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CHAPTER 1:

Jared Whittaker had been in trouble for as long as he could remember. He was always on the run, from school, from home, from the law. He didn't have to look for trouble, it always seemed to find him. An endless string of fights, thefts and other petty crimes had seen him suspended, transferred and locked up more times than he could count.

It was hard to totally blame him for his wayward behavior. His mother had died when he was four and he never even knew his father. He was sent to live with an uncle who turned out to be an abusive alcoholic who beat the boy often and only kept him around for the financial aid he received from the government that was supposed to be used for Jared's health and educational needs. It all went to booze. When Jared was eleven he ran away and was caught. When he was twelve he ran away and was caught again. When he was thirteen he ran away for good.

Growing up on the streets he lived a life of desperate survival which almost always entailed some sort of criminal activity. He was arrested numerous times and did various stints in juvenile correctional facilities but when he turned eighteen he found himself in a radical new program that the government was just beginning to experiment with.

The program sounded pretty bizarre and had been met with a great deal of controversy. It involved taking trouble-making males like Jared who the court felt might be redeemable and subjecting them to a new type of criminal rehabilitation. For the next three years Jared Whittaker was going to be spending his life as a woman.


CHAPTER 2:

The Juvenile Reform Act, as it was officially known, had been made possible by recent developments in sexual reassignment technology. Using cells from a person's own body one could be "re-engineered" into an entirely new person, even given an entirely different gender. Gone were the days of lengthy hormone therapy sessions and complicated cosmetic surgery. The procedure was relatively quick and painless and most importantly was completely reversible.

Despite using futuristic medicine to implement the plan the whole thing was based on some pretty antiquated notions. The idea seemed to be that woman were naturally less aggressive and prone to anti-social behavior so by learning to live as a female a troubled male youth might find the path to redemption and return to the world as a productive member of society. The experience of being a more "docile" creature would hopefully stick with them the rest of their lives, even after their cock and balls were restored to them.

Not included in the official statements about the program was the implied additional element of humiliation as punishment. The idea of publicly "shaming" prisoners had kind of gone out of style but there was a definite intent to do exactly that by stripping away their manhood and subjecting them to the embarrassment of having to walk a mile in a woman's heels.

It was either accept the program or be transferred to an adult prison, a prospect that most young men did not look forward to. Being confined at a detention center was one thing but it was a picnic compared to the hell of hard time in prison. Jared didn't like the idea of being turned into a girl one little bit but if he got him a light sentence in a cushy "reform school" that was certainly better than the alternative. Jared knew how to play the angles and work the system. He could probably figure out a way to get around the whole thing eventually once he learned the lay of the land he figured.

The process worked in three stages. For one year he would be assigned to a school where he would be reprogrammed to think and live as a female. Next would be transfer to a "halfway house" where he would live a supervised life and helped to find a job and so on. Finally he would be free for the third year to live in society, hopefully behaving himself and keeping out of trouble. If he stayed clean for three years he would be restored to his original male state and any remaining charges against him would be dropped or counted as time served. Three more years of probation would follow with the obvious threat of instant imprisonment should he fail to comply with the letter of the law and the terms of his probation.

It all sounded pretty whacky to Jared and in truth it probably was. Like many political "experiments" in social reform and reeducation there were all kinds of sinister implications lurking under the seemingly well-intentioned plan but that was of no concern to Jared in the slightest. It was all just another jail to deal with and a new set of jailers to con. You can make any situation work for you if you're smart enough so he saw no reason for this to be any different.

The first shocking taste of how different this was going to be came right after his procedure was performed and he saw himself in the mirror as a girl for the first time. He couldn't recognize himself at all. He sort of assumed that he would look more like a man in drag but the transformation had turned him into a rather pretty girl. He was so soft and curvy now, nothing like his old exterior. Being a "tough guy" had always been a major survival mechanism for him but it was hard to think of himself as tough looking like this. When he spoke his high pitched girly voice was the next shock to the system. He had been pretty good at intimidating even bigger and stronger dudes by the way he spoke and the way he carried himself but that seemed like a thing of the past now.

Another surprise was how nice everyone treated him. In Juvenile Hall or the city jail, even just in the detention room in school he had always been treated like garbage. People were hard on troublemakers in an effort to teach them the error of their ways and to make the experience so unpleasant that they would want to avoid a repeat performance. Here in the medical clinic people couldn't have been nicer. It was all "sweetie" this and "honey" that and pretty nurses waiting on him hand and foot. If only he could just stay here the whole time he thought. Hell, maybe this girl gimmick wouldn't be so bad after all.

From the moment he awoke in his new body it was drummed into his head that he was no longer a "he" and was in fact a "she" named Geraldine, or Gerry for short. They had chosen something that was similar to her old name to make the transition all the easier and she was glad of that. Some people had called her Gerry before anyway so it wasn't hard to get used to.

When the time came to be transferred to her new home she was presented with a bra and panties, some cheap shoes and a jumpsuit. It took a little finagling to figure out how to get into the bra but one of the nurses helped and Gerry actually felt a little embarrassed having a woman strap this silly contraption to her chest. The jumpsuit she was used to. The underwear would take a little longer to feel comfortable in.

No handcuffs or restraints were placed on Gerry or the other four "girls" who were being transferred at the same time. Instead of the familiar prison bus with barred windows they all climbed into a very ordinary looking passenger van. It would be a piece of cake to slip away from here Gerry thought, but there was no point in worrying about escape now. She was a little curious to see what sort of place she would be stuck in before making any long range plans.

They drove for while and nobody spoke although everybody stole glances at the other passengers. It felt really strange to be in a van full of cute young girls and not be trying to flirt or steal a kiss or something at least, not that any of them looked especially attractive in their prison jumpsuits and with no makeup on.

The van arrived at some kind of gated facility and the guard quickly let them in. It looked like a mansion more than a prison and had nicely manicured lawns and gardens. The walls seemed more like they were intended to keep interlopers out rather than keep the inmates in.

The girls were politely ushered into the house and invited to make themselves comfortable. It was an old place, sort of a rambling Victorian style mansion and there were paintings everywhere and flowers and attractive furnishings. If this was a jail it was the strangest one Gerry had ever seen, that was for sure.

Soon a pleasant, middle-aged woman in a smart suit entered the room and introduced herself as Mrs. Ochoa. She had a very pleasant manner about her and spoke to the group as if they were guests more than prisoners.

"Welcome to the Bramble House," she began. "This was once the home of the painter Elizabeth Bramble and many of her works are still on display here. It was generously donated to the state after her death and has been used mainly as a museum and an art institute but recently it has been reassigned to administrators of the Juvenile Reform Act and will be your home for the next year."

She rambled on for a bit about the "wonderful opportunity" they were being presented with and some boring history of the painter lady who used to own the place before she got back to business.

"While you're here you will learn to live as proper young ladies. That may not be as easy as it sounds. People today have often forgotten the basic principles of manners and polite behavior and for someone suddenly finding themselves in a new body even normal functions may seem strange to you at first."

"Like not pissing standing up?" one of the girls chortled.

"Well, yes, that's one thing I suppose," Mrs. Ochoa said without losing her cool. "But I assure you that there's more to being a woman than keeping the seat down on the toilet. You're going to be living as women for the next three years and even going out into the world and taking jobs. It's our job to prepare you for that as much as we can in the limited time available. For most of us women we've had an entire lifetime to learn how to be female. I'm afraid you're going to be getting a bit of a crash course."

After the orientation the girls were shown to their rooms. Each room was a little like a college dorm but much more attractively furnished and decorated. In Gerry's room there was a bunk bed on one side and two single beds on the other. Gerry and another new girl named Sally would be sharing a room with two "veterans" of the place, Gloria and Vanessa, who were nowhere to be seen at the moment. The "rookies" got the bunk bed and Gerry quickly staked out the top bunk. Once they had seen their room and noted its location they were led to a communal bathroom down the hall and instructed to shower.

There really wasn't anything to do but strip out of their clothes and hit the showers. Sally neatly folded her clothes up and set them on the sink counter but Gerry just kind of let them fly wherever they happened to land. The shower stalls were separated by a barrier that covered a person from the ankles to the neck but Gerry couldn't help but try to sneak a peek at her neighbor. Looking at a naked girl was still an opportunity that was hard to pass up although Gerry couldn't see very much over the barrier.

It was a funny feeling to run your hands over your body and not recognize it in the slightest. Gerry couldn't resist the urge to fondle her own breasts or to run her fingers around the mysterious folds of flesh between her legs where once her manhood had proudly rested. It was actually kind of kinky she thought but drove that from her mind as soon as possible.

Once out of the shower the girls noticed that their jumpsuits had been removed and new clothes where hung out for them to wear.

"You've got to be kidding," Gerry snorted as she saw her new wardrobe.

"It's either that or walk around in our underwear," Sally replied as she examined her outfit more closely. "I don't know. It's not that bad really."

"Like you say, it's this or our skivvies so what the hell!"


CHAPTER 3:

Their outfit was what you might find in any respectable girl's boarding school. There was a pleated skirt of red plaid material, a white shirt, or "blouse" as they would constantly be reminded to call it, some dark stocking that came almost all the way up to the knees and some black shoes that buckled on the top. It sort of looked like the kind of thing you might see in a porn film although not nearly so revealing. Even so Gerry felt like a total idiot having to parade around in a skirt. Of course all of the girls there were in the same boat and nobody who knew her as a man would see her like this but it was still a bitter pill to swallow.

The "guards" all seemed to be women wearing regular street clothes and if they had any weapons they were well concealed. This appeared to be about as minimum security a facility as Gerry had ever known. She had no idea how they kept order in a place like this but that was all for the best. No need to force the issue, this was only the first day.

Gerry and Sally were taken back to their room and instructed that dinner would be served at six o'clock in the main dining hall. There was still no sign of their roommates so the two girls kicked back and took in their surroundings.

"Can you believe this place?" said Sally. "It's more like a hotel than a jail."

"Yeah, on the surface, but it's still a jail don't forget. And worst of all we're prisoners in our own bodies," Gerry pointed out.

"That's true, but it beats the hell out of doing hard time."

"Probably. Hopefully anyway. God I can't get used to my own voice!"

"I know. It's like taking a hit off a helium balloon and hearing yourself get all high and screechy."

"And this tit harness has got to go," Gerry complained as she tried to rearrange her bra. "What are we, horses?"

"I guess you get used to it after a while."

"That's what they want obviously. They cut our balls off and now they want to make us harmless little puppets. I don't know about you but I want my dick back."

"So do I, but it's only for three years. If the food's decent and the work isn't too hard I can do that standing on my head," Sally chuckled.

"You've been in the can a lot?" Gerry asked.

"Hell yeah. Nobody would be here without a record a mile long. I'm getting a shorter sentence and I didn't have to rat anybody out to do it."

"Yeah but who knows, this may end up being worse than prison. I mean look at us! We've got tits and a pussy for fuck's sake!"

"At least they didn't make us homely girls," Sally said with a grin. "So did you check out the new equipment in the shower?"

"What do you mean?" asked Gerry.

"You know. Did you poke around your pussy?" Sally replied.

"No, I mean kind of. I didn't stick my finger all the way in or anything."

"I did. It was pretty weird. Not weird in a bad way, just kind of strange."

"I'll bet."

"You'll do it too I'll bet you anything. Three years is a long time to go without getting your rocks off. Girls do it somehow so I guess it's just a matter of practicing."

"I suppose so," Gerry said not sounding too convinced. "How do you know when you're done I wonder?"

"Huh?"

"Masturbating I mean. As a dude you jack it until you blow your wad but how does a girl know when she's done? Don't they have like multiple orgasms and shit? And what if you don't have an orgasm? Do you just do it until your hand gets tired?"

"I don't know, I never thought about it," said Gerry with a tilt of his head. "I guess we'll just have to try it and find out."

The girls were sitting on their bunks so they couldn't see what the other one was doing so they had no way of knowing that they had both reached under their skirts and were touching themselves at this moment. The combination of curiosity and the conversation turning to masturbating had been more than enough for the girls to do a little exploring of their new body.

Suddenly the door swung open and their roommates appeared at last.

"Oh my God! You horny little snatch grabbers," Vanessa chuckled in mock dismay. "You've been girls for what, like a day and a half and you're already polishing the pearl!"

Gerry and Sally quickly removed their hands from between their legs and tried to straighten their skirts. They were both surprised to learn that they had been doing the same thing.

"Don't mind her, she's just fucking with you," Gloria said with a warm smile. "We all did the same thing. It's only natural that you'd be curious."

"Of course you did you freaking cunt monkey," Vanessa chided.

"Look who's talking bitch," Gloria shot back playfully. "It's always taco Tuesday when you're around."

Gloria and Vanessa flopped down on their beds as introductions were made all around. Vanessa was a tall, dark haired girl with a slim body and Gloria was a more voluptuous blonde.

"Okay girls, here's the score," Vanessa began. "Your manly brains are going to rebel against everything around here at first but you just have to remember that we're all going through the same thing and there's no shame in it. I don't know whether they put something in the food or whether they tweaked our brains at the same time they tweaked our bodies but pretty soon you'll start to feel different about yourself so there's really no point in fighting it."

"What do you mean feel different?" Gerry inquired.

"Hard to put into words but basically you'll eventually accept your new identity and your girly brain will take over your thinking more and more," Vanessa replied.

"Like hell it will!" Gerry practically shouted.

"You may have been the baddest motherfucker on the street out there but in here that doesn't mean jack shit," said Vanessa with a laugh. "Everybody fights this thing and everybody loses. Although in this case losing isn't such a bad thing."

"How could that be?" Sally asked.

"There are some definite benefits to being a girl," replied Gloria. "We actually have a lot of fun around here. I don't know how many times you've been in the joint but I'll bet you've never been able to say that before."

"What kind of benefits?" Gerry asked suspiciously.

"For one thing everyone is really nice to you. They know what a criminal scumbag you really are but they never throw it in your face. It's more like you're some little rich girl at an exclusive school. They really want you to be happy. I know it sounds crazy but everyone goes out of their way to see that you're taken care of and comfortable and, I don't know...loved I guess is the best way of putting it," Gloria explained, flashing a big smile. "If you're cool with everything everyone will be cool with you. It's definitely a go with the flow vibe."

"Speaking of which it's time for us to flow down to dinner," Vanessa interjected. "So if you ladies can stop pounding your beavers for two seconds I suggest you join us in the dining hall."


CHAPTER 4:

It was a noisy but friendly group of young ladies that gathered around a very large table for dinner. Everyone was in the same uniform and it looked like there were about forty girls in all, assuming that everyone was present. It was certainly not a crowded jail, that was one thing in its favor Gerry noted.

They were actually served their meals. They didn't have to stand in a line and shuffle past some disinterested slob slopping crap on their tray. There were cloth napkins and nice glasses to drink from. It was like being at a restaurant or at a family meal on Thanksgiving, not that Gerry had ever experienced that but she had seen it portrayed on TV.

