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CHAPTER 1:

"Each of you is here today because you have volunteered to participate in this project. You all bring a different set of life experiences and expectations to the table, which is exactly what we're looking for. For the next six months you will live the life of a person not of your birth gender. You will attend your normal classes, interact with the public, maintain your relationships with friends and family and generally live your lives exactly as you would do except that you will be experiencing that life from another gender perspective. This should all be pretty basic to you by now having gone through the orientation process and having signed all the necessary waivers. I'm just going to go over everything one more time before we began the transformation process so that if anyone gets cold feet at the last moment this will give them a chance to bail out."

Professor Hargrove got a good chuckle from the twelve students listening to his lecture. There were six boys and six girls. Each of them were university students who had volunteered to take part in a very unusual project. There had been quite a bit of orientation and "weeding out" of the less suitable candidates so it was unlikely that anyone was going to quit at this late stage in the game.

"The medical process that will cause your actual physical transformation is still highly experimental...and very expensive I might add," continued the professor. "And since the people who created the process are funding this project you will actually be participating in two different studies. From the academic standpoint we want to know how you see the world in a different identity and how the world sees you. From the medical standpoint they want to know how well your bodies work. That's why it's important that you document everything you can, even things that may seem mundane or trivial."

"Professor Hargrove, wouldn't it make more sense to conduct this experiment in a controlled environment which could be monitored around the clock with cameras?" asked one of the students.

"I'm glad you brought that up," said the professor. "You see, the first time we tried to conduct this experiment that's exactly what we did. Unfortunately it created some rather flawed data."

Originally the program had been a bit smaller and more contained. There were only six test subjects and they were required to live, as prisoners essentially, in the same house for a period of three weeks. Putting six horny college kids in a house with no responsibilities for a few weeks was basically like staging a reality show for MTV. It was just one long fuck party from the very beginning with every combination of partnering imaginable. Nobody outside of the project knew what they were doing so the students felt incredibly free to just indulge in all kinds of sexual experimentation. The tapes were highly entertaining to watch but the scientific value of the program was somewhat questionable.

"This time around we want to make sure that we get a more accurate reading of how the change impacts each individual life in as normal a setting as possible. That's why your families have been included in the orientation process. To the strangers you will meet you will appear to be the gender you are presenting but to the people who know you you will be still be the same person you were before but in a different body. How easily people accept or reject your new identity is one of the main things we want to explore this time," Hargrove explained. "Fortunately your family members have all agreed to participate in this so hopefully nobody is going to get kicked out of their homes or written out of any wills."

"What about the sexual aspects of this experiment," another student inquired. "Are we supposed to notify any potential partners that we're part of a scientific study and not exactly what we appear to be?"

"If the person was unknown to you before you met in your new identity you're certainly not required to tell them anything. I think using your own judgment would be the best course of action."

"That could become...complicated," the student pressed.

"Yes, of course, that's always a possibility. Love works in mysterious ways and while six months is hardly enough time to forge a lifetime bond it is certainly ample time for romance to blossom. As painful as it is learning how to breakup with someone from the opposite side from which you're used to may be one of the most important lessons you learn from this whole project. We certainly don't expect you to be celibate but do try not to lose your heads completely," the professor joked.

"What if, worst case scenario, we find out that we really, really, hate being who we are and want to get out, is that possible?" asked another volunteer.

"Well of course we don't want to keep anyone trapped in a body that's causing them severe distress. On the other hand that's exactly the kind of information we're trying to gather. How does one react to being forced into another role, even if that person volunteered initially. It would be beneficial for us to know the downside of the process as well as the upside. I urge you all to give it your best shot. No matter what your expectations are you are all no doubt going to find plenty of surprises along the line. What you're doing is for science and hopefully for the good of mankind. Just remember that your sacrifices are for a higher purpose. Now, if there are no more questions...and no cold feet...please step this way and we'll begin the process."


CHAPTER 2:

The twelve volunteers chosen were divided into three loose groups of two males and females each, although the grouping was known only to those conducting the experiment and not the participants. The first group of four were classified as having a strong or somewhat strong interest in changing their gender. They were receptive to the idea of sexual reassignment and some of them at least had open desires for members of the opposite sex. The next group was at the other end of the spectrum. They all identified strongly as "heterosexual" and completely comfortable in their gender identities. Not surprisingly it was one of those students who had asked the question about getting out if it turned out to be too horrible to stand. They were volunteering for science, or at least for a good grade, but showed no sign of looking forward to the experience. The final group was naturally somewhere in the middle. They were somewhat interested in the idea of switching gender or at least open to the concept of experimenting. They may have done some role playing or cross-dressing at some point in their life and were at least curious about having sex with someone of their birth gender.

They had all selected first names that closely matched their own or kept their own name if it was gender-neutral. The program wasn't looking for porn star or stripper names, they wanted people who already knew the subjects to be as comfortable around them as possible. It was also easier for a subject to self-identify in a new body with the same or similar name. That was also another lesson learned from the first experiment where everyone chose names like Stardust and Adonis.

The addition of the families to the program solved some problems but created a few new ones as well. Everyone had signed off on the deal but not everyone was completely thrilled with the idea of having their son turned into a daughter or vice versa. Obviously the fact that the subjects were only undergoing a temporary change would temper the responses of the more critically disposed family members but this was still a very important part of the project. Those who "came out" to family members about their gender identity or sexual preferences often faced very fierce resistance or resentment. Having a strong support group was usually crucial for anyone facing this kind of difficult life altering experience so examining the responses of friends and family was exceedingly valuable data to collect.

The study was not particularly interested in the sexual exploits of its participants except in the cases where someone who had expressed no interest in one gender or the other suddenly changed their desires due to the change in their identity. This was presumed to be a highly unlikely circumstance as gender identity and sexual preference were two distinctly different things. A man may want to become a woman despite having absolutely no sexual interest in men whatsoever and so on. So a heterosexual woman being turned into a man temporarily might be more inclined to have sex with another man, even though it would constitute a "gay" act in the current gender configuration, simply because that's where the person's sexual desires normally fall.

Of course during the first experiment everyone seemed to be having sex with everyone else, regardless of the gender aspects. The closed environment had created an atmosphere that was highly conducive to sexual activity and an "orgy" mentality seemed to predominate. They were hoping to avoid that this time by spreading the subjects out amongst the general populous and working through a longer timeline where sex would be a lower priority in general.

The transformation process was a relatively easy procedure that could be completed in a matter of days. The results so far had been remarkable. A person basically became a gender shifted version of themselves. The idea was not to create an army of supermodels, although the cosmetic aspects of this technology were certain to be lucrative. In most cases the test subjects would still be fairly recognizable. In other words a man would probably end up looking something like his sister or some other female family member.

The volunteers were all assigned a private room for their hopefully brief recovery period. They would not see or interact with the other subjects during the transformation process. None of them lived on campus due to the quagmire of difficulties that could arise from dealing with opposite sex roommates in gender-specific housing and so on. It was just a liability issue that no one wanted to undertake, at least at this point. Consequently each of the volunteers either had their own housing or lived at home with their parents. All roommates and family members had to be consulted and agree to sign a waiver.

In some ways it was like going to summer camp. Everyone had been given a list of items that they would need to acquire prior to the transformation. This was to make sure that everyone had a reasonable amount of clothing and underwear for their new gender and a supply of gender-appropriate toiletries and cosmetics. The technology had not yet advanced to the point where the test subjects could actually impregnate someone or give birth so tampons were not on the list but in virtually every other way their bodies would function like anyone else's.

Fortunately the procedure went without a hitch for all twelve volunteers and the team behind the technology gave themselves a well-deserved pat on the back. Some of their earliest experiments had not been quite so flawless. They were even involved in a couple of lawsuits over less than satisfactory results which they had been unable to completely correct. Signing a waiver didn't mean that you still couldn't try to sue someone but it put the defendants in much more secure position. Ironically it was the going back to the original state that always seemed to cause the most problems. That wasn't really a long range concern for the company since the technology was being developed primarily as a replacement for current sexual reassignment techniques and most people would presumably not wish to go back. For a six month experiment in sociology it was vitally important that the change be temporary.

Once out of the hospital and back in the real world the twelve test subjects went their separate ways. Since they all attended the same university and lived at least close enough to commute there it was quite likely that they would cross paths at some point during the sex month experiment. Some might even have classes together or be members of the same club or something. There had been no rule compelling them all to be total strangers but they did try to preclude people who were already close friends from participating at the same time. It was important to maintain some sense of isolation to more accurately reflect what a transitioning person would be likely to experience.

Everyone responsible for the project held a collective breath as the last of the volunteers checked out of the hospital and went bravely into the unknown. A lot could happen in six months and it didn't all necessarily have to be good.


CHAPTER 3:

For Holly, now Hal Anderson, the project was a dream come true. Always a "tom boy" and never comfortable in her own skin becoming a man meant that she could put away her strap on dildo and the societal pressure of "behaving more like a lady" for at least six blissful months. Sexually Holly had been a lesbian for as long as she could remember and more or less assumed that having sex with girls would simply be all the easier in man's body.

It was a slightly optimistic assumption on her part. She had plenty of experience picking up girls who were willing to let her take the dominant role but those women were also lesbians who were still attracted to females, even if the female embraced certain masculine qualities. They may enjoy a penis shaped dildo but if they wanted a relationship with a man they would more than likely just go and do so. Hal would probably need to learn something about what "straight" women were looking for in a man and hang out at some different bars.

For Tony, now Toni Vicente, the situation was quite different. Becoming a girl, even for six months, was just about the last thing he ever wanted. His parents, especially his father, were also reluctant about agreeing to participate in the project but Tony knew what a great career opportunity this presented. He was very serious about his education and a man like Professor Hargrove could help to open a lot of doors for him. He planned to "lay low" as much as possible and try to keep the humiliation of being female to a minimum.

Casey Kennedy didn't have to come up with a name change or even a spelling variation, which was handy. Casey had been a boy when he entered the project but as she stepped outside of the hospital carrying her belongings and her male clothing in a shoulder bag no one in the world would ever have guessed that she hadn't been born a woman.

It had been such a strange sensation to look at herself in the mirror and not recognize her own reflection. It had also been strangely erotic for some reason. Watching her own hands touching her new breasts was almost like some strange virtual reality game where you could actually feel sensations from interacting with computer characters or something, only in this case the breasts were very real and attached to her own body.

Casey lived with her mother and two sisters, one seventeen and the other fourteen. Their parents had divorced several years ago and her father lived in another state so he wasn't part of the project. There would be nothing but women in the house for the next six months and the Kennedy females were delighted by that prospect. Casey knew that her sisters were going to give her no end of grief over this and it would probably be hard to ever totally live it down but it was a small price to pay for the good of science...and her grades.


CHAPTER 4:

Casey's mother and youngest sister, Cindy, had come to pick her up from the hospital and Casey was amazed that her mother recognized her immediately.

"I thought I was going to have to wear a nametag or something," Casey joked as she hugged her mother.

"Do you think I wouldn't recognize my own child?" her mother replied cheerfully.

"Well I don't look very much like your son at the moment," Casey pointed out.

"No, you look like a beautiful young lady, but I can still tell it's you. Won't you be pretty when you're all fixed up!"

Casey just had on a pair of jeans and a t-shirt at the moment. There was nothing overtly female about her attire except the fact that you could see the outline of her bra through the rather thin material of her shirt. That had made her wish that she had brought something heavier like a sweater to wear but that was one of those things she just hadn't been prepared for.

Cindy just kind of eyed Casey with a smug grin. Whatever torture she had in mind for her former big brother she wasn't going to reveal with their mom hanging around. There would be time enough for that later.

"Are you hungry?" Casey's mother asked as they were driving away from the hospital.

"Starving," Casey replied.

"Do you want to stop somewhere?"

"Ah...no let's just hit a drive-through or something. I'm kind of anxious to get home."

In truth Casey was just not ready for a public appearance. In the hospital everyone wore those stupid, embarrassing gowns that made it impossible for anyone to keep their dignity. Now that she was out she was hoping to restore some small shred of her pride. Walking into a restaurant dressed like a girl was not going to help that cause in the slightest.

Casey looked good as a girl, there was no denying that, and her mother was right that she would probably look very pretty when all fixed up. At the same time she also looked quite a bit like her male self only a little softer and curvier. That was somewhat disconcerting in a way. She wondered whether that meant that there was something unusually feminine about her that she had never noticed before.

It was Saturday so Casey would have the weekend to acclimate herself to her new identity before going back to school on Monday but that hardly seemed like enough time. Once she was safely back home she pretty much stayed in her room and surfed the Internet. That usually included watching a little porn and today was no different. What was different was the weird feeling of watching it as a girl.

Perhaps it was by random chance or perhaps by some subliminal influence but she found herself watching a video with a girl who had a remarkably similar body to her own. Tall and slender with nice breasts that some tit-obsessed people would have called small but which were actually just pretty average. It was honestly hard not to think of herself in the female role, at least a little bit, while watching. That was another very disconcerting thought.

"That could be me getting fucked like that," Casey said out loud without realizing.

She turned the video off and tried to get interested in a sports web page but something compelled her to go back to the porn. Yes, that could be her getting fucked like that and was that really such a terrible thing? It was just a video but the girl did seem to be having a very good time. She wondered how different it was to have sex as a girl. It couldn't be all that different, right?

Casey had always accepted men in porn as a necessary evil. If you wanted to see fucking somebody had to provide the cock unless you stuck to lesbian flicks and masturbation stuff. It was always a bit intimidating how much more well-hung a lot of these guys were but Casey always tried not to let that be too much of a bother.

As she watched she knew that she was getting aroused despite the usual erection that signified horniness. Loosening her pants she let her hand slid between her legs and realized that her pussy was kind of moist. She wasn't really sure how to masturbate in this body and made a mental note to study some solo videos later but at the moment she decided to just wing it.

Jacking off as a man didn't require much thought or technique; you just stroked up and down until you ejaculated. This mechanism between her legs seemed a lot more complicated and mysterious.

Her natural impulse was to stick fingers in her vagina and the pump them back and forth to simulate the experience of having a cock doing the work. Unfortunately one finger didn't make for a very bog dick so she tried two and even three fingers. It felt good but she seemed to be a long way from climaxing. After finger fucking herself for a while she switched to more of a rubbing motion on the outside of her pussy and that seemed to produce greater results.

She was really starting to get into now as she watched her onscreen double getting stuffed in all manner of positions by her well endowed partner. A cock that big would probably feel a lot better than a finger or two she thought. The girl was making all kinds of squealing noises and Casey tried to emulate them at first but eventually began to make her own distinct sounds of pleasure. Hopefully nobody can hear me, she thought, but it was kind of too late to stop now.

It felt incredibly sexy to be picturing herself in the female role while watching a porno and masturbating. It was all so taboo, and unnatural, and dirty, and...hot! It was a little disappointing as the video ended with the man shooting his cum all over the girls tits, especially since Casey didn't think she had achieved an orgasm yet but she was hardly the first woman in the world who had experienced that feeling.

Instead of feeling satisfied she was still really horny but it was time to go down to dinner so she straightened herself up and fastened her pants. This was going to take a little more exploring.

After dinner Casey just sat around in the living room for a while watching TV. Her sister Carrie, the high school girl, was going out on a date that night and Casey almost felt a tiny flicker of jealousy. It kind of sucked to be sitting at home on a Saturday night with nothing to do but it beat the alternative of having to go out and run the risk of making a total fool of herself.

The doorbell rang and Casey went to answer it. There was a boy standing on the porch who presumably was Carrie's date.

"Oh hi," the boy said with a bit of surprise. "I'm here to pick up Carrie."

"Yeah, she's upstairs getting ready," Casey replied casually. "Why don't you come on in."

