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CHAPTER 1:

I never even met my great aunt Felicia.  I'd heard a few stories about the eccentric old woman at family gatherings over the years, but she almost seemed more like an urban myth or something. When my parents died suddenly in a car crash, when I was 14, I went to live with my aunt Julie. There I learned a little more about the mysterious Felicia and her oddball interests. Supposedly she donated large amounts of money to various scientific research projects. While that sounded pretty noble and altruistic to me it was also rumored that some of those projects were kind of crazy sounding, like funding a tunnel to the center of the Earth, or weird experiments involving cloning.

When she died I was more than astonished to find that I had been left something in her will. She didn't know me at all. We never spoke, never corresponded. I didn't even know what she looked like. Still I was summoned to the reading of the will and had the biggest bombshell of my life explode in my face.

To make a long story short, or at least this part of the story, it turned out that I had been left a small fortune...with one little stipulation. Okay, it wasn't a little stipulation, it was a big giant freaking stipulation. According to the terms of the will I would only receive my inheritance if I lived as a woman for two full years.


CHAPTER 2:

Now when I say "live as a woman" I don't mean that I had to wear a dress or put on a wig or something. I had to actually become female. Now I knew that there had been a lot of scientific breakthroughs lately in the field of genetic transformation or reassignment or whatever they were calling it, but I honestly had no idea that it had actually advanced to the point where a complete temporary gender change was possible. Apparently it was one of the pet projects that my great aunt had funneled tons of money into and I guess she wanted to see her investment pay off, as it were.

I have no idea why she chose me. Maybe she felt bad because my parents had died and thought that giving me all that money would help get me started in life. Maybe she thought that being only 18 I would be young enough to not have settled into any sort of serious life situations that would complicate the process even more. Or maybe she was just bat shit crazy. Whatever the reason I had to make an enormous decision.

18 sort of feels like a crossroads age in life. You're just out of high school and legally an adult. Do you go to college or try to find a job or take some time off and try to figure things out? There was a lot of money waiting for me just a couple of years down the line if I could somehow manage to spend those years as a woman without killing myself or going insane or something.

For me it wasn't perhaps quite as odd as it might have been for most young men. My mother had always wanted a daughter. Not that she didn't love me as her son, but it was something that manifested itself numerous times while I was growing up.

When I was very, very little she took to dressing me as a girl sometimes, and even took me shopping with her in a dress. She always called me Kimberly when I was dressed like that, which I guess was what I would have been called instead of Ken, had I been born female. As a child I passed for a girl with no trouble at all. It was just a game and "our little secret" so I usually enjoyed those experiences.

As I got older and started to comprehend the differences between boys and girls I started to put up a little resistance to those dress up games. I was more interested in hanging out with the guys and riding our skateboards, or something, and I didn't really like the idea of being thought of as some kind of a "sissy" who put on girl's clothing.

When my dad finally stumbled upon that little secret that was the end of it for good. My mom and dad actually had kind of a shouting match over it, which made me feel terrible. I may not have been thrilled about doing it anymore, but it seemed pretty harmless to me. What possible difference did it make if I sometimes wore a dress and fooled around with makeup? I was still the same person underneath.

When they died about a year later I kept replaying that fight in my head over and over. I knew it had absolutely nothing to do with their accident, and I knew that they really loved each other very much and had gotten past that incident, but it stuck in my mind for some reason and always made me sad. I wanted to just remember the good times, but it wasn't all that easy to do.

One time, when I was 16 and living with my aunt Julie I got a wild hair up my ass and put on some of her underwear and stood looking at myself in the mirror. I wadded up a couple of socks to stuff in my bra and wondered whether this was what I would have looked like had I been born a girl, the way I sort of assumed my mother had hoped I would. The illusion would have been rather convincing except I found the whole experience so arousing that my raging hard on sticking out of my panties kind of spoiled the look.

So in some ways I was ideally suited to taking a two year gender detour, in that I already had some experience in that department, but that also had caused me some anxiety over the years. Until I went rummaging around my aunt's lingerie drawer there had never been anything remotely sexual about my wearing female clothing, but suddenly I had found myself totally turned on.