Everybody was so damn polite. It was all "please" and "thank you" and "would you be kind enough to pass the salt?" It sort of made Gerry's head spin. What the hell kind of place was this? Every one of the "girls" sitting at this table were really men with criminal records but to hear them gossip and chatter away you'd swear you were surrounded by real females who had been this way all of their lives. It was kind of terrifying.

Gerry had accepted the unorthodox punishment but never in a million years expected it to actually do anything to change her other than her appearance. When she arrived her first thought was to wonder how valuable the paintings on the walls might be and how one would go about selling them on the outside. She was trying to make mental notes about the security in the place but there didn't seem to be much at all. Her criminal instincts told her that these were a bunch of suckers waiting to be taken advantage of but things already appeared so different than she had anticipated that it was hard to get a handle on things. It was still a jail, she told herself, and a jail is a jail. A different kind of jail maybe but there had to be a system and the system could be broken.

After dinner Mrs. Ochoa appeared and took the new girls on a tour of the house. It was a pretty amazing old place with a library and a recreation room, a gym, which looked kind of out of sorts with all the modern equipment, a movie theater and even a beauty parlor. They would get to see the grounds tomorrow but it looked like a pretty large estate from what they could see out the windows and from driving in.

What a whacky setup Gerry thought. All that money going to waste on people like us. It would be a heck of a lot easier if they just handed her the cash so that she didn't have to steal all the time. She wondered whether this is what being spoiled felt like. She honestly had nothing to compare that to. Life had always been hard and mean and a scramble to survive. Nobody ever felt the need to be polite to her before so she never developed the skill of being polite in return. She'd obviously have to try and play along for a while. No sense in getting marked as a trouble maker at this point. You always wanted to lull the guards into thinking you were tame so that they'd never suspect what you were really up to.

There were no televisions in the individual rooms but there were several places around the house where you could watch TV or a video. Snack trays and soft drinks also seemed to be available in those areas. It was a pretty comfortable setup for a jail. Hell, it looked like a pretty comfortable setup for anything, which only made Gerry all the more suspicious. It looked like mind control or brainwashing might be involved and she wanted no part of that. She was happy with her brain just the way it was.

For sleeping they were provided with nightgowns, which were basically kind of loose dresses of some flimsy material. Gerry hated the idea of wearing it but once it was on she had to admit that the fabric felt really nice against her skin and it was good to be out of that stupid bra.

For all its resort trimmings the place was still an institution and ran on a schedule. Meals were served at specific times and girls were required to report to various "classes" based on a schedule that was posted everywhere. You could walk to the bathroom anytime you wanted but after "lights out" the rest of the house was supposed to be off limits. They were also informed that they would have to take turns helping in the kitchen or the laundry or in some other task that involved the running of the place but it all sounded like pretty light duty. She still had no idea what kind of punishments were handed out to people who broke the rules but it was hard to imagine discipline being very severe around here.

"Good night ladies, sleep tight!" Gloria called out cheerfully as she hit the light switch.

Good God, nobody would ever have dared to say something like that in the places Gerry had been incarcerated before. What a weird head trip this all was. As she was drifting off she wondered whether her tits would get in the way and make it hard to sleep. They didn't and soon she was in deep slumber.


CHAPTER 5:

The grounds were lovely. There was evening a swimming pool. The place was surrounded by walls but they weren't anything too imposing and there were no signs of guard towers. Maybe they used some kind of sophisticated electronic surveillance Gerry thought. It was certainly a beautiful place with flowers everywhere and fountains and statues and whatever else you put in a crazy garden like this.

Gerry's first class was an introduction to female anatomy. It was basically a pretty dry sex education film explaining the various parts of the female body and how they worked followed by a question and answer session. Gerry had planned on being bored but it was actually kind of interesting to know something about her new apparatus. It seemed very complicated and there were tons of names for the various parts of the vagina. For now it just seemed easier to call it a pussy and leave it at that.

Much to her dismay the girls were issued dildos and actually encouraged to experiment with them. It basically resembled a banana more than a man's cock and had a vibrating device inside that could be switched on and set to different speeds. Replacement batteries were available on request.

Sex in prison was a reality just about everywhere but it was usually supposed to be kept a secret. Studies had shown that male inmates who engaged in sex with other men usually still regarded themselves as heterosexual and generally returned to heterosexual relationships on the outside. Being "jail gay" meant that you just did what you had to do to get your rocks off but men rarely formed any sort of intimate relations with their partners. It was quick and dirty and men sometimes looked at pictures of naked women or pretended that they were with a girl while doing it.

Female prisoners, on the other hand, were far more likely to have "girlfriends" in jail and cuddling and touching was much more common. Women were more likely to seek affection as a means of coping with their situation and more likely to continue those relationships, or form new ones with other women once they were released.

Of course there was also the "business" side of sex in jail that usually involved getting some sort of favors or protection in return. Prisoners were certainly known to prostitute themselves for drugs or smokes or even just a candy bar if they were desperate enough. In the really tough prisoners more effeminate or "pretty boy" males would often seek a larger, stronger partner to keep them safe from the other prisoners. Rape was largely underreported in prison but definitely part of the incarceration experience.

Although Gerry hated to think of it she had participated in some same sex activities over the years. During her first long stretch at a youth detention facility the boys would sometimes masturbate each other. It was shameful to think of it now but they were all very young and in a strange place and sexual experimentation seemed to be openly accepted. It was treated as more of a game and sometimes there were contests to see who could shoot their cum the furthest or last the longest. And it felt good. Gerry didn't have much experience with girls at that point so getting to ejaculate on a semi-regular basis with a partner, even if it was a male partner, was something both enjoyable and detestable.

There had been a few other embarrassing incidents along the way but Gerry had pretty much driven those from her mind. She did what she had to do like anyone else. That was all there was to that.

This was a weird kettle of fish because the inmates were all males who had been turned into females so what sort of rules applied? It was only a temporary change so Gerry toyed with the idea that nothing she did in this body really counted but on the other hand she didn't want to go overboard and do something stupid she would regret for the rest of her life. One just had to see which way the wind was blowing.

She really wanted to try out her new sex toy but wasn't sure about the best time and place to go about that. In the room someone could walk in at any time. The bathroom was a possible option if she went into the toilet and shut the door but it would be cramped and the motor noise from the vibrator would be a dead giveaway. Maybe there was a place outdoors where she could find some privacy but she'd have to carry the damn thing with her.

Gerry finally opted to head for her room and was confronted by the sound of a buzzing toy and a moaning girl. Sally was lying on her bead with her skirt pulled up, her panties removed and the dildo at work in her pussy.

"Oh, excuse me," Gerry stammered not sure what to say in a situation like this.

"Don't mind me, I was just anxious to try this thing out," Sally gasped.

"Me, too," Gerry confessed, holding up her own toy.

"Well don't me stop you. It feels fucking amazing!"

Gerry laughed and jumped up on her top bunk. She followed Sally's lead and slipped out of her panties and hiked up her skirt. They had been given a tube of lube to go along with the toy so Gerry got the phallus slippery before trying to insert it.

"So do I just stick it in?" Gerry called down to her neighbor.

"Stick it in and work it with your hand for a bit before you turn it on. And don't turn it on high right away unless you want to fall out of your bed," Sally managed to shout between grunts.

"Sounds like you're having a good time."

"Shut up and go fuck yourself. And I mean that in the best way possible."

Gerry took the plunge and let the dildo slip up into her magical box. The feeling was impossible to describe. It felt like her insides were trying to grip the slippery intruder with some magical energy force. As she started to move the rod back and forth she could definitely feel it in her pussy but she was also feeling it in other parts of her body as well, or maybe that was her imagination.

When Gerry hit the switch to turn the vibrator on she did it with a little too much gusto and jacked it all the way up to the top.

"Holy fucking crap!" Gerry cried.

"Silly bitch, I told you not to turn it on high right away," a voice giggled from below.

Getting the monster under control Gerry was able to lie back and take the pleasant vibrations that were now emanating from her new best friend. As the toy danced away merrily inside her Gerry began to breath heavily and to make little whimpering sounds that she had no control over whatsoever.

"You go girl!"

Sally had popped her head up to see how her roommate was doing and smiled like a total goofball as she saw Gerry's happy masturbation face.

"Let me help you with that," Sally volunteered.

Not waiting for a response Sally climbed up with Gerry and took control of the vibrator. She began to work it back and forth while simultaneously rubbing Gerry's pussy with her free hand. Gerry was in heaven. Nothing had ever felt this good before. Maybe it was weird to have someone who was basically a total stranger shoving this foreign object up inside her but the human connection actually intensified the pleasure.

"Oh my God, oh my God, oh my God!" Gerry repeated as her body began to convulse.

"Don't worry baby you're just having an orgasm," Sally laughed. "It freaked me out the first time too. Isn't it wonderful?"

Gerry didn't know what to do with her hands but she knew she wanted to touch Sally. She had to do something to reciprocate for the pleasure she was receiving. Soon she was able to reach Sally's snatch by stretching as far as she could and then her fingers begin to probe the other girl with energy and excitement.

Both girls were in total bliss as Vanessa and Gloria entered the room. They stood there watching for a few moments but Gerry and Sally didn't seem to notice them.

"Looks like they're all ready for the initiation," Vanessa said with a sly grin.

"Oh yeah, they're prime meat, that's for sure," Gloria replied with a wink.


CHAPTER 6:

The "initiation" was not a sanctioned event but neither was it prohibited. It was basically a sorority hazing stunt that all of the new girls were subjected to. The administration just left them to their own devices. It was a type of bonding and "team building" that wasn't in the manual but seemed to work pretty well so it was easy to turn a blind eye.

The five "newbies" were made to stand in a line facing the wall and then ordered to strip off everything except their shoes and stockings.

"All right ladies...on your knees," someone ordered from behind them.

The girls looked at each other for a moment and then complied. They had no idea what this was going to entail but it seemed like it was going to be hard to get out of it. Everyone had to go through the ritual it appeared and this was just their turn.

"Head down, ass up," the voice called out again.

That seemed pretty easy to understand and soon each of the five were resting their head on the floor with their butt up and exposed. It was an incredibly humiliating and vulnerable position to be in but there was a jovial spirit in the room and it seemed unlikely that anything really bad was going to happen to them.

"All right girls...bon appétit!" someone cried and there was the sound of rustling feet lining up behind the initiates.

Gerry was in the middle and with her head down it took a moment or two to realize what was happening. Suddenly she felt something wet between her legs and realized that it was a tongue. Every girl was taking a turn lapping at the new arrival's pussies. Some added a little finger poking as well, but that was usually very brief. The object seemed to be taking a taste of all the fresh fruit. A few of the tasters ended their meal by offering a little slap on the rump or maybe a pinch but it didn't hurt very much and was actually kind of exciting.

When the whole line was full and all five girls were getting eaten at once there was quite a sound filling the room. Each girl took a little different time to warm up and each made their own noise but at the peak of the event it must have sounded pretty crazy in there.

Gerry's instinct was once again to touch someone so she grabbed the arm of the girl to her right. There was nothing else to grab onto anyway. Sometimes Gerry tried to look behind her to see who was licking her snatch and other times she just closed her eyes or stared blankly into space. It was the craziest thing she had ever done but it was a hell of a lot of fun.

When the last lap of pussy juice had been consumed and all had eaten their fill the new girls were allowed to stand up and turn around where they received a hearty round of applause. The final act was to neatly fold up their clothes and walk back to their rooms holding the clothing in their arms in front of them. It was simple enough and since everyone had done more than just see them naked it was no big deal to take that stroll in the nude. In fact it was kind of a feeling of pride at having been accepted into the group.

There had been nothing like that in any institution that Gerry had ever been confined to before. You were pretty much on your own or maybe you hung with a gang or something but there was no communal spirit or camaraderie. Yes, everybody was in the same boat but you didn't really give a shit about what happened to anyone else. You had your hands full just keeping yourself afloat. It was kind of a nice, warm feeling to be part of a large group like this. As hazing stunts go this was pretty tame and everyone had a good time. Getting your pussy licked by a row of girls is hardly the worst punishment in the world thought Gerry.

As Gerry and Sally reached the privacy of their room they both broke out in a fit of laughter.

"Oh my God! Can you believe we just did that?" Sally chuckled.

"I know. Showing my bare ass to someone in jail used to be my biggest fear in the world," Gerry replied.

"Are we giggling?"

"No, I think we're laughing, but who cares really?"

That just made them chortle even more for no apparent reason. They were laughing so hard they grabbed each other for support. A moment or two later and they were kissing.

It felt really sexy to feel a woman's breasts pressed up against your chest, but even more so when your own tits were pressed up against hers. They were both still pretty aroused and excited from the pussy licking line and felt a real need to be more proactive sexually. It was a silly thing to do and it didn't mean anything but it was kind of nice to kiss someone. They were roommates and would probably be together for at least a year. Probably not the worst thing in the world to have a friend in a situation like this. Especially a friend with benefits.

"This is so confusing," Gerry cried as she finally broke away from Sally's embrace and sat on the lower bunk.

"I know," said Sally as she slumped down next to her roommate. "I mean, I know I'm really a guy and you're really a guy but we look so much like girls that's it hard not to be turned on but then again it's kind of gay any way that you slice it, isn't it?"

"I sort of came up with the idea that for as long as I was in this body I was going to give myself permission to do whatever the hell I felt like. It's temporary, right? It's not really who we are or anything. In three years we'll be back to our old selves and whatever happened as chicks will be easy enough to forget. Why not make the most of it? It's like playing with house chips. What have you got to lose?"

"Hey, that's a pretty smart way of looking at things," Sally said with genuine admiration in her voice. "Obviously they don't have a problem with us having sex in this place. It certainly makes the time pass more pleasantly. If we met on the street as men three years from now we wouldn't even recognize each other. Nobody we know is ever going to know what we do as women. Why get all wrapped up in a guilt trip over something that doesn't really matter anyway?"

"I thought Gloria was crazy when she said that people had fun around here but I've got to admit for the first couple of days it sure hasn't been bad," said Gerry.

"There's a lot of quality tail in this joint, that's for sure," Sally chimed in.

"You can say that again," Gerry purred softly before taking one of Sally's nipples in her mouth.

"Do you really think I'm pretty or are you just fucking me because I'm in the bunk below you?" Sally asked as she began to stroke Gerry's hair.

"Baby you are a righteous piece of ass. I'd want to want fuck you as a man or a woman...well I mean if I were a man and you were a woman of course," Gerry quickly added, a little embarrassed.

"I know what you meant," Sally smiled as her hand found its way between Gerry's legs. "Fortunately we're both girls now and girls do this sort of thing all the time so I'm told."

"If they don't they ought to."

