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CHAPTER 1:

"What do you think you're going to do?" asked Jamie.

"Do about what?" Kelly replied.

"You know...your final rotation is coming up in a couple of years. Do you think you're going to stay this way or change?"

"I don't know, stay like this I imagine," Kelly shrugged. "I can't imagine why I'd change."

"Yeah I know, but people do," Jamie pointed out.

"Whatever floats your boat I guess."

"I guess."

This casual conversation had taken place on a grassy hill on a warm summer day two years ago. The speakers were two teenage boys who went to high school together. At that age two years was still a long time and a lot of things could happen in between still they were both facing a pretty big decision. In this case it wasn't just deciding who to ask to the prom or what college they might want to enter. They were deciding whether they wanted to spend the rest of their lives as men or women.


CHAPTER 2:

In the early part of 21st century gender identity issues had been treated with rather primitive medical means like hormone injections and breast cosmetic surgery. Originally referred to as "transsexuals" people who underwent this type of transition were later referred to as "transgendered." It was actually a more accurate description because the desire to change gender had nothing to do with ones sexual orientation. It took quite a while for the general public to grasp this basic concept but over the years as the technology improved and more and more people transitioned to new lives the old ideas were all but forgotten.

With gender transformation such a routine procedure it was not only commonplace it was now also mandatory. Everyone was required by law to spend three "rotations" of one year each living as a member of the opposite sex. The first rotation took place around the age of 6 or 7. The second around 12 or 13 and the final rotation was to be completed around the age of 19 or 20. There was some flexibility to accommodate the schedules of individual families and so on but most people knew pretty far in advance when their turn was coming.

At the end of the third and final rotation each person was given the opportunity to declare their chosen gender which would remain constant, theoretically forever. After 10 years you could file an appeal and have your case heard and there were emergency options with a doctor's consent but the idea was to discourage frivolous "body hopping" as it was called.

The procedure was free and paid for by the government, who also controlled the exclusive right to perform the transitions, but there were underground clinics and one could always try a foreign country if one had the money and the desire.

The idea was simply that if everyone knew what it was like to "walk a mile" in someone else's shoes they would grow up with a greater appreciation and understanding of the opposite gender. Hopefully it would promote tolerance and eliminate the kind of sexist behavior that had stubbornly hung on for so many years.

Statistics implied that it was a rousing success. Gender wage equality was no longer a problem. The "glass ceiling" had been shattered in most professions. Sexual harassment suits in the workplace were radically reduced as were cases of domestic violence and sexual assaults. Even the divorce rate had started to decline although no one was exactly in agreement on why that would be the case.

It appeared that three years, particularly formative years, living as a member of the opposite sex had a powerful impact on many people that lasted a lifetime. The program was always being monitored and tweaked from time-to-time to try and make it run more smoothly or more successfully but on the whole it was thought of as a very good thing.

Naturally the first group of people who went into the rotation had a slightly more difficult time of it as the system was still working out the kinks and there was a fair amount of political opposition to the concept. Over the years people learned to adapt to it and accept it as a natural part of life and growing up. When a child came to school the next year as a girl instead of a boy or vice versa nobody made fun of them or shut them out. Since everybody had either gone through the same thing themselves or were about to it was no big thing. Friends stayed friends and there was no shame or negative social stigma attached.

Many parents had adopted the policy of giving their children more gender neutral names to make things more convenient during the rotations. Jamie and Kelly were certainly examples of that although the whole idea of gender specific names was fading out anyway. Dick and Jane didn't immediately connote boy and girl anymore.

This program was a response to an earlier one designed to eliminate gender identification at all which was not so successful. Experiments were conducted in special schools were the children were not identified as either male or female. The school uniform was sort of a strange unisex outfit that was a combination of traditional male and female attire. The bathrooms were all unisex.

The program worked better for very young children but problems began to pop up as it was attempted in older grades. For one thing the biological differences between boys and girls was suddenly more noticeable and of great interest to the students. Puberty kind of messed the whole thing up. It was hard to convince someone that there was no difference at all between boys and girls when the boys were starting to get erections at the sight of the breasts developing on the girls. It obviously wasn't the answer. Men and women are different in some very key ways that have nothing to do with social attitudes or perceptions. Since it was those attitudes and perceptions that were the root of the problem the new rotation plan was introduced.

Going into the rotation was sort of like being the new kid in school except that everybody already knew you. The biggest difference was that when you were in your new body you tended to make more friends of that gender, which of course was part of the idea. Sometimes your friends were rotating at the same time but there was an attempt to stagger things a bit so that boys who were now temporarily girls would socialize with other girls and so on, not just stick to their old circle of friends.

The first rotation was usually the easiest. At the age of 6 many children of either sex enjoy the same games and toys and activities. If left to their own devices some boys would prefer dolls to playing football and some girls would rather have a toy tool set than a princess costume. It's usually pressure from parents that forces children at an early age to behave in specific ways and to play with toys that are considered "appropriate" for their gender. Part of the rotation experience was to observe what sort of choices each individual made and how much they either embraced or rebelled against their new identity.

At the second rotation things got trickier. Different people went through puberty at different ages and it wasn't always easy to predict exactly when it was going to happen. There were some problems concerning people who had already gone through puberty as one gender and then reverted for some reason while in the other body. Fortunately that wasn't something that was too difficult to fix and puberty was often induced ahead of the second rotation or immediately afterwards if there were some complications.

The bigger complication was simply the fact that former boys were now girls with budding breasts and girls who were now boys were having wet dreams and spontaneous erections. Instead of being just one big happy gender neutral family boys and girls were suddenly very interested in each other for very different reasons. If your first real crush or case of "puppy love" happened while you were in the rotation it could have some lasting impact on you. Fortunately those types of young relationships tend to come and go rather quickly anyway so if you had a boyfriend during your year as a girl you probably wouldn't be madly in love with the same guy once you were a boy again. Probably. It didn't always work out so smoothly of course but when you're talking about a program involving millions of people you have to expect some bumps in the road along the way.

The third rotation was kind of the "biggie" in most people's minds. It would occur during legal adulthood and after many people had already become sexually active. It was also big because you were going to be asked to choose which way you wanted to remain.

A pretty detailed file was kept on everyone during their rotations and counselors would try and help people make that decision based on what the computer had projected as the best possible fit for them. Since it was understood by this time that everyone has elements of both sexes in them from birth and that the ratio is not the same for everyone it had been decided that the world would be a better place if people adopted the gender that was most suited to their nature. Again, since there was no negative stigma attached to the choice it was really up to the individual to decide which they preferred. Most people stayed with their birth gender but plenty chose to switch teams.

Until this technology came along most people just accepted the body they were born in and assumed that there was nothing they could do about it anyway. Those who felt trapped in the wrong body didn't have too many options and most of those were painful and expensive, not to mention the fact that they ran the risk of being completely ostracized by friends, family and society in general. For those people the rotation only confirmed what they already knew and most couldn't wait for the final one so that they could make it permanent and official. For everyone else it took some deep thinking and heavy soul searching to make an intelligent decision.

Kelly was both looking forward to and dreading that final rotation and the choice that came immediately after. In most ways he had always been very happy as a boy but his first two rotations had turned out to be the best two years of his young life so far. Whether this would be a situation of the third time being the charm or three strikes and you're out was anybody's guess but he knew that it wasn't going to be easy to make that final decision either way.


CHAPTER 3:

Kelly had just turned 20 and was about to begin his second year in college. His rotation would take place during the summer so he would have a little "lead time" as a girl before going back to school.

Like many college students before him his first year had been quite an eye-opener. He certainly wasn't a virgin before that but he wasn't exactly a sex machine either. He was living on campus so he was away from home for the first time and there were many temptations available that he had been anxious to avail himself of.

He was always a good student but he was also a good athlete and was both outgoing and popular. His grades had suffered a little his first year in college because he was partying a bit too hard but he had gotten things under control before any serious damage was done. Education had always been important to him and he wasn't about to throw it away over some dumb college boy antics, even if that meant he had to politely decline invitations to join some of the more rowdy and notorious fraternities.

Another reason he had been reluctant to go too far with his partying was the fact that he had seen how crazy a lot of girls got at frat parties and so on and was a little worried about the fact that he was heading for his own rotation fairly soon. Getting in too deeply with a sex crazed crowd might not be the best thing he figured. He wasn't too keen on the idea of suddenly being considered "fresh meat" or something by the guys who had previously been his drinking buddies. Maybe it was a dash of karma as well as he figured if he treated women respectfully he would hopefully be treated that way in return when it was his time to strap on the old bra again.

The first time he wore a bra, during his second rotation, he found it uncomfortable at first but then rather grew to enjoy wearing it for some reason. Perhaps because he actually had something to stuff in it as his breasts, or her breasts as they were at the time, were more developed than a lot of the other girls her age. It was a funny feeling but nice. She knew it made her look older and more mature and there were other girls who were openly jealous. There were also plenty of boys who took notice and she probably could have paid for her college education if she had a dollar for every time one of them asked to see them.

Jamie had seen them because, well, he was still her best friend and he was on a different rotation schedule. It seemed like the least she could do for her old buddy so she let him cop a feel one time behind Kelly's garage when no one was looking.

"Wow, look at those knockers," Jamie had enthused, trying to sound as macho and manly as possible.

"They're just breasts like you have only bigger," Kelly had pointed out.

"Yeah, but it's the bigness that makes all the difference in the world."

Even as a youngster Jamie had stumbled on a universal truth. Biologically speaking one would say that the biggest difference was the ability of women to produce milk and breastfeed a child but there was just something about big tits that men never quite seemed to get over regardless of how they had gotten that way.

That had been the extent of Kelly's sexual experiences as a girl so far. Jamie naturally wanted to see the whole package but Kelly drew the line at her bosom so Jamie would have to wait a few months until he had a pussy of his own to examine.

At that time breasts were just perky things sticking out from under her shirt. She knew that boys were fascinated by them because she had been equally fascinated the year before when she was male. The full realization of how to exploit them in revealing attire or how they would be enjoyed in a sexual encounter was still years away.

Some boys in their rotation favored more masculine attire but Kelly didn't mind wearing skirts or dresses at all. In fact she enjoyed the feeling and she liked the way she looked in more feminine clothing. That didn't mean that she abandoned her old jeans and a t-shirt look completely but she liked to dress up for school and that usually meant dressing in a girlish fashion.

Part of her interest in dressing that way had been influenced by Sal, a girl who was a grade above her but who had become a close friend almost from the moment they met. Sal was very smart, very pretty and very feminine. Kelly had always been mature for his age and as a female it only seemed to intensify. Making friends with an older girl just seemed natural as they had more to talk about.

Sal became Kelly's female mentor for that second rotation and they had remained friends ever since. On the surface Sal was the model child and student but she had a very naughty side to her as well. She wasn't beyond stealing booze from her father's liquor cabinet and she was actually the one who introduced Kelly to Internet porn. Sal was "quietly rebellious" and seemed to enjoy "getting away" with things almost more than the act itself. Some of that rubbed off on Kelly but never quite to the extent that Sal indulged in.

Having a close female friend during her rotation felt like a lifesaver to Kelly. Sal's friendship gave her real female credibility, which she craved for some reason. Girls seemed "deeper" somehow and Kelly appreciated that. They talked more for one thing and they seemed more well-rounded to Kelly. They shared their moods and feelings more openly and there was more talk about their hopes and dreams for the future. When Kelly was hanging out with a group of girls she felt totally at home. As her second rotation came to an end she thought that she had already decided to become a woman for life but then things went back to normal and the idea kind of faded.

As he got older Kelly sort of felt embarrassed about his earlier feelings and didn't discuss them with other boys, except Jamie on occasion, but always in a carefully worded way. High school was a time for developing your sense of manhood and admitting that you liked to wear dresses sort of got in the way of that.

High school was also the time when Kelly discovered sex, or rather it discovered him. Having always had a number of girls as friends the idea of a "girlfriend" being something distinctly different hadn't really crossed his mind too much until he started hanging around with a girl named Pat. They had been studying for a history test in Pat's bedroom one day when she suddenly changed the subject.

"So what do you like more...blowjobs or fucking?"

"What?" Kelly stammered.

"Tell the truth. Would you rather put your dick in a girl's pussy or her mouth?"

"I...I don't know," Kelly said shyly.

"How can you not know?" Pat demanded as if this was the most important question in the world.

"They're both fine," Kelly finally answered hoping it would suffice.

"Oh...you're a virgin aren't you?"

"No. What makes you say that?"

"If you weren't you would definitely have an opinion on that subject," Pat chuckled.

Kelly may not have done as well on his history test the next day but it was a sacrifice worth making as Pat had given him the chance to experience both oral and vaginal penetration. It was more like conducting a research study than a romantic encounter but Kelly lost his virginity, although with such a limited sample size he still wasn't sure which method he preferred. As he had guessed they were both fine.

There were a few more sexual experiences along the line but nothing too spectacular or meaningful. It always felt good to get his rocks off but he could do that by masturbating. He certainly went on dates and fooled around sometimes but he figured he just didn't have as big a sex drive as his friends appeared to have. Sometimes sex was all they could talk about. Even Jamie seemed to be on the prowl constantly these days and was out with girls so much that it was hard to find time to hang out with him.

Ultimately it didn't seem like that much of a problem to Kelly. He'd probably meet someone someday and fall in love and that would make all the difference in the world. Sex wouldn't just be an athletic event or a hobby it would be a meaningful connection between two people who were expressing their deepest feelings. He didn't go out of his way to share that thought with his male friends but when he told his platonic female buddies they would usually shake their heads in agreement and think that he was a pretty wonderful guy and wondered why their boyfriends weren't more like that.

Sal had graduated ahead of Kelly and gone to an out-of-state college, which was kind of a drag because Kelly missed being able to hang out with her, but they stayed in touch via email. When Kelly learned that Sal would be coming home for an extended visit the summer that he was going to start his third rotation he was quite excited. If he ever needed his female mentor it was going to be now he thought.

After graduation Kelly was in an especially strange mood. High school was over and a lot of people he had known and grown up with would be going off to different colleges or getting jobs or moving away or whatever people did when they started a new chapter of their lives. In a few weeks he would be emerging as an adult female for the first time. He wondered whether these would be the last weeks he ever spent as a man. He had no real reason to think that as he had been comfortable being male all through high school but something inside him told him that this upcoming rotation was going to be very different. He was definitely right.


CHAPTER 4:

"You are so lovely! My Goodness. Every time I see you like this it sort of makes me wish that I had a daughter as well as a son."

"You've kind of had both in one," Kelly pointed out.

Kelly had just come from her transformation session and her mother had been there to pick her up. Of course she could drive herself now but her mom always seemed to enjoy that first sight of the female Kelly so she didn't object to the offer of a ride.

The early developing breasts from the last rotation had hinted at a very buxom future but this Kelly had a nice and shapely figure that well-proportioned too. Her breasts would still be getting a lot of attention but they weren't ridiculously big and round or anything. She looked like a healthy young woman. Not a supermodel or a stripper with a boob job but attractive. Her mother was always enthusiastic so her opinion was probably biased. One didn't tend to look their best right after the procedure anyway. In a couple of weeks it would be easier to tell, especially if she had a little makeup on and did something with her hair.

