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CHAPTER 1:

"To begin with I want to thank you all for being here. I knew you all volunteered for your own personal reasons and motivations but the work we'll be doing here over the next two weeks will hopefully be of great scientific value that will benefit many people in the future. You're all aware of the fact that this procedure is still experimental in nature and you've all agreed to take whatever risk may be involved but hopefully during this orientation we can put your mind at ease on a number of issues as well as provide you with a final opportunity to change your mind if anyone gets cold feet."

There was a tiny bit of nervous laughter from the men in the room as Dr. Porter paused before continuing her orientation speech. She was an attractive woman, probably in her mid-forties, although in her lab coat and glasses didn't show off her features to their best advantage. She seemed like one of those women in the movies who takes off her glasses and shakes her hair out and transforms magically from mousey to magnificent in a flash.

"Once the procedure is completed and you're medically cleared you will be taken from the clinic to your hotel room here at the resort. You'll be registered under the name you've chosen, just like any other guest, and will be free to mingle or take advantage of any of the facilities here just like a normal tourist. You will be required to report to the clinic periodically so that we can check how well the procedure is going and make sure all your vital signs are good but the physical aspects are only one part of the process that we're interested in. Your health and well-being comes first but I do want to remind you that a big part of this study is seeing how you react to the change and what impact it's having on your metal outlook as well."

Bill looked around the room and wondered what had motivated the other men here to volunteer? He also wondered whether anyone would back out at the last moment. It's one thing to consider participating in a scientific research project it's quite another to actually go through with it, especially one of this kind.

"The procedure will take several hours, but you'll be asleep throughout the whole thing so you won't feel anything at all," Dr. Porter continued. "You will literally fall asleep as a man and wake up as a woman. Won't that be exciting?"


CHAPTER 2:

Bill Hartford was thrilled to be part of this experimental research group. From his earliest memories he found himself irresistibly drawn to females, but not in the traditional, heterosexual way. He related better to girls. He liked the toys they played with and their conversation. He liked their clothing and even at a very early age took every opportunity to try them on. He let his female friends dress him up anytime they wanted and even put makeup on him, even though they were too young to wear makeup themselves. This was not something that could go on for very long, of course, because as they got older it would have created quite a scandal if they got caught.

Fortunately, or perhaps unfortunately depending on how you looked at it, Bill gave no outward appearance of being effeminate at all. He had grown into a very handsome, athletic young man who excelled at a number of sports and seemed like "one of the guys" to most people. He felt a great deal of pressure to live up to that image and tried to seem as "normal" as possible but his true desires never left him.

He was a "successful" male on the surface but he knew it wasn't really him...at least not completely him. There was another side that he was both drawn to and repelled by. The fascination with all things female still resided inside him but he knew enough to know that it was "wrong" and "shameful" and that he could never let anyone else in the world know about his secret longings.

As much as he hated to admit it he knew he had bi-sexual leanings at least. He dated girls and enjoyed having sex with them but he also lusted after men and many times found himself wishing to be the girl instead of being inside her. His fantasies were usually fueled by images of strong men with big cocks while he pretended to be the female recipient of their bounty. These fantasies were often aided and abetted by various articles of female clothing and a stuffed bra.

When he was a little boy he looked adorable in his girly clothes and probably could have passed for female without any trouble but as he grew older and bigger his features no longer lent themselves to an easy transformation that would be convincing on the street. None-the-less he did work on perfecting his makeup techniques and tried to expand on his wardrobe options whenever possible.

It wasn't as easy to make friends with girls when he was a teenager because the implication was that the only reason a guy would want to hang out with a girl was to get in her pants and he didn't really want to date as much as he just wanted to hang out. He missed those "slumber party" kind of moments where girls got silly and serious and shared their most intimate secrets. That world seemed like heaven to him now although he knew those doors were closed to him forever.

Even though he liked to look at pictures and videos of naked men and even dressed up like a woman to masturbate he still thought of himself as "straight" because he had never touched another man and had no intention of doing so. He saw how much disdain for gay people his friends had and he had no desire to become of those "fags" they were always looking down on and making disparaging comments about. He had decided that just because he wanted something didn't mean that he was ever going to get it. Lots of people wanted to be rich and famous or go into outer space or something but realistically those things were never going to happen to most people. Normal life meant being practical and pragmatic and playing the hand you were dealt. Padding a bra was the closest he was ever going to get to having tits.

Of course one could have a sex change operation but that was very expensive, time consuming and not all that easy to obtain. You had to participate in a lot of psychological counseling and get approval from various doctors to go ahead with the process and someway of supporting yourself for the months and even years of surgery and procedures involved. It was difficult to imagine himself in that "limbo" of being part male and part female and feared how he would be accepted by friends, family and society in general. Being transgendered in America was slightly more commonplace than it used to be but it was still a risky proposition. There was a lot of hate directed towards people who dared to "play God" and rearrange the pieces of their bodies to suit their inner being.

When he read about the experimental research group that could temporarily transform him into a woman with a simple series of injections it seemed like a dream come true. It wasn't without its risks but he was willing to take them for what he would receive in return. Most importantly it wasn't going to cost him anything. He was essentially getting a free vacation at a luxury resort on a tropical island. For the time he was there he would be a woman and it would give him an opportunity to see how he liked the experience. These drugs were still probably a few years away from going on the market but his help in their research would only speed the process along. He would only be female for a couple of weeks but who knows what the future might hold?

In some ways he hoped this would get the whole idea out of his system. He knew that life wasn't all peaches and cream for women, it was quite the opposite in many ways. Women had a hard time being respected in certain job fields and there was often a terrible discrepancy in pay for female workers doing exactly the same job as their male counterparts. Women were often the victims of rape and other forms of violence that were frequently unreported or went unprosecuted. The sexual aspects of switching bodies was exciting but he knew there was a lot more to it than that.

This was the perfect way to dip his toe in the water without anyone he knew finding out. He was just going on a little vacation and would return exactly the same as he had left, at least externally. He had no idea what kind of lasting impact his sexual transformation might have on him but at least it would private and not something he would have to explain to anyone. At least not right away.

Once the change had taken place Bill really had no idea what he was going to do but on this island resort there were all sorts of possibilities. He had never been terribly shy before but this was a whole new ballgame. What if he didn't like the way he looked as a woman? He hated the thought of just staying in his room all day feeling miserable. Somehow he would have to force himself to go outside and try to interact with as many people as possible. That was an important part of the study as well as something he really needed to do for himself as well. He wondered what kind of world waited for him as a woman and whether it would be as dramatically different as all that or feel fairly natural and familiar with a few cosmetic adjustments.

One thing that wouldn't be too hard to adjust to was the name he had chosen. He was simply going to go by Billie instead of Bill. When he was little everyone called him Billy, though they would have spelled it differently, but he liked the connection to his childhood female dress up days and the name was cute and feminine enough when spelled with an "IE" at the end. It was at least one thing he could hang onto that wouldn't take much getting used to over the next couple of weeks.

Would he have sex? That was a tricky question. It was a chance to explore his interest in having sex with men without being openly gay but it also might be playing with fire. Sex with girls was pleasant enough and the relief of ejaculating always made him feel better once he was aroused but he found that he really enjoyed being with men considerably more than with women? Would those memories haunt him so much back home that he would be tempted to do something about it? That wasn't a terribly pleasant thought. Cock might turn out to be the forbidden fruit that he would have a hard time refusing himself once he got a taste of it.

Of course there was no guarantee that getting laid would be that easy. He had walked around the resort that morning before the orientation meeting and beheld an astonishing array of hard bodies and beautiful babes on parade. He would presumably look a lot like himself, only with different equipment, and he wasn't sure how sexually desirable that image might be. He knew how to wear makeup and had perfected his "sexy" walk over the years, even in high heels so that was something in his favor but would any man really want to fuck him or would he just look like some sort of "freak" or something?

He would know soon enough. His name had been randomly selected for one of the first procedures so as soon as the orientation concluded he would move straight to the operating room. On one hand he was anxious to get going but on the other he sort of wanted to see what some of the other guys looked like after the transformation was completed.

Looking around the room it was a little hard to guess what the results might be. There were men of all different shapes, sizes and ages. This wasn't magic, this was science, and there was only so much that could be accomplished by the injections alone. They had all been warned not to expect miraculous results. In the future the injections would take care of most of the hard work of the job but cosmetic surgery would still play a role for those who wished to enhance their appearances even more. Bill wasn't expecting to look like a supermodel he just wanted to be a girl...any kind of a girl would do at this point. A few hours from now he would finally get his wish. 


CHAPTER 3:

As Billie opened her eyes it took a moment to realize where she was and why she was there. For a moment she wondered why they hadn't started the procedure yet but soon noticed the breasts protruding from under her hospital gown and realized that the whole thing was done.

"Now just relax sweetie and rest for a bit," said a perky young nurse. "Everything went perfectly well but we need to monitor your vital signs a bit longer before we let you go. It's just a routine precaution to make sure that your body is going to handle the changes with no trouble."

That was fine with Billie. The pain killers they had given her were still making her a little drowsy anyway. She felt very warm and comfortable just lying there in that hospital bed a little longer.

"So I'm a girl now?"

The words came from within her head but the voice was unrecognizable to her. She knew her voice would probably be altered a little but it still came as a shock to hear herself speak for the first time.

"Oh, yes you're very much a girl, let me assure you," the nurse replied with a smile. "Welcome to the club."

When the doctor examined her later he wasn't quite as perky but he was just as reassuring. Everything had gone according to plan and Bill was now Billie. If this was the future of sexual reassignment surgery it was going to be a blessing for a great many people.

The genetic difference between men and women was not nearly as great as many people assumed. In 2009 researchers were able to turn a female mouse into a male one simply by "switching off" the FoxL2 gene which allowed the Fox9 gene to take over and transform the mouse's gender. Altering DNA was the key to this radical new approach and it was still quite controversial in the United States, hence the research taking place on a Caribbean island.

Gene manipulation was controversial enough even when it was being applied to something like curing cancer or heart disease so when it came to the subject of sex changes it was more than just controversial, to many people it was blasphemous. Everyone can relate to the concept of being in pain and wanting relief from a headache, a cut or a broken bone but it was much harder for the average person to understand the pain of gender identification issues. To many people it was dismissed as just a "gay thing" even if sexual orientation had nothing to do with the desire to transition. Because it involved cosmetic surgery it was easy to dismiss it as the vanity of the wealthy who could afford to get boob jobs or face lifts that were entirely unnecessary. The truth was deeper and much more complex than that.

The issue of sexual fetish also clouded the issue somewhat as millions of men liked to slip into a slinky nightgown from time-to-time but had absolutely no interest in ever actually becoming a woman, or even particularly fantasizing about it. And it wasn't really a "gay thing" as there were millions of gay men who were perfectly comfortable in their manhood, they just preferred male sex partners.

The desire to literally become a member of the opposite sex is very poorly researched and documented, despite the relatively large number of people who are interested in the subject. It is still one of the great "taboo" subjects that can cause even normally rational people to lose their grip when thinking about it, let alone discussing it.

Without this radical treatment Billie would no doubt have remained Bill forever and no action would ever have been taken to bring about this change but now it was done and for a short time she would discover for herself what this change would mean to her and whether it was something that she needed to do permanently or just a crazy fantasy that needed to be pushed back into the closet along with her female wardrobe.

Once she was cleared to leave the hospital she found a simple sun dress and some sandals waiting for her in the changing room. There was also a pair of utilitarian panties and a bra. The rest of her female clothing would be waiting for her in her hotel room. Slipping on the panties Billie noticed how flat and appealing they looked in the front without the unsightly bulge that she was used to seeing. Fortunately she had plenty of experience with getting in and out of bras so there was no fumbling involved in putting on that garment.

The dress felt amazingly light and free, although it was a little odd wearing it in public for the first time. Even though she was completely covered she felt sort of exposed anyway, even though as a man she had revealed far more flesh when walking around in a bathing suit.

She had let her grow out quite a bit longer than was her normal fashion at home but no one seemed to notice or comment on it. It was still fairly short but long and full enough to have it styled in the hotel salon into something that would look appropriate female.

It wasn't until she got to her room that she really took the time to examine herself carefully in the mirror. After quickly stripping naked she stood and stared at herself in wonder and disbelief. She had tits! They weren't huge but they looked very natural and they were hers. She couldn't help but cup her breasts in her hands and bounce them around for a bit. So this is what the real thing felt like. They were heavier than she had expected, which was nice. She liked the feeling of being aware of them.

The pussy was a bit harder to examine as it required some maneuvering to see it in all its glory but there it was all pink and perfect. She was afraid to touch it at first but then began to run her fingers around the edges and finally poked inside a little bit just to see what would happen. Almost immediately she felt a strange sensation that was unlike anything she had ever known as a man. It took some pretty good stroking to get a cock to stand up but this was a much more fascinating and complex piece of equipment. She would come back to the pussy later when she could concentrate on giving it her full attention.

As she gazed at her reflection she could see her old self in some ways but in many ways it was like looking at the image of a total stranger. Even the most subtle of changes to her shape transformed her being completely. Even stark naked with no makeup and her hair kind of hanging limply from her head she thought she might look sort of pretty. Not drop dead gorgeous, perhaps, but fuckable at any rate.

"I'd do me," she found herself saying out loud without thinking.

Yes, but would anybody else feel that way? It wasn't really her main concern at the moment but it did give her hope and inspiration that she could walk about the resort freely without looking like some kind of monster. Larger boobs might be nice but these would do just fine for the time being. She could always wear a padded bra if she thought her outfit needed a little supplementing upstairs.

The interesting thing was how natural it all felt despite the strangeness of the sudden change. Technically it was all natural as there had been no cutting and padding involved, it was just a little genetic tweaking that put her in the body she would have had if nature had rolled the dice a little differently. That was a great feeling, actually. It sort of felt like she was finally home in the body she was always meant to have.

"Hi, I'm Billie!"

She was speaking to the mirror and still pleasantly surprised by the voice she heard. She practiced for a while and got her voice into an even higher and more "feminine" range. She sort of wanted to sound "cute" but the results were probably closer to "sultry" which wasn't a bad thing at all. Most importantly she didn't sound like a man.

She wasn't a man right now. She had to keep reminding herself of that fact. Nobody on this island, except the staff at the clinic, had any idea of what she had been a few hours ago. She desperately hoped that she wouldn't fuck up and make some kind of mistake that would give her secret away although she had no idea what might cause that.

Billie put her new voice to work calling the hotel salon and making an appointment. She wanted to have her hair done but she also wanted some work on her nails. As she went to apply makeup she realized that she didn't really need a lot, especially in this environment where people were jumping in and out of the water all the time. A little gloss on her lips. A little work on her eyes. In no time at all she looked pretty damn good she thought to herself.

She had a little time before her appointment so she decided to do what she had been requested to do and that was to begin documenting her feelings and experiences. It was kind of nice to have an outlet to explain what was going on in her mind since it wasn't something she could share with just anyone. 

After jotting down a few thoughts in her journal she realized that she was still stark naked and decided to just slip back into her sun dress outfit. It had a pretty floral pattern that highlighted the color of her eyes and looked quite appropriate for this island setting. There would be time to play around with the wardrobe later. Right now it was time to get her hair done.