Casey yelled up to her sister that her date was here and then she went back to the couch to watch some more television. The date plopped himself down on the couch as well, a little closer than Casey felt comfortable with but she wasn't going to make a thing of it.

As they sat there saying nothing Casey had the distinct feeling that the guy was checking her out. It was kind of a creepy thought. She tried to watch him out of the corner of her eye and realized that he was definitely not interested in the program on television at all. His eyes seemed pretty fixated on Casey's breasts, she knew she wasn't imagining it.

Carrie appeared in the nick of time and Casey felt a bit relieved. This dude was here to date her sister but he couldn't seem to take his eyes off of Casey. She wasn't that hot was she?

"I didn't know you had another sister," said the boy pleasantly as they were preparing to leave.

"Oh, yeah...that's the college girl. Just home for a visit," Carrie replied with a little smile.

"It was very nice to meet you," said the boy to Casey. "I hope I see you around again."

Casey mumbled something in return and the happy couple made their exit. Are all men that fucking obvious? Casey was kind of bewildered by the whole thing. Of course this guy obviously found Carrie attractive so it only stood to follow that he might be attracted to an older version of the same. They weren't quite twins or anything but a lot of guys have fantasies about that sort of thing. And Casey's tits were actually a little bigger than Carrie's, at least the bra she was wearing made it look that way.

God, she had never thought about her sister's tits one way or the other until tonight and now she was comparing them to her own! Man, this was going to be one weird experiment, that was for sure.


CHAPTER 5:

Toni Vicente's father glared at his temporary daughter with open distain as they sat around the table for their first meal in this reconfiguration of their traditional family structure. Toni could feel the withering gaze but tried to ignore it. Toni's father was a real blue collar kind of guy who came from a long line of men who worked with their hands for a living. Toni was the first of her family to go to college and looked like she had a pretty bright future ahead of her. That was largely the result of her mother's encouragement and it had been her mother who finally persuaded her father to agree to the project. He agreed to it but that didn't mean that he had to like it and he didn't.

"Did it hurt at all?" Toni's mother asked, breaking the stony silence.

"Please! I'm trying to eat dinner here," the father protested.

"No, it didn't hurt," Toni replied softly, never taking her eyes off her plate.

"Well I wouldn't let anyone cut my pecker off for a million bucks," the father muttered under his breath.

"I think I need to go do some studying," said Toni as she quickly bolted from the room.

"You should try to be a little more supportive," the mother scolded once Toni was gone.

"Supportive means making a living and paying the bills, which I do. It doesn't mean I have to pretend to be jolly around my fruit of a son who's volunteering to wear a dress for some half-assed gay thing that's supposed to be educational. Is that what we're paying for? Is that really the great education you keep harping about? What's he going to learn like that? How to be a hooker?"

Toni had lingered just outside of the dining room and heard every vile word that her father had spoken. She almost felt like crying it made her so ashamed of herself. He was right. What was she learning from this great experiment? That it sucked to be a girl? Everyone knew that already. Sure girls were fun to fuck and someday give you children when you were ready to start a family but otherwise they seemed to live in some entirely different world.

It had been a dumbass idea to get mixed up in this screwy program, thought Toni. Better to get out now before any real damage got done. Of course quitting after one day would go pretty badly as far as grades were concerned and she could forget about any recommendations from Professor Hargrove.

Once she had retreated to her room she took a long look in the mirror. She even stripped totally naked and just tried to examine herself. Was it really that bad being a woman? Seeing that body, even though it was her own, all she could think about was sex. Having a naked girl in her bedroom would normally be a cause for celebration but not when she was the naked girl.

She wasn't half bad looking she thought. She'd actually like to get her hands on a chick who looked like that. She'd be ramming her big cock inside that tight little snatch in no time and making the babe scream for more. Suddenly she realized that she was thinking about fucking herself and quickly put her clothing back on.

Sex was definitely not on the agenda, at least not sex with men. If she could use this as some sort of a decoy to nail some hot lesbian pussy, well that was a different story. A lot of hot girls out there liked other girls, or so it seemed. There would certainly be some opportunities for eye candy if nothing else. This body was a free pass to the women's locker room. Maybe her dad wouldn't be so high and mighty if he knew she was showering with a whole soccer team of bitches or something. On the other hand it might just make him want to kill himself.


CHAPTER 6:

Sandy Bates was another one of the lucky ones with a gender-neutral name. She had been a very pretty girl before the procedure and now he thought he looked like a kind of effeminate guy, which was a little disappointing. He wondered how long it took to grow a beard.

He was an out-of-state student and actually lived in his own apartment that his parents paid for. They had not been part of the orientation but they had been informed about it and had no serious objections. Sandy wasn't sure if he was going to go home and let them check him out at some point but he felt reasonably certain that they would take it in stride.

Politically he came from a very liberal family that saw the benefit of this kind of sociological study. His parents were actually kind of proud of the fact that he was participating in something like this. They had always promoted the idea of social activism, especially in college, and their daughter, now their temporary son, was just following in their footsteps.

Having a cock and balls seemed like an amusing concept until the first time he sat down and crossed his legs in a feminine fashion. It really hurt to get those suckers squeezed he thought. No wonder every man alive always cringed in horror whenever someone got smacked in the nuts during a ballgame or in the movies.

Sandy was fairly ambiguous about his sexuality having gone through a number of self-proclaimed "phases" already. As a female he had challenged his high school's discriminatory policy against same sex couples attending dances by going as the "date" of another girl. They had shared a kiss for shock value but there had been nothing sexual about the evening, it was merely a political statement of protest. Of course Sandy had bedded partners of both genders over the years and also tried abstinence for a while, rather unsuccessfully. Sandy was definitely planning to put his new cock in somebody at some point but had no specific plans in mind as to the gender of his desire.

If there was anybody in the world who was up for a controversial experiment it was Sandy. He took the task very seriously and even had a little pocket recorder handy to document his thoughts and experiences.

"Getting your balls squeezed hurts like hell," Sandy said into the recorder. "How do men walk around with all that baggage down there? It feels like there's a giant lobster latching onto my groin and I'm carrying it around with me wherever I go."

Like the others in the project Sandy had already done plenty of gazing in the mirror. Stroking his cock into an erect state was one of the first things he had done once he got home from the hospital. Even so it was all for science and he documented the process on his recorder.

"It seems to take a bit of stroking to wake this thing up...there it goes, I thought maybe it didn't work...oh...that feels kind of nice...the tip seems to be where most of the sensitivity is...I probably should be watching some porn or looking at pictures or something...yeah the mental aspect must be pretty important because I'm getting hard but I don't feel that horny...I think I'll save the climax for later when I can prepare for it a little better...don't want to make a mess all over the floor or something."

Jacking yourself off but not finishing was not generally a good idea Sandy discovered. It was kind of uncomfortable, maybe even painful a little. Poor horny men. They're really kind of simple beasts. They're programmed to eat and sleep and fuck and anything else is just sort of a bonus. How the hell did all those Renaissance dudes get all of that great art created?

It was Saturday night and Sandy had a new cock and only six months to find out what that might mean. There was no point in wasting a perfectly good evening sitting at home alone.


CHAPTER 7:

What is the difference between being a man or a woman? That was the first question that Professor Hargrove had asked at the beginning of the project. Was it primarily biological or was it more psychological? The males being interviewed as candidates for the project tended to express feelings of shame or embarrassment when told that they would have to live as a woman for half a year. Not all of them, but it seemed to be a consensus opinion. The females, told the opposite, tended to react more positively. A number of them spoke of the "opportunities" it would present or that it sounded kind of "empowering" in some way.

Women made up a majority of the American populous but in many ways they were often classified as a sort of "minority" group. Of course women didn't even get the right to vote in the United States until 1920 and were frequently denied other property rights and civil liberties despite their numerical superiority. That had always presented kind of a conundrum for sociologists. How could that have happened for so long? Why did anyone ever think that was a good idea?

Obviously things had changed quite a bit over the years but the study was curious to find out how much of those changes were only surface level. If an intelligent and educated young person like Toni Vicente could harbor some pretty deep-seeded misogynistic ideas then it seemed very likely that there must be a large portion of the populous, both male and female, who still clung to the old gender stereotypes for some reason.

The people in the study would hopefully learn a lot of valuable lessons and through their experiences help to develop a clearer understanding of the true role gender played in modern society in the 21st century. They were certainly bound to discover some interesting things about themselves and the world they lived in.

Toni definitely discovered some things on Sunday afternoon, when after being bored with hanging around the house all day under the scrutiny of her father, she decided to grab a basketball and head down to the park to shoot some hoops. As she arrived she was a little disappointed to see several guys that she knew already there doing the same thing but before she could turn and go away she was spotted and serenaded with a hail of whistles and catcalls.

"Hey baby don't run off," said one of the guys. "You can play with us if you want."

"Yeah, we don't mind chicks who like to play with balls," another called out as they all broke into laughter.

"Knock it off idiots, it's me, Toni Vicente. I told you I was doing this fucking experiment thing."

"No fucking way that's Tony Vicente," one of guys scoffed.

"Yeah, I kind of see it...it's the tits that give it away," joked another.

"Fuck off man, this is no fun for me either you know," Toni said angrily.

"Well maybe now that you're a girl you've got a different kind of fun in mind. I got eight inches of fun right here for you," said a guy named Mike as he grabbed his crotch.

"In your dreams," Toni shot back. "I heard it was more like three and half...when you could actually get it up."

The guys seemed to like a girl with spirit and pretty soon they backed off a bit and just played some basketball. Toni was pleased to discover that she didn't seem to have lost any of her skills. She had feared that she would just be magically weak and not athletic in this body but that wasn't proving to be the case at all.

Some of the guys couldn't resist taking the opportunity of pinching her ass or grabbing her around the waist as she was going for a layup. They played a brand of street ball that was low on foul calling and high on contact anyway. At one point Mike came up right behind her and pressed his body against her back. He cupped both of his hands over her breasts and whispered in her ear.

"Hey baby, I wasn't kidding about that eight inches. Why don't we blow this scene and go back to my place?"

A swift elbow to Mike's stomach got him to release his grip. Toni had thought she was doing pretty good up until that point but she could feel tears welling up in her eyes as she grabbed her ball and ran for home. She could hear the laughter and the jeers following her all the way down the street.

"What a bunch of pigs. Fucking assholes," she said to no one in particular as she went into the backyard and retreated to the garage.

These guys were supposed to be her friends. She had told them about the project figuring that it was best to nip disaster in the bud but it obviously hadn't worked. Then she stopped and wondered for a moment how she would have reacted had she just been one of the guys and it was someone else who suddenly showed up as a female. She had to admit that she had been party to some pretty raunchy behavior with those dudes in the past. They weren't college kids like she was and it was kind of a rough and tumble neighborhood. She winced when she thought about the way Mike had assaulted her like that and tried to convince herself that she would never have done anything like that as a man.

God, Mike even knew that she was really a man and yet he couldn't control himself! He must have known that he'd be rejected but he still felt like he had to prove himself in front of his buddies. He was probably bragging right now about how he was the only one with enough balls to cop a feel. They were probably all sizing her up right now, judging her looks and her body. Making crude jokes about what they'd do if they had her in bed or something. Maybe she got it worse because they did know who she really was but she knew those guys and how they behaved. She knew because she behaved like that sometimes too.

As it turned out nobody in the project got laid that first weekend but there was plenty of masturbating going on at least. Casey did some research on the subject, aside from watching solo porn, and discovered that the clitoris was often the key to good self-stimulation. Putting some of her research into practice she soon discovered that rubbing the clit and the area around it was an excellent way to achieve an orgasm. It sure took longer to get there but it was worth the wait. She had to literally bite on a pillow to keep from yelling her fool head off. No wonder the girls in those videos looked like they were having such a good time. If it was that much fun how come it was always so hard to get laid as a man?

There was no consistent thread with how each participant was initially received on their first weekend of transformation. It really varied greatly from case to case and situation to situation. That was probably to be expected as the participants themselves were only beginning to accept their new identities. It was a shock to the system for all parties concerned. Only time would tell how much perceptions would change and how comfortable anyone would actually become in their new bodies.


CHAPTER 8:

Hal Anderson was one of the first of the group to get laid but it wasn't as easy as he had hoped and not quite as satisfying either. Most of his old lesbian acquaintances, even the casual hookups, didn't seem too thrilled with the change from woman to man. It may have been the old Holy underneath but to them it just seemed like a dude with a dick and that wasn't their cup of tea.

What Hal had going for him was a bold confidence where picking up women was concerned. A lot of men become tongue tied or resort to corny pickup lines when going after a girl but Hal knew how to spark up a conversation and didn't fear women at all, being one himself until recently. The trick was to find a different hunting ground and apply the same technique on straight women to see if it worked. It seemed to.

Hal lived with  straight female roommate, Kelly, who had gone through the orientation process and was cool with whatever Hal wanted to do. It worked out fine as Hal was only interested in girls and Kelly was only interested in guys so there was no jealousy involved whenever either one of them brought someone home. Kelly had a steady boyfriend at the moment anyway and wasn't home all that often so Hal had the place to himself when he picked up a cute little blonde at a local dive bar.

It had been surprisingly easy. He just bought her a drink, danced with her for a while, chatted her up but made sure to let her do most of the talking. A few more drinks and they were heading for his bedroom.

Once there things had gotten a little complicated for Hal. There was usually a pretty clear dynamic in his lesbian sexual encounters where he assumed the dominant role and his partner was customarily submissive. He really didn't know shit about this little blonde or how she liked her sex or what she expected from her partner. Realistically the fear was more in his head as no two people just automatically conform to some preordained ritual of sexual behavior but it gave him cold feet for a moment.

He had decided to just be aggressive and it had worked pretty well. Unlike a lot of men Hal had a great deal of experience giving oral pleasure to women so he figured that was as good a starting point as any. After licking pussy for a while he sort of assumed that she would return the favor and go down on his cock but instead she just remained lying on her back with her legs spread.

Hal was sporting a fine boner by this point so it seemed like the best thing to do now was to climb between the girl's legs and fuck her brains out. As a lesbian Hal had boned many young ladies with a strap on dildo so the act of penetrating a woman with a penis-like object was not at all unfamiliar. What was different was having so much physical sensation in that penis-like object.

"Oh, shit!" Hal cried after a rather short session had ended in a premature ejaculation.

"That's okay, it happens all the time," the girl said reassuringly.

Hal could bang a chick with a piece of latex all day long and twice on Sunday but it was a little different doing it with the real thing. Hal had no idea how to pace himself and he had just jumped in and started humping. The excitement and fear of the newness of the situation had gotten the better of him and he had spilled his seed embarrassingly fast. Apparently this was going to be a little more difficult than it looked.


CHAPTER 9:

Casey was rather enjoying her time as a woman, especially as she was getting quite good at masturbating. It didn't take long at all before she was comfortable going to school in a skirt or a dress. As the only man in a house full of women she had always felt a bit like an outsider but now it was almost as if she had joined a secret club or something. Rather than mocking her, as she expected, her sisters actually were being pretty cool. It sort of seemed like they liked her better this way.

It was a strange situation since she was the eldest child but she was leaning quite a bit on her sister Carrie for "womanly" advice about things. She had been tempted to warn her sister about her boyfriend's roaming eyes but she was afraid it would just make her seem jealous or paranoid or something. It didn't seem to be all that serious of a relationship anyway, he was just kind of the guy she was going out with at the moment. Besides, guys seemed to be staring at her all the time now so maybe that was just a natural thing. Casey couldn't really remember being that obvious about it as a man but perhaps it was more of an involuntary reaction.

"So have any guys hit on you yet?" Carrie asked one day as Casey was trying on some of her clothing.

"I'm not sure? How do you know?" Casey replied.

"Come on dude, you're a man. How could you not know when a guy's hitting on someone?" Carrie chortled.

