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CHAPTER 1:

Corey Elliot was a young chemistry student at a prestigious university in Southern California. He had always been at the top of his class in anything scientific and it had earned him a scholarship and the attention of Dr. Hollis Nightingale, a legend in the field of biochemistry. Nightingale had taken the lad under his wing and the future looked bright for young Corey.

It was generally assumed that Corey would eventually graduate and go on to work at some large pharmaceutical company. That was where the money was these days. An idealist could still feel like they were searching for the cure to cancer, even if they were only working on the latest erection pill, and live in style while doing it.

Everything was on track for Corey except for one little issue. He had a theory, and a pet project to go along with it, that was just a little too controversial for his own good. Corey believed that the differences between men and women were far more rooted in how one was raised rather than in the DNA of the human itself. To that end he was endlessly tinkering with a chemical solution of some kind that could easily trigger the few switches in the body that determine gender and reset nature's blueprint. Theoretically a man would become a woman, or vice versa, in every genetic way. They would be the same person they had always been only in a different body, the body they would have had if things had only gone a little differently at birth.

He wanted to get the solution into a pill form eventually but the volume of material that he calculated as being required was still too great for that. At the moment he was playing around with a liquid solution that could be consumed orally or injected intravenously. Injection would get it into the bloodstream faster and reduce the time the transition would take but the liquid form would probably be more popular since it could be artificially flavored and didn't involve sticking any needles in yourself.

Dr. Nightingale was naturally impressed by his protégé's imagination and ambition but a gender-switching liquid was just not something the university was too keen on being associated with. If anyone else had proposed such a radical idea he probably would have dismissed it as a fantasy but he knew Corey well enough to know that if anyone could actually make this work it would be him. That's why he had put up such a stiff resistance to the idea when Corey suggested it and refused to discuss it with him, even as an academic theory.  It was just too dangerous.

That hadn't stopped Corey from continuing his research in secret. At first he used to sneak into the lab at school after hours until a security guard stumbled across him one night. Corey had been able to show his student ID and convince the man that he was just working late on a class project but the guard had been required to file a report on any unusual activity he encountered on his rounds and that report had made its way back to Nightingale and that was the end of Corey's nocturnal visitations to the school lab.

Undeterred he simply built his own lab in his apartment, which he shared with a roommate named Bob Benson, but generally referred to as "Big Bob" because of his large physical stature. Bob was a jazz musician and physical fitness nut and the two men couldn't be more unlikely as roommates but that may be why they worked so well together. They weren't rivals in any way. Bob was a ladies' man and a night owl who came in at the wee hours of the morning and slept late. Corey was in class most of the time, or in the library, or locked away in his home laboratory. Corey wasn't interested in chasing girls and could care less if Bob brought home a parade of babes. Even if Corey was home it was pretty much the same as if he wasn't there, since he was usually just locked away in his room working, so no one ever had to juggle schedules to accommodate the other's desires.

Corey had been thinking about this theory for years, all the way back to junior high probably, when he had a rudimentary "sex education" class. The sex part, as in intercourse, was of little concern to him but he found the human reproduction process infinitely fascinating. For most of the students the message was don't get a girl pregnant and suggestions for how to make sure that it didn't happen until "the right time" had come. Corey was intrigued not by the process of getting sperm into the vaginal canal but by what happened after that. What actually made someone the person they turned out to be.

Somewhere along the line he became fascinated by the fact that some creatures actually change sex naturally. Fans of Jurassic Park will no doubt recall that some frogs have been known to spontaneously change from female to male and that frog DNA was used to fill in the gaps in their dinosaur DNA chain with disastrous results. And frogs were not alone in this phenomenon.

Clownfish, made famous by the animated film Finding Nemo, have a very unique trait in that they're all born male and it's only when a breeding female dies that the largest and most dominate male then becomes a female and everybody moves up the pecking order one notch. So a clownfish is often both a mother and a father in their lifetime. In other fish the opposite sometimes happens and the dominant female becomes male when the king of the harem ends up as shark bait.

Strange gender-bending and other sexual oddities take place in some birds, reptiles, insects and plants as well. Exactly how and why these changes occur is still not widely understood in many cases but it appears that sometimes ecological factors contribute, like exposure to certain chemicals. That was right up Corey's alley.

If nature was already body swapping different creatures then it might be the key to figuring out how to do it as easily as possible with humans, and if chemicals were altering the bodies of some of these animals to produce the effect, all the better in a way. (For his purposes, not for the animal's.)

That field of study had produced some helpful leads but it hadn't turned into the magic bullet that would answer everything in a flash. Humans weren't clownfish and each living organism has its own unique playbook that it's operating from. So his work had gone on...and on, and on, and on.

Recently Corey had made a major breakthrough. It hadn't been a great "eureka" moment as much as the painful result of trial and error but he thought that he was ever so close to being ready to test his formula on a human subject at last. Of course that posed some big problems. What he was doing wasn't sanctioned by the university and probably wasn't legal. He couldn't just advertise for volunteers to come to his home laboratory and swig down some experimental gender juice. The odds that his formula was flawless were pretty small. This was some heavy science shit he was dealing with and he was barely old enough to buy a beer. There was a very real possibility that he could end up causing a great deal of physical harm to the test subject, or even kill them. Asking someone to volunteer was pretty much out of the question. That left only once choice. He would have to take the thing himself.


CHAPTER 2:

There was absolutely no reluctance in Corey's mind about attempting to transform himself into a woman. He attached no sexual significance to it at all and wasn't worried that anyone might question his manhood for being willing to undergo such a change, albeit temporarily. His only concern was that the experiment work as he hoped it would.

He had waited for a three-day holiday weekend to roll around so that he would have as much time as possible to study the results of his transformation or if things went horribly awry have enough time to fix it before he was expected back in class. Having no real social life nobody was going to be dropping by his pad to hang out or anything so the only person he had to worry about was Bob. Fortunately his roommate was nowhere in sight and with the holiday coming up he might not appear for days. Hopefully Corey would have already transformed and changed back by then and Bob need never know what was going on while he was out.

Corey was hardly the first scientist who had used himself as a guinea pig. History was full of such cases. Sometimes it had a glorious end as the scientific genius proved his radical concept for all the world to see and sometimes it ended badly. Very badly. Corey didn't want to dwell on that but he was pragmatic enough to write out a letter explaining his actions should he end up incapable of explaining them himself.

One might have expected a stormy night with thunder and lightning as the backdrop for such an endeavor but it was actually a pretty pleasant evening. Nothing dramatically portentous in the air at all. Being a scientific experiment Corey planned to document everything carefully and had a video camera on a tripod so that the transformation could be watched fully as it developed. He had taken off all of clothes and lined himself up with the camera as he prepared to take the giant leap.

"I have chosen to consume the formula orally the first time in order to determine the length of time involved in the process. It is difficult to estimate with any degree of accuracy how long it will take for the first signs of change to appear but I would expect some indication of activity within the first fifteen to twenty minutes," Corey said to the camera, trying to sound as calm and professional as one could when they were naked and scared and possible a little insane.

He did manage to keep his hand from shaking noticeably as he consumed the formula for the first time but he did almost gag on the taste. It was nasty stuff, indeed.

"The taste of the formula is...not entirely pleasing...but I am certain that ingredients could be added to enhance the flavor without altering the basic chemical composition of the formula."

Then he stood. And he waited. And he waited some more. For a while he tried to think of things to say but eventually ran out of ideas. Half an hour passed and then an hour and finally he got tired of standing and pulled up a chair. When things started to kick in he would stand up again and give the camera a better view.

After two hours without any sensation aside from the lingering aftertaste of the vile brew still plastered on his tongue he began to get depressed. Certainly a total, harmless, failure was better than a partial success that left him blind or with three arms or something but he had expected so much more. He thought he had the thing conquered and that only a little tweaking might be required to perfect it completely.

After about three hours he went to the bathroom. After about four hours he went and made a sandwich because he was getting hungry. After five hours he put his pajamas on and went to bed. What had gone wrong? How could he have miscalculated this badly? He tossed and turned for quite a while before finally drifting off to sleep. Then, around 3 AM a sharp pain in his lower abdomen snapped him out of his slumber. Apparently the process had started some time ago in his sleep because he could feel the changes taking place now.

Leaping out of bed he tore off his clothes and turned on the camera. He was really feeling a lot of pain between his legs now and his breasts, which had already begun to expand, felt incredibly sensitive to the touch.

"I...ah...it appears that the process started in my sleep so I'm afraid I won't be able to capture it all on camera this time but as you can see the changes are fairly rapid once they begin. I...I...oh, God, what's happening to me?"

Corey's tentacles had basically shrunk to the size of a pea and his penis was likewise shrinking fast. His hips had gotten a little wider and his breasts were now considerably bigger but it appeared that they had reached their full maturity. The pain between his legs was fairly sharp but not unbearable. At least not yet.

"I feel so strange," he said in a voice no longer his original one. "Oh, my God! My penis is completely gone! I feel...I feel like things are kind of twisting up inside me. I seem to be developing a vagina...fuck that one hurt!"

He hated to have lost his professional composure but under the circumstances he could probably be forgiven. Most people don't wake up in the middle of the night to discover that they were growing tits and a pussy.

He felt light-headed and he felt queasy but he didn't think he was going to throw up. All the same he sat back down in the chair and kind of fingered the strange new folds of flesh that had appeared in the area where his cock and balls had recently resided.

"I think it's finally over," he said with a noticeable sigh of relief. "Yes, the pain is going away and I'm not feeling as sick inside. As you can see....and hear...I have completed the change from genetic male to genetic female in...approximately eight hours from the initial administration of the formula. I would estimate that once the process began it took about 20 minutes to reach the state I am in now. Clearly my breasts are full and round and I assume capable of producing milk. It's impossible to tell at this point what the state of my reproductive organs might be as they are largely internal but a cursory examination of the vulva indicates the presence of both the labia majora and the labia minora and up here, this should be the clitoris...oh...oh yes, that's the clitoris."

Corey had not intended for that last remark to sound quite so sexually provocative but touching his clit had definitely produced an instant sensation. He could always edit the soundtrack later he supposed. This was more to get his initial thoughts down for examination. A cleaned up version would presumably be produced for public presentation.

"I am now going to insert this...phallic substitute into my vagina to verify that it is fully developed and capable of receiving an erect male sex organ."

He had bought a dildo for the test but that didn't sound very scientific so he had come up with "phallic substitute" as a reasonable option. To be a complete and total success meant that a man who took the formula would be capable of all female bodily functions including child birth. With traditional surgical options available today that was simply not possible, no matter how "realistic" the vagina appeared or even felt when penetrated. In the animal world spontaneous sex change was almost entirely centered around the mating and reproductive process so it was vitally important to him to eventually discover whether he had achieved that result. For the moment all he could really do was stick something in his snatch and see how far it went.

"I have lubricated the phallic substitute to facilitate the initial penetration with greater ease and I am now being to insert it into the birth canal. It's a little stubborn...wait a minute...that's it! Oh wow...oh wow. It's going so deep inside me!"

This too would presumably have to be edited for the audio but it was going to be hard to do anything about the look on his face or his body language as he felt the dildo sliding into him. He had planned to just take a measurement of the depth of penetration and then remove the object from his body but each time he started to pull the dildo out he had a compulsion to stick it right back in. It just felt so good to do so.

Unlike most college guys his age there had been no wild frat parties or drunken orgies. There hadn't even been any casual fooling around with a cute co-ed on spring break. He was about as virginal as you could get. He had masturbated before but didn't make a regular habit of it and sometimes it was merely to obtain sperm samples for analysis. This was probably the most overtly sexual thing he had ever done in his life and he was in no hurry to end it.

Of course to be a fully functional woman meant being capable of being sexually aroused and stimulated for pleasure...as he was experiencing now...it wasn't just a matter of being able to have a baby or not. One should be able to achieve an orgasm, for example. Yes, please, he thought. That sounded very interesting right about now.

For anyone who thought of science presentations as dry and boring this one would probably make them sit up and take notice, if the raw footage was ever put on display. The raw, carnal, lustful footage that was being faithfully captured with each thrust and moan documented so very graphically.

"Oh...oh...oh, that feels so good," Corey moaned in a soft and girlish voice.

He was rubbing his clit with one hand while controlling the dildo with the other and his mind was drifting far, far away from science. He was seeing beautiful colors and feeling little stars shooting throughout his whole body. It was almost like a religious experience he thought, although he had nothing to compare it to. There was nothing at all he could compare this to. He was having his first real sexual awakening. At the moment of his greatest scientific achievement he should have been focused squarely on the magnitude of what he had just accomplished but once that "phallic substitute" had gone up inside him his entire focus had shifted elsewhere.

"Oh...oh...oh fuck, I think I'm going to cum!"

With a mild shaking of his legs and a wave of energy surging through his loins Corey did indeed cum. He had lubricated the dildo but he was providing his own natural lubrication now. His breathing had become a bit sporadic but was beginning to come back to normal. He felt kind of hot and flushed and he noticed that his nipples were now visibly erect. What he also noticed was that he had no desire to stop what he was doing even now that he had "finished" the act. After masturbating as a man in a cup to collect semen any thought of arousal disappeared almost immediately, but in this case it only seemed to arouse him even more. Corey was an expert on chromosomes and DNA molecules but he was pretty clueless when it came to fucking.

When he finally had enough he just sat in the chair feeling kind of lazy and warm and wonderful. His body language probably said it all. His legs were left shamelessly spread open for the camera and one arm draped languidly over the back of the chair. It would have been a fine pose for an adult entertainer or a prostitute welcoming a client to her boudoir but it lacked a degree of scientific detachment. Corey was well aware of that but he didn't care. He just stared straight into the camera and licked his lips as if he was performing on a webcam. This was no time to be thinking about boring old science. There was a whole world out there to be explored and "she" planned to explore it.


CHAPTER 3:

Looking at it logically Corey's sudden change in attitude and behavior was probably due in large part to the lack of previous sexual experience. Sex was a powerful thing to have unleashed on you with no warning. You could also add that he had just gone through a very extreme shock to the system physically. And you could also probably toss in a dose of stress and sleep deprivation to make a very convincing argument as to why he seemed a bit different. However, that didn't totally explain the very naughty thoughts that were running through his head right now. The one thing that really wasn't open to debate was the fact that Corey was presently a woman, for all practical intents and purposes, and she was definitely thinking of herself in that capacity at the moment.

She rummaged all over the room trying to find something that wouldn't look totally hideous to put on but wasn't having much luck. She wanted to go out. She had no idea where she wanted to go but she knew that she wanted noise and life and people...especially male people. It was a drag being cooped up in this dingy little room all the time.

She had looked in the mirror and liked what she saw. Nice tits...sexy booty...sensuous lips. The hair was a little short but she could work with it. It was only the fact that she had nothing to wear and that she was becoming really sleepy that made her give up the idea of going out at that ungodly hour. The sun would be coming up soon and then stores would be open and she could get herself decked out properly then. A little snooze would probably hit the spot right about now anyway.