Kelly was looking forward to seeing Sal. Sal would shoot straight with her and tell her how she really looked and what she needed to do to look better. Her expert advice had always been appreciated.

Having any sort of "girl talk" with her mother was still a little strange. Naturally her mother had helped her during the last rotation to find an appropriate bra and given her some basic information about her body but since Kelly had only been female for two years of her life so far it was still uncomfortable to get into anything too personal with her mother.

Her parents had divorced a number of years ago and her father had taken a job all the way across the country. Consequently Kelly had become a little more introverted at home and spent a lot of time with friends or studying.

Sal had planned a beach excursion and there would be several girls going along, all of them slightly older than Kelly, which was fine with her since she knew some of them pretty well already from hanging out with Sal in the past. One was a new friend Sal had made in college who had come along on the trip. Kelly was slightly jealous but not in a sexual way. She had just been looking forward to spending as much time with Sal as possible and a stranger staying with her just seemed like sort of an interloper.

Kelly and Sal and the new girl Amethyst, yes that was actually her name, had gone shopping for bathing suits prior to the planned outing. Kelly kept popping out of the dressing room in modest one-piece suits but Sal was having none of it.

"You're not in junior high anymore kid," Sal teased. "Don't you think it's time for something a little more adult?"

The first two-piece Kelly tried on was met with equal scorn. Sal said she thought it might have been fine for the 1950's but was a bit too modest. When Amethyst emerged wearing a very revealing bikini which received a great deal of praise from Sal Kelly decided it was time to up her game. Amethyst seemed like a perfectly nice girl but Kelly was feeling very competitive towards her at the moment and grabbed the skimpiest micro bikini should could find. She didn't even know if it was legal to wear anything that revealing but at the moment she didn't care. Getting Sal's approval was the only thing on her mind.

"Now we're talking baby! Look at you in that tiny little thing," Sal cooed appreciatively. "There won't be a flaccid man for miles."

Kelly hadn't thought of that. She wasn't buying this to turn men on she just wanted Sal to think she was cool, and preferably cooler than Amethyst. Now that she started to consider the other consequences she began to get cold feet but there was really no turning back if she wanted to save face. It wasn't really that big a deal she thought. Most of her life she had been topless at the beach. The whole idea of wearing a shirt to go swimming had always seemed kind of dumb and pointless.

Of course what she had on now could hardly be called a shirt. It barely qualified as a bathing suit. In truth it probably wasn't all that shocking but she felt decidedly naked, especially in a store full of people who were fully clothed. At the beach it would probably seem more natural.

"The first thing you've got to remember about this go around is that the guys are going to be a lot more aggressive," Sal confided when they had a moment alone at last. "Hell, I don't have to tell you how guys are. You've been one most of your life. It's just that...well...you're not that kind of a guy."

"What do you mean?" Kelly asked.

"You know what I mean. You've never been a total horn-dog. You're very polite...and kind of sweet. Being a girl just suits you better."

"I don't know whether to take that as a compliment or an insult," Kelly said, trying to make it sound like a joke.

She really wasn't sure how she felt about that comment. Was there something about male Kelly that stood out as effeminate? Was "sweet" some kind of code word for gay? Of course at the moment, while in her female body trying on bikinis and trying to impress her female friend, the idea of being suited to femininity sounded great. That was always the way it was during a rotation, especially at the beginning. You just wanted desperately to feel like you belonged where you were and as who you were.

When they eventually hit the beach Kelly was especially glad that she was surrounded by other women. It had taken a real act of courage to put her new bathing suit on and actually go out in public in it but in the middle of so much curvy flesh she was just another body in a bikini on a beach full of babes.

Kelly had to admit that Amethyst did look really nice in her outfit. The color was good with her hair and complexion and it was sexy and revealing enough without being too slutty. Kelly sort of regretted taking such a hostile stance towards the girl but something had just come over her and she acted on impulse.

As they spread out on their beach towels the conversation went almost immediately to an assessment of the male talent on parade that day. It kind of disappointed Kelly at first because that's what had always bothered her about her male friends, their total obsession with the opposite sex. Of course Kelly hadn't been a girl at all through the high school years so maybe it was more a matter of age than gender.

All of these girls had been through the final rotation and decided to remain female. It was so hard to picture any of them as guys now. Sal had already moved away when her final rotation came so Kelly had never seen her as a man. Her family had just moved to town the year after her second rotation and that was when Kelly had met her so as far as she was concerned Sal had always been female.

Kelly had brought a book along and tried to concentrate on it while the others were ogling the man meat but after a while she started to pay more attention to their conversation. More significantly she started to pay attention to the guys being discussed.

"Look at his butt. You could bounce quarters off that thing," one of the girls said admiringly.

"I'm too busy looking at the other side thank you very much. I don't plan to be bouncing any quarters off of some guys ass anytime soon," another replied.

"No you plan to be bouncing up and down on his dick as usual," Sal quipped as the others giggled and nodded. "Have you ever gone out with a guy and not had sex?"

"What would be the point of that?" the first girl shot back. "What else are men good for?"

"And they're not usually very good for that either," Amethyst chimed in as she flashed a smile directly at Kelly. "You're awfully quiet sweetie. Don't see anything you like? Or maybe you're smart and you just don't like guys at all."

"Down sister," Sal interjected. "Remember that Kelly is only a day tripper. This is the Big Three for her so don't scare her off."

"So are you a lesbian?" Kelly asked Amethyst directly, trying to embarrass her for some reason.

"I swing both ways sweetie but when I was on my last rotation I developed a real taste for pussy licking. I'm pretty good at it too, so they tell me. Of course you probably don't know what it feels like to have your pussy licked yet but if you ever want to..."

"Enough, enough, enough! Surely we can talk about something else besides sex," said Sal, trying to regain order.

"Like what?" one of the girls inquired.

""Oh, hell I don't know. I can't take my eyes off that guy in the red Speedos."

"No shit. That suit may not leave much to the imagination but I'm imagining plenty," the first girl chimed in.

That was pretty much the way the day went. Nobody ever set foot in the water or did anything remotely athletic. It was about as lazy a day as you could spend. As far as men went it was all just eye candy. There were too many girls in their pack for anyone to venture too close. Had any one of them gotten up and wandered off from the herd alone they would no doubt have been picked off at once. The stragglers are always easy prey.

Once the other girls were dropped off at their cars after the beach had run its course of amusement Sal invited Kelly to join her and Amethyst in her room. They were going to make plans for dinner and Kelly was happy to be included.

When they got there Kelly had the impression that Amethyst was not only staying with Sal but possibly sleeping in the same bed. That thought wouldn't have bothered her quite as much if Amethyst hadn't revealed her bi-sexuality. Although Kelly had no physical feelings for Sal whatsoever she was still irritated by the thought of some other girl sharing her bed. What was even more irritating was the fact that she couldn't stop thinking about Amethyst licking her pussy.


CHAPTER 5:

"So are you...sleeping with her?" Kelly asked when Amethyst had excused herself to go to the restroom at dinner.

"Yeah, but I'm not having sex with her if that's what you mean," Sal replied. "Why do you ask?"

"I don't know. The way she was talking at the beach today made it seem like she was kind of a lesbian."

"Technically I think she said she was bi-sexual but that doesn't mean that she automatically has sex with everyone she meets. You know how much I like men anyway. She's just crashing at my place while we're here and it's more comfortable in my bed than on the couch or something. Grownup girls aren't hung up about sleeping in the same bed like guys are you know."

"I shouldn't have pried. It's none of my business."

"No problem sweetie. You know I think she really likes you."

That just made Kelly feel worse. She had positioned Amethyst in her mind as some kind of enemy or rival or interloper. In all honesty she seemed like a pretty cool chick. She was a friend of Sal's so that should have been the Good Housekeeping Seal of Approval but instead it just made Kelly act kind of screwy.

"Hey, were you asking because you wanted to fuck her?" Sal suddenly said breaking into Kelly's thoughts.

"What? No! What makes you say that?" Kelly sputtered.

"I don't know. I just thought that maybe you were interested. You kept looking at her today," Sal pointed out.

"I don't not," Kelly protested.

"You did so."

"Did what?" Amethyst asked as she returned to the table.

"I was just saying that Kelly kept looking at you today. I just wondered whether she wanted to get in your pants," Sal said as Kelly tried to turn invisible.

"Is that so? See how much you miss when you go to the bathroom?" Amethyst joked. "So what was the verdict?"

"Jury's still out I think," replied Sal as she forcibly pulled Kelly back upright in her chair. "But if you two want to bunk together at Kelly's house I won't object. It would give me a little time to hang out with the folks anyway."

"Is that okay with you sweetie?" Amethyst asked.

Kelly had planned to protest but instead she just kind of nodded her head yes. The topic was dropped after that and they concentrated on their dinner. Afterwards they stopped by Sal's house and Amethyst threw a few things in a bag and went with Kelly to her home. When the school year started Kelly would be living on campus again but she was home for the summer and introduced Amethyst to her mother before they retired upstairs.

"You know we don't have to do anything if you don't want," Amethyst said as she tossed her bag on the floor and flopped on the bed. "I come on pretty strong sometimes but I'm not really that predatory. I just think you're really pretty and if you wanted to have some fun I'd be happy to play with you."

Kelly had certainly played with other girls during her first two rotations but she had a feeling that Amethyst didn't mean breaking out the plush toy animals and having a tea party.

"It actually must be pretty normal for you since you're really a guy," said Amethyst.

"Well I'm definitely not a guy right now," Kelly pointed out.

"No you're not...and I'm glad," said Kelly as she leaned over and kissed Kelly rather gently.

Kelly didn't fight it but she didn't respond favorably right away so Amethyst pulled her head away. Kelly looked at her for a long time before grabbing her neck and pulling her back to meet her open mouth. She was very confused by Amethyst and especially confused by her feelings for her. One minute she hated her and then the next she was jamming her tongue in her mouth.

Amethyst pulled off her top and Kelly followed her lead. They both quickly unhooked their bras and soon they were closely embracing, their breasts pressed tightly together while the kissing continued.

Soon the kissing moved a little lower as Amethyst took Kelly's left breast in her hand and begin to squeeze it rather tightly. At the same time her tongue began to run circles around Kelly's nipple. Even when the breast wasn't being squeezed it was still held up in a way that felt amazingly good to Kelly. When Amethyst began to suck and even bite on the nipple Kelly felt something inside her begin to shake. As a man Kelly had certainly enjoyed touching a woman's tits but he had never really had a plan for what to do with them the way Amethyst did.

Both breasts got similar treatment so Kelly decided it was best to just do what Amethyst did. Soon she was trying to emulate the breast squeezing and nipple sucking she had just enjoyed. While this was happening Amethyst introduced a new element as she got her hand under Kelly's skirt and then slipped it in her panties.

"Well, I must be doing something right," Amethyst said with a wicked grin. "That's a very wet pussy I must say. Just lie back and let's see if we can't get it even wetter."

Kelly did as she was told and lay flat on her back. Amethyst stood up and pulled off her own pants before dashing over to her bag and rummaging around for a moment. Soon she returned, dressed in only in her panties, and holding a large vibrator.

"Open your legs sweetie and relax," Amethyst commanded gently.

Kelly complied and opened her legs wide. She really wanted to watch what the other girl was doing but it was hard to keep her head up high enough to do so. Suddenly there was a whirring sound as the vibrator sprung to life and a moment later it was expertly applied to Kelly's vagina. There was really no need to look now. Kelly just laid her head back down and closed her eyes as waves of pleasure began to overtake her whole body. The waves started at her pussy but they radiated out like the web of a spider, eventually reaching every point along the way.

Amethyst worked the vibrator all around the outer area first before finally letting the beast loose inside Kelly's slit. When it entered Kelly almost screamed. Other than poking around with a finger a little bit it was the first time her pussy had been fully penetrated and she wasn't prepared for the sensation. Amethyst pulled the vibrator out immediately.

"Are you all right?" Amethyst asked.

"Oh yes. It just took me by surprise I guess," Kelly replied softly.

"Oh my God you haven't...I mean you've never..."

"Nothing that big anyway," Kelly confessed.

"Well we can go slow sweetie."

"No, that's all right. Put it back in please. I think I want to get the full experience."

Amethyst giggled a little as she slowly slid the device back into Kelly's pussy. Kelly gasped and kind of arched her back for a moment but then settled back down. Amethyst slowly pushed the vibrator back and forth for a time with the motor turned off. Kelly relaxed and enjoyed the lingering ecstasy.

"Ready to kick it up a notch?" asked Amethyst.

"Okay."

"This may feel a little...intense."

Intense was indeed a good choice of words. As Amethyst flipped the switch the vibrator began living up to its name in a big way. Amethyst asked if it was too strong but Kelly was lost to the world by now so her response was largely unintelligible. Just when Kelly thought she was getting the hang of it there was another surprise in store as the head of the monster inside her began to rotate. The little rubber beads that had once been dancing against her inner walls were now grinding away like a drill boring a tunnel.

Kelly grabbed a pillow and bit down on it as hard as she could as her legs began to shake violently and her body convulsed with pleasure. She was trying desperately not to make any noise but even the pillow couldn't muffle the sound completely.

The wetness between her legs made her feel like she was bleeding or something but it was a very different kind of fluid that was seeping from inside her. Amethyst removed the drilling device and buried her face in Kelly's muff, lapping at her cream like a hungry kitten.

Kelly's first sexual experience as a woman had been a transcendental moment of ultimate bliss...or at least a hell of an orgasm. It was nothing like male Kelly had ever experienced with a woman and Amethyst was practically a stranger and Kelly still wasn't sure whether she even liked her. Perhaps love wasn't required to fully enjoy sex. Perhaps what Kelly had always needed all along was a pussy between her legs.


CHAPTER 6:

The two girls talked for a long time before finally falling asleep that night. Kelly thought that she had been terribly hard on Amethyst and regretted it. She could see why Sal would like her. She was smart and kind of sassy and didn't bullshit around a lot. Sal always appreciated cutting to the chase.

While Kelly was now reasonably certain that she liked Amethyst and considered her a friend she was more than a bit confused about the whole sex thing. It wasn't the fact that she had enjoyed having sex with another woman, it was more the fact that she had enjoyed having sex as a woman far more than she had ever done as a man.

The difference between gender identity and sexual preference was clearly explained in school these days and reinforced in the orientation sessions that went along with the final rotation. For a man beginning his final year of experimental womanhood it was not unusual at all to remain attracted to women and obviously the reverse for females. The issue at play in Kelly's mind was the fact that she wasn't sure that she was really all that attracted to women now, or ever, even though she had just experienced the best sex of her life with another female.

In her second rotation when her breasts had become a minor schoolyard sensation she sometimes enjoyed the male attention she got and sometimes felt embarrassed by it. When Jamie copped a feel of her boobs it might have been more pleasant if she hadn't been so terrified that her mother would come around the corner at any moment and discover what they were up to.

Sure, it was easy to find pretty girls attractive. As a man he had often admired the beauty of one woman or another. But was it really lust or just an objective critique of someone's looks in a more abstract sense?