"I don't know. I've certainly talked to guys at school and whatever. They always seem really nice."

"Of course they do, they want to get in your pants."

"Do you always assume that every time a guy talks to you?" Casey asked incredulously.

"Pretty much," Carrie replied with a shrug.

"That sounds kind of stuck up to me."

"Look, I'm not saying that I'm some beauty queen but that really doesn't matter. How many times have you sparked up a conversation with a girl because you were just really anxious to hear her views on current events or whatever?"

"I don't know, I never thought about it," said Casey.

"Well think about it. Are you more likely to go up to a girl hoping to develop a platonic relationship or hoping to get a date?"

"Then I guess I've been hit on a few times," Casey admitted.

"You should do it."

"Do what?"

"Go on a date sometime."

"With a guy?"

"Yes with a guy, that's what we've been talking about," Carrie reminded her.

"I don't know, that would be kind of weird," Casey said.

"As opposed to the fact that you're standing in my bedroom in your underwear trying my dresses on?"

"Good point."

"No shit. You don't have to do anything that you don't want just because you agree to go on a date with some guy. Just go have coffee and shoot the breeze or let him take you to a movie or whatever. If you're really doing this for science and you're trying to find out what it's like playing for the other team you really ought to give dating a try, at least once to get a sample of the whole female thing."

Casey thought that Carrie was probably right but it was still a difficult thing to contemplate. In some ways the idea of having meaningless sex with some random dude was almost more appealing. She had allowed herself to indulge in some fantasies while masturbating that involved her picturing herself getting banged by the guy in the video. She knew that rubbing her clit felt amazing but there was still a lot of curiosity about the whole penetration thing. However, playing with herself while watching porn was a far cry from actually going through with the act with a real man.

Dating always seemed like the prelude to sex. The price of admission for gaining entry to a woman's pussy. Not that she hadn't been interested in finding love as a man but physical attraction was usually the prime motivator in asking a woman out. If she had absolutely no intention of ever going to bed with any guy she hated the thought of leading someone on and getting their hopes up.

There was also the question of knowing who to date even if she decided that she was willing to try it. She was far from homophobic but she'd never really thought of men in a physical way until she had started having little daydreams while she masturbated. Doing that just seemed to make the experience more pleasurable. She had no idea what would make one guy stand out particularly more than another in a dating situation. That was kind of an interesting academic question. If she had to go out with a guy what kind of guy would she choose?

It was something to mull over at any rate.


CHAPTER 10:

"I am in the bathroom and speaking softly so as not to wake my lover who appears to be sleeping soundly in my bed. I have consummated my first sexual experience as a man and I wanted to get some thoughts down while they were still fresh in mind."

Sandy Bates had indeed gotten laid, and much like Hal Anderson, the first time had been a little disappointingly brief. After a suitable recovery period they had tried it again and Sandy had done much better the second time around.

"I am really surprised at how much of a mental thing sustaining an erection is," Sandy continued into the recorder. "An erection seems like such a powerful force of nature but it's actually kind of fragile. Once I'm aroused I want to get to completion as quickly as possible but I know this will be disappointing to my partner. At one point I actually had to think of something repugnant, like dead whales on a beach, to distract myself enough to keep from ejaculating too fast. I also found that after an orgasm my interest in sex seemed to vanish rather quickly while my partner was just getting warmed up. Fortunately I was able to sustain her interest by using oral techniques and my hands but at times it felt like I was performing a duty instead of being swept up in a carnal frenzy."

Sandy had called up an acquaintance he knew from his "orgy phase" knowing that she was usually pretty much up for anything that involved sex. For a brief period of time Sandy had hosted some group sex parties at his apartment under the theory that emotional involvement tended to complicate the pure sexual process and that group copulation took away all of the hang-ups usually inherent in the whole dating process. That phase hadn't lasted too long but it was kind of fun while it lasted.

The acquaintance had been more than happy to help Sandy test drive his new manhood. No strings attached sex was right up her alley so there had been no need for wooing. The young lady had showed up ready for action and the two of them had gotten down to business after a couple of glasses of wine had been consumed.

For Sandy it wasn't just sustaining an erection that caused some problems as he found that the positions he needed to put himself in to do the job were kind of awkward and uncomfortable at times. His arms got tired rather quickly in the missionary position and his back felt strained. That may have even contributed to his quick completion the first time he thought. When he let the girl climb on top for round two things went much better. He figured he'd better start doing some pushups or something to build up a little arm strength.

"Maybe it's not just cosmetics that make girls attracted to hunky guys with muscles," he commented to his recorder. "This sex stuff is hard work! I've had guys pick me up and bounce me around on their dick while standing up before. If I tried to do that with this girl I'd be in traction for the rest of the experiment."

"Come back to bed baby I want to fuck some more," a voice came through the bathroom door.

"Got to go. Duty calls. That's what you get for inviting a sex maniac to your bed," Sandy said as he switched off the recorder and looked down at his flaccid dick. "Come on boy, there's work to be done!"


CHAPTER 11:

Toni Vicente was becoming a pretty sullen young lady. She wore the most unflattering clothing she could find and always tried to find the most remote seat in her classes. She never smiled and tried not to speak to anyone if possible. The experiment was not going well for her at all.

The hostility of her father had not let up in the least so hanging around the house was not pleasant but neither was going out. Her old friends usually derided her for her frumpy look and lack of makeup or made lewd comments if she made any effort to appear more attractive. It seemed like a no win situation.

There was a local pizza place not far from her home that she had been going to virtually all of her life. You could buy pizza by the slice, get a beer, and watch a ballgame on one of the many televisions hanging all around the place. As she took a seat in the corner, as far away from anyone as she could find, she looked around and noticed that there weren't too many women in the place and that those who were there were in the company of men. It was something she'd never thought about before. It was a very "guy oriented" establishment. To her it had always just been the local pizza joint but of course she had always been there as a man before.

In her baggy jeans and oversized sweatshirt, sitting alone in the corner, she had hoped to make herself as inconspicuous as possible but she was actually doing the opposite. She was like a cartoon caricature of loneliness and misery that was hard not to notice. The other girls in the place were dressed casually but they weren't trying to hide their femininity. They were hanging out with guys for one thing so they probably wanted to look nice for their men.

Appearance had never been that big a deal to Toni as a man. Throw on whatever pants and shirt were clean and convenient, slick your hair back and you were good to go. She had never felt defined by her looks before when she was just one of the guys. She knew she could look much nicer than she did now but to what end? She certainly wasn't interested in being considered attractive so that she could pick up men. Even casual clothes that revealed some skin or showed off her figure seemed to bring all sorts of unwanted attention.

It seemed like a pretty hopeless situation and she just prayed that she would have the strength to make it through the whole six months, but that seemed pretty unlikely at this point. She had gambled and lost but her grades were always good and this wouldn't be the end of the world. There would surely be other opportunities.


CHAPTER 12:

If there was one person in the project who should have been enjoying the experience the most in the early stages it would have to have been Oliver, now Olivia Randolph. The idea of transitioning from male to female fulltime had been on her mind for years. Wearing female clothing was nothing new to her, she just had the body to fill out those dresses now. She could do six months as a girl standing on her head.

The only problem was her family. They were very conservative in their values and quite religious. They didn't approve of premarital sex, pornography, drugs or alcohol, or anything remotely "unnatural" like homosexuality or gender changing. It had been very difficult to get them to go along with the plan and participate in the orientation and she had been forced to make some promises, like being in church with them every Sunday for the whole six months, but in the end they had reluctantly signed off on the thing.

Of course they had absolutely no idea that their son Oliver liked to dress up like a girl and suck cocks. There was actually nothing about Olivia that they really knew. Her rebellion had been a covert one. On the surface she had been a model student and a child who never got into any trouble. Behind their backs it had been a very different story.

Olivia had been through several stages like the "what's wrong with me why am I such a sinful weirdo" stage, the "wouldn't my folks be pissed if they knew I was wearing panties under my suit in church" stage, and the "why can't I just be who I am without everybody fucking with me" stage. They were all punctuated by a quiet sense of desperation. Olivia honestly didn't know exactly what she wanted or who she was or who she wanted to be but she knew she was never going to be the kind of straight-laced, button-down, conservative man that her parents wanted her to be.

Olivia had always been pretty effeminate as a boy but fortunately her parents were so clueless about anything gay that they really didn't notice. They knew their son was never going to be a linebacker in the NFL but the idea that there was something "sinister" lurking behind it all never crossed their minds. Unfortunately a lot of other people in the world saw the "sissy" and made life as miserable as possible. Olivia had found a tiny circle of acceptance at a "tranny bar" out on the highway. It was a pretty disreputable establishment but a guy in a dress was always welcome.

As a cross-dressing man she had never been into the campy, over-the-top, drag queen look. She had learned to make herself look quite convincing as a woman. She had also always been attracted to men. She thought they were hot. Unfortunately she always seemed to pack a lot of religious guilt in her purse whenever she went to the bar so the attractiveness of a man didn't matter much. She would blow just about anybody at the drop of a hat and some of the truck drivers and bikers who frequented the place could get pretty rough with her. Still in some ways the danger only added to the excitement. If she got verbally or physically abused it was sort of like doing penance for her sins.

Now she actually was a woman for the first time and she didn't have to hide it from anybody. In a weird sort of way her parents actually seemed more comfortable with the change than she had expected them to be. Since they took it for granted that she was a virgin and chaste there wasn't the homosexual connotation that freaked a lot of other people out about the gender swap. She had been raised with the proper values and hopefully she would always conduct herself as a proper lady.

So the double life actually continued but in a different flavor. At home she played the prim and proper daughter of a virtuous family but once she got out of the house it was time to let her inner slut run wild. As soon as she could find a place to change and put on her makeup she was ready for anything, usually strutting her stuff in the most wickedly revealing outfit she thought she could get away with.

Olivia had one big advantage over most of the guys who were becoming girls and that was the fact that she already had a lot of experience in this role, especially sexually. She sucked cock like it was going out of style and would gladly take it up the ass anytime. Now she finally had a pussy and real tits to work with so the possibilities seemed limitless.

The old bar was pointless as she had the real merchandise now so it became a question of where to roam. In her "fuck me" crop top, hot pants and knee boots she probably looked like a hooker and even toyed with the idea of turning tricks just for the hell of it. Of course she had absolutely no idea how to go about that or what to charge or how much trouble she could get in with the law so she put that crazy plan on the backburner and just headed for anywhere that sold drinks and had loud music.

Olivia could dance up a storm, even in her boots or high heels, so she liked hitting the floor whenever she could. Stripping sounded like fun but she worried that she didn't have the tits for it. She never had to pay for a drink, which was pretty cool, and she never lacked for male company, which was even cooler. She even got to pick and choose her men, which was probably the coolest thing of all.

One night, while she was flirting it up with two cute guys, she couldn't decide which one to go home with. As they were about to flip a coin Olivia just laughed and suggested that they make it a threesome. The suggestion was eagerly accepted and the trio retired to a motel not far from the club they were drinking at. It was the kind of seedy dive that rented rooms by the hour so it was perfect for their purposes.

It wasn't quite the same as turning tricks but it still gave Olivia a rush of excitement as the three of them went to their room and shut the door. This was just the kind of place a streetwalker would frequent, she thought, and she planned to fuck like a whore tonight even if she wasn't getting paid for it.

The men got naked as fast as they could and Olivia stripped down to her boots. She worked their shafts for a while and added a little slurp here and there for good measure but soon she was bent over and receiving one cock in her pussy while the other guy sat on the edge of the bed and shoved his dick down her throat.

She had totally fallen in love with the feeling of having a pussy, especially when there was a hard man inside it, and the extra thrill of doing two dudes at once was a total rush. The tawdry setting, the slutty clothes, the feeling of being a total fuck toy was almost too much to handle.

Somewhere along the line she ended up on top of one of the dudes while the other one got behind her. Nobody had really suggested it nor asked if she minded double-penetration. She was the wildest little slut either man had ever seen and they just took it for granted that she was open for anything. Fortunately they were right and Olivia just squealed with delight as she felt cocks stuffing both her pussy and her ass.

She had always enjoyed anal because it was the closest thing she used to be able to get to "real" fucking but she always had to stroke her own pecker to get off. Now she was creaming all over the place and howling like a banshee. They probably could hear her in the next room but the odds were pretty good that in a place like this shithole motel nobody would even notice.

As the men were getting ready to pop they both pulled out and tried to cum on her at the same time but they weren't professionals and it wasn't that easy. The guy who had been in her ass shot first, spilling it all over her tits. She needed to suck the other guy for a few moments before he was able to provide her with a sticky facial.

And then that was it. Their hour was running down and the guys decided to split. Olivia stayed to use the shower to clean up and change into her respectable clothes before going home. She was a little sore from the rough handling but it had all been worth it. Nobody was mean to her or insulting like the old days, they just banged the hell out of her.

When she came out she saw some money sitting on the nightstand and broke into a fit of laughter. So they thought she was whore after all or just wanted to thank her without realizing the implications of leaving money behind. It wasn't the kind of money you could get rich off of but she smiled as she tucked it into her purse. It actually seemed like a compliment to her to be thought of as a hooker. She must have done a pretty good job.

Mom and dad would never know what their sweet little daughter had been up to. There are a lot of things in life that mom and dad should probably never know.


CHAPTER 13:

"Relax, you look gorgeous," said Carrie as she put the finishing touches on Casey's makeup.

"Are you sure? Is it too much? I mean I don't want to look like some streetwalking floozy," said Casey nervously.

"Floozy? Hello...it's 1890...they want their word back," Carrie chuckled as she talked into her imaginary phone.

"You know what I mean, I just don't want to come on too strong."

"Relax. You look fine. I kind of hate to admit it but you look pretty hot."

Casey was going on her first real date and she was terrified. It was with a guy named Paul that was a casual acquaintance of hers from school. He knew Casey Kennedy as a man and couldn't help but notice the identical name and the strong physical resemblance and the fact that male Casey didn't seem to be around anymore and had just politely inquired if the two were somehow related. Casey saw no point in lying so she explained briefly that she was taking part in a sociological test and would be assuming this identity for a six month period.

She had braced herself for his scorn or his laughter or his bewilderment but instead he seemed to think that the whole thing was pretty cool. He even sounded somewhat interested in joining the project himself if they ran it again sometime. He seemed really curious about the project and they ended up grabbing lunch together. It was nice to be able to talk to someone about her situation so openly and without judgment. When he suggested that they go out sometime she was a little taken aback but gave him her number anyway, never really expecting him to call. He called.

She couldn't think of a good way to get out of it and didn't want to hurt the guy's feelings since he had been so nice to her and having lunch together had been pleasant and non-threatening so she was going ahead with this insanity.

When Paul arrived to pick her up it was Casey's mother's turn to answer the door before Casey made her grand entrance coming down the stairs. She prayed that she wouldn't trip and fall on her face but fortunately she navigated the steps in her female shoes without much trouble. She had actually practiced this move for hours and was getting pretty good at it although she still wouldn't have wanted to try it in really high heels.

"My, don't you look lovely," said Paul as she made her way to the door.

"Thank you," Casey replied shyly.

"You two have a good time," Casey's mother chimed in.

It was all so surreal. It was a scene that must have been repeated about a billion times over the years and had played out in this house on a number of occasions with Carrie going to greet her gentlemen callers. It was as normal and wholesome as apple pie, except for the fact that Casey was a heterosexual male who never imagined any scenario or alternative universe where this could be happening.

When Paul had first expressed an interest in joining the project Casey wondered whether he might be gay. Most guys would probably run in terror at the thought of becoming a woman unless they already had some curiosity or leanings in that direction Casey thought. Of course Casey had volunteered without any such desires so maybe Paul was just a fellow seeker of knowledge. And if he was gay why would he be asking her out on date? Unless he was somehow turned on by the fact that Casey was really a man underneath or something. That was kind of too mind boggling to wrap her head around so she just focused on ordering dinner instead.