Corey hopped back in bed without bothering with the frumpy pajamas that were still lying on the floor. The coolness of the sheets felt good on her bare skin and she slowly rotated her torso back and forth a tiny bit, enjoying the way the cloth rubbed against her nipples. This was only Friday night. She had three whole days to go on the prowl. This was going to be fun!

After sleeping rather late Corey awoke feeling very refreshed and somewhat more like her old self, that is to say, like her male self. She wondered whether Bob was home so she opened her door a crack and peeped out. He was nowhere to be seen. If he was here he was in his room and that meant he probably wasn't alone.

Maybe she could borrow some clothes if Bob had a girl with him. Hell, maybe she could steal some if the bitch left them lying around the apartment or something. Slipping into a bathrobe she very quietly tiptoed around but could find no evidence of a female visitor. Since she was out this far she poured herself a bowl of cereal and took it back to her room.

After the hasty breakfast she resumed her search for something to wear and finally came up with the best thing she could think of. There was a pair of shorts that she never really wore but bought one time for reasons that escaped her at the moment, a long-sleeved shirt and some kind of ratty tennis shoes. The pants were snug in the hips but she squeezed into them anyway. With the shirt she rolled up the sleeves above her elbows and only fastened enough buttons to keep her breasts covered. She tied the bottom flaps together in a knot, leaving her mid section exposed.

She had no bra and the shirt wasn't especially thick so she looked kind of trashy in this improvised getup but she thought she could pull it off. It's a college town, she reasoned. People wear all kinds of funky things. Maybe she'd start a fashion trend..

Then suddenly she shook her head, as if she were trying to jog her brain into action. It was very cartoonish but it seemed to work. She went over to the video camera and started to playback some of what she had recorded. This wasn't some crazy dream, unless she was dreaming that she was a male biochemistry student who had just invented the world's first total gender transformation formula. My, that was rather clever of me, thought Corey.

Clever, hell, it was an act of pure genius! As she continued to spot check the recording she started to get excited. It was all there, or mostly so. It was fundamentally obvious that she had transformed herself into a woman. The damn thing had been slow to start but once it did it was full steam ahead.

Why had it been so slow to start? She hadn't anticipated that kind of a delayed reaction. She had calculated that an injection would greatly speed up the process but there was no telling yet exactly how much it would speed it up. That would obviously have to be tested but right now she had some serious shopping to do.

She had no purse so she just stuck her wallet in her back pocket as she always did and headed for the door, twirling her car keys on her finger as she went. Suddenly she was reminded of the wallet on her hip and stopped to look at her driver's license. The picture was shot from the neck up so it might pass for her in a pinch. The hair and eye color were naturally still a match. Height and weight would probably pass anything but the closest scrutiny and who looked at your height and weight anyway? People probably lied about that stuff all the time out of vanity. The only thing that didn't work was the glaring "M" next to the word "sex." Oh well, if anyone noticed she could just feign surprise and say the DMV must have screwed up. The rest was close enough.

Her name was believable for a man or a woman so using her credit cards or writing a check or something would be no problem. The easiest thing would probably be to just go to the ATM and get some cash. Then she wouldn't have to worry about anyone asking to see her identification.

After running by the bank Corey went looking for some place to buy clothes. She had absolutely no idea where to go. There were probably tons of options all over the place but there had never been any reason to notice them so she just went to the mall figuring that there would be a lot of shops in there and some of them must sell female clothing.

Her hunch was definitely right and she spent the better part of the afternoon poking around a wide variety of shops. Her appearance definitely got some glances and probably a few raised eyebrows as well but she didn't really give a damn. There was no law that said that you had to wear a bra. She had money to pay for her purchases so the merchants didn't give a damn about her appearance either.

It was kind of fun to walk around and just look at things and people. Male Corey never did anything, never went anywhere that he didn't have to go. Always so focused on school and his pet project. The guy didn't know how to live she thought. Of course she didn't want to be too hard on him. That nerdy little genius had made female Corey possible after all and he was probably going to make them both extremely rich someday. That sounded very nice.

When she got home she was anxious to get into some of her new stuff but she noticed that Bob's car was parked in his usual spot. They paid extra for two parking spaces because it was a hassle to look for parking on the street and that way they didn't have to argue about who got to use the carport or anything. They were always very practical about things like that.

She wasn't sure how to spring this on her roommate but figured that the best way was probably to just walk in the door and tell him the truth. Bob knew that Corey was a brainy dude. Bob might not appreciate the technical complexities that went into accomplishing something like this but he probably wouldn't doubt that Corey was capable of doing it.

When she came into the apartment she was almost disappointed to see that Bob was nowhere around. Then the sound of thumping bass music came from Bob's room and she realized that he was practicing. That took care of that problem for the moment. Corey just went to her room and tossed all of her purchases on the bed.

Something about being around all her chemistry crap made her realize that she probably should be taking some notes at least so she sat down and tried to create an update on her status so far. She tried to focus on her biological functions but she couldn't help but mention her mental state as well.

"So far I've found no feelings of awkwardness or embarrassment about being in this new body," she wrote. "It feels completely natural to me to walk and talk and think and move as a female. It's as if I had been born this way. In fact, it's even a little more than that. I find the experience completely liberating. I'm completely aware of my male self but I find that I think of that side of my nature almost as a different person, the way people with multiple personality disorders tend to do. The difference, of course, is that I'm not imagining this other person. Both the male and the female version of myself actually exist, only not at the same time. I had feared that such a radical transformation accomplished in so short a time would cause the subject to have difficulty accepting the new condition and might lead to doubts and regrets or possible feelings of depression and anxiety but so far nothing could be further from the truth. I feel better and happier about myself than I can ever recall feeling. This is an unexpected development but a pleasant one."

She figured that was enough science for the moment. She had clothes to try on.


CHAPTER 4:

The bass music had stopped and Corey had heard Bob's door open and his heavy footsteps heading in the direction of the kitchen. That wasn't surprising. The big guy did like to eat. Corey was wearing some skin tight hot pants and a loose-fitting crop top. She had purchased a couple of bras but they still seemed like a hassle so she wasn't wearing one at the moment. She peeked out of her room and saw that Bob was indeed in the kitchen, beer in hand, just kind of standing there. She decided to join him so she just strolled casually into the kitchen area like it was the most natural thing in the world to do. Bob's eyes practically bugged out of his head when he noticed her but he just stood there with a look of surprise on his face.

"Got another one of those?" Corey asked, indicating the beer.

"Sure thing babe," said Bob, regaining his ability to speak and fetching a brew from the fridge. "Where the hell did you come from?"

"I came from my room of course," Corey replied as she popped open the beer and took a swig.

"You mean Corey's room?"

"That is my room. It's me, Bob. I'm Corey."

Bob almost dropped his beer but hung onto it somehow. He looked Corey up and down and particularly stared at her face. The resemblance was sure there but none of this made any sense.

"You know how I've always told you that I was working on kind of a secret project that could make me very rich and famous if I pulled it off? Well...I pulled it off. Last night in fact. I've invented a formula that can completely transform a male into a female or a female into a male. I've still got a few bugs to work out but as you can see it works," said Corey as she continued to drink her beer in a nonchalant fashion.

"But...why?" Bob stammered.

"Why what?"

"Why would you want to change from a man to a woman?"

"Well I didn't personally want to change from a man to a woman but I had to try it to see if it worked. Presumably this will be a godsend for people with gender identity issues and the like. Instead of years of surgery to create a reasonable facsimile of the body they desire it can done in a matter of hours this way. Of course I suppose there's a portion of the populous who might want to use it for recreational purposes but that's not my primary concern. And looking at the big picture this could just be the tip of the iceberg. If you can change the cells in your body to go from being male to female you ought to be able to change diseased ones into healthy ones. You could take hereditary illness completely out of the equation. It's just a matter of manipulating the human genome."

"You know you certainly talk like Corey but it's kind of weird to hear it coming from a cute little hottie dressed like that. Most of the girls I know don't talk about the human genome and whatever," Bob chuckled.

"Well that's primarily the result of their upbringing and social expectations," Corey explained. "People are more or less molded and guided from birth into some sort of preconceived idea of acceptable behavior often based totally on superficial, external, historical bias."

"You lost me again," said Bob.

"Boys are blue and girls are pink. Boys play with trucks and girls play with dolls. It's like somebody is writing a script for our whole life and expecting us to follow it. In reality the sexes aren't as different as many people think. It's more a matter of physical appearance."

"Well I've got to say that I kind of like those differences in physical appearance. No offense, but as a guy you're nothing special to look at but right now you're pretty damn cute. So you're saying those are real?" said Bob, indicating Corey's breasts.

"What? Well, yes...everything is real. There's no cosmetic surgery involved, although I suppose one could always have breast augmentation if they wanted to. Here, you're the expert on this. Do they seem real to you?"

With that Corey pulled up her top and exposed her bare breasts to Bob who just stared in fascination.

"They look real," Bob finally admitted slowly. "But sometimes you can't tell for sure unless you touch them."

"Feel free. What do I care?"

Bob got kind of a sheepish look on his face but when a girl flashes her tits for you and invites you to cop a feel you really don't want to let the opportunity slip away. He put down his beer and began to give Corey a fairly thorough breast examination.

"I'll be damned. So you really are 100% woman right now. It's not some kind of trick or optical illusion," said Bob as he continued to play with Corey's boobs.

"No, there's nothing illusionary involved. My body has simply reconstituted itself into a female version of me."

"How long does it last?" Bob inquired.

"Presumably until I drink the formula again and change back. At least that's what I'm hoping. I've got the long weekend to test it out but so far everything is going just fine."

"Man, it's probably a good thing that I've got a gig tonight because I don't know if I could handle seeing you parading around the apartment all night dressed like that," Bob joked.

"I can always go put on something a little less revealing if you like," Corey said coyly.

"No, no...I like you better this way. I just don't know if I can keep my hands off you, that's all."

"Well you've already been touching me Bob. How do you know I wouldn't like having you touch me some more?"

Corey had just pulled her top back down but Bob didn't waste a moment in pulling it back up and off completely. He tossed it aside and picked up Corey by the waist and plunked her down on the kitchen counter as easily as if she were a bag of groceries. As she sat there, with her legs dangling over the side, Bob pulled off the tank top he'd been wearing, revealing his incredibly well-developed chest.

He went back to work on her tits but added a little oral attention this time as well as the squeezing and groping that he had been doing earlier. Corey stroked his hair as her roommate took her nipple in his teeth. Some guys might have had qualms about touching someone they only knew as a man or might even have been too shy to make an aggressive move like this without a little more of an invitation but Bob wasn't one of those guys. He knew that women found him attractive, they always had for as long as he could remember, and he knew that being direct was usually the best course of action. And sure, this might be Corey, the dude he lived with, but at the moment it was Corey the hot babe with a nice rack who seemed ready for some fun that he was interested in.

After amusing himself with her jugs for a while he unfastened her shorts and pulled them off. She had panties on but they were tossed aside as well and Bob pushed her legs apart and buried his face between her thighs for a little muff diving. Some guys didn't think it was cool to go down on a chick but Bob didn't mind at all. He liked the taste of pussy on his tongue and he could get a girl pretty horny pretty fast so that by the time he got around to putting his dick in her she was already squirming and moaning.

"Oh...oh...oh...that feels so good," Corey said, repeating the words she had uttered while masturbating on camera last night.

After some very skilful bean licking Bob decided it was time to give this babe what she was probably craving by now. He took a step or two back and slowly pulled his sweat pants off. He wasn't wearing any underwear so his enormous cock just popped out and sort of vibrated for a moment, the way a diving board does just after one has jumped off of it.

"Oh, my goodness," said Corey, putting a hand over her mouth after saying it. "And I always thought they called you Big Bob because you were so tall."

"I guess I'm just kind of big all over. I hope it doesn't scare you off," you joked.

"No...it'll be a good test for my vagina."

"Anything for science, baby."

Bob came back over to the counter and took hold of her legs while he got his dick lined up. She was pretty wet already from the tongue bath her pussy had received so Bob slide into her without much trouble, despite the tremendous size of his member. He wasn't putting it all in by any means from this position, but he had more than enough to do the job without requiring a full insertion.

"Oh, my goodness...oh, fuck...oh, Bob...yes...yes...yes."

"Yeah, that big cock feels good inside you doesn't it? I'll bet you never felt anything like that before."

Obviously Bob knew that she hadn't because she wasn't even a woman before but it was probably just kind of an automatic thing that he said to lots of girls. And he was probably right most of the time. There were no doubt other men similarly equipped but Corey knew that the average erect penis was approximately 5.2 inches in length. She didn't know how big Big Bob actually was but she could tell at a glance that he was greatly exceeding the average. She should probably take a measurement at some point, just for the record, but at the moment she wasn't going to bother with looking for a tape measure.

Suddenly Bob grabbed one of her legs and flipped it up over his shoulder. It was done as casually as someone might flip their hair back. This caused Corey to kind of fall back on her side a little and allowed Bob to get a little deeper penetration. When she started to cum not long after that move Bob leaned over and they began to kiss. It should have been so strange to be locking lips with her roommate while being fucked on the kitchen counter but it seemed perfectly natural for some reason. Bob was a pretty incredible specimen of a man and Corey was attracted to that manliness like never before.

"Is it okay if I cum inside you? I mean it's not going to mess anything up with your experiment I hope," said Bob.

"No it won't mess anything up. I'd like to feel you cum inside me Bob. It should be...instructional," Corey gasped.

Bob was happy to have the all clear and soon he was letting a thick dose of his jizz fill her up to the brim. It was sort of like when you "top off" a tank at the gas station and a little gas seeps out once you remove the nozzle as some of his warm goo was dripping from her pussy once Bob had removed his nozzle and hose. Corey put some of it on her finger and then put her finger in her mouth. She wasn't sure if it was all Bob that she was tasting or some of her own fluids but it was an interesting taste either way.

"Well I've got some shit to do before my gig tonight but if you want to do any more experimenting this weekend I'm happy to lend a hand...or whatever you need," said Bob with a grin as he pulled his pants back on.

"Oh, yeah? Where are you playing? I might like to go watch."

"You've never shown the slightest interest in seeing me perform," Bob pointed out.

"Well this me is kind of a different me is some ways. Going out and listening to some music sounds like fun," said Corey with a smile.

"Great! We're at McGonagall's pub in Old Town. We go on around 8. Do you know where that is?"

"Not exactly but I'm sure I can find it."


CHAPTER 5:

Corey did find it with no trouble. She had probably driven past it a million times without giving it a second thought. It was kind of dark inside and fairly crowded, mostly with college kids she guessed, which wasn't surprising given that it was a holiday weekend. There was a small stage and an area in front that was presumably some sort of dance floor. She went to the bar and ordered a drink. She knew they would ask to see her license so this was a test of whether it would sneak by but she was reasonably confident that the bartender was only looking at the date of birth. They probably saw fake IDs all the time but a place like this wasn't likely to be too diligent in checking. These kids kept them in business after all.

