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CHAPTER 1:

"I've got three words for you that will make our summer the best in history," said Jimmy, as he sat across from his best friend, Malcolm, eating a burger at a fast food joint. "Cheer leader camp."

"Cheerleader is one word," Malcolm pointed out.

"Who cares, that's not the point," Jimmy shot back.

"So what is the point?"

"Imagine a camp filled with nothing but cheerleaders. Hot, sexy, perky, fun loving, cheerleaders."

"Isn't there an old slasher movie with that title where they all get killed or something?"

"You're not focusing, my man," said Jimmy. "Picture all of the possibilities. Getting dressed...getting undressed...taking showers and so on."

"Okay, so I picture a bunch of cute cheerleaders taking a shower. So what?" Malcolm asked.

"Now...picture yourself in the middle of all of that."

"What the hell are you talking about?"

"You know that we're both going to go to Branford College as soon as the summer is over, right?"

"I was somewhat aware of that," Malcolm replied dryly.

"Well, I saw this notice that they're running a camp for girls who are interested in cheerleading. It's one week, you stay in a dorm on campus, and since we're both 18 we don't need our parents to sign anything for us to enroll."

"I'm sure that would be cool if we were interested in cheerleading, which we're not, and if we were girls, which we aren't."

"What if I said we could be girls for a week?" said Jimmy, as he fished a little pill out of his pocket and displayed it proudly.

"Again I ask, what the hell are you talking about?"

"All we have to do is take one of these pills and we can become women for a week. Pop another one at the end and we're back to normal," Jimmy explained with a grin. "One week of living in a dorm, surrounded by girls. Don't tell me that doesn't sound appealing."

"Where did you get that pill?" Malcolm asked suspiciously.

"Never mind about that. I can get them. All you have to do is take them. And give me some money, because they're not all that cheap."

"You're messing with my head. There's no pill that can turn you into a woman."

"That's where you're wrong, my man. I've tried it...and it works!"


CHAPTER 2:

Jimmy Harper and Malcolm Bennett had been friends forever. They had grown up together in the same neighborhood, and now that they had just graduated from high school they were going to be going to college together. They were definitely a team, but Jimmy was the one who always came up with the crazy ideas. Sometimes they worked, and sometimes they just ended up in trouble, but it was never anything too serious. Malcolm just usually went along with whatever Jimmy suggested but this was a pretty weird thing to try and go along with.

After lunch they had gone back to Jimmy's house where Jimmy proceeded to boot up his computer in order to show Malcolm some pictures. The pictures were selfies of a very cute girl, some of them topless, but all of them rather appealing.

"She's hot. Who is she?" asked Malcolm.

"She's me," Jimmy replied. "Well, me after taking one of those pills."

"Bullshit."

"No, it's true."

"Why the fuck would you want to do that?"

"Because I was thinking of the possibilities, you know, getting into the girl's locker room or something? Then I saw the ad for the cheerleader camp and realized that I had been setting my sights too low. Why just sneak around trying to catch a glimpse when you could just infiltrate the whole pack? And what better group to hang out with, in disguise, than a bunch of cheerleaders? Those are the kind of chicks who would never give us the time of day, but what if we were one of them? It boggles the mind, doesn't it?"

"So you want me to believe that you took a pill and turned into the girl in those pictures?" Malcolm asked.

"That's the truth, I swear it. Why would I bother making something like this up?"

"I have no idea, but I have a hunch it's a gag where I end up getting embarrassed."

"Would I do that to you?" Jimmy asked sweetly.

"Whenever you got the chance," Malcolm shot back. "It wouldn't be the first time."

"Relax. We're in this together. We'll both be turning into girls so there won't be anything embarrassing that you experience that I don't experience, too."

"I want to see it work."

"I told you, the pills are kind of expensive."

"I don't care. If you want me in on this plan that's a price you'll just have to pay," Malcolm insisted.

"If that's what it takes," Jimmy said with a sigh as he handed a pill to Malcolm. "Here you go."

"I don't want to take it," Malcolm protested.

"Sure you do. You want to know what you're going to look like, don't you? You've already seen me as a girl. Better to experience it for yourself so that you know what to expect and what it feels like."

"Fine...give me the damn thing. But I'm not going to pay for it."

"First one's on the house," Jimmy joked as Malcolm swallowed the pill down.

Nothing happened, at first, and Malcolm suspected it was all a hoax, but suddenly the drug kicked in with a vengeance. A hot wave rolled through his body and he felt a little nauseous. It made him grab his stomach and double over, but it quickly passed, and when he straightened up he suddenly realized that the change had taken place.

"Holy crap! I thought I was good-looking but now I think I'm a little jealous," Jimmy whistled in amazement.

Malcolm ran to a mirror and stared at the unfamiliar reflection.

"Shit! Is that me?" he squealed in his new, high-pitched, voice. "I've got tits and everything!"

"Hey, keep it down. I think my mom's home."

"Oh, my god! That can't be me. I look so beautiful," Malcolm exclaimed proudly.

"Egotistical little bitch, aren't you?" Jimmy teased.

"I don't mean it that way."

"I know, it's just the shock. I had the same exact feeling."

Malcolm couldn't stop staring at himself in the mirror. It was just so impossible to believe, yet it had to be true. He could feel how different his body was and he could hear the change in his voice. It was like some kind of weird dream, or something.

"Let me take a picture," said Jimmy as he grabbed his phone.

"Why? So you can blackmail me?"

"No, so that you can see what you look like whenever you want to. It might give you courage when it comes time to do this for real. Besides, how could I blackmail you? Nobody would ever know that it was you. Now, strike a sexy pose."

"Okay...I guess," said Malcolm, a little shyly, as he tried to think of what kind of pose looked sexy.

"That's great. Now let's see those tits," Jimmy instructed.

"No, I'm not showing you my tits."

"Why not? You've seen mine."

"That was just a picture."

"And this will just be a picture, only I'm the one taking it. What do you care? It's not your real body. You're just renting it for the moment. The whole idea of this enterprise is for us to get naked with a bunch of other girls so you might as well get over being uptight about it. You want this to be fun, don't you?"

"I guess," said Malcolm reluctantly as he pulled off his shirt.

"Man, you look fantastic!" said Jimmy as he snapped away. "That's great. Now turn sideways and kind of look over your shoulder. Perfect. Now cup your breasts in your hands. Beautiful!"

It was funny the way Jimmy was acting like a professional photographer, but Malcolm kind of got a kick out of it. He sort of enjoyed getting all this praise and attention for his looks. That was definitely something he wasn't used to.

Eventually the "session" moved on to Malcolm getting totally naked and posing on the bed. Jimmy even talked him into touching his pussy, which was a surprisingly exciting thing to do, especially with someone else watching him.

"Man, I have such a hard on right now," Jimmy confessed, as he put his phone down.

"Is that what this is all about? You trick me into becoming a girl so that you can fuck me?"

"No, it honestly never crossed my mind...unless you want to, I mean."

"That's gross. Give me another pill, I want to change back," said Malcolm as he held out his hand.

"Are you sure? I can lock the door?"

"Just hand it over. You've made your point."

There was just a moment...a tiny fleeting one, where Malcolm actually considered the idea of making out with Jimmy, but he drove it from his head as quickly as possible. Touching his pussy had been like flipping a switch inside his brain, and posing like a sexy model had been very arousing. It might be interesting to find out what this body was capable of, but that was just stupid curiosity. If they actually did something it would be impossible to live it down. Jimmy was already good enough at being the leader of the pack. Malcolm had no desire to add being his bitch to the equation.

Malcolm was relieved that the pill worked just as well the second time and that he was back to his old self as he got dressed again. At the same time he was also kind of excited by the prospect of doing this again. It was a very strange feeling changing into someone else and he kind of liked it.


CHAPTER 3:

"You know, even if we did this crazy thing, which I'm not saying we're going to do, we'd never get away with it," said Malcolm, as he and Jimmy sat in the room after Malcolm's transformation back into a man.

"Of course we would. Why wouldn't we?" Jimmy asked.

"Well, for starters, we don't know the first thing about cheerleading," Malcolm pointed out.

"Ah, but I do. You remember that my sister used to be a cheerleader? She was always doing her dumb routines everywhere and I used to spy on her when she was practicing with the other girls in her squad because I liked to watch them bounce around in those little skirts. I know that stuff backwards and forwards. I can teach you. And there are tons of instructional videos online. Plus, there's a box in my garage with all her old pompoms and shit. All we have to do is learn some of the basics and not take any advanced courses at the camp."

"But we'll suck," Malcolm protested.

"So what? So we'll be the two worst cheerleaders at the camp. Maybe some of the other girls will take pity on us and offer to give us some...private attention," Jimmy said with a wink.

"That's another thing...we don't know anything about being girls."

"What's there to know? All we have to do is blend in. Just do whatever they do. You didn't seem to have any trouble acting like a girl when we were taking those pictures."

"Yeah, but you knew who I was. You knew I wasn't really a girl. These girls are going to think that we've always been female. What if they ask a lot of personal questions, like when we started getting our period, or whatever?" Malcolm asked, in a panic.

"Relax. You just wing it. I doubt if anyone is going to ask you a bunch of personal questions about your private life. They're just going to be a bunch of dippy chicks who like to jump around and be enthusiastic. Just act like an airhead and I'm sure nobody will think anything of it."

It was a totally stupid idea but Malcolm was kind of resigned to his fate. It was pointless to argue with Jimmy. He always got his way. And it might be kind of a kick to try and pull this off. It certainly would be fun to be surrounded by all those girls for a week. And it was just cheerleading, it wasn't rocket science. How hard could it be?

Much to Malcolm's surprise Jimmy really did seem to know something about cheerleading, and that made him feel a little better about the scheme. The tricky part was finding someplace to practice where nobody would see them. There was no possible way to explain why two guys were prancing around with pompoms.

"Jesus, I feel like an idiot doing this," Malcolm said as he threw down his pompom in disgust, after failing to master the routine Jimmy was trying to teach him.

"That's because you're not a cute chick yet. Just imagine how hot it will be when your boobs are bouncing and you're flashing your little panties under a short skirt. Of course we look idiotic. Nobody wants to see a couple of dudes doing this crap," said Jimmy.

"Maybe we should take the pill and try it," Malcolm suggested.

"I told you, they're not cheap."

"So what? Nothing about this plan is cheap. There's the fee to enroll, the cost of all the crap we've got to bring along, and who knows what else? I don't have a sports bra, do you?"

"Of course not, but we'll get that stuff. Fortunately there's a very detailed list of what to bring."

"And how are we going to get that junk?" asked Malcolm. "I don't know what size I wear in women's clothing."

"Okay, look, here's a plan. We take the pill and go shopping for everything that we need. That way we can try stuff on and make sure that it fits. Then when we get back from shopping we can work on our routines for a while."

"Wow, that sounds really gay hearing you say that," Malcolm chuckled.

"There's nothing gay about this. It's exactly the opposite. We're so hot for chicks that we're willing to do this to be around them. Don't forget that. Keep your eyes on the prize. I can already feel that hot water as we shower with our new best friends, Shelly and Cindy, or whoever."

"That's a good point. What do we call ourselves?" asked Malcolm.

"I don't know, whatever we want," Jimmy replied. "I guess Jane sounds kind of like James, although I'm not crazy about being plain Jane."

"How about Kimmy? That sounds more like Jimmy."

"Yeah, I could be Kimmy. How about you?"

"Hard to think of a female equivalent to Malcolm."

"Well, people call you Mal...how about Sally?"

"Sure, why not?"

"Well, Sally, let's pick a day to do this thing and hit the shops! Then we can practice our silly little heads off and not feel bad about it."


CHAPTER 4:

When the day arrived for their female shopping spree they met in Jimmy's garage to begin the process. Jimmy had a big cardboard box of stuff that he was rummaging through as Malcolm made his way in quietly through the back door.

"Fortunately my mom is a total pack rat. Never throws anything out, just puts it in a box and sticks it out here in the garage," said Jimmy as he began to pull various items of female clothing out of the box. "It looks like there's a lot of my sister's old crap in here, and not just her cheerleading stuff. We should be able to get dressed reasonably well with all this garbage to choose from."

"Well if you've already got a box of clothes why do we need to go buy more?" Malcolm asked, hoping for some way of dodging the bullet.

"There's no underwear, for one thing, and we have some very specific items on the list that we have to bring, and I don't know how well any of this is going to fit. At least we have something female to put on while we go to the store. We might as well get used to it now, we're going to be wearing this shit for a whole week," Jimmy pointed out.

"Maybe we better change into girls first. That way we'll know what fits," Malcolm suggested.

"Good idea, chief. Here you go. Down the hatch!"

They both popped a pill and were soon going through the slightly uncomfortable feeling of changing into women. Jimmy looked exactly like his picture, and Malcolm certainly felt the same way as before. After dragging an old mirror over to where they were working Malcolm, now Sally, was relieved to see that she was as pretty as she remembered herself being like this.

"Strip, soldier," Kimmy ordered and the two girls peeled off their clothes.

"You look really sexy," said Sally as she eyed her companion.

"Thanks. So do you."

They tried on various articles of clothing before settling on outfits that seemed to fit fairly well. With no bra to put on they couldn't wear anything too sheer on top, and they looked a little odd in their male shorts, but it got the job done for now. Underwear was definitely on their shopping list.

"Now just hold still. I'm no expert at this," said Kimmy, as she started to apply some lip gloss to Sally.

"What are you doing?"

"Relax. You're a grown woman. You need to look like it," said Kimmy, reassuringly.

"How do you know how to do this?" Sally asked suspiciously.

"Fuck, dude, I have a sister. I've seen this done a million times. Now let me put a little of this junk on your cheeks...there...that's good enough. Now you do me."

"What?"

"I mean put this crap on my face. Unless you had some kind of a lesbian fantasy in mind," said Kimmy with a chuckle.