I didn't know whether it was because of the way the silky fabric felt on my skin, or the fact that I was looking at a fairly convincing image of a young woman in a bra and panties staring at me in the mirror, or whether it was because I secretly wished that I could fill out that bra without stuffing socks in it. The experience had frightened me and I resolved to concentrate on the manly pursuit of trying to lose my virginity before high school ended.

Alas, I was not successful in that, despite a few valiant attempts but I had more or less committed this summer to task of getting it done at last. Whatever else I might do in life I wanted to do it knowing that I had gotten laid and could hopefully do it again many more times. Having not actually done it I wasn't entirely clear what getting laid was like but I had seen plenty of porn and heard my buddies bragging about their conquests and I figured it was pretty much like masturbating, only a whole lot better. Most of my friends had been doing it for quite a while now so I felt kind of left out. It seemed to be a really important rite of passage. You weren't really a man until you had fucked a woman.

Still, having gone 18 years without getting laid I could probably handle two more. It was a hell of a lot of money. I could do so much with that cash. Realistically I still wouldn't be of drinking age by the time I got through the process. I'd still have my whole life ahead of me.

"Go for it, man," said my friend Bob when I told him my situation. "Shit, you'll be rich."

"I know," I replied. "That's a pretty freaky idea."

"What are you going to do with all that money?" Bob asked.

"I don't know. I haven't really thought about it all that much yet. I've just been trying to decide whether it was worth getting it, considering what I'd have to go through."

"You can do two years standing on your head. It'll fly by."

"So you don't think people will think I'm a queer or something?" I asked rather apprehensively.

"Fuck them. Who cares what people think? They're not saying that you have to be gay for two years, you just have to be a woman. Think of all the possibilities that opens up?"

"What do you mean?" I inquired innocently.

"You know...for girls," Bob said with a wink. "If you turn out to be a reasonably attractive chick you can probably go all lesbian on somebody. Or just be the butch one who wears the strap on. And you'll probably have all kinds of chances to see girls naked and shit."

"That's true," I replied thoughtfully.

"I'd do it for that kind of money. Hell, I'd probably do it for half," Bob chuckled.

"Man, I really appreciate your support dude. I'm feeling much better about the whole thing now."

"Well, once you're a girl you'll probably be hanging out with a lot of other girls. If any of them are kind of cute just remember who your real friends are and send them my way."

I hadn't really considered the social aspects of the thing. I guess I sort of assumed that I'd hang out with my old friends, be they male or female, but I realized that it would probably alter the dynamic of those relationships somewhat. I'd always had female friends, who weren't girlfriends, but I wondered what they would think of me as a girl. Would they want me to be one of the gals, or reject me for not being genuinely female? And as for what the guys might think...well...hopefully they'd be like Bob and know that I was only doing it for the money.

I'd heard plenty of reasons to do it and no really good reasons not to do it so I decided to do it.


CHAPTER 3:

"I feel kind of funny," I said as I began to regain consciousness.

"That's perfectly normal," the nurse assured me.

"So did it...work?"

"Perfectly. There will be a little swelling here and there, and a few spots on your body will probably be a bit tender for a couple of days, but the procedure went without any problems or complications," the nurse said rather perfunctorily as she fluffed up my pillows.

"Can I see what I look like?" I asked more nervously than hopefully.

"Well, you can't get out of bed yet, at least not until the doctor sees you and says it's okay, but I can bring a little mirror over."

Nobody looks their best in a hospital and I was no exception. I thought I was a little pale, and I certainly didn't have any makeup on or my hair styled. I still had some tubes running into me and I was dressed in one of those horrible gowns that everyone wears in the hospital.

The first thing that popped into my head was that the nurse had been lying to me, because just looking at my face in that little mirror I didn't think I looked all that different. It was when I held it back a little further and saw the two bumps sticking up from my chest that I got my first real flash of femininity.

When I handed back the mirror I touched my breasts. They felt so incredibly real! Of course they actually were real. They had been "grown" somehow from my own tissue or something. It wasn't just a boob job like you'd get from a plastic surgeon. I wanted to see them but the gown fastened from the back and the way I was kind of strapped in and hooked up it was difficult to pull the thing up to have a peek.