She had ordered a screwdriver, because it was one of the few drinks she actually knew the name of, and then stood with her back to the wall as close to the stage as she could get. When it came to booze she was about as much of a lightweight as you could find but she sort of liked the warm, tingly feeling she was getting right now.

Bob was primarily a jazz man by passion, but like a lot of musicians he played with other bands to make some money when the opportunity was there. This was more of a "classic rock" kind of a band that played a lot of the old hits and standards, not that Corey had any idea what they were or who had originally recorded them.

When the band came out onstage she gave a loud holler and clapped enthusiastically, especially as Bob strapped on his bass and fiddled with his amp. He usually played the acoustic upright bass for jazz but apparently this rock and roll thing required more of an electric guitar sound.

Soon the band was rocking away and when a few people got up and started dancing Corey put her empty drink glass down and hit the floor. She didn't have anyone to dance with but she was mostly interested in shaking her ass for Bob's benefit anyway so she stood right in front of him and grooved to his beat. Bob grinned that big, goofy kind of grin that he had, and she blew him a kiss. A little later a guy worked up the nerve to ask her to dance and she happily obliged, though she still kept an eye on her roommate.

She was wearing a black miniskirt, boots, and a gold halter top because she found that she really liked the feeling of having so much bare skin exposed, and she was braless again because she still didn't see the need for the silly thing. The halter top was kind of stretchy so it let her boobs do some pretty reasonable bouncing as she danced the night away, sometimes alone and sometimes with a partner or in kind of a clump of people. She whistled and hooted so much people probably thought she had been drinking all night but she was just letting loose for once. This was female Corey. She didn't have to be so damn uptight and serious all the time. She found that it was fun having fun.

At one point the band took a break between sets and Corey waylaid Bob in the hall as he was heading for the little storage space in back that doubled as a "dressing room" for the band.

"You look pretty cute up there baby," she said as she slipped her arms around his waist. "I wouldn't mind going home with you if I didn't live with you already."

"You look pretty cute yourself honey," Bob replied. "I didn't know you could dance."

"I can't really. I can barely walk in these boots but I can kind of hop along to the music I think. You guys are really good."

"I don't know about that," said Bob. "We're loud and we play what people want to hear. It's not like when I'm playing jazz. That's a little more challenging."

"Well I think you're very talented," said Corey as she got up on her toes to give him a quick peck on the lips.

"Glad you're having a good time. Although I have to admit it's kind of hard to concentrate with you bouncing around like that right in front of me."

"Maybe you'd like to bounce me around a little bit when you get home tonight."

"It might be kind of late. This was just our first set."

"That's okay. I slept in today. I don't imagine I'll be all that sleepy."

Corey didn't stay for the whole performance but she did have a couple more drinks and let one of her dance partners put his hands on her ass for a bit before she headed for home. She had stopped in a lingerie store at the mall at bought something pretty and frilly just because it looked so hot and sexy so she figured she would put it on to greet Bob when he got home tonight.

Once again Bob's eyes bugged out when he saw her waiting for him in that outfit. This was all too good to be true. Corey seemed like one crazy little sex kitten and even her short hair looked like she had cut it that way on purpose. He was on her in a flash and took full advantage of the crotchless panties she was wearing.

He simply picked her up and plunked her right down on his dick. She threw her arms around his neck and he supported her by holding her butt and soon she was bouncing up and down like a wild thing while they fucked standing right by the door. At one point he carried her over to another part of the room and pressed her back against the wall, which gave him a little more leverage. Corey's tongue shot into his mouth and Bob started to really give her a good thumping.

Corey squealed with delight, that was really the only way you could describe it, and she clutched at Bob's hair as she alternated between throwing her head back against the wall and clamping her mouth on Bob's. This girl really likes fucking, Bob thought, and he was definitely right. Like was probably an understatement. Corey loved fucking. It seemed like she loved it more than anything she had ever done before.

She especially loved being fucked by a hunk like Bob who could pick her up and just tote around as easily as he carried his guitar case. He was literally everything Corey wasn't as a man. He was physically strong and well-hung and always popular with women without really trying. He was into fitness but was also an artist. Musical instruments seemed as mysterious to Corey as lab equipment probably seemed to Bob. Corey was obviously by far the intellectual superior but Bob was no dummy. They were basically polar opposites and opposites do seem to attract sometimes. And people, no matter how accomplished they are at one thing, often find themselves admiring those who excel at other things they have no experience with.

It wasn't like she was madly in love with Bob and wishing that they could get married and start a family but he was pretty much the ideal guy for her at the moment. He was conveniently located, he knew her secret and didn't care, and he was a sexy hunk who obviously knew his way around a woman's body. And of course he had that really big dick that felt awesome inside her.

Bob was also not likely to fall head over heels for her and complicate things. Right now it was fun to put his dick in her but once things were back to normal Bob would find plenty of other girls to put his dick in as well. It was a very equitable arrangement.

After a while Bob lifted her off of his pole and set her down on the sofa. He plopped down next to her and they kissed and fondled each other for a time.

"You think you might like to try sucking my cock?" Bob asked at one point.

"I'd love to suck your cock but I'm afraid I don't know how," Corey replied, sounding a little sad and ashamed.

"I don't think it's all that difficult. It's just that some girls don't like the idea of it so they do it reluctantly, if they do it all, which is kind of lame."

"The seems kind of silly," said Corey.

"Well most men would agree with you but it's just the way it is with some chicks," Bob said with a laugh. "I can give you some pointers if you like."

"Would you?" Corey asked hopefully.

"Sure, it would be my pleasure. Literally."

"Should I get on my knees?"

"No, you don't have to do that. Just lean over a bit and get your head down here where you can reach it."

She did as he suggested but with Bob she probably could have sucked him off from the next room. Reaching him was no problem. What she was trying to figure out was how something that big was ever going to fit in her mouth.

"That's good, now just stroke it for a while, get the feel in your hand," said Bob as Corey grasped his shaft and took his advice. "When you're ready just stick your tongue out and start licking like it's a candy cane or something."

He wasn't just long he was pretty thick too and Corey was still trying to calculate in her head the amount of this tree trunk she could actually accommodate orally. Fortunately the feeling of licking a man's hot and throbbing penis was incredibly exciting and delightfully wicked so she didn't let math get in the way of a good time.

"I don't know what's wrong with those other girls," she said as she looked up at Bob. "I like licking your dick!"

"That's good baby! Having the right attitude is everything. Now just relax while you keep stroking and open your mouth."


CHAPTER 6:

"Just think about what it's like to suck your thumb, only add more tongue to it and move your head up and down a little."

Bob was giving her really good advice, always phrasing things in a way that seemed simple and clear to understand. He'd probably make a pretty good teacher, she thought. His voice was so patient and gentle and he was good at coming up with analogies that really fit the situation.

She was learning that it wasn't just about cramming as much cock down her throat as possible, it was a slow, creative exploration of his anatomy that involved her hands, her tongue and her lips, as well as her oral cavity. Corey thought that a woman who really knew what she was doing could probably take charge and totally dominate a man this way. It took a lot of trust for a man to let someone squeeze his balls or get their teeth so close to his precious manhood.

"Am I doing all right?" Corey asked at one point when her mouth was free.

"You're doing just fine sweetie. You're doing better than fine, you're doing an awesome job! You must be a natural or something."

Bob was having his mind blown as much as his dick. He couldn't recall any other chick asking if she was doing all right. They usually acted more like it was the biggest favor in the world just to be doing it. Maybe Corey was gay or something, he thought. He never seemed interested in girls. Of course he never seemed interested in guys either until he turned into a girl. Maybe there was something about that formula that didn't just change a person it made them extra-horny. Whatever it was that was causing Corey to behave this way it was fine with him. She was a sweet little cocksucker and a squirrely fuck. Just thinking about how hot she was made Bob have a hard time holding back as long as he would have liked.

"Oh, shit I think I'm about to cum," Bob cautioned.

"What do you want me to do?" Corey asked.

"It's more a question of what you want me to do. Swallowing cum isn't everybody's cup of tea."

"Well...why don't you do it on my tits. That way I can watch you ejaculate and then put some on my fingers and try to get used to the taste."

"Excellent suggestion baby and just in the nick of time because I can't hold it any longer."

Bob grabbed his dick and pointed it at Corey's breasts as the first burst went flying. That one hit her squarely on the chin but he got his aim down and gave both of her tits a good coating of semen. She delighted in watching the miracle of the male reproductive organ in action and started to scoop up his cum and licking it like a bear licking honey from his paw. That actually sounded like something Bob would say but it just came to her on her own.

Now Bob's sperm didn't taste like honey by any means but just the fact that she was consuming another man's cum drove her incredibly wild with ecstasy for some reason. The taste was pretty irrelevant to her. At least it tasted way better than the crap she had swallowed to become a woman in the first place.

"Next time I think I want it all in my mouth," she announced.

"Whatever you say baby, you're the doctor."

It was funny that he had said that because she might never become a doctor now. She had planned on post-graduate studies and becoming a PhD but that would probably be unnecessary once she unleashed her invention on the world. She had a billion dollar industry in her pocket so adding a few letters to her name wasn't going to make that big of a deal.

It was also funny to think about being that rich as she looked around the rather modest apartment that she shared with Bob. It wasn't a total dump but Corey had never been concerned in the least with any sort of luxury and Bob didn't have the money for it, whatever his tastes were in that regard. It was just a place to live while she went to school.

Hell, she might not even bother to graduate, let alone get an advanced degree. What could they possibly teach her that would be more valuable than what she had already figured out on her own without their help at all? She thought the world of Dr. Nightingale but he had fought her every step of the way on this project. He could have been a collaborator and shared in the profits but instead he tried to steer her away from the whole thing. Well, they'd all be sorry soon enough.

Corey was actually getting a bit sleepy by this point and she did want to make a few notes before she went to bed so they adjourned to their separate rooms. Bob was not going to complain in the least. His bed was kind of small for his size and two people in it made for an even more cramped situation. It was nice to sleep with a chick sometimes, especially in a bigger bed, but he knew he'd get more actual sleep this way anyhow.

"I continue to find that the personality change is by far the most noticeable aspect of my transformation," Corey wrote in her notebook. "I feel so much more uninhibited around people and not only open to trying new experiences but actively seeking them in a way that I would never have done prior. There seems to be something that makes me crave pleasure that is hard for me to understand. What could there possibly be about switching gender that would make me enjoy alcohol, for example? Or prefer to spend my evening dancing in a bar with loud music instead of quietly studying at home or working on a project? I am suddenly very aware of my physical appearance and attire and devote an inordinate amount of time and even money to try and enhance my appearance even further. Sexually I seem to have developed an almost insatiable appetite for carnal activity, which again, doesn't seem likely to be entirely the result of being equipped with different genitals. Because I am enjoying myself so much and having so much more fun as a woman than I ever had as a man it's difficult for me to be completely objective right now, as a scientist needs to be. Perhaps once I have transformed back into my old self I will be able to make more sense of some of these things but in all honesty I'm not looking forward to making that transformation. Thank God I still have two more days of being a girl!"


CHAPTER 7:

The two days sailed by way too fast for Corey's liking but there was nothing to do but change back in time for class on Tuesday. She set the camera up again and stood in front of it naked while injecting the formula this time in order to compare the relative speed of the process.

It seemed to make quite a difference as the discomfort began in only about 20 minutes or so. It also seemed like the pain wasn't quite as severe this time but that may have been due to the fact that Corey had already experienced it once and had some idea of what to expect now.

Then it was done and everything seemed to be back in working order as if nothing had happened. Corey felt a little embarrassed by some of the things he had done as a female but realized that it was all part of the experiment. The important thing was that he had proven the concept. He could perform a complete physical transformation, more or less or demand. It was impossible to tell from one experience what the side effects might be and whether they would be the same for everyone. This was going to require a lot more testing before it would be ready to be revealed to the world. Fortunately being female seemed to have a definite upside so he wasn't reluctant to do it again in the least.

It was kind of hard to go back to school and run through what seemed like the basics to him now when he had scaled the mountain already. It was a hard secret to keep but there was no choice. There was still a lot of work to do and testing to undertake. When you're dealing with anything remotely involved with the pharmaceutical process the liability factor is enormous. That's why all of the drug ads on television had such long and frightening disclaimers about all of the terrible things that could happen to you if you actually took the drug. Unless he wanted to end up as some kind of quack running an underground clinic in the middle of the jungle his process was going to have to be as legally bulletproof as humanly possible.

Bob seemed to be taking everything in stride. There were no jokes or innuendos, in fact he didn't mention the thing at all, which was quite a relief to Corey. Some men might have even been too uncomfortable to be in the same room with a guy they knew had sucked their dick but if Bob was feeling any discomfort he certainly didn't show it. Bob really was a pretty cool guy, thought Corey, as well as a gorgeous sex machine. He should probably get some sort of financial compensation for his help.

It was extremely helpful just to be understanding enough to let Corey do what he was doing in the same apartment. Things would have been much more difficult if Corey had to do everything in secret and sneak around when Bob wasn't home. There weren't going to be any questions asked or eyebrows raised if Corey came home with a bag of women's clothing or kept some feminine hygiene products in the bathroom.

Corey, on the other hand, did have a little bit of difficulty in adjusting to their old relationship. He never would have described Bob as a "gorgeous sex machine" before, but of course he had never been fucked by Bob before so how would he have known one way or the other? There was no question that watching Bob do curls on the couch while he watched TV was now a rather pleasant thing to look at, although Corey didn't want to be too obvious about it.

Corey tried to dismiss it as a logical residual effect of having recently engaged in such intimate activity with the man and the fact that Bob still looked the same whereas Corey had gone back to being male. It would naturally be easier for Bob to put all thoughts of their experiences out of his mind because Corey no longer resembled the person Bob had made love to, and therefore would not stir up any reminders.

Although he hadn't planned to experiment again quite so quickly when Friday night rolled around he found himself stripped and ready to have another go. Why waste time? He had nothing else planned for the weekend and getting dolled up and hitting the town sounded like a lot more fun than tinkering with his chemistry set.

The only downside was that Bob was out of town, on the road with one of his bands, so Corey would have to hunt up some new male companions, but that sounded kind of like fun in and of itself. He was pretty anxious to get going and didn't have as much time to waste so he opted for the injection again.

The process worked like a charm, and he was almost certain now that the pain was decreasing with each application. That was definitely a good sign. Of course if someone was taking the formula as a permanent alternative to reassignment surgery a little one-time discomfort would hardly be an obstacle. Still, anything that made the experience easier and more pleasant had definite commercial value so he was very happy about anything that pushed the product in that direction.

Female Corey sprang to life once more and attacked her closet with glee. She had seen some girls wearing outfits where their bras were kind of deliberately exposed and liked the way it looked so she was going to be in harness for the first time. It was tricky to get the damn thing on but she had to admit that it did provide some stabilization, and the design of this bra in particular did a nice job of pushing her boobs together a little, thusly enhancing her cleavage.