On the beach she had tried to take a good long look at the men and see them through the eyes of her companions. Some of the guys they were gushing over looked kind of ugly to her. One in particular had a terrific body but Kelly thought his face looked sort of like a Neanderthal. His head was shaved completely bald and he sported some very visible tattoos. He looked like a guy you would cast as an extra in movie if you were shooting a gang of bikers or some dangerous crowd in a dockside bar. Even so most of the other girls seemed to find him quite desirable for some reason.

On the other hand she did see a few guys that she thought were kind of cute but she kept her opinions to herself since she didn't seem to be on the same wavelength with the others. The fact that she could look at a man in a bathing suit, any man, and find him "cute" was surprising to say the least. She hadn't been turned on by anyone but she also hadn't gotten very close to anybody let alone spoken to them. Still there was enough of a spark of interest there to make the idea of dating a man not an impossible concept.

Kelly planned to buy some sex toys as soon as possible, especially a big rotating thingy like Amethyst had, but she knew it wasn't just the toy that had made the experience so pleasing. The human contact was pretty wonderful and put her in a great frame of mind to receive the serious fucking that she got later.

What was left of the summer went by all too quickly and soon it was time for Sal to go back home and for Kelly to start her sophomore year in college. There had been no more sex with Amethyst but they had become pretty good friends. Kelly would miss both of them once they were gone.

School was a little strange because she would be living there again but this time in a female dorm with three girls for roommates. The classrooms and the campus and many of the faces were totally familiar but this time around things were bound to be a little different.

Two of her roommates, Arin and Jules had been born female, finished their final rotation, and chosen to remain in their birth gender. The third, Bobbie, was scheduled for rotation in about six months so she would only be staying with them for the first semester. Once Bobbie discovered that Kelly was a man in rotation she was naturally full of questions and curiosity. She was looking forward to her turn with a penis but wanted as much advice as she could get.

It was funny to be giving "manly" advice to someone who was doing your nails while you sat around in a tank top and panties but Bobbie was more than happy to share her thoughts and experiences as a woman with Kelly whenever there was something she wanted to discuss. Kelly got along with Arin and Jules but she sort of bonded with Bobbie right off the bat since they were both still facing the big lifetime question.

The first big gender shock took place as she bumped into one of her male roommates from the year before. The guy was so obviously hitting on her that it made her uncomfortable and she pretended like she was late for a class just to get away from him. This was a guy who had lived with Kelly as a man for the better part of a year but one glance at the female Kelly and he was all over her.

It wasn't that Kelly didn't like the guy and she might even have found him a little attractive if he hadn't been so pushy and blunt. He knew that Kelly was only a temporary girl anyway so that made the whole thing kind of weird to begin with. The ease with which her former roommate could put her real gender aside was kind of staggering.

Her real gender. Was this a sign that she had already decided to stay male for life? It didn't really feel like anything that dramatic. A guy made a pass and she brushed it off. Looking at it from the guy's perspective he may have just assumed that their previous friendship would make him an ideal bedmate for her. They wouldn't have to waste a lot of time with small talk and getting to know one another and could get right down to business. She admired that kind of directness in Sal but for some reason in this case she wanted a little wooing instead.

Did she really want wooing? Did she want any man to hit on her in any fashion? She sort of knew in the back of her mind that she did. Kelly had always been a romantic soul at heart and could be persuaded by the right approach. Since she didn't have any particular physical attributes that she was looking for in a man it seemed like a sensitive and articulate guy would probably stand the best chance regardless of what he looked like.

Her roommates were having none of it and were determined to get her out on the dating scene as soon as possible.

"Look, you've only got a year to decide the rest of your life. Less than a year already. Don't you want to make that decision armed with all of the information you can get?" Arin suggested.

"Sure, but I don't want to just go out with anybody just to experience dating a man," Kelly protested.

"You probably should really," Jules chimed in. "I mean how bad can it be? A guy is a guy is a guy. He's got one thing on his mind. He may take longer about getting around to it but that just delays the inevitable. Unless you meet Mr. Right and you know you've hit the jackpot, but how will you ever meet him unless you get out more?"

"How would I know even if I did meet this elusive Mr. Right?" Kelly asked.

"You'll know. Actually, you probably won't know because more than likely you'll fall for some guy you shouldn't while Mr. Right slips through your fingers but that's just kind of the way it goes," said Arin with a shrug.

"You're really not building my confidence," said Kelly.

"Well we're going to. We're going to go out and meet some guys and you're going to dance and flirt and whatever and that's all there is to it," Jules announced.

It was the whatever that had Kelly worried.


CHAPTER 7:

Bobbie had to study for a test so the three remaining roommates headed for a party being thrown by someone at a house not too far from the campus. Who's house it was seemed to matter not in the least. The girls knew about the party somehow and seemed to assume that they would be welcome there without an invitation.

They were all three clad in short dresses or skirts that showed plenty of flesh and Kelly had to admit that she liked the way she looked and felt in her party attire. Just the texture of the material on her skin made her feel sexy. These were the moments where the pendulum in her brain would swing towards the female forever camp but she knew that before the night was over it might well swing the other way in a hurry. Their dorm was close enough to walk home if things got really bad and she felt the need to beat a hasty retreat without the others.

Feeling good about her appearance gave her confidence. As they entered Kelly glanced around the room at the other females present and rather smugly decided that she could hold her own with most of them. She wasn't really thinking about trying to look hot to attract men as much as trying to impress the other women there with her fashion savvy.

She recognized a few faces vaguely but she was somewhat relieved that she didn't see anybody she knew all that well. To be more specific, she was relieved that she didn't see any men that she knew all that well. The image of her old roommate practically drooling on her was still in her head.

The party was loud and crowded and made conversation kind of difficult so dancing sort of became the focus. She was about to reject the first guy who offered to dance but her friends gave her a swift kick and she reluctantly hit the floor with her somewhat inebriated partner. Despite being slightly wasted, or perhaps because of it, the guy danced up a storm. He wasn't all that great but he was enthusiastic. Since nobody seemed to be concerned in the slightest about his big and bold movements it made Kelly loosen up a little and she tried to get her body to groove. It took a little practice and a little peeking at the other girls on the floor but pretty soon Kelly was shaking her booty and swaying with her hips pretty nicely. Perhaps a little booze wouldn't be a bad idea she thought, just to relax a bit.

She excused herself from the dance floor but her partner kept going anyway, seemingly oblivious to her presence by this point. Whatever he had taken was probably just kicking in about now and she wouldn't be missed.

Beer appeared to be the only option as the "bar" was a folding table with a keg and a stack of plastic cups on it so she poured herself a drink and looked around for her friends. Jules was dancing rather seductively with a tall Latino sporting a small tuft of a beard on his chin. They weren't really dancing as much as dry humping it seemed to Kelly but she took note of the moves and absentmindedly started to copy them as she nursed her beer up against the wall.

"You know dancing is usually a ritual performed by two people," a voice said in her ear.

"What's that?"

Kelly turned around and saw a very cute young man with long curly hair and a thick mustache smiling at her. She didn't know why she thought he was cute but she did for some reason and it made her heart beat a tiny bit faster. This was a new feeling and a little frightening. She wondered whether she should run.

"Actually I had a partner but I think he's sort of dancing with his imagination right now," Kelly joked.

"I couldn't help but notice you watching that erotic display over there with some interest."

"That's one of my roommates."

"Cool. Perhaps you'd like to join her on the dance floor?"

Kelly was just a fish on his line at this point. She still didn't know his name or a damn thing about him except that he had a nice smile and an easy charm that made her feel kind of tingly. They made their way over to where Jules and the bearded one were still bumping and grinding away and Jules grinned from ear to ear when she saw Kelly turning her back to her partner as he put his hands on her hips and they both began to sway in a sensual rhythm.

While she tried to concentrate on her partner she was also keeping one eye on Jules to see what she was doing. Perhaps sensing this her own partner spun her around and held her very tightly as they moved to the beat.

Before long her partner's head was near her shoulder and he whispered something in her ear that she couldn't make out just before he planted a kiss on her neck. She had never been kissed on the neck before and had no idea how much of an erogenous zone it was. As distracted as she was by the kiss she hadn't even noticed that both of his hands were now firmly clutching her ass cheeks. She was about to ask him to remove them but she was spun around again and felt his groin pumping up against her backside. They danced on for a little while but Kelly felt like she was burning up and feared that she might faint so they went outside to get some air.

Her pulse was racing and her forehead was hot to the touch and she worried that she was having a heart attack or something but she really didn't feel ill at all. Still the cool breeze of the night air was refreshing and it was nice to be able to talk without shouting.

"What did you whisper in my ear?" Kelly asked once she was sure that she wasn't dying.

"Oh, I just said my name is Terry. I thought I should introduce myself before kissing you."

"I'm Kelly by the way," she replied with a smile. "I guess I should have at least tried to introduce myself before being kissed but it took me kind of by surprise."

"Not an unpleasant one I hope," said Terry.

"No, not at all."

"Good, because I'm about to kiss you again."

With that Terry took her in his arms and their lips met with no resistance from Kelly. Kissing was something she really enjoyed. Of course that had always been with girls before she suddenly thought but it was too late to stop now. Terry's tongue was in her mouth and it would have been impolite to run off at the moment. Actually as she stood there kissing this man she started to think that it wasn't so different than kissing a woman, and yet it was a totally different in some ways too. With your eyes closed it would have probably been really hard to tell one way or the other, although Terry's mustache was a dead giveaway. What was different was the way her legs suddenly felt like they wouldn't support her weight for much longer.

"Now that the formal introductions are out of the way perhaps you'd like to continue this conversation someplace a little more private," Terry suggested.

"All right. Let me tell my friends where I'm going," said Kelly. "By the way, where am I going?"


CHAPTER 8:

They were going to Terry's apartment. To his bedroom to be more precise. He lived a couple of miles away in an apartment that he shared with a roommate. The roommate was nowhere to be seen when they arrived but they went straight to the bedroom anyway. Kelly was more interested in kissing than talking at this point anyway and didn't need a lot of chatting to get in the mood.

As they kissed Terry helped her out of her dress and then took his own shirt off. It wasn't fast and frantic at all. I many ways it was more like the experience with Amethyst. Eventually Terry got his pants off and they went to lie down on the bed in their underwear.

"I hate to state the obvious but you're very, very beautiful Kelly," said Terry as he kissed her neck again while unfastening her bra.

The bra just kind of hung there for a moment as Kelly contemplated his words. When female she had always appreciated compliments about her looks but it was mere vanity. She tried to look nice and enjoyed the validation of her efforts. Now the words had a different meaning. It wasn't just a compliment it was an encouragement. Encouragement from a man who would no doubt soon be inside her. It didn't just make her feel pretty it made her feel desired.

Kelly completed the task of exposing her breasts and Terry wasted no time going to work on them. He had his own method that was a little different than Amethyst's but it was no less stimulating. After a sufficient amount of time had been devoted to Kelly's tits Terry grabbed his shorts and sort of wriggled out of them.

There was his erect cock. It pounced out of his briefs like a cobra and kind of swayed back and forth for a moment or two. Kelly knew exactly what Terry was feeling right now. The aching urge for relief. The desperate need to release all that pent up energy. She could offer that relief. It almost seemed like a privilege with such a nice boy who made witty small talk and had such lovely hair.

But it was a cock. It was big and throbbing and attached to a man. She knew she could accommodate it. The vibrator was probably a little bigger and this one didn't likely come with a rotating option but it was far more dangerous and intimidating. It had the power of life in it. It spewed a strange sticky substance. It had veins bulging and popping out everywhere.

She didn't know what to do with it. She stared for a long time before reaching down to touch it. It was warm and pulsating. She knew that's what it would feel like of course from having stroked her own rod many times but it was kind of different having someone else's penis in your grasp.

There was no thought of doing anything other than stroking it at the moment. Putting it in her mouth would have been unthinkable. She was almost afraid that if she stroked it too long he might cum on her hand or something so she was somewhat relieved when Terry pressed her gently down on her back and lifted her legs straight up in the air. She still had her panties on which Terry quickly slid off before parting her legs and pushing them back towards her stomach.

Soon he was jockeying into that awkward position that was sort of like preparing to do pushups and guided his dick to the opening of her pussy. She was very tight and still not used to penetration so she let out a tiny yelp as he poked inside but she knew now more of what to expect and was physically ready for it. Psychologically was another question. Playing with a toy, with or without help, was still basically masturbation.

This was the real deal. Man and woman. Cock and pussy. Old school carnal knowledge. This was how babies were made and people contracted social diseases, although those weren't exactly selling points. This was the act centuries of mothers had warned their daughters against as no man would want to marry if them if they weren't virgins. This was what a girl was supposed to avoid for fear of being thought of as a loose woman. Well her morals may have been loose but her vagina certainly wasn't and Terry's lovely manhood was fitting very snugly inside.

Kelly wasn't a virgin, at least as a man, but she was having her cherry popped. For the first time in her life she was playing for the other team. It was like being a ballplayer who had spent his whole career in one place getting traded to a new club and having to deal with dressing in the opposite clubhouse. A fellow member of her birth gender was actually inside her body and working up a sweat as he tried to generate enough friction to ejaculate without doing so too quickly. It was a tightrope act without a net. Once slip and it was all over.

She was enjoying it. There was no point in trying to deny it. The squeals of delight were not a fabrication to spur her partner on. She cried, she whimpered, she moaned. She loved it. Even the position she was in made the act more arousing and by adjusting her legs it could be even better.

It was rather comfortable to be lying on her back letting her man do most of the hard work but she was hardly being passive. Her pelvis was jerking as she tried to get every last inch of his length inside her as deeply as possible. The legs were quivering again and every part of her skin seemed to take on greater sensitivity. Terry was grunting away, which wasn't the most pleasant sound in the world but she knew he couldn't help it any more than she could control her own vocalizations. It probably sounded silly but in the throes of passion it didn't really matter at all.

How did I get here? Why am I doing this? Why am I letting a man fuck me and why does it feel so damn good? Why do I feel so good in this position? Do I really like men or just this one man? Should I have been doing this all my life? Who the hell is this guy anyway and why don't I care? Her mind was flooded with thoughts and emotions and physical sensations of a kind that seemed almost unreal.

Terry began to cum into his condom so she felt his spasms but not his issue. What did cum feel like inside your pussy? Would you feel it or was it buried too far inside to even notice? She hated to feel him sliding out of her but soon he was lying next to her and they resumed their kissing. Kissing was  awesome. Kissing a man who had just fucked you was even more awesome. Had she really just thought that? It made her want to giggle but she was too busy tonguing her male lover.

"I wish I could have lasted longer but you made me so damn horny," Terry confessed almost sadly.

"That's okay. I'm not in a hurry to go anywhere. You aren't kicking me out are you?" Kelly replied.

"Not on your life baby."

It was odd being called "baby" and "sweetie" but kind of pleasant. Perhaps she should have been offended but she was kind of sweet, at least that's what people had always told her even when she was a man. Somehow the phrase fit more comfortably as a woman. That was probably a sexist attitude she thought but this guy wasn't saying it to put her down or anything. What was wrong with being sweet? It was just her nature.