There was still that weird little lingering fear that people would look at her and know what was up somehow. It was sort of like the "uncanny valley" effect in photorealistic modeling. The closer a "virtual" human got to looking human the more repulsive it became to people. Something in the human brain just instinctively knew that something wasn't right with the figure, even if it was virtually flawless. She seemed very feminine in her manners and her movements by now but that paranoid voice in the back of her head kept whispering that people will know the secret.

Fortunately Paul did know the secret and it didn't seem to bother him in the slightest. They enjoyed some pleasant conversation over dinner and then played a wholesome game of miniature golf at a nearby amusement center. The place also had a go-kart kind of track with little mini racecars and they took a few laps for fun. Casey actually thought about letting Paul win in the spirit of protecting his manhood but in the end she was just too good of a driver and probably couldn't have lost even if she tried. Paul seemed impressed and not deflated by his defeat and Casey wondered what had put that idea into her head in the first place. She would have to make a note of that for the study.

They hung around the arcade area for a while before Paul suggested that they hit the road. It seemed a little early to Casey and she hoped she hadn't done anything to bum him out but once they were in the car Paul suggested a little "scenic" detour.

Paul drove up into the hills and Casey began to realize where he was headed. There was a local spot that was well-known as sort of a "lover's lane" that most young couples who lived anywhere in the area had probably visited at some point. Casey had actually lost her male virginity in this spot and that only made her all the more nervous. She wasn't planning on losing her virginity here twice.

They parked and they talked and they listened to some music and Paul finally made his move. The first kiss was short and sweet but the second one got a little more intense. Not only was Paul's tongue in Casey's mouth his hand was on one of her boobs as well.

The first kiss had been a breeze. A simple peck on the lips that wasn't much worse than a sloppy relative might have given. The second one was troublesome. When someone puts their tongue in your mouth you pretty much have to reciprocate or pull away. She reciprocated.

The hand that had been cupping her breast through her top had now worked its way under her blouse and was groping for a better feel. As they continued to kiss Paul managed to get one of her tits to pop out of her bra and soon her nipple was being tweaked.

The feeling was pretty awesome and to her dismay Casey realized that she was getting turned on. Something had to be done so she gently pulled away and removed his hand.

"Hold on, hold on, hold on," she said as she tried to regain her composure. "You do remember that I'm not really a girl, right?"

"You seem like one right now," Paul said with a smile. "And a very attractive one I must say."

"Thank you, I think...but you're kind of missing the point. I've never kissed a guy before let alone had one feeling me up like that."

"So you're a virgin. I'll be gentle. It would be an honor to pop your cherry."

"But I'm not attracted to guys," Casey protested.

"Really? Then why did you go on a date with one? Why did you let me kiss you. Why did you even let me drive all the way up here if you had no interest in fooling around?"

That was a very good question and Casey didn't have an answer ready. Paul was being very cool with her she thought. He could have gotten angry and driven home in a huff or even dumped her out of the car or worse, tried to force himself on her. Instead he was just asking some completely reasonable questions.

"It's kind of hard to explain, but I'll try," Casey began. "I never had any interest in men, at least that I'm aware of, until I started masturbating in this body. Somehow it just seemed kind of natural to look at men a little differently even though it had never been natural at all to do so before. For the good of science I thought I should at least try to go on a date sometime to get the full female experience but the thought terrified and excited me at the same time. You just made me feel so comfortable and safe and I had such a good time talking to you that I couldn't think of a good reason to turn you down when you asked me out but I never imagined we'd end up here."

"With all due respect I don't think you're being completely honest with yourself," said Paul. "Maybe the process that made you female does something to your hormones or something but if you're masturbating while fantasizing about men it seems to me that either you had some repressed desires in that direction or you had already accepted a new reality about yourself that was contrary to your old mindset. And if you went on a date merely for the good of science with no intent to engage in physical activity whatsoever wouldn't you have made that clear at the start or slapped my face when I grabbed your breast? And wouldn't the full female experience include sexual contact with men?"

"You're a psychology major aren't you?"

"Yeah. Does it show?"

"Just a little around the edges," Casey teased.

"Look, I totally understand the complexity of what you're trying to process right now and I think the best thing to do is to just drive you home and let you work through this in your own fashion. I didn't know you well as a man but I like you a lot as a woman and I'd like to see you again if you feel comfortable with that. I don't want to rush you into anything you're going to regret or that will require years of therapy to straighten out."

"It might be a good way to drum up some future business," Casey joked.

"It might be at that but I can't imagine wanting to do anything that might hurt you in some way. Whoever you are in that body I know there's a very sweet soul inside. I can see it in your eyes."

They shared a goodnight kiss at the door before Casey went inside and her brain wasn't the only thing that was twisted in knots at the moment. Paul had gotten to her head with his calm logic but he had also gotten to her heart and she was afraid she was developing a little crush on him.


CHAPTER 14:

Toni had developed a new strategy. Instead of being the frumpy bag lady with the perpetual scowl she would adopt a look that was a bit more feminine yet man-repellant at the same time. She opted for the nerdy intellectual. A skirt would tell the world that she was female but some dorky glasses and an unflattering hairdo should keep the men at bay.

If she wanted to play sports she'd try to find some girls to play with. If she wanted pizza she'd go to some other establishment. There was a lot to keep her occupied around the campus and hanging out at the library was far preferable to hanging out at home or with the old crowd.

She wasn't a quitter at heart and really didn't want to bail on the project. She knew she was tough enough to take whatever she had to. She just had to use her brains, which were always a great asset to her. Toni had to just outthink the bastards and she'd get through this ordeal with a minimum of torture.

The trick seemed to work. Pretty soon she even found some other nerdy intellectual girls to hang out with which helped cure some of the loneliness. At first she had no idea what to say to these women who chattered away about books she had never read or movies she had never even heard of but after a while she started to get the hang of it. She read some of the books and saw some of the movies and before too long she was able to enjoy a fairly spirited conversation with the gang.

It felt nice to have some sort of circle of friends who accepted her even if their world was completely foreign to Toni. Some of it still seemed kind of silly but that made it fun too in a way. These girls didn't mind being silly and they didn't seem to care very much about what other people thought of them. They weren't trying to impress anyone they were just being themselves. That was kind of refreshing, Toni thought, since her old crowd was all about trying to prove yourself all the time. Anything "out of line" was quickly met with scorn and derision.

One afternoon as she was strolling around the campus she noticed a group of girls playing field hockey, a sport she knew almost nothing about. It looked pretty much like the name implied accept that you hit a ball instead of a puck and you played on grass instead of ice. The pace seemed pretty fast and furious and Toni sat in the bleachers to watch for a while.

"Hey you...you play?" a girl called out to Toni during a break in the action.

"Never tried it," Toni replied, a little embarrassed that she had been spotted.

"You got any gym clothes?" the girl asked.

"Not with me."

"Well, if you ever want to give it a shot we're here on Tuesdays and Thursdays. We're always looking for new talent. Oh, and get some knee pads if you don't have any. You'll want them!"

With that the girl was back to the game and Toni watched for a little while longer. It did look like it was kind of fun and she missed having some kind of athletic outlet. It would be a new circle of girls to hang with but it probably still provided a male shield of sorts. Female athletes kind of conjured up an image of butch Russian weight lifters on steroids but the girl who had spoken to her was actually kind of cute. She probably cleaned up pretty well Toni thought. She wondered whether they all showered together afterwards. Perhaps her old locker room fantasy would come true after all.


CHAPTER 15:

Hal Anderson was still a bit perplexed. His beard was coming along nicely, which gave him a much more masculine look, but he still hadn't quite figured out why the sex wasn't quite as satisfying as he had hoped for.

Being a man was proving to be pretty cool in most ways and he loved the clothes and the low-maintenance aspect of the thing. He could be as hairy as he wanted, even between his legs, and nobody gave a shit. It was incredibly easy to be one of the guys if you knew what the hell you were talking about.

Nobody called you a "tom boy" when you were really a boy and you weren't being "butch" by being masculine. There was kind of an easy, laid back feel about just walking around town. Nobody fucked with you or hit on you or assumed that you weren't capable of doing things for yourself.

The only thing that was kind of a drag was that Hal really enjoyed being a lesbian. He didn't hate his female body or feel any sense of shame about being homosexual. He knew that he didn't need a cock, even a fake one, to pleasure a woman, although it was nice to use toys on occasion. At this point in the experiment if given the choice to remain a man or go back to being a woman he would go back in a heartbeat. It was hard to explain but the girls that he fucked as a lesbian really just liked that thing and the girls he had fucked as a man seemed to like that thing. It kind of boiled down to what turned a person on and what they found attractive. A lot of it was probably mental he thought.

If you took a straight guy and tied him up and then brought a beautiful girl into the room and told him that she was going to blow him he would get aroused. If you then put a blindfold on him before he got his dick sucked he would naturally assume that it was the beautiful girl doing the sucking. If you pulled the blindfold off just as he was climaxing and he saw that he was getting head from a man he would more than likely freak out, possibly vomit and very probably want to kick someone's ass, even though he had just enjoyed a great blowjob.

The basic physical mechanics of sex worked for anyone of any gender. In a dark room if you rub a girl's clit she'll get horny. If you stroke a guy's cock he'll get hard. A robot could do the job. Some women actually got more intense orgasms from vibrators than they ever did from human contact. It was all that weird, emotional, psychological, romantic stuff that was unique to each individual. You liked what you liked whether you could really explain why it was so or not.

Nobody really knew for certain yet how much the physical transformation process changed the basic dynamic of a participant's sexual preference. It definitely had some influence but it was hard to measure how much exactly. What made it particularly difficult to track was that each individual was more or less predisposed to their own sliding scale of sexual desires. Scientific studies had shown that most people were partly male and partly female or partly straight and partly gay. Many people repressed the parts they didn't want to acknowledge or didn't even know that they existed until something triggered a response.

It was obvious that just changing the biological gender of a test subject didn't automatically mean that they would all conform to some entirely new set of desires or impulses but it was likely that it would change something in most of them or bring something to the surface that had been lying dormant. Whatever happened to any of these volunteers would hopefully help to shed some light on the subject, although it was kind of a dangerous game to be playing, especially when emotions got involved.


CHAPTER 16:

"I'm scared Paul, but I really feel comfortable around you and I want to try this."

Casey had decided to date Paul again and they had made a point of being more affectionate throughout. They held hands when they walked or Paul put his arm around her waist and they stopped and kissed from time to time. Casey was very tempted to go all the way on that second date but Paul suggested that they try to make that a more special moment rather than just fumbling around in the car or something.

They had decided to plan a date where they could get a room for the night. Paul assured her that he wouldn't object to just sleeping together without sex if she got cold feet and Casey felt like she could trust him.

Now they were in a cozy little room after a day of sightseeing and shopping and they were both sitting on the bed with their legs kind of wrapped around each other. Paul had been absolutely amazing through this whole process and his patience and understanding made Casey feel very strongly towards him.

"Why don't we start slow and just take off our tops and explore each other's bodies for a while?" Paul suggested.

With shaky hands Casey pulled off her top as Paul removed his shirt. Then Casey reached behind her back and unhooked her bra. She let Paul pull it off of her and then they sat for a moment just looking at each other before Paul reached out and touched her boobs.

"My God you really have beautiful breasts," said Paul. "I mean, they're just perfect. Does it feel good when I touch them?"

"Uh huh," Casey replied softly.

It did feel good but part of it was probably the fact that she had them and that she was letting a man touch them. On a sensitivity scale it was hard for Casey to rate how much different it felt to be touched there as a woman but it seemed to be giving her a bit of a tingle. It was more the idea that somehow she had found herself in this body and this situation and that she was willingly allowing a man to be intimate with her. It seemed wrong but it felt right so she went with the feeling.

They both rubbed and touched and kissed their bare upper bodies before Paul leaned over and began to suck on Casey's nipples. It felt sublime but Casey was still shaky.

"Oh Paul, what are we doing?" she whispered.

"Hopefully we're making love," he replied. "Do you find me attractive at all?"

"Yes."

"Even though I'm a man?"

"I'm trying not to hold that against you," Casey joked.

"Let's take off our pants."

They stripped totally naked and then resumed their seated position. Paul reached between Casey's legs and began to play with her pussy.

"Do you like having a vagina?" Paul asked.

"Yes, and it's all right to call it a pussy. I kind of like the word. I think it's cute."

"Well I think you have a very cute little pussy so I guess the name fits."

"It's kind of hard to shave down there," Casey commented as she tried to look below.

"I hope you didn't go to any trouble on my account. I'm sure I'd like you just the way you are however you felt comfortable."

"Don't worry I didn't."

In truth she had. She had actually gone around in circles trying to figure out whether to have a little bush or a landing strip or just go clean. In the end she opted to go clean. It helped her to get a better look at her device and she figured that if she actually showed it to Paul he might appreciate the neat snatch.

"You're staring at my cock," Paul said with a laugh.

"I know. It's kind of big," Casey replied.

"Thank you but I don't think it's terribly large. It's just really hard at the moment."

Paul took Casey's hand and gently moved it over so that it was resting on his phallus. Then he took his hand away and let Casey touch it on her own. She obviously knew what it felt like to hold a dick in her hand but it made all the difference in the world when the dick wasn't your own. Looking at it more closely now she realized that it wasn't terrifyingly large. It had just looked like a baseball bat to her when it first sprang to life.

"I want to put that inside you so much. Do you think that you would like that?" Paul asked in a very sweet voice.

Casey couldn't find the words and just nodded her agreement. Paul then went and stretched out on his back.

"Why don't we start with you on top?" Paul suggested. "That way you can control the speed and the depth and you can always hop off if you're getting freaked out. If you want to face the other way I totally understand and won't be offended."

"No, I want to look at you Paul. I want to look in your eyes when you're inside me."

Casey moved into position and tried to line up Paul's dick with her slit. After a little adjustment she could tell that the tip was poking inside and she slowly let herself slide down a little.

"Oh my God!" she gasped.

"Are you all right?"

"Oh yes, just a little surprised, but in a good way."

She let a little more cock slip into her box and then began to slowly rise and fall on top of it. They joined hands and it seemed like the most beautiful thing she had ever experienced in her life. She had certainly made love to a number of women and had girlfriends and passionate love affairs but the fact that she felt beautiful sort of made the whole thing seem more beautiful for some reason. Paul was a cool dude. Casey had no idea whether she would have ever been as gentle and understanding if the situation were reversed. For that alone she appreciated him beyond measure and welcomed his manhood into her body with no more reservations.

As she bounced a little faster she could feel her senses getting energized like an electrical circuit that was overloading. She pulled one hand away and tried to rub her clit but she soon realized that she didn't have to this time. She was having an orgasm. A lovely, delicious orgasm!

"I want you to fuck me Paul," she whimpered.

"I thought I was."

"No, I mean take me."

With that Casey climbed off of Paul's erection and turned to face the foot of the bed. She got on all fours and presented her rear end to him. It took a moment for Paul to get in position but soon he was back inside her and humping away.

Casey wanted to look at him but she also wanted to try this position very badly. In the videos it always seemed so "classically female" to her. Submissive, perhaps, but she was ready to submit to this man in a fashion. It was how virtually every animal on the planet mated and certainly the way humans had done it before someone noticed that it was too animalistic for civilized beings, or just got tired of too much doggy-style.

It had been nice to control the tempo at first since she was so new to this whole thing but it was also nice to let the man take charge. Paul didn't just bang away like a caveman, he mixed things up. He did little patterns of so many fast thrusts followed by so many slow ones and all sorts of other tricks that blew Casey's mind. She had to admit that Paul was a better lover as a man than she had ever been. Instead of being offended or jealous or disappointed she was just glad that her first male lover was so talented.