She had done a little research during the week, and not anything related to biochemistry. She had spent some time trying to learn where the "hot spots" were in town and where the college crowd was likely to hang out. There were definitely some cute guys on campus and she was anxious to meet some of them in a social setting.

Corey went to a dive bar that was supposed to be kind of a "happening" place but after downing a screwdriver at the bar there didn't really seem to be much happening other than a few people sipping drinks and chatting so she moved on to the next place on her list.

The loud music emanating from the building as she headed for the door was a good sign. It wasn't a live band but there was a really steady beat and she guessed that one could dance to it pretty easily. The place was much more lively and packed with just the subjects she was seeking...hot dudes.

She hadn't been there very long before guys started offering to buy her drinks or wanting to dance with her. It sort of seemed like it was shooting fish in a barrel. Corey had no illusions about being the most attractive girl in the place as she was just a female version of old Corey but the way she dressed and the way she carried herself just seemed to ooze sex appeal for some reason. She didn't realize that extremely attractive women often have a reputation for being a little "stuck up" or for playing hard to get. A lot of guys didn't even bother trying to ask the most beautiful girl in the room to dance because they assumed rejection. But the kind of funky girl with a sexy vibe seemed more approachable, and God knows Corey was about as approachable as you could get.

She was hungry for men. For their company. For their praise. For their touch. Even for their smell. Corey was well aware of the research done in the area of "chemical signaling" which generally revolved around the production of pheromones. Pheromones are chemicals that act outside of the body to send off very specific signals for specific purposes. The "sex pheromone" was considered by many to be a very powerful type of aphrodisiac and perfume companies had tried for years to bottle that smell, with varying degrees of luck.

Pheromone research kind of blew hot and cold depending on which study was the most recently published. There was no doubt that sex pheromones existed in other animals but as far as humans were concerned the jury was still out. Humans tend to be highly visual and respond to a variety of signals. They also tend to be artificially scented with perfumes and deodorants and body washes. Even if their bodies were producing pheromones in their sweat it would be hard for the message to get through.

Corey wasn't even thinking about pheromones at the moment, although it did seem like a potentially interesting topic of research somewhere down the line. She just liked the way some men smelled. Bob's scent, for example, while she had been giving him head had been a huge turn on. A scent didn't necessarily have to be pleasant to have a positive impact on someone. Chemistry was a complex and fascinating thing, which is why Corey had been interested in it in the first place. Sometimes it almost seemed like magic the way certain elements could combine to create totally surprising results.

She sort of alternated between drinking and dancing. Both were fun and she had no lack of male companionship for either activity. Guys had just kind of floated in and out and around her so far but she was currently hanging out with a strapping a young lad named Lee who seemed to be particularly aggressive with his hands on the dance floor. When they took a break from dancing Lee announced that he needed to use the bathroom and would be right back.

"Me, too," said Corey.

They both headed down the little corridor that led to the restrooms and as Lee opened the door to the men's room Corey started to follow him in.

"Hey, this is the men's room," Lee pointed out.

"I won't tell if you won't tell," said Corey seductively as she pushed Lee towards one of the stalls.


CHAPTER 8:

"Hey, this is crazy. What if we get caught?" Lee whispered.

The two of them were now crammed into the stall the furthest away from the door. There was no one in the restroom when they entered so presumably no one knew they were there.

"Relax. I just want to see your dick," Corey grinned. "You don't mind showing me your dick do you?"

She said it so sweetly but there was a devilish look in her eyes. Lee had a feeling that she wanted to do more than just see his dick but he was still very nervous about getting in trouble. On the other hand how many times in your life do you get an opportunity like this?

"Well, what's stopping you?" he finally asked.

Nothing stopped Corey at that point. She unfastened his belt and unzipped his fly. He was standing with his legs kind of straddling the toilet so that Corey had room to squat down. She couldn't really get on her knees or her legs would have stuck out the bottom of the stall so while the position was a little awkward it was also kind of kinky.

Next Lee's pants were pulled down and his briefs soon followed suit. The boy may have been nervous but it didn't prevent him from getting hard. Not surprisingly he was nowhere near as big as Bob but Corey didn't seem to mind. It would probably make things a little easier for her anyway.

As Lee looked down in wonder Corey began to stroke his shaft. It was just the dirtiest thing Lee had ever done. He had heard about people have sex in public restrooms but always sort of dismissed it as a pornographic fantasy, or at least something he'd never experience. Now it looked like some of those stories might be true after all.

"I'm going to try to get you off fast baby because we probably shouldn't hang around here too long. Feel free to cum as soon as you can," Corey whispered before she opened her mouth to receive him.

This couldn't really be happening, thought Lee. Girls just didn't talk like that in real life, did they? Not the girls he knew. Was this some kind of a scam? He wondered if maybe she was a hooker and he was too inexperienced to know it. Maybe he was supposed to pay her for this. As she vigorously sucked his dick and played with his balls he became more certain than ever that she must be a pro. He had no idea what hookers charged for giving head but whatever it was it was worth it, although he might have to run by an ATM to get some more money.

The door opened once or twice and they heard the sound of urinals being flushed and hands being washed at the sink but nobody had come anywhere near where they were located. The first time the door opened Lee panicked and kept listening intently. By the second time he didn't give a damn. This little freak was giving him the best blowjob of his life, not that he had many to compare to. If that wasn't worth going to jail for what was?

As the first drips of his pre-cum fluid hit her tongue Corey took a tight grasp of his shaft and slowly stroked it from just below the tip to the base as she kept her lips wrapped around the head of his penis. She just kept repeating this process as Lee started to blow his load into her mouth. As Lee looked down at her he was kind of reminded of someone drinking a very thick milkshake with a straw. It actually looked like she was enjoying it! That convinced him that she must be a whore.

When they finished Lee hurriedly got his pants pulled back up and looked out of the booth cautiously. Then he went to the door and checked to see if anyone was in the hallway before beckoning Corey to make her escape. Soon they were both safely outside, but Lee's heart was still racing.

"Hey baby, I really do have to use the little girl's room," said Corey. "I'll be right back."

With that she headed into the female restroom, which was right across from the male one, and Lee took the opportunity to bolt. He felt guilty about it but he had already gotten away with one crime. It would be just his luck if he got arrested for paying her. If the silly whore was too dumb to wait around long enough to collect her money that wasn't his problem. He hadn't asked for this. And if she wasn't a whore he had at least bought her a couple of drinks. Either way she was just too scary for him.

When Corey came out and didn't see Lee waiting for her she went back into the club and looked around for him. Then she just laughed, figuring out that he had probably been scared off. Silly boy, the night was young and they could have had lots more fun. Well, there were plenty of other guys around so she just shrugged it off and waited for the next one to make his move.

She ended up going home with another college guy and they had some basic vanilla sex but she was pretty worn out from all the partying beforehand anyway so a quick fuck and a snooze was fine with Corey. The bathroom blowjob was the highlight of the evening anyway, even if Lee did disappear for some reason. It never once crossed her mind that she might be mistaken for a prostitute. She was just a girl looking to have a good time.

It was hard to say whether male Corey could have had a similar good time. His small stature and slender frame was ideally suited to this female body much more than his usual male one. A couple of drinks might loosen him up a bit but he had long ago been relegated to the "geek" and "nerd" camp simply for being so bright. There might have been girls who were attracted to his brilliance but he certainly wasn't looking for them and probably wouldn't notice if anyone was actually interested. Consequently he had developed his own self-image. He played the serious, no-nonsense, dedicated seeker of knowledge. After a while it was hard to tell whether he had actually become that person or was just so used to playing the part that he did it automatically.

Female Corey seemed like a great pressure relief valve. She had no history so she had no image to live up to, real or imagined. Corey actually looked kind of cute as a girl and could enhance that basic look with clothes and makeup. That, in turn, instilled confidence in her and encouraged her to be more outgoing and aggressive. It seemed to be working. She was presenting herself as a very fuckable, up for just about anything, good-time party girl. Now that was hardly unique in a college town like this but that was a commodity that was always valued in an environment where there were so many horny young men just off the leash.

The fact that she was enjoying sex with men so much didn't appear to be a problem for male Corey once the female version had been put away again. Men could be just as attractive as women, in their own way of course, so what difference did it really make? Female Corey was equipped with the appropriate body parts to engage in what most people would consider "natural" sex so it was logical that having discovered the pleasures of the flesh she would seek male partners. There might even be basic biological factors at work, Corey reasoned. No matter how you packaged it sex was still fundamentally rooted in the instinctive mating patterns of the species. Females, by nature, needed to inform males of their breeding capability in order to become impregnated and thereby perpetuate the species. Males needed to demonstrate their dominance and power in order to attract a mate who would then receive his seed.

Things like birth control and religion and moral philosophy were unique to humans in the animal kingdom. It was usually less complicated for other animals. Nature had provided all of the instincts necessary to ensure that copulation would go on at a pace sufficient to maintain the population. Humans still had all of those instincts intact but because of their intelligence and ability to reason they had tacked on tons of rules and regulations and customs and variations that made the whole thing kind of a mess to figure out sometimes but underneath it all the basic instincts were still there.

Corey was well aware of all of this, which no doubt made it easier to reconcile whatever female Corey did in male Corey's mind. She was a healthy young woman in her childbearing years. She was breedable, if she ever stayed in this body long enough to complete the cycle. The fact that she was so willing and receptive to the idea of having a man put his penis in her and come to completion was actually a vindication of Male Corey's work. To have the body of a female without any of the female's natural traits and instincts would be a cosmetic fix, not an actual transformative experience.

Of course it didn't totally explain why she was sucking strange men off in public restrooms or why sex was suddenly the total focus of her existence but that could probably be rationalized as just an extension of the newness of the experience and the limited time that Corey had in the female body. In time the novelty would presumably wear off. Right now she just wanted to get laid.


CHAPTER 9:

The hard-partying weekends were becoming a regular thing. There were times during the week where Corey seemed to have a little trouble concentrating in class, which came as a shock to those who knew him as almost a machine. Lots of people hit a wall of sorts during their time in college, especially if they are over-achievers in a very complicated discipline, so there wasn't any alarm at this point. For a lot of college kids classes are sort of an afterthought. Partying was always their primary focus and they only did the bare essentials when it came to studies. The "typical" student probably struck a balance of hitting the books but with plenty of fun in their free time. For someone like Corey who had always been a dedicated student, heart, body, mind, and soul, perhaps a little relaxation would be good for him.

Corey himself was not too worried because he knew he had already accomplished the major goal of his life. Getting a degree and trying to build up his resume to find future employment seemed kind of pointless now. He could either sell his discovery to the highest bidder and walk away with a fortune or he could use it as his passport to a high level job and continue to research and develop new projects while raking in a steady salary and royalties.

The real problem for Corey was that he didn't just enjoy the occasional release of becoming someone new, he was finding it harder and harder to think of any good reason to be male at all. Female Corey was just so free and comfortable. She interacted with people effortlessly. She was popular, especially with men, but everybody seemed to like her. She was just as smart as male Corey but she didn't feel the need to make everyone else feel dumb in her presence. Male Corey could come on kind of thick and condescending, as if he was already training to be a stuffy college professor with a reputation for being a hard ass.

And she really liked hanging out with guys in a way that male Corey had never experienced. Sex was great but it was cool to just have a beer and shoot the breeze. She was learning so much about pop culture that male Corey had never known. It might have seemed like the logical thing for male Corey to try an incorporate some of those social skills into his own life but for some reason he just didn't seem to be able to do that. He felt like he was two different people more and more all the time and female Corey was definitely the more enjoyable one to be.

There was also the elephant in the room that male Corey didn't really want to think about and that was the fact that boys were increasingly on his mind. The scientific reasoning that females have an innate instinct for attracting males didn't quite explain why male Corey was undressing other males with his eyes as he strolled around campus or the pleasure he received from watching his roommate workout or stroll around in a towel after taking a shower. Perhaps Corey had never been interested in sex as a man because he was so focused on his education but perhaps he had never been all that interested because he had never sucked a dick before. Now that he had, albeit as the female version of himself, he was finding the desire for cock kind of hard to shake from his mind no matter what body he was in.

It didn't disturb him in the way that it might have disturbed a lot of men. He had long ago given up any thoughts of trying to project an overtly manly image to anyone. It seemed like a silly waste of time. He had more important things on his mind than whether a bunch of dumb jocks thought he wasn't macho enough. It disturbed him more from the fact that it didn't seem to fit with his scientific reasoning. While transformed into a female there was nothing unusual about being attracted to members of the opposite sex but why were these feelings lingering long after he had transformed back? He hadn't calculated on any residual impact.

Some change in thinking was probably to be expected and even desirable in many cases. Experiencing life from a different vantage point could be very educational. Or one might be exposed to something new, like a food one had never tried, and discover a taste for it that would carry over from body to body. Scientifically speaking Corey had a hard time thinking that sexual preference fell into the same category. Learning to love cock didn't seem the same as learning to love sushi.

It was definitely something that needed to be investigated and analyzed further but fortunately he was doing far more testing than he had originally planned to do. Aside from one weekend, where he had already made a commitment to go home and visit his parents, Corey had been changing into a woman every chance he got.

Sometimes female Corey hung out with Bob and sometimes she went looking for guys but one way or the other she always ended up in sack with someone. Bob enjoyed Corey's company but he also had other lady friends so it often just turned into a matter of convenience for both of them if they had no other plans. Even if they were going out with someone else that night they were still very friendly around the apartment and freely pinched and hugged and kissed each other all the time. Rather than being jealous they would often entertain each other with stories of their exploits, good or bad.

The transition did seem to get shorter with repeated doses of the formula and the discomfort definitely diminished and Corey had been experimenting with some flavoring that was making the stuff much more palatable to drink. Aside from the issue of lingering sexual preference concerns things were going pretty much according to plan and Corey was contemplating trying to discreetly find some other volunteer test subjects who could be trusted. Ultimately the formula needed to be tested on a wider cross-section of people but that was still pretty tricky for such an underground enterprise.

Things couldn't have been going much better, which is why Corey was taken so completely by surprise one day while in class when he suddenly felt the familiar sensation of his body reconfiguring itself. It wasn't possible yet it was happening. He quickly excused himself, saying that he was feeling a little sick to his stomach, and bolted from the classroom.

Where to go? What to do? The bathroom wouldn't do a lot of good because he'd enter as one sex and exit as another. His car was parked in the student lot, which was a decent stretch of the legs from where he was, but that was really the only option he had. He decided not to run because that would only call more attention to himself so he just put his head down and walked as fast as he good, avoiding any heavily trafficked areas if possible.

It always took some time for the whole process to complete so hopefully there would be no dramatic changes that anyone would have time to observe as long as he kept moving fast. Nobody would know that his penis was already shrinking away but his growing boobs would start to stand out pretty soon if he didn't hustle.

Exercise and physical exertion were not Corey's strong points so he was pretty winded and fatigued by the time he reached the safety of his car but it was a tremendous relief to know that he had made it. After pausing to catch his breath for a moment or two he drove home and raced into the apartment.