"Fine. Anything that gets this over with and us out of here before someone finds us."

Once they had completed their cosmetics the girls slipped out the back way and jumped into Kimmy's car. Soon they were on their way to the local mall, where there would be shopping options for everything they needed.

"I don't think I can do this," Sally said when they reached the parking lot.

"Don't be such a little girl. Nothing is going to happen," said Kimmy.

"Well, if I really was a girl this wouldn't be a problem."

"But you really are a girl, at least at the moment. You're a girl in every biological sense there is. And nobody cares. We're here to spend money, not rob a jewelry store. They'd take your money even if they thought you were a man in drag, which nobody would ever think."

"Maybe you could just go in and buy the stuff while I wait in the car," Sally suggested.

"Which would defeat the whole point of you turning female so that you can try shit on," Kimmy reminded her. "I'm going through the same thing and I'm not worried."

"But you're always so brave and confident. I'm not like you," Sally protested.

"Well this is a new you. Maybe this version is brave and confident, if you give her a try."

Sally gave in, as she knew she would do, and soon they were shopping away like anyone else in the mall. Sally felt quite strange being out in public like this, but she also felt kind of excited. Nobody looked at them like they were weird or dressed improperly or behaving strangely, and soon she felt right at home trying on things in front of a mirror and browsing the accessories.

The time actually flew by, and the two of them had purchased more than they had originally planned to buy, but soon they were feeling hungry and headed for the food court.

"Hey, you see those two guys sitting over there? I'll bet we can get them to buy us lunch," Kimmy whispered.

"What are you talking about? We're total strangers."

"And I'll bet they would be more than willing to spring for some food to get to know us better."

"You're insane!"

"Hey, you wanted to know how to act like a girl...well this is how. We just need to do a little flirting."

"Oh, God," Sally said with a gulp. "Well, how do we do this exactly?"

"Man, do I have to draw you a roadmap? We walk over there to that store and pretend to be looking at something in the window. We'll have to walk right past them, and they'll notice us, and as soon as they work up the courage they'll come over and say something dumb and we'll pretend like they're witty and soon they'll be eating out of the palm of our hands. Or better yet, we'll be eating at the steakhouse instead of the food court," said Kimmy.

"How do you know this?" Sally asked in dismay.

"Because that's what I would do if I were in their situation. They didn't come here to shop, they came to look at girls, and from what I've seen we're pretty much the pick of the litter around here today. They'll hit on us, I guarantee. Come on."

With that, Kimmy locked arms with Sally and half dragged her friend past the boys in question. Sally's knees were literally shaking as they stood and acted like they were admiring the dresses on display. Sally wanted to run, or at least look over her shoulder to see what the boys were doing, but she was too scared.

"That's a nice looking dress. I'll bet it would look great on you," said a male voice from behind them.

"Not really my color, but it is pretty," Kimmy said as the girls turned to see their prey.

"Looks like you've been doing some shopping," said the other guy, a little awkwardly.

"Yes, but now we were thinking of getting some lunch, but the food court sounds kind of dull."

"Well they've got other restaurants here. Why don't you pick one out and let us take you to lunch. We were just thinking of grabbing a bite ourselves," said the first boy.

"That sounds lovely. Doesn't it Sally?"

"Yes," was the best Sally could mumble in reply.

"Why don't you lead on. I like a man who knows how to take charge," said Kimmy with a sly smile as she offered her arm to the first boy.

"Sure thing. They've got a pretty nice steakhouse here, if you're into that."


CHAPTER 5:

Kimmy was some kind of evil genius. The boys had walked right into her trap, just as she planned. She even got them to take the girls to the steakhouse they wanted to go to while making the men believe that it was all up to them. It was probably good that Kimmy wasn't really a woman, thought Sally, because she would eat men like this alive.

Kimmy and her date, Phillip, did most of the talking, which was a relief to Sally. Her guy, Jarrod, seemed almost as nervous as she was. It was actually the perfect pairing. This was exactly the kind of thing that Jimmy would have dragged Malcolm into, and she could see herself in the face of the man sitting across from her.

"So, are you girls on summer break, or just enjoying a day off?" asked Phillip.

"We're starting at Branford in the fall," Kimmy replied.

"Oh, college girls. Brains as well as beauty," Phillip said with a smile.

"And what do you do?" asked Kimmy.

"I work at an electronics store. Nothing fancy, but I get a good discount on stuff," said Phillip.

"What about you?" Sally asked her partner.

"I'm going to junior college, at the moment. You know, get some basic classes out of the way while I figure out what I want to do," Jarrod replied.

They all warmed up a little as the lunch progressed and Sally felt much more comfortable talking after a while. It really wasn't that hard to do. In many ways it was like being on any other first date, except that the boys were pressing pretty hard to make an impression. If this was flirting, it wasn't half bad, thought Sally, and she was glad that Kimmy had forced her into it.

"So you ladies want to take in a movie, or maybe go for a drive or something?" Phillip suggested after they had finished dining.

"Oh, that sounds lovely, but I'm afraid we've got cheerleader practice to get to," said Kimmy with a sigh.

"Cheerleaders, oh wow! You certainly could get my team spirit up, I can tell you that," said Phillip with a wink.

"I'll bet you don't have any trouble at all getting it up...your team spirit, I mean," Kimmy replied salaciously. "Can we take a rain check?"

The boys gladly provided them with their contact information and both of the girls left them with a kiss on the cheek, as a consolation prize. Sally thought it was weird to kiss a guy, but it was just a quick peck, like you might give your uncle, or something.

"How do you do it?" Sally asked once they were safely back in the car and on the way home.

"Do what?" said Kimmy.

"How do you just take charge of any situation, even one as terrifying and bizarre as this? Those were guys. Guys with cocks who were looking at us like we were on the menu the whole time. Yet you were so calm, and chatty, and flirty, and in control of everything. I would never in a million years have guessed that you weren't really female, and I know that you're not."

"That was the whole point. If you're going to do something, especially something outrageous, you need to go for it. It wasn't that hard to do because I've been on the other side of the table plenty of times. A guy sees a pretty girl and he naturally wants her. He doesn't necessarily expect to get her, at least not right away, but that doesn't stop him from making a play for her. I just used my male brain to think of what I might want to hear from a girl and the rest was easy."

"I was scared out of my mind," Sally admitted.

"No reason for that. You completed the mission successfully. What do you think girls talk about? They talk about boys. Now you've got something to talk about. When the other girls at the camp are talking about the dorks they've been out with you've got something to chip in."

"They didn't really seem like dorks to me. They actually seemed like kind of nice guys."

"Fine, then you can talk about the cool guy named Jarrod who gave you his phone number and act like you're deciding whether to call him again. Plus you can drop the name of stores into your conversation and say how much you like or don't like this or that one, or how one is too expensive, or whatever," suggested Kimmy. "We're on a crash course to learn how to be chicks as fast as we can. We look the part, we sound the part, we can act the part. Now all we have to do is get a little better at the cheerleading thing and we'll sail through this experience with flying colors."

Kimmy was right about everything. Sally knew it was silly to be so nervous. Nobody would ever know their secret. There was no reason for anyone to be suspicious. People who act guilty are more likely to be caught. They were just doing this for fun, as a lark. Something they would look back on and laugh about in the years ahead. It was just a game, so why not try to have some fun with it?

And it was educational, in a way. How many people get the chance to discover what it's like to be someone else, especially someone of the opposite gender? It had turned something as simple as a day at the mall into an eye opening experience. It was like being granted a temporary membership into an exclusive club, only in this case that club had billions of members, and the exclusivity was granted by nature, rather than by wealth or privilege.

Sally had to admit that it had been fun, once she got past the terror. Walking around in a skirt was not at all like walking around in short pants. It wasn't just your legs that were exposed, it was your whole lower body feeling the breeze. If the bra felt restrictive, the skirt certainly felt liberating. In general she felt very attractive, which made her feel good about herself. Just standing in front of a shop window had made her an object of desire, and that was kind of hard to wrap her head around.

The only really disturbing part of the experience so far was how horny it made her feel. Ever since she had touched her pussy on the bed while being photographed she had been terribly curious about what sex would be like as a female. She knew it shouldn't be on her mind at all, but it was. It was hard to escape. Even just being at lunch with a couple of guys who were flirting with her had made her kind of anxious and excited. Her body just looked and felt so wonderful. Not being very sexually experienced at all only  increased her interest.

When they got back they stashed their purchases away and got back to cheerleading practice. It did make all the difference in the world to do it in a female body. Things just seemed to move and swivel in a different way, and it was more fun than embarrassing, for a change. Cheers just sounded better with a female voice.

After they finished it was time to change back so the girls stripped naked while Kimmy went to get the pills. Kimmy stopped before popping the pill in her mouth and took a good look at Sally.

"You know, the one thing we haven't practiced is sex," Kimmy pointed out casually.

"What are you talking about?" snapped Sally.

"I mean we're obviously hoping to get it on with some of those cheerleader chicks, but neither one of us knows the first thing about being a lesbian."

"Who says they're going to be lesbians?"

"You know what I mean. Girls aren't as uptight about fooling around with other girls. I bet they do it all the time. What if you get the chance to make out with some totally hot chick? You don't want to be all nervous and flustered, do you?"

"I suppose not," Sally said softly.

"You must be a little curious about how this new equipment works," Kimmy suggested. "I think we should go for a little test drive."


CHAPTER 6:

They had decided to go upstairs to the bedroom, and felt very wicked walking through the house in the nude, even though nobody was home. When they got safely inside, with the door locked, they both sat on the bed and started tentatively touching themselves. Then Kimmy reached over and began to gently fondle Sally's breasts. Without even thinking about it Sally began to stroke herself more aggressively. Things were getting very hot very fast.

Kimmy pushed Sally down so that she was lying on the bed, with her legs hanging over the side, as she began to kiss and suck on Sally's nipples. Sally stopped rubbing herself and let a finger slip inside her pussy. Then Kimmy started rubbing the top of Sally's vagina and Sally had an overwhelming urge to kiss her friend.

Sally twisted a little on the bed and started to play with Kimmy's pussy as the two of them continued to kiss rather passionately. Both girls were now vigorously finger fucking each other as their bodies came alive with a new and powerful feeling of arousal.

"This is fun, isn't it?" Kimmy whispered softly.

"Yes it is," Sally replied with a smile. "I think I could get used to this."

"Think about all that ripe, luscious, pussy we're going to have available to us for a whole week. Maybe we can get an orgy going."

"Right now I'm having a hard time thinking about anything other than how good this feels," Sally moaned.

"You sure are wet," said Kimmy.

"So are you."

"Wet and juicy, I'll bet."

Kimmy disappeared for a moment and got on the floor beside the bed. Sally lay flat on her back again and spread her legs as she felt her pal crawl between them.

"I think I'm going to shave my pussy," said Kimmy as she toyed with Sally's snatch.

"Do you think I should?" asked Sally.

"We ought to be nice and trim at any rate, although I'm not going to let your bush stop me now."

Jimmy had eaten pussy many times as a man so it was a familiar procedure to go down on a girl. Sally was soon squirming and purring like mad as Kimmy worked her tongue all around her friend's pussy.

"You like that, don't you girl?" said Kimmy, with almost smug satisfaction.

"It's awesome. You're really good at it," Sally gasped in reply.

"You want to try?"

"Sure."

The girls switched places and Sally tried to return the favor the best she could. Unlike Jimmy, Malcolm was no expert at the art of love, but Sally was enthusiastic, and lapped away at Kimmy's slit with great joy.

Eventually they ended up kind of rolling around the bed, kissing and touching, and rubbing everywhere. It wasn't like being a man where you built up quickly and finished with a bang. There didn't seem to be any particular ending to anything. The more you did it the more you wanted it.

Suddenly there was the sound of a car pulling in the driveway and Kimmy raced to the window.

"Oh, shit, my parents are home sooner than I expected," she cried.

"But my clothes are still down in the garage," said Sally.

"Don't worry about it. I've got some pills up here and all kinds of clothes. Once we change back we can go down to the garage and grab the shit we left down there. No one's going to notice or think anything of it."

Kimmy went over to the closet and came back with a pill, which she prepared to pop into Sally's mouth. First she leaned in for a final kiss.

"To be continued," said Kimmy as she slipped the pill onto Sally's tongue.

A few moments later they were back to being men, and on their way down to the garage. On their way they passed Jimmy's mother coming up the stairs.

"Hello Malcolm. What have you two been up to today?" she asked pleasantly.

"Oh, just fooling around," said Jimmy casually, shooting a quick glance at Malcolm.

"That figures, I suppose," said Jimmy's mother with a smile. "Enjoy the summer while you can. It'll be off to college soon enough."

After collecting his things Malcolm felt a little funny just going home without discussing anything that had just happened, but Jimmy acted like everything was normal, so there wasn't much to do but leave. It wasn't like they were going to kiss each other goodbye, or anything; that had already been taken care of upstairs, but it was still kind of strange to just call it a day.

Fortunately it was easy not to think of Kimmy as Jimmy. They looked and sounded nothing alike, yet there was always the underlying knowledge of who they actually were, and the familiar surroundings of Jimmy's bedroom. Of course Malcolm and Sally were essentially two different people so it was probably best to just keep it that way.

The one thing that Malcolm couldn't stop thinking about was how good it had felt to be intimate like that. The absurdity of their plan to go to this cheerleader camp suddenly seemed to make a lot more sense. Even if they only slipped off and had sex with each other, the prospect of an entire week of girl-on-girl play sounded exhilarating right about now.

Jimmy had been right again about trying this experience first. Now that Malcolm knew how much fun it was, and how easy it had been to just kind of slip into that situation, he knew that he wouldn't hesitate if the opportunity presented itself again. Malcolm had experienced a real sexual awakening. It was kind of surprising that it had taken place in a different body, but if that's what it took so be it. It felt like the future was suddenly full of wonderful possibilities.