She liked to be popular and she liked to please people. Going to bed with a man was certainly a good way to do both but she hardly wanted to define her whole personality by something like that. It perhaps helped to explain why this had gone so well when it could have been a total disaster. Maybe she was just rationalizing she thought. Trying to find a justification for a straight man to have enjoyed having sex with another guy. Sure it was somewhat of an experiment but that was the whole idea of the rotation thing. Try, sample, experiment, discover. She wasn't sure exactly what she had discovered aside from the fact that she had enjoyed having this man's cock in her pussy. Anyway, it was definitely food for thought.


CHAPTER 9:

"Well you made it back alive. That's something," Jules said when Kelly finally got back to her dorm the next day.

"You're glowing so I assume you got fucked," Arin observed.

"I am not glowing," Kelly protested.

"Yes you are. If you were glowing any brighter I'd have to put my sunglasses on," Arin retorted.

"Am I glowing?" Kelly said as she turned to Bobbie for common sense and support.

"Yeah, you're pretty much glowing. You've got that freshly fucked sheen about you," Bobbie admitted.

"I can't believe you can really tell that. You're just teasing me," Kelly pouted.

"Well it was a pretty logical conclusion you have to admit," said Jules. "After the way you were dancing with him it didn't seem likely that you were heading for his house to play Parcheesi all night. So give up the details."

"How do you describe something like that?" Kelly asked.

"Oh you know...was he hung like a horse or did you need a microscope to find his dick? Was he an asshole or Prince Charming? Has he got money or he is living in his mom's basement? Were there farm animals or fruits and vegetables involved? The basic lowdown ," Arin joked.

"He's a really nice guy who has his own apartment, well one that he shares with a roommate that I never saw, we made love several times and fell asleep in each other's arms. In the morning he made me breakfast and I went home. I think that's about as much information as I feel comfortable volunteering at this time," Kelly said with some finality.

"Wow, I dated a guy for six months and he never even bought me breakfast let alone made it for me. You better marry him quickly honey before he gets away," Jules quipped.

"Hey, cut her some slack," said Bobbie. "I know you're just teasing but that was a big deal. You lost your virginity didn't you honey?"

"Yeah...my female virginity," said Kelly.

"Well that's the one that counts. It's a great moment that you'll remember all of your life so don't let these cynical bitches ruin it for you. I'm glad you had such a good time," said Bobbie as she came over to hug Kelly.

"All right...group hug!" Jules called out.

All four girls clumped together in the middle of the room hugging Kelly who was kind of smothered under the sea of arms.

"Hey, this is supposed to be a group hug not a grab ass," Arin complained suddenly.

"Sorry, my hand just slipped," said Jules with a laugh.

""I'll bet," Arin responded with a tone of mock disapproval.

Losing her virginity was a pretty special now that Kelly thought of it that way. She had thought of it at the time of course but not in quite the same nostalgic concept. Back when it was happening she still didn't know whether she would be regretting the whole thing the next day and trying to block if from her mind or blame it on the one beer she sipped. Bobbie was right, it was special and she should cherish the memory. It might be the one and only time she ever had sex with a man but she was kind of looking forward to seeing Terry again.

It had ended well enough but Kelly was slightly disappointed that they had made no definite plans to get together again. Terry was a little vague and even reluctant to promise that he would call her. Maybe that's just the way he liked things. Hookup at a party, jump in the sack, fry a couple of eggs and repeat the process with someone new. Kelly knew plenty of sport fucking men who were primarily interested in carving as many notches on their bedpost as possible. Terry didn't seem like the type but maybe that just made him really good at it.

The kind of surprising thing was that they had talked quite a bit but not really said much of anything. Terry was witty and usually had a quick response to things but he had shied away from offering up too much personal information. That hadn't bothered Kelly at the time because she wasn't exactly in a comfortable position of trying to explain her life since most of it had been spent as a man and that probably wasn't what another man wanted to hear while trying to sustain an erection.

There was no big deal about that of course as everybody went through the rotations and Terry had obviously served his time as a girl along the line so it wasn't like a big secret that people needed to hide but in the throes of passion it also wasn't something that necessarily needed to be dredged up. Kelly certainly knew men and knew that they often had a real aversion to commitment so if that was the case here Terry was just being a normal dude. It wasn't the end of the world anyway. Her pussy had an expiration date on it anyway so there was no point in getting too deeply involved with any man. Still she was hoping that he would call soon.

After a couple of weeks she gave up waiting.

"Bobbie...when you're a man...don't be a total dickhead," Kelly said to her friend one evening as they were studying in their room.

"I'll try not to but it seems to go with the territory. Present company excepted I'm assuming. You seem way too cool to be a dickhead even when you have cock," Bobbie chuckled.

"I know there was no future there but it wasn't like I was trying to get him to pick out a design for our wedding invitations. I just wanted a second date. Hell, we never really had a first date. A second fuck would have been fine."

"You need to get back up on that horse," Bobbie suggested.

"He wasn't that big," Kelly giggled.

That really wasn't the kind of joke she would have made a month ago but her roommates were a bad influence. Her old male roommates talked about sex all the time but it was mostly bragging about what they had done or planning who they were going to do it to. These ladies were decidedly more wicked in their humor and cynical in their attitude towards men. Kelly could feel herself slipping into their ranks.

When Jules suggested another party Kelly was quite willing to go along even though Jules warned her that this one was probably going be a little rowdier.

"Look, it's not an official frat party, which basically means that anything goes. It's not being held at the frat house and nobody is supposed to know about it so it might not be something you really want to experience," Jules cautioned.

"Hey, I've been to some pretty raunchy frat parties you know," Kelly pointed out.

"Yeah, but not looking like this you haven't," Jules reminded her. "I have no idea how debauched you are as a man but trust me, these guys are pretty out there."

"So why do you want to go?" asked Kelly.

"Oh I know one of the guys and I'm kind of doing him a favor by showing up. Besides, I can get pretty raunchy myself I have to admit. Sometimes I just like to let my inner slut loose and go wild. I don't know if you've got an inner slut but if you want to find out this is the place to do it."

"Sounds a little scary," said Kelly.

"At least you've been warned. Nobody's going to rape you or anything and you can always say no to whatever turns you off. It's just that once you're there you might end up doing some things you never thought you'd want to do."

"Fuck it. I think I can handle a party."


CHAPTER 10:

As they walked through the door Kelly started to have second thoughts. There was a sign at the entrances instructed all women to leave their panties in a box. A big red arrow pointed down to the receptacle which was getting quite full of underpants already.

"Want to turn back?" asked Jules.

Kelly just grinned and pulled off her panties which she then tossed in the pile. Jules smiled and removed her own and the two panty-less ladies entered the house. The party seemed to be in full swing. There was a naked girl stretched out on a table covered in hors d'oeuvres. Some guests picked the snacks up off of her and others simply ate right off her body. The selections seemed to be restocked quickly enough so that one could gorge oneself if so inclined.

There were girls with bottoms and no tops and boys with tops and no bottoms and every other combination you could conceive of. Kelly had always thought that wearing a lampshade on your head was just a figure of speech until she actually saw someone doing so.

There was "naked jousting" which was basically just the old school game of "chicken" where girls rode on the shoulders of boys and tried to knock each other off using large foam paddles. Both rider and jockey were buck naked and it seemed to take quite a bit of effort to unseat the rider, which was probably good as the room wasn't exactly padded for the event.

It was certainly easy to see why this party had to be "unofficial" as it was not only against school policy there were all sorts of illegal drugs and probably underage drinking going on as well. Technically these parties didn't exist anymore but they had simply gone underground.

At one point a guy wearing a top hat came up to Jules and Kelly and handed them a card with a number on it.

"Good luck ladies," is all the mad hatter said as he shuffled off and delivered some more cards to the newer arrivals.

"Number 7. What the hell is this for?" Kelly asked.

"Oh, you'll see soon enough," Julie snickered.

"No, come on what's it for?"

""It's sort of a game," Julie explained. "It's kind of silly but it can be fun too. Just wait and see what you think."

They actually didn't have long to wait as the guy with the top hat rang a large bell and tried to get the crowd to quiet down.

"All right everybody it's time for your favorite game show...Wheel of Sex!"

As he said the words most of the people in the room shouted along with him. It was obviously well known to many of the guests. The man with the hat was presumably the master of ceremonies for this little spectacle and everyone gathered around to watch the proceedings.

The game was surprisingly well put together. First a number was called and the person holding that number came forward. Then the "contestant" spun a wheel to see whether they were playing solo, with a partner or in a group. If more contestants were needed additional numbers were called. Once they were assembled there was a second wheel which listed the act that was to be performed. Should a contestant decline they were required to drink a huge stein of beer without stopping. If they could accomplish that then they were off the hook.

The wheels looked like something that had been scavenged, or stolen, from some sort of carnival although the face of the wheels had been seriously redecorated to reflect the nature of their new purpose.

The "easiest" challenge you get appeared to be taking off your clothes, but as many people were already in some state of undress it didn't really matter all that much. Looking at the board Kelly realized that it could get a lot more intense and prayed that her number wouldn't get called. Fortunately she felt that she could chug the beer anyway having played plenty of drinking games in college last year so she really had no intention of agreeing to whatever she was called upon to do.

When Jules was called Kelly wondered what she would do especially when she was partnered up with a half naked, half drunk guy who stumbled up to discover his fate. Their task was to "Ride Hard" and a chair was produced for the guy to sit on. At least he wouldn't fall down but  Kelly had a hard time imagining him getting an erection in the condition he was in. Much to her surprise the lad lowered his shorts and was already sporting a healthy boner. Even more to her surprise Jules hiked up her skirt and lowered herself down onto it.

While the crowd cheered them on Jules bounced up and down on the fellow's dick and actually seemed to be enjoying it. She was certainly being a good sport about it at any rate. When the challenge was completed there was much applause and people offering up all sorts of drinks and drugs to the contestants, which was probably the last thing in the world the guy in the chair needed, but he had gotten it up and kept it hard a lot longer than Kelly would have imagined.

When Kelly's number was drawn she opted for the drinking challenge, which was met with some catcalls until the actual container of beer was presented. It was pretty freaking big but Kelly had handled worse. She took a deep breath and drained the whole thing in one long gulping surge. That impressive accomplishment won the crowd over and she felt rather proud of herself for beating the system. She also started to feel a little tipsy.

While Kelly had certainly handled this much booze with ease as a man things were slightly different for women. Because of hormonal differences and the fact that women have a higher ratio of fat to water than men they tend to feel the effects of alcohol much quicker than their male counterparts even if they're the same size and weight. Kelly hadn't done much drinking as a woman and hadn't tested her limits yet. They were getting quite a test now.

"You pussy, why didn't you do the challenge?" Jules teased her. "Well, you certainly made up for it with that drinking exhibition. I had no idea you were such a lush."

"Fuck I think I need to sit down," said Kelly trying not to slur her speech.

"Are you okay honey? Come on, let's go over there and get you off your feet."

Once they were seated off in a corner Kelly started to feel a little better. Jules tried to find her some bottled water but the best she could do was run a cup under the tap in the bathroom.

"Man, you were really riding that dude's cock," Kelly said as she sipped her water. "I didn't think he'd get it up."

"Hell, most of these guys have a permanent hard on I think no matter how fucked up they are. They take boner pills like party drugs," Jules said sounding mildly disgusted.

"I probably should have just done the damn challenge instead of drinking that much beer so fast. I guess I was showing off," Kelly sort of mumbled.

"Baby you don't have to do anything you don't want to do. It's supposed to be fun," Jules reminded her.

"Hey, how come you didn't have any panties on when you sat on that guy's lap?"

"You don't have any on either, remember? We left them in a box at the door."

"Damn, you're right," said Kelly as she pulled up the bottom of her skirt and discovered her lack of underwear.

"I think we should get some food in you. It looks like the snack table girl is on a break so why don't we grab some crackers or whatever. Better yet, you sit here and I'll go get the food."

Jules went to the table and tried to gather up anything that looked reasonably substantial and edible. Once she had secured the provisions she headed back to the corner only to be confronted with an unexpected surprise. Kelly was nowhere to be seen.


CHAPTER 11:

"You sure you want to do this? You seem a little drunk babe."

"Hell yes I want to do it. Aren't you guys up for it?" Kelly asked.

"Sure thing honey. You can start whenever you're ready."

Somehow in the short amount of time that Jules had been gone a guy had come up to Kelly and asked if she wanted to take part in a milking contest. Not being in her right mind but starting to feel comfortably buzzed she accepted without hesitation and followed the man into a room where a number of other people were gathered around.

Apparently the milking contest consisted of two guys standing next to a girl who was on her knees and jacking them both off simultaneously. The "goal" was to see which guy lasted the longest. Kelly would be doing the "milking" and the two male participants were already in place with their dicks at attention. That seemed to be the extent of the game.

As the onlookers cheered and offered encouragement and rooted for their favorites Kelly began to stroke two cocks at once. To be a "fair" contest she needed to stroke them both at the same speed and with the same intensity. Jules heard the raucous crowd noises and made her way to the room where the event was being staged and watched with a bemused expression as her roommate gave frantic hand jobs to two total strangers in front of an audience. She obviously wasn't so drunk she couldn't stroke two dicks at once. It wasn't exactly the kind of sobriety test the cops administered to suspected drunk drivers but it did take some hand and eye coordination.

It didn't take too long before one of the contestants lost the battle and began to shoot his milky white goo. Unfortunately for Kelly she was directly in the line of fire. This was not a part of the game that she had anticipated but there was nothing much to do at that moment except receive a face full of hot cum. A few moments later the "winner" delivered an equally sticky load to the same location.

Kelly was a bit stunned by the sudden eruptions on her face and found that some of the stuff had covered her lips and even snuck into her mouth. Apparently another custom of this contest was that the winner was supposed to get his dick licked clean so he stood directly in front of Kelly and waited for her to open her mouth while the crowd egged them on.

When Kelly opened her mouth to try and speak the winner assumed that she was opening for him to insert himself and he wasted no time in sticking his dick in. As much an involuntary reaction as anything Kelly began to suck on the end of the guy's penis much to the delight of those watching. Then she licked him for a time and finally Jules came to the rescue and ushered her off to the bathroom where she could wash her face.

"Oh my God! I think I got cum in my mouth," Kelly cried as she smacked her lips and made a funny face.

"I think you got cum all over the place. Now let's try and get it off you," said Jules as she ran some water and looked for a towel.

"You know it doesn't taste that bad," said Kelly almost to herself. "Kind of like chalk if you mixed it up into a liquid."

"You're going home young lady," Jules said in her most stern, motherly voice.

"Aw, things are just getting interesting," Kelly protested.

"A little too interesting and you're still a little too wasted. You'll thank me in the morning."

In the morning Kelly was feeling a bit more hung over than grateful but it wasn't quite as bad as it could have been. Perhaps the worst part was that she could remember everything that had happened. Sometimes booze conveniently let you block out the memory of ill-conceived adventures but this wasn't the case for Kelly.

"So how's the little milkmaid this morning?" Jules teased as Kelly crawled out of bed.

"Thanks for reminding me," Kelly growled. "I'll never have cream in my coffee again."

"Relax. It wasn't that bad was it?"