Gerry and Sally were busily fucking as Vanessa and Gloria turned up, as they always seemed to when sex was going on.

"Jesus Christ, get a room!" Vanessa sneered.

"I think this is their room," Gloria chuckled. "Although maybe we'll have to put up some kind of a curtain or something."

"Didn't you bitches get enough pussy licking for one night?" asked Vanessa.

"How can one ever get enough pussy licking?" Gloria asked before taking Vanessa in her arms and kissing her.

Gerry and Sally were so focused on each other that they barely noticed their senior roommates striping down and engaging in some pretty serious fornication of their own. There was that sound again. The sound of happy girls pleasuring each other. If this is jail you can throw away the key Gerry thought before all thoughts other than ecstasy fled from her mind.


CHAPTER 7:

Life at the Bramble House was the most wonderful thing Gerry had ever experienced. The ease with which sex could be had was one thing but it was only part of the experience. It did feel like a sorority or a boarding school or something. It was a world far removed from the one Gerry had known.

Friday was "movie night" complete with popcorn. They showed a lot of old black and white movies that  Gerry thought would be boring but which actually turned out to be pretty cool. When they did she a newer film it was usually some kind of "chick flick" but that wasn't too bad either. Sometimes you took a "date" and sometimes you just kind of packed in and sat wherever. There was often a little smooching going on but it wasn't like some seedy porn theater.

Even the work details weren't bad. It didn't seem like too much trouble to help out in the kitchen or whatever. You weren't stuck doing one thing for very long so if you pulled a duty that you didn't enjoy you knew it wouldn't last forever.

So far Gerry had seen no sign of anyone being punished for anything. That was a very strange concept in an institution of forced confinement. You toss a lot of troublemakers in one place and you're bound to have trouble but so far everyone seemed to keep themselves in line without threats or constant monitoring.

That's not to say that there weren't little infractions going on but if the staff knew about them they didn't do anything to try and put a stop to it. Girls would sometimes sneak out of their rooms after lights out to have a romantic tryst with someone down the hall or the occasional snack item would be lifted from the kitchen but it was pretty harmless stuff.

The big taboo was smoking. It may not be that fashionable anymore in the outside world but in jail smoking is kind of a tradition. Since there weren't any real guards and there were no visitors it seemed pretty hopeless trying to figure out how to come up with some smokes unless someone found some money and went AWOL to get them. Gerry liked smoking and it was beginning to drive her crazy being denied her nicotine fix.

"God what I wouldn't give for a smoke," Gerry groaned one night as the girls were lying around their room.

"Well if you don't mind smoking a cock first you could always try the guy who watches the gate on weekends," Vanessa suggested slyly.

"What are you talking about?" Gerry asked.

"You know there's a guy who watches the gate," Vanessa began. "Well, he's about ninety and probably couldn't get it up if he tried but on the weekends there's this college dude who fills in for him. It's just a rumor, mind you, but I've heard that he can get you pretty much anything you want. Smokes, booze, drugs, whatever as long as you're willing to put out for it. Of course you'd have to figure out a way to sneak out there and talk to him and for all I know the story is total bullshit but if you want it bad enough that's one avenue you could try."

"You mean I'd have to fuck this guy?" Gerry said with a little alarm.

"Hell I don't know. Fuck him, suck him, whatever. Like I said, it may all be bullshit," Vanessa replied casually. "How bad do you want a cigarette?"

As far as sneaking out and hooking up with the guy at the gate Gerry had no real concerns. She was careful and stealthy and had been sneaking around places all her life. Sex with a man, that was a different thing.

It wasn't like she hadn't done it before, and that was in a man's body no less, but for some reason the thought of it now seemed kind of freaky. It shouldn't be a big deal. She was having recreational sex all the time as a girl. What difference did it make if it was a real cock inside her instead of a plastic one? What she didn't want to admit was that she had actually rather enjoyed some of her sexual experiences with men in the past. It was always shrugged off as not meaning anything or driven to the back of her mind. Sure it felt good, it always feels good to get your rocks off. She was playing with house chips anyway so why even hesitate?

"Well only one way to find out if there's any truth to the legend. Next Saturday I'll pay the guy a little visit," Gerry announced.

"You little slut! Are you serious?" Gloria giggled.

"Why not? Are you bitches intimidated by the sight of a cock and balls?" Gerry snorted.

"You must really like smoking, that's all I've got to say," said Vanessa as she flopped back on her pillow.

Hopefully that's all I really like Gerry thought. Hopefully.


CHAPTER 8:

It was surprisingly easy to slip out of the house and make her way to the little guard shack by the gate. She half expected alarms to go off or searchlights to fill the yard but all she heard was the rustle of the plants in the breeze as slipped through the garden and down the driveway.

Harry, the part-time watchman, was dosing off in his chair. Gerry had to tap on the window to get his attention. He sprang to life in an instant, worried for a moment that he had been caught sleeping on the job. As soon as he saw Gerry a grin a mile wide broke out on his face.

"Come on in sweetie?" he cooed. "What'll it be? Booze? Pot? Something special maybe?"

"I'm told I can get cigarettes from you," Gerry said in as matter-of-fact a voice as she could muster."

"Sure thing sweetie. I suppose it follows that you've also been told the price?"

"Not in so many words but why don't you spell it out for me?"

"Okay, here's the deal," said Harry as he casually took out a cigarette and lit it without offering Gerry one. "I get you two...oh, hell you're pretty cute...let's make it three cartons of smokes. You make a down payment now and tomorrow night when you come to pick up the goods you make the final payment."

"You're still being a little vague," Gerry pointed out.

"Well I'm going to whip out my cock and fuck you tonight and tomorrow if you make it back here without getting caught you're going to suck my dick," Harry said flatly.

"For three cartons of cigarettes?"

"They're damn expensive these days and I'm not running a charity. You see a vending machine anywhere nearby?"

Gerry looked at him for a moment and tried to figure out what she was getting herself into. She had to admit that he wasn't a bad looking guy, as far as guys went. It could be a lot worse. She knew guys in the joint who'd give it up for a Snicker's bar. This was a more than generous trade on jailhouse terms.

"Well let's get it over with," she sighed. "But I want one of those cigarettes tonight after we're through."

"Sure thing baby. Nothing like a smoke after sex," Harry grinned. "Now get out of that top and so me your tits."

Gerry unbuttoned her blouse and then let her bra fall to the floor. She looked around nervously but the place was silent as a tomb.

"Nice. Very nice," Harry said admiringly as he gave her tits a squeeze.

Horror gripped Gerry's mind as she felt herself tingling a little at his touch. This couldn't be less romantic if you tried and yet something about a man feeling her breasts was kind of exciting. It was probably just the danger of the whole situation that was making her feel this way she thought. Still she couldn't keep her eyes off of his crotch as he slowly unzipped his pants before they dropped around his ankles. She could see the bulge in his shorts and knew that he was already quite hard. It gave her a little feeling of pride to know that she had accomplished that so easily and without even touching him. It was a foolish thought but she thought it anyway.

Next the shorts came down and the cock came out. It looked so much bigger than her dildo, although in reality it probably wasn't that much larger. It's just that this wasn't smooth plastic, it was a living, pulsating thing.

"Turn around and grab the windowsill," Harry instructed.

Gerry turned and took hold of the bottom of the window frame. At least she wouldn't have to look at the guy. For some reason that didn't please her as much as it should have. She was going to suggest the position as a way to shut out the shame but having seen his cock she now half wished that she could see it a little more.

She felt his hands sliding her panties down and then the skirt being flipped up on her bare back. Just that simple action was getting her aroused for some reason. She had bared her ass for a room full of girls but that was different. This was a man and any moment now she would feel his hard erection penetrating her. At least she had masturbated plenty of times by now so there would be no real surprise in the feeling.

As Harry slid his cock into her pussy she found a great deal of surprise after all. It was bigger but there was something more to it than that. It felt warm and alive. Harry started by grabbing her hips and sort of jerking her back and forth on his rod but soon she was supplying plenty of motion of her own.

"Oh you like that don't you baby? That's good. It's so much better when we're both having fun. I think we're going to be really good friends," Harry chuckled.

Gerry wanted to turn around and slap his face or something but she was in no mood to have him pull out of her just yet. As he grabbed her tits and began to play with her nipples she let out a little moan.

"You're a live one, aren't you? Some of these bitches act like they're practically dead but you like my big cock inside you. I know you do."

She was glad he answered his own question because she was afraid that she might admit that she did. She felt like such a fool for having put herself in this compromising position just for some dumb smokes but it wasn't that bad really. It wasn't bad at all.

"Damn you're a fine little piece of ass! You're making me so horny I could almost scream," Harry grunted, his voice becoming a little more aggressive.

It was Gerry who had to stifle the scream that she wanted to let out when the first orgasm had hit her. This was so fucking wrong! A man had his dick inside her and she was actually getting off. That's only natural she tried to tell herself. It's a kinky situation and having stuff put up your pussy was a really nice feeling. Oh hell was it ever really nice!

Harry grabbed her hair, which was still a bit on the short side, and gave it a pretty firm tug. Instead of pissing her off it made her more excited. For one thing it made her feel a little less guilty. There was nothing she could do. She was in his power and he was bigger and stronger than she was. It didn't mean anything, it was just a jailhouse trade, but oh did she ever feel like she was getting the better end of the bargain.

Harry let out a deep groan from somewhere within his soul and began to let his sperm fill up her very wet box. They were both breathing heavily and Harry kind of collapsed over her back as the final drops of his fluid were dripping out inside her. Finally she felt him pulling away and turned around to face her lover.

Harry was already pulling his pants back up, which was kind of a disappointment. Once he was straightened out he grabbed the pack of cigarettes and lit two of them before putting one of the burning sticks between her lips.

"You earned this baby," he said admiringly.

It was kind of cool the way he did that, Gerry thought. It was like something someone would have done in one of those old movies when everyone smoked all the time. Gerry just stood there smoking for a moment, still topless and with her panties down at her feet. It seemed like they should be kissing or something but it was nice to smoke again.

"You better run along now," Harry suggested. "You don't want to get caught out here you know."

Gerry smiled and put her clothes back on. She didn't plan on getting caught and if she did it was probably worth it anyway.

"Here, keep the pack," said Harry as he tossed it to her at the door. "Plenty more where that came from."

"Guess I'll see you tomorrow," said Gerry with a little crooked smile.

"I guess you will."

When she returned to her room her other three roommates were all waiting up for her. No one was quite prepared to believe her story until she triumphantly produced the rumpled pack of cigarettes she had been awarded as a trophy. There was stunned admiration all around.

"All right girl...confess. What was it really like fucking a guy?" Gloria demanded.

"It's like...a dildo with legs I guess," Gerry said with a laugh.

"Was he big? Did it hurt? Was he nice to you?" Gloria pressed.

"He was all right I guess. We made a fair bargain and I held up my end of the deal," Gerry said with a shrug, trying to sound nonchalant.

"Yeah, held it up to his big throbbing cock," Vanessa joked.

"Jealous?" Gerry asked wickedly.

"Impressed at any rate," Vanessa replied. "That took some balls to sneak out there like that."

"Well if she had any balls she wouldn't be in this place, now would she?" Sally chimed in.

They tried to squeeze as much information out of Gerry as possible but she still played it cool. No reason to confess how awesome it had really been. She didn't want a stampede out to the gatehouse that might ruin everything. Better that she be the conduit of their possible requests. And the conduit for Harry's lovely hard cock. Tomorrow night she would get a double treat. Another session with Harry and a shitload of cigarettes. It was hard to say which she was looking forward to the most.


CHAPTER 9:

Gerry felt absolutely no regret or remorse the next morning when she woke up. What she did in this body was no reflection on who she was as a man. It was just jail sex anyway and nobody could blame you for that. You did what you had to do.

Of course that seemed pretty silly in a place like this that was more country club than jail but it was still a jail of a sorts. The fact that she enjoyed it so much was nothing to worry about. It was a bonus actually. It meant that she could hit the guy up for stuff without it being a big miserable exchange.

She thought about Harry's cock all day as she went about her normal routine. She wondered what it would taste like. She'd never given a guy head before and hoped that she wouldn't be disastrous at it. How hard could it be? You just opened your mouth and let it slip inside. Nobody said it had to be a great blowjob anyway. Still, there was a side of her that was actually hoping to impress the man.

News travels fast in a place like Bramble House and Gerry was soon hearing the whispers as she walked around. She hoped to God that these bitches had the good sense not to blab about it to anyone in authority, but she was kind of enjoying her newfound celebrity status. It was kind of funny that these were all men who knew that everyone else here was a man too and yet they seemed sort of impressed that one of their little band of sisters had actually ridden some man meat. Maybe they were more impressed by the fact that Gerry had been so brazen as to sneak out and strike a bargain for contraband, something they all could understand from their own previous time in jail, but nobody seemed to shun her or put her down for doing such a "gay" thing.

Naturally the normal rules of society go out the window in unique situations like prisons, or long sea voyages or being stranded in some remote place. People do what they feel they have to do to survive, or at least get by. Sex urges need to be satisfied somehow but at this place there was the additional wild card of the gender change aspect as well.

Gerry and Sally hadn't been alone in their confusion over their sexual identity. Every single person who had ever come to this place had faced similar concerns. It was natural for them all to still think of themselves as men at the start but in that ultra-feminine environment with a closed society and almost no men in sight the relentless experience of being "treated like" women tended to make an impression.

Of course that was the whole idea of the program. They didn't just want to turn this men into women who would behave exactly as they had always done before, they wanted to instill some sort of civility and gentleness that would hopefully carry over after they had returned to their old lives. If they had just dumped them in a typical jail environment they would probably just be hard ass troublemakers who happened to have pussies instead of cocks.

By changing their gender they were hoping to hit the reset button on their lives. Give these people a blank slate on which to write a new story. What better way to do that than by taking away everything that had defined them in the past? They had all been to reform schools that didn't do anything to reform them in the least, it had only prepared them for a life behind bars. Here they were opened up to a new world that hopefully seemed much more appealing than the one they had left behind and by giving them such a radical physical overhaul it might actually take root. Nobody knew for sure as the program was still in its infancy but there were definite signs of progress.

Nobody was drugging their food but the physical transformation process did involve the redistribution of hormones and flipped a few switches in the brain as well. There was really no way around that if you wanted to bio-engineer a functional woman working from a man's tissue and cells. In truth nobody had finished the three years yet although the first batch of "subjects" was coming up on their graduation. There were a lot of anxious politicians and scientists hoping that they could turn them back into men without having created a total mess.