When the big day came to begin the camp Jimmy and Malcolm had their cover story well-prepared, and enough gear to make a "legitimate" camping trip seem believable. They were definitely going to be "at camp," just not the kind their parents were thinking of. They had simply driven around the corner and then snuck back to Jimmy's garage on foot to make the transformation into women. Their female luggage was all packed where they could get it conveniently once they arrived at the camp.

"How do I look?" asked Sally, as she put the finishing touches on her makeup.

"Good enough to eat," Kimmy replied, while licking her lips.

"Down girl, you're probably going to be feasting on pussy all week long."

"Well, as long as I get a taste of your sweet snatch somewhere along the line."

"I guess you'll just have to see what the competition is like," Sally giggled.

"Come on...let's go lead some cheers!"


CHAPTER 7:

Registration went without a hitch. Their paperwork was in order, their fees had been paid, and their luggage passed inspection. There were no drugs or alcohol allowed, which of course meant that it would have to be smuggled in more creatively. There were no boys allowed either, which was not a problem for Kimmy or Sally, but they suspected that guys would probably be smuggled in as well, by some of the girls.

It was funny to be living on the campus that they would soon be living on as men, only in a different dorm arrangement. Kimmy and Sally would be rooming with two other girls; Francine and Tammy. Their roommates had come from some distance away, as this was apparently a fairly prestigious training facility. That meant that Kimmy and Sally were the "local girls" who would presumably know their way around town...and how to hook their new friends up with whatever they needed.

Not surprisingly the place was full of perky girls with bubbly personalities. Cheerleaders naturally tended to be the outgoing type. They also tended to be attractive and very physically fit. In short, it was paradise.

Very little time was wasted on the preliminaries. Their den mother, or scout master, or whatever she was, laid down the law about the rules of the camp and tried to lighten the mood by assuring everyone that they would be kept too busy to get into any real trouble, even if they wanted to.

The schedule actually was incredibly busy, even for those just there for the basic courses. Everything began with stretching exercises and warm ups, and right from the start Kimmy and Sally felt a little out of place. Most of these girls were like gymnasts or ballerinas and could easily drop into the splits, or stand on one leg while lifting the other over their head. Kimmy and Sally's new female bodies were certainly more flexible than their old male ones, but neither of them had any particular experience with this kind of movement.

It was embarrassing, because they were afraid they were going to wash out right on the first day, but fortunately being super limber wasn't the only requirement. They definitely had a chance to make up for their physical limitations when it came to the actual cheers, and both girls worked hard to let their personalities shine through. They were very pretty, and very enthusiastic, and not reluctant in the least to ask for help when they needed it, which tended to win them some friends early on. Some of the more advanced students strutted around like they owned the place, and could be pretty cruel to the others without any real provocation.

"Why did you waste your money coming here?" asked one camper to Sally in a nasty tone of voice. "With your looks you might make a halfway decent stripper, and at least you'd get paid for it."

"Don't mind her. That's Stephanie. She's the teacher's pet and she thinks she's God," said Tammy, once the bitchy girl had walked away.

"Why is she so mean?" asked Sally, trying not to look as hurt as she felt.

"You know how those girls are. Can't stop bragging about all the trophies they've won in big competitions. They're all so stuck up and superior, like what they're doing is so great."

"Well, if she ever talks like that again I'm going to bust a beer bottle and put shards of glass in her sneakers," Kimmy quipped wryly, causing the other girls to laugh.

"If you do I'll provide the beer...and help you empty the bottle," Francine joked. "Speaking of which...what are we doing tonight?"

"Shit, you're going to get us in trouble on the first night?" asked Sally, with some alarm.

"Sure, why not? You know these camps are just an excuse to get away from home for a week and party. Boys and beers...that what I signed up for," said Francine, with a conspiratorial wink.

"Meanwhile, back to the salt mines," said another girl who was stretching near them. "We've got a couple of hours until lunch."

Cheerleading may not have been rocket science, but it was definitely turning out to be a lot more demanding than Kimmy and Sally had expected. It seemed like every muscle in their body was aching, and it was only the first day. By the time they got to lunch they wondered what the hell they had gotten themselves into.

It appeared that the camp was kind of divided into two camps of its own, regardless of experience level. There were the really serious, dedicated types who were no nonsense, and out to impress the staff and the other girls, and the more laid back types who seemed to enjoy the camaraderie as much as anything else. Apparently a lot of these girls already knew plenty about cheerleading and were more interested in just being off the leash for a while on a big college campus.

While the day was jam packed with activity they did have a fair amount of free time at night, as long as they observed the 11 o'clock curfew. That was plenty of time for a rowdy bunch of girls to get into some mischief, and Kimmy and Sally fell into the pack with ease. Their supposed passion for cheerleading was the thing that had brought them all together, but it was surprising how fast they all bonded, as one girl to another. What really surprised Sally was how much she enjoyed being welcomed into that circle. At first she thought it was just relief that she was getting away with her deception, but soon she started to feel a genuine warmth and happiness being in this company.

"So where does a girl go to get a drink around this town?" asked Francine as their little party of cheerleaders made their way off campus when classes were through.

"Well, there's a pizza joint, not too far from here, that sells pitchers without carding you, as long as you buy a pizza," Kimmy suggested.

"That works for a start, but we'll have to find some guys with ID to buy us some booze to take back to the room," another girl suggested.

"And hopefully get some grass, though we better not smoke it in the dorm. They can smell that shit a mile away," said Tiffany.

"Jesus Tiffany, you're such a little stoner," another girl chided.

"Don't tell me you never like to get high," Tiffany snapped back. "Especially when you're getting laid. There's nothing better than having a buzz when you're riding a big, thick, cock. Am I right?"

"Gosh, I don't know. I've never tried it...I mean, like that," Sally said shyly.

"The night is young, baby. Who knows what you might try for the first time?" Francine whispered in Sally's ear.


CHAPTER 8:

It was pretty weird to be in a pizza parlor that they knew so well from their real lives, surrounded by a bevy of cute girls, yet being one of them. Had they been there as men, when a group of horny cheerleaders paraded in, it would have been a wet dream come true. Not surprisingly there were plenty of other guys there who had the exact same thought. Soon the table was crowded with pizza, beer, and boys...Francine's recipe for fun, with a little food added on top.

"What are we doing? This place is crawling with dudes?" Sally whispered to Kimmy.

"Don't worry about it," Kimmy replied, taking a swig of beer. "It's just like going to lunch the other day, only with alcohol. Just be friendly and smile a lot and we'll drink for free all night long."

As they drank the party got a little louder and more rambunctious and Sally somehow found herself sitting on some guy's lap. He was kind of a hunky, athletic, fellow named Nate, and Sally couldn't quite remember how she had gotten on his lap, but she was feeling pretty good and didn't mind the seating arrangement too much.

"So are you girls really cheerleaders? I thought maybe you were stewardesses, or something when you came in here," said Nate.

"Yeah, we're really cheerleaders," Sally replied. "Hope you're not disappointed."

"Hell no, that's even better," said Nate. "That's about as hot as you can get."

"I don't know about that," said Sally, taking another drink.

"I had a cheerleader once. I was about 14 at the time, I think."

"Jesus, you were having sex at 14?"

"Yeah, doesn't everyone?"

"Not everyone I know."

"Well, she wasn't as hot as you, that's for sure, whatever age we were," said Nate. "Hey, you want to get high?"

"Ah...I guess so," Sally replied slowly.

"Come out to the parking lot. I've got some pot in my car."

"We'll be right back," said Sally as she got up from the table with Nate.

"Sure you will, baby," Tiffany chuckled. "Just remember you turn into a pumpkin at eleven."

Sally was walking on wobbly legs but she made it to the car without falling down. She was a little surprised when Nate opened the back door to the car but she just slid in and waited for him to join her. Maybe he had his grass stashed under the seat, or something, she thought.

The moment Nate had the door closed behind him he was all over Sally. She was completely taken by surprise and had no idea what to do. Finally she managed to push him away a little.

"Hey, what are you doing? I thought we were going to get high," she protested.

"We will baby, we will, I promise. But you're just so fucking hot I couldn't keep my hands off of you," Nate grinned. "Don't you like me?"

"Sure I like you, but I don't really know you," Sally pointed out.

"Well, that's what I'm hoping to do. Can you think of a better way to get to know somebody?"

With that Nate kissed her quite deeply. Sally thought about pushing him away again, but she was kind of drunk and kind of horny and the kiss felt good, for some reason, even if he was a guy. As he reached to take off her top she just lifted her arms and allowed him to remove it. While they resumed kissing Nate reached behind her and unhooked her bra.

Everything was happening so quickly, and yet it felt kind of like being in a slow motion dream. The thoughts in her head were swirling and confusing, but the feelings in her body were totally focused and awake. The bra came off and Sally felt her tits being handled by a man. That sounded silly to her. How could a man be handling her tits? She was a man. She didn't have tits. But wait, she did...for some reason. That's right, she was a girl now. She was a girl and there was a guy sucking on her nipples. Of course, now it all made sense. Sort of.

"I'll bet you could feel how hard I was when you were sitting on my lap. I thought my dick was going to burst right through my pants," said Nate, as he kissed Sally's neck.

"I didn't notice. I think I was too drunk," Sally replied.

"Would you like to feel how hard I am now?"

"Okay," Sally said rather tentatively.

Nate unfastened his pants and took Sally's hand and started it in the right direction. Soon she let her hand roam on her own power and discovered Nate's extremely hard cock waiting for her at the end of the line. Feeling a man's cock was nothing. Sally had felt her own, as Malcolm, many times. But this was different. This was someone else's cock and it was now in the palm of her hand and she was stroking it. He felt warm...and big. Thick, at any rate. It was hard to tell how long it might be while it was still kind of scrunched up in his pants.

"Do you like it, baby?" Nate asked hopefully.

"It feels big."

"I don't know about that. I think it's just the right size. I think it will fit inside you perfectly."

Now was the time to run. Open the door and head for hills...or at least back to the pizza parlor. Instead she helped Nate pull his pants down and watched in fascination as his rather prodigious member popped out to greet her.

"See, I told you it was big," Sally said in a sort of bratty voice.

"I've never heard anyone complain about that before," Nate chuckled.

"I'm not complaining, I'm just making an observation. It's good to get the facts straight."

"Well you're gorgeous and I'm dying to put it inside you. Those are the facts, plain and simple."

Sally just stared at Nate's prick while she began to stroke it again. She let her hand run all the way from his balls to the tip and back again, slowly and sensuously. This should have been disgusting, but instead it was terribly interesting. Having sex with Kimmy had been wonderful, but this was a whole different kettle of fish.

"You want to suck it, don't you?" Nate suggested.

What a funny idea, thought Sally. Why in the world would she want to suck it? Why would anybody ever want to put someone's penis in their mouth? She leaned across Nate's lap and began to lick his dick.

It was a crazy and impulsive thing to do, but she was doing it anyway. Just licking him in long strokes, from the bottom to the top. Then she opened her mouth and let a little bit of him glide onto her tongue. It was sort of like eating pussy, but different in its own way. It was more like turning her mouth into a vagina and letting him fuck it. Pretty soon she was really getting into it, sucking and stroking and feeling his hand gently rubbing her hair.

Suddenly there was a knock on the car window.


CHAPTER 9:

Despite their somewhat inebriated state they both sobered up in a flash. Nate pulled his pants up and Sally threw on her top, not bothering with the bra. Fortunately their activity had somewhat fogged up the windows, despite it being a pleasantly warm evening. Once they were reasonably straightened up Nate rolled down the window and they saw Tammy peeking in from the outside.

"Hey, there you are! We've got to go, girl. Got to be back for curfew. Put your panties on and kiss your man goodbye," Tammy said with a laugh before leaving them alone.

"I'm really sorry about this, but I do have to go," said Sally as she stuffed her bra in her purse.

"Man, do you have to?" Nate whined.

"I'm afraid so. I don't want to get kicked out of the camp on my first day."

"How do I get in touch with you? I really want to see you again."

"I don't know. I'm at the cheerleader camp at Branford College. I'm probably going to be free around seven. You can meet me in front of the library, if you want."

"Here, let me give you something to take back to your roommates. You were supposed to get them some weed."

Nate handed her a little bag, which she quickly stashed away, and then they kissed goodbye, as Tammy had suggested.

"You're really something babe," said Nate as Sally was scrambling out of the car.

Sally quickly caught up to the rest of her gang as they were about to head back to the campus. She felt a little light headed and wobbly but it wasn't just from the beer this time. The realization of what she had just done was starting to sink in.

"Well, you're a fast worker, aren't you?" Francine joked.

"Nothing happened. I just went to get some weed," said Sally as she opened her purse and produced the packet.

"And I suppose you just keep a spare bra in there just to be on the safe side?" Tammy giggled as she saw the undergarment sticking out of the handbag.

"So...give us the details," another girl insisted. "Was he hung?"

"Come on. give it a rest," said Kimmy. "She got the weed, didn't she?"

"Yeah, but what did she have to do to get it?" Francine chimed in.

"I'll get them off your back, but you're telling me everything later," Kimmy whispered to Sally as they headed on.

How could Sally tell anybody anything? It hardly seemed real. Hopefully she wouldn't even remember it in the morning. That was the great thing about getting drunk...you could always blame that for just about any crazy thing you did.

The fact that Sally had gone off with a guy, who according to the others was considered a total hunk, made her the star of the night. Of all of the girls in their party Sally was definitely the least likely to go off with any guy of any kind, and yet she had done so without much hesitation. She couldn't, for the life of her, imagine what had gotten into her head. Head...she had given head! She had actually put a guy's cock in her mouth...and didn't hate it. She just hated herself for having done it.