"No, I just...I don't know. I'm too burnt to think at the moment."

Jules certainly wasn't to blame. She had warned Kelly about the party and she had been a total champion in trying to take care of her when Kelly started to get wasted. You know who your real friends are when they're washing cum out of your eyes.

Later that day Kelly decided to call Sal. It was embarrassing to tell her the gory details but she knew Sal would understand and hopefully have something wise to say.

"Calm down girl, don't get your panties in a bunch over this," Said Sal.

"Speaking of which, I think I left my panties there," Kelly suddenly realized.

"Sounds like quite a party," Sal smirked.

"Hey it's not that funny. If I wanted sarcasm I could have just talked to my roommates."

"So you went to a wild party, you got a little drunk and you jacked a couple of guys off. That doesn't sound like the end of the world," Sal pointed out.

"I also got cum all over my face," Kelly reminded her.

"You mean you never gave a girl a facial when you were a guy?"

"No, never!"

"Always the gentleman aren't you," Sal laughed.

"I even got some in my mouth."

"Ah, the plot thickens...so to speak."

"I'm going to hang up," Kelly threatened.

"I'm just teasing. Chill out woman. So you got some cum in your mouth. You didn't like it. Lots of people don't."

"That's not really the problem," Kelly began slowly. "I didn't really mind the taste. In fact I didn't mind the whole experience. It made my kind of horny, even when that dude stuck his dick in my mouth. I mean, that's not something you're supposed to enjoy is it?"

"Well some of us gals love to slurp on the old love pump darling, that's just the way it is. Cocks can be a little scary sometimes but once you develop a taste for them there's nothing better in the world."

"I really feel like I want to try giving head to somebody," Kelly sighed.

"Well you're in college sweetie, you shouldn't have any trouble finding someone to let you do just that," Sal chuckled.

"I liked having a dick in mouth Sal. What the hell does that mean?" Kelly practically cried.

"It means you're a woman, what do you think it means? Plenty of guys like having dicks in their mouth too I might point out and the rest of them probably would if they weren't so hung up over the whole gay thing. It's just sex. We've all got different body parts and it feels good to fill them and to have them filled. You want to know whether you like having sex with men have as much sex as you can get. Nobody cares. You're a woman right now. Everybody goes through this crazy rotation thing. It's not so difficult when you're a little kid but as an adult it's going to really mess with your head and challenge a lot of things you took for granted. My advice...go forth and fuck like a bunny."

Sal was sure right about the adult rotation being much more complicated and confusing. As far as preferring to be male or female Kelly was very tempted by the idea of being a woman for life. Of course that always happened during the rotations. Perhaps it was just the novelty. Everything was always new and different and her mother always kind of spoiled her more when she was female piling on the gifts and clothes and planning outings. It was sort of like an extended birthday party that lasted a whole year.

Being an adult was a different kettle of fish. Sex was now so much the focus of almost everything it seemed. If she tried to have a casual conversation with a guy she'd always catch his eyes checking out her tits or the more bold characters would try to guide the conversation into a sexual direction. She had to think about what she wore and what kind of signals she would be sending out. As a little girl a party was just a party. You played games and ate cake and it didn't really matter whether you were male or female. Now the party games could be pretty raunchy and you ate cake off some naked chick's tummy.

It seemed kind of odd to her that men were just as horny as lecherous as ever. Wasn't the rotation supposed to do something about that? The two guys she "milked" at the party had obviously been girls for at least a couple of years of their lives. Didn't that cross their minds as they were jacking off on her face? It didn't seem terribly respectful.

On the other hand she didn't mind it all that much and actually got kind of a kick out of the whole thing. It was just a game and everybody was doing something like that. Jules certainly didn't seem to see anything wrong with jumping on that guy's lap. It was just the kind of stupid, crazy thing young people often did to blow off steam, especially if they were a little buzzed at the time. Kelly hadn't been forced to do anything and no one used insulting language with her. She was invited to participate and she accepted. If she was a little drunk that was her fault not anyone else's.

Sexual orientation versus gender identity. She knew the two concepts were distinctly different but the line could easily get blurred it seemed to her. Which mattered more in the long run when it came to making her big choice? Did she want to be a woman bad enough that it didn't really matter who she preferred sleeping with? And if she found that she did enjoy or even prefer sleeping with men was that enough of a justification to remain female for life?

Go forth and fuck. Maybe that was the best advice.


CHAPTER 12:

When Terry called out of the blue and asked Kelly out on a date she was kind of speechless. She certainly hadn't forgotten the curly haired boy but she sort of assumed that he had forgotten all about her. Well, people have busy schedules perhaps he just hadn't had a lot of free time. Anyway it wouldn't kill her to go out with the guy.

When he came to pick her up he brought her flowers. Kelly wondered how often men did that any more these days. He had done it once as a man but his date just kind of looked at him like she had no idea what to do with them. Kelly didn't know exactly what to do with them either but she clutched them to her bosom happily and took a deep whiff of their aroma. Bobbie offered to put them in some water and the couple headed on their merry way.

They were going to a coffee house to hear a friend of Terry's play an acoustic set on his guitar. There was a poetry reading between sets and Terry explained that he liked this kind of atmosphere on a date because you could actually have a conversation.

Once again they did converse quite a bit but it didn't get too deep or personal. Of course this was their first official date so it wasn't that odd that two people would stick to the basics like favorite foods, books and TV shows. Still Terry seemed like such a deep and thoughtful young man that it felt a little odd not to be digging beneath the surface.

"I was beginning to think you had spontaneously combusted or something," Kelly joked.

"I practically felt like I would at any moment. I just couldn't get you out of my head," Terry replied.

"Was there some reason why you wanted to?" Kelly pressed.

"You're kind of dangerous," Terry said with a grin.

"Well I didn't bring my gun and I haven't knocked over a liquor store in at least a month so you're probably safe."

So he'd been thinking about her. He even thought that she was dangerous. If only he knew that he was the real dangerous one. He was the kind of man who moved her in strange and mysterious ways. Falling in love with a man would really complicate her decision. She wasn't a fool. She knew that love affairs tended to come and go and that it would be crazy to make a lifelong commitment to a gender change based on the idea that she would always be in love with this guy. Yet the heart wants what the heart wants and it might easily override her brain if they were in the middle of some torrid affair at the moment she had to choose.

Terry's friend was quite talented and both played guitar and sang well. It was sort of what people used to call "folk music" and it had been making a bit of a revival in popularity recently. Terry introduced Kelly to the performer after he was done and then they headed off for a slightly late dinner.

It should have been relaxing being around Terry as he was good natured and witty and not pretentious at all but for some reason her stomach was kind of tied up in knots the whole evening. She assumed that they would end up in his bedroom again, which didn't make her nervous at all, so she couldn't quite figure out what was causing it.

After dinner they didn't head straight back to his place as she expected and took a little drive along the coast. They stopped at what would have been quite a scenic view in the daytime on a hill overlooking the ocean below but even at night the view was charming. They got out of the car and sat on a park bench listening to the waves and looking up at the stars. It was a pleasant night but Kelly had goose bumps anyway. Terry noticed and offered his jacket but she just used it as an excuse to snuggle a little closer to him.

"I'm not a huge beachgoer but I like the ocean at night," said Terry. "Sometimes I drive out to a place like this to clear my head and to think better."

"What are you thinking about now?" Kelly asked.

"I'm thinking about you of course. I'm thinking about the randomness of fate. I don't know exactly what brought me to that party. It was kind of a friend's suggestion that I needed to get out more."

"Me too," Kelly confessed. "Peer pressure definitely played a hand."

"Then out of all those people in that crowded place I had to bump into you. Then I had to work up the courage to invite you to dance. You were so beautiful and sexy and I had no idea what your taste in men might be but I just knew I had to speak to you."

"I couldn't have been all that scary," Kelly teased. "There were a lot of pretty girls at that party. If I had turned you down I'm sure a cute guy like you wouldn't have gone home empty handed."

"You just don't know what rejection is like. It's tough. Much tougher than I expected. Your heart is beating a mile a minute and you hope you're not going to make a total fool of yourself. I had no idea that I would be going home with anyone that night. It really wasn't my main goal. I was just drawn to you and things went the way they did with no great master plan. And now I'm here with you again. A million little things all had to fall into place perfectly for that to happen and it kind of leaves me in awe sometimes."

What a strange but delightful boy Kelly thought. He didn't seem like the kind of guy who would be naked jousting at a frat party but he was definitely not shy in bed. He was just thoughtful and philosophical and Kelly liked that. She was glad they hadn't rushed right back to his bedroom. It was nice chatting like this. Even so she decided to kiss him. It seemed like the right thing to do at the time. Terry must have been thinking the same thing because their lips met simultaneously and soon they were necking up a storm on that bench.

"You stir things inside me Kelly. Strange and wonderful emotions. I want you so badly but I have so many complications in my life. I don't want to give you the wrong idea. I'm very serious about my career. I even plan to go on to medical school. I'm not really in a position to think about settling down or anything."

As Terry spoke Kelly unzipped his pants. By the time he had finished his oratory his trousers were pulled down enough to allow her access to his cock, which was getting hard by the time she took it in her hand. Repositioning herself so that she was kind of lying across the bench she used her tongue to lubricate his shaft and then proceeded to blow him.

Terry moaned and gently rubbed Kelly's head as she tried to figure out how one was supposed to suck a dick properly. At first the feeling of his hand on her head frightened her but he was being incredibly gentle and providing no pressure. It was just a way of showing how much he appreciated what she was doing.

She had no fucking clue as to why she wanted to suck his cock at that moment but she had been overcome by an irresistible impulse. That little sample taste of manhood in her mouth had given her courage. It was kind of exciting to do something like this, something so different than anything she had ever done as a man. She really wanted to please Terry and put his mind at ease. She certainly understood the desire to keep things from getting too advanced between them so perhaps if they just focused on the sex everything would be fine.

Giving head wasn't all that different than stroking cock it seemed to her. Your hand still did a lot of the work. It was just the extra dimension of keeping him wet and adding your tongue and lips to the equation. It was probably mostly psychological anyway. Only the biggest prude in the world would think anything of letting someone stick their tongue in your mouth while you were kissing but that seemed more like a mutual participatory thing. Taking a man's dick down your throat had more powerful implications.

It was something you kind of had to work at she noticed. It was a blow "job" indeed. Lying on her back with her legs up getting pounded was pretty simple. You didn't have to do much if you really didn't feel like it but giving head was all about the process.

As she bobbed her head up and down on his pole and licked and slurped away she found herself entering a sort of transcendental state. It was like her mouth was becoming one with this man's penis. The fact that they were sitting outdoors on a public bench could have either intensified the experience for the naughtiness of potentially getting caught or could have ruined it for the same reason but at the moment it didn't enter her mind one way or another. There was just cock and mouth and passion. She wanted him to cum desperately. It made no sense to her but it just felt right.

Her mouth was so full of saliva that she didn't taste the salty hint of his pre-cum fluid but a moment or two later and she felt his shaft jerk violently in her hand. It was just like at the party except that she wasn't getting sprayed in the face. Hot jiz was slamming into her mouth and coating her tongue. She just kept stroking and swallowing as Terry propelled his semen into her. She was mesmerized by the experience. It was just so fucking wonderful! She had done this for him and he was showing his appreciation.

"Oh God that was fantastic," Terry groaned.

Kelly couldn't have been more proud. She knew she wasn't all that great at this cock sucking business yet but she had wanted to please Terry very badly and it appeared that she had. That was one thing about having sex with men that was different than with girls...they couldn't fake an orgasm.

"Have you got anything planned for tomorrow?" Terry asked. "I've got an idea."

Since tomorrow was Saturday and Kelly had been planning on spending the night with Terry anyway she had no objections to whatever his idea was. As long as they ended up in bed somewhere along the line that was the main thing.


CHAPTER 13:

They drove up the coast for a while until they came to a small motel that was practically right on the beach. Terry pulled in and looked for a place to park. The sign indicated that there was a vacancy and the parking lot wasn't very crowded so it appeared like they were in luck.

They checked in with no luggage, as many couples do at roadside motels, and found their small room lacking in style or amenities. It was your basic highway motel. A bed, a TV and a bathroom. It was perfect.

"I've driven past this place a million times and never really given it a second thought but then I remembered how close it was to the beach and I thought it might be very romantic to wake up to the sounds of the waves and a view of the ocean," Terry explained. "But right now the only sound I want to hear is you moaning with delight."

He pulled off her dress as she clutched at his shirt, trying to get it unbuttoned. If it was a race to see who would strip the other faster it ended pretty much in a dead heat. Apparently the blowjob had lit some kind of a fire under Terry because he seemed like a man possessed. Even before Kelly could get her panties all the way off he had tossed her on the bed and lifted her up on her hands and knees.

The panties were rather aggressively ripped down to where her knees were bent on top of the bed and remained there for the time being. Terry got behind her brandishing a raging hard on and took firm hold of her hips as the throbbing monster entered her waiting gash.

This was not at all what Kelly was expecting, especially after the romantic speech about beaches and waves and all but her heart was racing and she was full of excitement, as well as cock. It was a side of Terry she hadn't seen yet. A very aggressive, masculine side and she liked it. She thought she liked him because he was funny and charming and thoughtful, and she no doubt did still like him for those qualities, but suddenly she was also crazy about him fucking her brains out and making her squeal like an idiot.

My God she liked being in this position even if all she could see was the headboard of the bed and the crappy painting hanging over it. Somehow that painting looked more like one of the great works of the Masters to her at this point. Masters...was that part of it? Did she somehow secretly enjoy being in this somewhat submissive pose while a strong man exerted his power? Could that even remotely be true? Why would anybody feel good about that? It was especially hard to comprehend knowing that she was a man herself a few months ago. True, it did allow for some really deep penetration and feeling her boobs swaying back and forth with each manly thrust was kind of hypnotic, but she was really getting into this more and more.

"Fuck me harder baby!" she cried. "Oh, that's it, that's it!"

Terry was pumping her like a madman. Was there anything more girlish than sucking a man's cock and then taking it doggy-style? Where were the hearts and flowers and romance? Fuck it! Who cares? He already brought me flowers she reminded herself. They were at home in a vase somewhere. Suddenly her attention was pulled back to the matter at hand as Terry suddenly pulled out. She didn't think he had cum. It seemed like she would have noticed that although she was so busy with her own orgasms she might have missed it she thought.

In a flash she was flipped over on her back and Terry offered ample proof that he hadn't ejaculated yet as his cock went back right back to work on her pussy.

"I just had to kiss you," he grunted as their lips met.

Despite the ardent nature of the fucking his orgasm wasn't nearly as full as the first one, but that was to be expected. Not a whole lot of time had elapsed between the bench blowjob and this wild coupling. As he deposited his cream inside her she grabbed him tightly and hung on as if he was going to float away or something. Terry was really covered with sweat and it felt good against her skin as they cuddled together, his rapidly deflating dick still inside her for the moment.