Gerry was certainly conflicted about her feelings at the moment. As a girl she had been engaged in a ton of same sex experiences but assumed that it was the logical thing to do as a man who suddenly had access to so much willing pussy. At the same time it was definitely a homosexual thing to do and as a man that was something that Gerry had been taught to look down on as the lowest form of activity in the world. On the other hand many straight men really enjoying watching lesbian porn, or at least porn that featured multiple women having sex with each other. Whether the performers were actually lesbians, bisexuals or merely "gay for pay" really didn't matter. Now she was embarking on another sexual encounter with a man which sort of threw everything up into the air. Was she being "straight" by fucking a man while in a woman's body or was she being "gay" by being a man fucking another man while merely "disguised" as a woman? It wasn't going to change her plans one way or the other tonight. She wanted those cigarettes...and she wanted Harry's cock.

Gerry hoped that all the gossip hadn't tipped off the guards or anything so she was especially careful on her trip to the gate. The coast seemed as clear as it had the night before and Harry was delighted to see her again, especially since he had the smokes and he knew what he was going to get in return for them.

"Do you really like cigarettes that much baby or were you just longing for some dick?" Harry asked with a smile.

"Well maybe a little of both," Gerry replied coyly, having no idea how those words spilled from her mouth.

"I thought so. You fucked like a bitch in heat and I know they give you dildos and stuff to get yourself off so you couldn't have just been that desperate to get your pussy wet. I'll bet there's a lot of bean licking that goes on in that place. God, I'd love to be invisible for one night so that I could just walk around and watch all that sweet young snatch getting worked over by you hot little babes. Hell I worked the day shift once and I wished that I had brought some binoculars along just to spy on the pool area."

"Well Harry it looks like you're a man of your word so I won't back out on mine," Gerry said as she came over to where he was sitting and began to rub his crotch through his pants.

She was enjoying listening to Harry carrying on about his lusts but it was better to get this done sooner rather than later. It would be horrible to be half way through a blowjob only to get caught before she could take delivery of the goods. Plus she was kind of anxious to see his dick again.

Soon it was out on full display and Gerry took her time in admiring it. She really got a chance to study the thing this time. It was a penis, much like the one she had only a short time ago but every dick is a little unique. As she stroked his shaft she remembered the first time she held another guy's pecker in her hand. They were both so young and inexperienced she thought. It was so "nasty" to be touching someone else like that. Now she was going to be more than just toughing a man, she was going to be putting his dick in her mouth and her knees were shaking a little as her tongue flashed out for the first tentative lick.

To her surprise it didn't really taste like much of anything distinctive, at least at a first sample. It was kind of lie licking your own hand or something. It kind of tasted like...skin. Well, she wasn't expecting it to taste like a lollipop or anything so it actually gave her some courage.

While still stroking his shaft she let her mouth close around the tip of his cock. She tried to work up as much saliva as she could in her mouth so that his pole would be well lubricated and that turned out to be a very good idea.

With her lips wrapped around the top of his penis she used her tongue to move around as much as possible. It seemed to be working as Harry was already groaning with delight so she tried to think of more inventive ways to suck him off. Her hand was really doing most of the work so she had plenty of opportunity to experiment with her lips and her tongue.

"Oh fuck baby that's so good," Harry moaned. "Now let me see your eyes sweetie. Show me how much you're enjoying this."

The thought of looking up at him hadn't even crossed her mind but she knew exactly what he was talking about. As a man Gerry had been with a hooker once who could suck the chrome off a trailer hitch and knew every oral trick in the book. He was standing in an alley and she was on her knees but periodically she would glance up at him, his cock still buried in her throat. That look had probably been the best part of the blowjob. Now Gerry tried to replicate that experience, albeit from the other side of the equation.

"Nothing in the world looks better than a cute chick with you dick in her mouth," Harry commented happily. "You just keep sucking that big cock baby and you'll get your reward very soon."

At first Gerry thought he meant the cigarettes but suddenly it dawned on her that he probably meant his cum. Was she really going to let some dude pop in her mouth? She hadn't taken her top off so it wouldn't be easy to get him to ejaculate on her tits instead. She had tasted a little of his pre-cum fluid and it was a bit salty but not bad. Maybe there would be no harm in letting him finish in her mouth. This was probably the one and only time in her life she would ever be in this situation so maybe it would be interesting to discover what that was like.

As she was pondering the question the decision was made for her. Harry started groaning loudly and grabbed her head as the first jet of goo shot hard and slammed against the back of her throat. She gulped it down quickly as an instinctive reaction and pretty much had no choice but to receive the whole load, which turned out to be pretty massive.

It was thick and hot and kind of gooey but it was surprisingly arousing to taste. Not that the "flavor" was anything great but the emotional experience of swallowing his cum was a major turn on. She hadn't removed a stitch of clothing or even touched herself the whole time but she could feel how wet her panties were.

"Baby I know it's not healthy but I hope you're some kind of nicotine fiend because I sure would like to do this again sometime."

Gerry couldn't agree more. She almost wished she hadn't asked for so many cartons. It would be nice to have an excuse to get back out here sooner rather than later.


CHAPTER 10:

Fortunately it didn't appear that anyone searched their rooms for contraband so hiding the cigarettes wasn't a big deal. Ironically Gerry didn't even feel the need to go out of her way to hide them from her roommates or the other girls. Every person in this place had done far worse than petty theft but for some reason she trusted these girls.

Selfish behavior really wasn't common around here. If anything people went out of their way to be generous and helpful. In a regular jail cigarettes would be valuable currency but Gerry didn't mind sharing with her friends at all. There was no thought of trading for something or expecting some kind of favor in return.

She thought about Harry quite a bit. Of course he was only there on weekends so that took away a lot of the temptation to sneak back out there but she had really enjoyed both of her encounters. It was so different to be in that position she thought. Being the toughest guy on the block had always been so important. Being a man meant being able to kick some other man's ass in a fight, or better yet, giving the impression that you could so that nobody fucked with you.

Harry had kind of "talked down" to her but it didn't seem patronizing or insulting at the time. He seemed to think that she was attractive and a good lay so whatever he said was complimentary in its own crude fashion. It actually helped her psychologically to deal with what she was doing. It was sort of like what Vanessa had said about it being better to let your girly brain take over. Right now I am a girl, Gerry thought. I'm curious about my body and sex and my feelings like any girl would be who was just discovering womanhood.

It definitely made her feel better to think that way. If you're going to buy into the program you might as well be willing to go all the way. Boy, had she ever gone all the way! Maybe if she had been a girl she would have worked her way up the sexual activity ladder a little more slowly but that seemed kind of pointless in her current situation. She hadn't been born a girl and this had been thrust upon her rather abruptly so she was in a situation that had very few rules as far as she could see.

Sally actually seemed a little jealous of Harry, even though Gerry never went out of her way to volunteer any information about him or their tryst. Maybe Sally had a little crush on Gerry. That was kind of sweet. Sally was a sweet girl and Gerry always enjoyed having sex with her or even just cuddling. Of course Gerry had also moved on to fucking Vanessa and Gloria and a couple of the other girls.

With most of them it was a pretty mutual thing. There was a lot of running and touching and playing with each other but Vanessa definitely took charge when they banged. She was aggressive and pretty commanding and good even be a little rough but Gerry actually enjoyed those experiences quite a lot. She didn't feel like it was a competition thing, it was just Vanessa's personality. Maybe it was a new side of Gerry's personality too. She had certainly never been anyone's "bitch boy" in the can and always wanted to prove her ability to dominate other men. That was a built-in defense mechanism that she didn't feel the need for in here.

Vanessa certainly had a lot of respect for Gerry's courage in taking the brazen step of sneaking out for a sexual romp with the gate guard and she genuinely liked Gerry quite a lot. It was just that for whatever reason Vanessa preferred to take the lead in bed. To her surprise Gerry had found that being the "bottom" was actually kind of pleasant. She liked the feeling of being desired and being "taken" once in a while. Instead of being a nightmare it was very liberating. She felt free in a way that she never had before. Something just resonated inside her that she couldn't possibly explain.

Sometimes things just sort of feel "right" for some reason. Obviously most people would rather have food than go hungry or have a roof overhead instead of being homeless. If you improve the quality of your life you're bound to be happy about it so there's no real need to look deeply for the answer. But Gerry was experiencing feelings that should have been horrible, at least by her old way of thinking, which were instead turning out to be wonderful. It's not as if the simple act of having sex on your knees changes your whole world outlook but it was definitely a contributing factor in changing Gerry's mindset about herself.

For one thing she was discovering these things for herself. She wasn't trying to live up to someone else's expectations or conform to some sort of unwritten rule about how a certain type of person is supposed to behave and feel. When a man had mounted her from behind she didn't feel degraded or dehumanized in some way it simply seemed like the most natural thing in the world. She realized that what she liked so much about the way Vanessa fucked her was that it made her feel more feminine. She knew that she was any day as smart and capable and resourceful as Vanessa so she didn't mind being her bitch every now and then. She wasn't being punished for anything she was just embracing a side of her nature that she never knew existed before.

Sadly her time with Vanessa ran out all too quickly. She and Gloria had completed their year at Bramble House and been moved to the halfway house for the second stage of their transition. It was sad to see them go but they would presumably meet up again when it was time for Gerry and Sally to move on. There would be new roommates to greet and initiate. Gerry and Sally were the old veterans now.

Gerry had a couple more opportunities to fuck for smokes before Harry was replaced with an older and far less attractive guard. She missed her secret lover and wasn't terribly thrilled by the prospect of trying to seduce the new man no matter what kind of goodies he might be able to provide her with.

Harry's final gift had been a strap on dildo that Gerry had given to Vanessa to use a few times before she graduated. It was a very realistic looking cock that could be fastened around the waist and allowed Gerry the pleasure being penetrated more in the fashion of male/female copulation. Gerry and Sally had both taken turns wearing the thing a few times as well but Gerry bequeathed it to Vanessa as a farewell present. Hopefully she'd still have it when they met up later.

When Gerry was wrapping up her year at Bramble house she couldn't believe how fast the time had flown. It was going to be painful to leave as this was the only real home and family she had ever known and everything was so nice and pleasant and comfortable here. On the other hand it would be a chance for a reunion with old friends and a taste of freedom again as they would be living in outside world instead of nestled snugly behind ivy covered walls.

Gone too would be the old uniform. Gerry would be able to pick out some of her own clothes at last and that prospect she found very appealing. She had developed an interest in style and fashion now that she had never known before. She was proud of the way her hair had grown out and liked the fact that there was enough there to style in different ways.

Perhaps most importantly there would hopefully be greater access to men. Gerry had no idea what the rules of the halfway house would be but it was more of a place to live while making the transition back to normal society. She would be expected to go out and get a job and that meant being on her own for large stretches of time.

A year ago the idea that she would be looking forward to meeting guys would have seemed like a total impossibility. Even just talking to a man would have seemed like a painful reminder of what she had lost. Now she rather enjoyed the thought of chatting it up with some cute dudes. Yes, she could even think of a dude as being cute these days. All of that in one year? That didn't seem possible yet it was true. It didn't even bother her anymore. She was a teenage girl and she had a definite interest in boys now. So be it.

The final months at Bramble House went by in a blur. She hated to leave but she knew she couldn't stay here forever. Fortunately she had appreciated the experience while it was happening. So many times in life the best moments of youth rush by without our realizing how special they were until years later. This crazy old house would always hold a very dear place in her heart. And she never once regretted not running away or stealing any of the paintings.


CHAPTER 11:

The halfway house was a far cry from the luxury and comfort of Bramble House but it was cozy in its own way. She was a little disappointed to find that there were actually several such houses and that she wouldn't be reunited with Vanessa and Gloria. Sally at least was assigned to the same house so they would remain roommates at any rate but it was a smaller group of girls and there was more independent responsibility.

It was definitely a transition. The place was pretty modest compared to the luxury and elegance of Bramble House and there was far less communal activity. Since a big part of this phase of the operation was getting a job people were naturally on all different schedules. It looked like there was going to be a fair amount of cooking, cleaning and laundry to be done, but that was only natural. A year from now they would be living on their own and having to do everything for themselves.

Gerry didn't have much experience working. She had been fired from the two part-time jobs she tried to hold and resorted to crime more often than not. Now she was actually kind of looking forward to it. In her old neighborhood working a real job was often sneered at. The crowd she hung with figured working was for suckers. It was easier to sell drugs on the street corner or boost car stereos or something. Fortunately the program had partnered with a number of companies who knew who these girls were and were willing to hire them in order to aid with their rehabilitation. Part of it might have been out of a sense of civic-mindedness but part of it was the financial inducement they were also receiving from the government. With that support they were basically getting cheap or nearly free labor so they were happy to lend a helping hand.

The training they had received at Bramble House had been geared very much towards accepting their new life as a woman and behaving in society as a polite, well-mannered young lady. They had also learned some things about domestic, household chores, which looked like it would come in handy now. They were also psychologically indoctrinated into some sort of stereotypical womanhood by the types of movies they were shown and by stimulating an interest in cosmetics and clothing and so on. Obviously the primary goal of the whole thing was to "soften" these hard cases up as much as humanly possible. They weren't trying to create an army of radical feminists they were trying to neuter a bunch of raging beasts.

At the halfway house the training was more practical, on one hand, like helping the girls create a resume and practicing for job interviews and more spiritual on the other, as in group sessions where people opened up about their thoughts and feelings and experiences. The girls were encouraged to share stories about what they were experiencing out in the world.

It seemed like kind of a drag having to clean up after yourselves and cook a lot of your own meals since Gerry had never concerned herself with that stuff very much as a man but now she found that she was more receptive to those things. She still wasn't a "neat freak" by any means but gone were her old slovenly ways. She was taking better care of herself and her few meager possessions.

In the early stages at the halfway house the girls were given a lot of hand-me-down clothes, which was still an improvement over wearing a uniform but not the fashion statement that Gerry was hoping to make. Each of them was allowed a modest budget for buying an interview outfit for job hunting and there was a small "allowance" for making simple purchases until you were employed. It let you buy some lip gloss or a magazine or something once in a while but it was intentionally small to prevent anyone from trying to coast by without working. Being back in the world spending money again only made one desire a real income.

The halfway house also seemed far less sexual in nature. There was no kinky initiation ritual and if people were having sex behind closed doors they were much more discrete about it. For one thing a number of girls had discovered boys.

As far as Gerry knew she was the only girl at Bramble House who had ever fucked a guy but there were girls here who were going on dates and talking about boyfriends. It made Gerry feel good on one level in that she obviously wasn't the only one who was interested in men but it also took away her unique status as the one who had actually done it with a guy. Well, it was just a matter of time, she thought. She had noticed the looks she got sometimes when she went out to the store or took a walk or something. She might not have men falling at her feet but she'd definitely get her share of male attention once she had the chance to meet some guys.

It was actually Sally that got in the saddle with a young stud first. She had gotten a job at a large supermarket rather quickly and had made friends with a guy named Brad who stocked the shelves. Although Sally had seemed a little jealous of Gerry's tryst with a man it was now Gerry's turn to feel a touch of jealousy over both Sally's new job and her new boyfriend.