Back in their dorm room the other three girls pressed for details but Sally stuck to her story that nothing happened. She even managed to come up with a somewhat convincing excuse that she had removed her bra in the bathroom earlier because the hooks had broken and she couldn't refasten it. Nobody really believed her and she refused to produce the damaged bra in question, but eventually they gave up interrogating her when she threatened to withhold the pot from their consumption.

Later that night, when Francine and Tammy were asleep, Kimmy ambushed Sally in the bathroom and demanded the truth.

"So what did you do that was so bad you're lying your socks off not to talk about it?" Kimmy demanded.

"Nothing really. I guess I kind of kissed him," Sally finally admitted.

"And?"

"And I sort of took my top off."

"And?"

"And my bra, obviously. He sort of unhooked it while we were kissing. I hardly even noticed."

"Yes, been there, done that, many times...to women of course."

"And that's it," said Sally with a shrug. "Then it was time to go."

"Sounds like you were saved by the bell."

"Or at least the knocking on the car window."

"Well, don't worry about it. We've been trying so hard to fit in with these girls that it's only natural that you'd get a little carried away after a few too many drinks. I mean, it's not like you sucked the guy's dick or anything," said Kimmy with a smile as she rested her arm on Sally's shoulder. "What happens in cheerleader camp stays in cheerleader camp. I'm just glad you loosened up a little. We're here to have fun. And I know you still like pussy."

Kimmy reached between Sally's legs and began to rub as she planted a big kiss on Sally's lips. Sally immediately responded with enthusiasm. She was still incredibly aroused from her experience with Nate, but more than anything she wanted to reassert her natural preference for women.

Sally was wearing sweat pants and a t-shirt, while Kimmy sported shorts and a tank top, but none of their clothing provided much of an obstacle so soon they were kissing and touching each other all over. They tried to keep the noise down but it was getting a little difficult as they began to simultaneously finger bang each other. Fortunately all of the kissing helped muffle the noise.

"Hey, I really have to pee, you know," said Sally, after they had both climaxed wonderfully.

"Oh, sorry. I'll let you get to it then," said Kimmy as she made her way back into the bedroom.

Sally thought it was cool that Kimmy had so understanding, even if she didn't exactly have the whole story. Maybe it was all right to fool around with a guy when she was in this body, not that she wanted to do it again, or anything.

After another grueling day of cheerleader camp Sally felt like she wanted to just go and lie down but despite that fact she found herself carefully getting her makeup on as she prepared to meet Nate at the library.

When the other girls had suggested another night on the town Sally had pretended to have a headache and said she was going to stay in. Despite their coaxing she managed to convince them to go without her, but the moment they had left the room she began preparing for her big "date," or whatever it was. Nate probably wouldn't even remember but she had volunteered the idea so she sort of felt obligated to show up, even if it was just to tell them that she wasn't interested.

When she arrived at the library Nate was indeed there to greet her. He had even brought her flowers, which blew her mind completely.

"Man, you look wonderful. Are you hungry?" asked Nate.

"I could eat," Sally replied as calmly as she could with her legs shaking.

"Cool, I know a pretty good Chinese place not too far from here if you're into that."

"Sounds good."


CHAPTER 10:

"I want to apologize for last night," said Nate as they waited for their food to arrive. "I was pretty drunk. I'm not usually that aggressive. You just, I don't know, do something to me I guess. There's something incredibly sexy about you. Maybe it's the whole cheerleader thing."

"Did I remind you of your crush when you were 14?" Sally joked.

"Maybe that was part of it. Ever since then I've had a real thing for cheerleaders," Nate said with a grin.

"Yeah, but I wasn't in my uniform. I could work in a bank, for all you know."

"Just tell me what branch and I'll switch my account immediately."

"So what do you do Nate? I'm afraid we never got around to much serious conversation."

"I'm in my second year at Branford. Political Science major, if you can believe that."

"From that body I would have guessed that you were on the football team or something," said Sally, without really meaning to.

"Well, I do play some water polo, but unfortunately we don't have cheerleaders."

As they sat and talked Sally realized how much more comfortable she was in this situation than she had been at her lunch with Kimmy and the guys at the mall. More comfortable even than she had been last night sitting on Nate's lap at the pizza place. She felt much more relaxed just having a conversation with a man, even though she couldn't get the thought of his dick out of her mind.

She wasn't drunk now, but she was still aroused. He looked very handsome in his tight sports shirt, which clung to his body and accentuated his muscles. She felt a little spark when they made eye contact and held it for a while. If she didn't know better she would think that she was sort of attracted to this man, although that was obviously not possible.

When he suggested that they take a stroll after dinner she didn't think twice, and soon they were holding hands as they walked around the campus. She tried not to think about the fact that she would soon be enrolled here...as a man. This night felt just too romantic to cloud the issue.

After a while they found a bench and started to make out, which made Sally feel very bold. So what if the world saw her kissing a man? Of course the campus was pretty dead, and they were in a fairly secluded place, but she still felt very brazen by her actions. Nobody knew that she was a man, underneath it all, so anyone who did pass by would have no reason to think anything of a guy and girl kissing on a bench, but Sally knew, and it gave her kind of a rush. When Nate suggested that they go back to his place Sally went along quite eagerly.

"Nice place," said Sally as she entered Nate's apartment, which was small, but surprisingly neat for a bachelor pad.

"I like it better than living on campus," Nate commented, as he went to fix them both a drink. "I've got a roommate, but he's not in town at the moment so we've got the run of the place."

"No girlfriend? Or is she out of town at the moment, too?" Sally asked.

"No steady girlfriend. That's not to say that I don't enjoy dating, I just haven't found anyone yet that I really wanted to get serious about. What about you? Is there a man in your life?"

"Not exactly," Sally said, trying not to smile.

"Perfect. Then we can do whatever we like with a clear conscience," said Nate, as he handed her a drink.

They chatted for a while, and enjoyed their drink, but Sally was determined not to repeat her performance of last night and get totally wasted. She needed to keep her wits about her if she was going to get out of this situation unscathed.

Eventually the necking picked up again, only Nate's hands were roaming a little more freely than they had on the bench, and Sally finally had to sit up and try to put the brakes on things.

"Nate, you seem like a really cool guy, but there's something I have to tell you. I'm not...well, I mean, it's really hard to explain...I'm not really..."

"Not really all that experienced with sex?" asked Nate.

"You could say that, I suppose," Sally answered with a sigh.

"Don't worry, babe. I'm not expecting anything. I'd be very proud to help guide you through it, if you wanted me to. Maybe you'd be more comfortable in the bedroom?"

Sally wanted to tell Nate the truth. Better to just spill the beans and get the hell out of there and never see the guy again. But something else was tugging at her. Something from very deep within, that was yearning to feel this man inside her.

"Yes, let's go into the bedroom," Sally said very softly.

Nate led the way and soon they were inside his private sleeping chamber. She had been in men's bedrooms many times, naturally, but this was the first time the experience had taken on such a scary new dimension. The bed wasn't just a piece of furniture now, it was a symbol of sexuality. The ritual of copulating in such an environment was ancient, yet entirely new for her under these circumstances.

When Nate moved close to kiss her again she knew what she was getting into, but she welcomed his embrace. She had grown to like the man, in the very short amount of time she had known him, and despite her reluctance to admit it, she found him attractive. He wasn't the rowdy drunken frat boy of last night, he was a thoughtful and intelligent young man...who just happened to have a killer body and piercing blue eyes.

Soon they were naked and lying on the bed together, although the details of how and when that happened were somewhat hazy. It wasn't a frantic dash for the sack. Nate had undressed her slowly, kissing her all over in the process, so by the time she was totally nude she was already caught up in the magic.

"It's hard to believe a girl as beautiful as you are hasn't had tons of boyfriends," said Nate, between kisses.

"Not everybody gets such an early start," Sally replied.

"I'm just glad you're willing to make up for lost time," Nate said with a grin, before his face disappeared between her legs.

Nate was quite good at licking pussy, she thought, but of course he probably had a lot more experience at it. She was glad that he had started with that, since she knew what it felt like, and knew what a good feeling it was. Nate seemed to pay a lot of attention to her clitoris, which really kicked things up a notch for Sally. Soon she was squirming almost uncontrollably as the sensation was remarkably intense.

"Oh, God Nate...yes...yes...that's so good...so fucking good," Sally moaned.

"You seem nice and wet," Nate grinned, as he looked up at her from down below. "Do you want me to put it in you now?"

"Yes, please. Put it in me."


CHAPTER 11:

What was she thinking? She couldn't blame this on being drunk, yet she knew she felt intoxicated by something. Nate pushed her legs back a little and got himself in position. There was still time to back out, but Sally knew that wasn't going to happen. Nate's cock was on a collision course with her pussy and there was nothing to do now but wait for the inevitable crash.

He put it in slowly, letting her feel every inch of his manhood diving deeper and deeper inside her mysterious depths. It didn't seem possible that her little slit could accommodate anything so large, having never felt more than a finger in there, but it just kept going and going. And then it was retracted, and Sally was afraid that Nate was going to pull out completely, but he just kept the tip of his dick inside her before plunging back down again.

"Do you like the way it feels?" Nate asked.

"Yes I do. It feels wonderful," Sally replied.

"Good, because I'm going to speed up a little, and I think you'll like that even more."

Nate began to fall into a nice pace of thrusting within her. It could have been sort of hypnotic, except that the more he did it the more aroused she became. She knew that sex felt good, but she had no idea that it could feel like this. Up until now her experiences with Kimmy, and with Nate, had been more sensual in nature. It was about kissing, and touching, and feeling the warmth of bare skin rubbing against her. Now it was more like masturbating as a man on steroids. Everything was clicking and humming inside her body and her brain.

This was how babies were made, she thought in an odd stream of consciousness. That man had the power to generate life in his loins. Someday Nate would probably be married and he would take his wife to bed like this and they would start a family. Hell, someday Malcolm would probably be married and take his wife to bed like this and start a family. What a strange and fascinating concept. To think that life begins with such a wonderful exchange.

The thought of motherhood vanished from her brain almost as quickly as it had appeared. Nate was getting to work a bit harder and faster and Sally was clutching at his back and whimpering like a silly little fool.

"Oh...oh...that feels so good," Sally half-mumbled.

"Yes it does, babe. It feels incredible to be in your tight little pussy," Nate grunted in reply.

Nate seemed so strong and powerful. So full of confidence. He knew he was hot but he didn't go out of his way to brag about it. He just didn't have to, and that was incredibly sexy. She knew she was hot, too, but that idea hadn't totally sunk in yet. Malcolm had never viewed himself as any sort of sex object, so Sally was just grappling with the concept. She knew she was hot enough to turn this guy on, but then again, she also knew how easy it was for a guy to get turned on. Maybe this was just the male side of her brain telling her that all sex was good sex and that you should want it as often as you could get it.

She certainly wanted it now, and she was certainly getting it. Stroke after stroke, boring inside her like some kind of powerful drill, or jackhammer. It probably should have been painful, but instead it was sublime.

When Nate lifted her legs up and tossed them over his shoulders she thought for a moment that she was going scream. The sudden change of angle put her over the top and she began to cum quite violently. How could she be so totally out of control and yet completely focused at the same time? Why was she enjoying this so much? Certainly her curiosity had gotten the better of her, but once she knew what it was like to be fucked by a man that should have been enough to conclude the experiment. Now she was so lost in the experience that she wanted it to go on forever.

Despite her wishes, Nate was only human, and eventually he began to cum inside her with steady spurts, punctuated by the occasional groan of relief. Sally certainly knew that feeling of relief from being a man herself, but it was so strange to witness it from this perspective.

Things were so wet between her legs that she doubted that she could really feel his cum inside her, but in her mind she could sense every single spurt that shot forth from his cock. The thought of being impregnated popped into her head again, for no good reason, as she knew she was only borrowing this body for a few days. Still she felt a sense of warmth in the connection. She knew she had just participated in the mating ritual with another human being, and it brought her a strange sort of comfort.

"Oh, Nate, you were so wonderful," said Sally as they shared a joint afterwards.

"You see, there's nothing to be scared about when it comes to sex," said Nate, after taking a hit. "You can let the man do most of the work, if you want to. Or you can take charge, if you feel like it."

"I kind of feel like I owe you a better blow job," said Sally with a chuckle.

"You don't owe me anything, babe, but if you ever want to suck my cock I'm not going to object."

"I wish we could do it again, but I'm going to have to get back pretty soon," said Sally sadly as she stroked Nate's face.

"Same time tomorrow?" asked Nate hopefully.

"Sure, I'd like that," Sally replied.

Sally had wanted to make sure that she was back before her roommates returned so that she wouldn't have to explain anything. It cut her evening off a little shorter than she would have liked, but it had been so awesome that it didn't really matter how long it had lasted. She had tomorrow night to think about, and she couldn't wait for it to arrive.

The other girls slipped in just under the wire, and were once again a little worse for the wear. They had gone out dancing at a club and had many tales of their adventures to share with the various guys they hung out with. Everyone told Sally how much she had missed, but she did her best to act a little jealous, despite knowing how much better her night had been.

She wanted to share her story with the other girls but knew that she couldn't do that without Kimmy hearing, and that would be a disaster. How would she ever live down the fact that she had allowed herself to be fucked by a man? If Kimmy did it too it would be a secret that they could share, along with the other secrets they already had accumulated by now, but it seemed hard to believe that Kimmy would ever be so reckless and stupid as to actually go to bed with a guy. That was an image that was probably being to be pretty hard to erase from her mind once she had turned back into Malcolm.

But did she really need to erase it? Was finding out what it felt like to live as a female all that terrible and threatening to her manhood? She had gotten used to the clothes and makeup rather quickly, and being accepted as "one of the girls" had been a pleasant bonding experience. Even the cheerleading was turning out to be fun, although kind of exhausting. A lot of things seemed pretty much the same either way, she was just experiencing them in a different package. Was having sex with a man really something she needed to feel guilty about the rest of her life? She certainly hoped not, because she definitely planned to do it again.


