
Gender-Swap Love

Book 2: At the Game

by Sylvia Wetwood

All rights reserved ©2024 Sylvia Wetwood

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, transmitted, or distributed by any means or in any form without the prior written permission of the author, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical review and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.

Note from the author: This book is a work of fiction. All characters in this story are 18 years of age and older.


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Gender-Swap Love, Book 2: At the Game

Sign up for Sylvia Wetwood's Mailing List

Also By Sylvia Wetwood

Okay, so we had fucked.

Monty, my best friend since college (we'd graduated last year) and I had fucked on the couch in my apartment. After I had changed myself into a girl. 

Just as a quick recap for you, because I know this is all crazy—my name is Maddie, short for Madison, and I'm a guy but I can change my body into a woman's body at will. Truth be told, I hadn't found a lot of use for it until now.

And as you might remember from the first part of my story, I told you that I hadn't planned on falling in love with Monty. That was still the case at this point. I liked him a lot, probably loved him, but wasn't in love with him. I wasn't planning to steal his heart and get married. I had just lived with this secret for so long, and I cared about Monty so much, that I knew if I had to tell someone, he would be the best person to tell. The only person I could, really.

And yeah, he was cute, too. Sue me.

Even though I had fantasized about it, I honestly hadn't expected or even planned to try to make a move on him. I just wanted to tell him the truth, and then show him the truth so that he would believe me. But things got...heated from there.

And then afterward, things were surprisingly normal. We finished up our video game, we ate some leftover chili I had made a couple days previous, and he had gone back to his place. We hadn't avoided the topic of my gender change; we'd made jokes about it, like we did about most things. He'd put his hands on me, too, and that was different. Sensual, in some ways. It was heartening that he didn't mind touching me as a guy. I would have understood totally if the idea of sex with me was crazy and alien once I'd changed back, but my return to form didn't throw a barrier between us like I'd expected it to.

So once Monty left, I went to sleep happy. And more than a little horny, but still plenty satisfied enough to not have to do anything about it. I let myself drift off and have some very titillating dreams.

The next day, I woke up and found a calendar reminder on my phone. I had forgotten that Monty and I were going to the college basketball game tonight, at our alma mater. It was a D2 school, so not the tippy-top of the collegiate sports world or anything, but the games were usually pretty damn good. So the reminder gave me some energy, and put a little pep in my step as I got ready for the morning. 

I went to work and just trudged through the day while memories of the previous night flashed through my mind and gave me uncomfortable hard-ons at my desk. Thankfully, it was a big desk (I worked reception) and I had plenty of room to slide my legs beneath it and conceal the tent in my crotch.

As the day went on, I took out my phone and texted Monty, asking him if he wanted to grab dinner before we went to the game. We hadn't made plans for it, just saying we'd meet at the college, but I wanted to. And judging by the quick response of his agreement, Monty wanted to as well.

Over the next few messages, we decided on a little sports bar that was near the college campus, one that would probably be busy on a game night, but we didn't mind. Once I got out of work, I rushed home with the pleasant anticipation of a good night ahead.

Changing out of my work clothes, I found myself thinking for the first time about what I wanted to look like when I met up with Monty. Not like changing into a girl, but dressing myself. I'd never really considered how I was presenting myself to Monty before. Should I change things up, considering how much we had changed things up last night? Or would that be weird?

I ran my tongue over my teeth while I looked at myself shirtless in the bathroom mirror. What was I going to do, throw on some eyeshadow and wear tighter pants? No, the whole point of telling Monty was that I trusted him enough to not make things different between us. So why would I roll that ball along myself by dressing like I was going out on a date or something? 

I put on a pair of cargo shorts that any girlfriend would be embarrassed by, and then I wore a T-shirt underneath my college basketball jersey. If going to eat wings could be an outfit, it would be this.

I parked at the restaurant and found Monty just inside, slapping him a low five when he caught my eye.