"God that feels so good," Casey moaned. "Just like that...keeping fucking me Paul...just keep fucking me!"

"I want to but I'm not sure how much longer I can last," Paul grunted.

"Then cum inside me whenever you're ready. I want your cum Paul. I want your cum deep inside my body."

With that kind of encouragement it didn't take long for Paul to do as she asked. It was a pretty violent outpouring and a series of hard spasms before he finally pulled away. A little of his juice seeped out as he withdrew and Casey quickly ran her fingers between her legs to feel the cream pie in her pussy. She licked her fingers but there wasn't all that much to taste, still it was something.

They crawled close together in bed and Casey was literally purring like a kitten as she stroked Paul's face lovingly. At least she thought she was purring. She was certainly purring on the inside at any rate.

"You were so wonderful," she said as she gazed deeply into his eyes. "I never knew it could be like that."

"Of course you didn't, you weren't a girl before," Paul pointed out.

"No, I mean that good. You made me feel things that I didn't think were possible to feel."

"Well you're a very special girl."

"You mean because I'm only a temporary girl?"

"Maybe in a way. There's a sense of wonder about you. You appreciate little things that other women might have taken for granted by now. Most importantly you're open to discovering new things about yourself. I admire your courage. Plus you're so damn adorable!"

Casey punched him in the arm and they wrestled for a bit until Paul had her firmly under his body with her hands pinned down. Casey put up a little more of a fight and then gave up as they kissed passionately.

It was another one of those beautiful moments that Casey knew she would treasure forever, even if it could never really lead to anything lasting between them.


CHAPTER 17:

"That's it girl, keep going, keep going...yeah! You're a natural."

Toni had returned in gym clothes and was getting her first taste of field hockey. The attractive girl who had invited her to join was named Caroline and she seemed to be the leader of this team. Apparently she was the captain of the school team but this was the off-season when the girls kept in practice with scrimmage games and looked for new players. This college had only been fielding a women's field hockey team for a couple of years so the program was in its infancy and not as well established as it was at some other universities.

It was a pretty tough game but Toni was fit and athletic. That actually came as a bit of a shock to Caroline who was just being polite to the nerdy girl who seemed interested. She wasn't really hoping to recruit someone with real talent.

There was a lot to learn but Toni was quite intrigued by the game and by Caroline. It was probably crazy to hope that she liked girls or even if she did that she would find Toni attractive but it made for a nice little fantasy in her head.

When Toni took her first steps into the girl's locker room after practice she thought she had died and gone to heaven. Then reality sank in and she realized that it was pretty much like the men's locker room only it smelled more like perfume than body wash. There were a lot of sports bras on display and Toni thought it might be a good idea to get one if she was going to stick with this field hockey thing but otherwise it was kind of disappointingly non-pornographic.

It got a little more exciting as she stepped into the shower area because there were obviously naked girls in each of the occupied shower stalls and there was a glimpse or two of bare flesh as someone came out toweling themselves off but on the whole it was just kind of crowded and noisy and had a weird mix of smells.

Toni did get a glimpse of Caroline in her underwear and felt slightly guilty about the fact that it was turning her on but she couldn't help herself. As a man she would have found Caroline attractive so there was no reason for her not to think that way now. It just seemed kind of like cheating getting to spy on her like this.

"Hey, you really did look pretty good out there today," said Caroline as she got changed for class. "I hope you'll come out again."

"I'd love to, if you want me," said Toni happily.

"Sure thing. I've got to admit that I had my doubts at first but you really showed some stuff out there today. I guess you can't judge people on first appearances."

Toni was floating on air as she hurriedly dressed and left the locker room. She didn't have a class to get to right away so she had a little time to walk around and let things set in. She didn't want to abandon her geeky friends but this female jock thing was pretty appealing too. There would probably be time for both and if there wasn't then one would just have to go.

For the first time since this experiment had started Toni felt really happy and really good about herself. Trying to slide right back into her old life in this new body had not gone well at all. It was only when she had decided to put herself in some different situations that she discovered friendship and acceptance as a girl. Best of all none of it required any sort of approval from men. These chicks that she was hanging with seemed to just do what they wanted, which was cool. It wasn't all about trying to look hot to get some guy to go out with you. If she could just find some way to get in the sack with Caroline this whole female business might turn out to be pretty damn sweet in the end.


CHAPTER 18:

Olivia Randolph had been more pleased with being mistaken for a hooker than she probably should have been. It was partly the idea that somebody wanted to fuck her bad enough to pay for it and partly the fact that it was about the dirtiest thing she could think of doing. Dressing like a girl had always meant only one thing and that was having sex. Now that she was a girl for real it was hard to think of anything else.

She had always assumed that she hated having a secret life but it was beginning to seem like that wasn't entirely true. Instead of going to church with panties on under a suit she went to church with no panties on at all. She got her nipples pierced and wore studs under her conservative clothing at home. In some ways the sneaking out was almost the best part of the whole situation even if it complicated things a bit.

Sometimes she made up stories about herself to men, pretended to be from a foreign country complete with cheesy accent, or played the role of a completely brainless bimbo. After a lifetime of hiding who she wanted to be it was kind of hard to know what to do with herself. She knew this was only temporary so she was treating it like a very long party. What else could she do? It wasn't like she could meet some nice man at a church social and raise a family. In a few months it was back to the bar and blowing truck drivers in the parking lot.

She had toned down her wardrobe at school because she had been getting some complaints and realized that maybe it was a bit much but any other time she was out of the house away from her parents she played the slutty bitch role to the hilt. She liked being a slut. Sluts had more fun. Her pussy was on borrowed time so it needed to get as much use as possible.

Olivia liked to go to strip clubs because she always got a lot of male attention there and even entered a contest on amateur night. She didn't win but she had a blast swinging around on a pole and shaking her ass to the cheers of a horny crowd. She made a few bucks too which was always a nice bonus on top of having fun.

Being naked in public was a kick. She kind of hoped that someone from church would see her. What could he do? He couldn't very well tell on her without admitting where he had been. Then they'd just have their dirty little secret and could share knowing glances across the pews. Maybe it would even be the minister. The guy always wore this long robe in church and Olivia used to amuse herself by imagining that she was under the robe sucking the minister's dick while he was delivering the sermon.

It was all just a fantasy and nobody from her church was at the strip club but it was fun to pretend. She wanted to shock but she didn't really want to shock her parents and get her ass booted out of the house. They were paying her tuition and supporting her financially. On her own with no warning she probably would have to become a prostitute and it wasn't likely that she'd make enough doing that to pay her own way through college. She'd be lucky just to survive.

It wasn't that she was ungrateful to her parents for their material support it was just that she couldn't embrace their values and they would never understand her desires. Honesty was definitely not the best policy here. The truth would only hurt them deeply and Olivia loved her parents very much, even if it seemed like every action she took in life was calculated to be the worst thing she could possibly do in their eyes.

When a guy at a bar asked her if she'd ever done any porno she naturally lied and said she had done a few in Europe. When he asked if she'd ever done any type of bondage stuff she lied again. When he offered her 500 bucks to be in an extreme video she told the truth and said that she did. She had no idea exactly what she was getting into but she knew it wouldn't be boring.


CHAPTER 19:

Casey was falling in love with Paul. That was both wonderful and terrible at the same time. It felt so good to be with him but it was a doomed proposition. She tried to think of it like a summer fling where you meet someone on vacation and never see them again once you go home but that wasn't likely to be the case here. They lived in the same town. They went to the same college. They could avoid taking the same classes but the odds were still pretty good that they'd bump into each other somewhere along the line.

She told herself that she only had these feelings because the transformative process had obviously altered the chemical balance of his body but she wasn't totally convinced. She had masturbated to men in videos and actually made love to a man that she couldn't stop thinking about. Would growing her testicles back cause her to be repulsed by men? Would she feel disgusted over what she had done with Paul? That was hard to believe considering how fantastic it felt right now.

Paul was an understanding guy but it was kind of doubtful that his affection would survive her return to a male state. And even if somehow Paul was game could she really bring herself to be a gay guy? Or was it too late to turn back now anyway? By the time this six months was up there was a very good chance that she would have had a lot more sex, certainly with Paul for as long as that lasted, and quite possibly with other men if they broke up. She had absolutely loved being fucked by a man and was anxious to do it again. Breaking up with Paul now as a safety measure against a broken heart later probably wouldn't really solve the problem. She might fall in love again. It looked like it was go on the wagon and swear off cock completely or dive in and take her chances. She chose to dive in.

"You poor silly girl, what the fuck are you thinking?" Carrie asked as Casey lay on her bed one night, pouring her heart out.

"But I love him sis. I can't help it. I know it's hopeless but it's just the way it is. I think about him all the time. I can't wait to see him again."

"Well take this for what it's worth from a full-time girl. You're probably just a little emotional right now and things are really magnified because of the newness of it all. The first time a girl falls in love it's like the world will end if it doesn't last but the world doesn't end and life goes on. Granted your situation is a little extra screwy because of the whole gender change thing but your womanly heart was meant to be broken, trust me on that. Men always seem so wonderful at the start but given enough time they have a way of fucking things up."

"That's so cynical. You're not even an adult yet," said Casey.

"Adult enough to have some idea of how the world works and I've dated a heck of a lot more guys than you have. Maybe he is Prince Charming and Mr. Right and everything that a girl could dream of but you're still kind of basking in the glow of the freshly fucked. If you want to see him again see him again, but just don't get your hopes up too much. Try to enjoy the moment."

It was odd to get love advice from her younger sister but she did have the advantage of far more experience as a female. You always hope for the best at the beginning of a romance but how long did they usually last? Carrie was right, it was best to just try and enjoy the moment.


CHAPTER 20:

"I've been cruising the gay bar scene for about a week now but I haven't gone to bed with anyone yet."

Sandy was narrating into his recorder, which was sitting on the dashboard of his car, as he drove to a local watering hole that had a reputation for being a homosexual hangout. It was the next logical step in the experiment as far as he was concerned. Being somewhat bi-sexual by nature anyway he wanted to experience what it was like to make love to a man while being in a man's body. He had certainly been with plenty of guys when he was a girl so there was no fear of cocks or anything like that.

"Being a sub-culture the gay community seems to have its own politics and protocols that are still foreign to me. There's a language to this that I don't speak yet. I'm sure that I could easily get a male friend to let me practice with them but I want to be out in the real world experiencing what a real man would be feeling during his first gay encounter. I fear that I am damaging the data that I'm collecting by playing it safe and only sleeping with friends. Hopefully I'll find out soon what this fascinating scene is all about."

Sandy was intrepid, curious and dedicated to the task of exploring manhood in all its many flavors and varieties. She cast no value judgments on people and tended to look on anyone who had an unconventional life as "fascinating" whether they were or not. It was an endearing trait but it was not without its complications.

A lot of people had no interest in being a test subject for science no matter how noble the cause may be. Some people just wanted to be themselves and not be bothered. There was nothing wrong with being adventurous or trying something new but someone could be offended if they thought they were just being used as some kind of sexual guinea pig. If a man walked into a gay bar it might easily be assumed that he was gay, had been gay for a while, and was planning to remain that way for some time. Certainly there were people who dipped their toe in the water but that didn't mean that everyone wanted to be their lifeguard.

Sandy eventually found the spot he was looking for and parked his car. He noticed that there were a lot of motorcycles parked out in front and discovered why as soon as he walked through the door. The place was packed with hairy, boozy men in leather. It looked sort of like a convention of the Hell's Angels but with nicer vests. Many eyes bored into Sandy as he stood in the door for a moment deciding whether or not to flee.

Visions of being gang raped and dumped in a ditch somewhere out in the middle of the desert danced through his head but the liberal-minded voice in there told him that he was only catering to stereotypical prejudices. These were probably very nice men once you got to know them. Of course there was always the chance that he was wrong and he would wake up in a bordello in Tijuana but Sandy was an optimist and believed in the inherent goodness of people. Hopefully that would pan out.


CHAPTER 21:

Toni had become a regular at the field hockey scrimmages and was learning the game very quickly. It would have been nice to be able to actually try out for the team when the season started but she wouldn't be a female for that long and there would probably be serious eligibility issues if it was revealed that she had been born a man. It was just a neat way to pass the time and stay in shape.

Whenever Toni was around Caroline she made a point of ditching her nerdy clothes and tried to look nice. She even added a few cosmetic touches here and there. They were kind of getting to be buddies and hung out sometimes with other members of the team who seemed to accept Toni very quickly, especially since Caroline seemed to like her.

"Hey, I hate to dump this on you at the last minute but my boyfriend and I are supposed to be going on this double date with his cousin but his date fell through at the last minute and we've got these concert tickets and reservations at a restaurant and everything," said Caroline as sweetly as she could. "I was wondering whether you would be a doll and fill in. I don't know his cousin at all but my boyfriend assures me he's a nice guy and good looking and all that jazz. It's a blind date, it's short notice and it sucks but you'd be doing me a big favor."

So Caroline had a boyfriend. That was kind of a big disappointment. On the other hand she was inviting her out on a date, albeit with some strange dude, but it would be nice to spend some time around Caroline, even if there were men involved. Of course the idea was totally impossible. Toni had no desire to be on a date of any kind with any man and it wouldn't be that hard to come up with an excuse that sounded believable. She liked the idea of Caroline feeling like she was indebted to her but as she wasn't a lesbian what could she really do to make it worthwhile? Toni agreed to go and got the details.

"What the fuck have I gotten myself into?" Toni shouted to the sky once she was home and realized what she had done.

It was just dinner and a concert. Hopefully Caroline and her boyfriend would do most of the talking at dinner and the concert would be loud and crowded so how much harm could there be? It was a blind date so the guy couldn't be expecting much. And if he was he was just going to be sadly disappointed.

Caroline's boyfriend Doug did the driving while Toni piled into the backseat with her "date" Arthur. Toni was actually more interested in sizing up Caroline's boyfriend because in a few months she'd be male again and might be able to compete with this guy. He was definitely a jock of some kind and was a pretty big dude. Well, that wasn't always everything. Toni's date was not exactly a 98 pound weakling either and was probably an athlete of some kind as well.

Dinner went pretty much according to plan as Caroline and Doug chatted away comfortably while Toni and Arthur sort of stared at their plates and pushed some food around with their forks. Caroline tried to get the other couple to talk but it was kind of a losing cause.

The concert was fun and Toni enjoyed jumping around a bit and yelling. Of course she had also had a bit of wine during dinner along with a cocktail or two before leaving on the date to fortify her courage so she was feeling pretty good by the time the concert was in full swing.

"We got a room at the Sheraton to chill out at after the show," Caroline whispered to Toni as they were both standing in line waiting to use the restroom. "It's actually kind of a suite. It's got two bedrooms and Doug and I are going to spend the night. We can drive you home whenever you want but you're free to crash there if you're up for it."

"I didn't pack anything for overnight," Toni stammered, hoping it would get her off the hook.

"Well I've got some stuff in my bag if you need anything. Or we could pick something up on the way if you want," Caroline suggested. "I think Arthur really likes you by the way."

"What on earth would make you think that?" Toni asked in astonishment.

"The way he looks at you," Caroline replied.

It was insane to agree to go to that hotel room even if she could bail at any time. Caroline and Doug would probably be anxious to fuck and if Arthur really did like her than his mind would probably be on sex too. Better to just call it a night and have them drive her home. She agreed to go to the hotel anyway. It was just a room after all. No worse than a restaurant or a concert hall...except for the beds of course.

It was definitely a nice room Toni had to admit. Well, two rooms really. They all just kind of sat around the main room with Caroline and Doug perched on the bed and Toni and Arthur seated on the couch. A joint was lit and passed around. Toni had tried weed a couple of times but wasn't a regular user by any means. After taking a hit she felt kind of light headed at first and thought that she was getting really sleepy but pretty soon that turned into a very mellow buzz and she didn't object when Arthur put his arm around her shoulder.