CHAPTER 12:

Kimmy had been dabbling in some sexual high jinx of her own, but in her case it was with Francine. They had playfully danced together at the club before sneaking off to engage in a little fooling around in a stall in the bathroom. Kimmy was definitely the aggressor, but Francine was a willing participant. Francine didn't consider herself a lesbian, or even bi-sexual, but she was open to new experiences and it didn't take much persuasion from Kimmy to get in her panties.

"So do you and Sally ever get it on?" Francine whispered as Kimmy's fingers probed her snatch.

"Sometimes," Kimmy replied. "But we're not a couple, if that's what you mean."

"That's cool. I just wondered how often you did this."

"Not as often as I probably should," said Kimmy, as she kissed Francine's neck.

"Well, you're definitely not shy. I like that, in a man or a woman."

"No, I'm not shy, and neither are you as far as I can tell."

"I like to feel good...any way possible," said Francine as it became harder for her to breathe normally. "You know, I've got a dildo back in the room. Maybe we should break it out and put it to good use."

"Absolutely, but I'm going to make you cum right here and now," said Kimmy with a wicked smile.

"Oh, I think you already are, baby. In fact, I know you are!"

If anyone heard them in the stall they really didn't care too much. It was kind of a quick and dirty affair and they were straightened up and out of the bathroom in a relatively short amount of time. This was exactly what Kimmy had been hoping for, and the promise of even more action to come was exhilarating. Francine was very cute; just the kind of chick Jimmy would want to bang, only now it was Kimmy enjoying the fruit of the vine, and with a lot less effort than Jimmy would have needed to put forth to accomplish the same thing.

She hoped that Sally would enjoy the same kind of good fortune, but knew that she wasn't as outgoing or adventurous. Sally only agreed to come along because she always agreed to whatever Kimmy suggested. Although she had gone off to the parking lot with a boy and admitted taking off her top and kissing him. That was certainly adventurous, but they had all been pretty drunk, and Sally tended to follow any strong leader with a plan.

On the third night the gang broke up, with Tammy joining a couple of other girls for a trip to the movies, and Kimmy and Francine saying that they were staying in to watch something on television, while Sally announced that she had made other arrangements herself. Kimmy was curious about what sort of arrangements those might be, but Sally seemed in no mood to go into the details, so that left Francine free to dig out her dildo.

As soon as they other girls had left the clothes started to fly and Kimmy pounced on Francine, grabbing the dildo out of her hand, and putting it in her own pussy before letting Francine lick it. It didn't take long before Francine was on her back, with Kimmy fucking her with the sex toy. It was Kimmy's natural impulse to be the one doing the penetrating, but she also realized that it wasn't quite the same as doing it as a man, since the dildo was getting most of the action. Fortunately she only needed one hand for the toy, leaving the other free to play with herself, and the night was young. Kimmy had no doubt that the dildo was going to see a lot of action in both of them.

Sally met Nate at the library again, and they went off for a quick meal at a sandwich place before heading back to his apartment. The conversation was light and more of a "how was your day" kind of thing, as the formalities were clearly out of the way by now. They both knew that they were going to fuck and that they had a limited amount of time in which to do it, so they were both pretty anxious to get down to business.

When they had both stripped down to their underwear Sally got on the floor and pulled Nate's shorts down. His magnificent member once again popped out in all its glory and Sally couldn't wait to get her hands on it. She had thought about this all day long, so much so that she had found it a little difficult to concentrate during her classes. It was terrible to admit that she had been obsessed with another man's cock, but now that it was in her hands she didn't care about the circumstances.

Nate's cock was like a lightning rod, in more ways than one. Sally had been drawn to it from the first time she saw it. There was no point in denying it. It did something to her and she knew exactly what she wanted to do to it.

Channeling her inner porn queen she had a reasonable idea of what a good BJ should be like, but knowing and doing are two different things. Fortunately Sally had already taken a test drive so she wasn't as scared and intimidated as before, but the prospect of truly satisfying this man orally was still pretty daunting.

Stroke and suck. Lick and squeeze. Those thoughts ran through her head like a mantra as she attempted to give Nate a quality blow job. Don't forget to look up at him, she reminded herself. Let him see the pleasure in your eyes!

God, it was a pleasure, for some reason. Malcolm had no experience getting his dick sucked, but Jimmy always made it sound like it was pulling teeth to get a girl to go down on him. Something he had to negotiate for or earn. Sally didn't want it to be like that with Nate. She wanted him to know that she was doing it joyfully.

"That's so fucking awesome, babe. I had no idea you were so good at this," Nate sighed with pleasure.

"Beginner's luck," Sally joked, allowing his cock to slip out for a moment. "Plus you inspire me."

"This is sure inspirational for me, too," said Nate, as he placed his hand on the back of her head. "But I'm afraid you're going to make me cum really fast."

"That's okay. We got a nice early start. Cum whenever you like, then you can rest up for the next round."

It wasn't as if Nate really had much of a choice in the matter as he was pretty close to climaxing already. He could have pulled out and tried to prolong the experience, but it just felt so damn good to get his cock sucked like that, and by someone who obviously seemed to be enjoying doing it so much. As the first spurt of his hot goo escaped his penis Sally was a little surprised, but not panic-stricken. She knew this was going to happen and she had already made up her mind to let it happen in her mouth.

She wondered what cum tasted like, and she wasn't going to let the opportunity to find out slip away. This might very well be the one and only time she would ever be in this position, and no matter what it tasted like, she was going to see the task through to the bitter end.

Bitter was actually kind of a good word to describe the flavor. It was thick and sticky, with a hint of salt and a slightly bitter aftertaste. In the heat of the moment she honestly didn't care at all what it tasted like.

She had just given a man head, and knew that it made her a queer or something, although she wasn't quite sure what that term meant these days. Since she was fundamentally a man it was essentially a homosexual act of some kind, even if it didn't seem like one at the moment. Her body may be female but she was still Malcolm inside, somewhere, and she knew that she would have to live with the consequences of her actions, whatever those might be.

Sally had enjoyed it. A lot. She liked Nate and she liked cock and she sure liked Nate's cock, even if it was in her mouth. Perhaps especially when it was. She had no desire to cry or run out of the apartment or wash her mouth out with soap. She wanted to get naked and hop in bed with Nate, so that's what she did.


CHAPTER 13:

When Sally got back to the dorm that night she found that Kimmy and Francine were indeed watching television, as they had claimed that they planned to do. Of course they were both buck naked and lying next to each other on the same bed so it seemed pretty obvious that TV had not been the main attraction that evening.

"Hey, girl, how was your evening?" asked Kimmy as Sally sat on her bed and kicked off her shoes.

"Awesome," Sally replied happily. "Did you enjoy your show?"

"Oh, it was very entertaining," Francine giggled. "I think you might enjoy it."

"Some other time perhaps. I'm pretty exhausted," Sally replied.

It was tempting to jump in bed with Kimmy and Francine, and perhaps Tammy would even join them when she got back, but Sally was basking in the glow of having been well-fucked by her stud. She didn't feel quite the same urge to purge herself of her transgression by grabbing a handful of pussy, as she had done the first time she had fooled around with Nate. Not that she was opposed to the idea of some more girl play. Kimmy and Francine looked absolutely adorable lying on that bed naked, but Sally was content and just wanted to savor the moment.

"So what happened?" Kimmy said, as she suddenly appeared next to Sally.

"I was on a date," Sally confessed bravely.

"With who?"

"With Nate. The guy I met at the pizza parlor."

"No way!"

"Yeah, I went out with him again."

"Holy cow. Did you like...do anything?" Kimmy said in a whisper.

"Maybe," Sally replied coyly.

"Like what?”

"Well...like I had sex with him."

"You're fucking with me."

"No...but I fucked with him," Sally giggled.

"Hey, what are you whispering about over there?" Francine called from her bed. "If you're talking dirty I want to hear the details."

"You don't want to hear about that," Sally called back.

"Yes I do. I want to know every filthy thing you did, you little slut," said Francine, as she came over and joined the other two girls on Sally's bed.

"What can I say? He popped my cherry," Sally admitted with a shrug of her shoulders.

"What have you been saving it for, baby?" asked Francine.

"Hey, not everyone's a total whore like you," Kimmy teased.

"Look who's talking," Francine shot back playfully.

"So...how was it?" asked Kimmy.

"It was freaking awesome!" said Sally gleefully, as she fell back on her bed and put her arms behind her head.

"Who was it?" Francine inquired.

"Her pizza man," Kimmy chuckled. "Sounds like he gave her a big slice of sausage."

All three girls began to laugh as Sally grabbed a pillow and smacked Kimmy with it.

"That guy was pretty hot, as I recall," commented Francine. "Has he got any cute friends?"

"I don't know," Sally replied. "He's got a roommate, but I've never met him. He used to play water polo so he probably knows some pretty athletic guys...if that's what you're into."

"Girl, who isn't into that?" Francine quipped.

"Oh, fuck, did I miss the party?" asked Tammy, who had managed to get back just in time and was surprised to find half of her roommates buck naked, and all of them sitting on the same bed.

"Sally lost her virginity tonight," said Francine, rather proudly.

"Well, actually last night. I've seen him three nights in a row," said Sally.

"Sounds like a serious crush to me," said Tammy.

"No, it's nothing like that. We just had some fun together," Sally explained.

"Good. I'd hate to think I was the only one in this room getting any cock," Tammy joked.

Fortunately for Sally the conversation switched over to Tammy's lurid description of her night of passion. Sally was relieved that the cat was out of the bag, but she was terribly apprehensive about letting Kimmy know just how much she had done, especially the cock sucking part.

Sally was a little surprised at how graphic these girls could be in their discussion of sex. She had always assumed that it was just guys who talked so dirty, but being a girl had provided a lot of surprises so far.

"I didn't think you had it in you," Kimmy whispered in Sally's ear when they were all finally getting ready for bed. "At least I didn't think any guy would have it in you."

"Disgusted or jealous?" Sally whispered back.

"Surprised, let's say. But what the hell! We're have to have an adventure, right? It's a once-in-a-lifetime thing. Maybe it's best to live it up while you can."

Sally was happy that Kimmy had taken the news so well, but the thought of this being a "once-in-a-lifetime" thing was kind of a bummer. She had only known Nate for three days but she had been far more intimate with him than anyone else she had ever known. They seemed to have real chemistry, and they'd both be attending the same school in the fall. It would be such a great opportunity to explore a full-fledged romance.

Of course that was a totally insane concept and Sally felt bad for even thinking about it. She wasn't a girl. She was a guy named Malcolm, and Nate was interested in that female version that didn't really exist. And she wasn't gay, although she had enjoyed sex with Kimmy when they were both women. It was all so confusing. If she thought about it too much she really was going to get a headache.

It was just a summer fling. People had those all the time, she figured. It was unfortunate that she had revealed her intention to enroll in Branford, since she couldn't claim that she lived far away and would be going home after the camp was over. With enough time and distance he would surely forget all about her soon enough, but knowing that they were going to the same college made it much harder to break things off at the end of the week.

Sally didn't have much experience with dating, and certainly no experience with dating men, so she didn't really know how this all worked. Everything had happened so quickly and unexpectedly that she hadn't formulated any sort of a plan, or an exit strategy. When she got in the backseat of Nate's car it had totally been on impulse, and it probably would have been better if it had just ended there, but Sally was developing real feelings for the man, and that was nothing but trouble.


CHAPTER 14:

The rest of the week sailed by all too fast, and Sally had spent every night with Nate. She felt bad about abandoning Kimmy, but Kimmy seemed to be having a very good time, living out her fantasy of bunking and showering with a bunch of hot chicks. She and Francine especially seemed to enjoy getting it on together, so at least one of them had stuck to the original plan.

Both Sally and Kimmy had done remarkably well with the cheerleading portion of their experience, and Sally was given an award for "Most Improved" by the time the camp was done. Kimmy won "Best Team Spirit," but all of the girls won some kind of award so it probably didn't mean all that much. The amazing thing was that they had made it through without injuring themselves or looking like total idiots. And they had also made some very good friends, especially their roommates.

Nate had been insisting that Sally wear her cheerleader uniform for him and perform some kind of routine so on their final night together she put on the outfit, minus her panties, and gave him quite a show. She was proud to show off some of her new skills, and knew that this was exactly the kind of fantasy that Nate would eat up with a spoon. She made sure to do a routine that provided a lot of jumps and twirls that would give him a good peek at her bare bottom.

As she completed her act, which involved turning her back to Nate and sticking her ass out, Sally was startled by the sound of two people providing her with applause. Quickly covering herself up she turned to see a young man, standing in the doorway of the other bedroom, with a huge grin on his face.

"Very nice, sweetie!," said the man. "You're even hotter than Nate said you were."

"That's my roommate, Calvin," Nate explained. "I guess you didn't know that you were going to have such a big audience."

"Nate, how could you do that?" Sally cried.

"Relax, babe. It's cool. I'm sure you don't mind showing off that cute little body. Hell, I wear a lot less than that when I'm playing water polo," Nate joked. "Is it wrong for me to want to show you off? Come on, no harm done. Let's all sit down on the couch and have a drink. I want you to meet Calvin."

Sally was reluctant, but she finally agreed to take a seat between the two guys. She was still without her panties, and felt a bit uncomfortable with such a short skirt, but she tried to relax. Calvin probably couldn't have seen that much from where he was standing, and she didn't really care that much about having exposed herself, she just felt kind of bad that Nate had pulled that kind of a stunt on her. This was their last night together and she had wanted it to be magical.

As they chatted casually for a while, and had a couple of drinks, Sally was feeling much better about the situation...until she felt Calvin's hand slipping under her skirt and rubbing the inside of her leg.

"Calvin, what are you doing?" she asked in dismay.

"It's fine, babe. We share everything around here," said Nate, as he also placed his hand under her skirt.