Likewise I couldn't see what had happened between my legs but I was certainly aware of what wasn't there anymore. It appeared that I was actually female now, somehow. I guessed that I probably looked very much like I would have looked if I had been born this way. It was the same feeling I had gotten looking at myself in the mirror in my aunt's bra and panties, only even more so. I was probably a little disappointed that my face was so recognizable. I think I was hoping for a more dramatic transformation, but perhaps it would make it easier for me to accept my new looks. It might make it easier for my friends too if I didn't look like a total stranger to them.

The time in the hospital passed pretty quickly but I was very happy to be released and heading for home. Aunt Julie kept gushing over how pretty I looked, and how nice it would be to have another woman around the house, but I was still in kind of a haze. You kind of get used to your body and the way you feel when you move or sit or lie down, and you certainly get used to the way you look. I was bumping into things that didn't used to be there when I moved my arms and noticing the absence of things when I moved my legs.

It was great to be home, and my aunt is a great cook so I was looking forward to something other than that horrible hospital food I'd been choking down for the past few days. I also really felt like taking a shower so I went up to the bathroom and started to strip out of my clothes.

I think that's when it kind of hit me. There I was looking at my naked body in the mirror and seeing a young woman standing in my place. I liked what I saw. I liked it a lot. My tits weren't huge, but that didn't really mean anything to me. My hips were wider and my ass kind of stuck out at the back more than I was used to, but it was a nice body. If I still had a dick I'm sure it would have gotten hard looking at a girl who looked like I did.

And my face was a little more different than I had originally thought. Still me, but a more feminine version of me. I grabbed a brush and started playing around with my hair a little. If I had makeup I might not be half bad, I thought as I stepped into the shower.

I hadn't planned for anything sexy to happen, I just wanted a shower, but as I began to lather up my body with soap, and felt the hot jets of water streaming across my flesh I suddenly felt very sensual. It was just freaking soap but it looked so much nicer dripping off of my firm breasts. My nipples seemed bigger and stood out more and definitely felt more responsive than they ever had before. And when I finally got brave enough to stick my hand down below I couldn't help but feel a wave of excitement run throughout my whole body.

I was a virgin and I knew nothing about a woman's body that I hadn't learned from porn or sex education classes. I still couldn't really see what my vagina looked like but man, I could sure feel it.

When I got out of the shower and toweled myself off I looked at my baggy jeans and old t-shirt that I had just gotten out of and realized that I just had all the usual crap that a teenage boy would have. My skin was still a little wet as I pulled the t-shirt back on and that made it sort of stick to my breasts, highlighting the outline of my nipples quite clearly. That made me very self-conscious so I went to my room and pulled on a heavy sweatshirt, even though it was far from chilly that night.

My aunt had already anticipated all of this and had a busy day of shopping planned for us tomorrow. I thought it would be a total drag but I actually appreciated the fact that my aunt was on top of things and would know what I needed to get. She didn't try to push me into anything, but made little suggestions here and there about something that might look nice on me, or whatever, and I knew I needed to something to wear so there was nothing to do but grin and bear it.

I started out picking stuff that looked more or less like something I would have worn as a guy. Shorts, jeans, shirts, that kind of thing, but somewhere along the line a couple of skirts and dresses made their way into the shopping cart. And of course it didn't end with that. I needed shoes, and apparently various "accessories" to complete my "outfit" whatever that meant. I'd never had an outfit before, I just had on some clothes.

And then I needed hair stuff and cosmetics and God knows what else. It seemed like a lot of junk but I was trying to replace a teenage girls entire wardrobe and makeup supply in one afternoon. I kind of got dragged around to more shops than I had anticipated but it could have been a lot worse. I had always kind of enjoyed being called "pretty" whenever my mom used to parade me around in public so I figured there wasn't anything wrong with trying to look pretty now.

I was going to go by the name Kimberly, or Kim for short, for the next two years, since that was what my mom used to call me when I was pretending to be her daughter. At least I was somewhat familiar with it already, and it made me feel like I was paying my mother a little tribute. I had a feeling that she would have really enjoyed seeing me the way I was right now and that made me feel better about the whole crazy scheme.