"It's time to celebrate," Sally announced one evening as she practically floated into the room holding a bottle of cheap champagne.

"What are we celebrating?" Gerry asked. "Did you get a raise already or something?"

"Better than that. I got my cherry popped tonight!"

"You didn't."

"I did indeed. In the backseat of Brad's car in the parking lot by the loading doors," Sally replied proudly as she looked for something to pour the champagne into.

"You slutty little whore. Tell me all about it," Gerry grinned.

Having no cups handy Sally finally just sat on the bed next to Gerry and the girls passed the bottle back and forth. It may not have been very ladylike but it got the job done.

"Well there's not much to tell," Sally began. "He took me to some drive-through on our dinner break and we looked for someplace private to park and eat but one thing led to another and pretty soon he was kissing me."

"I'm sure you did nothing to encourage that," Gerry joked.

"Actually I was kind of scared at first. He seems like kind of a shy dude but his hands were all over me in a flash. I figured a little smooching wouldn't hurt but once he grabbed my boobs I was kind of done for."

"I can imagine."

"So anyway it was kind of uncomfortable up in the front having to lean over the console so we moved to the back of the car and somehow I ended up on my back with my pants pulled off and he ended up on top of me with his pants pulled down and before I knew what was happening he had his dick inside me," Sally said with a giggle.

"So?"

"So...it was fucking awesome!"

Both girls giggled and swigged some more champagne. Sally had practically shouted but if anyone had noticed they didn't knock on the door or anything.

"Was he big?" Gerry inquired.

"Not especially but he sure was hard. I have no idea whether a big cock feels better or anything but this felt just fine to me. He felt snug in my pussy. I was actually kind of relieved that he wasn't hung like a horse. I was intimidated enough by the sight of the thing hovering right over me, knowing what he was about to do to me."

Sally went on to explain that it had to be kind of a quickie as they both had to get back to work but she sort of had the feeling that Brad would have cum pretty fast anyway. She wasn't sure if he was a virgin but she got the definite impression that he wasn't too experienced at any rate.

Despite her jealousy Gerry was actually kind of pleased that Sally had taken an interest in boys. Sally was certainly Gerry's best friend in the whole world and she enjoyed fooling around with her still but Gerry had been a little worried that Sally might have even deeper romantic feelings. Gerry knew without a doubt that she wanted to date men, no matter how much fun she had playing with other girls, so finding out that Sally had the same ambition was kind of a relief.

None of this quite seemed real to Gerry. A little over a year ago she was a man strutting around acting tough, looking for trouble and usually finding it. She'd never had a real friend before, there were just people who sort of floated through the same underworld that she inhabited. Pushers and junkies. Hookers and thieves. Everyone talked about how they were going to get rich or get even or get out but the only place anyone seemed to go was jail or the morgue.

It was so cool having a friend to share things with. They were both still young girls and should be talking about their experiences with boys and trading clothes and just laughing at silly things in the middle of the night. That's what normal girls would do but Gerry knew that there was nothing normal about them and it was questionable whether they could even call themselves girls since it was only a temporary condition.

They had certainly been spoiled at Bramble House and treated like little princesses for the most part and life now was getting more real and serious but that didn't really bother Gerry. She wasn't afraid of working for what she wanted she had just never been in a position to really demonstrate that. With no support at home and no role models in the world she had drifted into a bad crowd. She could see that now and had no desire to return to that life. She had found warmth and happiness and companionship and that seemed worth hanging onto. In a way she actually sort of wished she could remain female forever. These had been the best days of her life and the thought of being "restored" to her original state made her a little anxious and nervous. How does one go back after experiencing what she had experienced? How do you erase all the training that went into making her more feminine? What could there be out there waiting for her as a man anyway? Well, there was no need to worry about that now. It was still almost two years away and a lot could happen in that time. Right now all she wanted to do was help Sally finish that bottle of champagne.


CHAPTER 12:

It didn't take too long for Gerry to land a job at a large department store. It kept her plenty busy and on her feet all day and it didn't pay much but at least she had some money in her purse at last.

She also got an employee discount so building her wardrobe would be somewhat less of a financial burden. She had really become very fond of skirts and dresses despite her early reservations. She liked showing off her legs and found the sensation of the breeze blowing up underneath her rather pleasant, especially on warmer days.

It felt good to spend money that you actually earned in a legitimate way. Yes she could have made more selling drugs but it was also very risky. You were always afraid someone was going to try and steal your stash or that you'd sell to an undercover narc or something. She felt really proud getting that first paycheck although she blew the money a little faster than she had intended.

Everything was going along so well until one evening she went out back behind the store for a smoke break. She still hadn't kicked the habit though she was trying to cut down. As she was leaning up against the wall puffing on her cigarette a guy came out and stood beside her. She had seen him in the store of course but wouldn't have known his name if he weren't wearing a name tag proclaiming him as Jeff.

"Mind if I join you?" asked Jeff, not really waiting for her response.

"Not at all," Gerry replied.

"Not too many smokers left these days," Jeff commented as he lit up his own cigarette.

"No, but it's a hard habit to break," Gerry said with a smile.

"Well I guess a person can break all kinds of old habits if they want to."

There was something kind of sinister about the way Jeff said those words but Gerry let it pass. He was just making conversation.

"You know, I know all about you," Jeff suddenly announced out of the blue.

"I don't see how. We don't work in the same department. I don't recall ever having a conversation with you before," Gerry replied.

"That's not what I mean. I mean I know how you got this job and who you really are."

"I don't know what you're talking about," Gerry protested, starting to get a little nervous.

"I know this company hires convicts like you to get government kickbacks. I have a friend in accounting and he knows who all the special employees like you are."

"I think I need to be getting back," Gerry said firmly while stamping out her cigarette.

"Not so fast baby you've still got time," Jeff sneered. "It must be pretty trippy being such a coward that you'd rather have your balls cut off than do your time in jail like a man. I'm guessing that you were a fag who jumped at the chance to switch teams so that you could get all the cock you wanted and get out of paying your debt to society at the same time."

"Look, I don't know what you're talking about but it's totally inappropriate and I'm going inside now."

Gerry started to move but Jeff grabbed her roughly and pinned her arms back. She struggled to free herself but he was pretty strong and had a good grip on her.

"Here's the deal. I know how to keep a secret but my silence comes at a price. I've banged a number of you sissy jailbirds and I haven't had any complaints. You play nice with me and I'll keep your secret. Otherwise everyone in this store is going to know who you are and what you really are."

"Fuck off asshole!" Gerry hissed between her teeth.

"Hey I'm making you a fair proposition. If you don't give me what I want I'll just take it anyway."

Jeff kept one hand on her arm but let his other slip around in front where he began to roughly fondle her breast. That was his big mistake.

Gerry may not have been as big and strong as she had been as a man but she still knew how to street fight. She had kicked ass on bigger punks than this and suddenly her elbow crashed into Jeff's chest, stunning him momentarily and causing him to release his grip.

He recovered and managed to throw a punch but Gerry was too quick for him and soon he was on the ground clutching his crotch which had received a pretty nasty kick. Her old instincts would have been to kick the guy in the head or look for something to beat him with once he was disabled but instead she just kneeled down next to him and spat in his face.

"Look you piece of shit here's my deal. I've done a lot of bad things in my time but I'm not a fucking rapist. You can tell anybody anything you want about me but I'll tell the cops about you and you'll go to jail. Then we'll see who's man enough to handle it. You just got the crap kicked out of you by a girl. I give you about twenty minutes in the joint before some muscle pumping madman uses your ass for toilet paper. I don't care who you've claimed to bang in the past but those days are over for you and if your friend in accounting wants to keep dishing the gossip there's an ass whooping for him too, you got it?"

Gerry's heart was pounding as she walked back inside after straightening her clothes up as much as she could. Had that really just happened? It was good to know that she could still defend herself if she had to but she worried about what the ramifications might be. She was essentially a convict on parole and getting in a fight could land her in a lot of trouble, even if it was self-defense.

She had no idea what Jeff would do. His ego would be pretty bruised, along with his body, and he'd probably want revenge. Maybe he'd get some friends to help. She'd have to be careful not to get caught alone in a dark place. He might be too embarrassed to admit that he had got beaten up by a girl or he might even be scared of her now. She wanted to quit and go home right now and never see the guy again but she really liked her job and most of the people were very nice. It wasn't fair that she get attacked and have to be the one who paid the price for it.

Gerry was actually surprised that she had threatened to call the cops, even if it was just a bluff. In her world the police had always been the enemy and nobody liked a snitch. You took care of your own problems your own way. Besides, it was her word against his and she hadn't exactly caught many breaks in life. With her violent past and criminal record it wouldn't look good for her no matter who they believed. Once a thug always a thug was the general way of thinking to the police. Her whole life could just go up in flames in an instant over something that she wasn't even remotely to blame for.

She finished her shift somehow and made her way back home on slightly shaky legs. Sally was outraged when she heard the tale but she knew the score as well as Gerry did so it seemed like there was little they could really do without running the risk of having it all backfire.

"I could ask Brad to go kick that guy's ass but I don't he'd be very good at it and it sounds like you already took care of that yourself," said Sally, trying to make light of the situation.

"Yeah I was kind of surprised at how easily that came to me. It saved my ass at that moment but it scared me too. I was really hoping that I had changed."

"Shit girl, you did what anyone would have done. They have classes to teach women how to defend themselves. There are all kinds of creeps out there, as we know better than anyone. That doesn't mean you're a violent person or that you're going to suddenly go around picking fights with people for no reason. It's just lucky that you know how to fight."

"Maybe we should start a self-defense school for chicks," Gerry jokingly suggested. "I'll bet we know a few tricks that aren't in the book that would work better than a can of pepper spray."

"I feel so bad for you darling. You're trying so hard to turn your life around and get your shit together and some fucking dick brain has to jump in and try to mess it all up. I don't think you could have handled it any better."

Sally hugged her and Gerry felt a few tears running down her cheek. They spent the night together in the same bed but didn't do anything sexual. It was just nice to feel Sally's warmth and closeness. Gerry really was trying hard to make a clean start. Maybe that just wasn't in the cards for her.


CHAPTER 13:

It wasn't Jeff who made the next move it was Gerry's supervisor at work who called her into his office the next day and asked her to take a seat. The supervisor then played a video taken with a surveillance camera that she didn't know existed.

"Would you like to explain this video?" the supervisor asked.

"Not really," Gerry replied as she squirmed in her chair.

"Look, this is very serious. We've already terminated your attacker but you may want to consider pressing charges. This tape is pretty conclusive evidence."

"Well where I come from you don't snitch," Gerry tried to explain.

"In this case you're not snitching. The camera caught the whole thing," the supervisor pointed out.

"I know, but under the circumstances I'd rather not have that kind of attention."

"Oh yes, I think I know what you mean."

"I'm glad he's gone, that's the main thing," Gerry said hoping to get the hell out of there as quickly as possible.

"May I at least know what he said to you before the attack? He didn't offer any defense at all when we questioned him."

"He said he knew my secret and threatened to expose me if I didn't have sex with him whenever he wanted," Gerry reluctantly admitted.

"How on earth did he discover that I wonder?"

"Well...he said he had a friend in the accounting department who tipped him off and that he had molested other women in the same situation before."

Gerry hating being a rat but at the same time she wanted to protect others from this creepy predators. Whether the "friend" took part in the molestations or even knew about them was anybody's guess but it was better that he keep that information to himself whatever the situation might be. There were obviously crummy people like Jeff who would take advantage of it.

"I see. We'll definitely look into that. Now if you change your mind and decide to press charges we'll back you all the way. We don't want this kind of thing happening in our store and we won't tolerate an environment of hostility towards anyone," the supervisor said with a trace of suppressed anger in his voice.

"Thank you. I really like working here and I'd hate anything to spoil that."

She didn't know what the rules were about snitching to your boss since she hadn't had much experience with bosses but at least it wasn't a cop. It was important to try and root this sort of behavior out so in the long run it was probably a good thing that she had tipped them off she told herself.

Most importantly Jeff was gone and she still had a job and there would hopefully be no blemish on her record for this incident. She was offered a couple of days of paid leave if she wanted it but to her surprise she declined in the invitation. It was money for nothing but she actually just wanted to get back to work and try to put the whole thing behind her.

It was interesting, she thought, that she drew such a clear line in her mind about what was acceptable sex and what wasn't. Fucking a stranger for cigarettes hadn't exactly been a romantic impulse but it was at least done of her own free will. She had, in fact, initiated the whole thing.

Being "taken" in bed was a very different thing than being taken by force unwillingly. She was happy to let a sex partner take the lead but she hadn't become so meek and subservient that she would just spread her legs for anyone to avoid a confrontation. She would gladly get on her knees for a man she was attracted to but she was not about to roll over and die for some scumbag trying to accost her.

Gerry wondered how much it would really bother her to have the people at work know her story. She wasn't proud of the actions that had led her to be placed in this program but she certainly wasn't ashamed of being a woman anymore. As a woman she was finding her way in the world better than she ever had as a man and she was also finding out a lot of things about herself.

She had definitely found a real giving spirit that had never manifested itself before. As a man her life had been one long tug-of-war with everyone and everything. Beating the system and getting the upper hand was all that mattered. If you wanted something you took it. If someone tried to take something from you that was cause for a serious fight. You worried only about yourself because nobody else was going to worry about you. That had never felt good but it had felt necessary. Now it didn't feel quite so necessary anymore.

She was making real friends for the first time and discovering how good it felt to be generous and open and responsive to them. She still had a swagger about her that enjoyed a certain amount of acclaim for being daring but she was finding less destructive outlets for that adventurous impulse.

The fact that the store had taken her side and believed her story, despite the fact that she was a known convict, was a real eye-opener. Once you're marked as "bad news" it pretty much follows you everywhere. The cops in her old neighborhood all knew that Jared Whittaker was a trouble-maker. There was a good chance she'd have some dope in her pocket or a stolen car stereo in her backpack. If there wasn't a warrant out at the moment it was just a matter of time. Jared was as likely a suspect as you could get if there was a burglary or petty theft nearby.

It would be fantastic to get away from all of that she thought. She could walk down the streets where she used to hang out and nobody would even know who she was. Of course it was a crappy place for anyone to be walking so she'd probably avoid that at all costs, but even the cops on the beat would just see a girl and never think twice. They'd probably actually be polite to her and warn her that it was no place for a young lady to be walking unescorted. That thought made her laugh.

Of course this was all a dream and an illusion. Once her stay at the halfway house was over she'd be essentially on her own for one more year of womanhood and then it was back to being Jared. There would be no female disguise to hide behind anymore. She had no idea how much that might impact her thoughts or actions. She liked things just the way they were right now.


CHAPTER 14:

It was movie night but not at Bramble House. She was actually on a real date with a guy from work named Kyle. Gerry had actually cast her eye on him fairly early on but she didn't know much about flirting or anything so she had been a little shy about making the first move. Fortunately Kyle had definitely noticed her but had needed to work up the courage to actually approach her.