"Hey babe, I'm not used to seeing you on a Wednesday afternoon," Bob said cheerfully as he noticed her arrival.

"Oh, Bob...I don't know what happened. I was just sitting in class when all of sudden I could feel the change coming on. I just had to get out of there as fast as I could!"

Corey could feel the tears welling up in her eyes and now they started to stream down her cheeks. It was ridiculous to be crying at a time like this when cold, calculating, reason was required but she just couldn't help it for some reason. Bob jumped up from the couch and put his arms around her.

"Hey, hey, don't worry about it babe. You're a genius. You'll figure it out. No reason to get upset."

Bob took her back to the couch and they sat with Corey leaning back against his chest while Bob wrapped his arms around her. It felt so good to be in his strong embrace. It was hardly going to solve her problem but she felt very safe and secure right now.

"It was awful," Corey whimpered. "I was so scared. I was afraid I was going to change right in front of everybody and ruin everything I've worked so hard to achieve."

"But you didn't darling. You used your head and got the hell out of there. Now you're home and you have nothing to be scared of."

Bob kissed her on the forehead and began to rub her shoulders. His powerful fingers worked magic on all those tense nerves in her body. The man just knew how to touch you. Corey wanted to get into her lab as quickly as possible but it was so snug and comfy here on the couch with Bob that she made no move to get up.

"I hope I'm not messing up your plans or anything," said Corey.

"Come on, babe, you know I'd do anything for you. You're not messing anything up. You want me to fix you a drink or something?" Bob suggested.

"Yeah, I could probably use a stiff belt right about now."

After a couple of drinks and some more back rubbing Corey was beginning to feel pretty good, in spite of the crisis at hand. Bob had been just awesome. She desperately needed that reassurance. Seeing how calm he was did wonders for calming her down.

"You really like me, don't you Bob?"

"Of course I do. You should know that by now."

"I really like you too. Do you want to make love to me?"

"Ah, sure...if you think that's a good idea. I mean, you were pretty upset a little while ago."

"I feel a lot better now...thanks to you...and I think making love is a wonderful idea!"


CHAPTER 10:

Corey was still dressed in the male clothes she had worn to school so she started to unbutton her shirt when Bob interrupted.

"I'll take care of that," he said kindly. "You just relax and let me take care of you."

She didn't argue. Bob got her shirt off and then her pants and shoes and socks and underwear. It felt kind of funny to be in her male clothes in this body. Sort of like the very first time she changed and had nothing female to wear. Now being totally naked she felt a lot more like herself.

Bob only had his shirt off as he scooped her nude body from the couch and carried her to his bedroom. She loved being lifted and carried by him. It made her feel like a ballerina or something. Thank God Bob was home, she thought. She didn't know what she would have done without him. She couldn't wait to kiss him.

The kissing would have to wait as Bob already had other plans for his lips and as soon as Corey was placed on the bed his head was between her legs. Then she felt that remarkable pussy licking skill that Bob possessed and felt a million times better about everything. You just didn't expect a man so big and muscular to be so gentle and sensitive. It must be the musician in him. He was an artist trapped in the body of a linebacker.

Trapped! What if she was literally trapped in this body forever? It was almost too horrible to contemplate. Not that she objected to the idea of going through life as a female that much but because it would be the ruin of everything. She would have to quit school at once or she would surely be expelled for her unauthorized experiments. She might even face some sort of criminal charges, although the school would be likely to want to avoid scandal. And how could she even begin to explain this to anyone? What would her parents think after all the money they had invested in her education? How could she enroll in another school or get a job anywhere with documents that didn't match her gender? Worst of all it would prove that the great accomplishment of her life, the thing that she had pinned all of her hopes on, had turned out to be a total disaster. Instead of being acclaimed as one of the great minds of the century she would just be the freak who tried to play God and got what she deserved.

Then she felt Bob's enormous pecker slipping slowly up inside her and she let her mind return to happier thoughts. She's was in Bob's arms and he was in her pussy. That big, wonderful, contradiction of a man was soothing her anxiety once more. He thought of her as a genius and seemed to believe that this was nothing she couldn't solve. Well, maybe he was right. No reason to panic. Can't do good work under those conditions. What a lucky girl she was to have a man like Bob waiting for her at home at a time like this.

Those arms...those amazing arms, she thought. They supported him like the pillars of a bridge. What amazing children they could have with her brains and his body. His artistic inclinations and her intellectual curiosity. There's that animal instinct for breeding again. At least she wasn't wrong about everything. Of course if she was stuck being female she actually could breed. Not that Bob would want to marry her or anything but he might be willing to give her a child. Wouldn't that be something? To bring another life into this world. To feel a baby at her breast. She may have fucked up her career as a scientist but she could make up for it by being the best damn mother ever!

"Oh...plant you side inside me darling," she moaned without thinking.

Bob just assumed that he meant that she wanted him to cum in her pussy when it was time and shrugged his shoulders. A girl wants what a girl wants.

"Not yet, baby," Bob said softly. "You need to cum first."

She did need to cum. Bob was right, as he so often was. And so considerate too. Of course he'd notice that she hadn't cum. He always made sure that she did at least once. God, what a gentleman, she thought. She loved him so much. There, she had finally admitted it. Better not to tell him though. She didn't want to cramp his style. They had a good thing going and love would probably just flush that down the drain, the way she had flushed her career down the drain.

Bob was putting pressure on her pelvis and then working her clit and she could feel the intensity building up. She was all nerves and emotions and fear and joy rolled into some kind of a weird ball of energy and the orgasm that hit her was like nothing she had known before. She thought she might have lost consciousness for a moment but she probably hadn't. She did have a weird "out of body" experience where she could see herself being fucked as if she were standing next to the bed. She liked what she saw. That lasted for but an instant yet it stuck in her head. It must be what your life flashing in front of your eyes is like before dying she speculated. Maybe dying would be the best thing all around. But she was also so happy right now that the thought of dying fled her brain as quickly as it had appeared.

As requested Bob planted his seed inside her before gently lying down beside Corey. It was a little crowded in that bed as usual but he didn't care at the moment. She needed cuddling and kissing and stroking. He had never seen Corey like this, as either a man or a woman, and it scared him a little. She seemed sort of lost in thought and she had been so upset earlier. Even her body didn't respond as it usually did to his efforts. He had really had to break out every trick in the book to get her to climax. Until then he wasn't even certain that she was enjoying herself. She wasn't making the usual sounds or moving her body as rhythmically as he had come to expect. He worried about her. He cared about her so much.

At first sex with Corey had just been kind of a lark. It was a perk of having a roommate who messed around with a chemistry set in his bedroom. She had been a hot little piece of ass, so eager to fuck and fool around at the drop of a hat. She was totally cool with him being with other women. There was no jealousy at all with them. That was pretty amazing how often they were having sex these days and the fact that they already lived together. But she was a lot more than that to him now, even if it was never going to be like a real relationship. He wanted to help her if he could but he knew he was helpless when it came to the science stuff. He just had to try and be supportive. To make her feel good. To help her relax.

She was obviously very relaxed right now as she had drifted off to sleep already, despite it being the middle of the afternoon. Bob did have other plans but they could wait. If she wanted to sleep in his arms he wasn't going to disturb her.


CHAPTER 11:

It was dark when Corey finally woke up. It took a moment to clear her head and realize that she was still female and that it had come upon her without warning. Then she noticed that she was in Bob's bed and that he was lying next to her with a big grin on his face.

"How are feeling sleepy head?" he teased.

"Oh, God I don't know," she said in earnest. "I feel freshly fucked, that's for sure. And hungry too."

"I thought you might. I was able to reach my phone without getting out of bed and ordered us some Chinese food. It should be here in about ten minutes."

"Why are you so wonderful?"

"You're just saying that because you're hungry," Bob joked.

"No, you're wonderful. You're just so...wonderful I guess. I can't think of anything else to say at the moment. Except that I need to get up and piss like a racehorse."

"Not very ladylike."

"Who cares?" she laughed as she headed for the bathroom.

When the food arrived Bob wrapped a towel around his waist while Corey waited at the kitchen table, naked as a jaybird. Somewhere along the line Bob lost the towel and she hoped it was after he had closed the door. Then they both sat at the table and devoured their meal.

Corey knew that she should be working but at the moment eating Chinese food in the buff was just fine with her. They really did seem like animals now. Bob had gone out and slayed some beast for their meal and she had...well she hadn't done anything really. Of course all Bob had done was answer the door but it was still richly symbolic.

"Hey, wait a minute," said Corey as a thought popped into her head. "I thought you were going out with the redhead, what's her name...Veronica tonight."

"I was, but I was planning to cancel," said Bob casually.

"You'll do no such thing mister. I'm not that helpless. I have work to do and Veronica has...well she has work to do of a different kind. You've already gone way above and beyond the call of duty."

"If you're sure."

"I'll be fine. I just need to sort some things out but I'm all refreshed now from food and sleep and...stuff."

"I'll check in on you anyway just to make sure."

"Don't be silly. Go have a good time."

Damned if Bob didn't call to check in on her. That was the kind of thing people often said without really meaning it, or maybe they meant it at the time but forgot about it somewhere along the line. She appreciated it but insisted that he give his undivided attention to Veronica, which he promised he would do.

Going back over her notes and the original plans for the formula was just not turning up anything helpful. There had been no sign of this before. No feelings of pain or cramping or discomfort once the change was complete. She hadn't had any half-successful transformations where she ended up with tits and a dick or one full breast and one flat or anything like that. It had all gone like clockwork and she had done it so many times by now that she had been absolutely convinced that she had it right.

The one thing she hadn't tried was taking the formula again, partly because she was afraid that it wouldn't work and partly because she knew that even if it did it wouldn't answer the question of why this had happened. Finally she decided that she needed to know one way or the other how much trouble she was in so she injected herself and was relieved to feel the change coming on like normal. It all went smoothly and Corey was male again.

There could be no more fooling around with this business until he got the problem solved, Corey resolved. That was sad because things were getting so good with Bob, but then Corey snapped out of it again. That was all hogwash and nonsense! He had been delirious or in shock. He was never going to have a baby. They weren't a couple, they were roommates, and occasional fuck buddies when he was in the other body. Bob needed to be paying attention to full-time women named Veronica and whatnot.

Perhaps he had been overdoing this. That might be the key. The more one takes a drug the more the body builds up a tolerance to it, which is why drug addicts tend to overdose when the old dosage just doesn't seem to work anymore. But this wasn't a problem of the drug not working. It was suddenly working without even being taken! Still it was something to look into. Somehow the chemical had remained in the body long after it should have been gone. Hopefully that was fixable but it was back to the drawing board at any rate.

For the next couple of weeks Corey was all business, at school and at home. He seemed to be back on track with his studies and he thought he might be making some progress in tracking down the cause of the unexpected transformation. His teachers were relieved that whatever had been distracting him seemed to be temporary in nature and if Bob was disappointed he didn't say anything.

Bob was one of those incredibly easy-going people who seemed to have a talent for taking things in stride. Sometimes when people are described as "laid back" it's a euphemism for lazy but that was certainly not the case with Bob. He loved to exercise, he practiced his instrument regularly, he played in multiple bands, he had an insanely active social life and he still managed to go to school part-time and maintain decent grades. Things just didn't upset him the way they did some other people. It was a great relief to Corey that Bob was so cool. Considering all of the things they had said and done together it would be very easy to be messed up in some really complicated emotional thing right now, which was the last thing in the world he needed.

That didn't mean that Corey had stopped thinking sexually about Bob, or men in general, but he was doing a good job of keeping that in check. Sure, he would indulge in little fantasies in his mind and he even had erotic dreams involving men sometimes but so far he had resisted the temptation to take the formula again, and to his relief there had been no further surprise changes.

After tinkering with the formula for a while Corey decided that he had made some improvements, although he still hadn't absolutely pinpointed what had caused the real problem, which meant that he couldn't be certain that the changes he had made had fixed it. He would have to start experimenting with it again.

On the one hand he was thrilled because he really missed his female self and he was pretty horny. On the other, he was still a little scared of what had happened to him before and not anxious to ever have that happen again. But science demands bold experimentation and there was really nothing to do but plunge ahead and take his chances.


CHAPTER 12:

It had only been about a month since Corey had last been female but turning into that person again was sort of like greeting an old friend one hasn't seen in years. She practically felt like hugging herself she was so happy to be back.

Sadly Bob was out of town with his band again so Corey would have to drum up some entertainment of her own, but that was usually no real problem. Strangely though she wasn't in quite as much of a hurry as usual to pick out an outfit and plan her next naughty adventure. She was completely content to hang around the apartment for a while, doing a little cleaning and organizing some of her hand-written notes, which were getting to be a bit of an unruly pile.

Of course had Bob been there she no doubt would have been sliding down his flagpole with glee but in his absence she actually spent kind of a "normal" afternoon, even running some mundane errands like picking up dry cleaning and going to the supermarket.

It wasn't a calculated thing to try and scale back on the sexuality of the transformation, she still planned to have plenty of fun that night, she just seemed to be in the mood to engage in some less racy activities. In the past the limited amount of time she had available to be a girl had always prompted a sense of urgency in her to make the most of the opportunity. Now she found that it was actually kind of nice to be female Corey even without any cock involved at all.

Somewhere along the line an idea popped into her head. Why not go surprise Bob? He was just up in Santa Barbara. She could drive there in less than two hours. She knew where he was going to be performing, although she had no idea of when his band was going on, but the main thing was to see Bob anyway. If she got there a little late it wouldn't be the end of the world. She was more interested in joining him in his hotel room than in the club anyway.

Packing a few things hurriedly she got the map information for the place in Santa Barbara and jumped in her car. She usually didn't like to do a lot of driving with her funky male driver's license but she was willing to make an exception this time.

It was kind of nice to just get on the road and drive for a while. That wasn't something Corey usually did, male or female. A car was there for transportation to get you where you had to go but Corey didn't usually go much of anywhere other than school. She even flipped on the radio, something that male Corey would never have even contemplated doing, and eventually found some kind of music that she sort of liked.

She made good time, although she did stop to eat dinner along the way when she was feeling a bit hungry, and soon she found the club and went inside. It was a bigger place than the bar where she had first seen Bob play and the stage was larger and looked more professional, not that Corey was any expert on the subject. This one at least had colored lights that were flashing on and off and really large speaker cabinets.

There was Bob, thumping away on his bass, or whatever it was that one did to a bass. She couldn't wait to see the look on his face when she got close enough to the stage to attract his attention. To her dismay he didn't seem quite as overjoyed by the surprise as she had hoped for, but maybe it was a musician thing. Perhaps he was just engrossed in his work or something. Corey actually started to feel a little guilty about coming with no warning. As a man Corey hated surprises with all his heart. There was nothing in the world worse than being interrupted when you were working. Perhaps she should have at least called to let him know what she was planning but the whole thing had been so spontaneous and free.