When I got home and tried on some of the stuff up in my room I started to get into it a bit. It was hard not to. Some of that stuff felt really good to wear and I thought I looked pretty hot wearing it. My smallish frame and soft features had never served me all that well as a boy, but as a girl they seemed totally appropriate, especially since I had some nice curves to go along with the skinny waist.

For a moment, while I was changing, I got a glimpse of myself wearing nothing but a bra and panties and I suddenly stopped and stared at the reflection in the mirror. It was kind of uncanny. Not exactly déjà vu but something similar. As my hands went to my breasts again it felt really nice to be squeezing my own soft flesh instead of a couple of old socks. I really could fill a bra on my own now, and there was nothing but smooth flatness on the front of my panties.

I started touching myself all over. A hand went down my panties and found my pussy again, only this time I was attacking it with much more aggression. I pulled one of my boobs out of the bra with my other hand and began to caress it, finally working my way to my nipple. Just standing there, watching myself masturbate in my underwear, was the most intense sexual experience of my very inexperienced young life.

Then I pulled my other breast out and started working on that one. I could hear my breathing getting faster and deeper and I became conscious of the fact that I was even moaning rather softly. This definitely wasn't like jacking off, I thought. Not by a long shot. This was something deeper and way more stimulating.

I honestly don't know if I had an orgasm or not but I know that my hand was quite sticky and wet when I finally pulled it out. My pussy felt so moist and kind of squishy. I wasn't sure what I thought a pussy would feel like, but that wasn't exactly what I had pictured. I think I figured it would be sort of like a pocket, or maybe a tube, but this was so much more alive and organic and mysterious. I think I kind of liked it, but I wasn't totally sure yet. My old cock and balls may not have been anything to brag about but they were pretty familiar to me. This whole pussy business was going to take some time to figure out. Not that I particularly cared about that one way or the other. It wasn't like I was going to go out and have sex or something, but it was kind of interesting to get a feel for my new equipment.


CHAPTER 4:

"Wow, you look great," said Bob when I went to meet him at his house the next day. "Hell, I'd fuck you if I didn't know you."

"Thanks...I think. Hopefully not too many guys will have the same feeling or I'll have to spend the next two years hiding in my room or something," I joked.

"You don't want to do too much hiding if you want to make it with some hot lesbian, remember," Bob pointed out.

"You got a point there," I conceded.

"Shit, just because some dude hits on you doesn't mean that you have to do anything. I hit on chicks all the time who tell me to drop dead."

"Really?" I teased. "I thought you always said you were the big ladies man."

"I do all right. I've banged my share of tail, but even the biggest stud gets shot down plenty of times along the way. If you don't try you're never going to get laid."

"Hey, I've tried plenty of times," I protested.

"Well, looking like you do now I don't think you'd have any trouble at all on that account."

"Be serious," I said flatly.

"I am serious. I mean, who would care? I know you're just doing it for the money, but for a guy like you who's never had sex it might be the perfect way to get over the hurdle and find out what the whole thing is all about. It can't be all that bad. I've heard the way girls moan when I'm giving it to them. They act like they're doing you a big favor but once the action starts they seem to enjoy themselves just fine. If nothing else you might learn what girls like and be able to use that to your advantage once you're back in the saddle. Of course you'll be rich then, so that will make it easier to get laid, but this could be a unique opportunity to do a little research."

I had assumed that Bob was just jerking my chain at first, but the more he said the more he started to make sense. I was moaning just from touching myself. Maybe actually having real sex would be like that, only more so. And I probably could stand to learn a thing or two about the whole mating ritual. I didn't know. Does a guy always take the lead? Is a girl supposed to tell the guy what she wants? How did you know when it was time to go past fooling around and get serious? Even if I was seeing it from the opposite point of view I could still learn from it.

Of course there was one big obstacle that probably rendered the whole point moot. I had never felt any kind of sexual attraction to a man before. I had no problem thinking of guys as good-looking, or whatever, but that was just a fact. Just like a woman a man could be average, above average, or below average in the looks department. That was just an objective observation. Actually letting some guy touch me, or kiss me, or...worse, was kind of hard to fathom.