CHAPTER 4:

The salon trip went off without a hitch. The small talk during the process was meaningless but priceless at the same time. She was finally behind the secret door and no one was the wiser. The easy gossip and casual chat of informal "girl talk" flowed freely from her tongue. She could finally be "one of the girls" and fit in with no weird looks or judgmental comments. The nurse was right, it was like joining a club, a secret club she had always longed to join.

Once her cosmetic makeover was complete she was suddenly left with a feeling of emptiness that she couldn't quite explain. She was very happy with the way her looks had turned out and the procedure had been relatively quick and painless but she wasn't sure what to do next. If she were still a man she would probably be pretty anxious to hit the beach and check out all the babes. Well, maybe that wasn't such a bad idea. It was still early enough to catch a few rays but did she really want to head for the beach so quickly? There would be lots of people there. Men in particular, but hot-looking women too. She didn't want to lose her newfound confidence right off the bat. Standing in her room, all alone, she could admire the results of her transformation but it was quite another thing to step out into a world of competition.

That was never something she particularly worried about as a man and it was kind of an eye opener. She really was thinking of other women as competition and worrying rather obsessively about how she would stack up against them. Those cute breasts that she had just been admiring might seem kind of small when faced with a beach full of beauties stuffed into skimpy bathing suits. She was definitely a bit more curvaceous than before but were her thighs too thick? How about her ass? Would anybody think it was sexy or would she come across as too "manly" or something?

Although she wasn't keenly aware of it at the moment this was also a part of joining the club. Even the most stunningly beautiful women weren't immune from the insecurities that went with the eternal pursuit of physical perfection. It was much easier for a man to feel comfortable in his skin without too much effort. There wasn't the same kind of pressure to always look one's best and only so many cosmetic options open to them anyway. Billie was worrying about how she would look compared to other women because she had only been one for a few hours but even if she remained this way for the rest of her life she would probably have a hard time shaking that feeling.

The swimsuit provided for her was a fairly modest one-piece, which was just fine with Billie at the moment. It was going to be nerve-wracking enough to step out on that sand with so little clothing to hide behind. She thought that perhaps being sort of a "Plain Jane" might not be such a bad thing at the moment. She wouldn't be likely to attract a lot of attention and could just ease herself into the experience without much scrutiny. All she really wanted to do was lie on the beach for a while and hide her roving eyes behind her sunglasses as she checked out the man meat on display. Daydreaming was sufficient at the moment. She could always satisfy herself back in the room later if she got worked up too much.

As she strolled from her room to the beach she actually noticed a few guys checking her out. It made her nervous at first because she wondered what she was doing wrong but then tried to push those fears to the back of her mind. She was going to relax and enjoy herself. Screw those guys if they thought she was funny-looking or something. Who the hell were they to judge her anyway?

She found a nice spot, somewhat isolated from the main crowd but close enough to check out the action, and settled down to try and enjoy the show. She knew she was supposed to be looking at men but for some reason her eye kept going straight for the girls, but not in a sexual way. She was interested in their body language and the way they walked. She critiqued their choice of swimwear. She envied some of their bodies and luxuriously long hair but mostly she just studied their behavior. She wasn't sure how much she was actually learning but she was feeling pretty relaxed and happy just being out in public this way.

After a while she was able to turn her attention more to the men on display and tried to imagine what it would be like to be with them. Would she know how to flirt with a guy if she actually had the chance? What would she say? How forward should she be? What if she wasn't terribly attracted to him? How to you let a guy down gently and would she actually turn anybody down at this point? She could certainly learn a lot from any guy she interacted with so maybe she shouldn't be too choosey.

Eventually she realized that she was really hungry and decided to head back to her room to change for dinner. While trying to decide what to wear Billie was surprised by a knock on her door. She hadn't ordered room service or anything so she was a little curious to know who would be knocking.

When she opened the door there was a young woman standing there, looking a little nervous. Billie had no idea who she might be.

"Hi...I...I hope I don't sound like some creepy stalker or something but...I sort of noticed you coming out of the clinic when I was there today and I sort of wondered...well...I hate to eat alone and I just thought if you hadn't had dinner yet maybe we could...you know...grab a bite?"

"You're from the clinic, too?" Billie said, slightly astonished.

"Yeah, is that surprising for some reason?"

"Well you're just so...attractive."

"What about you? You're completely adorable. I'm sorry, that probably sounds kind of weird," the girl replied.

Billie started laughing and invited the girl into the room. It was kind of a strange introduction but under the circumstances one had to be prepared for anything.

"I'm Billie, by the way."

"Wow, you've even got a cute name. I'm Carol."

"Pleased to meet you Carol. I'm actually quite relieved to have someone who is going through the same thing to talk to...and I hate to eat alone, too. Let me just finish getting ready and we'll head on out."

Carol seemed even more nervous and uncomfortable about her looks than Billie had been, which was odd as Billie found her quite pleasing to the eye. She had nothing to worry about as far as Billie was concerned.

It was really nice to have someone to talk to and Billie enjoyed the experience of walking down to the restaurant with her new gal pal. This was exactly the kind of thing she had often imagined herself doing, when she wasn't thinking about riding some stallion's massive pole.

"I don't want to sound narcissistic but do you really think I turned out looking all right?" Carol asked at one point during the meal.

"Absolutely. Trust me, you look fabulous," Billie replied as she gently let her hand rest on the other woman's.

"I'm still so nervous and self conscious about the whole thing," Carol confessed. "I had a lot of second thoughts about coming here but once I came I figured I might as well go through with it."

"Well, it is only temporary so how bad can it be, really? I mean a vacation is a vacation. Nobody knows our little secret so we should just try to blend in and have a good time," Billie suggested. "Say, how did you know what room I was in, by the way?"

"I...sort of spied on you I guess. When I saw you on the beach I recognized you from the clinic and kind of followed you up to your room. I guess you didn't even notice me."

"I guess I didn't."

"I hope you're not mad."

"Not the least. I'm glad you found me. It would probably be a good idea for the clinic to let people know who was staying where in case anyone wanted to compare notes or whatever," said Billie.

"I hope it's not against the rules," Carol said nervously.

"I won't tell if you won't tell. We girls have got to stick together."

After a dinner and a few drinks at the bar Carol and Billie were becoming pretty good friends. They had a lot in common, aside from the fact that they had both only been women for a day, and it was a great relief to share those feelings and desires with someone else who understood them so completely.

They were having such a good time that they didn't really want to call it a night even after leaving the bar so Carol was invited to hang out in Billie's room for a while. They grabbed a bag of chips from the gift shop and flopped on the bed to see what was on TV. It was awesome. How many years they had both waited to open up and reveal their story to someone...anyone.

"So have you...done it yet?" Carol asked out of the blue.

"You were watching me. When would I have had time to do it?" Billie joked.

"I don't mean with a guy. I mean, have you...masturbated yet?"

"Ah...no, not really. I mean I kind of checked out the equipment at the beginning but I haven't actually...you know...put it to use."

Now it was Billie who sounded nervous and tentative. It was a perfectly natural question but she just hadn't expected it for some reason.

"Maybe I'm just a little tipsy or something but I really feel close to you already. I feel like I can trust you," said Carol, taking Billie by the hand. "Would you like to...gosh I don't know how to put it...do each other?"

Billie leaned over and kissed Carol on the lips and soon their tongues were entwined. Maybe they both were a little tipsy but at the moment no one really cared.


CHAPTER 5:

The clinic had provided each of the girls with two sex toys; a dildo that was designed to be as realistic a cock substitute as possible and a vibrator with various speeds and rotating parts. Billie had retrieved both from her dresser drawer and the two girls sat on the bed giggling as they examined them.

"So what do we do now?" Carol asked.

"I don't know. I guess we take turns trying to get the other one off or something," Billie suggested. "It's all new to me too. Which one do you want to try?"

"The one that looks like a penis, I think," said Carol, barely able to control her laughter.

"Then get that dress off bitch and let me see your pussy," Billie commanded as she applied a generous amount of lube to the dildo.

Carol wriggled out of her dress and pulled off her panties. They were both still having trouble taking this whole thing seriously so Billie instructed Carol to get on her back and spread her legs while she leaned down and prepared to insert the sex toy into her new friend's vagina.

"Wait, wait, wait, wait, wait," Carol suddenly said with some urgency. "Do you think it's going to hurt?"

"I hope not. I'll go really slow and you tell me if it's painful and I'll pull it right out. Ready?"

With a nod Carol lay back down and prepared to receive the phallus which Billie slowly began to slid into the appropriate slot. Carol let out a gasp and Billie stopped immediately but Carol quickly instructed her to continue. Inch by inch the dildo disappeared inside Carol who had completely stopped giggling for some reason.

"How does it feel?" Billie asked.

"It feels...fucking awesome! Wait until you try this."

With that motivation Billie began to slowly move the dildo in and out of Carol's pussy. The more she did it the more Carol responded by jerking her pelvis and moving her legs. Soon Carol was asking for her to do it even more quickly and eventually started crying for Billie to give it to her hard. It was quite a turn on to see how excited Carol was becoming and Billie noticed a definite wet feeling in her own panties. It may have started out as kind of a joke but it was definitely more intense at this point.

When Carol climaxed Billie slowed the thrusting way down and pulled the dildo out of her friend's snatch, which was now quite obviously wet and glistening. For reasons that Billie could only guess at she suddenly buried her head between Carol's legs and began to lap at the other girl's cream. Carol grabbed Billie's hair and moaned the most delightful little moan imaginable. Billie had certainly licked pussy before but never quite this enthusiastically. She was enjoying the experience any day as much as Carol was and that came as a total shock.

Soon it was Billie's turn and she peeled off her clothing as quickly as possible and took her place on her back on the bed as Carol lubed up the vibrator. Carol had never bothered to take her bra off during her fuck session but it went flying now as she pried Billie's legs open and pushed them back so that her pussy was really exposed. Carol wasn't quite as gentle with the initial insertion of the device and Billie felt a bit of pain but not enough to stop the action. Carol gave Billie a little of the pumping action before flipping the switch and letting the vibrator handle the action.

"Oh Jesus!"

"Too much?" Carol asked.

"Oh, God no."

A little rubber disk with bumps on it was now rotating inside Billie's vagina and it was mind blowing to say the least. Now that was something no man was ever going to be able to duplicate, she thought. 

"Move it around a bit...yeah, right there," Billie instructed.

"It looks like you're really having fun," Carol said with a smile.

Billie was too busy moaning to reply. At some point the vibrating tip of the device came into contact with Billie's clitoris and the world changed forever. Her startled cry caused Carol to immediately pull the vibrator out but Billie grabbed her hand and forced it back towards her clit.

"Not too hard but...yes...yes...right there!"

Billie creamed like a fountain and pulled Carol down on top of her. They began to frantically kiss as Carol started to finger fuck Billie. When they finally both calmed down a bit they just lay on their backs staring up at the ceiling, not sure what to say.

"Does this make us lesbians?" Carol finally asked, breaking the silence before both girls started to laugh and giggle again.

"I don't know but I think it certainly means that we're both super horny," Billie replied.

"I'd really like to fuck a guy but I'm still kind of scared by the idea," Carol admitted softly.

"Me, too," Billie replied. "It's one thing to think about it and pretend but it's quite another to really be confronted by someone with a raging hard on."

"At least we know what men like," Carol pointed out.

"That's true but I'm not sure yet what I like."

"Oh, God...what if he wanted to put it in my mouth?"

"Well what he wants and what he gets are two different things. I definitely wouldn't do anything I was uncomfortable with."

"Would you suck a dick if a guy wanted you to?" asked Carol.

"I don't know. I really don't know. I have no idea how to do it properly for one thing. Of course I've seen it done in porno stuff plenty of time but I have no idea how I'd react to someone actually putting that thing in my mouth. I think I'd be terrified of gagging on it or something," Billie answered as honestly as possible.

"Me, too. I mean, I kind of like the idea of it but I don't know whether I'd like the reality all that much."

"Well, first we've got to find some guys who want to fuck us and then we can worry about the details I guess," Billie said, half jokingly.

"I guess I should be getting back to my room. It's pretty late."

"Don't leave on my account," said Billie with a smile. "After what we've been through I'm perfectly happy to climb under the covers and snuggle up with you for the night."

"Really? I was kind of hoping you'd say that."

The two ladies kissed again in what seemed like sort of a ritual sealing of their new friendship. Billie had never imagined in her wildest dreams that her first day as a woman would end up like this but she was very glad that it had. Billie thought back to the men she shared the orientation meeting with and tried to guess which one of them was Carol but it was a hopeless proposition. Back then they might have struck up a conversation but there was certainly no way they ever would have ended up naked and in bed together. Men were so hung about things like that.

Everything had happened so fast it was hard to take it all in but Billie felt really good about her first day. It was so nice to find a friend and even nicer to share the experience of experimenting with her new sexuality with someone in the same boat. Men were certainly on the agenda but tonight she was content to curl up to another woman.


CHAPTER 6:

Billie had a lot of things to write in her journal the next day. She decided not to pull any punches and described her experiences with Carol in great detail. Carol had decided to get her hair and nails done but they had agreed to meet up later and hit the beach together. They had also made a pact to buy the most revealing bikinis this resort had to offer and strut their stuff together on the sand. The thought of both of them doing it together gave them courage, at least to the point of making the purchase. When Billie actually tried hers on she had a little trepidation about actually wearing it in public. The thing left very little to the imagination, which of course was the whole idea of it, but Billie wasn't sure if that was necessarily a good thing. Ultimately she didn't want to be the one who chickened out so she threw a pool robe over the outfit and headed off to meet Carol.

Carol had obviously had the same reservations and was also covered up in a robe which made them both laugh again for some silly reason.

"Are you wearing a bikini under that robe?" Billie asked, trying to sound stern and serious without much luck.

"Oh, yes," Carol replied. 

"Me, too."

"Mine's kind of revealing."

"I think that's the whole point," Billie suggested.

"Well if you're willing to do this so am I," Carol said, trying to sound resolute.

"Then let's do this thing."

Billie took off her robe and Carol let out a little whistle of appreciation. Then it was Carol's turn and Billie had no problem returning the compliment. Maybe they both really did look sexy in this skimpy things. They certainly felt sexy, and that was half the battle anyway.

They strolled around the resort for a while and finally found a spot on the beach where they could settle down on a large towel that Carol had brought with her. They had bought a couple of drinks from the beach bar and now relaxed with their cocktails enjoying the view...scenic and human.

"Don't look, but I think those guys are checking us out," Carol half whispered.

"If I don't look how can see who you're talking about?" Billie laughed.

"Just don't make it too obvious," cautioned Carol.

"Relax. We want guys to check us out, don't we?"

Billie spotted the two men in question and was pleased by what she saw. They were both decent-looking guys with nice bodies. At the moment they were tossing a Frisbee back and forth but it was pretty obvious that they had their minds elsewhere. 

"Not bad," Billie said as she lay back down on the towel.

"I think they're kind of cute. Do you think they're really interested in us?"

"Well I know one way to find out for sure...kiss me," Billie suggested as she sat back up.

"What?"

"Trust me. If they're checking us out nothing will drive them crazy more than seeing us kiss."

Billie was absolutely right. They waited until they were sure that the boys were looking their way and then locked lips for a long enough period of time to get their attention. Suddenly a Frisbee landed right next to their towel and one of the guys was sprinting up to them, feigning an apology. Billie's plan had worked to perfection.