What had just happened? She had really felt like she was going crazy or something tonight. She had all these wild urges and aches and passions just exploding everywhere. She didn't know what his religion was or whether he was religious at all. She didn't know what his parents did for a living or what kind of an upbringing he might have had. They had brushed on politics once very lightly but she had no way of knowing how deep those feelings might run. Did he want children? If so, how many? Was he even the marrying type? Damn she knew so little but she knew one thing...she was definitely in love with him.

There goes the fucking heart again she thought. You try to be an intelligent, rational, conservative person and the heart will screw you every time. Shit, she didn't want to be in love with anyone but especially not with a man. But look at how cute he is! What a nice, tight, little butt he has. Just perfect for squeezing. Wait, wait, wait! A tight butt does not a lifetime make. Looks fade. Boobs sag as gravity takes its toll. Sure it was fun to be a girl now while she was firm and tight and had really good skin but how long does any of that last? If she was going to surrender her penis it needed to be better thought out than this.

"Hey, I just wanted you to know that I really enjoyed the way you took charge tonight," Kelly half whispered. "I guess maybe all girls secretly have a desire for a strong man to have his way with her sometimes. Even though I've only known you a short time I feel so safe and secure with you that it's easy to trust you. You really made me feel like a woman and you have no idea how much that means to me."

"I just couldn't help myself," Terry replied. "I was mad with lust. I don't really want to be an animal but seeing you in front of me like that, so bare and exposed and willing, I just lost my mind and let my cock do the thinking."

"Well my pussy was thinking the same thing obviously so at least our genitals are on the same wavelength," Kelly laughed.

"You have such a pretty pussy," Terry commented as he began to lightly run his fingers over her vagina. "And really beautiful nipples too. So round and perky. I love the way they stick out when they get hard."

While still gently massaging her lower regions he leaned over and began to flick his tongue at her nipples before clamping down for some serious sucking. Kelly could feel his dick starting to get hard again against her leg. Damn, was this guy some kind of a robot? Who got hard that fast after two orgasms?

"You know I've never given head before," she volunteered suddenly. "I probably didn't do a very good job of it but I was consumed with the desire to do it. I wanted to touch you. I wanted to taste you."

The dangling piece of flesh against her thigh was definitely getting harder. Christ, what a slut I'm becoming she thought. It was nice and cozy just snuggling up but a little nipple sucking and a brush of the hand on her pussy and now she was revving up her engines again. Sometimes there are people who just turn you on. They may be friends or lovers or they may not even be people you particularly like outside of the bedroom but for whatever mystical reason there's some chemistry that draws you together. Kelly and Terry definitely had that kind of chemistry.

This time however it would be Kelly taking charge as she rolled Terry over on his back and proceeded to mount his now stiff member much the way Jules had done at the party with the drunken frat boy. It was a slightly tricky maneuver that she had no experience with but once the tip of the cock was in place it was just a matter of easing down the rest of the way.

She started slowly and built up speed. She had no idea how long he would last but she was going to ride him hard. She had a lot of control this way she found and it felt good to be able to touch all the right bases. Once she really got going she leaned back and supported herself by reaching her arms out and letting them rest on the bed. His cock filled her. Possessed her. She wanted to be his woman, whatever that meant. Whether she wanted to be a woman at all a few months down the line was still up in the air but at this precise moment she definitely wanted to be his woman.

It was the final act of the evening as they were both pretty played out by the time Terry shot his wad. It actually took some effort to crawl under the covers but it was the most delicious feeling imaginable. They were so snug and warm and happy and well-fucked and the sound of the ocean waves outside their window gently rocked them both to sleep.


CHAPTER 14:

In the morning they made love again, rather more quickly this time as they had to check out fairly soon and they both wanted to take a walk along the beach. How corny it was she thought to be strolling hand-in-hand along the seaside. It was like something out of a romance novel, except there they would probably be riding on a horse. Still it was beautiful.

Kelly was still kind of in a daze from the events of the previous evening. There was no liquor involved this time and no party atmosphere charged with sexual energy. Hell, they had just listened to some dude playing his guitar and sat on a bench looking at the ocean at night. The cheap motel room, while it had a nice position on the beach, was really just four walls and a bed. Yet from the moment she unzipped his pants on that bench she was consumed with an uncontrollable desire to make love to this man. Even now she half wished they could just tear off their clothes and fuck right there in the sand even though they had already done it a few minutes ago and they hadn't even had breakfast yet.

On the checklist of reasons in her mind why she should choose to remain female for life she had ticked off a number of boxes. She liked the way she looked and felt as a woman. She seemed to prefer the company of women in a platonic situation. The sex she had experienced in a female body blew anything out of the water that she had ever known as a man. She had discovered that it was not only possible for her to find men attractive she had actually already found a man that she was insanely attracted to. She had also discovered that she really enjoyed the feeling of being female in a relationship with a man. That might have seemed like the same thing as being attracted to a man but it really wasn't.

Being attracted to someone was a physical sensation. Something about them turned you on and it could be a man or a woman no matter what gender you were. She had never thought of herself as a "sissy" man, even if she hadn't been some kind of raging "alpha male," yet she liked the way she fit with a male partner. She didn't feel insulted when he held her chair for her or did other little acts of old fashioned courtesy that a man would rarely if ever do for another man.

She didn't feel weak and helpless as a female but she did feel a sense of vulnerability and "softness" that really appealed to her for some reason. She really did get a thrill out of Terry getting more aggressive and kind of tossing her around in bed. She certainly wasn't craving an abusive relationship with a dickhead guy who slapped her around or didn't give a shit about her opinion but with a guy like Terry she had no fear of that. She could happily get on her knees before him and not feel like a second class citizen. She just felt like a woman and it felt really, really, good.

Kelly tried to project a future with Terry a few years down the line. Would she have to put her own career interests on hold to help support him while he went to medical school? Becoming a doctor was a big, expensive, time consuming proposition that didn't really pay off for quite a few years.

If they did get married would she be expected to take care of the house? Would she be any good at that? Taking walks on the beach and fucking all day were awesome experiences right now but what about when the honeymoon ended? It's sort of like the old saying about somewhere being a nice place to visit but not wanting to live there. On vacation any town can seem fantastic because you have nothing to do but enjoy yourself in a nice room with maid service. Unless you were rich living in that same town would be quite a different experience. What she was experiencing now was a fantasy. It was the best of all possible worlds. Eventually the bill would come due...literally.

What about motherhood? She loved her flat stomach right now but what would it be like to carry another life around inside her? To feel a baby feeding at her breast? That pain part didn't sound so awesome but wouldn't it be worth it? In her earlier rotations she had enjoyed playing with dolls and pretending to be the "mother." The concept always seemed more appealing when she was in her female form. Maybe it was some sort of maternal instinct that all women share. It was a hell of a responsibility to raise a child but it would probably bring a lot of joy as well.

What if things didn't work out with Terry? What if they never even got close to getting married? He had kind of flaked on her the first time and disappeared for ages. He said he had a complicated life and career goals and all that but maybe he was just scared of commitment and saw Kelly as someone who would expect a ring on her finger sooner rather than later.

She simply couldn't become a woman for life just because she was in love with this one man. Sure, she would probably meet someone else but could that really be enough of a motivation to surrender her original identity? She tried to concentrate on the things she liked about being male but this was obviously not the time for that as she was kissing a man on a beautiful beach while the surf lapped at their bare feet. No, she would have to put that off for later.

They finally checked out of their room and found somewhere to eat. Kelly was really starving by this point so the coffee shop fare probably tasted better than it actually was. The company helped too. Food just tasted better when you were sitting across from someone you were crazy about.

After breakfast they drove around the quaint little costal town for a bit and even did some window shopping at an antique store and a funky little boutique. It was so much fun just walking around holding hands and cracking jokes about some of the "hand crafted" items that were on display. They were very comfortable together.

Finally they parted and Kelly was taken aback by the fact that Terry seemed reluctant to pin down a specific date for their next get together. There was some vague talk about a "big test" that he had to study for and some other things on his schedule that he would have to try and juggle but as they kissed goodbye there was no firm assurance that they would see each other again soon.

Kelly tried not to let it ruin her good mood. She had just enjoyed the most wonderful time of her life. Why get bummed out about the lack of commitment? One of these days she might have to break down and tell him that they couldn't see each other anymore unless Terry didn't mind getting in bed with a dude. She knew she should bring it up but it never seemed like the appropriate moment. They were always having too much fun or too hot sex. It was bound to be the end of things and she didn't want to rush that. It was selfish to be sure but she couldn't help herself.

"It looks like someone had a really good time," Bobbie grinned as Kelly flopped down on her bed.

"Now don't give me that glowing bullshit again," said Kelly.

"No but when a date lasts from Friday evening until late Saturday afternoon something must have been going right," Bobbie pointed out.

"I should be glowing. I'm totally in love!"

"That must have been a pretty good date," Bobbie joked.

"It was better than good. It was...I don't know...whatever as good as it gets is."

"Is that what you want?" Bobbie asked cautiously.

"What woman doesn't want to be in love?"

"A woman who is going to be a man in a few months?"

"Oh shit, don't remind me."

"Sorry."

"I don't mean that. I forgot that your rotation is going to be coming up really soon," said Kelly as she sat up on the bed. "So tell me, do you think you'll know what you'll choose to do or do you think the final rotation might change your mind?"

"I like being female most of the time but I kind of look forward to the whole low maintenance thing. Sometimes I just want to get up and go without worrying about my appearance so much. Since all those equal pay laws got passed there's no big advantage to being a guy in the workplace anymore. I can do pretty much any job and be treated as an equal. I can't really see any great difference aside from having a cock," Bobbie shrugged. "I suppose what worried me is that I'll have so much fun using that cock that I won't want to give it up and that's not a very good reason for a lifetime gender change."

"What if you fell in love?" Kelly asked.

"Well that would complicate the hell out of things I suppose. No offense, but I really think I'll try to avoid that if at all possible. I just want to do my time and put this whole rotation business behind me."

"Do you think it's weird that I'm having such a hard time deciding?"

"No, but I think it means you've been having this debate in your head for a long time. I seriously doubt that even this lover boy could make you give up your penis unless you sort of knew already that you were leaning in that direction," Bobbie suggested.

"Fuck I hope you're right. I think you probably are but it's still a hard thing to wrap my head around. I wasn't a tortured soul in my male body but for some reason each time I rotate I sort of feel like I'm home. Like I'm where I belong."

"If you do stay female make sure that's the reason and not just because you're a giddy slut who's having her pussy pounded by the first guy who brought you flowers," Bobbie teased.

"Speaking of which, where are my flowers?" Kelly asked.

"On the kitchen table where everyone can be jealous every time they look at them. I think the last time I got flowers was a corsage at the senior prom in high school," Bobbie said wistfully.

"It's not a very practical gift but I've got to say it really made my heart flutter."

"Oh sister, you must be a girl in your soul. I don't think men's hearts ever flutter unless they're going through cardiac arrest."


CHAPTER 15:

There was another period of delay while Kelly waited to hear from Terry again. They hadn't even exchanged email addresses so far. Kelly had Terry's phone number but she was reluctant to call. She didn't want to seem too anxious and he hadn't given the impression that their relationship included a lot of "how was your day" kind of conversations yet.

It did give Kelly time to take stock of her manhood, as it were. She tried to think of her life as a man and what she'd be giving up if she chose the female option. Her mother would probably be thrilled. Her father she had little contact with so his opinion was not a major concern. Her friends were kind of a mix of males and females and at the moment if she had to choose between her current roommates and the ones she had last year she would opt for the new crowd in a heartbeat.

Dating and sex were definitely better so far as a female and school was school, it didn't really matter whether she had a pussy or a cock when it came to studying or taking a test. It seemed like she had been male for such a long time but she was only twenty and had been female for nearly three of those years anyway. If she lived a normal lifespan those boyhood memories would fade away eventually.

She decided that there was someone she needed to talk to. She needed to see what her old friend Jamie thought. He hadn't gone to college after high school, choosing to work in his family's store instead, at least for a while. Consequently they hadn't been nearly as close as they had been all through their school days together but she knew that he represented her past more than anyone else and might be able to remind her of the man she was and still could be.

"I should have known you'd turn out hot," Jamie said with a grin as they sat down to lunch. "You had that huge rack last time."

"Shut up, it wasn't a huge rack. I was just a bit more developed than most of the other girls my age," Kelly pointed out.

"They seemed huge to me. You know I've got to say that squeezing your boobs behind the garage is probably my fondest childhood memory."

"Fuck off."

"I'm serious. That was a major event in my life. You know how many times I masturbated while thinking about your tits?"

"Dude, we're about to eat lunch," Kelly protested.

"Come on, that can't come as any big shock to you. At that age? Getting to see tits in person was awesome but getting to actually touch them was out of this world. I got a lot of bragging mileage out of that let me tell you."

"You fucker! You didn't."

"Of course I did. What red blooded American boy wouldn't have bragged about that at that age?"

"Yeah, well you had tits of your own a year later," Kelly reminded him.

"Not like yours."

"Let's change the subject shall we?" Kelly suggested.

"Fine. What did you want to talk about?" asked Jamie.

"Did I ever give you the impression that I was happier as a girl?"

"You mean when I wasn't squeezing your tits?" Jamie grinned.

"Enough about my tits. I'm serious. This is the end of the rotation thing for me and I've got to decide what to do. Things are going great as a female right now but I'm trying to look at it from all sides. You know me better than anyone. Did I ever seem...I don't know...effeminate to you?"

"You were kind of different sometimes but I don't know that I'd say you were all that queer or anything. You definitely had a feminine side but it was offset by plenty of other things so I always assumed you were happy being a dude. Weren't you?"

"Sure I was. But I was also happy being a girl. Now I'm really happy and I'm tempted to stay this way," Kelly admitted.

"Cool. Just let me have another shot at those hooters at least once if you do. I think I could ride that memory for a long time."

"Do you really feel different sitting here talking to me than you would if I were still a guy?"

"Of course. If you were a guy I wouldn't want to fuck you. But right now you're an attractive chick and I know you and like you and I'd love to get in your pants," Jamie said as honestly as he could.

"Even though you know me as a guy?" Kelly asked incredulously.

"Sure. There's a part of my brain that says I'm talking to my old pal Kelly but there's another part that just sees a woman. That's totally natural isn't it? Men and women tend to find each other attractive. That's why there are so damn many people in the world. Don't you find men attractive when you're like this?"

"Well, yes...sometimes," Kelly reluctantly confessed.

"There you go. It's obviously a genetic thing. If you go back to being a man you'll probably go back to digging women. When it's my turn to be a chick I'll probably want to get laid by some dude. At the end of the day you're never really going to know if you made the right choice. I think that's why most people stick with what they know. If your life ends up sucking you can always blame it on the way you were born but if you take the big leap you'll always be wondering if you made the right decision. Life has its ups and downs either way. Do whatever you think will make you happy and hope for the best."

Do whatever you think will make you happy and hope for the best. It wasn't quite the same advice as go forth and fuck but both suggestions had merit. Jamie would probably remain male after his rotation. He had never seemed to enjoy his time as a girl the way Kelly had. It was something you had to do but he always seemed grateful to be back in his old body again.

So he wanted to fuck her too. That came as kind of a surprise but maybe it shouldn't have. They had shared so much together over the years, including the infamous boob squeezing incident. It was kind of freaky to know that Jamie had actually jacked off while thinking about her bare breasts. Actually she wasn't really as offended as she had acted. She was kind of flattered.