If I was going to do it I might try doing it with a friend, but there were pros and cons to that. There would be the familiarity, and the guy would know that it didn't mean anything and was just for experimentation sake, but on the other hand that would be something that might be hard to live with after I had turned back into a man. To the guy I would just be my old self again, but he would look exactly the same to me. That might be a hard image to shake from my head.

It seemed kind of dumb to be thinking about sex at all. It had never been a part of my life before, so it made even less sense that it should matter to me now. Of course I was at an age where most people think about sex quite a lot, and I had been planning to do nothing much other than trying to have as much sex as possible over the summer. Still I figured that there was no point in dwelling on it. If something came up then it came up. I certainly wasn't going to go looking for it.


CHAPTER 5:

"This is the absolute best beach to meet guys," my friend Sandy stated with authority. "Not the best for eye candy, but the guys you meet here are way cooler than those muscle headed jock types."

"It's just a beach like any other beach," Valarie retorted.

"For you maybe. You'd attract men in the middle of Death Valley," Sandy shot back.

I was on an excursion to the beach with three other girls. There were my old friends Sandy and Valerie and a girl named Naomi, that I didn't know well. I think she was more of a friend of Sandy's from somewhere.

Sandy was always outspoken. I thought she was kind of cute, but she was always obsessing about her weight. Valarie was just drop dead gorgeous, no two ways about it. The way she looked in her bikini it was like she had just stepped off the pages of the Sports Illustrated swimsuit edition. Naomi was kind of small and petite and the only one of the group wearing a one-piece bathing suit. She also had these rather large sunglasses that looked almost too big for her small face and she also sported a floppy hat, which was probably good because her skin looked pretty pale and I had the feeling that the beach was not her natural habitat.

Sandy had arranged this outing and I was delighted to have been included. I wondered how my female friends would react to the new me and so far it seemed like they had no trouble at all thinking of me as one of their own.

We staked out a clear spot and put our junk down and stretched out on some towels on the sand. The beach was full of activity without being totally jam packed so we didn't feel like sardines or anything.

"So when they turned you girly did that make you completely girly? I mean, did it make you as boy crazy as we are?" Sandy asked.

"Gosh, I don't really know," I replied.

"Give her a break, girl," Valerie scolded. "She's only been female for like a week or something. And not everybody's a big slutty whore you know."

"It's so easy to be smug when you're so fucking beautiful," Sandy teased. "Some of us mortals have to work for it a little harder and I'm just trying to show the girl the ropes."

"So tell me...if you meet the most awesome guy in the world and fall head over heels in love with him do you absolutely have to turn back into a man after two years or can you keep on being a woman if you want to?" Sandy inquired.

"Well it's not like Cinderella. I won't just magically change at the stroke of midnight or something. There's a bit of a medical procedure involved, so I suppose, theoretically, if I never had that procedure done I would just stay like this indefinitely," I replied.

"I'm calling it right now. This girl obviously leads a charmed life so I say she meets Prince Charming, collects her fortune, and lives happily ever after as Mrs. Charming...and I'll be green with envy forever!"

"There you have it. Your whole life has been decided for you. Now all you have to do is relax and wait for it to happen," Valerie joked.

A Frisbee suddenly landed quite close to where we were situated, followed closely by a young man who was coming to retrieve it.

"Sorry ladies, I hope I didn't hit anybody," the boy said with a smile.

"We managed to survive," Naomi drawled lazily.

The young man took advantage of the situation to plunk himself down on the sand near our feet and began to chat us up. It seemed pretty obvious that he was really smitten by Valerie, which was no surprise, but he did his best to try and say nice things about the rest of us as well. He appeared to have a friend waiting for him some distance away but so far he had made no effort to join us. Finally the young man asked if anyone would like to toss the Frisbee around with him and his buddy but there were no takers so he quickly made his exit.

"Just a fishing trip," Sandy explained. "He wanted Valerie but he'd take whatever he could get. With a group you increase your odds of landing something. They'll just move down the beach and try it again."