"What girl doesn't like being the center of attention?" said Calvin, as he turned Sally's face to his own and kissed her. "Especially cheerleaders. They like to be the star of the show, don't they?"

Nate then took his turn kissing her as Calvin's fingers poked into Sally's pussy. She was horrified, but didn't know what to do. Did Nate really not mind sharing her with his roommate? That seemed so hard to believe, but she knew what men were like, and maybe this had been his plan all along.

"Is this what you want, Nate?" Sally whispered as they broke from their kiss.

"Don't you want it? Aren't you woman enough to take two men? I want us all to be really good friends," Nate replied with a grin.

It was like a switch was thrown in Sally's brain. It was heartbreaking to realize that Nate saw her as just another piece of ass, to be passed around the apartment, as many other girls probably had been, but at the same time it was a way out of her dilemma. She had been so starry-eyed and full of puppy love that she felt torn apart by leaving her lover. Now she realized that Nate was just another horny bastard, like any other, and that she hadn't been anything special to him. Well, if she was going out as a girl she might as well go out with a bang...or two.

Sally pulled off her top and removed her bra while the two boys quickly stripped out of their clothes. She still had her short skirt on, but that was obviously not going to prove to be any impediment to whatever the guys had in mind.

Calvin was a very attractive young man, and also sported a fine body and a decent cock, so it wasn't like Sally was making some horrible sacrifice by fooling around with the guy. The three of them took their seats on the couch again, with Sally naturally in the middle, and she began to stroke both of them at the same time. It was such a strange feeling, but having made the decision to go for it, she was starting to find herself feeling quite aroused. She did enjoy being the center of attention, especially when the attention was coming from two hot studs.

"I hear you're quite the little cocksucker," said Calvin.

In response Sally simply got on her knees on the couch and began to give Calvin head. Her legs had been draped over Nate's lap, but Nate soon adjusted his position so that he was behind her and before long Sally was taking cock in both her mouth and her pussy.

"Cheerleaders are the best," Calvin moaned, as more and more of his dick went down Sally's throat.

"I told you, bro. She's one horny little bitch," Nate said proudly. "All we ever do is fuck."

That was basically true, Sally thought. All they ever did was fuck. What else did they have time for? What else did they both really want? After those first couple of "dates" it had all been about sex. Maybe some small talk, here and there, and some pillow talk after doing it, but usually all they talked about was how much they wanted to fuck, or how good the fucking had just been, or what sort of fucking they would like to try next. She must have really come off as some kind of a cock-crazed slut. Well, now she was living up to it, and it wasn't half bad.

"Let me get in on the BJ action," Nate insisted, as he lifted Sally up and placed her on Calvin's lap so that she was facing away from his roommate.

As Sally rode Calvin's pole Nate came and stood before her and she readily accepted his dick into her mouth. It was actually kind of tricky to suck cock while being fucked but she managed to do it reasonably well, for one with no experience with such things. Nobody cared much anyway about how skillfully things were being done. Sally was just overwhelmed with emotion and lust and the two guys were happy to be living out a porno fantasy scene. Sally almost wondered why they weren't taping it. She could picture the caption: "Horny Cheerleader Takes Two Big Cocks," or something equally as descriptive.

"Ride that big dick, baby, ride it!" Calvin called out from behind her.

It was all so wrong, and degrading really, but maybe that's what Sally really wanted at the moment. She felt ashamed that she had given up her manhood so easily and freely. These were real men who would never dream of turning into a girl, even for a minute, and certainly would never let themselves be fucked by another man. They had hard bodies, and big cocks, and the kind of easy charm that probably made girls swoon all the time. Sally knew that she was just a little sissy cocksucker. A queer in a short skirt, opening up her holes for any guy that wanted her.

Strangely, that thought just made her all the more horny and hungry for cock. She felt really wanted and desired. There was nothing wrong with being a horny little bitch, if that's what you really were inside, she thought. She was pretty and sexy and people wanted to fuck her badly in a way that no one had ever done before when she was pretending to be a man.

When the "grand finale" arrived and Sally was positioned so that both men could fuck her simultaneously she had no regrets and no fear. Nate mounted her pussy while Calvin took her in the ass and the three of them grunted and moaned their way to completion. Calvin shot his load first so her anal initiation was mercifully brief, but soon Nate ejaculated inside her as well and then the party was over.

Sally just put her clothes back on and headed for the door.

"See you around," she said, rather blankly, as she walked all the way back to the campus.


CHAPTER 15:

It was sad leaving her new girlfriends behind, but Sally was actually a little relieved to be getting out of this place and back to her "normal" life. She didn't tell Kimmy, or anyone else, about how things had ended with her and Nate, but she tried to remain as upbeat as possible. Both she and Kimmy had gone through a remarkable experience, one that they would never forget, and on the whole Sally was glad she had done it. She had certainly learned some things about herself, although those things were kind of hard to process.

After changing back into men, and unloading their "camping" equipment, the two boys really didn't talk very much. They both felt a little strange making the adjustment back to manhood after having immersed themselves in femininity for such a long stretch. Maybe they would never talk about this. Maybe that was best.

Malcolm went home and cried himself to sleep that night. He was confused beyond belief. On one hand he was completely ashamed to have discovered such strong female desires, but on the other he now knew how much he craved those desires and felt sad that he would never be able to indulge in them again.

After avoiding porn entirely for the first few days Malcolm eventually found himself looking at pictures of naked men on the Internet. Just as he feared, he still found the sight of a hard cock and a hot dude very appealing. Maybe he always would have, he thought, if he had given himself permission to think that way. No straight guy ever wants to admit that there's anything remotely attractive about another man, but why wouldn't there be? He couldn't dunk a basketball or throw a 99 mile per hour fastball, but he still admired the athletes who could. Maybe he had just been channeling his latent homosexual fantasies into his enthusiasm for watching sports. It didn't matter now anyway. He felt hooked on cock like some kind of twisted junkie.

When he and Jimmy finally got around to discussing their big adventure Malcolm wasn't sure how honest to be. Jimmy already knew that he had been fucked by a guy, but he didn't know how much Malcolm had enjoyed it, or that he had actually been with two guys at once. He certainly didn't know that Malcolm's computer was filling up with dirty pictures of nude males.

After beating around the bush for a while Malcolm finally confessed everything, ending up a weeping mess, sitting on the edge of his bed.

"Hey, buddy, there's no reason to freak out," said Jimmy, as he came over and sat next to Malcolm, resting his arm on his shoulder. "So you had a good time being a girl. So did I, just in a different kind of way. It's no big thing."

"But it is a big thing," said Malcolm, trying to fight back his tears. "You don't understand. I didn't just like it, I loved it. I loved everything about it, even having two guys bang the hell out of me. I miss wearing a bra and panties. I miss my sexy body and my cute voice. I miss hanging out with the other girls and gossiping about stupid girl shirt. I miss everything!"

"So what's stopping you from doing it again?" asked Jimmy. "I mean we already enjoyed fooling around together as girls. Maybe we'd enjoy fooling around with just one of us being female. Your pussy is just a pill away."

"Holy shit, dude! Are you saying that you want to fuck me?"

"Not particularly the way you are, but certainly the way you could be. Didn't you like kissing and touching each other?"

"Sure, but..."

"And you liked it when I licked your pussy?"

"Of course I did, but..."

"But what? I know how hot you are as a chick, and I know the secret behind it. You don't have to worry about falling in love and getting all caught up in some big emotional thing that you can't easily get out of. We're already friends. We could be friends with benefits," Jimmy suggested.

"I don't know. That sounds pretty crazy to me," said Malcolm.

"So did going to that cheerleader camp, but it obviously turned out to be quite an experience for you. I know I'm not built like that water polo dude, but I don't think I look all that bad naked, and I know you'll get me hard as a rock."

It took a little more persuading, but Jimmy won, as he always did, and eventually they agreed to give it a shot. Jimmy would spend the night at Malcolm's house, which was not at all unusual, and that would give them plenty of time to try out the new arrangement. If it was a total disaster Malcolm could change back and they could just play computer games, like normal, or call the whole thing off. If it turned out to be fun they could spend the night together.

Malcolm took the pill and felt the now welcome sensation of becoming female once more, as Jimmy stripped out of his clothes and stood naked in the middle of the room. He was indeed hard as a rock. Sally took a long look at him, as if seeing him for the first time, and decided that he was pretty cute, in his own way. She liked his curly hair and the shape of his dick. He wasn't hung like a horse, and he didn't look like a weightlifter, but he was her friend, and she felt safe with him.

"Let's see how different kissing is," Jimmy suggested as he sat next to Sally on the bed and they joined their lips together.

With her eyes closed it was remarkably similar to being kissed by Kimmy, and that gave her confidence. Even so, there was still a sense of nervousness. When they had kissed and played with each other as women they were sharing their secret. They were both in the feminine role, even if Kimmy was slightly more aggressive. There was nothing that one of them was doing that the other wasn't, so there was nothing hanging over their heads. Now, as Jimmy cupped her breasts, and kissed her neck, she was yielding to him, in a way. She had confessed her desire to be female, and was allowing Jimmy to be the man of the pair, something that was still a little hard to comprehend.

"You're so pretty as a girl. Beautiful, really, especially when you smile," said Jimmy, as he continued to play with her boobs.

"Really?"

"Of course. Don't you feel pretty?"

"Yes, and that makes me happy for some reason. I know it's silly, but it's true. I'm just glad that you find me attractive," said Sally, trying to force a smile, even though her heart was pounding.

"Do you find me attractive?" asked Jimmy?

"I do. I know that makes me sound gay, but I do find you attractive."

"Nonsense. There's nothing gay about what we're doing. I'm a man and you're a woman. That's all we need to feel right now, isn't it? For all I know half the girls I've ever dated where secretly men who just popped pills when they wanted to get it on. If they were happier being female it was fine with me. You're obviously happy about it, so I'm happy, too."

Sally scooted up on the bed and lay on her back with her legs open, waiting for Jimmy to mount her. As Jimmy got himself ready Sally suddenly had a minor panic attack.

"Hey, maybe it would be better if I didn't look at you...I mean, the first time. I just feel so weird lying here like this. I look like some strange chick, but you...you're my oldest and dearest friend. It's hard for me to think of you as just some guy sticking his dick in me," Sally explained.

"Whatever you want, sweetie."

Sally flipped over and got up on her hands and knees. It seemed kind of rude to tell someone that she didn't want to look at them while having sex, but it wasn't because she wasn't turned on by him. She just needed to ease into this new relationship, and being taken from behind seemed like a way to do that.

"You look very inviting in that position, you know," said Jimmy as he put his hands on her hips.

"That's because I'm inviting you to fuck me, stud. Now show me what you can do."


CHAPTER 16:

As Sally felt Jimmy's cock slip inside her moist gash she knew a line had been crossed. She was on all fours, presenting her ass to him, and he was penetrating her. Telling Jimmy that she had been fucked by a guy was hard enough, but having Jimmy fuck her was mind boggling. What would he think of Malcolm after that? Would Jimmy look at Malcolm's butt and think about how he had humped it? Would Malcolm look at Jimmy's crotch and think about his erect penis lurking under his pants? Maybe it would be all right. Maybe this was the way it should always have been.

"Do you like it like this?" Jimmy asked.

"I love it. It feels so good," Sally replied.

"Yes it does. I've wanted to do this ever since the first time I saw you as a girl."

"You want to do it with every girl," Sally joked over her shoulder.

"True, but I've especially wanted to do it with you. When we were fooling around before I felt such an ache to have my cock back. I could picture what it would be like to do this and it practically drove me crazy. I want to make you feel good. I want to make you truly happy."

"And you are, baby, you are! I'm the happiest girl in the world right now," Sally cooed with delight.

Jimmy was really giving her a good thumping, and she hated to break up the rhythm, but she was suddenly gripped with an irresistible urge to blow his mind...as well as something else. She suddenly broke free from their position and turned around on the bed, seizing his cock in her hand while she stuck her tongue out to give him a nice bath.

"Oh, wow...I never expected this," a genuinely astonished Jimmy grunted with delight. "Have you done this before?"

"A few times," Sally said with a grin as she let his prick slip into her hungry mouth.

Now she made no effort to avoid looking at him. In fact, she glanced up at his face as often as she could and was delighted to see the expression of bliss on her friend's countenance. For someone who could count her time as a woman in days she marveled at the fact that this was already the third cock she had sucked, and that made her feel especially dirty and even more horny. She really liked sucking cock and she wanted Jimmy to be impressed by her skill and her adventurousness. Jimmy always took the lead while Malcolm reluctantly followed, but this was her chance to be the bold one, and she reveled in the look of surprise in his eyes.

"What other secrets are you holding out from me?" Jimmy asked, partially in jest.

Sally was too busy giving head to answer but she shot him a look that seemed to imply that there was a lot to learn about this strange new girl. If all the surprises were this pleasant Jimmy couldn't wait to learn all he could about her secrets.

"Oh, my God! You're driving me insane," Jimmy moaned. "How can you be so good at this? Just how much sex did you have?"

Sally just smiled with her eyes and began to play with Jimmy's balls. It was amazing that he had held out this long but soon she felt the first drips of his pre-cum and knew that she would be tasting his essence at any moment.

"Yes, oh yes," Jimmy cried over and over as he exploded on her tongue.

Sally kept stroking his shaft as he deposited his cream down her throat, and then she continued to lick and suck him until she could feel his hardness start to slip away. Jimmy had her on her back as they kissed deeply and wrapped their arms around each other.

"I thought you didn't want to look at me," Jimmy said.

"I changed my mind. Girls do that, you know," Sally answered with a wink. "You always say how fickle women are."

"You were incredible."

"You weren't so bad yourself," Sally teased.

"I think you're going to cost me a fortune. I'm going to need to keep a large stock of pills on hand."

"That's very gallant of you, but I'm happy to pay my fair share. Of course I do expect you to pick up the tab when we go to dinner or something."