She wondered what it would be like to have sex with Jamie. It would probably be pretty weird. When she had shown him her breasts they had just been children and naturally curious about things like that. They certainly never kissed or held hands together when one of them was in rotation but they were kids and that was a long time ago. Being adult did seem to change things in a big way.

It was pretty obvious that Jamie would be up for it. He had been partially joking with her, as they often did with each other, but she could tell he was not entirely kidding. She wondered if he was erect under the table at lunch and half hoped that he was. She liked having that power over men. Of course she also really enjoyed pleasing people so she didn't see that as some sort of mean-spirited thing. She had no interest in toying with someone's affections. They were good friends and he might enjoy getting a blow job.

Then she thought about the idea that she might be going back to manhood around the same time Jamie was becoming a woman. How would she feel when she saw the female Jamie all grown up? Would she be the one trying to hide the bulge in her pants? Maybe she wouldn't feel anything sexual at all.

There was no reason not to sleep with Jamie as Terry had fallen off the face of the Earth again. At least she would know where she stood with her old friend...probably. It might be fun to get it on once while she was still a girl and then try it again when the tables were turned. It would certainly be an interesting sociological experiment. Would it feel any different at all as one gender or the other or would their friendship sort of level the playing field?

Just on a whim she decided to completely mess with her friend's head by trying to seduce him in a pornographic fantasy scenario. Maybe Jamie was all talk and would back out if really confronted with opportunity to get it on with his old pal. Jamie was never exactly the kind of guy who had women throwing themselves at his feet so he'd probably either be thrilled at the opportunity for an easy lay or terrified and unable to function. He'd be starting his rotation soon so in any case it might be a nice sendoff for his masculine self.

Kelly shopped around and tried to come up with the dirtiest, trashiest slut outfit she could think of. It ended up being a ridiculously short miniskirt, boots and a little crop top that revealed the underside of her braless boobs. Once she saw herself in the mirror she had second thoughts about actually going outside dressed like this so she grabbed a coat, even though it wasn't that chilly, and hid herself under it as she headed for her car.

It was probably a dumb idea she thought. Maybe they'd just get a laugh out of the stupidity of the whole thing and that would be that. She'd never tried to seduce anyone before and doubted that she would do a very good job of it anyway.

She knew Jamie would be working at the store alone that day but she had no idea how many customers might be there so she left the jacket on. Hopefully she could get a moment free with her old pal and then pop the coat off and go into her act. Even though she knew the whole thing was silly she felt her knees shaking as she got out of the car and headed for the front door.


CHAPTER 16:

As Kelly entered the store she looked around and noticed that there wasn't anyone there except Jamie who was just reading a book behind the counter.

"Slow day?" Kelly asked in her most seductive voice.

"Hey, I wasn't expecting to see you here," Jamie said in surprise as he set his book down.

"I'll bet you weren't. I thought I'd just drop by and see if you wanted any...company."

"Great. It's been slow all day and I'm bored out of my skull. Hey, aren't you a little warm in that big coat?"

"Oh I'm more than warm...I'm burning up. Would you mind if I took this off?"

"Of course not," Jamie replied, still completely oblivious to her game.

Kelly unbuttoned the jacket slowly before letting it fall to the floor. This seduction business was kind of fun she thought as she saw the wide-eyed look of lustful wonder on Jamie's face.

"Holy shit!" was the only thing Jamie could think to say.

"I don't want to keep you from your work or anything," Kelly said slyly.

Without a word Jamie got up and went to the front door. He locked it and placed the "closed" sign in the window. Next he walked back to where Kelly was standing and took her by the hand.

"Let's go in the back," he commanded more than suggested.

Kelly was frozen like a deer in headlights. Jamie was taking this very seriously. There was no shy shuffling around or trying to keep his eyes on the floor as she half expected. He was actually planning to do something with Kelly in the back and she could only begin to imagine what that might entail.

As soon as they reached the supply room Jamie yanked Kelly's top up and exposed her bare breasts. Without a word or the slightest hesitation he was devouring her nipples and squeezing her boobs. Kelly had a momentary flashback to that day behind the garage and the scared boy with shaking hands who could barely bring himself to touch her breasts. There was no sign of that boy now.

Kelly was stunned but also getting turned on. She had never played this role and it was kind of exciting. There wasn't any real danger as she knew Jamie was a good friend and she had seen him lock the door so nobody was likely to discover them, unless his dad showed up unexpectedly or something with a key. Oh well, it was started now she might as well see where it ended.

"So do you know how to suck cock baby?" Jamie asked.

"Of course I know how to suck cock!" Kelly shot back indignantly.

"Well what are you waiting for?"

Jamie unbuckled his belt and unzipped his pants. Then he stood and waited for Kelly to take over. It was so weird to be dressed like this and in a situation like this with Jamie that she just slid down to her knees and pulled her friend's cock out of his pants.

There she was with Jamie's hard dick in her hand pointing straight at her face and twitching with anticipation. They weren't kids anymore, were they. They weren't playing doctor or spin the bottle, this was hardcore sexual intercourse and Jamie was obviously expecting to get his cock sucked. Well, why the hell not? She had brought this on herself no reason to leave the guy hanging. Besides, she was still a little miffed at the implication that she wouldn't know what she was doing. If he wanted a blowjob he was going to get an extra special one.

As she worked his manhood Jamie grabbed her head and moaned appreciatively. Kelly hadn't done this very much but she had studied up on the subject and had no fear anymore. It was a pleasant thing to do...a pleasure really. Once you started to think of it as a man doing you a favor by letting you blow him it made all the difference in the world.

"I guess you do know something about giving head," Jamie sighed appreciatively. "That's it baby...take my big dick in your mouth and show me how much you love sucking it."

Good grief it was hard to believe that this was little Jamie talking but Jamie wasn't so little anymore. Kelly might have been furious or humiliated but instead she was pleased by the compliment and worked even harder to do a good job. She was getting completely caught up in the strange excitement of it all.

The next thing she knew she was being pulled up off her knees and shoved against a table that was covered with boxes of various sizes. Jamie violently pushed the boxes out of the way and bent Kelly over the table. The tiny skirt Kelly had on didn't offer much concealment and Jamie brushed it out of the way with ease after yanking her panties down to her ankles.

She knew what was coming next but she still gasped as he thrust his prick inside her. Somehow he seemed even bigger now than he had been when she was giving him head. Kelly grasped at the table for support but there wasn't much to hold onto. Jamie reached around her and clutched at her tits as he humped her from behind. Kelly was really turned on now and began to squeal rather loudly.

"Go ahead bitch nobody can hear you in here. Scream if you want to," Jamie hissed.

She did want to but she tried hard not to let it out. Instead she just whimpered for him to fuck her harder.

"Dirty little slut likes it rough do you?" Jamie chuckled as he grabbed the back of her head and began to tug on her hair.

Wasn't this the sort of thing that the whole rotation business was supposed to eliminate. Jamie would be becoming a girl in about a month. Did he want someone pulling his hair and slapping his ass? On the other hand Kelly was loving every moment of it so maybe Jamie would like it too. She did like it rough and she even kind of liked being called a slut. God knows she had been acting slutty by doing this whole crazy seduction scene.

Suddenly she felt herself becoming weightless as Jamie grabbed her legs and lifted them off the ground. She clutched desperately for the far edge of the table to have something to hang onto as she was now suspended in the wheelbarrow position and as helpless as she could get.

Jamie was nearing the end so he knew he didn't have to suspend her like that for long but the feeling was blowing Kelly's mind completely. She cried. She whimpered. She screamed. There are those moments where you just have to surrender completely to the cock and embrace the sensation of being properly fucked, as she was now.

"Yeah, that's it baby. You dress like a whore you get fucked like a whore. That's what you wanted when you came in here isn't it? You wanted to get fucked like a whore."

"I guess so," she whispered.

"You guess so? You know this is what you wanted. Say it!"

"Yes, this is what I wanted. I wanted to be fucked like a whore!"

"Then finish me like a whore woman."

Jamie put her legs on the ground and quickly turned her around to face him. He put his hands on her shoulders and began to push her to her knees again but she was already on her way there. She just sat there with her mouth open staring up at her old childhood friend who was now jacking his dick for all it was worth.

She didn't have long to wait as hot and sticky goo sprung forth from Jamie's cock and more or less hit her mouth. Kelly actually put her tongue out to give him a better target and his aim seemed to improve. When the last drops were aching their way out Kelly took hold of his rod and licked him very thoroughly.

Still on her knees she gazed up at Jamie and their eyes met. She half expected them to break into fits of laughter but they just looked at each other for quite some time.

"So are you always this aggressive with your women?" Kelly finally asked as she smacked her lips and got up from the floor.

"All my women? Like there's a line of them at the door waiting to come in here and fuck me?" Jamie scoffed.

"You just seemed so...commanding."

"Well I knew what you were up to from the start. You thought you'd waltz in here pulling your seductress trip and I'd be a total pussy and shy away from the whole thing so I decided to turn the tables and see how long you'd last if I went all caveman on your ass."

"I don't know if the joke's on you or me but I really loved it," Kelly admitted.

"So did I. I kept thinking that I was being a total asshole and that you'd freak out and tell me to fuck off but you didn't. You did seem to actually be getting off on all that rough shit. Is that what you really like?"

"Sometimes I guess. I'm honestly not that experienced to tell you the truth. Though I've got to say it really pushed my buttons," Kelly said with a shy smile.

"I was just kind of messing around at first but once we got going and I heard those sounds you were making it just kind of drove me into some weird frame of mind. It was like a wet dream come true. I knew it was you but I sort of forgot it was you at the same time," said Jamie as he scratched his chin.

"You fucked the hell out me stud whether you were messing around or not. Maybe you should try it on some other chicks," Kelly suggested.

"At the moment I'm just trying to get myself fired up for being a chick. In a way I'm glad this happened because it will make me feel less uncomfortable about doing something with a guy if I feel like it. You were having so much fun I'm really tempted to see if I have the same results."

"Well I'll probably be back to being a dude before your rotation ends. Maybe I can return the favor," Kelly suggested.

"You won't be going back to being a dude. I have a pretty strong feeling about that. Oh by the way, you can pull your top down if you want to."

"How about one more squeeze for the road?" Kelly said with a wink.

"With pleasure. The next boobs I have in my hand will probably be my own."


CHAPTER 17:

It was definitely head spinning time for Kelly as she bundled up in her coat and drove home. Her little femme fatale act had kind of blown up in her face...along with Jamie's cum. She really did seem to enjoy some rough play and even the name calling got her wet instead of angry. That was not something she had ever expected to discover about herself. She knew she could be kind of sensitive and sweet and romantic and all that but she totally got off on being a sex toy. For the life of her she couldn't figure out why.

Then there was the whole issue of having been fucked by her best friend. It's always good to have sex with people you like and trust but it's a little weird when you were both boys growing up together for many years. Whatever got into Jamie she really liked. How crazy was that? She gave herself over to his masculine power and let him have his way with her. She had even sat there on her knees with her mouth wide open trying to catch his sperm on her tongue like a kid trying to catch a snowflake.

Why did Jamie seem so sure that she would choose to remain female? Was it just because she had made a lot of noise during sex? Some people do and some don't. It's a very involuntary reaction unless you're faking it. Maybe he just knew all along that this was what she really wanted. She hated to have sex such a huge part of her decision making process but it was getting harder not to have it play a major role. Go forth and fuck. Well so far that had worked out pretty damn good as far as Kelly was concerned. She was quite happy with the idea of continuing to go forth in such a fashion.

Maybe she had just been lucky. Her partners had been few and they were people she genuinely cared about, aside from Amethyst but she was becoming a friend at that time and not a total stranger...or a guy for that matter.

Kelly was learning to love cock. To love the feel and the smell and the taste of it. From the bulging veins to the purple helmet at the tip. She even liked playing with men's balls. Cocks looked so majestic when they were fully erect. In ancient civilizations the penis was often worshiped as the symbol of manly power and fertility. Small figurines with very large dicks had been crafted thousands of years ago. The later sculptors of renown tended to display the male nude as a flaccid creature or even concealed his package under a fig leaf. The true beauty of a cock was in its hardness.

Having been male most of her life she was obviously no stranger to that part of a man's anatomy but it was taking on a very different meaning for her now. It used to just be the thing hanging between her legs that tended to get uncomfortably hard at inappropriate moments.

How in the world was she supposed to keep her sex drive separate from her overall decision? So far she had seen no serious downside to being female but she had no serious objection to being male either. The single biggest difference was discovering how much more she liked sex as a woman and how much easier it was for her to become romantically involved with a guy. Hell, after what happened with Jamie she was really curious now to see where that might lead if they seriously tried dating. Of course the timing was bad as he was heading into his rotation soon but that was only a year. If Jamie stayed a man he might very well be the kind of man Kelly would want to be in a relationship with.

Somewhere inside she already knew that she had decided to become a woman. She had probably decided that during her second rotation years ago but so much time had elapsed in between female experiences that the decision had sort of been pushed to the back of her mind.

Even in the crazy bimbo outfit she had on under the jacket she felt good about herself. She felt comfortable and not just physically. The way she walked, talked and even sat down in a chair felt like the way she had always wanted it to be. She was feminine is so many ways that had always been hidden or suppressed or quickly glossed over by doing something overtly masculine as if she were trying to wash the taste out of her mouth.

Or was it all just bullshit that she was trying to feed herself? She had been born male and lived with it most of her life. The idea of the rotation project was to give people a greater sense of understanding about what the other gender went through or in some cases to rectify the perceived birth mistake that put someone in the wrong body. It wasn't designed specifically for people to gender swap because they liked the way they felt in a dress or enjoyed having a dick shoved inside them. Was it? They left everyone with the choice to change for some reason. You didn't have to demonstrate a life of gender disorders or anything. Maybe it really did come down to doing which she liked better.

After today she felt like there really wasn't any turning back. She was finding it remarkably easy to be multi-faceted. It wasn't like she was following someone's script of how a woman is supposed to behave. She was going with her impulses more and more and not worrying about how it might look to others. She could be slutty or sweet or something else entirely if the mood struck her. As a woman she felt free to explore all the many sides of her personality in a way that she couldn't quite do as a man.

It felt funny to become so aware of such an important decision so suddenly. She didn't have to make her choice today but she knew what it would be. She had probably known for many years but never pressed it to the forefront of her mind. Somehow it all just clicked into place at last.

When she fell in love with Terry she thought she would make the decision based on the desire to remain his girlfriend or maybe even become his wife someday. She was afraid that love would blind her so completely that she would give up everything to be with her man but somehow she knew that she wasn't doing this for a man. Not Terry, not Jamie, not even "Mr. Right" who might come along someday. She was doing this for herself because she wanted to be a woman, perhaps even needed to be for reasons that she may never fully understand.

Trying to make a checklist of the good and bad points of each gender was pretty useless. Life is so full of twists and turns that what you think of as "bad" today might well turn out to be fantastic down the line. She didn't want to try and guess which gender would give her the most success or advantages in life. She wanted to know that she was going to be best equipped to handle whatever life threw at her and now she finally did. It was as clear as day in her head and her heart.