The young man's name was Doug and his buddy was Chris and they were only going to be here for another couple of days and they wondered whether the girls would like to join them for drinks or something sometime. The girls were happy to join them for drinks and sometime turned into eight o'clock that evening. As Doug scampered away the ladies began to giggle again.

"That wasn't so hard," Billie commented.

"No, it was like shooting fish in a barrel," Carol replied.

"Do you suppose the guys are going to argue about who gets which girl?"

"They wouldn't be guys if they didn't."

"You got that right."

"I don't really care, do you?"

"Not in the least," Billie replied. "This is all just in the name of science anyway you know. "

"True. Who knew science could be this much fun?"

"Miniskirts or very short dresses tonight. Deal?"

"Deal."

After wearing these bikinis miniskirts seemed like a cake walk, that is, until they tried to sit down in one for the first time.

"Oh, my God. How do you sit in these things?" Carol whispered as they waited at the bar for their dates to arrive.

"I have no idea," Billie confessed. "Just keep your legs together I guess."

Fortunately they didn't have long to wait for their dates to arrive and the party retired to a more secluded booth in the back. It was quite a relief to the girls who were definitely feeling quite exposed sitting on the barstools.

It appeared that the guys had made their choice, as far as who got which girl, as Doug slid into the sit next to Billie and Chris paired with Carol. As Billie had suggested earlier it didn't really matter in this case but she was curious to know how the boys made their decision. She knew it could have been as simple as hair color or breast size. Billie wondered whether Doug thought of himself as the "winner" for ending up with her or whether he was settling for the consolation prize. 

The conversation was pretty shallow and superficial, which was fine as neither girl wanted to go into any great detail about themselves. Everybody stuck to the basic things like where they were from, what they did for a living and what they thought of the resort. The guys kept the drinks coming, which of course they paid for, and Billie knew exactly what that was all about. Well, she could hold her liquor as well as anybody. Of course that had been in her male body. She forgot how the booze kind of snuck up on her yesterday when she had drinks with Carol. Pretty soon she was feeling very nice and relaxed.

"So I hope you don't mind me mentioning this," Doug began rather tentatively, "but I couldn't help but notice you guys kissing on the beach today."

"Did that shock you?" Billie asked slyly.

"Not at all," Doug replied. "I thought it was pretty hot. So ah...is that your thing or do you like guys too?"

"Do you think we'd be sitting here if we didn't like guys?" said Billie as she let her hand rest on Doug's leg under the table.

"That's awesome!" Chris chimed in enthusiastically.

"I think it's great that you're so comfortable with your sexuality," said Doug. "I think two women kissing is really hot."

On a lark Billie leaned over the table and kissed Carol as passionately as she could given the uncomfortable position. It was a nice, sexy, open-mouth kiss and the guys stared in wonder.

"Did that make you hot?" Billie inquired seductively.

"Oh, yeah," was all Doug could think of in reply.

"Do you girls want to get out of here? Maybe go back to our room or something? We've got two beds," Chris suggested.

"Sure thing. Just let us...powder our noses and we'll be back in second," said Billie as the girls adjourned to the rest room.

"Powder our noses?" Carol giggled once they were safely in the bathroom.

"I know, it just kind of slipped out. I have no idea what that means but I've heard it in movies a million times. Maybe I should have said freshen up or something. The main thing is that I wanted to have a chance to talk to you alone before we walk into the lion's den. Are you sure this is something you want to do?"

"I think so. Don't you want to do it?" Carol asked.

"Yeah, but I have a feeling it could get kind of crazy if all four of us are in the same room. We could split up if you're uncomfortable about the idea."

"Why would I be uncomfortable?"

This time it was Carol who instigated the kiss and Billie responded warmly. There was no one to "show off" for in this bathroom but it felt really good to feel Carol's lips again. For a moment Billie thought about suggesting that they ditch the guys and just go back to one of their rooms together but she was feeling pretty frisky and as ready to face the naked male form as she would probably ever be.

"Let's go tear them up," said Billie as they walked out of the bathroom hand-in-hand.


CHAPTER 7:

When they got to the room there wasn't much delaying the inevitable outcome. Doug came over and aggressively helped Billie out of her clothes while Chris and Carol sat on the edge of one of the beds kissing.

Once Doug got Billie's bra off he went to work playing with her tits as they stood over by the dresser. Billie fumbled for the buttons on his shirt as he jiggled her boobs and soon she could get her hands on his bare chest. Doug had seemed a little shy when they were hanging out in the bar but he turned into a real tiger now that he had his prey cornered.

Doug went for her neck and began to kiss her aggressively. Billie was surprised at how good this felt. She had never really thought of the neck as a particularly sensual area but she was quickly learning otherwise.

Carol and Chris seemed to be taking it a little slower but they were in the process of getting each other undressed. Billie didn't want to stare but she was somewhat fascinated to see what the other couple was doing. As a man she had never come close to having any sort of group encounter like this and it was really turning her on.

Suddenly, without warning, Doug turned Billie around and pushed her down on the dresser. Her first impulse was to protest but something inside her that sort of aggression kind of appealing. She liked the idea that this was a guy who knew what he wanted and didn't hesitate to go for it, although it ran contrary to her basic instincts.

She heard Doug's zipper going down and the sound of his pants falling to the floor. She had to wait a couple of moments before she felt the warm tip of his helmet pressing up against the outside of her pussy. She took a breath and balanced herself on the dresser the best she could and waited for the big moment.

Doug slid it in gently enough but wasted no time in going to work. His dick didn't rotate or have little rubber ridges on it but it was doing a fine job all the same. Doug grabbed her by the waist and helped to propel her back and forth on his rigid member but pretty soon he didn't have to as Billie was pumping her bottom to great his thrusts as fast as she could. Doug took the opportunity to slide his hands up to her breasts again and began to fondle and pinch her nipples.

So this is what it was like to be taken by a man. Not bad at all. Pretty damn wonderful in fact. She finally had a man inside her at last. It wasn't quite what she had imagined it would be like because she had nothing to really compare it to but if anything it was even better than her fantasies had been. The only thing she regretted was that she hadn't seen Doug's cock before he put it in her. She wanted to know what it looked like for some reason. It was difficult to tell how big he was, again having no previous experience to draw on, but he was certainly hard and she was feeling every inch of his meat as he humped away with great enthusiasm.

Facing the wall she could catch a glimpse of Carol and Chris in the mirror, although her bumpy ride made it a little difficult to get a really good view. What she saw at the moment was basically a bare ass moving back and forth between some legs that were spread apart. It was kind of fascinating the way the muscles in his butt kind of contracted and expanded as Chris drilled her new friend. It looked like he was really working up a sweat.

Billie was aware of Carol's moaning before she was even aware of her own little sounds of pleasure. They were sounds she had never heard coming from within herself. The grunting and groaning from the boys was much more familiar but this was a whole new thing. She had heard something like it the other night when Carol had the vibrator in her but now her cries seemed almost more urgent and uncontrollable. It sounded like she was whimpering, but she knew she wasn't sad or scared or in pain. She couldn't have stopped those sounds from happening even if she wanted to. It was the same kind of sound the cavewoman probably made when a man grabbed her down by the waterhole and jumped on her ass. It was the instinctive sound women had made for centuries when being penetrated by a male of the species.

The boys seemed to have good stamina. Billie had never lasted this long in her relatively few sexual encounters as a man. A few good thrusts and it was pretty much over. Of course Billie never had the same kind of enthusiasm that Doug was displaying so maybe that was part of it. She had fucked girls because that's what normal guys are supposed to do but it was always kind of a chore more than a pleasure.

Suddenly Doug pulled out and Billie was quite startled. She was sure he hadn't cum yet so she wondered what the problem might be. Apparently there was no problem at all as Doug spun her around and began to kiss her. Billie could feel his hot cock brushing up against her as they kissed and she tried to steal a glance at it but it was still hard to see.

Doug then took her by the hand and they went not to the empty bed, as Billie expected, but to the bed that Chris and Carol currently occupied. Doug positioned Billie so that she was on all fours next to Carol and prepared to mount her from behind again. Billie had worried that her ass wasn't curvy enough to be appealing but Doug seemed to find it quite fascinating. A few moments later Chris realized what Doug was up to and flipped Carol around so that she was in the same position.

In no time at all both girls were letting out a variety of moans and cries that kind of blended into a symphony of pleasure. They had both come to this resort as men but whatever shred of manhood that might still have existed was rapidly being fucked out of them by the two guys currently pounding their rumps. The two girls looked at each other and then craned their necks so that they could kiss. It was hard to keep their lips together with such violent thrusting at their back door but they were sharing something more than a bed at the moment. This was a rite of passage for both of them and they were glad they had the chance to do it together.

This was obviously exactly what the guys had hoped for and Doug could stand it no longer. Soon he was growling like a mad man and shooting his goo deep inside Billie's wet snatch. Chris didn't last much longer and soon both men had pulled out and were lying at the foot of the bed breathing heavily.

Billie and Carol didn't want to stop so they got themselves in a tangle of limbs and began to kiss in earnest as they frantically groped for each other's pussies. The guys were in heaven as they watched the two ladies finger bang each other in what looked almost like a competition to see who could get the other off the quickest. The truth was they had both gotten off several times already and this was actually more of the cooling off period, although it looked to all the world like some kind of sexual wrestling match.

The party could have gone on all night but Billie did have a fairly early appointment at the clinic in the morning so the girls made up some excuse and retreated into the hotel corridors in a little while. After straightening themselves out as best as possible they strolled together to Billie's room, which was the closest one of the two. They hadn't said a word but when they reached the door Billie invited Carol to spend the night again and Carol accepted without hesitation.

As soon as they were inside they quickly stripped out of their clothes and took a nice hot shower together. Billie hadn't even noticed that she had put her panties on inside out until she had to take them off again before bathing.

It was the most incredibly sensual feeling to share that shower with Carol and the two girls soaping and rinsing each other in kind of an erotic ritual. They really explored each other's bodies and reveled in the slickness of their skin as they kissed and caressed between scrubs.

After toweling each other they went straight for bed and got under the covers without a stitch of clothing on. They just lay there for a time looking at each other before Carol broke the silence.

"I'm glad we had a few drinks first. I think I would have been terrified otherwise. I know it would have been a lot harder if you weren't there to give me courage."

"I don't know what I did to give you courage," Billie chuckled. "I didn't exactly have any control over the situation."

"I know, but that didn't seem to bother you which gave me courage. In business I've always been kind of a take charge guy. I know it's weird to be talking about what I'm like as a man when we're both lying here like this, but it's true. I think the thing I feared most about this experiment was losing control. When Doug pushed you down on that dresser and you didn't complain I figured if you could take it I could too, although it was still a little difficult for me once I was on all fours. If you hadn't been next to me I think I might have bolted."

"It certainly took me by surprise, but I guess in a way it was kind of what I had always wanted. I liked having a man take charge for some reason. I didn't feel threatened or degraded I felt kind of...I don't know...desired I guess," Billie explained. "I've always wanted to be thought of as pretty for some reason. I know it sounds pretty shallow but there it is."

"But you are pretty! Very pretty," Carol chimed in.

"Thank you, so are you of course. But being a pretty man is not quite the same thing. Being in a woman's body was like being given permission to be someone else entirely. Oh, I don't mean that I'd ever let a guy push me around or not have my own opinions about things but in the bedroom I think it's kind of nice for a man to be a man. I like the power of being able to give a guy an erection. It's kind of thrilling."

"It's certainly different, that's for sure. In all honesty, I think the part I enjoyed most was when it was just the two of us," Carol confessed softly.

"I enjoyed that, too, darling. This is all still new territory for us. I wouldn't worry about anything too much. There's bound to be some growing pains involved."

Billie really did have to get up early in the morning otherwise the two women might have spent the whole night either chatting or fooling around or some combination of both. Instead they turned out the lights and tried to get some sleep.


CHAPTER 8:

"So, how are things going so far?" Dr. Porter asked pleasantly as she glanced at Billie's charts.

"Couldn't be better," Billie replied.

"That's good to hear. A lot of people have trouble adjusting, especially in the first few days."

"I'm taking to this like a duck to water. You can read all about it in my journal when I get a chance to update it. I've been pretty...busy so far."

"I can't tell you how glad I am to hear that," said the doctor. "We know that we can change the physical aspects of a person to become another gender but that's only part of the battle. With traditional sexual reassignment surgery the process goes on for some time in stages, which is often painful and uncomfortable, but it allows a person to make the transition over time. With hormones they begin to grow larger breasts and so on and the surgical aspects take some time to heal so one goes through the process over time. It's not the dramatic shock to the system that our method employs."

"Well I have no way of knowing what the other method is like but I certainly think this one sounds more appealing to me," Billie commented. "Perhaps it depends on the individual and their expectations and desires. I've always wanted to look in the mirror and see a woman looking back at me. You made my dream come true with a minimum of fuss and bother. I think you've got a winning formula on your hands doctor."

"We need testimonials like that to make our case. You're not the only one who has enjoyed rapid success with the transformation of course, but the more positive support we get the better. That's what we've all been working for. Something that can make people's dreams come true. You haven't had any difficulty interacting with other people so far?"

"Surprisingly no. I mean there was an element of fear at the very start but it passed pretty quickly. Since everyone seems to accept me as a woman I find it very easy to accept myself as one."

"How about your interactions with men?" the doctor pressed.

"Let's say there are some pretty steamy chapters in my journal already," Billie said with a smile.

"You've had sexual intercourse already?"

"Yeah...is that odd?"

"Not odd, but a little surprising. Pleasantly surprising I should add. That kind of intimacy is often a barrier that many people have a hard time getting over. In your file it says that you find men attractive but you have never had sexual relations with any man before."

"I guess I just didn't feel like I had the right equipment," Billie said with a shrug. "I was curious to see how I would like it."

"And how did you like it?"

"I liked it just fine," Billie replied with a slight blush.

"I'm sorry these questions are so personal but that's kind of the point of this whole experiment. We need to know what our test subjects are thinking and feeling."

"Well I liked being chased and I liked being caught even more. I knew that I had something that a man wanted and it was my choice to give it to him but once I did I was perfectly happy to let him drive the boat, if that makes any sense."

"It makes perfect sense. I have been a woman a lot longer than you have, you know, so I have some idea of what the game is like," said Dr. Porter with a smile. "I actually sort of envy the fact that you've seen the experience from both sides. Not many people can say that."

"You can make the process go the other way so why don't you try it sometime?" Billie asked.

"I might, just out of scientific curiosity, but at the moment I'm afraid I'm far too busy working on this project to even consider such a thing. I'm sure it would be fascinating. So has there been any difficulty so far? I'm sure there must be something that's given you a little trouble."

"I don't know how to sit in a miniskirt."

"Well it's been a while since I've worn anything like that but I would suggest that if you're going to cross legs do it before sitting down, otherwise keep your knees together and slightly to one side or the other. You might also try holding your purse in your lap. It gives you a little something extra to keep the fabric in place."

"Thanks for the advice. I'll have to try that."

All of Billie's vital signs were good and her interview certainly went well. She was honestly a little surprised at how pleased Dr. Porter had been. She sort of assumed that everyone would have a similar experience. If you didn't want to become a woman why would you volunteer for something like this?

Of course Billie had wanted it for a very long time. Some people may come to that conclusion much later in life. That would probably be more of a shock. Carol seemed a little less enthusiastic than Billie had been about their sexual romp of last night but maybe she just wasn't into the group sex thing. Billie found that incredibly hot but it might not be everyone's cup of tea. Maybe Carol needed a little more wooing and romance from some nice guy who would wine and dine her for a while before hitting the sheets. That sounded nice to Billie too but with such limited time there was no point in not cutting to the chase.