It was funny how tricky even a simple thing like sparking up a conversation could be when it involved members of the opposite sex and a physical attraction. As a man Gerry's sexual exploits had been mostly with hookers who traded quick and dirty sex for drugs or a few bucks or homosexual encounters with fellow inmates. Even her sex as a girl experience had been a jail trade for cigarettes. She was just nineteen at this point and any day as nervous as Kyle, even though he was an "older" man and all of twenty-one.

They had eaten dinner at a fast food joint and Gerry offered to split the check but Kyle would have none of it. This was a "date" in his mind and he wanted to make that clear. It seemed funny to Gerry since they both worked at the same place and didn't make very much money but it seemed important to him so she finally acquiesced.

At dinner they had mostly talked about work, which was only natural since that was the one thing they knew they had in common. Gerry had wanted to be more friendly with the other employees but she had also been scared of her unconventional situation. In this case she definitely wanted to blend in not stand out and it would be hard to reveal too much personal information without explaining her position.

In the darkened theater it was easy to just sit next to Kyle and share his popcorn without being compelled to say very much. She had let him choose the movie and he had opted for a new Sci-Fi flick that was fine with Gerry. It had some really cool special effects and kept the story rolling along at a brisk pace. She had no idea what she would have chosen if it were up to her but perhaps that would pop up down the line if she did this sort of thing again.

At one point Kyle let his arm drape over her chair so that his hand was touching her shoulder and she thought it was a very cute maneuver. The wicked side of her brain toyed with idea of sticking her hand in his pants but she resisted the temptation. No reason to shock the guy. She'd certainly finger banged a number of pussies on movie night before but that was a different time and place and those were people she had already had sex with.

There was a curfew at the halfway house so she didn't have a lot of time after the movie was over but they took a walk, holding hands, through the shopping district around the theater. It was kind of sweet Gerry thought. When they kissed goodnight it suddenly occurred to her that even though she had given head and fucked and stroked other guy's cocks this was actually the first time she had ever kissed a man. It kind of added to the thrill and gave Kyle a special little place in her memory bank.

There next date was on their first day off together so they had plenty of time. Kyle took her to a local amusement park. It was kind of an old-fashioned place compared to the super theme parks run by huge entertainment companies but it had a lot of charm none the less.

Kyle reveled in the chance to win Gerry a stuffed animal at a carnival booth where you knocked down milk bottles with a baseball. Kyle's aim wasn't all that great and Gerry probably could have won it herself faster but she let him have his moment of manly prowess. Cavemen used to impress their mates by killing a savage beast and bringing home the carcass. Gerry got a purple plush toy instead but that was actually more appealing than a dead mastodon or something.

Gerry was having a blast. She had never really known anything resembling a normal childhood or adolescence. Her hard life had made her grow up in a hurry so even though she was two years younger than Kyle she actually was the more mature of the pair. Today she felt like a kid, which was just fine with her. She was making up for a lot of lost time.

Kyle still lived with his parents but he had the luxury of his own little guest house. It had been built originally many years ago for the purpose of being used as a rental but his parents had allowed him to move in there when he was eighteen so he had a private pad to invite her back to once they concluded their fun at the amusement park.

The place was pretty much what you'd expect a young man's room to look like. It wasn't all that neat and there was no real sense of decor, just sort of an assortment of random furniture. The only thing that really mattered to Gerry was that there was a bed because she really wanted to make love to this guy.

Kyle didn't move too fast in that direction and they sat around listening to some music for awhile, which was cool but only delayed the inevitable as far as Gerry was concerned. Suddenly it dawned on her that he might be reluctant to press the issue. He had to be horny she thought. She was looking pretty sexy in her shorts and tank top that revealed just a bit of her midriff. She didn't want to look like a prostitute or anything but the clothes they wore at work were kind of frumpy so she was anxious to let him see her figure.

While the music was still thumping away in the background she got up and went over to the floppy bean bag chair he was sitting in and sat in his lap with her arms around his neck. Hopefully this would jumpstart things. It did.

"I had a really good time today," said Gerry as she fixed her gaze on Kyle's eyes.

"Me too. It was a lot of fun," Kyle replied.

"So do your parents ever barge in on you when you have girls in here?"

"Oh, I don't have that many girls in here but my parents are cool. They leave me alone. Besides, the door's locked."

"That's good. I wouldn't want to get you in any trouble," Gerry said as her lips slowly glided towards his.

To her surprise and delight Kyle wasn't as shy as he initially appeared. As soon as they had started kissing his hand appeared under her shirt and began to fondle her boobs through her bra. She had been afraid that he was a virgin or something and would come across as a total slut for jumping in his lap but he seemed quite comfortable with the situation. The stiffness in his pants was also a pretty good indicator that he wasn't totally offended by her forward behavior.

Gerry pulled her top off and let Kyle unfasten her bra. Now her breasts were free for exploring in greater detail and Kyle wasted no time in doing so. Somewhere along the line Gerry managed to pull his shirt off as well and the bare skin of the upper bodies pressed together. It was different than the feeling of hugging another girl because his chest was so flat and firm but it felt just as good if not better.

Kyle actually had a really nice chest she noticed when she got a look at him in the flesh. She had never really pictured him as a particularly athletic guy or anything but he definitely did some kind of working out.

"You look good without your shirt on," Gerry commented between kisses.

"Thank you, so do you!"

"Are you going to fuck me Kyle?"

"Oh God I hope so."

Gerry laughed and climbed out of his lap. She pulled off her shorts and then her panties and indicated that he should get undressed as well. Once he stood up to remove his pants Gerry flopped back down on the beanbag chair. She had assumed they would do it in the bed but this was handy and looked kind of like fun.

Kyle came over and stood in front of her with his rather large erection bobbing away. Gerry was impressed.

"Very nice," she cooed as she sat up and leaned forward.

From the chair she could stroke his cock but if she wanted to suck it she would have to get up on her knees or have him lie on the chair and get between his legs. As it turned out Kyle had his own agenda and soon Gerry found herself on her back with her legs spread and Kyle's head going down on her muff. Gerry knew and loved this feeling well from all the oral sex she had experienced at Bramble House but she hadn't been expecting Kyle to jump in to that so quickly. In the old neighborhood it wasn't considered manly to eat pussy. Thank God Kyle wasn't from the old neighborhood.

In truth Kyle wasn't as skilled at the task as some of the girls she knew had been but they had lots of practice. Kyle might not have been with all that many girls so there was always a learning curve with any new endeavor. He was getting her wet and that was the main thing.

When his face finally reappeared Gerry was more than ready to receive his cock. She was hot and wet and horny and couldn't wait to be penetrated. Kyle seemed to hesitate. He was just staring at her for some reason.

"What are you looking at?" Gerry moaned.

"You're just so damn beautiful that I like to look at you," Kyle replied sweetly.

"Well you can look at me while we fuck can't you?"

"Absolutely!"


CHAPTER 15:

She had really been touched by his statement but she was just so horny at the moment that she couldn't really accept the compliment with as much grace as she had intended. Kyle didn't seem to mind. Why should he? Her suggestion made a lot of sense and you don't always get partners so eager to get laid.

Soon he was inside her and she was transported to a state of bliss. It was way too soon to think in terms of love, which she knew nothing about anyway, but she began to understand the difference between simply fucking and making love. She had experienced something of that nature at Bramble House as there were times where she just got it on for kicks and other times where there was a more emotional connection, especially when she was with someone she was close to like Sally. This was the first time she had welcomed a man into her body because of their mutual attraction and developing friendship and it felt really wonderful to do so.

She had really been enjoying herself with Kyle and genuinely liked the guy. She thought he was cute even before she knew that he had a nice body and a big cock so that only added to the pleasure.

The beanbag was kind of soft and squishy and she could feel it molding itself to the shape of her ass as each thrust from Kyle drove her back a little deeper into the chair. It was a weird feeling in a way but she knew she would always remember it and associate it with sex.

"I can't believe this is really happening," Kyle grunted. "I've been crazy about you from the first time I saw you."

"Well it was hard not to notice you too baby," Gerry replied between heavy gasps.

"I can't believe you don't have a boyfriend."

"Well, what about you? You said you don't have a girlfriend."

"It's different with guys, it's not so easy. Hot looking girls like you usually have tons of dudes flocking around them."

"Maybe I was just waiting for the right one to come along."

Holy shit her heart was beating fast and not just from the physical exertion. For someone with basically no romantic experience in her life this was all coming as a shock. It may have just been the dick inside her pussy making her say crazy things but she thought she was actually feeling some totally new emotions that were strange and frightening to her. Sex was good and Kyle was giving her a good fucking that was lasting a surprisingly long time but she felt like she was looking at him through different eyes. It was hard to say which was throbbing more, her clit or her heart.

When Kyle finally exploded inside her she clutched at him and pulled him down close. She devoured his lips with kisses her hands roamed all over his back. He was still inside her but even that didn't seem close enough. What the hell was love anyway? It must feel something like this she thought. Being with a nice guy you like...sharing your body with him...express your fondness in both words and deeds. Crap, maybe this was love!

The song that was playing when Kyle ejaculated inside her had ended and another one was currently coming through the speakers but Gerry knew that she would remember that other song forever. At least that's what she thought at that precise moment in time. That was "their" song now and it would always give her a thrill to hear it. Such are the notions of youthful romance.

Some of those old movies they showed at Bramble House had seemed kind of corny and sentimental at first but she had grown to appreciate them. It seemed like there was definitely room in heart now for some of that mushy love stuff that used to be something she'd ridicule.

"That was fantastic," Kyle whispered as he nibbled on her ear.

"You were wonderful baby," Gerry replied. "You made me feel like a real woman."

"God I hope you are. If you're a man in drag that's a pretty convincing costume," Kyle joked.

"Oh, you know what I mean. You touched my womanly soul."

"You're fucking amazing. I just don't know how I could have gotten so lucky."

"The feeling is all mutual baby. I feel like the luckiest girl in the world right now."

Falling in love would probably be a disaster in the long run but there are some things that we have very little control over. While she wasn't exactly "in drag" she was a man underneath this exterior and sometime in the not too distant future she would be back in that male body for good. How long do romances last? She had no clue. But even if it ended with Kyle relatively quickly there would probably be some other guy. She was beginning to become a little boy crazy.

Was she really gay? Maybe. She didn't much care anymore. Maybe once the testosterone was flowing through her manly frame she'd forget all about these types of encounters and go look for some chick to bang. Maybe it was all some chemical reaction or something. There was no way to know so there was no point in worrying about it she figured. If she still felt like sucking cock as a man she'd suck cock. Boy, she was anxious to suck Kyle's cock but he would need some time to recover and they really did have that long before she had to get home. Well there would no doubt be time for that in the future. No need to do everything at once. She didn't need to sneak out and slip off to a guard shack, she could just go out with the guy whenever they both had the free time.

Kyle thought she was beautiful. At least he said he did. She let that thought wash over her like a delicious warm shower. It was nice to be thought of as beautiful for some reason. It shouldn't really matter since it's what's on the inside that counts but since she knew she was really a man on the inside it felt especially good to hear praise for her female exterior. She had dressed specifically to get his attention and to turn him on. She had put extra thought into her makeup. She would love to have the chance to get really "dolled up" sometime and wear an elegant dress and all of that but that wasn't too likely to happen in her limited window of female opportunity.

She wouldn't be able to spend the whole night with Kyle or any other man until her time at the halfway house was over so they had to make the best of what time they had. A few times Kyle pressed her to spend the night and she was always sorely tempted but she had no desire to fuck up and break the rules. Kyle probably wondered what her living situation really was because she never volunteered anything about it and never invited him over. Hopefully he just assumed that she had really strict parents or something who didn't approve of her running around with boys. As long as he was getting his dick wet he wasn't likely to complain too much.

At the halfway house there seemed to be a mix of girls who were really enjoying their female experience and those who were getting antsy to change back. On the whole it appeared that most of them were looking forward to their return to their old bodies and it was more a matter of who minded being a girl less than others.

Gerry was a little troubled by that because for her the feeling was much deeper. Not only did she not mind being a girl she actually preferred it. It was hard to admit but there was very little doubt in her mind anymore. She liked the person she was becoming. She liked the trimmings and trappings of femininity. She liked the way people treated her and spoke to her as a woman. And she really liked boys like Kyle with throbbing pricks waiting to dance inside her pussy.

She had no idea how expensive it would be to have the procedure done to her again after she had been turned back into a man but assumed that it was way beyond her financial reach. The government was willing to spend a lot of money on this experiment but she would soon be scraping just to survive. Since many of her living expenses were covered by the halfway house she felt positively rich with the income she was getting from her job, even though a portion of that was put into a fund to assist her when the time came to go out on her own. She'd probably need a roommate at least or a better paying job but she hated the thought of leaving the place that had brought her and Kyle together.

School was another option that was potentially available to her if she could pass some entry tests and so on. There was some sort of scholarship money in the program for girls who wanted to go to college and she might be able to live on campus relatively cheaply with government aid. She had no idea whether she would be accepted as she had never really spent too much time in school before although she had gotten her high school diploma while in a youth detention center when she was seventeen.

She certainly didn't want to start school as a girl and then turn into a man a year later. If she was going to go it would have to be after she had completed all three years of this program so that still left her on her own for a year. Maybe she could move into Kyle's little guest house. It was a lovely dream but not too likely that his parents would be receptive to that. They may be cool enough to not bug him about having girls back there every now and then but they'd probably draw the line at him having a permanent bedmate.

The time rushed by, as it so often does, and soon the dreaded day of freedom was right around the corner. She had kept her job all of this time and even kept her boyfriend so she was basically a model of stability on the outside even if she was a bit of an emotional wreck on the inside.


CHAPTER 16:

Sally jumped at the chance to remain roommates with Gerry. There was no real surprise in that as they had always gotten along so well. It was random luck that had tossed them together at Bramble House and kept them together the previous year but whatever the reason they knew they could live together.

Gerry hadn't seen much of Sally over the past few months, except at night in their room or occasionally grabbing a meal together or participating in some other halfway house activity. Brad had come and gone rather quickly but Sally seemed to have no trouble finding male suitors. It had been a long time since the two girls had engaged in sex with each other but neither one of them had spoken of it or made any sort of rules about it. They were both getting laid plenty and obviously had developed a taste for men.

In addition to the money that they all had set aside from their wages there was also a fairly generous government stipend to assist them during that first year of living on their own so things weren't quite as dire as Gerry had feared. She and Sally were able to find a decent little apartment with two bedrooms which meant opening up a whole world of possibilities where boys were concerned.

Kyle was delighted with the change and never pressed her too much for details. She was living on her own with her cute roommate Sally and she could do whatever she wanted to do in the privacy of her own bedroom. Sally seemed like a cool chick and was always very friendly whenever he came to visit and she was there. Whatever Gerry's old situation was this had to be a lot better for her he thought. She was out on her own and living her own life.