I wondered whether this was what "getting hit on" was like. A strange man comes up to you on some pretext and starts pouring on the compliments. Of course I was only getting talked to because I happened to be in a group of girls, and Valerie obviously attracted a lot of attention, but it was kind of interesting to experience, none the less.

Much of the time the girls just shamelessly objectified any halfway decent-looking male who came into view. Apparently a nice butt was a desired feature, but broad shoulders, a washboard stomach, or an especially cute face all got high marks as well. I had heard my male friends dissecting the female anatomy this way but I had no idea that girls did too.

Sandy kept pushing me to join in and share my opinions but I felt a little weird about that, and I didn't know quite what to say. I wanted to be part of the group but I had no experience in evaluating the specific parts of a man that I thought to be especially attractive.

"Okay, someone holds a gun to your head and you have to pick one man on this beach to fuck or you die. Who do you pick?" Sandy finally said with a little exasperation in her voice.

I looked around and finally settled on a slightly older-looking guy sitting by a cooler listening to something on his headphones.

"Why him?" Sandy demanded to know.

"I don't know. He looks...more mature, I guess. And kind of down to earth. He isn't trying to show off or call attention to himself, he's just doing his thing in the sunshine and doesn't seem to care what anybody thinks," I replied.

"Very good," said Valerie, appreciatively. "This girl's a natural!"

"If you want my opinion, buy yourself a good dildo. It won't cheat on you, it won't lie to you, it won't go soft at the most inappropriate moments, and when you're done you can just toss it in a drawer and go to sleep without some sweaty male trying to hog the blankets," said Naomi who had finally bothered to sit up and join the conversation.

The other girls laughed and nodded their heads in agreement and that spun off a whole conversation about sex toys, that I found absolutely fascinating. Of course I was also a little confused. One minute they were talking about how boy crazy they all were, and the next they were praising the virtues of replacing men with latex gadgets. I guess men were like that, too. I'd heard them complaining about women being a bunch of psychos and moody and stuck up, and then a moment later practically drooling while they described the big date they had coming up. Maybe it was just that old saying about can't live with them, can't live without them.

That made me realize what a blank slate I really was. People were just people to me. I had good friends, both male and female, and I had met a lot of people who I thought were jerks, regardless of their sex.

I also wondered how these girls, who weren't any older than I was, seemed to know so much about sex. How did they know that sweaty males tended to hog the blankets? Jesus, was I the only one who went to class in high school? It sounded like the whole world was just off on some big orgy that I wasn't invited to.

Despite Sandy's claims about the beach's reputation we didn't end up hooking up with anybody or making any dates or anything, which was okay by me because I don't know what I would have done. I'm sure there would have been a lot of peer pressure to accept whatever invitation was offered me, and it might have been kind of hard to save face if I turned it down.

As it was I felt really good about the afternoon. I had talked myself into wearing a bikini, and kind of got in the swing of some girl talk, and even let myself think about men as sex objects. My friends seemed to like me just fine this way, although it was trippy to notice how different they were around me now that I was viewed as female. They never talked to me about sex or dildos or whatever before. We usually just talked about school, or life, or music, or something. Having tits and a pussy seemed to allow me access to a private club that I never knew existed. It looked like it was going to be a very interesting summer.


CHAPTER 6:

The will had made provision for me to receive a monthly stipend to live on for as long as I remained female. It was a pretty generous amount since I was living with my aunt and didn't have a lot of expenses. If I quit before the two years was up the payments would stop, but I'd get to keep whatever I had been paid so far. Then the rest of the fortune would be split up and sent to the various charities and causes that my great aunt had supported over the years.

I was more than happy to share that money with my aunt, but she was having none of it. She wasn't wealthy by any means, but we always seemed to have enough to get by, so suddenly having an actual income of my own made me feel kind of rich already.

Consequently I had no reason to look for a job so I was just a teenage girl with a bunch of cash and all the time in the world to spend it. I had put college plans on hold, for the time being, as I didn't really want to start school as a woman and end it as a man, and I wasn't entirely sure if I even wanted to go to college, at least until I had a better idea of what I really wanted to do. I guess I thought of being female for two years as my job, which it actually was, since I was being paid by the month to do it.