Billie had really enjoyed having a hard cock inside her. She liked the feeling of strong hands gripping her and molding her into the desired position. No hair style or miniskirt made her feel more completely feminine than the act of being on her hands and knees while a man screwed her brains out. Perhaps it was more pornographic than romantic but it was definitely elemental. That's the way nature designed people to do it and they've been doing it that way for a long time now. It made Billie feel somehow connected to the history and evolution of women. Sure, she was looking forward to other ways of making love but she got a crash course in being fucked and for a first time it was hard to beat the feeling.

Carol was a little hard to figure out. At first it seemed as if they had a lot in common but on reflection Billie realized that she had done a lot more talking about her lifelong desires than Carol had. Carol had played around with cross dressing and had some similar fantasies but Billie began to wonder if that was really the extent of it. In many ways Carol seemed much happier making love to Billie than anything else, and Billie had to admit that it was pretty nice, but didn't Carol want to get out in the world and meet some more guys? Billie sort of wondered whether Carol even really wanted to be a woman at all or had just gotten kind of sucked into the idea out of curiosity or something.

Over the next few days they saw quite a bit of each other but Billie usually capped off her evening in one guy's bed or another. She sort of assumed that Carol was doing likewise but they hadn't really spoken of it much as of late. As friends they were becoming thick as thieves but Billie noticed that Carol usually looked for any opportunity to get physical with her. Billie was so fond of Carol that she generally responded enthusiastically but she couldn't help but notice the disappointment on her friend's face whenever she had other plans. It sort of seemed as if Carol was falling in love with her, which was fascinating and flattering but also a bit complicated. In a week or so they would both be changed back into men and return to their homes and their old lives. It was dangerous to get too attached to someone who wouldn't even exist in a matter of days.

They were certainly forming quite a team. Billie couldn't remember ever bonding with someone quite so quickly. It made the whole experience so much more enjoyable to have someone to share it with. Sometimes they tried to guess who else might be a clinic volunteer but it was pretty much impossible. They simply hadn't spent much time as men together before the process so there was little to go on.

Billie thought that some group activities would be a good idea and made a note of it for Dr. Porter but it was probably too late for this group of volunteers to get together now. Maybe a future batch of test subjects might enjoy a little time to swap stories and get acquainted. Perhaps some of the other girls had figured out who else was one of them and paired up or maybe some of them tended to just stay in their room all of the time.

As much as Billie enjoyed hooking up with various guys at the resort there were still plenty of times where she and Carol ended up spending the night together. It just seemed so warm and cozy that way. It was great to gossip and chat and fool around of course.

One night Billie was brimming with excitement to share the details of a new experience with her dear friend.


CHAPTER 9:

"Well...I finally gave my first blow job," Billie said with more than a trace of excitement in her voice.

"You didn't!" Carol replied, slapping Billie on the arm.

"I sure did."

"Was it awful."

"No it wasn't awful it was...different. Pretty cool really but I need a lot more practice."

"So you really put it in your mouth?" Carol asked in partial disbelief.

"Well, yeah you kind of have to if you're going to give head. I kind of just kissed it and licked it at first."

"What did it taste like?"

"I don't know. Kind of like licking a finger I guess, only hotter and larger and with a bunch of veins sticking out," Billie said with a shrug. "It's not until it actually starts going down your throat that you realize what you're getting into."

"Tell me you didn't swallow."

"I didn't have to. After I sucked his cock for a while he decided it was time to fuck so that solved that little dilemma for the moment."

"Would you have swallowed if he had cum in your mouth?"

"Probably," Billie giggled. "I am kind of curious to know how it tastes."

"You're so good at doing this whole female thing. I don't know if I could ever cross that line. Especially since we're going to turn back into men in a couple of days," Carol said rather sadly. "I mean, I probably should take advantage of the opportunity to experience as much as possible but having a guys dick in my mouth is hard to imagine without feeling a little sick."

"It's not like it's someone you know or someone you're going to have to see again. That would be pretty weird, knowing that you'd fucked some guy at work or something. Here it's all just a meaningless vacation fuck. A one night stand."

Carol started crying and Billie had no idea why.

"Is that all I am to you? A meaningless vacation fuck?" Carol sobbed.

"No, baby...I was talking about men. What we have is totally different and very special."

"Really?"

"Of course it is. But you know as well as I do where this whole thing is leading. We're not going to spend our lives together living in this hotel, let alone being as we are now," Billie said as comfortingly as she could.

"I know. But I was hoping that the memory of our time together would mean something to you."

"And it does! I'll always cherish it. You know there's no reason we can't still be friends or stay in touch at least after we go back to the real world. Of course we won't be spending the night together again but I'd still like to talk or email or something. Maybe we'd be good buddies."

"I think I'd like that too," said Carol, drying her eyes.

Billie didn't know for sure which she was going to miss more; being a woman or being Billie's lesbian lover but she knew that she was going to miss both. Well, at least she had this time to experience life the way she always wanted to. And in all honesty she had found that she liked men so much it would be hard to imagine walking away from that completely as much as she cared for Carol.

In many ways Billie felt really bad for Carol. She obviously hadn't been looking for the same things Billie had been looking for and she found something else instead, that could have been wonderful under different circumstances but here was nothing but a source of potential heartbreak. The reality of becoming a woman was not exactly what Carol had hoped it might be, but on the other hand, that would probably make it much easier for her to convert back to her old life. Billie was in a quandary. Being female was the greatest thing in the world and she had no desire to give it up, but her options were somewhat limited.

Someday this drug would hopefully be approved for use on a full-time basis and one could have the sex change with relative ease but who knew when that might be? It was made pretty clear to them that this was a short-term thing only and that no long-term test results had been gathered yet. The project was still in its infancy and with something this dramatic no one wanted to take any chances. 

In her final interview Billie decided to ask Dr. Porter about the potential of making the change permanent.

"Of course that's our ultimate goal," said the doctor. "We want this to be a permanent solution but a lot more research is required. So far we've had good success limiting the period of transformation to a few weeks in a closely controlled environment but ultimately we'll need to expand on that and see how it works in a real world application."

"What's the hold up?" Billie asked.

"It's a tricky legal area, for one thing. While you are here at the resort it isn't necessary for you to have a driver's license, for example. The hotel works closely with us so that your room key is all the identification you need while you're staying here. Traditional sexual reassignment surgery is a legally recognized means of changing gender officially and in all ways, but we're not quite at that point yet. These are just some of the little hurdles that we're trying to get over and hopefully we will soon. Then we can expand our research considerably."

"Well if you ever do want to test this out in on a long-term basis feel free to look me up. I'm pretty sure I'd sign on in a flash," said Billie with a smile.

"Interesting that you mention that because your name has already gone in a file of potential candidates for permanent testing based on your results here. Just like any other form of sexual reassignment you would probably have to go through some psychological testing and counseling before being approved but your experiences here would go a long way towards proving your ability to succeed in your new gender on a full-time basis."

"But since you can turn people back relatively easily it doesn't seem like it's as big a deal as having tons of operations that you probably can't undo," Billie pointed out.

"That's a very good point, but of course we're not completely sure whether the process is reversible over a period of time spanning years or decades. In theory it should work fine every time you run the process but no one has been down that road yet for us to be sure. And in many ways that's one of the things we're trying to counteract from a publicity standpoint. We don't want this technology abused for criminal purposes or as some kind of recreational party drug. This is intended to help people who are in genuine need and not just thrill seekers."

"Well, again...sign me up if you want someone to try this out for real."


CHAPTER 10:

Everything the doctor had said maid sense to Billie but it didn't keep her from being discouraged. Maybe someday this would be an answer to her prayers but it didn't sound like it was going to happen anytime soon. At least Dr. Porter recognized how serious she was and had her on the shortlist of candidates for future research.

It was going to be very strange going back home. Stranger still to hear her old voice and see her old reflection in the mirror. No doubt she would get used to that fairly quickly as she had been a man for twenty four years and a woman for only a couple of weeks, but she had grown very fond of her new self and really hated the thought of changing back.

After the initial shock had worn off she felt very comfortable and at home in her new body. Even the simple act of getting dressed had become a pleasant experience as her clothes were so much more comfortable and her choices so much greater. Of course wearing a bra all day wasn't always that comfortable but it was a small price to pay for having the boobs to put in it.

She had learned to love the way she looked, even if she didn't look like a super model. How many women really did? Most men didn't look like super models either. She was certainly still interested in finding ways to improve her appearance but she had no fear anymore of being hopelessly rejected at a glance. It was really the happiness at being who she was as opposed to what she looked like that actually helped to make her more attractive. Despite her reticence in showing so much skin at the start she practically lived in a bikini the whole time she was at the resort. Sure, her breasts could have been bigger or her ass rounder or something but so what? The men she had been with didn't seem to mind her just the way she was so why should she obsess about it?

Poor Carol simply hadn't enjoyed herself the way Billie had. Something inside Carol had made her want to do this but probably for all the wrong reasons. It seemed as if she had gotten all the kinky thrills she ever needed out of the deal and then felt ashamed about it. Hopefully it wasn't something that would haunt her for very long after she returned to manhood. Carol was kind of lucky in that she probably looked forward to going home, aside from the romantic entanglement with Billie.

The two girls spent their final day and night together just kind of hanging out. They had ended up spending so much time together that they probably would have been better just sharing a single room. Neither one of them really felt like talking too much because they knew it would just lead to tears so they watched TV or strolled along the beach in relative silence.

They did make love one final time and it was a beautiful kaleidoscope of female body parts in motion. They knew it was the last time and they wanted to enjoy every inch of each other so that the image would be indelibly etched into their memories. Just as a condemned prisoner traditionally enjoyed a hearty final meal the girls were ravenous for a final round of pussy licking and finger fucking.

In the morning they would be called in for the transformation back to manhood in the same order that they had become females so that meant Billie would be leaving first. A little later Carol would undergo the process and then that would be that. They would be two men again and heading their separate ways. They had exchanged contact information and there was some vague talk of getting together sometime back in the real world but neither one of them knew exactly how they were going to feel after becoming men again.

For Billie the change went smoothly and he was relieved to find that everything was right where it was supposed to be now that he was Bill again. There was a final exit interview and a couple of routine health tests to make sure all was well and then Bill was on his way home.

His lovely feminine hairstyle was now crammed into a baseball hat to make it less conspicuous but he would probably need to get a haircut as soon as possible. He hated the thought of that because his hair looked so cute the way it was done, but there was no need to call attention to himself with hair that might be construed as too feminine for a man.

After his long flight Bill was happy just to flop down on his old bed as soon as he got home. There was a stack of mail waiting for him and some bills that had to be paid but they could wait until tomorrow. There wasn't even really much need to unpack as he was wearing the only male clothes he had brought on the trip and his suitcases were full of female attire that he would probably never have any use for.

He didn't have to go back to work for a couple more days so he had plenty of time to decompress and take stock of his situation. As he stood looking at his naked body in the mirror the morning after coming home he tried to remember the same attitude he had adopted about his female body; that he should just be happy being who he was and not worry too much about what he looked like. It was easier said than done. Even though this was his "real" body it felt more like he was looking at a stranger. Of course he'd had that same feeling when viewing his female self so probably that would pass in due course.

Bill decided to fire off a quick email to Carol...well...Ken now...just to make sure that he had gotten home safely and that he looked forward to chatting again in the near future. That was safe and non-threatening. There was nothing sexual or romantic about it.

After catching up on some chores that needed to be done and touching base with friends and family Bill found himself drawn to the suitcases full of female clothes. He tried putting the bikini on but it just didn't look right with the big bulge in the front and the lumpy boobs created by stuffing socks in the top. He had loved the way his breasts filled the suit and even kind of spilled over giving a hint of cleavage and the way his nipples could be seen pressing against the thin cloth. It just wasn't quite the same.

On the other hand some of the less revealing stuff didn't look too bad, especially since he still had his female hairdo. If he shaved his legs again and put on a little makeup he might make a passable girl...if the light wasn't too bright. Unfortunately his voice was more masculine again so he tried to practice getting a female sound and found that it wasn't as difficult as he imagined. 

Bill needed to pick up some groceries since he had been gone for so long so on a whim he decided to do it dressed as a woman. Of course he would need to drive to a store that wasn't someplace he regularly shopped in case someone recognized him but that wasn't difficult to accomplish. Anything too tight in the crotch was out of the question since he couldn't hide his bulge all that well but in a dress with some light cosmetics he just might pull it off.

His heart was in his throat as he came out of his apartment and headed for his car. What if somebody saw him dressed like this? The humiliation would be almost too much to bear. He'd probably have to move somewhere else. He waited until the coast was clear and walked very rapidly, if not ladylike, to his waiting car and some small degree of safety. He'd have to drive very carefully so as not to break any traffic laws because the last thing he wanted was some cop badgering him about why he was dressed this way.

About half way to the store he started to chicken out but regained his courage and pressed on. Eventually he found a shopping center he wasn't familiar with and looked for a place to park. Getting out of a car in a dress was a new experience and he didn't manage it too gracefully but nobody was paying the slightest attention to him anyway. Of course in his mind all eyes were riveted to his every move so his paranoia was in high gear. If all went well he wouldn't have to do much talking at all and he could pay cash for his purchases so he wouldn't have to produce any identification.

Once he was pushing a shopping cart through the aisles he started to relax a little. The cart provided a tiny bit of cover and most shoppers were totally focused on what they were buying and not checking out the other shoppers. It seemed like he was "getting away with it" and he was even able to begin enjoying himself a bit. Of course it was really nobody's business if he was a guy wearing a dress or not and probably a lot of people wouldn't have cared one way or the other but when it's your first cross dressing in public experience it's hard to think clearly or logically. Even when he was first in his "real" female body he worried that people would just somehow know that something was odd.

The trip went off without a hitch and the lady at the check stand actually commented on how pretty his dress was. Perhaps she was just humoring him or being sarcastic he thought but there was no reason to assume that she wasn't sincere. It was a pretty dress.

After escaping to home and putting his groceries away Bill felt both elated and ashamed. In all his life he had never let his passion for wearing female clothing spill over into his public life. What had he done? Where was this all leading? He swore to get a short haircut the next day so that he wouldn't be tempted to do something stupid like this again. There was no point in clinging to something that would never be. He had been a woman for two weeks and that was two weeks more than he had ever anticipated enjoying.


CHAPTER 11:

The idea of having a sex change operation had never seriously entered his mind before but now it seemed to be all he could think about. He decided to do as much research about it on the Internet as he could and was absolutely floored by the high costs involved. Most insurance policies didn't cover it so to even consider the possibility of having it done would mean coming up with tens of thousands, if not hundreds of thousands of dollars. Not something he could easily accomplish in his job as the assistant manager of a shoe store.

There were so many steps involved and so many procedures to go through. Perhaps he could live without some of the cosmetic surgery but even the most basic features were pricey. It was possible to have it done overseas, but then there was the cost of getting there and back to consider as well as the amount of time he would have to miss work for the whole thing to be accomplished.

It was all discouraging news so he tried to push it to the back of his mind and get on with his life. As the Rolling Stones had sung "you can't always get what you want."

