back. The main thing was I thought it was way cool that they were happy to share me because I certainly didn’t want any jealousy drama. They were both going to get their rocks off so it seemed like no big deal to me but guys can be competitive so I didn’t want to be some wedge in our happy home life. The only friction I wanted to cause was the kind that made men ejaculate, which they both did after a nice long stretch of double-teaming me.



Josh finished first in my mouth which allowed Gabe to seriously crank it up as he raced for the finish line. I was really whimpering and crying out as his dick relentlessly pounded my wet cunt.



“Oh God...oh, oh, oh...oh fuck...yes baby, yes, yes, yes!” I wailed.



With a mighty groan Gabe unleashed a flood of his sperm inside me. After he pulled out I sat on the floor looking up at my buddies smiling.



“So...you like the new additions?” I asked.



“Baby, I think we’re going to have to lock you in here and keep you as our personal sex pet,” Josh joked.



“Or at least figure out where to get those pills so that we can feed you a steady diet of them,” Gabe added.



I knew they were kidding but I actually sort of liked the idea.







CHAPTER 13:







My life over the next few months was the happiest it ever been. I took advantage of every opportunity Jonathon offered to get more pills and was able to start stockpiling a decent collection even though I was using them back at the dorm room pretty freely as well.



One thing that spread the supply out was my decision to turn female every Friday afternoon after my last class of the week and then stay that way until Monday morning. I was a good student who enjoyed school but I sure started looking forward to the weekends more and more.



In Jonathon’s world it was mostly orgies and sometimes smaller gatherings with just Jonathon and a few girls, more like my first time with him in the hot tub. With my roommates it was pretty much life as usual with the option to fuck periodically. Sometimes we’d all go out for a pizza together, or something like that, and at night we worked out a rotation where I ended up sleeping in the same bed with one or the other of them, assuming they were both there at the same time. Josh and Gabe still had their own active social life so they were dating other girls and going to frat parties and whatnot so it wasn’t like I was being gang banged 24/7, not that I would have likely minded that.



I also made time to socialize with Denise and some of my other new girlfriends. Sometimes my calendar was so full that I barely had any time to just be Angelica on my own, which was okay because it was a lot more fun to have places to go and things to do. I’d spent a fair amount of time in my life in drag pretending to be a girl so it was pretty incredible to just be one and live like that was normal.



When a three-day holiday weekend came up the the boys and I started talking about maybe going out of town together on a little trip and I thought it might be fun to invite Denise along. I figured the guys would find her attractive and she’d find them attractive and it would be sort of like a double date even though none of us were dating.



Everybody thought that sounded like a great idea so we booked a nice suite with 2 bedrooms in it and all hopped in Gabe’s car for the trip there. I was in the front with Gabe and Denise and Josh were in the back and I was happy to discover that everyone seemed to get along pretty well right off the bat. The boys knew that Denise was like me and just a temporary chick but as she was very sexy it didn’t seem to be a problem to them at all.



When we got to the suite there was kind of a moment of hesitation as we weren’t sure how to assign the bedrooms. I presumed that everybody would fuck everybody at some point so it wouldn’t really matter but there was a question of which closets and drawers to use. It was a ridiculous impasse so finally Josh just spoke up with a plan.



“Fuck it. Have one of you girls got a coin?” he asked.



“I do,” I replied.



“Okay, heads I bunk with you and tails Gabe does,” Josh suggested.



I flipped the coin and it came up heads.



“Glad we got that out of the way,” said Josh with a laugh as he tossed his suitcase down and flopped on the closest bed.



“Maybe we should flip for who gets what room?” I suggested.



“No!” both of the guys replied in unison.



Of course the whole thing was silly but there didn’t seem to be a clear plan of action. I would have been fine with boys in one room and girls in the other but I didn’t think the guys would like the idea of sharing the same bed, even if they never slept in it at the same time. It was one thing when we all got on the same bed so they could fuck me in our dorm room but in a hotel you might want to just kick back and watch some TV or something so sharing the mattress with a female was much preferred for them I imagine.



Gabe and Denise took their stuff off to the other bedroom and I got on the bed next to Josh.



“This is pretty comfortable,” I commented.



“Yeah. It’s a nice room,” said Josh just before he kissed me.



“I think this is going to be fun,” I said.