"What's up?" I had to half-yell over the din of the place. It wasn't totally packed, but most of the tables along the walls of the place were full, and a couple dozen TVs placed throughout the bar blared the sounds of sports to everyone in attendance. The bar was big, stretching through half of the restaurant by itself, sleek and wooden and adorned with many chatting patrons.

The hostess caught Monty's eye. "Just two?"

Monty nodded.

"You guys want to sit at the bar?"

I started to say yes, but Monty said, "A table, if you have it."

The hostess gave a small nod, snatched a couple of menus from the bar, and led us through maze of tables to an unoccupied one, freshly cleaned. She set down the menus and we took our seats.

"I thought you'd put us at the bar," I told him. It was easier to talk now that we were sitting at a table.

"It looked pretty crowded." Monty glanced over at the bar. "Now we can really stretch our legs."

The table between us was three-and-a-half feet wide at the most. I laughed.

"Yeah, all the comfort of sitting on an airplane." I leaned back, putting my arms behind my head, and came close to clocking the person sitting in the table behind me.

Still, it was nice sitting at a table with Monty. Every now and then I got the urge to nudge his foot or reach across the table and touch him, but I held it back. I told myself over and over but I didn't want anything to be different, and that was the truth. Even if my body wanted to do stupid things.

We shared a big order of wings and watched a few different games that were on the TVs, but mostly spent our time talking about the game we were about to go to.

"How was work today?" he asked me.

I shrugged. "The same old. They're fixing something on the roof, so I had to listen to them stomping around all day and wonder if it was going to come down on my head."

I felt the tip of my shoe touch Monty's foot. I didn't pull back, and neither did he. He looked at me across the table, then glanced around like he wanted to make sure that he wouldn't be overheard. He leaned in a little closer.

"I've been thinking about last night a lot," he whispered, or at least came as close as he could to whispering so that I could still hear him.

Surprise flick across my face. "Yeah?"

He gave me a knowing look. "Hard not to think about, really."

"I'm glad I could blow your mind." I smiled at him, but inside, I felt like I was walking on ice. One step in the wrong direction, and I could shatter everything. Whatever boldness had possessed me last night, I had used all of it up, and now I was walking like a penguin on slick ground underfoot.

"What, I don't get any credit?" Monty asked me, his smile teasing. I gave a theatrical shrug, returning his smile, and he plucked the last wing from the plate and leaned back. The ice underneath my feet disappeared, as did the exciting tension that came with it. Tiny regrets poked at me, wondering if I had seemed too disinterested in my attempt to not be eager. Because all of a sudden, no matter how hard I tried, this was starting to feel like a date. And, I thought, not just by my virtue alone. I was pretty sure Monty was being flirty.

It made me feel a little helpless. I had never been good at dating, being flirty with a stranger. If I had any chance of pulling it off, it would be with Monty, the person I was most comfortable with in the world. But for the same reason I was pulling back, concerned that some kind of poison tendril would wind its way into our relationship and be impossible to untangle. Sex could do that. Even casual flirting could do that, if it landed wrong. 

It struck me for the first time that what I had done last night had been selfish. In my bid to alleviate some of the burden I had been carrying, I had shared a secret and shifted that burden onto Monty and to our relationship. I was used to that unique kind of strain, but the weight would sit differently when carried on both of our shoulders, and we could get hurt.

"You okay?" Monty asked me. I had been silent for a while, and he was looking at me, concerned. 

"Yeah, I'm fine," I said, snapping out of my worry spiral. "Sorry, I was just thinking..."

Monty grinned. "About last night?"

"Yeah," I said, not exactly lying.

"Well, get your mind out of the gutter," he said, tapping his watch dramatically. "We've got to get going."

We took our check to the bar and Monty paid it. I told him I'd buy him one of the little souvenir basketballs at the arena to make us even, and he laughed.

I felt better, like I had made it over the ice patch. We parted briefly to drive to the campus, and then met again in the parking lot and entered the large athletic building.

The place was bustling. The basketball team here was pretty popular. Luckily Monty had our tickets, considering that
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