With his hair much shorter and appropriate masculine it was easier to put aside the temptation to cross dress again. He would have needed to wear a wig and that was kind of a bother and might look totally silly. He would be constantly worried that it would be obviously fake or might even fall off. Realistic wigs were pretty expensive and that helped to push the idea to the back of his mind. There were all kinds of aids available for cross dressers to hide their cocks and so on but he had bills to pay and he needed to keep food on the table and gas in his car so those things always seemed like unnecessary expenses he could live without.

It took about three weeks before Ken finally replied to his email and when he did it was brief and pretty formal. He didn't specifically say that he didn't want to hear from Bill again but there was nothing about his message that implied the desire to communicate regularly so Bill tried to put that from his thoughts as well. Bill was probably just an embarrassing reminder of something that Ken would just as soon forget.

Although it was understandable it kind of hurt Bill's feelings a little. Of course they would never be the same kind of friends that they had been at the resort but that was no reason not to be friends at all. Ken would be someone he could pour his heart out to if they were able to somehow bond again but that seemed pretty unlikely now.

Bill decided to try pushing his masculinity to the forefront. If he was going to be a man his whole life why not act like one? He had done it for years so why stop now? Perhaps if he could meet a woman he could fall in love with that would solve everything. They could start a family and he could focus on his children and his home and his career instead of constantly wasting his time daydreaming about having a pussy.

He had certainly learned a thing or two about pleasing a woman having been one and having fucked Carol so vigorously numerous times. He had gotten quite good at licking pussy and finger manipulation. Perhaps if he applied those techniques on someone else they would really appreciate the attention he was showing them and not be all that concerned if they didn't do a lot of penetration.

One thing working to his advantage was that he had spent so much time with girls growing up and had been friends with so many females over the years that he felt quite comfortable about talking to women. For some men that's a huge hurdle that they never quite learn to get over but Bill was never tongue-tied when it came to interacting with the opposite sex. He didn't use any corny pickup lines or stale conversation starters, he was just completely natural and relaxed, which was half the battle.

There was a girl named Janice that he had dated a few times off and on and they had parted on friendly enough terms so he decided to call her up and see if she would like to get together some time. To his pleasant surprise she accepted happily and they made a date for that Friday evening.

It was a pretty typical date night; dinner at the Olive Garden and then on to a club for drinks and dancing. Nothing original or unique but it would give them a chance to catch up on what had been happening in their lives lately.

Janice noticed his tan and Bill explained that he had been on vacation recently. He then panicked a little because he worried that his bikini tan lines might not have gone away completely yet. At first he had enjoyed looking at them because they were a reminder of happier times but it suddenly dawned on him that having the outline of a bikini burned on his body would be very difficult to explain to someone else, especially if that someone was expecting to have sex with you.

Fortunately they hadn't been too terribly dark to begin with and they had been fading rapidly but when their date ended with a friendly goodnight kiss instead of a romp in the sack Bill was relieved on many levels.

He knew he needed to get "back in the saddle" as soon as possible and fuck someone...anyone just to be sure he could still do it. Getting an erection was a piece of cake as long as he was wearing a bra and looking at a picture of a nice hard dick but that probably wasn't the best way to go about attracting a lady. Somewhere in the world there probably was some woman who would think that was sexy but Bill had no idea where to look for such a person nor would that really solve his problem. The goal here was to get back on track as a man and live as normal a life as humanly possible.

It's amazing how much pressure society puts on everyone to be normal. Some people choose to rebel against traditional values or at least go through some sort of rebellious phase in their youth when they try to shock their parents with a nose ring or brightly colored hair or something but society tends to win in the end. Being yourself tends to imply that you don't want to be like everybody else and there's a large sector of the public that fears that concept deeply. Despite being the land of "rugged individuals" there seemed to be nothing more hated by many Americans than someone who genuinely was individualistic. It made you weird, or an outcast or an outsider. It made you hard to be taken seriously in the workplace and you were often forced into the fringe areas of society where "respectable" people never trod unless they were trying to grab a few cheap thrills.

Bill didn't want to be a carnival freak show attraction, he just wanted to be a normal person like anyone else. He didn't have radical ideas about politics or crazy tastes in music. The last thing in the world he wanted to do was call attention to himself. He didn't want to be some kind of public advocate for transgender rights or march in some kind of a parade. He wanted to be a woman like the billions of other women on the planet. Why did this have to be so difficult?

Having pushed thoughts of Carol/Ken from his mind he was pleasantly surprised one day when he got a long message from Ken, partly apologizing for not writing sooner and partly explaining his dilemma. Apparently his transition back had been difficult but not for the same reasons as Bill. He was definitely feeling some shame over his actions and had some confusing and conflicted feelings about sex but mostly he missed Billie and couldn't get her out of his mind. The memory of her was making it difficult for him to move on with his life because he couldn't shake Billie from his thoughts.

Perhaps if he could see Bill as he really was he might be able to move on and convince himself that it was all sort of a dream. He knew it was a selfish thing to ask but Bill understood completely and didn't mind at all. Anything that might help his friend feel better about himself was fine with Bill. It would be nice to see him again, even if it wasn't under the most ideal of circumstances.

Ken was going to be traveling next month to a trade show that wasn't too far from where Bill lived so they made plans to get together for dinner when he was in town. For a split second Bill had the crazy idea of letting his hair grow back out and going to meet Ken in a dress but he quickly realized that such a plan would defeat the whole purpose of their meeting. Bill needed to be as manly as possible to convince Ken that the person he had fallen in love with no longer existed.

It was kind of a sad task to undertake but Bill was anxious to see his old friend again even under these circumstances.


CHAPTER 12:

When the day of their "date" arrived Bill was full of trepidation. In many ways it was like meeting a stranger yet they had both shared some intensely intimate moments together, both physical and emotional. Would they even recognize each other? Would they have anything to say? Well, it didn't really matter they were going to meet and that was that. They both had to have dinner somewhere so how bad could it be to spend an hour or so together?

It was Ken who recognized Bill right away and came over to greet him as soon as he entered the restaurant. There was an awkward moment where they weren't sure what to do as Ken offered his hand while Bill started to reach for a hug. Finally they shook hands and did a very quick "man hug" just to cover all the bases. It was a quick tap on the back that no one would mistake for anything sexual.

When they were seated and Bill took a good look at Ken he was kind of blown away. Ken had made a very pretty girl as Carol but Bill thought he was a pretty damn hot looking guy. That wasn't at all on the agenda but there it was anyway. Suddenly Bill wished for all the world that there was some kind of a machine he could jump into that would instantly turn him back into Billie. This would be a very good time to have tits and a pussy.

"I recognized you right away," said Ken pleasantly. "Did you recognize me?"

"Not right away but you were kind of standing in a crowd. Now I can definitely recognize you...in the eyes at least," replied Bill.

"Yeah, I guess that's one thing that didn't really change."

The conversation was a little slow to get started but pretty soon things warmed up surprisingly. There was definitely some kind of very powerful chemistry between them. There was no reason in the world for them to have ever met and even the circumstances of their meeting was no reason to assume any special bond would develop between them but there was something so comfortable and familiar that neither one of them could explain or deny.

Dinner went by in a blur as they found once more that they had much in common aside from their experience at the clinic. It was a lot like the days at the resort when they would talk for hours, except that now they weren't going to fuck afterwards. Were they? Of course not.

"You know, the things I'd really like to talk about probably aren't the sort of things I'd feel comfortable about discussing in a restaurant. If you're not in a hurry to go maybe we could pick up a bottle of wine or something and go back to my hotel room for a while," Ken suggested. "God, I hope that didn't sound like I was hitting on you or something. We could just go sit in the bar if you'd be more comfortable with that."

"Your room sounds fine," said Bill with a smile. "I know you're not trying to get me drunk so that you can get in my pants. I don't have the right equipment for that anymore."

They went to Ken's room sat at a little table that had a couple of chairs. They had to settle for hotel glasses to drink the wine but that was perfectly fine. It seemed like Ken needed to do a little more drinking in order to loosen up enough to say whatever it was that was on his mind.

Bill noticed that Ken actually seemed sort of nervous about being alone with Bill and he found that very cute. If only it was Billie sitting here instead. She would know how to get him relaxed in no time.

"May I speak frankly?" Ken asked suddenly.

"Sure. There's no need to pull any punches," Bill replied.

"I think it was a big mistake for me to go to that clinic. As I told you there I do have an interest in wearing women's clothing sometimes and for some reason I've always been really curious about what it would be like to be a woman. Sometimes the pressure of my work and my responsibilities kind of get too much for me. It's not that I don't realize that women have the same exact pressures in work that I do but for some reason I kind of escape into this fantasy world sometimes where I'm just a beautiful woman with a man taking care of me and it feels wonderful. Of course it's just a fantasy and life has its own complications for everybody but the clinic seemed like a chance to act out that fantasy on some level. It just turned out to be more than I expected."

"It's a pretty big step to take, even for just a couple of weeks," Bill pointed out as he poured himself another drink.

"I realized I had probably made a mistake but then I met you and things got kind of crazy and mixed up. You seemed so positive and confident about the whole thing that I was swept up in the desire to give it a try. Something about that transformation made me think a little differently and feel a little differently for some reason. Maybe it was part of the process or maybe it was all in my mind but there were times where I felt definitely female and other times where I was completely aware of the fact that I was a man in a woman's body."

"I know what you mean. It's not like your lifetime of memories and experiences just went away in a flash," Bill commented. "I guess I had less trouble adapting to it because it was fulfilling a very real desire of mine. If I could be a woman full time I'd jump at the opportunity. Those two weeks just reinforced what I've always known in my heart."

"That's what I thought, and it made me feel kind of weird, like why is she enjoying this so much when I'm struggling with whole concept? I was really torn and conflicted. That night when we had sex with those two guys I was bouncing back and forth in my mind. Even when I was on my back on the bed with a guy...well you know...and that other guy grabbed you and bent you over the dresser there was a part of me that was insanely jealous. I desperately wanted my cock back so that I could be the one doing you like that. Fuck, this is not a good thing to talk about," Ken said suddenly with a look of panic on his face.

"No, it's perfectly fine. It's the truth and there's never anything wrong with that. Honestly you're a much better looking guy than Doug," Bill chuckled.

"Who's Doug?"

"The guy who was bending me over the dresser."

"Oh, I'd kind of tried to block their names out I guess."

"Your guy was Chris by the way."

"Oh, Jesus!"

Ken put his head down in his hands and looked like he was about to cry or something. Bill felt terrible for him and wanted to put his arms on his shoulders for comfort but decided that it probably wasn't a very good idea.

"Hey, your secret is safe with me," Bill said compassionately. "You were curious and you had the balls to act upon that curiosity. I think it's admirable."

"Strange choice of words but I appreciate the thought. The worst part is that I know I had an orgasm. Not right away when I was on my back but after we were both on her hands and knees and...and..."

"Getting our brains fucked out?"

"Yeah, I suppose that's what you'd have to call it."

"No shame in that. It's all just friction," Bill pointed out. "An orgasm is an orgasm isn't it? Does it really matter how it happens? At that moment you were a woman. You didn't really have any control over how you felt. It was a very sexually charged atmosphere in that room you know."

"I know, but that only makes everything else seem all the stranger to me. The sex I had with..."

"Chris."

"Whatever. That may have been an involuntary reaction but the sex I had with you was the best sex I've ever had in my life."

"Thank you. If it's any consolation it was the best sex I'd ever had with a girl before. That's not really my strong suit," Billie chuckled.

"Well that's never been a problem for me. I thought I had a pretty damn good sex life. I've had some pretty fine looking women in my time, not to say that you weren't but..."

"No offense, believe me. I'm sure a guy with your looks could land some pretty spectacular tail."

"The problem is that it wasn't just a matter of looks. The passion we shared came from somewhere else, deep within me I guess. If I'd been a man at the time I'd have been very tempted to propose to you before we left that place."

Bill's heart actually skipped a beat at those words. Just thinking about the idea of marrying some guy like Ken was a marvelous fantasy. They really had a great report, even as two guys. Bill had absolutely refused to ever think of himself as gay but Ken was pushing his resolve to the limits. Maybe it was because they had already had so much sex or maybe it was the way he looked as a man but Bill was definitely intrigued by wherever this might be leading.

"There's no other way to put it I guess but I was really in love with...that person you were on that island," Ken said softly.

"You can't just say it?"

"All right. I was really in love with. And what worries me most is the thought that I might still be."


CHAPTER 13:

Careful steps needed to be taken at this point. Bill was ready to throw caution to the wind and jump into that nice big bed that was just across from them but the whole idea of this meeting was to help Ken get back to normal. The last thing Bill wanted to do was cloud the issue even more by introducing some kind of gay thing that might ruin both of their lives.

"If I could be Billie again I'd go out with you in a heartbeat," Bill said slowly. "I found that I really liked everything about being a woman, especially the sex, but my feelings for you were so strong that the whole gender thing didn't really matter. We were thrown together in a really weird situation by luck or fate or whatever and we hit it off. We had something special. I suspect we still do. I'm guessing there's nobody else you would be able to be this open with."

"You're absolutely right about that. From the moment we met I felt like you were someone I could share my most secret thoughts with. I don't know why that is but so be it. We're just kind of connected I guess. I've never felt that way with anyone else and it makes it difficult for me to meet other women and not compare them to you. Or, you as you were," said Ken with some difficulty.

"It's never a good idea to try and compare someone to someone else but I understand what you're saying. Maybe if you give enough girls the chance you'll find someone you have the same connection with," Bill suggested.

"Have you ever had that kind of connection with another woman?" Ken asked.

"In all honesty...not even close. But I'm at kind of a disadvantage since I'm more attracted to cute butts and hard dicks."

"So why don't you have sex with men?"

"A good question," said Bill with a heavy sigh. "I suppose it's because I've worked so hard to accept who I am that crossing that line always seemed like some kind of admission that I was different. I guess I lacked the courage in a lot of ways. When I was in a woman's body I I was free to do whatever I really wanted to do without having to worry about what other people thought of me, or even what I thought of myself. Now I'm not sure what I think anymore."

"Why is that?"

"You may punch me in the nose for saying this but I find you very attractive. Maybe it's partly the memory of what we've shared together or maybe it's just the fact that I think you're a total stud but at the moment I'd be more than willing to throw my old ideas out the window and see what happened."

"The problem for me is the fact that I've never really had those kind of feelings about men, even when I was a woman. It was hard for me to feel that sort of attraction. It appears that if you had your choice you would choose to be with men all of the time but for me the memory of having been with a man, even under those unusual circumstances, is something that still bothers me," admitted Ken.

"Then I guess we should change the subject," Bill suggested, trying not to sound too disappointed.

"On the other hand I'm still in my quandary. If I really love you as a person then it shouldn't make any difference what sort of body you're in, should it? I mean, I don't think it should but it still does for some reason."

"In a perfect world it shouldn't matter at all. But in a perfect world I'd be a woman right now and we wouldn't be having this conversation, we'd be banging away on that bed I'm sure. I can't blame you for not wanting to have sex with a man. I'm attracted to men but I've never slept with one before. Maybe we could turn the lights out and I could give you a blowjob or something. In the dark it would just be two bodies. I'm not the greatest cocksucker in the world but I am enthusiastic," Bill joked.

"Are you sure you wouldn't mind?"

"I'm not sure of anything right now but I'd be willing to give it a shot if you are. If sex is the big hurdle keeping us from exploring a relationship together then we'll never know for sure unless we try."