“I know it is,” Josh replied as he put a hand on one of my breasts and kissed me more passionately.



“Now we don’t want to start something we can’t finish right now do we?” I joked.



“What do you think they’re doing in there?”



“Really? You think so?” I asked.



I got out of bed and went quietly over to the door to the other bedroom. The wall that separated the two rooms wasn’t very thick but I couldn’t hear any sound coming from the other room. As silently as I could I opened the door a crack and looked in. Sure enough Denise and Gabe were making out on the bed. I closed the door and went back to my bed.



“You were right,” I said with a grin.



“Isn’t that kind of what we came here for?” Josh suggested.



“Yeah it is,” I said as I put my arms around his neck and pulled him in for a deep kiss.







CHAPTER 14:







Despite the thinness of the walls there were times where we could hear the sounds of pleasure coming from the other room and I’m sure they could hear us as Denise and I tended to be kind of noisy when the action really got going. I had been in full on orgies but there was just something very sexy about being in a hotel room for some reason that made me super hot and in a weird way it was almost kinkier hearing another couple going at it so close to us than it was to actually see it happening. I had a fantastic orgasm and Josh seemed particularly inspired as well.



When we finished I kind of wanted to just kick back in the bed with Josh for a while but it seemed like we’d better get dressed so we did. A little later Gabe and Denise came in and we decided to go to dinner.



There were several restaurants in town that I had looked up before the trip that sounded like they might be worth checking out but it seemed like nobody was in a big hurry to go exploring so we just ate at the restaurant in the hotel.



I thought it was interesting that we paired up with our bed mates at the restaurant the way we would have if we had been there as two couples. I guess it made sense since we had just fornicated with each other in pairs but it was still kind of funny how easily we fell into that convenient arrangement.



The sexual energy was just off the hook and after dinner we went back to the suite and Gabe and Denise headed straight for their room. I went into the bathroom and changed into my latest lingerie acquisition which was very pink and feminine and had a number of straps that I had to work at getting in place properly but I think it was worth the effort.



“Damn, you look incredible in that baby,” said Josh when I came back into the bedroom, “but you always look incredible.”



“I’m glad you like it,” I said. “I thought it looked pretty cute.”



“It does. Now come over here so I can get you out of it,” Josh teased.



Josh was already buck naked and stretched out on the bed quite casually. It was funny but even though I lived with the guy and I had fucked him numerous times, both in drag and as a woman, something felt a little different to me. Maybe it was the lingerie or being in a hotel room or the way Josh had held my chair for me at dinner but there was a definite “date vibe” going on. Up until now we had always just been fuck buddies or friends with benefits or something. I was basically a sex toy that my roommates shared equally but introducing another girl into the mix and leaving our familiar territory and pairing up, as arbitrarily as it had been done, had put a different spin on things, at least from my perspective.



The way Josh treated me in bed also made it seem like maybe I wasn’t the only one who was getting a different vibe. He had joked about quickly getting me out of my new lingerie but nothing could have been further from the truth. Even though he was nude it took him a long time to even get my breasts exposed and the foreplay was deliciously drawn out. I honestly thought that he’d be anxious to bone Denise, since she was a new piece of ass and Gabe had gotten first crack at her, but Josh seemed quite happy to be spending some quality time with me and I couldn’t have been happier about it.



“So what do you think of Denise?” I asked, kind of trying to pick his brain a little.



“She seems very nice,” he replied as he kissed my neck and ran a hand slowly up my inner thigh.



“I mean, do you find her attractive?”



“Sure, she’s very attractive,” said Josh, “but not as attractive as you.”



I definitely had not been fishing for a compliment but I took it none-the-less. I had kind of expected Denise to be the center of attention, and had even worried about that a little bit when I came up with the idea of inviting her along, so it was nice to hear that Josh didn’t think of me as just a consolation prize.



“You don’t know how beautiful you are, do you?” Josh asked, taking me completely by surprise.



“What?” I kind of stammered.



“I know you know you’re hot, you have to see that every time you look in the mirror, but you don’t really flaunt it or act all stuck up about it the way a lot of super hot girls do. You’re very down to earth...kind of like one of the guys,” Josh explained.



“Well I kind of am,” I said with a chuckle.