My aunt was being ridiculously cool about the whole thing. She didn't try to pry into my business but she was always there to answer my questions, of which there were quite a few at the beginning. She was probably the only person who kind of treated me the same whether I was a guy or a girl. To her it was just a practical thing. I needed different underwear and it took me longer to get dressed sometimes. She never tried to lay any trip on me about how girls were supposed to behave or anything like that. I think she kind of wanted me to discover a lot of this stuff on my own.

Going out with a group of girls had been quite comfortable, even though I was just a freshly minted female. My first experience hanging with a group of the boys turned out to be surprisingly uncomfortable.

To begin with I was the only girl in a group of guys, which made me stand out like a sore thumb. Individually most of them had been pretty mellow around me, but there was some kind of testosterone pumping in the air or something as we were hanging out at the arcade on the local boardwalk. I swear to God they were all trying to impress me. At first I thought the attention was pretty neat, but as the day wore on I sort of got the feeling that they were going to start fighting over me or something.

"Oh, I like the way she does that," my pal Frank chortled as we were sitting around having something to eat.

I had just licked a tiny bit of mustard on the corndog I was eating, and I guess that was too suggestive to pass unnoticed. The other guys all kind of snickered and punched each other. I sort of lost my appetite but I didn't want to seem like a bad sport, so I just kept eating.

"You know, I don't think I ever got an erection from just watching someone eat lunch before," my friend Ronald chipped in to more chuckling.

It was weird how they suddenly started talking about me instead of to me, as if I couldn't hear them. I guess I had crossed some kind of a barrier by my wanton selection of a corndog for lunch, and now sexual innuendo was fair game. I almost felt a little scared, not that I really thought that my friends would do anything. It was just odd to be scrutinized like that.

I had no idea at the time but a wager had been made while I was in the restroom to see who could fuck me first. I don't know how serious it was, and I don't think that a lot of money was on the line, but I'm glad I didn't know about it then. I was still trying to convince myself that it was just the guys being guys as they always were, which I guess they were doing. It was just that unlike hanging with the girls I was no longer in the same club with the boys. They were staring at me and trying to find excuses to rub up against me or touch my arm. It was Frank who made the first actual overture as we were leaning on a rail of the pier looking out at the ocean.

"You know, baby, if you like meat on a stick I've got more than enough to satisfy you right here," he whispered softly as he touched his crotch for emphasis.

Maybe I should have shot him down with some pithy remark that showed that I still had some balls, despite my appearance, but I just turned and walked away. It was such a strange thing to hear one of your old pals saying.

I got a few more similar offers or suggestions before I finally decided to pack it in and head for home. I was completely laden with stuffed animals and other trinkets that the boys had won for me in an effort to prove their manliness. I thought they were kind of cute, at first, but now I was tempted to dump them over the side of the pier.

They all tried to encourage me to stay, and someone said they knew where they could get some beers, but I made my excuses and departed. The important thing was that I didn't break down and cry or some silly stunt like that. I didn't slap anyone's face or storm off in a huff. I just needed to go home.

I'll admit that I did cry, a little bit, when I was back in my room. It was the first setback I had experienced so far. I had sort of assumed that the guys, who knew me better and knew me as a guy for all these years, would find it easier to think of me as the same person. I think maybe I sort of thought that I'd be the tomboy in their midst. Maybe I should have dressed differently, I thought. I wasn't wearing anything too suggestive or revealing but I could have dressed down even more. What a sad thought that was that I would have to try and make myself less appealing so that my own friends wouldn't want to gangbang me on the boardwalk.

Then I wondered what I would have done if it was Frank, or Bob, or Ronald who had suddenly become female and I was still Ken. 18-years-old, fresh out of high school, nothing on the brain but sex all the time. I wanted to believe that I would have been more polite but I wasn't certain of that. Just like the peer pressure I felt hanging out with the girls, it was no different when I was a guy. I wanted to belong. I wanted to fit in. Now I wondered whether I fit in anywhere. I felt like kind of a freak. I wasn't sure who I was or where I belonged, if I belonged anywhere.