They both downed another glass of wine and went back and forth about the pros and cons of the idea before Ken was finally seated on the edge of the bed and Bill was kneeling down in front of him. They turned off one of the lamps in the room but there was still a little light coming from the lamp on the table but no one bothered to shut it off. It was dark enough yet Bill could see what he was doing.

Ken was breathing heavily as Bill gently slid the zipper on his trousers down. As Bill reached into Ken's pants he could feel that the other man was already at least partially hard, which was a good sign. Bill had no idea what he would have done if Ken was totally limp so this gave him some courage.

With a little tugging Bill managed to get Ken's pants and underwear down around his ankles. When he looked back up the very stiff pole, just inches from his face, indicated that Ken was able to get aroused by this arrangement despite his many reservations. Now it was Bill's turn to conquer his fears and actually take that beast in his mouth.

It looked like Ken had a very nice cock. Perfectly shaped and already twitching with anticipation. Bill felt his own member stiffening in his pants but his focus was totally on the phallus in front of him.

He started by running his tongue along the bottom of Ken's shaft, all the way from the balls to the tip. Ken put his hands back on the bed and shuddered. Hopefully it was a shudder of pleasure and not horror. Bill repeated the process a few times and began to stroke Ken with his hand. Realizing that it would be better if it were slick Bill gave Ken's dick a quick tongue bath and his hand moved much more freely up and down. Then it was time to take the plunge. Opening his mouth Bill tried to remember the breathing techniques he had practiced and let Ken's member slide gently down his throat.

A moment later Ken sat up in a lurch and stumbled to the light switch, unable to move very gracefully with his pants still down around his ankles. He kind of knocked Bill over in the process but Bill was much more worried about the beating he might yet receive if Ken was really angry.

"I'm sorry. I'm so sorry but I just can't do this," Ken cried.

"That's cool," said Bill, still lying on the floor.

"I wanted to, obviously I wanted to on some level because I'm hard as a rock but when it was actually happening I just couldn't shake the idea that you were a guy from my head. I'm so sorry."

"Don't be. It was a weird thing for both of us, but we've been through some weird experiences before so it's no big deal."

Bill got up and Ken sat on the bed, still erect and exposed but not seeming to notice. Bill knew he shouldn't be thinking lustful thoughts at a time like this but the idea of sitting on that nice erection sounded really appealing. Bill knew a nice looking cock when he saw one and in the light this one was even nicer than he had expected.

"You know I don't look half bad when I'm in my girly clothes with some makeup on. I mean when my hair is longer and styled the way you saw it before. I can even make my voice sound a lot like Billie's if that would help," Bill suggested kindly.

"Oh, God I don't know. That might make it worse," Ken moaned.

"Well I hate to leave you hanging. We could turn the lights out and I could finish you with my hand. That wouldn't be quite as weird would it?"

"Oh, shit!"

Ken suddenly realized that his big dick was still on display so he jumped up and quickly stuffed his gear back into his pants. That was obviously the end of that.

"Well, I guess I better hit the road," said Bill as casually as he could. "Thanks for the wine. It was really nice seeing you again."

With that Bill headed for the door but just as he was about to open it he felt Ken's hand on his shoulder. Bill turned around and braced himself for the punch that he expected to land on his face but instead Ken grabbed his head in both hands and planted a very wet kiss on his lips.

"I'm sorry. It's me not you. I just can't help the way I feel," Ken whispered as their lips parted and the sad man sort of slumped off to the bathroom.

Bill left the room a very confused and conflicted young man.


CHAPTER 14:

Was he gay? It certainly seemed that way, but if he was really a woman trapped in a man's body didn't that make him straight? But once a guy sucks another man's dick didn't that pretty much make him gay despite the extenuating circumstances? It was his powerful attraction to Ken that made him cross the bridge but if Ken didn't reciprocate would he now go on and suck other dicks?

In ancient times straight men had sex openly with other men, usually slaves, but the rule was that the slave had to be on the receiving end. A straight man could have his dick sucked or even fuck another man in the ass without anyone thinking there was anything odd about it. It was only when the straight man crossed the line and did the dick sucking that he was doing something taboo, possibly even illegal.

In many culture's any sort of sex between two men was a crime and in some cases even punishable by death. Countries like England and America made any sort of homosexual activity illegal until the middle of the 20th Century. Fortunately what two consenting adults did in privacy was nobody's business anymore but old ideas die hard.

Bill had honestly gone to that dinner in good faith to try and help Ken get over his crush on Billie but somehow he had ended up on his knees trying to give him a blowjob instead. Boy, that was not what he had planned at all. Ken must hate him now for pushing him into that situation but then why the goodnight kiss? It was all so confusing.

Presumably Ken had at least gotten Bill out of his system. He saw him as a man and even tried to be intimate with him and it ended in total disaster. His manhood should be secure and his last memory of Bill would be a man slinking away from his hotel room. A man he kissed on the lips.

Bill was totally mixed up. He knew he needed to get his shit together and back to normal but the image of Ken's cock constantly popped into his head. It was such a nice cock. It was thrilling to lick it and just thinking about the little taste he got sent chills down his spine. Blowing that man seemed like the best idea in the world for some reason, although he couldn't quite understand why.

He had a number of male friends but he had honestly never had a sexual thought about any of them. Sure, he checked out some of the guys who came into the store and whatnot, but actually being driven to the point of wanting to do something with them was a completely new and disturbing feeling. No doubt that feeling was partly triggered by his amorous adventures as a woman. Turned loose with a pussy he had found the company of men to be heavenly, at least from a sexual standpoint. It was all quickies and one-night-stands at the resort and he hadn't met anyone that especially floated his boat...except Carol/Ken.

At least one question had been answered. Bill wasn't only attracted to Ken when Ken had a pussy. If anything his lust had only increased by about a million times, if such a thing was possible. It was unhealthy to think these thoughts but a mind has a way of running off to strange places quite beyond our control sometimes.

Bill's cross dressing increased quite a bit after his encounter with Ken. He let his hair grow out and even had it styled again. Hopefully people would just think he was going for the surfer look or something. He actually got quite a few nice comments from women about his hair even when he wasn't wearing a dress so what the hell?

The grocery store was his favorite spot to go girly as he felt safe there for some reason. He even engaged in a little friendly small talk with the cashiers sometimes. They seemed to accept him as a woman, or they were very polite, and that gave him confidence.

He checked his email every day hoping for some word from Ken but nothing appeared. Not really surprising under the circumstances but still disappointing. Bill really hoped that Ken wasn't taking it too hard. There were plenty of nice girls out there who would surly appreciate what he had to offer. Especially what he had to offer between his legs. So thick and manly and...no! Don't go there bitch. That's not a story with a happy ending no matter how hard and hot that pulsating...stop already!

Sure, Ken had a nice cock but so did tons of other guys. Maybe it wouldn't be the end of the world to consider trying to find one that would be more willing to be embraced by his touch. Perhaps he could take his cross dressing into new territory and ease his way into sex with men while in disguise. That was risky territory to be sure, but it might be fun. He'd have to stick to BJ's and hand jobs unless he found someone who was turned on by the whole cross dressing thing and there was always the risk of being discovered and beaten to a pulp, or worse, but the thought floated through his head none-the-less.

A man could become very violent if he realized he was being deceived. Plenty of cross dressers who hooked up with the wrong guy ended up in the hospital or the morgue. If the guy actually enjoyed the experience that only made it even worse because he had to admit that he had enjoyed gay sex and for some men that was a fate worse than death.

Did Bill really want to risk his life just to suck some drunk off in the backseat of a car or in the restroom at some seedy club? Probably not, but he wasn't sure how many other options he had. There was always the Internet to try and find like-minded people but that was hardly without its own risks.

Successfully cross dressing at the supermarket had led to other more ambitious forays. Bill had shopped for women's clothing and gone to restaurants as a woman. Sometimes he just drove around with nowhere in particular to go. He liked to take a book to the park on his day off to sit and read in some shady spot. It was a good place to hide in plain sight.

On one such occasion an errant Frisbee suddenly landed quite close by and Bill was reminded of the trick Doug and Chris had used on the beach to force an introduction but when he looked up from his book it was just a teenage girl in shorts and a tank top that came to retrieve the flying disk. Bill flipped the toy back to the girl and watched with some envy as she ran off to resume her game with a guy Bill presumed was her boyfriend. She was a cute thing, Bill thought, and he envied the way her ample boobs bounced with every step she took. He would have given anything to trade places with that girl but that was a common sensation he experienced almost every single day.

Finally the moment he had been waiting for arrived and there was an email from Ken waiting for him when he checked his mail. It was full of apologies again for not writing sooner and for the way things had ended between them but the thing of most interest to Bill was the last part of the message. Ken asked if he would mind sending a picture of himself in his female guise. Bill didn't mind at all. In fact he was elated.


CHAPTER 15:

Bill was just snapping a selfie but it felt way more important than that. For one thing he was taking a leap of faith. No one he knew had ever seen him in "drag" but sending someone a photograph meant that there was a record out there somewhere that he hoped wouldn't turn up on the Internet or something. He didn't really think that Ken would do anything like that but he had only known Ken for two weeks and as a man for only a night. If something went bad between them there would be nothing stopping Ken from emailing the picture to his employer or something if he felt vindictive enough. Oh, well...you've got to take some chances in life.

It took a number of tries before Bill felt convinced that he had something worth sending and actually chose two shots, one that was more of a close-up and one that showed more "cleavage" thanks to the aid of the breast forms he had finally splurged on. The thing he really liked about the breast forms, aside from the smoothness and feeling of "heft" upstairs was the way you could make out the outline of the nipples in a sheer enough bra. It wasn't quite the same as having the real thing but it looked a hell of a lot better than what he had been using.

Once the pictures were uploaded to his computer and his message composed he waited for what seemed like the longest time to hit the "send" button before finally taking a deep breath and doing the deed. This time he didn't have long to wait for a reply.

Ken was impressed. Bill was relieved. Now what? They lived hundreds of miles apart and the fact that Bill looked more like Billie in the photos didn't change the fact that he still didn't have a pussy. Was there really any future in dressing up like a girl to blow a guy every time he passed through town on business trip? It might make it easier for Ken to get over the idea that he was having sex with a man but it put Bill in kind of a strange situation. On a whim Bill decided to ask Ken to send a picture of his erect cock. Ken actually went one step further and shot a little video of himself jacking off. That was all the encouragement Bill needed. It wasn't Gone with the Wind but that video seemed like a cinematic classic somehow.

It would be about two months until Ken was in town again so that gave Bill plenty of time to prepare. Just to be on the safe side he decided to purchase an anal training kit and underwent the process of ass stretching so that he could accommodate Ken's cock if things went in that direction. Even with stretching Bill was a little nervous about the idea but it was another way that he could be penetrated so he was willing to go to whatever lengths were necessary. He just made a note to remember to bring along a healthy amount of lube.

Whether Ken got cold feet or whether his travel plans legitimately changed Bill couldn't be sure but one day there was the very sad message saying that the get-together had been called off, at least temporarily. Well, at least Bill had an ass that was ready for action if the need ever arose he thought. Not much consolation but it was something. You really had to laugh at situations like this. There was a certain absurdness to the whole thing.

These were two men who met in a totally bizarre fashion and triggered some kind of emotions. Sure there was chemistry between them and the foundation for a genuine friendship but there were plenty of fish in the sea. There was no reason to become too hung up on this whole thing. If they got together eventually, fine. If they didn't that was fine too. Despite all this wisdom and practical thinking Bill found himself crying his eyes out on his bed. Fortunately he wasn't wearing any makeup at the time or his mascara would surely be running.

It wasn't quite the next day that fate played a hand but it was within a day or two of the disappointing email. A message came from the clinic asking whether Bill would be interested in participating in a more long-range experimental program, similar to the one he had volunteered for before. The timing couldn't have been better.

Moments after sending a confirmation reply to the email Bill was suddenly hit with the full realization of what he was volunteering to do. This wasn't a secret getaway to some island that he could pass off as a vacation. This was a total life changing transformation that would impact every aspect of his world. He would literally walk out of work one day as a man and come back as a woman. His friends and family would have to be told, which would probably come as a complete shock as he had never given even the slightest hint of his desire to switch genders.

What would people think? Some would think he was a closeted queer. His parents might worry that they had done something wrong in his upbringing and be disappointed in him. Well he couldn't control what people would think. Hopefully once they got to see him in his new form they would be cool with the idea. If not there wasn't much he could do about that except hope that their opinion would soften over time.

Ironically the one person he really wanted to tell he decided against informing at this point. If Ken had cancelled because of actual business reasons than he would presumably try to reschedule and if it was cold feet he'd hopefully get over his fear and reach out again. The opportunity to surprise Ken was just too great to pass up. It was kind of sneaky to play a trick like this on someone you were really crazy about but he had a feeling Ken would appreciate it in the long run.

The first step was a lengthy phone conversation with Dr. Porter where she went over the basic facts and figures of what was going to happen. A large stack of paperwork had to be signed but this was Bill's opportunity to ask questions and he had a few.

"How long is this going to last?"

"Indefinitely. You should only undertake this if you seriously want to make the change permanent."

"Are there any potential side effects?"

"Absolutely. You can read all about them in the package we're sending you. I should point out, however, that any medication you take has a long list of potential side effects. We pretty much need to protect ourselves from litigation whenever possible. Since you'll be one of the first people ever attempting to use this process for a permanent transformation we'll be watching your progress closely. Periodic checkups and reports are part of the deal. It will cost you nothing but you do have to stay in touch, and of course let us know immediately if there are any complications of any kind."

"Can I get pregnant?"

"We honestly aren't sure yet. No one has ever remained a woman long enough to find out but we caution against rushing into a pregnancy until we've had a little more time to study the long-term effects on your body."

"Will I have to have psychological counseling?"

"Yes, but you can have the procedure done first. Your participation in the previous study and the evaluation conducted then clears a lot of hurdles for you. The counselor will be mostly interested in knowing how well you're adapting to your new life."

"So they can't force me to change back?"

"That would be highly unlikely assuming you're doing as well as I believe you are going to do. You're one of our brightest hopes actually. I've met you, I've read your journal, I've studied your reports...I think you're going to be a fine young woman."

"You've read my journals, huh? I guess you think I'm kind of a slut."

"I was a girl your age once, don't forget. I didn't keep a journal but it would probably have been pretty spicy if I did. I didn't learn how to sit in a miniskirt for nothing."

With the phone interview out of the way it was on to the dreaded task of informing people of his decision. His employer took it in stride. He was a good employee. There was no reason he couldn't do his job in a dress. It was easier than having to train someone new. It was just a matter of getting the appropriate paperwork done and warning the other employees what was going to happen.

The meeting with his parents went off reasonably well although they were certainly far from enthusiastic. Who could blame them? This was something that would probably be easier once the deed was done and their new daughter was standing before them. Hopefully they would still see enough of him in her to feel love and support, no matter how weird they thought the whole thing was.

As for his friends he decided to send out a group email. He really didn't want to deal with the jokes and crass comments that he expected to get from some of his male acquaintances. If they wanted to talk to him he would be happy to answer any of their questions. If they would rather disavow any knowledge of their past friendship than better that they go away quietly.