“But you’re not really, you’re not a guy you’re a woman, and not just when you’re on that pill. The pill just lets your outside reflect your inside I think.”



“I’ve always wanted to be a woman,” I said softly.



“You are baby, and you always will be,” said Josh as he gently rolled me over on my back and finally pulled my panties off. “You’re an amazing woman and I can’t believe how lucky I am to have ended up as your roommate.”



I didn’t know whether he meant his roommate on this trip or his college roommate back at the dorm but it didn’t really matter to me very much at that moment because he was slowly pressing his big cock into my pussy and I was melting like butter.



Maybe he was just caught up in the moment or maybe I had been too close and oblivious to see the clues but as I lay on my back staring up at Josh I couldn’t help but see the passion and longing in his eyes. He wasn’t just fucking me this time he was making love to me...and I loved that.



Same guy, same cock, same position he had taken me in before but this was definitely different. This was romantic, at least I sort of thought it might be. I didn’t have a good frame of reference for this. Sex was just sex whether I was sticking a dildo up my ass while wearing fake boobs or sucking a guy’s dick on the pill. This guy, that guy, whatever guy didn’t really matter that much. Of course sex was a little different with Josh and Gabe because they were my age and they were both really attractive and I knew and liked them, they weren’t just some random dude I hooked up with at one of Jonathon’s parties, but it was all just for fun. Horny college kids getting their rocks off as often as possible.



I certainly didn’t want to pretend like this was some big deal or try to convince myself that there was something different going on but as I continued to gaze into Josh’s eyes while he firmly drilled me with his manly tool I couldn’t help but notice a little “butterflies in the stomach” sensation.



“I’m glad that coin came up heads,” said Josh.



“Me too,” I replied and I think I really meant it.



Josh was creative in bed. Even though we stayed in the basic missionary position with me on my back he periodically moved my legs around so they might be pinned back tightly or draped over his shoulders or one leg would be back and one up. Each change brought a little different sensation without going through a whole big position change.



As I started to build up to a climax Josh but some pressure on my pelvis and used his fingertips to rub the hood of my clit. It was a real pro move and exactly what I needed to go over the top and I ended up clutching at his back so hard that I was afraid I might have actually left scratch marks.



“I’ve never felt quite like this,” I said in wonderment.



“I’ve seen you have plenty of orgasms before,” Josh reminded me.



“Yeah, but this is different. I want to kiss you so bad.”



Josh leaned forward and I closed my eyes waiting for our lips to touch but when they didn’t right away I opened them again and saw that he was still leaning over me but not close enough to kiss. I tried to crane my neck to reach him but he kept pulling back a little and then moving forward again.



“I didn’t know you could be so cruel,” I pouted.



With that he flipped me over so that he was on his back and I was on top of him which gave me the opportunity I craved to lock lips with him. We just kissed, and kissed, and kissed while he kept pumping me and I thought I might be heading for another orgasm but Josh beat me to it.



“That’s it baby, cum inside me...cum inside me, I want your cum so bad,” I moaned.



I’m not sure how much I ever really felt when a man shot is wad in my snatch. His dick tended to get super hard right before the blast and you could feel the twitching as it unloaded and probably a sense of warmth from his hot jizz but damn I did love the idea of it.



This time I got to cuddle with Josh and it was amazingly nice. I felt kind of jealous of real women who got to have boyfriends or husbands or whatever and had someone special to just be close to all the time. The magic pill let me experience the physical sensations of being female but I knew I was still just pretending. When this trip was over I’d be Andy Cooper again while I anxiously awaited my chance to have another opportunity to pretend to be a girl. It was kind of a continuous loop of “fun while it lasted” experiences but not at all conducive to deep emotional bonding or long lasting relationships.



Even so I wasn’t going to let that spoil the moment as I pressed up tightly against Josh’s warm firm body and allowed myself to daydream that somehow we were really lovers.







CHAPTER 15:







I assumed that there would be some suggestion of partner swapping or group sex but surprisingly nobody mentioned it during the entire trip. Apparently Denise and Gabe had hit it off really well and Josh and I were certainly fine with being paired up so it just became a couples weekend, even though the coupling had been designated randomly by the flipping of a coin.