"So I take it this isn't a onetime thing?" Jimmy asked.

"I don't know. You're the guy. Isn't it your job to ask me out?" Sally replied.

"That's a job I will happily fulfill."


CHAPTER 17:

The next few weeks were sort of strange. Malcolm's fear that Jimmy would be repulsed by him, knowing what they had done together, proved to be unfounded, and Malcolm didn't mind the thought of Jimmy being his lover at all. Malcolm found that he was behaving in a slightly effeminate way around Jimmy, even if he seemed exactly the same around everyone else. He even let Jimmy pinch his ass, or give him an affectionate slap on the rump once in a while. Malcolm took the pill a couple of times, but it was always just for sex. Much like at camp, they had a limited amount of time to be in this arrangement so they didn't want to waste it.

It was funny how some things changed, while most things stayed pretty much the same. Ironically, instead of feeling more inferior to Jimmy, Malcolm actually felt more comfortable as a true partner. He knew how much Jimmy wanted to be with Sally and that kind of turned the tables sometimes. It seemed like Jimmy would do just about anything Malcolm wanted. The politics of the bedroom can be very fascinating, indeed.

Of course things were very confusing. Malcolm's old life seemed so drab and boring compared to being Sally, which was only natural since becoming Sally always meant getting laid. But it was more than that. As much as Malcolm enjoyed having sex he craved the chance to be female more often. His old clothes just didn't feel right. His body no longer matched his brain. When he first took the pill and became female that had seemed odd and unnatural, but now the pill appeared to be the only way to put himself back in total harmony.

As school approached Jimmy and Malcolm hatched a new scheme. They had been planning to live in a dorm, similar to the one they had been in during cheerleader camp, but they decided instead to get an apartment near the campus, much like the arrangement that Nate and Calvin had. That would give them far more freedom for Malcolm to become Sally for an extended period of time. If she took a pill on Friday afternoon she wouldn't have to take another until Monday morning. It was far from ideal, but it was at least a step in the right direction, as far as Malcolm was concerned.

For one thing he desperately wanted to get out more as a woman. Not to date other guys, but to live as a female in more ordinary circumstances. Perhaps Sally could even hook up with some of her friends from cheerleading camp for a drink or something. She liked the thought of having that female companionship again.

Malcolm toyed with the idea of having Jimmy call him Sally, even when he wasn't female, and even considered dressing like a girl at home, but that seemed to just complicate things even more. It was hard enough to keep the two lives apart and he knew that he truly was a different person when being Sally. Plus Jimmy had been tolerant of Malcolm's behavior, but it was unlikely that he was going to embrace the idea of Malcolm in a dress as a reasonable substitute, even if Malcolm was willing to suck Jimmy's cock at the drop of a hat. As men they were friends. As man and woman they were lovers. There was no point in messing with that formula at the moment, especially as they were about to rent an apartment together.

Being in a sexual relationship naturally put their friendship in jeopardy, as is so often the case when friends of any gender decide to get physical. Jealousy, conflicting expectations, and emotional baggage can all get in the way of a perfectly good friendship. Malcolm knew that he was definitely moodier and more emotional as Sally, and that he expected Jimmy to treat him more like a girlfriend than just a buddy, and that was a risky proposition. They hadn't made any rules, or commitments, or even professed their love for each other. They had screwed a few times, and seemed no worse for the wear, but now they would actually be living together. That could be challenging for anyone, regardless of whether or not sex was involved.

When they moved into their new place they had several days before classes started so Malcolm naturally took the opportunity to pop a pill right away. They would definitely celebrate their "house warming" by keeping each other warm in bed, but it would also be a chance for Sally to just enjoy some "girl time" for an extended period.

"Which bedroom do you want?" asked Jimmy as they were hauling boxes of things around the apartment and looking for places to store stuff.

"You can have the big one. I don't mind you having the master bedroom," Sally said with big grin.

"I think they're both basically the same size," Jimmy responded.

"Well, then I want the one with the biggest closet. I have a feeling I'm going to need it."

"Do you like the idea of a master bedroom," asked Jimmy as he came over and put his arms around Sally's waist.

"I like the idea of you being the master in the bedroom, whichever bedroom it is."

"God you're getting me horny already."

"Calm down, son, we've still got a lot of unpacking to do. And you're taking me out to dinner tonight."

"I am?"

"Yes you are."

"I may be the master in the bedroom but I have a feeling that you're going to rule over everything else," Jimmy teased.

"I have a feeling you're right. Now move that chair over there in the corner if you would be so kind."

"Yes ma'am."

Dinner was casual but fun. It felt good to be a female in clothes once again and have a reason to put on makeup and fix her hair. Usually when she transformed they just got naked as quickly as possible and went to town on each other. Now it was nice to go out on the town first, even though they were both anxious to copulate as soon as possible.

Jimmy was very complimentary, and quite courteous in this environment, Sally noted. It was definitely a departure from the millions of other times they had eaten together. They still liked the same things and talked about sports, and movies, and whatever, but the general tone of their conversation was a little different. This was actually their first real date, and it came with some of the traditional first date jitters. They both really wanted this to work beyond the bedroom, and so far it was a rousing success.

When they walked down the block to an ice cream place, and Jimmy took her hand, she felt an electric thrill run through her body. That was so silly. They had been naked and fucking like bunnies numerous times by now. What could be so thrilling about holding hands, fully clothed, in public?

One thing that was definitely different was how much eye contact they made in these roles. As men they kind of just talked while looking at a computer screen or a TV set or in the car, but when they talked now they really focused on each other. Sally loved to gaze into his eyes, or the way he would gently lay his hand on top of hers while they were chatting. In those moments the words didn't really matter all that much. Sally felt all warm and content inside. How could she have known this man for so many years and never felt this way before?

When they got home Sally instructed Jimmy to go into his bedroom and take off his clothes, which he did with his typically wry smile. He knew she was up to something and figured that he would probably enjoy it.

Sally had prepared for this moment by ordering the sexiest nightwear she could find online, and as she hooked herself up with garters and straps and laces she felt positively sinful and completely feminine. It wasn't exactly their wedding night, but they were going to christen their new arrangement in bed and she wanted it to be memorable.


CHAPTER 18:

"Do you like it?" Sally asked innocently, as she twirled around for Jimmy's inspection.

"Are you kidding? I almost popped my wad just seeing you come through the door like that," he replied, touching his dick without even realizing it.

"Good thing that you didn't. I expect to be properly fucked if I'm coming to bed in an outfit like this. It took forever to figure out how to put the damn thing on."

"Well, it's my job to take it off so it's good that we've got plenty of time," said Jimmy as Sally climbed on the bed beside him.

"Thank you for dinner. I had a lovely time," said Sally as they began to kiss.

"Well, we've both got to eat," Jimmy said with slight chuckle.

"Would you like me to learn how to cook? I mean, I sort of know, but I'd like to get good at it."

"Sounds like a good way to save money which we can always use to buy more pills."

"True, but I do like the idea of cooking for you. I guess it makes me feel more feminine in a way."

"Baby, you can't get much more feminine than you already are," said Jimmy as he managed to slip a hand inside her outfit and found one of her breasts.

"I'm glad you think so. I still always feel sort of like a fish out of water when I'm like this. I mean, it feels totally right to be in this body, but I'm so inexperienced at being a woman. I just want to do it right."

"There's no right or wrong to it. You're just being yourself in a different package. Now I happen to really like this particular package but I liked you before you were a girl and I like you when you're not a girl. Just not in the same exact way."

"It is nice having tits for you to enjoy, isn't it?" asked Sally, as she unfastened the front of her nightgown and let it fall open.

"I'll say," said Jimmy as he leaned in to suck on her nipples.

"Nice tits with firm nipples you can get your teeth on."

"Mmm."

"I wish they were bigger," said Sally, as she glanced down at her boobs.

"Don't be silly, they're just fine the way they are," said Jimmy, taking a nipple out of his mouth.

"But you usually like girls with big tits. I know you," Sally pointed out.

"I like this girl with these tits exactly the way they are. Now stop talking, get on your back, and spread your legs. I want to put my cock in you."

"Yes master," Sally giggled as she did as he instructed.

It took a little maneuvering to get a clear shot at her pussy with all of the clothing she had on, but Jimmy was persistent and just tugged anything out of the way that blocked his path. Soon he had struck pay dirt and was pumping away merrily as Sally moaned and put her arms around his neck.

"This just feels so right, doesn't it?" asked Sally.

"It feels fucking perfect to me," Jimmy panted in reply.

"It doesn't bother you that I've been with other guys?"

"Of course not. You know I've been with other girls. What a silly question."

"I know. Sometimes silly thoughts seem to pop into my head these days."

"That's perfectly all right. Girls are allowed to get silly sometimes, you know. It just seems cute for some reason."

"I'm glad you think I'm cute, even when I'm silly," said Sally cheerfully.

"I think you're freaking adorable. And I think I'm falling in love with you."

"Good. I had the same feeling and I didn't want to be the only one."

They made love several times that night before they finally fell asleep in each other's arms. Sally never did get quite naked, but that was fine. Her lingerie had served its purpose well. Theoretically one was supposed to sleep in this get up anyway, although most people probably never actually did. It was designed to arouse your partner, which it certainly appeared to do.

In the morning Sally had another pleasant surprise for Jimmy when he walked into the kitchen and found her making breakfast, wearing nothing but an apron around her waist.

"Good morning. I hope you worked up a nice appetite last night," Sally said with a grin as she fixed a plate for her man.

"Isn't it dangerous to cook with no clothes on?" Jimmy asked.

"Oh, I just waited until I heard you get up and go to the bathroom and then took off everything but the apron," Sally admitted.

"That's my girl," Jimmy said happily as he took a seat and let Sally serve him.

"That's right, I am your girl, and don't you forget it mister," she said, as she kissed him on the forehead.

"Pretty hard to forget that with the way you're dressed...or not dressed I guess I should say."

"Thank you for that, but eat your food. You don't want it to get cold," Sally scolded gently.

"You know it looks awesome, but at the moment I'm totally hungry for something else."

Jimmy got up from the table and lifted Sally by the waist, effortlessly plopping her down on the counter next to the sink. He turned her apron to the side and spread her legs open as he buried his tongue in her gash. Now it was Sally's turn to be surprised, but it was definitely a good surprise.

"You are so horny," she teased as Jimmy licked her muff.

"So are you," Jimmy mumbled from between her legs.

"True enough. As someone once said, I am one horny little bitch."

"Who said that?" Jimmy demanded as he pulled his face away from her crotch.

"Who do you think? My first lover, of course. Are you suddenly jealous baby? Don't you like the thought of me being a horny little bitch?" said Sally as she hopped off the counter and bent over the table.

Jimmy pounced on her rear end in a flash and began to fuck her so hard she needed to grasp the edge of the table for support.

"You're my horny little bitch now, and don't you forget it!" Jimmy said with a grunt as he pounded away with intensity.

"Yes I am darling. I'm totally your little bitch. Oh, God...oh, God...you turn me on so much!" Sally cried out as her body began to shake.

"Baby, I don't know what you do to me but I can't keep my hands off you."

"Good. That's the way I like it."

The table was rattling so much that their breakfast and various other table settings bounced around and even landed on the floor. Neither one of them took note or cared. This was a much better way to start the day than even a hearty meal.

"Cum inside me baby! I want you to cum in my pussy!" Sally practically pleaded.

"Any minute now girl, just hang on tight," Jimmy replied.

True to his word Jimmy was blasting hot loads of jizz inside her with great jerks and spasms. Sally had lost her grip on the edge of the table and was now sprawled across it, her boobs resting in a pile of oatmeal.

"Fuck yes...yes," Jimmy grunted has he expended the last of his cum.

Jimmy grabbed Sally by the waist and pulled her up from the table as he turned her around. Without missing a beat he licked the oatmeal off her tits and then kissed her for what seemed like forever.

"I'm afraid we kind of spoiled our breakfast," Sally joked as she began to clean up the mess they had made.

"Never mind about that. Just get dressed and let's go to Denny's."


CHAPTER 19:

Everything was so much like a dream to Sally. Being a woman, and being in love, and living away from her parents for the first time were all such new and exciting things to experience. Of course she was only a woman part-time, but it made those days so rich and full and magnificent. It wasn't that Jimmy and Malcolm went out of their way not to see each other, which was obviously impossible sharing an apartment, but they did tend to keep themselves busy during the week. It did make it easier to keep the two different relationships separate and distinct.

Sometimes they hung out with their other male friends and Malcolm always wondered how they would react if they knew his secret. They would probably all want to fuck Sally, she guessed, knowing her friends. And as much as she loved Jimmy she did find that her eye roamed, from time to time, and she even looked at her male friends just a little differently, even though she was male at the time.

It always gave Malcolm a kick to hear Jimmy bragging about his "hot cheerleader girlfriend" around the other guys. She had even posed in her cheerleader uniform to take a picture with Jimmy so that he would have something to show the gang. The photo would invariably lead to something like:

"How did you get so lucky, dude?"

"Has she got a sister?"

"Hook me up with one of her cute cheerleader friends."

Malcolm would always play along with the gag, although it did get a little weird sometimes when the guys would talk about what they would do to a chick like that in very lurid terms, usually when Jimmy wasn't around.

"Can you imagine having a piece of ass like that all the time?" asked Tom, one of their friends from the old neighborhood.

"No kidding. I'll bet she does cheers when Jimmy's boning her to spur him on," joked Gary, another of their pals.

"You know girls like that are all pretty stuck up," Malcolm interjected, just to change the subject.

"Who cares, as long as you get to stick your dick up her ass?" chuckled Tom as the others join him in laughter.