Once the paperwork was done it would be several days until he would report for the procedure. He worked a variable schedule so he set it up so that he could have the thing done without missing any work. His boss had already informed the other employees so he got some strange looks at work and a few curious souls asked him about what the heck he was doing but mostly they left him alone. Nobody wanted to get embroiled in some sort of discrimination law suit so they had all been warned to play it cool.

It was a strange, yet familiar feeling as he headed for the airport. He knew what he was getting into this time but he also knew that he would not be coming back the same man. He would not be coming back as a man at all.


CHAPTER 16:

The procedure was to take place in a clinic in Chicago, a city he had never visited before, but there would be no time for sightseeing. He needed to check in and get the ball rolling as soon as possible if he was going to get back to work on time. The trip to the island had already burned up his vacation time so in an emergency he would have to use a "sick day" if necessary but he really wanted to make the transition as smoothly as possible. The sooner he was back the better.

It was nice to see Dr. Porter again and everything about the preparations were fairly routine. There was a ton of documentation that would need to be altered to reflect his new gender but at least he had all the required forms and letters ready to start the process. In a few hours he would be a woman. It might take a little longer to make it completely official with everyone who had to be notified but that was to be expected. The world runs on paperwork and documentation.

As he took off his clothes to put on his hospital gown he took one last look at his naked body and realized he would never see it again. It was farewell to his penis. For a moment he was gripped with panic and thought about bolting. Twenty four years of being a man were about to go out the window. No, twenty four years of being a woman trapped in a man's body was about to go out the window, and good riddance he told himself.

That was that. He had walked into this place as William Hartford and he would walk out as Billie Hartford. He had thought about choosing some other name since it was going to be his permanent one but he really liked being called Billie so why not go with it?

The procedure was exactly as it was before with the same feeling of surprise and pain killer induced euphoria that greeted her when she awoke. She had her tits back! Her beautiful perky little tits. She knew she probably looked dreadful in this gown but she felt positively radiant as she took her first glance in the mirror, once she was cleared to get up on her feet. There she was at last, the image she had dreamed of was finally staring back at her and not just temporarily. She was actually a woman. She cried uncontrollably then worried that the nurses might hear and think she was in some kind of pain. She had never felt better in her life.

She was going to be staying at the clinic the whole time so that they could monitor her and because it alleviated the difficulty of dealing with her registration at a local hotel. On the island facility the hotel and the clinic had a relationship but it would be kind of strange to check into a regular hotel as a man and suddenly turn into a woman later in the day. It was fine with Billie, even though it meant she had to wear that dreadful hospital gown the whole time. Later one of the nurses told her that she could have brought a nightgown with her if she had wanted to but somehow no one remembered to point that out to her in advance. Oh, well.

It was a private room and it had a TV and a phone and she did place a call to her parents, just to let them know that everything had gone well and that she would be home soon. She spoke to her mother who sounded very surprised by her voice and needed to be told who she was speaking to. That was kind of funny but maybe a good sign. She sounded so much like a woman that she fooled her own mother. Maybe the rest of her would be as convincing in person.

There was such a great feeling of liberation and opportunity swirling around inside her. Of course she was still getting pain killers so that probably added to her feelings of warmth and happiness, but down deep inside she was full of hope. She had come a long way from those first tentative forays into dressing herself as a woman and living a secret fantasy life. She was even a long way from her first transformation, which she knew was only temporary and sort of unrealistically romantic given the island setting and the luxurious nature of her accommodations.

She wasn't going to be living on an island in a deluxe room with maid service but so what? From this moment on she would be living the way she had always wanted to live. Probably needed to live if you got right down to it. It wasn't going to be easy and it wasn't all going to be fun but that's just the nature of being a human. She somehow felt better equipped to roll with the punches now and that was the main thing.

Her return to work took everyone by surprise, despite the advance warning they had all received. It was the same old Bill in that they could recognize some of the facial features but everything else was so damn different. The girls all wanted her to go in the bathroom and show them the results. Apparently this was fairly common when a female co-worker got a boob job and Billie was happy to oblige, even though she had to keep convincing them that this wasn't cosmetic surgery it was a genetic transformation. It wasn't really a boob job, these were her real boobs.

The guys probably wanted to see her boobs but for an entirely different reason. There was a little snickering behind her back but mostly there was shock and amazement. Most people don't know anyone who has ever had a sex change and certainly no one had ever seen one as quick and dramatic as this. The way Billie moved and spoke and sat were all totally different. They had no idea that she had spent years practicing these things. It was like an actor giving the performance of a lifetime. The technology was so new and startling that no one quite knew how to react.

Her parents reacted pretty much the same way, although nobody asked to see her boobs fortunately. There was an element of disbelief. They had just seen her as a man shortly before she left for Chicago. Now there was a woman standing in their home claiming to be their child. As much as they desperately wanted to be kind and supportive they had to let the shock wear off first. This was going to take some getting used to. At least they didn't disown her or throw her out of the house or anything like that. It was more a case of bewilderment and confusion on their part. There had been no warning signs so the reality of the thing hit them pretty hard.

There was a lot of work to do, like getting a new driver's license photo and so on, and her wardrobe needed to be supplemented now that she was only going to be wearing women's clothing but that was only a problem as far as her pocket book was concerned. Shopping wasn't something she needed to be dragged into kicking and screaming.

Whatever her neighbors in the apartment complex thought they kept it to themselves. She had never been terribly close to anyone in the building but you do get used to seeing people come and go. Maybe they thought a new tenant had moved in or that Bill had a girlfriend living with him but no one ever said a word. As long as the rent was paid on time the landlord couldn't care less whether she was a man or a woman. Maybe she was the scandal of the whole building but she didn't really care. The only real difference was that when she went down to the laundry room she was washing bras and panties instead of boxer shorts. Let them gossip if they must. To most of the world she was just a woman like any other woman going about her daily business.

There was only one person at the moment whose opinion she really cared about and she was just about to cave in and send him a message will fate intervened again and Ken was finally scheduling their dinner appointment. Although bursting with the desire to share her news she held off and decided to let him see for himself. Presumably he would be pleasantly surprised at the very least. Hopefully he would be much more than that.


CHAPTER 17:

Ken was staying at the same hotel he had stayed at on his last trip and they agreed to meet in the hotel restaurant again, just as before. Billie was just slightly late again so that Ken would have the experience of seeing her walk through the door but to her surprise he didn't rush up to greet her right away. She had to stand near the doorway for a moment or two, trying to look casual as she waited for Ken to approach.

"Holy cow! Bill...is that you?"

"Well, I think you should call me Billie under the circumstances, don't you?" she replied coyly, trying to figure out how to bat her eyes.

"I saw your pictures but this is well...way more than I expected. You look almost exactly like you did on the island...only better if that's possible," Ken gushed.

"Well thank you sweetie, you're a sight for sore eyes too. Of course I already knew what to expect so it's no surprise to me to see how handsome you are."

Ken was thunderstruck. She didn't just look different she was so completely female in every way. He had prepared himself for the potential embarrassment of being seen in public with a cross dresser but since he didn't live anywhere around here he was willing to risk it. Now he could see that there was no risk at all. He was dining with a very attractive young lady that he would be proud to be seen with anywhere. How was this all possible?

Instinctively Ken held Billie's chair for her as she sat down and she was delighted by the gesture. She was probably a cruel woman indeed to keep the secret going but hopefully there would be a very big payoff a little later in the evening.

"You don't seem very talkative tonight," Billie commented after their meal had been progressing in relative silence.

"I'm sorry, I guess I can't stop staring at you. The effect is amazing. I'd swear on a stack of bibles that you were a real woman," he blustered.

"Don't think for a moment that I'm not."

"I'm prepared to believe almost anything at this point."

"Then just relax and treat me like you would any other woman. At least any other woman you were on a date with," she added with a wink.

That loosened Ken up a bit but he still let a few sentences trail off before she had to call his attention back. It was so charming and she felt so guilty but there was no letting the fish off the line now. She needed to play this out to the end.

Once again they opted to take a bottle of wine up to his room after dinner and once again they sat in the chairs by the table at the start. As they sipped their wine and chatted about nothing in particular Billie couldn't stand the suspense any longer and came over to where Ken was sitting and silently took him by the hand and led him to the bed.

This time she took the lead in kissing him but he responded with genuine warmth and passion. After a bit of warm up she turned her back to him and asked if he would mind unzipping her dress. It may not have been what he expected but he did as she asked and she stood and let the dress fall to the floor before turning to face him.

"Like what you see?" she asked seductively.

The look of astonishment on his face almost made her laugh but she also suddenly felt terribly guilty about leading him on.

"I don't understand," Ken mumbled.

"I know I should have warned you but I wanted it to be a surprise. I've been selected to participate in a long-term study of the gender transformation program. I had the procedure done a few weeks ago."

"Long-term? How long-term?"

"Forever, darling, hopefully."

"You should have told me."

"I know, but I hoped you would be pleased."

"God, if you only knew how pleased."

"Then show me lover."

With that Ken reached behind her and skillfully unhooked her bra which soon joined the dress on the floor. Her breasts were then examined carefully like a shopper choosing a melon before they were lavished with squeezes and kisses.

While Ken played with her tits Billie managed to get his shirt unbuttoned and somehow he peeled it off without skipping a beat. He was now kissing her neck as she tried to unzip his pants but suddenly she was lifted from the bed and almost forced down against the dresser. Her panties slid to the floor by unseen hands and a finger began to probe her already wet pussy as Ken reached around her from behind.

"It's absolutely real, I promise," she managed to joke.

"So is this," Ken replied as his amazing rod slowly worked its way inside her.

"Oh my God!" she panted.

"Are you all right?"

"Just fuck me baby, then I'll be right as rain."

Ken began to ride her exquisitely, building up and pulling back until they both got in a nice pattern. She could see them both in the mirror and it was really a turn on. Her breasts weren't huge but they still had a nice bounce to them as Ken rocked her from behind. Ken was living out his fantasy when he had watched Doug perform the same maneuver but Billie was living out more than a few fantasies of her own.

She was beginning to take a real pounding now and was getting a tiny bit sore but she had masturbated extensively since the procedure and felt pretty sure she could take whatever Ken gave her. Of course once he was actually this deep inside her he seemed even bigger than he looked. Her new pussy was getting a real workout but this was so much nicer than just a dildo.

"Oh, fuck...I don't think I can hold it much longer," Ken gasped.

"That's okay, baby, let it rip. I'm on the pill so you can cum inside me if you want."

He did want. He wanted to cum inside her very badly and as much as he also wanted the moment to last his body got the better of him. Clutching her tightly by the waist he began to ejaculate his load with great moans of pleasure and relief. Billie could feel every spasm and was so happy she didn't know whether to laugh or cry. Since she was in the middle of making some wild moaning sounds herself she did neither but it was an emotionally charged moment none-the-less.

"I wanted to make it last," Ken groaned as he slumped over her back, his cock still in her pussy.

"Don't worry. We've got all night."


CHAPTER 18:

After some pleasant kissing at the dresser Billie found herself on her back on the bed while Ken crawled between her legs and prepared to go down on her moist slit. She couldn't quite remember if he had carried her or dragged her to the bed. It sort of seemed like he had just tossed her there but that was a pretty good distance to toss someone so maybe she imagined it. She wasn't thinking clearly at all by this point. As soon as his tongue began lapping at her pussy all ability to think and reason disappeared completely.

Billie already knew that Ken/Carol knew how to eat pussy like a pro so it was no surprise that she was receiving the expert treatment. What was surprising was how much more she was enjoying it now. He skillfully played with every little fold and crease and kept just the right amount of action going on her clit to bring her to the edge of insanity without quite toppling over. The orgasmic pleasure rolled throughout her whole body as his fingers and tongue kept finding new and delightful ways of stimulating her. Lubricating himself with her own cum a finger or two popped in and out of her ass along the way and she became ever wetter and more insane.

She clutched at his hair so hard he actually let out a little yelp but she couldn't help herself. She was so unrestrained right now. After so many years of bottling up her feelings and emotions she was letting them all run rampant for the first time. Finally Ken completed his exquisite torture and climbed on top of her so that they could kiss again.

"Tell me you're not just playing a trick on me. Tell me that you'll always be like this Billie."

"I'll always be like this. Believe me, there's no turning back now."

Eventually they slowed down enough to catch their breath and Ken even managed to get out of bed long enough to fetch a couple of glasses of wine. It was a superb moment of afterglow as they chatted softly and sipped their wine. They were both covered in sweat and Billie's pussy was so full of cum, both his and hers, that it had kind of dripped down her leg in spots but no one was thinking about those things now.

"You don't have to leave anytime soon do you?" Ken asked.

"No, I don't work tomorrow. I can stay the whole night if you want," Billie replied.

"That's good. I was afraid I was going to have to buy your store or something to keep you here."

"No, that won't be necessary but if you ever want to buy a pair of shoes I can get you my 20% employee discount."

"Do you think it's possible to love someone you've only known such a short time?"

"I hope so because I'm reasonably certain I love you you big stud."

"Oh, Billie...I know that I love you with all my heart. I just can't think about anything else anymore. I was even willing to love you as a man if that's what it took to be with you. Although, I have to admit I like you this way much better. No offense."

"None taken. I like me this way much better too."

Ken recovered pretty quickly and then he was mounting her from on top. The fucking this time was a little slower and more intimate as they could gaze into each other's eyes and speak the unspoken language of real lovers who know that they'll never be as happy as individuals again. It was like the handshake that secured their partnership. 

Lying on her bag, with her legs wide open and his cock deep inside her Billie felt a warmth and contentment she had never known before. The guys she had been with before seemed like silly boys and horny old men now. This was the first time she was being fucked by someone who really meant something to her. Someone she loved and cared about. Her best friend and secret sharer. She was a woman at last and she had been lucky enough to find her man so quickly. It seemed to make up for all the frustration and pain she had experienced for so many years.

The pace picked up, inevitably, and eventually they were revving up to high gear again in anticipation of Ken's next triumphant eruption. It seemed to Billie that making Ken cum has hard and as often as possible should be her new hobby. Of course the fact that she would also be creaming her fool head off just made the proposition all the more appealing but she was really focused more on his pleasure for some reason. Having a big hard cock in your pussy tends to do that to a woman but Billie could be excused if she didn't realize that yet given the short time she had been equipped for the job.

Eventually fatigue caught up with them. Ken had already had a long day of doing whatever business stuff he did on these trips and Billie had been fucked senseless. That combined with the wine and the contentment meant that they both fell asleep pretty hard and pretty fast when they finally crawled under the covers.

In the morning they were starting to get ready to go down to breakfast but Ken was super horny again, as men so often are in the morning, so their meal was slightly delayed. Ken's was at any rate as Billie had decided to snack on his man meat. He had just been coming out of the bathroom when she ambushed him in the doorway. Falling to her knees she began to fondle his member. Ken tried to protest but it was a weak effort and Billie was resolved.

"Don't you want to get breakfast?" he asked.

"Appetizer first."

"You said you were starving," he pointed out.

"This looks quite filling."

"Well, if you insist..."

"Your cock and my mouth have some unfinished business babe."

Those were the last words she would be able to utter for quite some time but the slurps and gulps and gasps that issued from her were simply music to Ken's ears. Words could be so overrated. The sound of your lover sucking your cock spoke volumes.