Even more surprisingly things sort of stayed that way once we got back home. Denise and Gabe started hanging out together and Josh and I did the same and sometimes the four of us would go to the movies or have dinner or something, although nothing really “formal” ever seemed to take place. The guys still went to parties and went out without other girls and Denise and I still hung out with Jonathon and his pals but there was definitely a “thing” between Denise and I and my roommates, even if it wasn’t easy to define.



“Do you ever think about being female permanently?” Denise asked me one day when we were out shopping, something that had become a pretty regular occurrence.



“Fuck yeah. It’s always been my fondest dream,” I replied.



“I mean do you ever think about actually doing it? Coming out to your friends and family, changing your ID, the whole ball of wax?” she said.



“You mean if there was a way to stay like I am now forever would I do it?”



“Yeah. Well, of course you wouldn’t always be this young and hot forever, but yeah...do you ever think about living the rest of your life as a woman with all the good and bad that comes with it?” said Denise.



“I can’t see why not, I mean if there really was a way to make that happen. I’ve been thinking about telling my family what I’ve been doing anyway. Well, not
 everything
 that I’ve been doing but the basics of the whole gender swapping experience,” I said with a laugh.



“Look, I’m not a chemist or anything but it seems to me that if we just took the pill and turned female like we always do and then never took it again we’d just stay female,” Denise suggested.



“You don’t think it wears off over time or something?”



“Fuck if I know, but I think some of Jonathon’s other girls have done it before. That’s why he’s always recruiting new talent.”



I suppose I had thought about that when I thought about what I would do if Jonathon ever announced that he couldn’t get the pills anymore. I wasn’t the kind of person who was going to go and jump off a cliff or something but it would certainly be a shock to the system. I had always thought in terms of making sure I always had one last pill so that I could change back into a man in an emergency but maybe I could use that final pill to cement my femininity.



“If you were able to stay female forever do you ever think about getting married and having babies and shit like that?” I asked Denise.



“Oh God, don’t get me started on my wedding fantasies,” she replied with a chuckle. “I went through this whole big phase where I picked out my gown and planned the whole thing. I even knew what lingerie I wanted to wear on my honeymoon.”



“I haven’t quite gone that far but I have looked at bridal web pages and creamed over some of those wedding dresses,” I said with a chuckle of my own.



“Well you’re definitely my maid of honor...unless you get married first, which I guess would make you the matron of honor,” said Denise.



“Well if you married Gabe I could be both your maid of honor and his best man I suppose, although it might get a little confusing remembering which job I was doing. I could wear a tuxedo but have my hair and makeup be totally fabulous.”



We both got a good laugh out of that but it was putting some serious thoughts in my head. Even though I was still having sex with other men it was always different with Josh now. It was like coming home to where I belonged. It was all so crazy that I tried to dismiss it but it was getting harder to do all the time. I only knew Josh because I had been randomly assigned to the same dorm room and I had only started fucking him because my secret cross-dressing had been exposed, and I had only paired up with him on a weekend getaway because of a coin flip and yet somehow we seemed to be falling in love.



When I was a boy wearing a stolen bra and sticking things up my ass I never thought about some guy knocking me up, it simply wasn’t part of my fantasy, but when I was actually female and a man was ejaculating inside me it was hard sometimes not to think about it. The man was certainly thinking about it, although probably not consciously. And I suppose for me the idea of getting pregnant was sort of the ultimate validation of womanhood. Even if I decided that I never wanted to have children the fact that I could was a major leap from just masturbating with a padded bra.



One thing seemed pretty certain to me, I was more likely to give my parents grandchildren if I was a woman than if I was a man. My life was just so much more together and fulfilling when I was female that it was hard to imagine myself ever being a “traditional” male. The genie was out of the bottle and not going back in. I could go through the motions of trying to be a conventional male but I would always be striving to get back to the place I was at now.



Coming to that realization was kind of a big a deal. My whole future happiness seemed to be at stake. When something is just a dream or a fantasy or a kink or a fetish you know it’s not real and you may not even want it to be real, it’s just something that titillates you to imagine. Someone might have a prostitution fantasy based on the glamorous depictions of high class call girls in the movies or on TV but if they actually started selling their bodies they might well find out that it’s not always what it’s cracked up to be. Life tended to be full of those “wouldn’t it be nice if” scenarios but sometimes it might turn out to be not as nice as you thought it would be but since it was never going to happen you could just happily dream about it.