Nobody really announced that it was time to have sex. It just sort of happened. Caroline and Doug had started necking on the bed and Toni had watched with a certain fascination as Caroline had slipped out of her dress. Toni had seen Caroline in her underwear a few times by now but she was wearing something a little sexier than her sports bra tonight. Then it happened.

Arthur was kissing her. He had his powerful arms around her and his hands were roaming freely. It was definitely time to go. Instead she let him kiss her neck while she felt the zipper on the back of her dress being pulled down.

It was all so surreal. Caroline had Doug had gotten naked somehow and Caroline was lying on across the bed sucking Doug's cock as he sat at the foot with his legs hanging over the side. So that's what Caroline looks like naked thought Toni. Very nice. Very nice indeed. Then she noticed that she and Arthur were both naked and she thought it was very kinky indeed to be naked in the same room where someone was getting head.

She looked at Arthur and was very impressed by his build. Definitely an athletic dude. Probably spent hours and hours in the gym to get a body like that. Toni had always been athletic but never ripped like this stud. He must be very dedicated to his workout routine.

"Do you want to go in the other room?" Arthur asked.

"No, I'm fine right here thanks," Toni replied.

It seemed like kind of a funny question to Toni. The couch was comfortable and she was feeling really, really, good. Besides, it was kind of arousing to watch someone having sex right in front of you.

Arthur's hand gently guided Toni's head into his lap and there she found a very erect penis in her face. She wondered what a cock tasted like so she started to lick it. It was as simple as that. No soul searching, no agonizing, she just saw his cock and put her lips on it.

"That's it baby, suck it good," Arthur said as she began to put more of his rod in her mouth.

She knew she was giving head, she wasn't so stoned that she was completely unaware of her actions, but she didn't care for some reason. It was kind of exciting really. Unlike most of the other volunteers she had refrained from any sex whatsoever, even masturbating. She had assumed that if she ever did have sex in this body it would be with someone like Caroline. Well, she had almost been right about that. Caroline was just across the room having sex with someone. It just didn't happen to be her.

Toni had no idea what she was doing but it didn't seem to matter to Arthur. He kept saying encouraging things and moaning so she figured she must be doing something right.

The more she sucked the more pleasurable it became. She hadn't realized how horny she had gotten since abstaining from sex. Giving head was just making her even more aroused so she reached between her legs and began to poke around her pussy. She hadn't wanted to ever touch the damn thing but she had to admit that it felt pretty good. She even wondered what it would feel like to have Arthur put his dick in there. Almost as if reading her mind Arthur released his grasp on her head and propped her over the end of the sofa.

He had lifted her quite easily as if she were just a cushion of the sofa and that impressed Toni. His muscles obviously weren't just for show. Then she felt her butt cheeks being pulled apart and soon Arthur had mounted her. It was kind of awkward on the couch to get the right angle but Arthur seemed to be managing it just fine.

"Oh my God," Toni groaned as Arthur began to thrust with more intensity.

Arthur reached around and grabbed her tits. He was fucking her so hard now that she was afraid he would knock her off the sofa. Fortunately he didn't because Toni was having a very good time at the moment. The whole evening had been fun, even if it was sort of embarrassing being on a date with a guy. It was nice to stop being a martyr and just enjoy herself for a change. Of course it might have been more fun to have been in bed with Caroline but neither one of them had cocks so Arthur and Doug were serving a useful purpose.

After Arthur had cum inside Toni he suggested that they move to the bedroom and kick it for a bit while he recovered and Toni followed him willingly. It was kind of a shame not to be able to watch Caroline anymore but she hadn't really been able to watch her all that much anyway with her head bobbing on Arthur's rod or while her butt was being pounded. Caroline and Doug probably wanted some privacy anyway.

As Toni hopped in bed she looked at Arthur who was stretching his arms over his head. It was kind of a Mr. Universe pose and Toni liked it for some reason. That man was well put together she thought. Then she realized that she had just lost her virginity and giggled for no reason in the world. She suddenly wished that she had a picture of the stud who had popped her cherry to show her dad. That would fucking drive him insane!

She raced back into the main room and grabbed her phone before running back into her own room.

"Strike some poses for me baby," she instructed her lover. "This is definitely a Kodak moment!"


CHAPTER 22:

Olivia had arrived at the address she had been given for the porn shoot. She was told to just dress casually as her wardrobe would be provided for her. She wasn't really sure what kind of wardrobe you needed for porno these days. She assumed she'd just be naked.

The place looked like an old warehouse and she wasn't sure if she was in the right spot but there was a small hand written sign on the door saying "Video Second Floor" so in she went. She climbed the stairs and came into a large open space that was buzzing with activity. There was a small crew consisting entirely of men, some basic lighting equipment and a camera, a few other people milling around in the back and a whole bunch of what looked to Olivia like torture devices. Having lied about previous bondage experience Olivia began to wonder whether she had made a big mistake.

"Hey you made it on time!" said the man who had hired her at the bar. "Come on over and meet the rest of the cast. This is Hunter and this is Angel and...what do we call you sweetie?"

"Maxi," Olivia blurted out off the top of her head.

"Maxi...cool, I like it. It's like extreme!"

Angel was a tall dark-haired girl with big tits and long wavy hair. Hunter was a pretty buffed out looking dude with a shaved head, tattoos and a big dick. Things were starting to look pretty extreme all right.

"You're going to be the sub," the man, who was obviously the director said. "Actually it's more of a pet in this one. I assume you're cool with that?"

"Sure," said Olivia not having the slightest idea what any of that meant.

"Great," the director continued. "Angel's going to warm you up for her boyfriend and that's when Hunter comes in. Now what are your hard limits sweetie?"

"Oh, I'm pretty much up for anything," Olivia replied.

"Fantastic! Extreme! Maxi!"

The guy was kind of goofy but that actually took a little of the edge off of the situation. After a few more instructions the cast was assigned their wardrobe and got into costume. Olivia was to wear a crotchless, fishnet body stocking. It was kind of stretchy so it fit surprisingly well. She was also outfitted with sort of a leather dog collar thingy and spiked heels. As she looked at herself in the mirror she was rather pleased with her appearance. She looked extreme!

Angel also had fishnets on but they were just stockings and also had easy access to the fun bits. She sported a latex corset that stopped just below her boobs. It kind of pushed her already ample bosom up and made her tits look even bigger. Hunter was just naked as the day he was born...except that he probably wasn't born with all those tattoos.

"Okay, let's get the leash on her and get started," called the director. "Angel baby you lead your pet in from...that way...and take her over to this recliner thing and strap her down. Just improvise the dialogue. Maxi's your pet and you've been training her to serve your boyfriend and this is the big day he gets to break her in, that sort of shit."

Olivia had a leash fastened to her collar and was told to get on all fours. The cameras started rolling and Angel began to lead Olivia across the room, stopping occasionally to smack her in the ass with a riding crop.

"Let's go bitch this is your lucky day," said Angel, presumably in character. "My boyfriend is going to fuck you. Would you like that?"

"Yes," Olivia replied, assuming that was the desired response.

"Yes what bitch!' Angel shouted as she gave Olivia's bottom a pretty good whack.

"Yes...mistress?"

"That's better."

Eventually Olivia was placed on what looked sort of like a reclining deck chair except that it was padded and mounted on a steel frame. There were also many hooks and loops and chains and restraining cuffs at strategic points and Angel soon had Olivia fastened securely to the chair with her legs forced wide open.

"This is what I've been training you for my pet," said Angela as she began to work on Olivia with a variety of large sex toys. "Do you think you're ready for your master's cock?"

"Yes mistress."

"Louder!"

"Yes mistress!"

"Well, we'll see about that."

Angel then clamped some heavy pin-like things on Olivia's nipples and it hurt like hell. She was used to having studs there but these things were heavy and tight. Olivia let out a genuine cry. That just led to some more verbal and physical abuse before Olivia regained her composure and promised to be more obedient.

Somewhere along the line Hunter wandered in sporting a big boner and Angela went through some ritual of unfastening Olivia and presenting her to him.

"On your knees bitch!" Angel commanded. "This is how you service your new master."

Olivia just sat on the floor on her knees with her hands tied behind her back. She looked down at the floor and wondered what the fuck she was doing here.

"Look at his cock you worthless cum bucket," Angel barked as she grabbed Olivia by the hair and jerked her head up. "From now on this is the cock you serve. Worship it. Adore it. You live to satisfy its pleasure."

After a little more talking and spanking Olivia was dragged to her feet and Angel shoved Olivia's face down onto Hunter's massive prick. Olivia had sucked a lot of dick but she'd never had a face fucking quite like this. Thankfully Angel stopped driving her head on Hunter's spike and amused herself with Olivia's asshole for a time. That included sticking her fingers in followed by a large black dildo which Angel used to vigorously ass fuck Olivia, all while Hunter's cock was still being jammed down Olivia's throat.

For the finale Angel spread out on the recliner thing and Olivia was made to lick her pussy while Hunter banged Olivia from behind, alternating between her pussy and her ass. For the money shot Olivia was shoved to her knees again and received a very gooey facial. Then it was a wrap and life went back to normal.

"Fucking fantastic!" the director said as the crew began to break down the equipment.

Olivia got her 500 bucks and the director said he would love to work with her again and took her contact information. It was nice to get those damn nipples clamps off Olivia thought as she walked a little gingerly down the stairs. What the hell just happened she wondered?

In a way Olivia was an absolute natural for this. Getting shoved around and called a cum bucket was nothing new to her. She liked everything kinky and shocking and...extreme. Some of the pain was a little hard to get used to but it also did have a stimulating feeling to it. Having no idea what to expect going in had made everything a little scary but at the end of the day it was just a video and everybody was really nice when they weren't in character. Maybe next time she'd play the dominatrix, or whatever it was called. This bondage stuff might be worth looking into. Not bad pay for an afternoon of fucking either.


CHAPTER 23:

Sandy had also experienced some pretty rough play during his visit to the leather bar. Happily he didn't end up dead or a sex slave and in fact his instincts had been pretty accurate. They were some pretty nice guys once you got to know them.

It took a while to win them over but after buying a few rounds of drinks for the house and shooting some pool while letting various patrons grab his ass as he leaned over to make shots the funky outsider started to seem okay.

There was no question in anyone's mind that Sandy was a bottom. Even with the beard his slender frame and soft features marked him as effeminate. Sandy ended up blowing one guy in the bathroom and finished the night in the alley behind the bar with another guy who shoved him up against the wall and fucked him hard in the ass. Nobody touched Sandy's dick and he never thought of touching it himself even though he was erect much of the evening.

The blowjob was easy enough as Sandy had certainly given head as a girl but the anal thing was more than a bit painful. Olivia had been shoving things up her ass all of her life so she was completely accustomed to the sensation but Sandy was an anal neophyte and very sore as he settled down on his car seat for the ride home. He wondered if hemorrhoids felt like this.

"I have just engaged in gay sex and have a few quick observations," Sandy began as he flipped on his recorder. "First off I'm not sure how much scientific value my observations might be here as the group I encountered was probably not a typical cross section of the gay populous. Indeed, they were more of a select group I would say. I was welcomed into their circle, not so much as an equal member, but more as a...well I guess I sort of felt like a piece of meat being thrown into a lion's den. I say I had sex but I actually never came close to any sort of stimulation myself except for the mental excitement. I have a feeling that I might enjoy more of a...mutual lovemaking session with a man but this was an experience I'm not soon to forget. But I think the biggest thing I learned is that getting drilled in the ass when you've never tried it before is not something that I would quickly recommend. A little practice and a whole lot of lube would probably have made this a bit easier. Signing off for now."


CHAPTER 24:

Casey and Paul were enjoying a picnic in a nice wooded area not too far out of town. It was a lovely spot and Casey had packed a very yummy meal complete with a nice, but modestly priced bottle of wine. They had hiked for a bit along a twisting creek and had both worked up a good appetite.

Even though she knew that there would be some hiking involved Casey had worn a darling little yellow and white sundress. It wasn't the ideal thing for making a trek into the wilderness but she really wanted to feel pretty today and it seemed like a good picnic outfit at any rate.

Feeling pretty and trying to be pretty had become surprisingly important to Casey now that she had a boyfriend. She was not one of the men in the program that anyone had identified as highly likely to embrace the female role let alone engage in sex with men but she had also demonstrated some open-mindedness in her tests and evaluations. There seemed to be zero history of any sexual ambiguity or gender confusion, not even from an experimental or fantasy standpoint and yet here she was on another date with a guy.

The shift in behavior had happened remarkably fast. The strong support group probably helped quite a bit. Casey had not met the same kind of scorn or ridicule from anyone close to her that some of the other volunteers had experienced and in fact her family was pretty enthusiastic about her embracing womanhood so easily.

Paul was the other big factor. Possibly the biggest one. Had her first experiences with men been uncomfortable or unpleasant in some way it's doubtful that she would have continued to explore that path with any great sincerity. The idea had been to try going on a date once just to see what it was like. Instead Casey had fallen in love and was now sitting on a blanket in the woods with a man eating lunch and sipping wine and eagerly anticipating the chance to be in his arms again.

"Paul...why doesn't it seem to bother you that I was born a man?" Casey asked.

"It just doesn't seem like that big of a deal to me. Sure, I remember you as a guy from school but I didn't know you well. The woman sitting here next to me is the only version of you that I really know. I've always liked girls and I just see a girl and I know that I like you so it's not a problem. I would think that it would be much tougher for you to look at me and forget the fact that you were never interested in men before," Paul replied in his usual insightful way. "Actually it's pretty damn flattering when you think about it. I never figured I'd be able to turn someone's sexual preferences around."

"I know there's a chemical thing happening inside me that's causing some unexpected changes in the way I think and feel but I feel so strongly about you that I can't imagine it's just some hormonal reaction. It's not just the sex, which I love, it's the fact that I love being with you and talking to you and doing things together."

"Sounds like someone's a little smitten," Paul said with grin.

"Maybe just a little," Casey replied coyly.

"Well the feeling is absolutely mutual."

Paul put his wine down and moved over very close to Casey. She put her arms around his neck and they kissed for some time. Kissing was so nice, thought Casey, especially when you were kissing someone you were crazy about. Then Casey noticed that her skirt was being lifted up and Paul's hand was running along the inside of her thigh.

"Paul, what are you doing?" Casey said in mild protest. "Someone could see us."

"Now tell the truth, didn't you wear a dress at least partly because it would give me easy access to your panties?"

"No! Well...maybe...partly," she confessed shyly.

"I don't think it's very likely that anyone is going to happen by this exact spot but if they did, would it really bother you if they saw us making love?" asked Paul.

"No, I guess not."

"Then lie down my darling and let's get these panties off you."

Casey lay on her back and lifted her legs apart. The sunlight through the leaves of the tree they were under made sparkly patterns that sort of looked like little diamonds or stars. There was a gentle breeze blowing through the high grass and Casey had never felt anything so sublime as feeling the man she loved entering her in this idyllic setting.

Enjoy the moment. Well, she was enjoying this moment that was for sure. She was still learning so much about having sex as a woman but one thing that had surprised her was how different it felt in different positions, even how different it felt just by moving her legs somewhat. As a man it had seemed like some positions were harder to sustain or more fatiguing or something but it never really made a huge difference as to the feeling. It was exciting to be discovering such basic things about her own body. Where she especially liked to be touched. Which parts were more sensitive than others and required gentle handling. It was a funny thing to be a sexually active adult and not know your own erogenous zones yet.

Oh, how she was learning though! She was very pleased by the fact that she seemed to be pretty orgasmic. From what she had read many women go through life rarely having orgasms. That had not been a problem so far, especially since she knew she could always rub her clit if she needed an extra boost.