Ken supported himself in the doorway of the bathroom as Billie tried with all her might to give the best blowjob a man had ever received. She wanted to take him all the way down to the balls but that wasn't quite happening. Her lack of experience was somewhat compensated for by her enthusiasm but she knew she needed a lot of practice to really be a champion cocksucker. Hopefully Ken would be willing to let her practice on him frequently. It was only his cock she wanted to suck anyway so figuring out how to do it properly would be in both of their best interests.

She was startled when the first jet of goo was unloaded in her mouth. It was hotter and stickier than she had expected. She knew what a man's cum looked like, having produced plenty of it herself as a man, but she had absolutely no idea what it tasted like. She sort of expected something a little more watery but Ken's was thick and there was so much of it building up in her mouth that she feared she wouldn't be able to swallow it all. After one big gulp she got into a rhythm of letting each load settle for a moment before she took a breath and gobbled it up.

"Damn girl, I didn't know you swallowed," said Ken admiringly.

"Neither did I," Billie replied with her mouth still full of his white nectar.

Some men don't like to kiss a girl right after they've given them head because they don't want to taste their own cum but Ken had absolutely no reservations. He pulled Billie up from her knees and embraced her warmly. He seemed to really like kissing and Billie had to agree that it was pretty wonderful. She wanted to share everything with this man and bodily fluids were just part of the bargain.


CHAPTER 19:

After breakfast Ken apologized for having a little more work to do while he was in town but promised that he would get back as fast as possible. Billie didn't mind lounging around his hotel room at all. The bed was comfy and she had something to snack on while she watched TV. She kind of got a kick out of the idea of waiting for her man to come home from work.

She still really had no idea what he did but it obviously involved some amount of travel and he talked about all the pressure so he must be someone with a lot of responsibilities. There would be plenty of time to learn all about that later. Right now she just wanted to be the release valve for all his tension.

What if Carol hadn't stalked her at the resort? What if they had been in completely different groups or not participated in the study at all? What if they hadn't bonded so quickly or become so intimate? It seemed like a million tiny little variables all had to line up just right for Billie to find herself where she was right now.

If only I could have changed sooner, she thought before realizing that if she shad she probably never would have met Ken. Of course there seemed to be some force in the Universe trying to push them together so maybe she would have sold him a pair of shoes on one of his business trips and he would have asked her for a date. You can't really argue when fate is playing such a significant role.

When Billie finally heard the sound of Ken's keycard sliding in the door she bounded off the bed and practically jumped into his arms.

"What took you so long darling?" she cooed between wet kisses.

"I got back as fast as I could, believe me," he replied as his strong arms enveloped her body.

"What would you like to do today?" asked Ken.

"Fuck."

"Yes, I'm sure we will but what else?"

"Suck your cock again."

"You have a one track mind," Ken chuckled.

"You're not going to be here much longer so I want your dick inside of me as much as possible."

"My love my dick is going to be inside you so much in the days ahead that you'll probably grow sick of it and wander off to find some younger stud."

"How old are you anyway?" she asked.

"Thirty two."

"Wow, I never would have guessed that."

"Too old for you?"

"Not at all."

"So you like older men?"

"How the hell do I know? I've only been on the job for a few weeks. I like this older man, that's for sure."

They fell into the bed and began to fuck again, all the while Ken kept suggesting that Billie might want to show him the town since she lived here, but Billie just wanted to show him her ass, her tits and her pussy. Ken had to agree that those were probably the best natural wonders in the city anyway and gladly spent the day plunging his manhood inside her over and over again.

"So what happens now?" Billie asked as they were taking a brief break.

"We could order room service if you're hungry and don't feel like getting dressed," Ken suggested.

"No, I mean what happens with us tomorrow and the next day and so on. When will I see you again?"

"Well I don't think I'll be back here on business for a few months at least but there's no reason I can't come just to see you, depending on what your schedule is."

"I'll make time for that, believe me."

And so that's pretty much the way things went for the next few months. They chatted on the phone or by email and Ken would fly in whenever he could get away from the office. Sometimes they just stayed in the hotel the hotel time and made love and other times Billie finally did show him around a little. She showed him the store where she worked and many of the girls were impressed and a little jealous of her handsome boyfriend. Some girls have all the luck.

She finally worked up the nerve to introduce him to her parents and they seemed equally impressed once they got over the shock factor. Billie's mother thought he looked like a "keeper" and even her father had to admit that he seemed like a guy with a good head on his shoulders and a bright future. He'd never had to think about things like someone taking care of his daughter but now that he had to he took it seriously.

Billie still hadn't been to his home or seen where he worked but she was sure they would get to that in time. For Ken air travel seemed to be as natural as most people view driving a car so he always volunteered to come to her. Whenever she protested that it must be costing him quite a bit of money for all the plane tickets and hotel rooms he always just laughed and told her that he could afford it or made some joke about skipping lunches to pay for it.

Her counseling sessions always seemed like kind of a waste of time to Billie because she had nothing but good things to report. Yes, her co-workers seemed to accept her just fine. No, she hadn't experienced any type of discrimination, as far as she could tell. Yes, she was prone to greater mood swings but not specifically a mood of depression or regret. No, she hadn't felt diminished or degraded in anyway. Yes, she had been enjoying an active sex life. A very active sex life. No, she couldn't think of anything she missed as a man, except maybe the convenience of being able to urinate standing up behind a tree.

Going to a gynecologist was a little scary the first time because she didn't really know what to expect but she had some complicated plumbing now and needed a good plumber to make sure that the pipes were clean and up to speed. Because of her unique situation you would need to be checked pretty thoroughly on a regular basis so it was just something she had to get used to.

The first examine started easy enough with checking her weight and blood pressure and so on, just like any other visit to the doctor. Next came the breast exam, which was also perfectly easy to take. The next part was when things started to get a little intimidating.

She was asked to lie down on the table and put her feet into something that resembled the stirrups on a horse saddle. With her legs wide open the doctor gently began to probe her vulva with rubber gloves on before moving to the main event.

Suddenly the doctor had a very strange looking device in her hands called a speculum, which was basically a pussy spreader. It was kind of a duckbilled object with clamps and it allowed the doctor to get a very good view of what was going on inside Billie's vagina.

Whatever they had done to her at the clinic had been done while she was asleep so this whole new world of poking and probing and scraping samples was kind of frightening but absolutely necessary for any woman, not just a transgendered one. She wouldn't know everything until the test results of her Pap smear came back but otherwise she was given a clean bill of health.

She had voluntarily shoved bigger things up her ass before when she was trying to prepare for anal sex so the speculum wasn't unbearably uncomfortable but it was a little odd to be examined in quite this detail. When Bill took a physical to play on the high school basketball team a doctor grabbed his balls and told him to cough but that was about as intimate as medical exams had ever been before.

So she was a healthy young lady. That was nice to know. Things had been going so well she was a little afraid that she was going to have to pay a price for it sooner or later. The good news just kept coming, however, as Ken called and told her that he wanted to whisk her away for an extended weekend if she could manage it with work. He wouldn't say where they were going but she didn't really care. She would manage it somehow. 


CHAPTER 20:

Ken tried to keep the secret as long as possible but once they were on the plane she had a pretty good idea of where they were going, or at least the general direction they were heading. With a little prodding he finally broke down and revealed that they were returning to the same resort where they had met. Billie protested that if she had known she would have packed accordingly but Ken just laughed and told her to buy whatever she needed when they got there.

It felt strange to be back but wonderful too. The hotel was so familiar to both of them and brought back all kinds of memories. In a way Billie wondered why Ken had chosen this place since his experiences here hadn't all been as pleasant as hers. This was the spot where Ken had felt another man's balls slapping against his ass when he was Carol. This is where he had paraded around the beach in a bikini. But of course this is also where they had met and made love for the first time so presumably those memories were pushing the other ones aside.

"I'm thought about trying to get your old room for nostalgia sake but I thought we might be more comfortable in this one," said Ken as they set their bags down.

It was a luxury suite of some kind and definitely a cut above the already luxurious rooms they had enjoyed as clinic test subjects. Billie was sort of in awe. She didn't come from a wealthy family so most of her travel experiences were more of the budget motel kind but she thought she could get used to this kind of style if she had to. Maybe Ken really did have a lot of money she thought. It was always just kind of joked at but now she began to wonder.

"It's fucking gorgeous," Billie said with her mouth agape. "But does a hotel room really need a piano?"

"It does if I'm going to serenade you," Ken replied as he took a seat on the piano bench and began to play beautifully.

Billie soon slid in next to him and rested her head on his shoulder as he expertly navigated around the keys. This was a lovely surprise on top of all the other lovely surprises already and she was completely lost in the moment. Apparently she wasn't the only one who like to spring surprises on people.

They stopped by the clinic later that day but Dr. Porter was now based in their Chicago facility and the clinic here was basically winding down. No one was currently involved in any testing at the moment but the staff there was very happy to see two of its graduates back for a homecoming of sorts. Billie was actually a very important person to them because she was one of the first brave souls to take the leap of faith and try to prove the validity of what they had all been working for so she was treated almost like a rock star or something.

After that they were pretty anxious to hit the sheets so after grabbing a quick lunch they headed back to their suite and good down and dirty. The piano soon proved to have uses other than musical as Billie somehow ended up on the lid of it with her legs hanging over the edge while Ken used his fingers just as expertly on the instrument between her legs. That man could play with a pussy like nobody's business she thought. No wonder he had made such a good lesbian.

After dinner they went to the bar for a few drinks and a little dancing and Billie finally found something that Ken wasn't terribly good at. Not that she was Broadway dancer material but Ken seemed a little lost on the dance floor. Still he was a good sport about it and she didn't torture him by making it last too long. Dancing as a girl was another thing she had practiced all her life, lip-synching in front of a mirror but this was her first opportunity to put those practice sessions to work in public. She loved that she could jump around and be crazy and shake her ass and everyone just thought she was cute instead of insane. Or maybe insanely cute, what did it matter? Girls like to get silly sometimes and boys like to watch with hungry eyes.

Then it was on to a moonlight stroll on the beach and the biggest surprise of all as Ken dropped to a knee and produced a small box. She gasped, she wept, she laughed and somewhere in between she accepted his proposal. She wanted to fuck him right there on the beach but they somehow managed to restrain themselves long enough to get back to their room.

When she finally got a chance to take a good look at her beautiful new ring in the light her jaw dropped. She wasn't any expert on jewelry but even she could tell that this was one hell of a rock.

"Oh, my God! Can you really afford something like this?" she asked in a panic. "I mean, you're not embezzling from the company or anything are you?"

"Well that would be pretty hard to do and kind of stupid because I own the company," he chuckled. "Own quite a few companies really, so the short answer is yes, I can afford something like that or anything else your heart desires."

"Man, you should have gotten me to sign a pre-nuptial agreement before I knew that you were rich," Billie joked.

"Why? Are you planning on leaving me soon?"

"Are you kidding? I gave up my cock and balls to be your private pussy for life. You're stuck with me for the long haul."

"I guess you'll be Mrs. Private Pussy now."

"I'll finally see your house."

"Our house, that is if you want to live there. I'm open to your suggestions."

"What about my job?" Billie asked.

"If you really like it I can buy your store and let you run it or you can come work with me or you can just lie around the pool all day or go shopping with your girlfriends or whatever you like. Hey, that reminds me...I'm going to have to hire an older, less attractive pool boy. I don't want to give you any ideas."

"The only ideas in my head are ways to make you happy lover," Billie said as she threw her arms around Ken and wept.

"I'll never understand why girls cry so easily."

"Don't knock it till you've tried it."

"I have tried it but I like being a man much more."

"I like you being a man much more, too. Now stop talking and get that manhood inside me quick. We didn't come up here to gab you know."

Ken didn't need much encouragement to get his manhood inside her but just hearing her ask for it drove him even more wild with desire. Billie liked Ken to take charge but tonight she was feeling especially frisky and managed to wriggle out of his grasp so that she could plunk herself down on his big pole and began to have the ride of her life. For some reason it made her think of the stirrups in the gynecologist's office and it made her giggle. Ken had no idea why she was laughing but just figured she was being silly, as was her prerogative. She was actually ripping his dick off with enthusiasm and he was doing his best to keep up and keep it snugly inside her.

The rest of the tip was pretty much the same. They ordered some food when they were hungry and they rested when they were tired but otherwise they just fucked and fucked and fucked. She didn't need to worry about what she had packed because she spent most of the trip buck naked anyway. The only thoughts of clothing that popped into her head for the next few days were visions of her bridal gown.

As a little boy he had worn princess gowns and other frilly things that his female friends put him in for fun. As he got older he would occasionally glance at bridal magazines when he was sure that no one was looking and daydream about walking down the aisle in white waiting to be joined forever to some wonderful man. It was just one more dream that would soon be fulfilled in what was becoming a very long list indeed.


CHAPTER 21:

Ken didn't actually live in a house, it was more of what you would call a mansion. She had no idea what they were going to do with so many rooms but she made a plan to make sure that they had sex at least once in all of them.

She also didn't know what she was going to do with her life. She had no interest in managing a shoe store and it seemed kind of pointless since Ken had so much money so for the time being she decided to do as he suggested and just enjoy being the wife of a rich man. She knew that would probably get old pretty fast but there was no rush to plan too far ahead. Hopefully in time she would take on the role of being a mother but that was also in the future.

The wedding was gorgeous and her friends from work were there as bridesmaids. Her old male friends had never bothered to try and contact her and she had never really worried about that one way or the other. She lived in a new city now and would no doubt be introduced to a whole new circle of friends. All that really mattered to her anyway was that she was living with her best friend in the whole world.

In time she would discover that Ken's interest in frilly things had not gone away completely and she was totally cool with him occasionally slipping into something slinky from her wardrobe. He was so relieved to be able to express that side of his nature without feeling shame or remorse and it only brought them closer together, if such a thing was possible.

If she had just been the assistant manager of a shoe store her whole life that would have been just fine with her as long as she was the female assistant manager. She wasn't afraid of hard work or scrimping and saving to get by. The fact that she had married into wealth was just the icing on the cake. If Ken went broke tomorrow they could just pack up their silk undies and move to a small apartment if they had to. Well, maybe not tomorrow. Tomorrow she was going on a little shopping trip to buy clothes for their European vacation. After they got back perhaps.

Billie knew that she was guinea pig and that many people were watching her every move to see whether this was a real solution to a serious problem. It didn't bother her in the least that she was always being asked questions and examined and analyzed. If she could help other people find the same kind of happiness she enjoyed it was a small price to pay in the name of science.


AUTHOR'S NOTES:

I really had fun writing this book. I always enjoy it but some books just sort of seem to write themselves. The technology described in this book does not exist yet but genetic engineering is the future of sexual reassignment. Part of the problem is the fact that the subject of transgender studies is not terribly well funded. There's a surprisingly small amount of research available or even being conducted. As the researchers discovered with mice, there's not that great a difference between men and women and DNA is the key to flipping the switch.

Hopefully the day will come soon when people will be able to find peace in their true gender without all of the pain and expense and trauma that's required today to do so. And more importantly I hope that society will be more accepting of those people and help make their transition as smooth as possible.

Everyone deserves a shot at happiness and obviously that pursuit is all the more difficult when you're not happy in your own skin. Maybe it won't always be quite so difficult to see that everyone is in the body they belong in.

I must be in some kind of romantic mood lately because several of my recent books have ended up with a wedding! I did start writing this one on Valentine's Day so I guess that makes some sense. Sometimes I like to be raunchy and sometimes I like to be romantic...just like any other woman I suppose.
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