My fantasy always seemed especially safe because I didn’t think it was really possible for me to become female. Then Jonathon and his wacky pills came along and suddenly I was actually doing that impossible thing...and loving it. But I was still just loving it on the side, in the shadows, and for kicks, like an elaborate hobby. To the vast majority of the world and all its institutions I was still a guy named Andy Cooper. I didn’t need to advertise what I did as I consenting adult behind closed doors but if I really wanted to be Angelica Cooper forever I was going to have to come out of those shadows and declare my identity for all the world to see. I wondered whether I really had the guts to take those steps.







CHAPTER 16:







I took one major step when I sent an email to my sister Kate giving her a rough outline of what I had been doing and how a pill made it possible. I also attached a picture to verify my story and to satisfy her curiosity. I was pretty sure she would want to know what I looked like as her sister instead of her brother.



From her response she seemed pretty cool with it. It also seemed like she knew or at least suspected that I had been stealing her clothes over the years. Like I said earlier we had never been super close, and certainly never discussed anything about sexuality, so the fact that she seemed intrigued by my decision and supportive of it was a bit of a relief. I had one member of the family onboard who would hopefully advocate on my behalf if the need arose.



We actually started communicating more after that and it was kind of crazy that she was doing big sister stuff like talking to me about feminine hygiene and birth control and things like that. I had worn her panties but I had never imagined that we’d be talking about vaginas someday, let alone mine. Once I got used to it I found it pretty cool. It certainly showed me how different things might have been had I been born in a female body.



Josh and I had an understanding. I needed to continue partying with Jonathon to keep myself supplied with pills, as did Denise. If we did decide to stay female maybe we’d still party with Jonathon once-in-a-while, who knows? Josh and Gabe were free to do what they wanted to but we still managed to see quite a lot of each other.



Of course I lived with Josh and Gabe so I kind of had to see a lot of them, which created a little bit of a tricky spot when they were both there but Denise was a frequent visitor so it usually worked out okay. Whatever we were doing we had a lot of fun when the four of us were together but of course sex was usually a big part of that.



One of our favorite routines was for Denise and I to give our guys blowjobs while they played some aggressive video game. The boys would try to concentrate on the game while we would do our best to distract them. That was usually a pretty good testosterone fueled start to a fuck session, because the men were feeling very aggressive and dominant, but Denise and I could also get kind of competitive about our BJ skills.



Another popular foursome activity was for Denise and I to get on the floor next to each other on our hands and knees while our boyfriends boinked us from behind. That usually got pretty noisy because female pleasure sounds were kind of contagious, like laughing or coughing. When you heard another girl, especially your best friend, getting really satisfied sexually it was such a turn on that it made you even hornier and louder. Sometimes we did a variation of that by having the girls face each other instead of being side-by-side. That was fun too because Denise and I could kiss and see each other’s reactions to the fucking we were getting. Sometimes we’d just look at each other and share our feelings with our eyes, which was a very beautiful bonding experience.



After some kind of a group warm up like that, whether we took it all the way to completion or just used it as a jumping off point, our men would then take us to bed and we’d make love into the wee hours of the morning, if we didn’t have classes the next day. It was just such a comfortable and warm feeling to have a group of friends like that who got along so well and who had so few hangups.



The fact that Josh and I still had sex with other people didn’t keep us from having a close special relationship. If anything it just reinforced the fact that we had something different going on when we were together. I liked dick, and I’m sure he liked pussy, and it was always going to feel good getting laid but it never felt nearly as good as when it was his dick in my pussy. In some ways it might have helped to have that reminder to keep our sex from getting stale or something. We both knew that we had other options but we still kept choosing to be together whenever we could. I knew it wasn’t the way most people did the whole relationship thing but I didn’t have a lot of experience with that so as long as this seemed to be working for us I couldn’t see any reason to be in a hurry to change it.



The idea of being jealous and suspicious and paranoid all the time didn’t sound too appealing to me. We were young and in college and surrounded by temptation. If Josh got his dick sucked at some wild frat party more power to him and if I sucked every dick on campus, or off, I don’t think it would weaken my feelings for Josh. Of course the temporary nature of my gender had played a part in my carefree attitude towards sex. I could get laid or wear pretty clothes or do my nails but I was just pretending to be a girl. I had no business thinking about serious committed relationships. Maybe if I went all the way and made the change permanent I’d start to think differently.