She was out on her own but she wasn't sure whose life she was living. The clock was ticking away for Gerry Whittaker and soon it would be time for Jared Whittaker to take her place. It was kind of a terrible variation on the Cinderella theme. How the hell do you explain to your boyfriend that you have to become a man again? She would surely have to make certain that they had called it off before then. She couldn't bear the thought of having to make that kind of a confession.

Work would sort of suck too. Of course they knew she was in the program and she would be able to keep her old position with all of the seniority she had accumulated. She would just appear one day as a "new" employee who had transferred from another store. That would explain why she knew the job so well already and didn't have to go through the training or orientation aspects again. It also meant that she'd see Kyle. Maybe they'd become friends or drinking buddies or something. That wasn't a thought that brought her any great consolation. As a man she probably wouldn't be able to talk Kyle into letting her blow him anymore but at least she had this time to do it and she did it as often as she could.

Perhaps there was a gay component operating on a subliminal level as she anticipated her possible future life of same sex experiences. She went down on Kyle's dick whenever possible and had been inviting him to fuck her in the ass more and more. She didn't want to get so attached to pussy sex that she wouldn't be able to enjoy sex at all without it. It wasn't like she avoided getting dick in her snatch but her desire for anal and oral sex seemed unusually aggressive.

Kyle had no objections whatsoever. If his baby liked sucking his dick that much who was he to try and stop her? She even swallowed his cum every single time. And her tight little ass made a nice snug place to stick cock too. Fucking her was like being a porn star or something. She was all about trying new positions and techniques. She seemed completely comfortable in her body and happy to let him use it any way that he pleased. She was probably ruining him for other women but he had no way of knowing that now. She was certainly a way better lay than the handful of other girls he had been with in his life so he was savoring his good fortune.

One night she and Kyle were kicking it in her apartment with Sally and her current guy Sean. They had ordered a pizza and were watching a movie together. They had also consumed quite a bit of wine and were feeling very relaxed.

"Sally tells me you were roommates at some girl's school and you're roommates now. You always hear stories about boarding school or whatever. Did you girls ever...you know...fool around?" Sean asked with a sly grin.

Gerry and Sally just looked at each other and giggled.

"I'll take that as a yes since you didn't say no," said Sean.

"Why? Would that turn you on?" Sally asked.

"Hell yeah," Sean replied.

"What about you? Does that thought make you horny?" Gerry inquired of Kyle.

"Well...yeah. Of course it does. What man doesn't have fantasies about two good looking girls going at it?" said Kyle.

"Then...yes. We've fooled around before," Gerry admitted before giggling again.

"Prove it," Sean demanded.

"What do you mean prove it?" Sally said, trying to sound stern but failing due to her laughing fit.

"Kiss her," Sean suggested.

After some more coaxing and a good deal of laughter Gerry and Sally agreed to kiss for the erotic benefit of their men. Sean and Kyle were absolutely spellbound as the girls open-mouth kissed for what seemed like the longest time.

"Oh shit I'm hard," Sean blurted out.

"Well it looks like it's time to head for the bedroom," said Sally as she reached for his hand.

"No, let's do it here," said Sean.

"What? You mean in front of them?" Sally half stammered.

"Well I assume they'll do it too," Sean chuckled before taking another sip of wine.

Gerry took the bull by the horns by pulling off her top and tossing it aside. Sally was still giggling but seemed game for the action so she peeled off her top as well. Next they both unhooked each other's bras and began kissing again. It was a pleasant old feeling but the addition of having male spectators in the room was something entirely new and kinky.

As the two girls continued to make out they barely noticed the naked men who were seated next to them until they felt the rest of their clothing being pulled off. Sally then swung over and sat on Sean's lap while Gerry got on her knees on the couch and presented her ass. Whichever hole Kyle wanted to fill was fine with her.

Kyle chose the vaginal route and soon mounted her from behind with raging passion. With her face to the wall Gerry couldn't get a very good look at Sally as she rode her man but pretty soon she could certainly hear her. She knew that sound, having produced it from Sally herself many times, but it was interesting to hear it now knowing that someone else was the cause.

It felt incredibly wicked to be fucking like this with other people so close but Gerry had no qualms about getting naked in front of Sean. She was actually a little surprised that the men had gone for it so quickly, especially since they weren't even close friends or anything. Guys are usually pretty shy about taking their clothes off around other guys and there's always the whole issue of who has the bigger dick to contend with. Apparently the little lesbian floorshow that Gerry and Sally had presented was too much for them to take without joining in no matter what their reservations might have been. Of course all the liquor they had been consuming was probably a contributing factor as well. Gerry certainly felt quite buzzed and assumed that the others did as well.

The wine wasn't the only intoxicating thing about what was happening in that room however. The raw carnality and open hedonistic pleasure was providing a buzz of its own. With her lovers cock stuffed well into her pussy it would have been fairly easy to channel out the other people in the room and just focus on her partner but she was actively trying to concentrate on what the other couple was doing. More than that she wanted to share this feeling with Sally. It was like a confirmation of how far they had come as females in such a relatively short amount of time but also acknowledging how important they had been to one another in this journey.

Somewhere along the line Gerry got her wish as she found herself lying on her back on the couch while Sally straddled her face. Kyle stood at the end of the couch leaning in between Gerry's open legs and Sean stood next to Sally getting his dick sucked. In her slightly hazy frame of mind Gerry couldn't honestly remember how this rather complex arrangement of bodies had come to be. Did somebody suggest it or had it just happened on its own? It didn't really matter either way because it was exactly what Gerry had been hoping for.

As she lapped at her roommate's snatch she could feel her boyfriend's mighty wand hammering at her like a piston rod while she listened to the sound of Sally slurping on Sean's manhood. Gone were all the fears and inhibitions that had dominated their thoughts in the early days of their transformation. Gone was any sense that they had to protect their manliness so that it would return to them unstained and unblemished. They were women now and it was nobody's business who they wanted to fuck or how they wanted to do it. They were sensual beings in touch with their bodies and their feelings. Those were rather profound thoughts to be mulling over while you had your best friend's pussy in your face but alcohol will do that to you sometimes.

Nobody ever suggested switching partners and Gerry didn't mind that. Sean was a pretty good looking fellow in the nude and sported a fine penis but symbolically the link between Gerry and Sally radiating out towards their men was fine with her. There would probably be some regrets in the morning as it was, no need to make things even more complicated than they already were.


CHAPTER 17:

There were some hangovers in the morning but no particular remorse or regrets over anything that happened...except for maybe drinking a little too much wine. The couples had retired to their respective bedrooms and there had been no reprise of the group thing later.

Gerry felt very comfortable snuggled up against Kyle's warm body in her bed. It was so awesome that they could actually sleep together now. It was rapidly becoming one of her favorite things in life. Sex was always fun but this was warmth and home and happiness to her. This was the love of a good man and the fruits of her honest labor. Yes she had lived in far greater luxury in Bramble House but that wasn't really necessary. If anything it was something to shoot for in the future. Instead of looking at a nice house and thinking about how to rob it she was more likely to now to think about how much money she would have to earn to buy such a place.

An idea had crept into Gerry's mind that was both frightening and exhilarating at the same time. What if she ran away before the third year was up? What if she just didn't show up for the operation that would change her back to a man? They couldn't change her if they couldn't catch her and Gerry was good at running from things. She wondered how hard they would look for her.

Of course she would be an outlaw again and it would surely be manhood and hard prison time for her if they ever caught her. Maybe she could get out of the country and live in some foreign land with a new name and a new identity. But what would she live on? She'd be leaving her job and wouldn't have any legal paperwork to back up her new alias unless she could get some kind of really good forgeries or something. She could probably turn tricks if she had to. She knew plenty of hookers from the old days and knew how they operated. She was young and fresh so she could probably make pretty decent money for a few years at least.

But what about Kyle? It would be so awesome to have him come along but could she really ask him to ruin his whole life for her? What kind of love would that be on her part? She would be turning him into a criminal and a fugitive from justice. Even worse she'd probably be turning him into her pimp instead of her boyfriend.

As she lay in bed gently stroking Kyle's hair she couldn't imagine being able to bring herself to ask him to do something so terrible for her, even if it meant losing him. How could she explain it without telling the whole story? And if he was going to be asked to make such a sacrifice for her wouldn't she be obligated to tell him why? No, it was a crazy idea. She didn't want to be a criminal anymore and always looking over her shoulder. When her time was up she would have paid her debt to society and would be free to live life as an honest man. It was the man part that she didn't particularly fancy.

In all honesty she wasn't even sure that she was prepared to make a lifetime commitment to any man. She had been dating Kyle for a number of months, which wasn't bad for a first romance, but it was still just her first romance. She figured that she still had a lot to learn about men and sex and relationships. Hell, a minute ago she was contemplating prostitution as a means of supporting herself on the run.

And temptation existed closer to home as well. Had Sean slipped his dick into her last night she wouldn't have gone running and screaming from the room. She was up for it. She was up for just about anything last night. It might have felt a little weird to see Kyle banging Sally but she honestly thought that she could probably have handled it. Everything was still so new to her and there were so many "first times" still happening that she hadn't developed a rule book for much of anything yet. She loved Kyle but she wasn't so certain that she couldn't love someone else, or at least enjoy them if the situation presented itself.

No, the best thing was probably to just ride it out, accept her fate and send Kyle a farewell letter if they were still seeing each other at the time of her transformation. It would be kind of a cold thing to do but better that they just end it as quickly and cleanly as possible. He was a stud. He would find someone else. People always do.

She had avoided thinking much about her future as a man but it was inevitable that she do so at some point fairly soon. She could keep her job, which was fine for the moment, and Sally would be turning back into a man too so there was no reason they couldn't keep this apartment. It was hard to picture Sally as a man having only known her as a woman but no doubt she had the same feelings.

The question there was would remaining roommates be a good idea? They had kissed and fondled and fucked each other so many times by now that it would be hard to get that image totally out of their minds Gerry assumed. And what if Sally turned out to be an attractive man? Gerry worried that she might mess up their whole arrangement if she made a play for her new male roommate. Well, she ought to be able to control herself she thought although if she really entertained notions of having gay sex she would probably be better off living on her own if she wanted to keep it a secret.

Maybe the desire for men would be gone completely along with her tits and pussy. Not too likely because the desire had obviously always been there anyway but maybe it would be easier to fight it again. Or maybe Sally was in the same boat and they would have no trouble adjusting to the change. It was just so hard to know what had really changed for good and what was only a temporary aspect of the swap.

Although she didn't live at the halfway house anymore the counselors were still available for advice and the girls routinely checked in with them to report on their progress. There was one counselor named Karen that Gerry was especially fond of so she made a point of seeing her the next time she needed to check in.

"It seems to me like you've been an absolutely model participant in the program," said Karen after looking through Gerry's file. "Aside from the little incident with the cigarettes."

"Oh, you knew about that?" Gerry asked in dismay.

"It's all right. It's not exactly a hanging offense. Young people are always going to be a little rebellious and some old habits die hard. Nobody got in any trouble I assure you."

"That's a relief."

"So are you excited about graduating from the program?" Karen asked.

"I don't think that's the word I'd use," said Gerry.

"Well, what word would you use?"

"I don't think I can put it in one word but the bottom line is that I have absolutely no desire to go back to being male. I love being a girl and I want to stay this way forever!" Gerry blurted out.

"I see...that's quite unusual," Karen commented as she rubbed her chin. "The program was never designed with that in mind. Most people seem very anxious to return to their old bodies."

"But I don't want to. I like this version of me so much better than the other one. What difference would it make really? If being female is what makes me want to be a better citizen doesn't it make sense that it would be better for society if I remained a woman? And it would save the government some money because they wouldn't have to pay to turn me back into a man."

"You have a boyfriend, don't you? Kyle? How much does he factor into your desire to remain female?" Karen inquired.

"Some, of course, but he's only my first boyfriend. I don't know how long that will last. Sex is an issue for me, that's for sure, because I realize how much I like being with men. I can't imagine that changing now even if you do force me to turn back. But sex is only part of it. I feel like I belong in this body. Like it's the real me that's always been there but didn't know how to get out. I've spent my whole life trying to live like I thought I was supposed to rather than the way I really wanted to. Please don't put me back in that situation," Gerry pleaded.

"This is a very interesting situation that I'm afraid I'm not really authorized or qualified to deal with. I'll have to talk to some people and you may have to see a psychologist or something if that's not a problem for you."

"Anything that helps me to stay female is fine by me."

"What about your roommate Sally? Does she feel the same way? I mean you've lived together the entire time you've been in the program, almost three years now, and you chose to continue living together once you were both on your own. How would this decision impact her and your living situation?"

"I don't honestly know," Gerry admitted with a shrug. "We've never really discussed that."

"Well I think you should. You must be pretty close as friends so hopefully whatever her feelings are they won't be so severe that you can't at least have a conversation," Karen suggested.

"Thank you so much. I'll do that. And thank you again!"

"I make no promises. All I can do is talk to some people."

"Well thank you for that."

It felt like an enormous weight had been lifted from Gerry's shoulders although she knew that this was probably a long shot. Why should the government make an exception for her? She was just a prisoner serving out an unconventional sentence. They didn't owe her any favors. They didn't owe her anything. Still her heart was full of hope. Maybe there was a way to be a girl forever. What a beautiful thought. Telling Sally about this would not be easy, even though they were such good friends. Of course there was always the chance that Sally wanted to stay female too but that seemed like too much to hope for. Only one way to find out.


CHAPTER 18:

"You're sure? I mean you're absolutely positive?" Sally asked once Gerry had explained her desired.

"Completely positive. I don't ever want to go back to being a man. How about you?" Gerry asked hopefully.

"Honestly I'm kind of looking forward to it," Sally admitted. "I mean, these have been some really great times but I was born a man and I always assumed that I'd stay that way. This unexpected side trip doesn't really change that."

"But what about all the boyfriends?"

"Jail sex sweetie. You're the one who suggested that whatever we do in these bodies doesn't really count. I suppose that's the way I've looked at it. I've tried not to take any guy too seriously but sex is fun and how many chances do you get to know what it feels like to do it from the other side of the fence? I'll definitely miss the multiple orgasms but I'm sure I'll survive."

"Wouldn't it be kind of weird for you if you're a man and I'm still a woman?"

"No weirder than it will be for you I imagine. I don't see that it really needs to change anything. We've each got our own bedroom to entertain members of whichever sex we happen to be enjoying. Now our dates might think it's a little odd sharing a place but lots of people it do it. If it's a problem we'll cross that bridge when we get to it. If you want to be a girl I'll support you all the way. I just want to make sure that we remain friends."