When the band finally took a break Bob appeared but before Corey could go up to him a very pretty young woman in cowboy boots and a low-cut shirt under a leather jacket suddenly appeared and threw her arms around him. Bob kissed her briefly than said something to the woman before coming over to Corey.

"What are you doing here babe?" Bob said in a nervous voice that was not at all his usual demeanor.

"Oh, I kind of missed you I guess so I thought I'd come up and surprise you."

"Wow, I wish you had told me you were coming. I kind of already made plans."

"Yeah, I can see that. She's pretty hot," said Corey, trying not to sound disappointed.

"You're not jealous or anything are you? I mean, you never seemed to have a problem with me seeing other chicks before."

"I'm not jealous in like a girlfriend way," said Corey. "I'm just a little bummed that I drove all the way up here and I'm not going to get to spend any time with you. It's my own fault for not calling you first. It was pretty dumb of me I guess."

"No, it was pretty awesome. I'm the one who feels like an idiot. I sure don't want to hurt anybody's feelings."

"Hey, stud, are you planning on standing me up or something?"

The girl in the boots had joined them with a drink her hand and a smile on her face.

"No,  no," said Bob. This is my friend Corey from LA who popped up here to surprise me. Corey, this is Erica."

The two girls shook hands and checked each other out very closely. Bob just stood in the middle ready to break things up if a catfight developed. He had been in this situation more than once and knew that it could get ugly.

"Well, hell sweetie, if she drove all of the way up here there's no reason for her not to spend the night," Erica volunteered.

"Hey, I don't want to intrude or mess anything up here," said Corey. "You guys obviously already had plans."

"Actually I was thinking that we'd just alter the plan a little. Bob is more than enough man for two girls at the same time, don't you think?" said Erica as she took a sip of her drink. "I mean, if you're up for that kind of thing."

Corey thought about it for a moment and decided that it was definitely better to share Bob for the night than to just get a motel room by herself or drive right back home. Yes, she probably could have hung around the club and found some other man to screw her that evening but the whole point of coming up here was to be with Bob. If that meant sharing him with another woman so be it. Besides, this Erica chick was really very attractive.

Bob was relieved that everything had been worked out so peacefully and beat a hasty retreat back to join the band as soon as he could. It looked like he was going to get quite a workout tonight.

Erica bought Corey a drink and they hung out and chatted until the band was ready to resume their performance. Corey figured she might as well get to know Erica as much as possible now considering what they would be doing together in a couple of hours.

Bob now had a cheering section of two cute girls who pretty much embarrassed him with their shameless hooting and hollering every time he looked their way but he was also incredibly aroused by what was on the agenda for later, especially when Corey and Erica starting dancing with each other. When Erica suddenly grabbed Corey and planted a wet kiss on her lips right on the dance floor Bob really wished that the band would play faster. It was hard to keep music on his mind with all of the dirty thoughts that were running through his head right now.


CHAPTER 13:

"Good thing this room has a big bed," Erica joked as the threesome arrived after Bob was finished with his gig.

"I'm just going to pop into the bathroom for a minute," said Bob. "You girls make yourselves comfortable."

Off went Erica's jacket and Corey could see what a really nice rack her new companion was sporting. She had noticed the cleavage but the jacket had kind of concealed the roundness and size of the other girl's breasts. She wondered what it would feel like to have big tits like that, but in truth her own were not tiny by any stretch of the imagination.

"So you know Bob well?" asked Erica.

"Yeah, I think you could say that," Corey replied.

"I only see him once in a blue moon. Usually only when he comes up here for a gig or I happen to be in LA and he's not already spoken for. I'm guessing you're one of the reasons he's spoken for so often. Have you ever done it with another girl, sweetie?"

"No," Corey answered truthfully.

"I figured that was probably the case. You looked pretty surprised when I kissed you."

"I was surprised...but I liked it," Corey replied.

Erica came closer and kissed Corey again. Erica pulled her shirt off and then went over to the bed to remove her tight jeans and cowboy boots. Corey followed her lead and soon the two girls were down to their panties only. Erica hopped up on the bed and beckoned for Corey to join her. A moment later the two ladies were kissing again and beginning to explore each other's bodies with their hands.

It felt funny to Corey to be pressing her boobs up against another woman's but it was very exciting at the same time. Erica's skin was so soft and smooth compared to the male flesh that Corey was now very accustomed to feeling. Soon they were fingering each other while they kissed and Corey was really getting turned on. All those years of being a man and the first time I get in bed with a woman is when I'm female, thought Corey. How ironic.

Bob had been watching from the bathroom door but he now made his grand entrance, buck naked and fully erect. He jumped on the bed and sat on his knees as the girls crawled over and began to simultaneously stroke him. That eventually turned into a tag-team blowjob as one girl would suck for a while and then graciously yield to the other. Fortunately Bob was so big that there was plenty of shaft left available for the other girl to lick and stroke while waiting for her turn to be in the driver's seat and Corey noticed that Erica really seemed to enjoy sucking on Bob's balls, something she had never really given much thought to. Bob seemed to enjoy it, or at least didn't mind, so she gave it a try the next time her mouth was free roam.

As Corey was just completing one of her sessions at the top of the pole Bob suddenly pushed her backwards, gently but with enough force to make her land on her back. Bob then grabbed her by the thighs and put his cock inside her. A moment or two later Erica straddled Corey's face.

Erica was so pretty Corey really wanted to look at her more but at the moment her primary view was Erica's shaved pussy. It was pretty obvious what Erica expected Corey to do so she started licking and Erica started to gently ride Corey's face.

It was kind of hard to concentrate with Bob's huge pecker in her slit and another woman's pussy dangling in front of her. She was kind of compelled to think about Erica at the moment, since there was some degree of effort involved in servicing the young lady from this position, and the newness of the situation was hard to ignore, but focusing on anything in this situation was easier said than done.

Corey's initial disappointment in finding that Bob had already lined up a partner for the evening had quickly given way to excitement at the prospect of doing something new and kinky, although she still would probably have preferred to have the man all to herself. On the other hand as consolation prizes go this was hard to beat.

Eventually Bob lay on his back and Erica jumped on his meat while Corey sat on Bob's face facing the other woman. Erica looked so hot riding Bob's dick, Corey thought, with her big boobs bouncing up and down. Corey reached out and squeezed Erica's breasts. It just seemed like the right thing to do at the time.

There had never been any jealousy between Corey and Bob, although Corey had certainly begun to think of Bob as more of a boyfriend than just a friend with benefits, and this certainly could have been a situation that aroused a possessive instinct within her. Instead she found that it only made Bob all the more attractive seeing how he could skillfully service two women at once. The fact that Corey had found Erica attractive right from the start seemed to only confirm Bob's manliness even more.

And of course the fact that Corey was deriving a great deal of pleasure from having sex with Erica herself probably made the whole thing a lot easier to take. Erica didn't seem like a rival for Bob's affection, she was more like a teammate striving towards the same goal. Everybody was getting their fair share of cock and there was more than enough pussy and tits to go around. Corey wasn't stopping to think about what this new development meant as far as her experiment was concerned because she was too busy being driven wild with lust. The sensuality of making love to two different people at the same time was pretty intoxicating and science was kind of taking a back seat at the moment.

There were a couple of other position changes along the line but both girls got sufficiently fucked before Bob finally released the pressure that had built up inside. Erica and Corey pressed their faces together as close as they could and opened their mouths while Bob tried to give each of them an equal dose of his cum. It was sort of like one of those lawn sprinklers that rotate back and forth but without the mechanical precision. Both of the young ladies probably got as much goo on their faces as in their mouths but it was a satisfying conclusion none the less.

The next startling surprise for Corey was when Erica immediately grabbed her head and kissed her while Bob's cum was still fresh on both of their tongues. The sensation of swapping Bob's jizz with another woman was a total mindbender and both girls began to finger each other almost frantically. Bob just leaned on an elbow and watched with a grin on his face. This could have been a total disaster but it had turned out much better than he could ever have hoped. It just confirmed even more what he already knew about Corey being one-of-a-kind, and not just because she was only a she on occasion. He knew he was a lucky man, in so many ways, to have a roommate like Corey as well as a pool of other very accommodating female companions.

Corey and Erica actually kept fucking for quite a while before they finally started to run out of steam. It was getting late so they all crawled under the blankets and passed out. It was a lovely pile of warm flesh and Corey slept quite soundly.


CHAPTER 14:

The next day brought some wakeup sex and then some breakfast and then a little after breakfast fooling around and then Erica suggested that the girls do a little shopping so that Bob wouldn't be totally exhausted for his gig that night.

It was so much fun to have a female friend for a change, thought Corey, and Erica knew all the coolest little boutiques and shops in the area. There was no logical reason for them to have ever met or become friends as the only thing they seemed to have in common was a fondness for Bob's cock, but they hit it off like gangbusters and Corey was kind of hoping that they might even want to stay in touch once this sordid weekend was over.

Erica obviously knew all about being a woman and Corey was dying to learn from her without seeming too obvious about it. That was kind of a weak link in the chain as far as the transformation was concerned. One certainly looked like a woman and one obviously inherited certain female traits and instincts but that didn't cover everything. For someone like Corey who had never given being female a second thought until actually becoming one there was a bit of a culture shock.

Naturally Erica had no reason to know any of this and just assumed that Corey was a young woman, similar to herself, with a lifetime of female experiences to draw upon. Corey, for her part, was trying to soak everything up like a sponge. It seemed pretty clear to her now that having some kind of female guidance or role models would be very instrumental in making the adjustment from male to female more comfortable and made a mental note of it.

Socially Corey's lack of "typical" female behavior and her almost unbridled passion for sex made her quite popular with the guys she had met so far. Most men thought she seemed kind of "different" although they would have been hard pressed to explain exactly why they thought that and no one would ever have guessed the truth. Part of her was kind of tired of being different and just wanted to be like any other girl, although she knew that was probably an impossible task under the circumstances. And there was no point in it really in that as soon as her experimentation was done she would never take the formula and be female again. This was all just a necessary step in the development process of her scientific breakthrough. She hadn't invented this stuff because she wanted to use it on herself.

"So what are you studying in college?" Erica asked.

"Oh, I'm a bio-chemist specializing in gene manipulation for pharmaceutical development," Corey replied casually, not trying to brag but simply answering the question.

"Jesus! I had no idea you were such an egghead. You seem like any other, normal, fun-loving college babe."

"I think I can both, can't I?" asked Corey, again in all sincerity.

"Honey, you can be anything you want. This is the 21st century. But it must still surprise a lot of people when you tell them," Erica said with a laugh.

"I don't tell that many people. I just like talking to you I guess."

"Well, I'm flattered. I like talking to you, too. And I'm also flattered that I got to be your first female bedmate. I guess I sort of popped your lesbian cherry."

"So...do you do it with girls a lot?" Corey inquired rather shyly.

"Yeah, I pretty much swing both ways. I tend to party pretty hard and it can get kind of wild sometimes, but hey, you're only young once, right?"

"I don't mean to pry and I probably sound pretty dumb for asking but how does that work exactly? I mean, are there days where you feel more attracted to one sex or the other or what?"

"Well I was pretty young when I had my first sexual encounters, and those were with other girls. That whole, let's practice on each other so we know what to do with boys phase, you know? But instead of just kissing my friend swiped her big sister's dildo and we got pretty creative with that. So I was used to playing with girls pretty aggressively by the time I actually started dating guys. And most guys are pretty turned on by the whole girl-on-girl thing so it was usually an asset with a man to be willing to get it on with another chick. I think if I was ever going to settle down with someone it would probably be a dude but for now I keep my options open," Erica said with a shrug.

In Corey's limited experience the idea of someone actually being bi-sexual was a little hard to comprehend. She wanted sexual desire to be easily explained by biology but that obviously wasn't always the case. The fact that she could find another woman attractive while in her female form seemed to go against everything she had been assuming about the transformative process. When she was a man she was a normal guy who just didn't bother with sex and when she was a woman she was a normal woman who was naturally attracted to men. She could find no easy scientific explanation off the top of her head for why she had suddenly developed these feelings. Erica at least had youthful experimentation to blame, although that probably wasn't the right word for it. It was an explanation, of a kind at any rate, something Corey didn't have handy at the moment.

This was an area beyond her expertise. She had spent years trying to figure out how one could actually change their gender physically without devoting much thought at all as to why someone might want to do so in the first place. She knew there had to be a market for such a product since sexual reassignment procedures seemed to be steadily on the rise. And she knew that the available techniques were extremely costly and time-consuming. Perhaps most importantly what she was offering was fully reversible. That was what made it such a potential goldmine.

There were certainly horror stories of people having regrets about having made such a drastic change to their bodies but there wasn't usually any easy fix for that. People who transitioned were usually required to spend a certain amount of time living as their desired gender before being allowed to move on to more drastic surgical options. With Corey's formula that could be done quickly and easily. Anyone leaning towards the transition option could "test drive" their new gender to their heart's content before deciding whether to make it a lifetime commitment.

And of course Corey wasn't completely oblivious to the potential recreational aspects of the drug. Virtually everything developed for a specific medical purpose found its way onto the street at some point if it proved to have value outside of its original intent. That was never her concern one way or the other. If it was used as some kind of a "marital aide" to spice up a sagging love life or as a kinky party favor so what? The bottom line of her interest had been to prove that she could do the near impossible. Even if no one ever wanted the damn thing the fact that she had invented it would put her at the top of the science food chain.

Now she was beginning to realize that there was also a moral imperative behind this and that she needed to understand the motivations of potential users of her product. Obviously there was more to changing your gender than just swapping your dick for a pussy every now and then. It was an intrinsic desire to align both body and brain into a cohesive whole that reflected one's true identity. But Corey wondered how people knew what that true identity was. Having been born in a genetically male body had simply assigned Corey to that particular group. It wasn't something that Corey ever thought much about one way or the other.

It had certainly come as a surprise that female Corey seemed to have such a radically different personality but that had been rationalized as a logical attempt to consciously draw a clear line between the "real" Corey and the temporary one. However, the more time Corey spent as a woman the more it was becoming apparent that the female persona was more appealing in many ways. The only logic Corey could see to that was that female Corey was no less intelligent or capable but she was considerably more popular. That combined with the relative ease with which she was able to engage in sexual activity were certainly points in favor of womanhood. But she had the sinking suspicion that it was much more than that now.

She had lived a pretty one-dimensional life as a man so far and used dedication to science and the single-minded pursuit of a goal as the justification for having done so but it was hard to argue that female Corey was a much more interesting and well-rounded person. Something about being in that body seemed to unlock so many doors. Foolish, she thought, to attach too much importance to that. Female Corey had more fun than male Corey but that didn't make for a life changing epiphany. It just meant that in a town full of horny college boys a pretty girl would have little trouble getting a date. The important thing was that becoming female had not been a total disaster thus far. Hopefully soon this formula would be rock solid and there would be an end to this personal testing phase. There was no long term future for female Corey so there was no point in wasting too much time in deep reflection.