Having revealed myself to Kate I felt like I had started something that was just going to escalate. There had been this big sense of hesitation about telling her the truth about myself but once I had I felt a million times better. I figured there would probably be a lot of steps like that along the line, and maybe some of them wouldn’t go so smoothly, but it felt like the right thing to do.







CHAPTER 17:







Jonathon was hosting a boat party for some big clients and Denise and I were in attendance. It wasn’t his boat, he was just renting it I guess, and I honestly don’t know enough to know what the difference between a yacht and a boat was but this was a big fancy boat whatever it was technically called.



The party was pretty much what I expected. Hot girls in very skimpy bikinis dancing and drinking with mostly older men in shorts and lots and lots of dick sucking. In other words it was a lot of fun.



The longer the party went on the more the clothes came off and the sex became more varied. Different combinations were breaking out all over the place and pretty soon I was on all fours getting my pussy stuffed from behind and my face stuffed from in front. It was one of those things where it was kind of like a buffet, the guys wanted to sample a little of everything so you started a lot of stuff that didn’t necessarily finish the way they started. Orgy culture I guess you would call it. That was often the way it was with Jonathon’s shindigs. You didn’t necessarily dance with the one that brought you.



It was very different than the sex I was having with Josh. We certainly didn’t always finish in the same position we started in but once I got to work on his cock I knew I was going to end up with his cum. The guys I hooked up with at Jonathon’s gatherings were usually pretty cool, as far as I could tell, but it just wasn’t the same thing as being with my man. The girlfriend thing seemed to suit me really well, although some people might think that was a strange thing to be saying while I’m talking about being in the middle of an orgy on a boat. (Or a yacht, if that makes it slightly more acceptable.)



I hadn’t seen much of Denise, or Jonathon for that matter, although I had been kept pretty busy being an object of lust so far by a wide variety of men but when I was taking a break to grab some food Denise suddenly appeared next to me.



“Hey stranger, I was afraid you’d fallen overboard or something,” I joked.



“No, I’ve just been hanging out with Jonathon in one of the cabins,” she replied. “That’s where we’re going after we grab a bite and bring something back for him.”



“We?”



“Yeah, I’ve been having a long talk with him and I think you’re going to like what he has to say.”



I was intrigued so I downed my meal rather quickly as Denise packed up some food for our host and then we went to a bedroom that kind of confirmed that this must indeed be a yacht because it was pretty fucking nice. Jonathon was stretched out naked on a bed looking at his laptop computer, which he shut off when his food arrived. Denise poured three glasses of wine and she and I just sat on the bed while our host consumed his meal.



“So Denise tells me you’re both thinking about transitioning to female for real,” said Jonathon.



“Yeah, we’ve been kicking the idea around,” I said cautiously.



“That’s a big step,” he pointed out.



“I know. Definitely not something I wold do lightly,” I replied.



“Well physically it’s very easy to do. As you already guessed if you were to dump all of your remaining pills into the ocean you’d just remain female for the rest of your life. You wouldn’t suddenly snap back and it wouldn’t wear off over time. This was designed to be a revolutionary way of allowing people to transition completely without additional medical procedures while remaining a reversible process. A remarkable breakthrough that could be changing the world,” said Jonathon.



“So why isn’t it?” I asked.



“Politics,” he replied. “The Christo-fascists need an easy target to demonize, someone that scares and confuses most people. They want the masses to believe that transgender people are all sexual predators and evil athletes who want to take trophies away from sweet little girls. Even some so-called feminists hate trans women for muscling in on their territory, like it was a gender turf war. Can you imagine how much they hate the idea that a person could just instantly become the gender of their choosing?”



“But doesn’t that kind of solve their big complaint?” I asked. “I mean if a man becomes a woman, indistinguishable from any other woman, what’s the problem?”