Despite his bold talk Paul had just pulled his pants down and left his shirt on in case they had to straighten up in a hurry. Casey suddenly wished that they were both totally naked. Making love outdoors in a scenic place like this seemed to call for something more natural like nudity but she wasn't in the mood to stop now. Someday maybe they'd go totally wild and have sex in a waterfall or something like that. Right now all that mattered was that Paul could get his dick into her pussy. Asking for more would just be selfish.

Casey started to see stars before her eyes but they weren't caused by the sunlight through the tree. She was cumming very hard and she wondered whether it was possible to have such an intense orgasm that it left you blind.

"Go ahead and blind me," Casey suddenly blurted out.

"Excuse me?"

"Ha, ha, ha...pay no attention darling I'm just giddy," she laughed. "Your cock makes me go a little crazy I guess."

They continued to fuck and Casey didn't go blind but her head was spinning and her body straining to meet his every thrust. When it appeared that Paul was reaching his limit Casey suddenly propped herself up on her elbows and looked at him intently.

"Let me taste your cum Paul," she said with a degree of urgency in her voice.

"Are you sure?" Paul asked.

"Yes, I'm sure. I want to know what your cum tastes like."

"You'd better hurry if you want to find out," Paul groaned.

Paul pulled his dick out and stood up as Casey got on her knees and opened her mouth as wide as she could. If Paul hadn't been ready to pop the look in her eyes would have made him cum on the spot. He had never seen anyone looking quite that devoted and longingly at him. He had certainly never had a woman beg for his cum.

His first spurt missed badly and hit her cheek just below an eye but she quickly leaned forward and wrapped her lips around the tip of his prick. And then she drank as if she were sipping a malt through a straw, all the while stile gazing up at him with that adorable expression.

It was pretty thick and a little harder to swallow than she had anticipated but she managed to get it all down before she lay on her back again, spread her legs, and lazily played with her pussy.

"Hmm...tastes like grapes," she said.

"I think that's probably from the wine you were drinking," Paul joked as he just stood and looked at her with his pants still down around his ankles and his dick beginning to retreat to normal.

There was something about the softness and the sweetness of Casey's personality that just seemed to be suited to her new identity. Soft and sweet weren't exactly "manly" qualities but that was the real Casey underneath. As a woman she didn't have to hide it or cover it up or feel ashamed of it, she could revel in those qualities and be appreciated for them.

"I love you so much Casey."

"Would you be saying that if I hadn't just swallowed your cum?" she teased.

"Of course I would!"

With a laugh he jumped on top of her. Casey reached up and held his face in her hands.

"That's good, because I'm madly in love with you too."

Now they had both admitted it. The die was cast. It was probably reckless on their part to make that kind of declaration but it was the truth. They were both just enjoying the moment.


CHAPTER 25:

If Casey's easy adaption to womanhood was a bit of a surprise Toni's wild night at the hotel had been a thunderbolt out of the blue. Booze and pot had definitely played a hand, along with the sexually charged atmosphere in the room with Caroline and Doug going at it so openly, but Toni wasn't about to blame the whole thing on being wasted.

She had enjoyed being fucked by a man, there was just no sense in denying it. That had come about in part because she had learned to enjoy being a girl in other areas more than she had thought was possible. When she fought it so hard at the beginning she was miserable so she had compromised and tried to find a way to make the best of it. Those efforts at assimilating into a female circle had been highly successful. Toni had learned to like the geeky girls and even adopted some of their interests. Playing field hockey was another pleasant surprise because she was good at it and made more new friends. Toni had always had kind of a small circle of friends who had grown up together in the same neighborhood. She had never really socialized all that much with her fellow students but now she was meeting new people with new ideas and backgrounds and interests.

Toni was stubborn but she was also smart enough to realize that being turned into a female had forced her out of her comfort zone which brought a lot of pleasant surprises. Of course none of that could completely explain why an ardently heterosexual man with an open disdain for homosexuality would end up on a couch sucking a cock. Toni certainly couldn't understand it and was in a bit of a daze over the whole thing. She kind of swung back and forth between hating herself and forgiving herself.

The thing that was perhaps most frustrating to her were those damn photos of Arthur on her phone. Every time she went to delete them something held her back. Depending on which way her mood was swinging the pictures either disgusted her or kind of turned her on. She thought of it sort of like a car wreck where you don't want to look but you do anyway.

Was it such a terrible idea to think that you could look at a man and find something attractive about him even if you hadn't thought that way before? Toni had always been athletic and admired athletes for their well-conditioned bodies. She certainly noticed if someone looked like they worked out a lot but there had never been anything remotely sexual about that...had there? Did being in this female body cause her to have entirely new desires or had it in some way triggered something that had always been there? Being female certainly seemed to give her permission to explore that aspect of her nature but she wasn't sure whether that was a good thing or a bad thing.

It certainly had gotten her even closer to Caroline, who was delighted that Toni had been such a good sport about the whole thing.

"Hey babe, I'm sorry that I kind of sprung that whole sex scene on you with no warning," said Caroline one day when they were eating lunch together. "Doug and I are sort of into that kind of thing. We got a suite with two rooms because we had no idea whether Arthur's original date was going to be up for any sort of a group thing but we kind of like to share the fun with others, if you know what I mean."

Toni didn't know exactly what she meant but it sounded sort of like Caroline and Doug were some kind of swingers. Had their willingness to be so open been some sort of invitation to join them? A moment later she got her answer.

"I don't know whether that whole group sex, partner swapping thing freaks you out or not but I kind of got the impression that you weren't totally turned off by the idea. We double date a lot and it gets kind of freaky sometimes. Doug really likes you and I really like you and if you ever wanted to take a walk on the wild side we'd be happy to have you join us. You could bring a date, if he was cool with it, or we could hook you up or you could just come by yourself and we'd be a happy little threesome."

Poor, confused Toni was more confused than ever after that. She had never known anyone who had that sort of relationship. Girlfriend's were something you guarded with your life and if a guy even flirted with them that was cause for a fight. And no self-respecting man she knew was ever going to get in bed with another man no matter how hot the chicks might be. Yet it definitely sounded like Caroline was kind of hitting on her. A "happy little threesome" definitely implied that there would be some girl on girl action in the mix.

It sounded exciting. Obviously she didn't know any guys and had no idea how to find a date who was into group sex so she'd have to either let them hook her up again or fly solo. Things had certainly gone well with Arthur so maybe they could set her up with someone else she might enjoy or maybe it would be better to work her way up slowly to that.

So Caroline did like girls, at least under the right circumstances. And she didn't seem to mind that her boyfriend would be fucking another woman. This was a whole new world to Toni and she was frightened and thrilled. Everything these days seemed to be tugging her in two different directions. It was hard to know what to think but she was definitely tempted. Very tempted indeed.


CHAPTER 26:

Olivia was eating lunch at one of the school dining facilities one day when a guy holding a tray of food came up to where she was sitting. He was nice enough looking, but kind of square Olivia thought.

"I'm sorry to intrude like this but it's kind of crowded today. Would you mind if I sat here?" the young man asked.

"Not at all. You can sit on my lap if you want to stud," Olivia replied in a sassy voice.

"Thanks, but I'll start with a chair I think and see where things go."

They ate in silence for a while which sort of confused Olivia. She had assumed that the guy was just making a move to hit on her. When he didn't she wasn't sure how to react. She tried to press the issue by engaging in some lewd quips and sexual innuendos. The guy didn't seem fazed at all.

"You know if you're trying to shock me for some reason I think you'll have to do a little more than that, which I'm sure you could if you wanted to but what I'm trying to figure out is why in the world you would want to," said the boy. "You're very pretty, you obviously have a way with words and you don't appear to be very shy. Why come on so strong? I have to assume that either you want to scare me away so that you can dine in peace or that my tremendous animal magnetism is just so powerful that you can't control your urges. Feel free to lie in your answer. I've been feeling a little bummed lately since my girlfriend dumped me and my ego could use the boost. I'm Frank by the way. I mean, that's my name, I wasn't claiming to be a direct and forthright speaker, although I probably am that on occasion."

"I'm Olivia and I have a dirty mouth," she replied with a smile. "And that's the truth not a really weird last name."

"Well Olivia I'm kind of old-fashioned in this but I usually like to get to know someone first before discussing whether I've ever had a spoon in my ass before so how about dinner? You pick the place and I'll pick you up on Friday at 7:00. Here's my number so that you can text me your address and let me know whether I need to wear a tie. I trust that the restaurant can provide a spoon if things advance to that point."

Olivia had just been messing with the guy for no real reason but the whole thing had turned into a real mind-bender. She couldn't figure him out at all but she dug his confidence. A lot of guys would be terrified to ask a strange girl to share her table and most of the men she knew were not all that eloquent. He hadn't really hit on her at all and yet with virtually no effort he had gotten a date with her. She was definitely going to text that man. She was dying to figure out what his trip was.

The thought of dating had never really crossed her mind. When she went out she went out to get laid. If she ever had sex with the same guy twice it was just random chance. Her first impulse was to choose a very fancy restaurant and then dress like a total whore but she decided to bring it down a notch. There was no reason to embarrass this guy. It might be kind of nice to get dressed up and go out to dinner with a man. And he thought she was very pretty. Nobody had ever said that to her in exactly those words. It felt kind of good.

"So what's your major?" Frank asked when they were seated at a very upscale restaurant that Olivia had picked, partly so that she could show off the gorgeous new dress she had run out and bought for the occasion.

"Cultural anthropology," Olivia replied.

"Oh, so you're a scientist."

"Well, a social scientist at any rate," Olivia said with chuckle.

"I'm just kind of a classy bum. My parents are loaded so I just sort of drift from one thing to another. Whatever strikes my fancy at the moment."

"I guess you really are frank...in both ways," Olivia joked.

"Yeah, I swing both ways in a lot of areas," Frank said casually.

This guy was getting harder and harder to figure out thought Olivia. Did he really just admit that he was bi-sexual? Now who was doing the shocking?

"So what's up with all the sex talk anyway? Do you always come on that strong with everyone?" asked Frank.

"I'm a bad girl."

"How bad?"

"About as bad as it gets."

"Stripper? Hooker? Porn star?"

"Actually I've done all three."

"You know I've always wondered why adult film performers are automatically called stars. It makes me wonder why people like Meryl Streep bother taking all of those acting classes and everything. She could have just given a blowjob on screen and been a star overnight. Not to say that you aren't a highly accomplished performer worthy of the title but I've noticed that the honor gets bestowed kind of easily."

"I'm definitely not a star," Olivia confessed with a grin. "So far I've done exactly one BDSM video where I was basically a sex slave on a leash."

"So is that what you're into?" Frank inquired.

"It was the first time I ever tried it but it was kind of kinky fun."

"I've dabbled in that sort of thing a couple of times but I've never really embraced the whole lifestyle aspect of it. I'm not usually motivated enough to make a big commitment to much of anything, let alone something that intense."

"Extreme. That was the director's favorite word for it."

"Yeah the only thing I tend to be extreme about is my extreme laziness."

"Pardon me for saying this but you're the weirdest fucking guy I've ever met," said Olivia.

"Then you need to get out more. I've met plenty of guys who were way weirder than I am."

"Why me mister rich guy? What could I possibly have to offer?"

"I think you've got a secret and I'd love to try and find out what it is," Frank explained.

"I already told you I'm bad girl who likes to do terrible, dirty things. What else do you think I'm hiding?"

"I don't know. That's what makes it so intriguing."

"So are we going to fuck tonight?" Olivia asked.

"Sure, if you want to."

"You don't sound too enthusiastic."

"We can do whatever you want tonight. We can fly to Paris for the weekend if you want."

"I'd have to be home in time for church on Sunday," said Olivia.

"Now why does that not surprise me in the least?"


CHAPTER 27:

Hal had been kind of drifting away from the sex and getting a little despondent lately. As a lesbian he knew where he fit in the world but as a man it was harder to figure that out. He missed his old friends and lovers and wasn't having much luck making new ones. Given his tom boy background and preference for sex with girls he had sort of assumed that being a man would be a piece of cake. What he was discovering instead was that he really liked being a lesbian tom boy.

Oh, the cock was a fascinating mechanism. He still got a kick out of watching it spring to life and that surging energy all focused on one little part of his body was a trip. What he wasn't so crazy about was the constant aching to blow his load whether he was particularly in a sexy mood or not. It was more like a need than a desire, like eating lunch when you weren't especially hungry.

His cock also seemed to control his brain more than he was comfortable with. Sometimes he felt like he was picturing every girl he saw with his dick inside her and that was kind of creepy, especially since he was normally a girl and didn't love the idea of being undressed by every pair of male eyes that ever beheld her. Of course this was just a real limited test sample. Maybe most men weren't this horny all the time. If they were he sure felt bad for them. There ought to be public masturbation stations where a guy could just pop into a booth on the street and jack it. It would probably be a real public service.

On the other hand it was kind of cool to be left alone when you wanted to. You could sit alone in a bar or a restaurant and no one was likely to bug you. As a girl he had definitely been hit on with some regularity and some of the dudes were pretty persistent. And telling a guy that you were a lesbian usually just made them hotter for you than before. Hal had no idea why that seemed to be such a turn on for so many men but it was. As a girl he had never been turned on by watching two guys going at it but lesbians seemed to hold some magical charm in the male fantasy world for some reason.

Hal had been enjoying occasional trips to strip clubs. It was always pleasant to watch sexy girls take their clothes off and he liked to play a game he called "Spot the Lesbo" where he tried to guess which of the performers were actually bean lickers or at least swung both ways. He had tried the obligatory lap dance but that seemed kind of pointless to him. If there was a girl in his lap he wanted to be proactive about things but all he ended up doing was ejaculating in his pants and feeling like a total idiot.

On the bright side Hal had definitely learned something about himself. He knew without the shadow of a doubt that he preferred being a woman who liked women. It would probably have been awful to discover that being a man was actually the greatest thing in the world since he would only be one for a few more months. It was reassuring to feel totally comfortable in the life he had been living before, even if it was unconventional by the standards of society. He was a lesbian and damn proud of it!

The project had one big flaw and that was the fact that six months was hardly enough time to make any reasonable assessment of the difference between being male or female in a broader sense. This was especially true since all of the volunteers were college students and generally not bothered with the financial responsibilities they would face later in life.

Nobody was dealing with any "glass ceilings" keeping them from being promoted to the higher job levels or being the victims of gender wage disparity or workplace sexual harassment. Nobody was dealing with the pressures of marriage and children and being expected to be the "bread winner" for their family. In six months you barely had time to figure out what to stick in which hole so sex was the main focus.

It really took a lifetime of being pushed into specific gender roles from childhood by the toys you played with and the way you were dressed. It took an individual's desire to break from the stereotype to discover what sort of resistance might be encountered. The project may have been a noble effort but it could only scratch the surface.

Perhaps the biggest question was just how fucked up would all of these kids be once the thing was over?


CHAPTER 28:

"Will you still love me when I'm not a girl?" Casey nervously asked Paul one day when they were cuddling in bed after some really great sex.

"I don't know. Will you still love me?" Paul responded.

"It might not be that bad. I mean, if you could still see the same look in my eyes when I'm gazing up at you with your cock in my mouth wouldn't that count for something?" Casey suggested hopefully.

"That's assuming that you would ever want to have my cock in your male mouth," Paul pointed out. "Even if I was open to the idea of a gay relationship with you how can you be certain that you won't go back to being straight?"

"Maybe I never was straight. Maybe I've been in the closet my whole life and just never knew it."

"It's possible, but it's also possible that this change to your body has done more to your brain than you know. You seem like all woman to me but I've seen you as a man. Did you ever find men attractive at all as a man?"

"Not really," Casey said sadly.

"Maybe we should just split up before it becomes a problem."