This was just typical male banter, but it seemed kind of strange to Malcolm now, especially since it was his ass they were talking about sticking things up. But then he thought about how raunchy the girls at camp could be and figured it was just the way of things. People are fascinated by sex and nobody had any reason to know that the girl in the picture was actually the guy sitting across from them. And even though what they were saying was rather crude it did please her a little that they thought she was so sexy.

Eventually their male friends got to meet Sally, and they were always on their best behavior, although she couldn't help but notice how much they tended to stare at her. Again, that was only natural, she thought. Unlike Nate's friend Calvin nobody ever tried to put his hand in her lap or anything. She was "Jimmy's girl" and they were all pretty jealous, especially when they found out how cool she was and into sports and everything, but they respected the boundaries and Jimmy showed no signs of wanting to experiment with additional partners.

More and more Sally took the opportunity to just go out into the world as a woman, whenever she could. She relished each trip to the supermarket or to the beauty parlor as if it was a weekend in Hawaii or something. She developed a fondness for the women's magazines she would read while waiting to have her hair done, and even bought a few, on occasion to read at home, even when she wasn't female. She always had to keep them stashed away, in case any of their male friends dropped by, but that was okay. If anybody found a stray earring on the floor, or wondered why there were feminine hygiene products in the bathroom Jimmy, would always casually explain that his girlfriend was always leaving her shit around his apartment, and that was a logical enough explanation. Of course nobody knew that his "girlfriend" actually lived in the same apartment, but why should they? As far as they knew it was just a bachelor pad shared by two college guys.

It was a funny sort of way to live, but as the months went by it became kind of the new normal to them. In a way it was like having a lover who lived out of town. It made the time they spent together as man and woman all the more precious and appreciated. Sometimes Sally worried that Jimmy would get tired of the part-time relationship and go looking for someone who was female around the clock, and sometimes Jimmy worried that Sally would find another muscle-bound jock with a huge penis and leave him behind. They both sometimes worried that the novelty of their situation would wear off, but it showed no sign of flagging.

There was some trick to navigating around the fact that both of their families lived so close to them, but as Malcolm was male most of the time he was able to put in enough appearances and phone calls to make things seem quite normal. On the other hand it was terrifying when Jimmy suggested that he would like to bring Sally to his home to "meet" his parents. She protested, but in vain as usual, and they actually spent a very pleasant evening having dinner at Jimmy's house.

"My, aren't you lovely, my dear?" said Jimmy's mother as they were "introduced" to each other. "Jimmy's told us so much about you, we were dying to meet you!"

Sally felt like she was on thin ice the whole time. She knew this house like the back of her hand, but made of point of asking directions to the bathroom. She had to remember that she had supposedly only known Jimmy for a few months, and tried to steer the conversation away from too much detail about her own childhood or upbringing. Apparently she had gotten away with it with flying colors.

"I'm still shaking like a leaf," said Sally as they headed back to their apartment.

"Don't worry about it. They totally loved you. I'm sure my mom is already thinking about which caterer to hire for our wedding," Jimmy joked.

"That's a trippy thought."

"Yeah, but kind of cool, too. Wouldn't you like to be a bride someday?"

"I don't know. I don't think it's ever crossed my mind before."

"I've seen those bridal magazines you've got tucked away in your room," Jimmy said teasingly.

"Well...some of those dresses are really pretty," Sally admitted shyly. "But I can't be a bride."

"I don't know. It seems to me that we've made our own life for ourselves. Who's to say that we couldn't figure out a way to get married someday? If you wanted to, of course."

"Oh, Jimmy, I would love to be your bride, you know that. But I would also love to be your woman 24 hours a day, and that's not an option. Maybe it's better that I just stay your bitch until you meet someone you really can settle down with," said Sally, a little sadly.

"Well I hope you're still going to be my bitch whether we get married or not," Jimmy said with a grin.

"Of course I am darling," said Sally, as she unzipped Jimmy's pants and pulled his bulging erection out. "You just concentrate on the road and I'll concentrate on your cock."


CHAPTER 20:

Sally knew that talk of marriage was just playful, but it was fun to dream about it. She had developed a little fantasy in her head where she walked down the aisle in a beautiful white dress, with some of her cheerleader camp friends as bridesmaids. Unfortunately the image of her father walking her down the aisle kept popping up and spoiling the whole thing. It was easy enough for Jimmy to take her home to meet his parents, but how in the hell would Malcolm ever be able to explain his situation in his own home?

Malcolm wasn't really afraid to come out to his parents, but he wasn't in a "typically" gay relationship. He did love a man, but their love was confined to those times when Malcolm turned himself into a woman. Maybe he could explain that, as odd as the situation was. It would obviously be hard for his folks to understand, but maybe if they got to know Sally as their daughter, in time it would seem more natural. Or maybe they would disown him and cut off his college tuition and rent money.

Things would have been so much easier if he had just been born a woman, Malcolm thought. But of course then his life would have traveled a very different path. He would have made different friends in school, and might never have gotten to know Jimmy, even though they lived in the same neighborhood and went to the same school. Then again, maybe they would have been attracted to each other and gone out on dates. Perhaps they would have ended up high school sweethearts and gone to the prom together. That path would certainly have made things easier now because they could just love each other, and marry someday, and start a family like any ordinary couple. Unfortunately they weren't an ordinary couple so it would presumably take some extraordinary measures to make this relationship work over the long haul.

Obviously Malcolm's love for Jimmy was a prime motivating factor in his desire to be female but there was much more than that at work by now. More than the clothes and the makeup and feeling pretty. Being a woman was actually a lot harder than being a man in many ways, but Malcolm didn't mind that. It seemed like a small price to pay for the feeling of warmth and completeness that he always got as soon as he turned into Sally. The body that seemed so strange and alien once now seemed to fit like a glove. There was no question in his mind that he would rather be female all the time. The only question was could he really do it and live with the repercussions?

All kinds of crazy ideas ran through his head. Maybe he could fake his death and come back as Sally, or maybe he and Jimmy could run away to some distant place and make a life where nobody knew anything about their past. Starting off with a clean slate was by far the most appealing option, but Malcolm knew that wasn't really practical. If he tried to legally change his gender and live openly as a woman everyone would know about it. His friends, his family, his classmates, everyone. And the fact that he was dating a man would imply that he had always been gay. He wished he didn't care what people thought, but it was hard not to. People like to be liked. They spend their lifetime forging relationships and attempting to develop the respect and admiration of others.

Maybe in some circles changing your gender would be viewed as no big deal, but that wasn't the world Malcolm lived in. That sort of thing just wasn't done in his world. It wasn't even talked about, except to ridicule the concept. To a lot of people it was as if you stopped being human somehow.

The one thing that he had going for him was the fact that the pill changed him instantly and completely. It wasn't the long, painful, and expensive route that one normally took to transition. He could introduce himself as Sally to his family, for instance, without having done anything permanent. Maybe if they could see the change completely, and see how happy Sally was it would make it easier for them to accept.

As the winter break approached Malcolm resolved to take a number of steps. He had planned to spend some time at home during Christmas with his family, but he would do it as a woman. He would prepare them for a bit of a "shock" beforehand so that they would sort of know what to expect, but then he would just go home as Sally and hope for the best.

He also planned to skip the next semester in school and spend the time dealing with the mountain of paperwork involved with becoming female officially. He might also have to get a job, if his parents cut him off financially, but that was just part of the risk. It would also give him time to break the news to his friends and teachers and anyone else he thought should be given an explanation.

The final part of his plan was the one he looked forward to the most. He and Jimmy were going to go away for a little vacation together as a couple. They had both done some skiing in the past so they had decided to opt for a romantic getaway on the slopes, although the romantic part seemed more appealing at the moment than the skiing.

The lodge wasn't terribly fancy, but it was cozy and very beautiful, with all of the snow and the trees making it seem like the perfect place to be around Christmas. Sally had naturally needed to buy some new clothes for the trip, and while she regretted that her heavy coat hid her figure, she certainly appreciated the warmth it provided. There would be time for more revealing attire later, once they were snugly in their room.

Whizzing down the side of a mountain was always thrilling, but everything about this trip already had Sally tingling with excitement. She was grateful for the opportunity to be female for a long period of time, and glad that they would enjoy this little vacation together before she put the other stages of her plan in motion.

At one point Sally took a little spill and was surprised to see how concerned Jimmy was. In the past, if this had happened when they were both guys, Jimmy would probably have just laughed and called him a puss, but now he was like an over-protective mother hen.

"Are you sure you're all right, baby? Maybe this was a dumb idea. We can always call it quits and go back to the room," Jimmy suggested anxiously.

"I'm perfectly fine. Just because I'm a girl I'm not made of glass you know," Sally joked. "But if you want to go back to the room and give me a thorough examination, just to make sure, I won't object."

They continued skiing a little longer but soon they retired to their room and Sally disrobed completely so that Jimmy could check her body for any bumps and bruises, which he did quite carefully and with many kisses. Sally thought it was funny that Jimmy would think of her as more delicate, or something, but it was kind of sweet, too, and a very manly way to behave. She rather liked the idea of him adopting a protective attitude towards her.

Once she had passed his physical exam, she lay back and waited for that lovely sensation of feeling Jimmy getting between her legs and joining them together in carnal bliss. There was always that delightful little moment of anticipation as the tip of his dick slid up and down her slit until finding the magic opening that would allow him access to her deepest chambers.

"Would you like it if I decided to stay this way all the time?" Sally asked casually as Jimmy was working his rod back and forth within her.

"What? Of course I would. That would be a dream come true," he said with some surprise.

"Well that's what I plan to do. Or what I'm hoping to do, at any rate."

"You're kidding."

"Nope. I've got it all worked out in my head. All I have to do is find the courage to go through with my plan," Sally explained.

"And you waited until my cock was inside you to tell me about this plan?"

"I didn't want to take any chances," Sally chuckled. "I figured this kind of stacked the deck in my favor."

"Baby, you didn't have to do that, but I'm perfectly happy that you did. That's such a huge decision. Are you sure about this?"

"Absolutely darling. This is who I am now, and who I always want to be. It's not going to be easy, and I don't know how my parents are going to take the news, but I think I feel strong enough to face the future, whatever it may be. I just know that I'll be all the stronger if I'm facing it with you."


CHAPTER 21:

Their vacation went by a little too fast, but they both loved every minute of it. Sally explained her whole scheme and they spent many hours talking about the future. Although they had only been a couple for a matter of months, their lifelong friendship put them on very solid ground as they contemplated going through life together as man and woman. Their relationship was definitely a little different this way, but so far those changes had all been for the best.

It seemed funny to her now to think about how worried she had been about revealing her feminine side to Jimmy. She had even tried to avoid looking at him the first time they made love. Now she couldn't think of anything she would rather see than his beautiful face smiling at her.

Her visit home was not entirely smooth, but perhaps in part because she was pretty unrecognizable as her old self. Her family looked at her as a stranger, even once they were convinced that it was really Malcolm inside this very different body. Still, they warmed up to the idea after a couple of days, and Sally was relieved that she cleared one of the biggest hurdles that she had been worrying about. Not surprisingly, her father was more reluctant, but that was to be expected. Very few fathers are comfortable with the idea that their son wanted to wear a dress and have sex with men.

Most of their close male friends had already met Sally, so the shock came in revealing to them that Sally had been Malcolm all the time. There was some teasing, and no doubt there would be some lewd jokes behind her back, but for the most part they seemed to cope with the idea. Possibly because they were hoping for the chance to snag her if she ever broke up with Jimmy.

"You're very brave to go along with this darling," Sally said to Jimmy one evening.

"Me? You're the one who's telling everyone that you prefer being female," Jimmy reminded her.

"Yes, but don't you think people will wonder about us? I mean, I'm not just becoming a woman, I'm living with you and sleeping in the same bed. People might suspect that something was going on between us even before I changed."

"Well, I prefer to think that my cock was just so powerful that it turned a straight man into a woman."

"That works for me," said Sally, as she snuggled up tightly next to her lover. "Your cock is pretty powerful you know. Someday, after we're married, you're probably going to use it to put a baby inside me."

"Are we getting married?" Jimmy asked playfully.

"Someday. I haven't got it all planned out yet but I'm working on it."

"Well let me know when I'm supposed to buy a ring. I'll have to start saving up for it."

"Fortunately we won't have to buy any pills anymore, so that's a big cost savings right there," Sally pointed out.

Sally enjoyed going to school so dropping out for a semester wasn't especially fun, but she kept herself busy with the legal aspects of her transition, and working to improve her domestic skills. It also gave her a chance to just live as a woman all the time, which was such a treat, as well as an eye-opening experience. Everything was sort of the same, and yet entirely different at the same time. It would take some getting used to, but she felt up to the task.

When she returned to school she had another trick up her sleeve. Unbeknownst to Jimmy she had secretly been working on her cheerleading skills, and when the time to try out for the basketball cheerleading squad rolled around, Sally auditioned for a spot...and got one!

She broke the news to Jimmy in the most logical way possible; she greeted him in her new uniform, sans panties of course, and gave him the same kind of a show she had given Nate, only this time there would be no one else lurking in the shadows.

Neither one of them could have possibly guessed that going to that silly cheerleader camp to spy on girls would ultimately lead them to this place, and in so short a time, but fortunately for both of them they got the real prize that they desired.


AUTHOR'S NOTES:

Cheerleader camps do exist, although I honestly have no idea what really goes on at one. I think they're usually for younger girls, and probably nowhere near as debauched as the one I portray in this story, but such is life. Whenever you get a group of young people together there's always going to be a certain amount of mischief that goes on, and some secret partying. I just pushed things up a little so that we were dealing with consenting adults in a semi-plausible situation.

I think a lot of men have fantasies about cheerleaders, either wanting to be one or to be with one. The outfits are so cute and the routines so bubbly that it's hard not to be attracted to a girl in a short skirt doing splits. Being a musician I tended to be in the marching band, but there was always a little temptation to try the pompom thing. Maybe I should write a book about band camp. Now that's where some crazy shit really happens!
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