“The problem is it destroys their argument and takes away their favorite punching bag. It’s like the ancient times when scientists were condemned for teaching that the Earth wasn’t the center of the universe. They were right, but it wasn’t what religion was preaching so it had to be shot down. The history of the world is full of powerful idiots trying to deny reality in order to keep their grip on power. If you’ve built a cottage industry around anti-trans hatred you’re not going to be happy if that lie gets exposed,” said Jonathon. “That’s why I’m happy to be doing what I’m doing. Don’t get me wrong, I’m not pretending to be totally altruistic. I get off on having my little harem of beauties and I exploit that to my advantage in business like I’m doing here today, but I believe this is the future and that it’s the right thing to do, and that the more of you lovely ladies who go out into the world and prove that gender is not a rigid thing that can’t be changed the more society will have to come to accept the truth.”



“Changing the world one blowjob at a time,” I said with a chuckle. “I like that.”



“Those guys out there are movers and shakers, they’ve got money, and money is power. And they know that all of you were born with dicks but when they see you like this they can’t help themselves. Whatever they believed about gender before goes right out the window because they want to tap your ass so bad. And I’m sure that’s how these men in your life feel too. They know exactly who you are and how you started out but they don’t care because they want you for who you are now, am I right?” asked Jonathon.



Denise and I both agreed that he was right indeed. The fact that our transformation was total and instantaneous made a huge difference, but to Josh and Gabe’s credit at any rate they had accepted me as female even when I was doing nothing but wearing women’s clothes. The pill just confirmed that their instincts were correct that I could be an attractive young woman that they would find appealing. The pill gave me the equipment to function like the other girls they dated but it was the person inside me that had turned them on in the first place.



Jonathon gave us both his “blessing” to do whatever we wanted to do as far as changing our identity permanently and offered to help any way that he could. He also suggested that Denise and I could bring our boyfriends along to one of his parties if we all wanted to participate in his kinky adventures.



Denise and I then proceeded to give him the best tag team blowjob a man could possibly get before we returned to the party and danced and fucked the day away. It was another big millstone lifted from my back and the future never looked brighter even if the sun was setting beautifully on the horizon.







CHAPTER 18:







Basically I just became male less and less. I started going to class sometimes as a female and was kind of shocked that nobody really seemed to notice in a lot of cases. I knew that ultimately there would be this big ball of wax that would have to be addressed to make everything formal and official but I kind of skated by for quite some time.



I broke the news of my impending transition to the rest of the family and it went about as well as it could. Of course seeing me as Angelica made a huge difference I’m sure. It was like if that was the person I could actually turn into what else could I be but a woman?



Denise followed her own path and her own timeline but we were both committed to the total transformation and our guys were right there supporting us every step of the way. When the semester ended we even decided to all move in together in a two-bedroom apartment near campus which was fantastic and fun.



Josh and Gabe did go with us to some of Jonathon’s parties and they naturally had a very good time partaking of all the delectable pussy that was available, just as we feasted on delicious cock. Jonathon never seemed to have any trouble recruiting new girls so I didn’t feel too bad about the fact that in the future we would probably drift away from his orbit and devote more of our time and attention to our relationships with our actual boyfriends.



I suppose this story would have been more dramatically interesting if I had been forced to overcome more challenges or had some disastrous turns of events but in all honesty I was just an incredibly lucky person and most of the things I had worried about turned out to be not that big of a deal. Maybe I’ll have to write another book in the future about all the terrible choices I made and how everything went to hell but at the moment the future looks pretty rosy and I can’t really think of too many things to complain about.



I was kind of reminded of the line in the movie “Willy Wonka and the Chocolate Factory” where Wonka cautions Charlie to remember what happened to the man who suddenly got everything he always wanted...he lived happily ever after. From my point of view that’s pretty good advice.







AUTHOR’S NOTES:







This story was literally inspired by that line from “Willy Wonka and the Chocolate Factory” that I happened to watch for the millionth time the other day. My books usually have a happy, or at least an optimistic ending, but there’s usually some ups and downs before getting there. I thought it might be interesting to do a story where someone had a seemingly impossible desire and yet somehow managed to make all of their dreams come true, often by luck and random chance. I guess I just felt like writing a cheerful story in these dark times we are living through.







SOCIAL MEDIA







I’ve recently started trying to establish some kind of more substantial social media presence. What I’m really hoping for is to get people to engage and communicate with me so that I can better understand what my readers want to see in the future. And I would like to use things like my blog as an outlet for some of my other artistic endeavors that I hope you will find entertaining and stimulating.



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







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







http://staceyzackerly.blogspot.com







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



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







SORT OF NEW VIDEOS!







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







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



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