CHAPTER 15:

Corey had driven home on Sunday evening, missing out on the final performance, both of Bob's band and of their little threesome. Corey had to be back at school fairly early on Monday morning so it was best to get home and make the transformation back to normal, no matter how tempting another night in that motel room seemed.

It didn't really bother her that Erica was going to have Bob all to herself. That was the original plan anyway until Corey burst in uninvited. Although she barely knew her she thought of Erica as a very special friend, which of course she was being the only female friend Corey had in this body.

She jotted down some notes and then stripped for the camera. She was still faithfully documenting each and every transformation. She decided to take the formula orally because she honestly didn't like injecting herself with needles and she had plenty of time for the thing to work. The flavor of the liquid was still not exactly tasty but it was much nicer than where it had started. A little more tweaking would probably improve it even more.

It was hard to say for certain when she first became aware of the fact that it was taking way too long to change back. The process had been getting consistently faster each time, not usually significantly so, but always a bit quicker, never slower. Now several hours had passed and still no sign of any reaction. She started to get worried.

Anytime something didn't go according to plan with the experiment it was a cause for alarm on a professional level because it meant that more testing was required and that she needed to check all of her calculations again to discover the error. It was also a personal crises because she was the test subject and it was hard to be coldly dispassionate about things when your body was involved in the equation.

Taking a second dose was a scary proposition. Waiting it out and hoping for a delayed reaction was nerve-wracking. She decided to wait. Eventually she figured that she might as well just go to bed and hope that the process would start itself somewhere along the line. There was no point in sitting up all night waiting. Hopefully she could at least get a little sleep, even if the change woke her up during the night.

Corey slept soundly and woke just as female as she had gone to bed. This was a disaster. At least quite a bit of time had passed since she took the previous dose so hopefully a second try would fix things without overloading her system too much. Possibly there was something in the flavoring that had messed with the formula this time or maybe she had just mixed up a bad batch somehow. To be safe she went with the injection this time and waited anxiously for the change. It didn't happen.

She was never going to make it to class now so she decided to take a sick day. She thought it was a shame that things had ended up this way because if she knew that she wasn't going to school today she could have stayed another night with Bob and Erica. It seemed like a really silly thing to pop into her head at a time like this but it did for some reason.

There was nothing to do but wait and use the time to go over everything as carefully as possible. She didn't think that overdosing on the formula would likely be fatal but that wasn't a chance that she really wanted to take, no matter how badly she wanted to change back. There had to be a scientific explanation. She just had to figure out what that was.

For Corey there was always a scientific explanation for everything. The world ran on tables and basic laws. She didn't really like the idea of random variables like chance or luck or fate. They tended to just get in the way of finding results. Things happened for a reason. There was a cause and effect behind everything. That Erica had dabbled in sex with girls during an impressionable time in her youth was a probable cause for her continued interest in lesbian sexual activity as an adult. The social taboo had been broken long ago and she had obviously found it a pleasant experience so you could trace it all back to those early experiments. The fact that Corey had enjoyed licking another girl's snatch didn't fit that pattern but undoubtedly there was an underlying logical reason for it. Perhaps it was just a latent response to her dormant male sexuality. Having never been presented with such an opportunity as a man the desire to "make up for lost time" may have come into play. One way or the other there was a reason. There was always a reason.

There was obviously a reason for why she had taken two doses of the formula and still remained female. The answer had to be somewhere in her notes and calculations. Maybe it was something obvious that she had just missed for some reason or maybe she would really have to work to find it but it was there for the finding.

Corey slaved away at her chemistry bench the whole day, not even bothering to get dressed or to eat. She barely even noticed when she heard Bob come in the front door after returning from his trip up north. Normally in this body she would have been anxious to greet him but she was all business at the moment.

"Come in," Corey said flatly when Bob knocked on her door later in the evening.

"Hey there...oh, shit, I'm sorry...I had no idea..."

Bob had stuck his head in expecting to see male Corey and instead found a very naked female Corey feverishly engrossed in some kind of science thing.

"What? Oh...yeah, I guess I haven't bothered to put any clothes on," said Corey as she suddenly realized why Bob was acting kind of funny. "Nothing you haven't seen before."

"I just kind of assumed that you would be back to your old self," said Bob.

"I did too, believe me. Unfortunately I haven't been able to make that happen yet so I've been working like a dog to get to the bottom of this."

"Have you eaten anything lately?" asked Bob.

"No, I've been too busy," Corey replied.

"Hey, I'm no genius at science but I do know that you need to eat to keep up your strength. Why don't I fix you something and you can at least nibble on it if you want to?"

"Don't go to any trouble on my account," said Corey, barely even glancing in Bob's direction.

Bob did go to the trouble and was back with a plate of food for her in a little while. He wasn't a great cook any means but the smell of food suddenly reminded Corey of just how hungry she really was. Bob left the plate and departed so that she could work in peace and a moment later Corey devoured the meal. It really hit the spot. She was starting to get a headache and she knew that she really needed to take a break.

When she strolled out of her room a few minutes later she was still totally nude. Bob was on the couch watching something on TV and drinking a beer. Corey just walked over and plunked herself down with her head on his lap.

"I think I might have really fucked things up this time Bob," she said softly as Bob began to stroke her hair.

"I'm sure you'll figure it out. You're a genius, but I'm sure even Einstein had his setbacks. You just relax babe and take it easy for a while."


CHAPTER 16:

Corey relaxed so much that she fell asleep right there on the couch and napped for a couple of hours. Bob never stirred from the spot.

"God, is it morning?" Corey asked as she regained consciousness and rubbed the sleep from her eyes.

"It's about 2 AM so technically it's morning but not in the way I think you meant it," said Bob kindly.

"Shit! And you just let me sleep here all this time?"

"I'm sorry, did you want me to wake you?"

"No, that's not what I meant at all. I meant you should have kicked my lazy ass off your lap and gone to bed. I didn't want to bother you."

"Oh, babe you're never a bother to me," said Bob. "I hope that maybe I have a calming influence on you or something. I just don't like to see you all uptight and worried about things. Besides, you look really beautiful when you're sleeping."

Corey reached up and put her arms around Bob's neck so that she could pull herself up and kiss him.

"God, I must look dreadful! I don't have any makeup on or anything," said Corey, still clinging to Bob's neck. "You're just being nice...as always."

"You look beautiful to me...but I think it's time for bed young lady."

"I've really got to get back to work."

"Plenty of time for that tomorrow. You'll think more clearly if you're well rested."

Bob simply stood up, with Corey still wrapping her arms around his neck, and carried her effortlessly to his bedroom where he gently deposited her on his bed. Then he stripped out of his clothes and climbed in beside her.

"I hope you're not totally pissed off at me for barging in on you up in Santa Barbara," said Corey as she began to let her hands casually run about Bob's chest and shoulder.

"Did I look pissed off?" Bob smiled.

"No, but you had every right to be. That was a dumb idea on my part."

"It was a wonderful idea. And it seemed to worked out well for everybody in the end. That's the important thing isn't it? So what if it wasn't what we all had planned? Sometimes the surprise results are the best ones."

"I really like Erica, I mean not just in bed, I like her as a friend," said Corey, now letting her hand move a bit lower on Bob's body.

"I think she likes you too," said Bob, who was now gently cupping Corey's breasts in his hands.

"You have an amazing talent for making me forget how miserable I am," Corey smiled as they began to kiss.

Corey was now stroking Bob's large member under the covers and it wasn't long before she found herself spreading her legs so that her lover could enter her. Bob was smiling and looking at her so sweetly as he slowly rocked his pole back and forth between her legs. She wondered how she could possibly feel this good when her whole life was falling apart but everything just seemed better when she was in Bob's embrace. No point in being overly dramatic. Her life wasn't going to fall apart. This was a technical setback, nothing more. And oh....there was just something about having a big, hard penis inside you that just made life so much better!

"Oh, Bob...oh, Bob..."

It wasn't very eloquent but at least Bob knew he was being appreciated.

"Oh...oh...oh...fuck me harder baby!"

Bob happily obliged. If the lady wanted harder fucking that's what the lady would get. Bob had been raised to have good manners, although his mother probably never really imagined that they would be applied in exactly this kind of situation.

Corey was getting pretty worked up by now. It had started as kind of a lazy, sleepy, dreamy fuck as she woke from her nap but it was turning into a more frenzied explosion of passion as her volatile emotional state was converging with the extreme physical sensations of sexual ecstasy. She was actually leaving little scratch marks on Bob's back, but they were nothing that he couldn't handle.

She wished that they could somehow stay like this forever, permanently connected at the pelvis, nerve endings crackling and popping like a downed power line in a storm. Of course that would pretty unfair to Bob she realized. She could ride this sexual buzz for ages but the poor man had to cum sometime.

When he finally did it almost brought Corey to tears for reasons that were far beyond her comprehension. This man was just way nicer to her than he had to be. Probably nicer to her than she deserved, she thought.

"Fill me with your cum, baby. Give me all of it," she half-whispered as she kissed his neck.

Now Bob had been with all kinds of girls in his time, despite his relative youth. They seemed to be drawn to him. He had known shy girls who only wanted to do it with the lights out and exhibitionist girls who wanted to fuck in public places. He knew girls who talked dirty and other who would have gotten out of bed and gone home at the first profane oath. There were noisy girls and quiet girls. Slutty girls and conservative girls. He had figured that he had seen just about everything there was to see until Corey entered the picture.

He still couldn't quite get a handle on her. Sometimes it seemed like she was angling towards an exclusive relationship and then suddenly she was in a three-way in a motel in Santa Barbara. She was clearly the most intelligent person he had ever known yet she wasn't pretentious or stuck up about it in the least. For some reason she seemed to find Bob very comforting when she was in a crises, not that he could do anything to help solve her problem, yet what little support and affection he could provide always seemed to do wonders for her spirits.

It was hard to believe that this was the same man that he shared an apartment with most of the time. Not that there weren't any similarities at all, aside from a basic facial resemblance, but the differences between the male and female Corey were pretty distinct. Male Corey always seemed like he had his guard up, as if some unseen audience was watching him and judging his every move. Female Corey was far more likely to let her emotions out. Sometimes it seemed as if there was a lot of little girl in her, which was really odd considering the fact that she had never been a little girl. She was special, that was for sure. Probably a "keeper" if that had been a possibility. The fact that they both knew it wasn't had always shaded their relationship to some extent.

Although Bob obviously wanted what was best for Corey and knew that she had to return to being a man as soon as she could there was a selfish little side of him that sort of wished that she wouldn't find the answer too quickly. Things were just so nice this way and if he rearranged some of his crap he could probably fit a bigger bed in here.


CHAPTER 17:

Several days passed and there was no change. Corey tried both injecting himself and drinking the formula but nothing happened. Missing school for a few days was no big deal but eventually it would become problematic.

Corey's mind was greatly conflicted. On the one hand there was the fear, aggravation and desperation of seeing her dream die and her life thrown into chaos while on the other hand she was enjoying many aspects of this prolonged opportunity to be female. There were times where it actually felt more natural to be this way than to be the way she was born, which made no sense to Corey at all, but as long as she was stuck in this body it was a good thing that she was becoming so comfortable in it.

And of course there was Bob. Wonderful Bob. He was far more helpful and supportive than he had any reason to be. Corey knew it wasn't just the convenience of having a live-in fuck buddy. That was a pretty sweet deal that most men would probably enjoy but Bob really went out of his way to help Corey through this extremely rough time. He almost had a "mothering" interest and always made sure that she got enough food and sleep when she was inclined to just run herself into the ground. And those backrubs! Nothing relieved the stress and tension like his magic fingers.

If he had dates lined up with other women he must be putting them off because Bob made himself available to Corey as much as he possibly could. And whenever he did go out he'd always come back with some take-out food, or a nice bottle of wine or something pleasant to temporarily distract her. He even brought her flowers, which she found just delightful for some reason. They came at a perfect time when she was really stressing out and the simple little gesture brought a smile to her face and a warm feeling in her heart. They were so pretty and Bob was so thoughtful to have made the gesture.

Sometimes she'd come out of her room and they'd just snuggle up on the couch and watch TV. It made absolutely no difference to Corey what was on, she just wanted to feel Bob's warmth. They could have shut the television off and just sat in total silence for all she cared. Whenever she started to feel lost and helpless Bob's strength and optimism pulled her back from the edge.

And there was sex. Lots and lots of sex. Sometimes it was quick and dirty and sometimes it was long and passionate. It seemed almost impossible for Corey to look at Bob and not get aroused, even after all of this time of living together and copulating in every way imaginable. There just wasn't anything better than feeling Bob make love to her.

Two weeks had passed and Dr. Nightingale had sent a couple of emails asking how Corey was feeling and trying to ascertain when "he" might be back in class. Corey finally realized that she couldn't hide this thing forever and that if there was anyone she knew who might be able to help figure out a solution it would be her professor. She sent him a rather cryptic and mysterious email asking him to meet her in the lab at school after hours. It obviously intrigued the man enough to agree so Corey gathered up her notes and went to keep their rendezvous on the appointed evening and time.


CHAPTER 18:

"Oh, my God...you actually did it, didn't you?" said Nightingale as Corey walked into the lab.

"How did you know it was me?" said Corey with genuine surprise.

"Well it looks like you...substantially. And nobody else knew about this meeting so the odds of a total stranger walking in here at precisely the right moment with a stack of documents under her arm were extremely slim," the doctor explained.

"Yes, I did it. Unfortunately I don't seem to be able to undo it anymore."

"So you've been experimenting with this for some time?"

"Yes, pretty much every weekend for months now. It always worked like a charm, except for one time where I turned female without initiating the process. That was the day I bolted out of class claiming that I was feeling ill. When I got home I was able to return to my male form by taking a dose of the formula I've invented and I had assumed that it was a onetime aberration. Unfortunately after my last transformation a couple of weeks ago absolutely nothing seems to be able to bring me back. I've gone back over every step in the process a million times and tried making a few variations here and there but nothing works. I figured you were at least entitled to an explanation why I was suddenly blowing out my classes, and I guess I hoped that maybe you would be able to come up with something that I hadn't thought of."

"This is quite a dilemma for me," Nightingale began slowly. "You know that the university can't be involved in this, for reasons that should be fairly obvious to you right about now, but I have to confess that I'm personally fascinated, astounded really, and I'd like to help you any way that I can. I never doubted that you would be able to accomplish something like this someday, if you had access to world class facilities and a good support team. Where have you been working on this?"

"In my home chemistry lab in a corner of my bedroom," Corey shrugged a little sheepishly.

"Incredible. I would not believe that such a thing was possible, even though you are the brightest student I've ever had," said the doctor, shaking his head.

"Well I don't feel too bright at the moment considering that I've somehow managed to turn myself into a woman with no idea how to turn back."

"Still, the accomplishment is remarkable. Is the transformation complete? I mean, are you entirely female right now?"

"Oh, yeah...in every possible way."