"Oh, no Paul , I don't want to do that! I can't tell you how much joy you've brought into my life. I can't stand the thought of leaving you."

"It may get a lot uglier if we wait until you change," Paul cautioned.

"I don't care. I want every second with you that I can get."

"Why don't we make a pact that the first chance we get after you change we'll go to dinner? If there's still some kind of a spark there we'll see where that leads and if there isn't we'll shake hands and call it a day."

"Couldn't we still be friends?" asked Casey.

"We could certainly try but after all of the sexual experiences we've had together I think it might be a little difficult for one or both of us to completely put that out of our minds and just be platonic drinking buddies."

"So you love me enough that you'd actually be willing to consider turning gay for me?"

"I suppose that's basically what I'm saying."

"Oh darling, no wonder I love you so much," said Casey as she mothered Paul with kisses.

"Maybe I should practice with a few guys first just to see if I can get the hang of it," Paul teased.

"No way mister. If you're going to stick your dick in somebody's ass it had better be mine."

"Is that an invitation?" Paul joked.

"You know that my body is yours to do whatever you like with."

"No wonder I love you so much. Why don't you turn over and show me that ass of yours?"

Casey grinned and rolled over on her stomach. Paul scooted down and began to rub her ass cheeks. After pressing against the rim of her anus he let a finger poke inside.

"Man, that's awfully tight. Are you sure you could handle my awesome telephone poll in there?" Paul joked.

"No," Casey responded, actually starting to regret the offer a little.

"Of course if we were gay lovers how do you know that it wouldn't be you fucking me in the ass?"

Casey popped up and shoved Paul's head down onto the bed. Then she got behind him and pretended to be humping his butt.

"That's a thought," she said with a giggle. "Would you like to feel by big manly cock all upside in your tight little hole?"

"Do you have a big manly cock?"

"Not really."

"Actually I'm not sorry to hear that at all."

Casey then flipped Paul over on his back and stuck two fingers in his mouth. Paul began to playfully pretend to be giving head.

"Yeah that's it bitch...maybe I'll make you my little cocksucker. How does that sound?" Casey asked.

"Hard to talk like this," Paul mumbled.

"Hey, you're too good at that. If anyone is going to be the cocksucker in this family I'd rather it be me."

"So who's stopping you?" said Paul once he had pulled Casey's fingers from his mouth.

Casey didn't waste a moment before swinging over on top of Paul and getting her head lined up with his prick. Oral sex was still very new to her but she had really enjoyed it so far. As she began to stroke Paul's shaft Paul got his face up between her legs and started to lap at her wet pussy.

It was so weird to even pretend that they were gay lovers, thought Casey, but maybe their love was strong enough to survive that. As she lovingly devoured his manhood it seemed hard to believe that simply changing her gender back would make this beautiful act somehow unpleasant. The physical sensation was nothing to her compared to the emotional satisfaction of bringing pleasure to Paul. She was determined that if Paul was willing she would try her best to make him happy in whatever body she happened to be in.


CHAPTER 29:

Toni had taken up Caroline's offer of a threesome and the gang had arranged for a night at Caroline's house while her parents were out of town. It was a pretty nice pad and even had a pool and a Jacuzzi out on the patio.

There was some wine and a little more pot smoking but Toni didn't feel quite as stoned as she had the first time. That actually made her a little worried because she still wasn't sure how much of her uninhibited behavior had been fueled by chemicals but she was here now and it would be kind of rude to rush out.

"Why don't we hit the hot tub?" Caroline suggested.

"I didn't bring a bathing suit," said Toni.

"That's all right. We never wear them anyway," said Doug as he began to strip right where he was standing.

Caroline smiled at Toni and then pulled her top off over her head. Toni took a last swig of wine from her glass and began to strip as well. As she looked at the nude bodies of her two companions for the evening she was surprised to find how appealing she found them both. Toni definitely had a crush on Caroline and was thrilled to see her naked but Doug was actually pretty hot too...for a man.

She followed the couple out onto the patio as Caroline switched the tub and the lights on. Doug hopped in and beckoned for Toni to join him.

"Come on I won't bite...too hard," he grinned.

Toni got in the tub and noticed that Caroline was stretching out on a lounge chair.

"Aren't you joining us?" Toni called.

"Eventually," Caroline replied. "I want to watch for a while."

"So what did you think of my cousin Arthur?" Doug asked as he situated himself right next to Toni.

"I thought he was really nice," Toni replied.

"He thought you were really nice too. He kept talking about how nice your tits were and I can see why. I love the shape. They're just perfect for holding onto."

With that Doug began to squeeze and fondle Toni's breasts. She was kind of freaked out by the whole scene. It was weird that Arthur had been talking to Doug about her tits but on the other hand she was kind of happy that she was getting complimented for them. She sort of thought they weren't big enough.

"They taste good too," said Doug after sampling one of Toni's nipples.

Toni wasn't exactly sure what to do so she just sort of sat there and let Doug fool around with her boobs for a while.

"You really should come play with these tits, I think you'd enjoy them," Doug called to Caroline.

"If you insist," Caroline joked as she got up and entered the tub.

Caroline got next to Toni on the other side and began to do essentially what Doug was doing. Toni may not have been stoned but her head was starting to swim anyway. First off she was sitting naked in a hot tub with the girl of her dreams and she was being fondled by two people at once. It was hard to know where to look or what to concentrate on. They were both so attractive and had such beautiful bodies and the water felt spectacular. Toni had never experienced this kind of decadent sensuality before.

Then Caroline leaned over and kissed Toni. It was a wonderful kiss. Next Doug gently turned her face towards him and he kissed her. That was a pretty wonderful kiss too. Caroline sort of floated over between them and kissed Doug and then everybody started kissing and touching everybody.

Caroline and Doug were definitely trying to make Toni feel warm and welcome and they were certainly succeeding. Hands, lips, fingers, and tongues seemed to be everywhere on her body, both above and below the water. Then Caroline hopped up on the edge of tub and spread her legs before she began to play with her snatch.

"Would you like a taste, honey?" Caroline asked seductively.

"I think she means you doll," said Doug with a laugh. "I don't think she's too impressed with my pussy licking skills."

"It's nothing personal darling. Girls just do it better," Caroline teased.

Toni didn't need to be asked twice. She happily waded over to the edge of the Jacuzzi and began to lap at the other girl's vagina. Toni had waited so long for this opportunity and assumed that it would never arrive once she found out that Caroline had a boyfriend. As it turned out that was probably the only way this little scenario was ever going to play out.

"Mmm...you've done this before haven't you girl?" Caroline purred happily.

"Once or twice," Toni replied truthfully once she could pry herself away from pussy licking long enough to speak.

It really had only been a couple of times. In Toni's old gang performing oral sex on a woman was viewed as kind of a sign of weakness. Calling a guy a pussy licker or a taco eater or something of that nature was usually meant to imply that the man was some kind of sissy. Toni had no idea why that was so but it was just the way things were in her old crew. Fuck them, she thought. This was a fine way to pass the time.

Caroline was really starting to moan and Toni could feel her wetness on her tongue. It made Toni happy to know that she was doing a decent job of it.

"Fuck this, I've got to get in there," said Doug.

For a moment Toni thought that Doug meant that he wanted a turn at his girlfriend's gash but then she felt his hands on her waist and realized that what Doug wanted to get in was her own box.

There was that feeling again. That feeling of having a man inside you. That indescribable sensation that was still both scary and spectacular. It was all the more spectacular feeling it at the same time she had her face buried in Caroline's pussy but it also divided her attention a bit and made it a little harder to keep her face from being smashed into Caroline's pelvis with each thrust from behind her.

Caroline noticed her dilemma and grabbed Toni's hair. She sort of served to counter balance the action of her boyfriends heavy jabs. That was actually rather helpful and hot as hell in the bargain. No way did anything like this ever happen in her old life. Eventually Toni decided not to focus on anything and just let her senses go. The three became one...a happy little threesome indeed!

Toni had been totally baffled as to why such a hot babe like Caroline, who had an equally hot boyfriend, would ever feel the need for additional partners. She had wondered why they weren't content to just bang each other. Now she was starting to get a clue as to what made this kinky stuff so enjoyable.

Making love to multiple partners simultaneously created a great harmonious feeling of shared indulgence. Toni was also impressed by the lack of jealousy and possessiveness. She had always figured that swinging was just for fat, middle-aged, married couples who were burned out on their sex lives and needed some spice but it was very cool the way Caroline and Doug could just be so free about their bodies and their sexuality.

It felt good to be included in their circle. Toni was certainly enjoying the opportunity to play with Caroline but she was finding it easier to admit that she also enjoyed getting fucked by Doug. She had no idea exactly what that meant or what this was doing to her in the long run but it didn't matter right now. Excitement was bubbling inside her like the water that enveloped her in the tub.

Later they retired to a bedroom and continued their free exchange of body parts and fluids. Toni snapped a few more pictures with her phone when she could pry herself away from the action and Caroline even picked up the camera and got a shot of Toni with Doug's dick in her mouth without Toni even being aware of it. It would be a nice surprise for later.

They eventually fell asleep with Toni in the middle. It was a nice gesture indicating that she was their special guest. Toni felt special that night. She felt that she had discovered a strange new world that would be hard to turn back from. She was opening up, evolving, and changing and she had no idea exactly where that road would take her but she wasn't as afraid to travel it anymore.


CHAPTER 30:

When the project had hit the approximate halfway point of three months all of the volunteers had gathered for a progress report session with Professor Hargrove. It was the first time that the twelve participants had seen each other in their new bodies and everyone was curious to see how things had been going with everyone else.

They started by going around the room and having each person stand up and identify themselves before giving a brief summary of their impressions so far.

"I'm Casey Kennedy, which has always been my name, and I have really enjoyed just about everything so far. I feel like I've grown closer to my family, which is all female, and I have a wonderful boyfriend named Paul, who actually knew me as a guy and is totally cool with it, and who I'm just crazy about! It's just been the best time of my life ever."

"I'm Hal Anderson, born Holly Anderson, and I've always been a lesbian so I thought that becoming a man for a while would be pretty awesome but what I've really found is that I like being a lesbian a whole lot more. There are some cool perks of being a man, like not shaving, but on the whole I'll be pretty happy when this thing is done and I can get back to my old life."

"I'm Olivia Randolph, formerly a cross-dressing little queer named Oliver, and my porn name is Maxi. I was a trashy cock sucking slut before I became a girl and once I had the proper tools I just kicked it up a notch. My parents are a couple of uptight religious squares who have no idea what I'm doing and sometimes I'm not sure that I know what I'm doing. I just met a trippy guy that I can't figure out and we're sort of trying to figure each other out I guess. Oh yeah, I have kept my promise to my parents to be in church every Sunday."

"I'm Sandy Bates...gender-neutral name, and I've been conducting as thorough an examination of the transformative process as possible. I've actually got hours of recordings that I'll need to transcribe before I can submit my final report but my initial thumbnail assessment would be that being a man is a lot harder than I expected in some ways but I think the positives probably would outweigh the negatives if extended across a long enough timeline. And like others have said I don't miss periods or shaving my body hair at all."

"I'm Toni Vicente and the only difference is the spelling. In truth I almost quit the project after the first week. My father is disgusted by having a son who would willingly volunteer to be turned into a girl and my old friends just harassed me to no end. I was pretty low until I decided to break away from my old life and tried to forge a new one with people who just saw me as a girl and didn't know my past. After kind of a slow start I've definitely warmed up to being a woman in a lot of ways. I've met some really cool people and opened myself up to trying a lot of new things...like having sex with multiple partners of both genders. Needless to say I'm kind of confused about some things but instead of wanting to quit I'm looking forward to whatever comes next."

The other participants all had similar stories with their own personal twist on them. All of them had engaged in sex and most of them had at least tried being with someone who was the opposite of their original sexual preference with varying degrees of success.

"Is there anyone here today who feels strongly that if given the chance to remain in this body they would seriously consider it?" asked Professor Hargrove.

Casey and Olivia raised their hands immediately and a couple of other people joined them after looking around the room sheepishly.

"Anyone else?" asked the professor.

After a long pause Toni raised her hand as well.

"That's a very interesting response," said Hargrove. "Somewhat higher than I would have expected. On one hand I'm very pleased that the experiment is going so well for you that you would want it to continue even after the six month period but on the other it raises some questions about how well everyone will re-assimilate into their old identities when the project concludes. I'd like to meet with the people who raised their hands after we conclude here today to discuss this in a little greater detail."

The professor then passed out a basic questionnaire that asked some general questions about how they responded in certain social situations and how they were being generally received in the world and at home and so on. The meeting sort of brought the whole scientific study aspect of the project back into focus, which was certainly by design. It was very easy to get swept up in a new life and to lose track of the fact that it was only a temporary experiment.

After some more questions and answers and opportunities for people to express their feelings, good or bad, there was a little social time where everyone was invited to share their experiences among the group casually. It was interesting to note that the group split almost entirely into their current gender configuration before eventually breaking up into smaller units of mixed gender.

Hargrove was generally pleased but also a bit worried. After the original, much shorter test project, nobody had expressed even the slightest interest in remaining in their new body. Olivia was no surprise as she had identified herself as a cross-dresser with strong female traits from the beginning but people like Casey, and especially Toni were hard to get a handle on. Most of the people who had raised their hands were formerly men, which was also a bit of a surprise to the professor. Men in society typically had a harder time expressing or exploring the female side of their nature. He wondered whether the biological changes that took place in the male to female volunteers was somehow more pronounced than it was going the other way. That was definitely something to look into.

For the twelve volunteers it was nice to have a chance to get together again and swap war stories. They were all going through a remarkable adventure together and yet this was the first time in three months that any of them had seen each other. Each of their experiences was unique but they all had at least one thing in common. They were seeing the world through different eyes and learning things about themselves and others that they probably would never have known had they not taken this bold step into the unknown.

The future was still uncertain and they had only reached the middle of the project but there was no doubt that they had all experienced some pretty powerful feelings and emotions that would last with them the rest of their lives.

In a way most people have two identities. There's the person they are inside and the one they present to the world. Someone may appear to be perpetually cheerful while bottling up a lifetime or rage and frustration. A person may have a passion for something that they keep hidden from their peer group for fear of alienation. A man may have talent for something like dancing but keep it repressed for fear of being branded a sissy or a woman may have ambitions in a field traditionally dominated by men and feel compelled to choose a more traditional career path instead. Slipping into the skin of the opposite sex could either mask the person's true inner identity or reveal it, at least in as much as anyone ever reveals of their secret self.

It's a rare person indeed who holds nothing back, represses nothing, and has absolutely nothing to hide. We're all pretty complex beings with lots of little compartments in our brains. Sometimes some of those compartments remained locked forever but sometimes when a new door gets opened it opens up a whole world of interesting possibilities.


AUTHOR'S NOTES:

I almost wrote "To Be Continued..." at the end of this story because I'm sure that I will want to see what happens to the group over the next six months. I hope it's still a satisfying story without a resolution to the whole thing yet, it certainly wasn't my plan to write a "cliff hanger" with no real ending, it just sort of ballooned on me.

Those who are familiar with my work will notice that this is a bit of a departure for me from the norm. I don't usually have this many characters traveling on their own paths and I rarely discuss the female-to-male transformation. I'll admit that my "guys turned girls" get kind of short shrift in the story but I did want to poke around with that concept a little bit.

I always like the idea of writing about "scientific sex changes" because I think that day will probably come eventually when the technology allows for either moving back and forth more freely between genders or at least making the transformation easier. Sociologists would have a field day with the opportunity to study the impact on a diverse group of people and it could easily be part of "sensitivity training" programs.

Usually I just write whatever pops into my head but feedback is always welcome. I've gotten some great suggestions from readers before and that usually sparks a whole new train of thought so feel free to contact me through Facebook or my blog or wherever you can find me!
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