Gerry hugged her dear friend tightly. Maybe they wouldn't be quite so free about hugging in the future as a man and a woman but hopefully Sally would at least keep her sense of compassion and understanding no matter what body she was in. Of course there was no certainty that Gerry would get to remain a woman but she hoped so with all of her heart.


CHAPTER 19:

As it turned out Kyle wouldn't remain a factor in her decision making for much longer. He had met someone else and was trying to juggle both girls for a while but not doing it very successfully. Gerry was hurt and disappointed but not totally devastated. If she had to go back to being a man not having a boyfriend certainly made it easier and if she got to remain a woman she would have her whole life ahead of her to explore other options.

They both insisted that they wanted to remain friends but somewhere in the back of their minds they knew that probably wouldn't happen. They would see each other at work, of course, but once a relationship ends it's often hard to keep the closeness of the friendship without having it spill over into something physical. And Kyle's new girlfriend probably wouldn't be too keen on the idea of him hanging around with his ex very much.

Gerry's first meeting with her psychologist, Dr. Robbins, was making her a little nervous but she had agreed to go and knew it was probably the only way she might actually get what she wanted. She was a little disappointed that she didn't get to lie on a couch, like in the movies, and just sat in a chair instead. In some ways it might have made her more relaxed, if there actually was anything that could under the circumstances.

"Have you ever worn women's clothing prior to your transformation?" asked the doctor.

"No."

"Ever have fantasies or daydreams about being a woman?"

"No."

That was probably two strikes against her right there but Gerry wanted to be as honest as possible.

"And your sexual encounters with men, again when you were male, were all done while incarcerated at one institution or another?"

"That's right," Gerry replied.

"And I take it at the time that you didn't consider these homosexual acts?"

"Not at the time. At least, I didn't want to think of them that way. I didn't want to be gay."

"Would that have been so terrible?" inquired the doctor.

"In my neighborhood, yeah! And in jail that could have been a big problem. Being thought of as gay would have made you a target. Your toughness helped keep you alive and the people I knew would have taken being gay as a sign of weakness. It wouldn't have been good for my street cred let's say," said Gerry, forcing a small smile.

"So you would say that your tough exterior was something like a mask that you put on to protect yourself?"

"Something like that I guess. Look doctor, I'm sure there are lots of people who have wanted to switch their gender from the time they first realized that there was a difference, but I'm not one of those people. I had to become a woman to realize how much more I liked myself in that role. I wish I could tell you that I put on dresses and wore panties under my jeans while I was in a knife fight but it just didn't happen that way. The way I grew up I learned pretty much everything on the streets and on the streets real men behaved a certain way so I tried to be that guy. Being a woman has freed me from that burden. I think I'm just beginning to learn who I might actually be as a person or at least who I might become but I know with absolutely certainty that I'd rather go on that journey in this body," Gerry said in a rush of words and emotions that she hadn't planned to utter.

"You're in a very unique situation that most people never find themselves in," the doctor began slowly. "This whole business of forcing someone into a gender change is rather new ground for everyone. There's not really a rule book on it yet. Most people involved in the program you're in are quite happy to go back to their old bodies. The idea was for it to be a learning experience and once the lessons were learned it would merely represent a detour, if you will, in the course of their life. Naturally it was possible that someone in the program would have already been in the process of identifying as female but for it to happen to someone who was not conflicted about their gender identity before entering the program seemed highly unlikely."

"And yet here I am," Gerry shrugged.

"Indeed, here you are," the doctor said with a warm smile. "In all honesty the fact that you want to remain female is not a big logistical hurdle. We're mainly interested in making sure that you're making this decision for the right reasons. If this program continues for any length of time there will no doubt but others like you who will make the same request so we just want to make sure that we have a protocol in place to deal with that."

"So you're saying that it's possible that I will be able to remain female?" Gerry asked hopefully.

"I don't see any reason why you shouldn't be able to but I would like to ask you a few more questions if you don't mind. I'm not trying to trick you into saying the wrong thing I just want to try and understand your position as well as I can, for my own sake as much as for yours."

Gerry relaxed a bit and chatted away with Dr. Robbins for almost an hour. It made total sense to Gerry that she should be allowed to remain a girl but she was dealing with the criminal justice system so logic often had no place in the conversation. She certainly wasn't going to pose a bigger threat to society as a woman than she would as her old male self and it was going to save the taxpayers a few bucks. She honestly couldn't see how anyone could object.

A few weeks later she got an official letter that granted her permission to forgo the genetic transformation phase of her graduation from the program. She had to read it over a couple of times to make sure that it meant what she thought it meant but ultimately it meant she was going to be a woman for the rest of her life. Tears mixed with laughter as she slumped in a chair and tried to contemplate what that really meant for her future.

For starters she could really put her old life in the rear view mirror now. Well, not completely. She would be on probation for another three years and would certainly have to be careful about what she did and who she associated with but she really didn't think that was much of a problem. Of course getting in a fight at work with an assailant could have gone bad for her but hopefully she could avoid that sort of thing in the future. She had no taste for the street life anymore and wanted to cultivate new friends and new interests.

There were times where her old brain rebelled against something but it was usually a small matter and easily dismissed from her mind. People tended to seem very friendly towards her so she responded in kind. In her old world anything perceived as the slightest insult would result in a violent reaction but that seemed so silly and pointless now. If someone physically assaulted her she knew she could still defend herself but she wasn't about to start a fight over something stupid.

It was definitely odd to be treated as "weaker" and "softer" than she had been as a man, simply because people often jumped to that conclusion. Of course the way she dressed and carried herself as a woman was far less menacing than it had been as a man. If she wanted to act tough now she probably could but she just wanted to get as far away from that as possible. Having people hold doors for her or offer her a seat when there wasn't one available still struck her as kind of funny but she didn't take it as an insult to capabilities, it was just a funny old custom and an effort to be polite. Her main desire was to figure out how to be feminine not a feminist. Perhaps that would develop in time.

The fact that she wasn't going to change gender and that she was going to remain living at the same place she had been living for a year now meant that the end of the program would not be quite as dramatic a transition as it might have been. She had no family waiting for her to come back to them as a man. No friends that she wanted to associate with from her old life. There really was only one significant change and that would be the fact that her roommate Sally would disappear forever only to be replaced by a man she had never met. Hell, she didn't even know his name.


CHAPTER 20:

"So what do you think?"

Sally, now Sal, had returned from the procedure that turned him back into his original state. Gerry looked him over intently trying to see some sign of Sally in the man standing before her but not having much luck.

"Well, at least your name is similar, I probably shouldn't have too much trouble remembering it," Gerry joked.

"It's not that bad is it?" Sal asked, sounding a little disappointed.

"No, no it's just...going to take a little getting used to. I'm still the same person you've always known but now I'm living with a total stranger," Gerry pointed out.

"I hope you don't think of me as a total stranger for long. I look different and I sound different but I don't think I'm all that different as a person. At least I hope not. I guess it will take some time to figure that out."

It did take some time and Gerry wasn't sure that it was going to work out at the start but after awhile she became more comfortable with the idea of Sally being a man. There were subtle differences, certainly, but there were times where it felt like the old days. The one thing that had definitely changed was the sexual tension in the air.

Gerry and Sally had fornicated freely and often and there was no sense of forced modesty when they were living together. Walking around the apartment naked or only partially dressed was pretty standard operating procedure but now they both tended to cover up. Sal had of course seen Gerry's nude body many times but she had only seen his female form in the buff, which made her a little uncomfortable sometimes. She occasionally got the feeling that Sal was looking at her in a way that wasn't entirely platonic. All men tend to undress women with their eyes but this guy had not only undressed her for real but fucked her on countless occasions.

They both dated other people and so far there had been no big hassle over the boy/girl roommate situation. Neither one of them were "going steady" with anyone but they both tried to keep up a fairly active social life.

In the old days Gerry and Sally would have gone to dinner, or to the movies, or shopping together without hesitation. Now there was kind of a reluctance on Gerry's part because it suddenly felt more like a date or something. It was silly since they were still friends and roommates but having a male roommate seemed to make a difference, at least in her mind.

She had tried not to think of Sal in a sexual way for some reason. It wasn't that he was unattractive or anything but somehow she still sort of resented the fact that he was here and her best friend was gone. It was sort of a way of punishing him for deciding to go back. She knew that was unfair and redoubled her efforts to get over her resentment and be more friendly to Sal.

One night when Gerry was sitting in the living room watching an old movie on TV Sal plopped down next to her, a little closer than she was comfortable with, but she made no move to scoot over.

"Hey, I remember this one," Sal said with a grin. "We saw this on movie night! It was kind of a tear-jerker as I recall."

"Yeah, it does get pretty sad at the end. Sad but beautiful," Gerry commented.

"I agree. Although as I recall we were both kind of distracted by the end," Sal chuckled.

Gerry froze for a moment. She thought back to that night and recalled that they were furiously masturbating each other during the film and trying desperately not to call attention to themselves. She felt a tinge of arousal recalling the incident but it was mixed with apprehension. She wondered whether Sal was leading up to something.

They watched the movie for a bit and then Sal let his arm stretch out so that it was on the back of the couch behind her. She almost laughed out loud. It was exactly the same move Kyle had made at the movies on their first date. Men could be so predictable she thought.

On that date with Kyle she had been tempted to go down on the boy right there in the darkened theater to shock him and prove how sexual a creature she was but at the moment she just felt her pulse racing a little. She still wasn't sure how aggressive Sal was planning to become. She got her answer a few moments later when he leaned over and kissed her.

"I know you wish I was still Sally, and I'm truly sorry that I can't be but this is who I am now and I still find you incredibly attractive and desirable. I may have different equipment now but my passion is still the same I assure you," said Sal in a soft voice that reminded her of Sally for a moment.

Gerry didn't reply but simply reached over and let her hand fall on his lap. She could feel the bulge and soon worked her hands into his pants where she began to stroke his member without taking her eyes off of the television. Sal returned the favor and soon his fingers were playing with her pussy as they both tried to concentrate on the film.

"You know, we're home in our own apartment now," Sal groaned through heavy breaths. "We don't have to do this secretly anymore."

"That's true," Gerry replied. "We don't have to keep our clothes on either."

A moment later they were both peeling off their own clothes while trying to strip each other at the same time. Somehow they managed to get primarily naked and Gerry found herself lying on her back on the couch.

"We don't have to do this if you don't want to," Sal whispered as his dick hovered inches from her waiting slit.

"Oh, please! Shut up and fuck me bitch!"

Sal grinned and let his pleasantly thick penis slide slowly inside her. She moaned with contentment at that wonderful feeling of penetration that she had grown to love so much. Having been lovers of a sort for three years it was probably inevitable that this day would come eventually but it was something they had both been avoiding for quite some time.

As Gerry felt Sal's manhood thrusting inside her she wondered why she had been so reluctant to get to this point. They had barely known each other at all when they had started fooling around at Bramble House and by now they had shared so many things together that it only seemed natural to pick up where they had left off. Gerry wouldn't hesitate to have sex with a girl again under the right circumstances but she had definitely developed quite an appetite for cock. This certainly beat Sally with a strap on when you got right down to it.

She wanted to picture Sally in her head while Sal fucked her but that was pretty impossible in this position. This was definitely a man between her legs. Well why shouldn't he be a man? He was born that way. She was the one who decided to go rogue and keep her tits and pussy. The tits that Sal was now squeezing and the pussy that he was pounding so exquisitely. They still got along well as roommates. Maybe it wasn't the worst thing in the world that Sal had a cock. A nice, thick, hard cock that was filling her to the brim with pleasure.

They had always been friends with benefits, why stop now? It definitely added an element of spice to things around the old apartment that was for sure. What if they fell in love? Well, what if they did? Neither one of them were in temporary bodies anymore. They already lived together anyway and neither one of them was in a serious relationship. Why not fall in love with your best friend if that's what happened organically? They both knew each other's past and their secrets so there was no need to pretend anything around each other. Sal obviously didn't mind that Gerry used to be a guy so why should she care that he was a woman for a time? They were both exactly who they wanted to be now and not likely to change.

As Sal prepared to blow his load Gerry was tempted to wriggle free in order to take his cum in her mouth but ultimately she decided to just let him ejaculate into her wet gash. There would be plenty of time to taste his sperm. The only question now was whose bedroom they would sleep in tonight.


AUTHOR'S NOTES:

I've explored the concept of forced sex change as an experimental form of government punishment before in the novel "The Ultimate Punishment" but I think that was a lot darker and more dystopian in nature. There was no voluntary aspect to it and the "brainwashing" that went along with the transformation was pretty harsh. The "girls" in this story are treated much better and offered the chance to go back to being men.

People who have read a number of my books might be tempted to conclude that I assume that every man on the planet would rather be a woman if given the chance. I honestly don't feel that way and I'm quite glad that so many men are happy being men. It makes it easier for a girl to get laid! That having been said I do think there is often a side to both men and women that would welcome the change, at least temporarily. Sometimes my characters are yearning to switch their gender from the get go while others discover something about themselves along the way that they didn't know existed. If sexual reassignment ever does become "easy" or "convenient" to experiment with I'm guessing there will be a lot more people trying it out than one might suspect.

The idea of "forced feminization" for criminals is not as far-fetched as you might think. There are several states in America that use chemical or surgical castration for repeat sex offenders and there have been those who have suggested that rapists should be "turned into" women as an appropriate punishment for their crimes. It's a controversial issue that runs up against the Constitutional ban on "cruel and unusual punishment" but it's not something that I just made up out of thin air.

I'd like to take a tiny moment to thank my loyal readers who seem to enjoy many of the sexy stories I come up with. Every time I think I've run out of ideas a dozen new ones pop into my head so I hope I'm not repeating myself too much. There are of course only so many ways you can describe a sexual act so I'm bound to be a little redundant on occasion but I do keep trying to think of wicked new ways to arouse and inspire!


ALSO BY STACEY ZACKERLY:

Confessions of a Cybersex Slut

The Transformation

The Virgin Whore of New York

Free Love

Unchained

Borderless Desire

Sweet Dreaming

Not Really Me

No Turning Back Now

The New Roommate

Only One Exit

Pink and Blue

The Ultimate Punishment

The Role of a Lifetime

Buried Treasure

The Halloween Party

The Fairy Godmother

In the Name of Science

Second Time Around

Buried Treasure 2: Secrets and Longings

The Dude Ranch

Becoming Penelope

At the Crossroad

Rejuvenations

Rotation

All for the Best

The Slut Squad

Girl of my Dreams

Weekend Woman

Try Before You Buy

FOR MORE INFORMATION ABOUT THE AUTHOR:

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

https://www.goodreads.com/author/show/7391028.Stacey_Zackerly

http://staceyzackerly.blogspot.com

http://www.pornhub.com/users/staceyz/videos

(If you'd like to see any of my 3D erotic videos!)

OEBPS/image_8.jpg
STA@EY LACKERLY