"All right, let's sit down and go through this whole thing from the beginning. I don't know if I'll be able to see anything you've missed but sometimes a fresh pair of eyes on a subject can catch a small detail or two."

So they talked for several hours and Corey showed the doctor all of her notes. She had even brought along some of the video footage, which she had transferred to her laptop computer for portable viewing. It was kind of embarrassing to sit there while her teacher watched the video but there was no point in trying to hide anything now. He might be her only hope.

"This is a work of absolute genius Corey, and I don't bandy that word around lightly. I've known a number of truly brilliant people in my time but I don't think any of them could have done what you did, especially with such limited resources. Obviously I wish to God that you hadn't done it but I can understand the impulse that drove you. Sometimes a problem or a concept gets into your head and you can't shake it. What we have to figure out now is how we're going to move forward."

"Am I going to be expelled?" asked Corey flatly.

"No, I'm not a total idiot. You did this on your own time at your own expense on not on university property. You were advised not to pursue this particular enterprise but we have no right to control your activities off campus. You're not an ordinary student Corey, you're one of those people you kind of have to make exceptions for once-in-a-while. Hopefully when you're rich and famous you'll look back on your time here kindly and make a suitable donation," the doctor chuckled.

"If I can't fix it I don't see how I'm ever going to be rich and the only way I'll be famous is as the freak who accidentally gave himself a sex change," Corey replied.

"I'd like to make copies of everything you've got," said Nightingale. "I know that's asking you to put a lot of trust in me considering how sensitive this material is but I really need more time to study it in detail."

"No problem. Already done," said Corey as she dumped another large stack of documents on the table. "I figured you might want to take a little time with this."

"Now as to your less intriguing studies I'll keep you in the loop online as much as possible. Obviously your practical experience qualifies you to pass anyway but it never hurts to get a balanced education. As for your other classes I'll speak to your instructors and explain that you're ill and try to get them to set up some sort of online program for you to follow. I think we can hobble along without you physically here in class for a while before it starts to become problematic. Just try not to worry too much. There's bound to be a solution. I'm just glad you finally came to me with this. I was really getting worried about you."

"I don't know how to thank you Doctor Nightingale. I had assumed the worst."

"Not totally surprising under the circumstances."

Corey started to leave when the doctor called after her.

"One thing I'm curious about. How do you like being a woman?" he asked.

"I love it. It's been a truly amazing experience. Of course I loved it a lot more when I knew that I could just turn back whenever I wanted but I'm definitely not unhappy at all like this."

"I'm glad to hear it," said the doctor.

So she wasn't going to be expelled and she wasn't going to have to reveal her secret publicly. At least not yet. And she had the famous Dr. Nightingale working on her problem. All things considered the only way the meeting could have gone better is if the doctor had immediately identified the cause of the problem or she had just spontaneously changed back. Since neither of those things were terribly likely to happen this was a pretty great result.

Her main problem still wasn't solved but it still felt like a great weight had been lifted from her shoulders. For the time being she could remain female and still keep up with her studies while she and Dr. Nightingale looked for a long range solution. It made it much easier for her to relax and enjoy her extended stay in this body.

Of course there was always the chance that this stay would be extended indefinitely but she tried not to think about that too much. It was certainly pleasant enough being a girl but someday things would have to go back to normal...wouldn't they? What if they didn't? What if this was the new normal? She shook her head to drive the thought away and went home feeling remarkably chipper and upbeat for the first time in weeks.

Bob was delighted to see the change in her demeanor and couldn't help but feel a little pleased that she would be remaining this way for a while longer. Someday female Corey would just cease to exist entirely and that was a very sad thought.

Neither one of them wanted to be sad at that moment or to dwell on things that might or might not be so they ordered a pizza and then made love into the wee hours of the morning. There was nothing Corey could really do about the project until the doctor had time to look things over and offer an opinion. Better to just relax and have some fun, which was never difficult in Bob's capable hands.


CHAPTER 19:

"Now this is far from conclusive and I don't have all the hard information to back up my hypothesis," said Nightingale after reviewing the data for some time, "but I suspect that what's happened here is that your body has been subjected to such radical shifting over a relatively short amount of time that it's fighting back in a way. The spontaneous triggering of the change was probably a warning sign. Rather than building up an immunity from the drug, which would have prevented you from any further transformations, I think nature rebelled against the process and tried to force your body to remain one way or the other. It happened to choose this form for some reason."

"I certainly suspected that such heavy use might have some potential side effects but I naturally assumed that it would be the immunity factor. I never in a million years would have suspected that the problem would be not getting back to the natural state," said Corey.

"Possibly by this time your body considers this the natural state. Or it's a purely random chance. Perhaps there was sort of a coin flip and the female side won. Of course we can't completely rule out the possibility that nature views this as the dominant side of yourself based on your specific and individual DNA and nature is simply trying correct a mistake that was made at birth. Only you would know whether there was any validity to that theory or not."

That seemed absurd to Corey. As a man he had never had any desire to put on a dress or wear panties under his suit. He had never displayed any stereotypically "manly" attributes but so what? Neither had he shown any disposition towards overtly female attributes. In fact, the transformations had rather clearly demonstrated that female Corey was a radically different individual than male Corey. If he was really a female mistakenly born in the wrong body wouldn't the two personalities be closer aligned? In a process as complicated as gender assignment nature was certainly capable of mistaking a mistake or two out of the billions of people who were born but that couldn't be the case here, could it?

There certainly were a lot of intangible things at work whenever she inhabited her female form that made it seem like more than a lark but a lawyer would probably call that circumstantial evidence and not hard facts.

Corey certainly felt more attractive as a woman but that was hardly surprising given the array of cosmetic and clothing options available and the fact that her frame and features seemed to suit a female body better than a male one. Feeling good about your appearance is certainly a good thing but it's still kind of superficial.

Sexual preference didn't necessarily have to line up with gender identification so the fact that Corey now found men attractive whether in a female body or a male one was neither here nor there. She didn't really care whether her taste for cock branded her a homosexual. As Erica had demonstrated there was also a taste for pussy, at least under the right circumstances, so a bi-sexual classification would probably be closer to the truth if someone really wanted to pin it down.

The fact that she was so much in love with Bob complicated and confused things quite a bit. For one thing Bob gave every impression of being completely heterosexual and there had never been a hint of anything romantic between them until Corey had turned into a woman. She had no idea whether Bob had similar feelings for her but perhaps he might if he knew that she was going to stay this way forever. Of course he might not. He might just want to continue the fuck buddy arrangement. Or he might fall in love with her and their relationship might not last, as is often the case in love affairs. What then? It would be insane to make a lifetime decision about her gender based on the current feelings she had for one particular man. Would she just bounce back, like any other woman, and try it again or would she become moody and sullen and be filled with regrets?

Then there was the question of how people around her would react to a full-time female Corey. She was going to continue her studies from home for a while but eventually she would have to appear in public as her new self to people who only knew her the old way. It would be impossible not to be the object of gossip and jokes and possibly outward hostility, even if the change was not a voluntary thing. It might impact her future job potential since some people seemed to have some difficulty accepting women in a field like science. She could always put her hair in a bun and start wearing glasses or something but that seemed kind of ridiculous. Her brain was the same no matter what body she was in at the moment. She knew that but she wondered whether other people would understand.

Her parents would probably handle it pretty well she assumed. It would be a shock to find out that your son was now your daughter but Corey had always been an unusual child. Far more serious and introspective than other children and obviously much brighter. Always an oddball for not being just like everyone else. Why should this be different? Had Corey become disfigured in a chemistry lab accident they would surely have been supportive. Well, this was a chemistry lab accident of sorts, only instead of becoming disfigured she had become pretty.

Perhaps the biggest intangible of all was the fact that Corey really liked being female. Even if she had never sensed any leanings in that direction before once she had experienced the change it was impossible to deny how incredibly comfortable it felt on so many levels. It was sort of like she had hit the reset button on her life and had the chance to remake herself while still retaining all of her knowledge and experiences. Female Corey seemed to have the knack for enjoying life more in a variety of ways. She was perhaps a little more emotional or prone to mood swings but on the whole she was vastly more cheerful and happy and content this way than she had ever been as a man.

Yes, she decided that if she was stuck in this body for the rest of her life it wouldn't be the end of the world and that she would try to make the best of it. She had never really given a damn about what people thought of her as a man so why should she care now? She was still the head of her class whether she peed standing up or sitting down. Fuck them if people wanted to make jokes. She was the one with the billion dollar brain. Now she just had a sexier package to put it in.


CHAPTER 20:

"What if I didn't want to change back? What if I just said screw it, this is who I am now?" Corey asked one day during a meeting with Dr. Nightingale.

"You're saying that you want to stop looking for the solution?" said the doctor in a rather surprised tone of voice.

"No, not at all. I need to know everything there is to know about this formula and exactly how it works and what the potential side effects are but that's research that would be better conducted openly in a professional environment. Since the primary market for this product would appear to be transgendered people seeking a superior alternative to conventional sexual reassignment procedures the fact that the process may be potentially irreversible if done too many times shouldn't be any sort of impediment. It might discourage the recreational use of the thing but I didn't invent it to be a party drug. The goal was to biologically change a person's sex and it seems to do that quite well. I think I could put this away for now, concentrate on getting my degree, and then walk into any pharmaceutical corporation in the world and get the funding and support I need to bring it to market. I mean, my God, I'm like a walking billboard for the success of the product."

"Well I know that people do change their gender identity and I assume that it's a little easier these days than it used to be but I'm no legal expert by any means. I do have a friend who's a lawyer and we sometimes exchange hypothetical questions in a purely academic way. Perhaps I could run it by him casually and get some feedback without needing to reveal your identity at this point," Nightingale suggested.

The lawyer friend was amused by the question but tried to answer it as seriously as possible. It was obviously just hypothetical because no such drug existed that could completely change somebody's sex, not just refashion it to resemble the desired gender. Apparently the laws varied by state but a "sex change" was usually not required to change a gender designation. That was pretty much just a matter of filling in the right checkbox to appease the bean counters of the world who liked to try and keep track of such things. If someone were to spontaneously turn from male to female as the result of a scientific experiment gone wrong there would be no legal precedent to stand on. You couldn't require a person to seek medical approval before undergoing a treatment that was now totally unnecessary. It didn't matter whether anyone thought it was a good idea or not since the damage was already done.

As far as criminality was concerned someone would basically need to bring charges. If the testing was done on a volunteer they would certainly be entitled to a large financial reward. Even if they had signed a waiver it wouldn't be valid since the testing was unsanctioned and presumably conducted by someone not legally qualified. But if the only "victim" was the inventor of the drug there would be no civil liability and only a question of operating a chemical laboratory in a private residence or storing hazardous material in an unsafe environment or something of that nature. If a landlord filed a complaint the police would have to investigate and in all likelihood they would find something to charge the perpetrator with. If nobody complained and the "mad scientist" ceased these unregulated experiments there was no reason to assume that any further punishment would be forthcoming beyond the embarrassment of no longer having a penis.

So Corey began the tedious process of having all of the checkboxes in her life switched from "M" to "F" as she prepared to re-enter the world as a full-time female. She broke the news to her parents on the phone, who seemed to handle it well, but the full impact wouldn't be felt until they got together for their next visit. At least they would have some time to prepare for the shock.

She saw no need to explain her remarkable transformation to any more people than absolutely necessary. The Department of Motor Vehicles didn't need to know how she got this way, they just needed to print a new license with a new photograph on it. Her fellow students didn't need to know. She had been out of class for quite a while now so presumably this was the reason why. If they were experts on sexual reassignment procedures, which she was guessing they weren't, they would probably be a little astonished by the rapid results and the remarkable transformation but that was their problem. Let them be astonished. If she said she had a "sex change" no one could possibly doubt it. They would just have to assume that she had a really successful one.

Ironically the last person she told about her decision was Bob. She was probably a little afraid that he wouldn't respond as well as she hoped but more than anything she wanted to make absolutely certain that this thing was actually going to happen and that there was no turning back. Once that had happened it was time to break the news.

As Bob was sitting on the couch watching TV Corey slipped into a very sexy bit of lingerie that she had bought for the occasion and casually strolled out into the room and flopped down beside him on the couch as she had done many times by now.

"I decided that I want to stay this way forever, even if I do eventually figure out how to go back. I like myself better this way," she said as nonchalantly as if she had asked him to pass the potato chips.

"Cool. I like you better this way too," said Bob without even looking at her.

Then he scooped her up in his powerful arms and carried her to the bedroom. Once he was out of his clothes he laid on his back and plunked Corey down on top of his massive hard on so that she could ride at whatever speed she felt like riding and take as much cock as she felt like taking. She started kind of slow but it wasn't long before she was bouncing around like she was on a mechanical bull.

Bob had reacted in such a typically Bob-like way that it almost made her laugh. Unflappable, cool, laid back...his words might have seemed almost indifferent but she noticed that he couldn't wait to get her in bed. He was obviously very happy that she had made this choice which made her feel even better about the decision. What their future together might be was still anybody's guess, but at least now they could actually have a future together.

There wasn't really anything different about this time from any of the previous times she and Bob had fucked but it felt entirely different in many ways. There was a tremendous feeling of relief but a little bit of fear, too. It was like going out on the high wire without a net for the first time. She could finally profess her love but there was no guarantee that it would be reciprocated. That was the chance she was just going to have to take. She was going to be taking a lot of chances from now on and going into a lot of unknown situations. Hopefully things would work out for the best but that's all any of us can ever really hope for. Along the way there are bound to be broken hearts and disappointments along with the triumphs and the joys.

One way or the other she was pretty certain that Bob was going to play an important role in her life, as he already had been for quite some time now. Whether it was opposites attracting or the comfort of familiarity there was no denying that the chemistry between them was incredibly strong. It may not have been the same kind of chemistry that Corey was an expert in but it was the kind where your heart told you that you were in the right place at the right time with the right person. And you didn't have to be a genius to recognize it, you just had to have an open heart.


AUTHOR'S NOTES:

I don't know exactly where this one falls as far as a "category" is concerned. It's grounded in pseudo-science but there's almost a magical feel to the way it turns out. It's sort of forced-feminization, in the sense that Corey isn't setting out to become female and assumes at first that the best solution is to change back, but it's also kind of an awakening story. Male Corey may have claimed no interest in changing gender at the start but one is left to wonder whether his fanatical interest in developing this drug is purely for scientific and profit motivations. Perhaps that was just an excuse all along.

Bob was a really fun character to write. The muscle-man-chick-magnet who was also a jazz musician and a pretty sweet guy. I definitely have a lot of "hunky" males in my books, because I freely admit that I get turned on by that sort of thing, but it's easy to sort of dismiss them as eye candy or something. I wanted to give all the hunky cool guys out there their due!

Hopefully someday there will be something like this formula or some sort of less-invasive surgical procedure that could help bring people's bodies into line with their gender identity. The more common something like that becomes the easier it will be for people to take that bold step of transitioning without as much pain and expense and social scorn. It's just science fiction at the moment but I think the corner may be turned sooner than people expect!
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