She felt like she should do something like drink champagne or throw a party but at the moment she was just feeling hungry so she pulled into a drive-through hamburger place. Just for the hell of it she wriggled out of the coat she was wearing before she pulled up to the window to get her order. She hoped there would be a teenage boy working the counter who might appreciate a glimpse of the "hot chick" in the "slutty clothes" who ordered the chicken salad. It might be the highlight of his day.

Unfortunately it was a perky young female employee who greeted her at the window and she just gave Kelly kind of a dirty look. Oh, well. No one ever said the life of a seductress was going to be easy.

The coat went back on before she retreated to her dorm room. She didn't really need to have everyone on campus see her dressed like that. Once she was in her room and discovered that no one else was there at the moment she stripped entirely naked and stood in front of a mirror.

This is who I am, she thought. I have full breasts and a vagina and wide hips and a soft voice. This is who I will always be even when the bloom is off the rose and my body ages with time. This is the face I will see in the mirror from now on. The other Kelly, the male one, was gone now. She had outgrown him in a way. There had been plenty of good times in that body but Kelly knew that there would be plenty more in this one. She had no doubts. No regrets. It was time to face the future with certainty at last. She didn't need another rotation to mull things over. She was going to be a woman for life.


CHAPTER 18:

Her mother was the first to get the news and she was delighted, as Kelly had expected. It wasn't that her mother had never wanted a son but she felt better equipped to relate to Kelly whenever she was a girl. With Kelly's father on the other side of the country and largely out of the picture it hadn't always been easy to know how to raise a young boy. Perhaps she had spoiled Kelly a little during her rotations but it was just so much fun to have a daughter. Now she would be having one for the rest of her life.

"So you decided to join the winning team," Sal joked when Kelly broke the news to her old friend over the phone.

"I didn't know it was a contest," Kelly replied.

"Surely you've heard of the battle of the sexes," said Sal.

"That's kind of an old concept isn't it?"

"Sweetie that never completely goes out of style no matter how hard the government tries to make it happen. Women always had some natural advantages over men but now the playing field has been leveled a bit so we can totally kick ass," Sal chuckled.

"I'm glad you think so. I'm still just getting my feet wet."

"More importantly are you getting your pussy wet?"

"Yeah I suppose...I mean I'm not a total sex maniac..."

"Yet," Sal interjected.

"I've had some experiences."

"Which were probably pretty fucking phenomenal I would guess."

"You could say that. But it's not the only reason I've decided to become a girl," Kelly protested.

"Multiple orgasms. It's as good a reason as anyone needs."

"Seriously, this just feels right to me."

"Good. Life's all a big roll of the dice anyway so you might as well feel like you've got the best chance to win. You seem like a pretty cool chick. I think you'll do just fine," Sal assured her.

It was good to get Sal's vote of approval. She was a smart ass but she was also really smart and had a good deal of insight. If she thought that Kelly was making a terrible mistake she wouldn't hesitate to tell her.

On the other hand maybe there really wasn't a right or wrong decision. Maybe Sal's view that life was a big roll of the dice was closer to the truth. You could never tell how a relationship would turn out no matter what genders were involved. Career success could bring material things but that didn't always guarantee happiness. Health problems could really mess up your life and one could always be struck by a bus while crossing the street. No matter how carefully you tried to calculate things and plan for the "perfect" life none of it mattered if you didn't feel good about yourself on the inside.

Being a woman wasn't going to automatically make Kelly happy or necessarily any happier than she was before as a man but it was something that seemed to make her happy right now and very optimistic about the future, whatever that may be.

When Terry suddenly put in an unexpected call the future started to look more interesting right away.


CHAPTER 19:

"You must hate me for the way I keep stringing you along," said Terry when they met again.

They had driven to the same little beachfront motel where they had made such passionate love last time. Kelly wasn't exactly sure what was on the agenda this time as Terry had told her on the phone that he had something he wanted to discuss.

"Of course I don't hate you," Kelly said with a genuine smile of warmth. "I guess I've always known there was some kind of barrier between us and that it's a testament to how strongly you feel about me that you keep coming back anyway."

"Yes there always has been a barrier and I'm not sure how you're going to take this but I thought you should know that I'm on my final rotation and it's ending in about a week. I know I should have told you sooner but I was just so caught up in the thrill of being with you that I didn't want to do or saying anything that might spoil the mood," Terry confessed rather sadly.

Much to his surprise Kelly just sat down on the edge of the bed and started laughing. Terry looked at her closely but it didn't seem to be hysterical laughter or anything like that so he was just genuinely perplexed.

"Me too," Kelly finally blurted out once she could speak again. "I was a dude a year ago and my rotation is just about up. At first I really tried to avoid getting romantically involved with anyone because I was afraid it might cloud my judgment when it came time to choose which way I wanted to stay but fortunately I made that decision anyway without letting my heart get in the way of reason."

Now it was Terry's turn to slump down on the bed. He showed no sign of emotion other than bewilderment.

"So I guess we both had nothing to worry about," Kelly continued. "All we need to do is sign a piece of paper and we can go on like this forever."

"So you're planning to stay a girl?"

"Absolutely. My mind is completely made up and I couldn't be happier about my choice."

"Yeah, I'm afraid my mind is pretty set too."

"Afraid?" Kelly asked.

"I'm planning to go back to being female," Terry practically whispered.

"Wow, I guess I can't say that I blame you since I used to be a man and I'm choosing to become a female. You've already been a woman most of your life so why wouldn't you want to stay that way?"

"I guess it would have worked out all right if we were both changing or both staying the same," Terry said with a shrug. "I mean there's obviously a connection between us. Maybe the whole gender thing won't matter. How do you feel about lesbians?"

"I've only gone down that road once but it was a pretty amazing experience," Kelly admitted.

"I hope we can still be friends," said Terry.

"I don't see why not. We always have a great time together. You can always wear the strap on if you're feeling that manly urge sometime," Kelly said with a grin.

"You know I'm feeling that manly urge right now."

"Good. I'd hate to think you dragged me off to this cheap motel room without planning to fuck me. Let me give your cock a nice sendoff at least."

Kelly leaned over and helped Terry pull down his pants. His gorgeous cock popped out to greet her and she took it lovingly in her hands. What a shame that such a fine penis would soon be going away she thought but then again her own male appendage would soon be a thing of the past so she could understand it. There really was no better feeling than having a pretty pussy between your legs.

At the moment she wanted to concentrate on giving Terry an especially good blowjob since it was probably the last one he would ever get. They say you always remember your first time but in this case she wanted to make the last one even more memorable.

She played with his balls gently and knew from the appreciative moans that it was working. Her hands caressed and massaged his pulsating rod for quite some time before her mouth ever got near it.

"I want to pinch your nipples," Terry moaned.

Kelly sat upright for a moment and removed her top and her bra. It would give Terry's cock a moment or two of relief before she went back to work and would hopefully prolong the experience.

Terry reached for her breasts and began to fondle them and did indeed pinch her nipples, gently at first, but then much harder. As she bent over to suck his dick he latched onto her pert little pink buttons like jumper cables on a car battery.

Then it was time to take him in her mouth. Slowly, slowly, slowly...nothing to be rushed...yet. Eventually the animalistic urges would no doubt take over and everything would become a frenzy but for now it was slow and sweet.

Yes it was a shame that Terry was giving up his manhood. Kelly rather enjoyed the thought of getting to know this cock on a regular basis. Terry seemed like a man she could really be happy waking up next to every morning but there were other men and other cocks in the world and she had a lifetime to find them.

Giving head was really such a pleasure once you got used to it. Keep it wet and be enthusiastic, that seemed to be the key. It was just so visceral and intimate. You didn't have to gag on it all the time or take it all the way down your throat to make your man happy. Let the hands do a lot of the work.

You never knew with a blowjob if it was the main event or just a warm up act. Sucking cock was a great way to kick off a whole session of intense fucking but there was always the chance that the guy would pop right there in your mouth before you'd even gotten your panties off. You had to think of it as a compliment not a disappointment if it happened. If you're giving great head it's hard for man not to cum.

There was no risk of that today it appeared as suddenly Terry sprang into action and tossed Kelly face down on the bed. Rough hands tore her shorts off and then her panties before her ass was lifted into the air and a tongue buried in her muff. She scrambled to get on her hands and knees but that didn't last too long as Terry soon shoved her head back down before inserting his throbbing member into her pink little slit.

"Spank me," Kelly cried out.

"What?"

"Slap my ass. You know you want to."

Terry gave her a quick pat on the rump but Kelly demanded more. She was beginning to develop a taste for rougher sex and found that being the object of a man's aggressive desires was pretty stimulating. Terry gave her a much harder slap and Kelly yelped but told him to continue.

"You're turning into quite the dirty girl aren't you?" Terry chuckled.

"Damn right I am! Now fuck me like your bitch while you still have the chance stud!"

Terry took up the challenge and banged the hell out of Kelly. She was flipped around and tossed from position to position like a rag doll as Terry hammered her for all he was worth. They knew this was the end of something. Maybe they would still be friends and maybe they would even be lovers again in a different guise but this was the final act of their male/female relationship.

It would have been easy to feel sad if Kelly weren't so busy feeling great. There would be time for reflection later. Right now it was time for another shattering orgasm to tear at her insides and send her off in a fit of profanity-laced shouts. It was time to lose control in that wonderful way that women did when a cock was properly being administered.

When Terry finally did cum it was violent and bursting with energy. There was no need to save up any sperm at this point, as if he could have anyway. The ropes of steaming hot jiz seemed to cascade from the tip of his dick for ages, although it was probably no longer than any usual orgasm.

"Are you sure you want to be a girl?" Kelly joked when she could finally come up for air. "Because you sure fuck like a man if you ask me."

"Well I haven't signed the papers yet," Terry replied with a smile. "If I had to do it right now there's no way I'd go back but we won't always be together like this," Terry pointed out.

"We could be," Kelly suggested.

"Believe me I've thought of that and it doesn't make things any easier. Maybe we should change the subject and just enjoy the time we have."

That was probably a wise suggestion. Trying to make important life changing decisions about your gender while in the middle of a serious fuck-fest was probably not the best idea.


CHAPTER 20:

When the time came to make the final decision formal there was a little more paperwork than just signing your name and a fair amount of counseling to go through, especially if you were changing your gender. There was no rule that said that you had to have a "valid" reason but the government did everything it could to try and make sure that the decision was not a hasty one or one made lightly.

In some ways Kelly wondered why they cared so much. The procedure had become so simple and commonplace that it seemed like one could easily switch back and forth at will throughout the course of a lifetime but government's worked in their own mysterious ways and rules were rules.

When it was finally over and everything was filed and stamped and processed Kelly was "officially" a woman. It didn't have quite the same thrill that it did the moment she had decided to make the change permanent but it was still a big deal and worth celebrating.

Terry had gone back to being female, which was probably just as well even if it would have been convenient if they had both chosen to change at the same time. They planned to get together for lunch sometime to see if any sparks would fly in this new configuration or at least to keep in touch as friends. Maybe they would double-date a couple of guys together sometime.

Jamie was starting his final rotation which was kind of a drag to Kelly as she was very curious about the nature of their future relationship after their sexual encounter at his shop. They both had been kind of role playing and things had gotten out of hand but the end result had been a pretty wonderful experience for both of them. She never imagined Jamie having that much masculine aggressiveness, even if it was forced, but she liked it.

She wasn't sure why she liked aggressiveness in both Jamie and Terry so much but she did and that was all there was to that. Kelly had always been a little bit passive in the sense that she tried to avoid fights or confrontations and enjoyed making people happy, even if she had to bend or sacrifice in some way in the process. That had always been why people referred to her as having a sweet disposition. She didn't feel like a pushover or a dupe or anything like that but she preferred to get along with people whenever it was humanly possible.

The sexual component was a new addition to that. In bed she really enjoyed being with a man who took charge, especially if she had been the one to instigate the process in the beginning. She found it thrilling when a man was so fired up with lust for her that he went a little wild. She wondered whether she liked it a little too much because she found herself drawn to the idea of possibly even being tied up sometime or getting deeper into rough play. It was just an idea floating around in her head and she didn't have a clock ticking away on her femininity anymore so she could explore those options at her leisure if she wanted to.

Of course she wanted to find a man to fall deeply in love with and settle down in wedded bliss eventually but there too she was in no hurry. She still had two more years of college to go for one thing and no desire to disrupt her education at this point.

With three rotations in your life always hanging over head the big question of gender identification was always hovering like the Sword of Damocles. Now that those were out of the way it felt like a great weight had been lifted. In many ways it felt like the beginning of her life because she was finally certain of how she was going to be spending the rest of it.

She honestly had no idea whether the whole rotation business did any good for society or was a big waste of taxpayer money but at least in her case it had brought her to a change that would probably never have taken place without it. In the old days you weren't supposed to have any gender identity questions unless you were mentally ill. A man who even attempted to discuss his "feminine instincts" with other men was literally risking his life sometimes. Anyone who wanted to change their sex was branded a freak and an outcast. At least with the rotation it was something everyone just did routinely as a matter of course. There was no negative stigma attached to it. For that Kelly was eternally grateful. It must have been awful for those brave people way back when who had to go through so much to end up where she was now.

There may be days ahead where she had some doubts or second thoughts she assumed. How could there not be? The first time she found herself in a situation where she would have preferred to still be a man would be difficult but not impossible to surmount. She felt like she could face up to almost anything anyway.

The first time she had gone through the rotation and emerged as a little girl she had been full of wonder and curiosity about the whole thing. She felt like the same person on the inside but she had obviously changed on the outside. It wasn't until she got older, during the second and third rotations, that she also realized that she was changed on the inside as well but that was mostly sexual in nature. At heart she was still the same basic person she had always been.

And so now that it was all over the wonder and curiosity was just beginning again. She was already at home in her new body but there was still so much to learn and experience as a woman. Fortunately there would be no more rotations. She had the rest of her life to go on that journey.


AUTHOR'S NOTES:

I've always been intrigued by the idea of being required to change gender periodically as a way to better understand the opposite sex and to understand your own sexuality. Right now that concept is still science fiction but in 10-20 years it might actually be something that could be tried. The technology will be available eventually to change genders at will so I used that as the jumping off point for this story and let my imagination do the rest.

Gender, like race, is one of those things that's hard to explain to someone else. What is it like being a man or a woman? If you have nothing to compare it to it's impossible to say which is "better" or even which you might prefer. Obviously there are challenges to both but as a female author I like to focus on the positive aspects of womanhood, especially as it pertains to sex.

While woman don't generally reach their sexual "peak" until much later than men there's no denying that sexual awareness at the college age is very keen for both genders. It's one of those "adult" things that you really look forward to playing around with. As a small child being changed into the opposite sex wouldn't matter all that much because the physical aspect of sex has yet to play a real role in your life but body swapping in your twenties would be a real mind blower.

For some people a "rotation" like this might seem like a nightmare while others would welcome it openly. I think once you took away the negative stigma attached to gender swapping it would be a lot easier for people to relax and enjoy the experience and the fascinating things one might discover along the way.
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