I didn't know anybody who was doing what I was doing. I had certainly heard about people who went through some kind of gender change, but those were people who were doing it for life. People who had always considered themselves a certain way and were simply trying to get a body that matched that better. I was on a timer. I literally had an app on my phone that counted down the days, hours, minutes, and seconds until I was done. I was in it for the money. But was that really all there was?

One dopy experiment in a relative's bra hardly made me some kind of closeted character. Even those childhood experiences dressing as a girl were not that unusual. People weren't as hung up about boys playing with dolls or girls playing with trucks like they used to be. Still, I suppose there was always something lingering in the back of my mind. Call it curiosity or confusion perhaps. I certainly know that from the moment I got in that shower I definitely felt very connected and in tune with my body in a way that I don't think I ever had before. It was totally foreign, yet felt totally natural. Maybe I was just turned on because it was the first time I had ever gotten to play with a girls tits, even if they were my own.

I wondered why Sandy had been so quick to seize upon the idea of me staying female for life. Did they all assume I was gay? It had never really been discussed. Maybe they did. Or maybe they were just messing around. God knows I would have banged Valerie in a heartbeat, had I ever come close to having a chance. Hell, I probably would now, and I might even have a better chance of it. I would have banged any of those girls, even the funky Naomi. She was a little odd, but she was pretty.

Now I suddenly felt as lecherous as my male friends had been, but at least I was alone in the privacy of my room just thinking about things. I didn't spend my whole day at the beach making lewd jokes about the other girls.

Then I concocted my grand scheme. I decided to get away from my familiar haunts for a little while and take a trip somewhere. I had plenty of money to bankroll the whole enterprise. But I wanted a traveling companion and it struck me that Valerie might be the perfect choice. Like Bob had said before I even changed, it might be an opportunity to see naked girls, and there was no girl that I would rather see naked than Valerie. In my wild lesbian porno fantasy imagination I could picture all kinds of situations where we might go at it, sharing a room together somewhere. And I liked her. I had always considered her a good friend. If nothing else I could learn from her. She obviously knew all about sex and dating and guys and things of that nature. She might be the ideal role model for me.

The only question was, would she want to go? That turned out to be no problem at all, especially since I was offering to pay for the whole trip. Who turns down a free vacation? So we picked a spot far enough down the coast to feel like we were somewhere else that actually didn't take too long to get to and booked a room with a nice ocean view.

I sort of wished that I had rented a convertible for the occasion because that would have been just too perfect. A couple of babes cruising down the coast with the wind in our hair. It probably would have just messed up my hair anyway and I would have gotten out of the car looking like a total wreck. As it was we arrived just fine in the sedan I had rented and soon we were sprawled out on our beds feeling wonderful and very adult.


CHAPTER 7:

"So let's cut to the chase, darling," said Valerie as we lounged around our room. "What's your take on the whole boy experience?"

"I don't have any?" I replied as a question more than an answer.

"I mean what's on the agenda? I assume you didn't come here just to lie in the sun and go paddle boarding. You could have done that at home easy enough. I suspect you have more on your mind than that."

"Yeah...kind of," I said rather shyly, not feeling like this was the conversation where Valerie told me that she liked to swing both ways.

"Oh, honey, it's perfectly understandable to be a little nervous," said Valerie as she came over to my bed and sat next to me, resting a sisterly arm on my shoulder. "You want to meet some guys and you're not sure how to go about it and coming to some resort destination seemed like a good way to get your feet wet. That all makes perfect sense."

It probably did, aside from the fact that I hadn't really come here to meet guys. I hadn't ruled that out at all, it just wasn't the first thing on my mind. I think that seeing Valerie naked was the first thing on my mind and anything after that I would kind of play by ear.

"Look, it's not as scary as it seems. You were a guy, you know they're not all total assholes. It's just like dating always was only instead of chasing girls you're the one being chased," Valerie said pleasantly. "We can just stick together if that would make you feel more comfortable."

Now I thought she meant that we could just hang out together, as two pals with no sexual motives, but I soon discovered that she had a very different interpretation of sticking together.

Not surprisingly Valerie was a total dude magnet. I'm not saying that there weren't other pretty girls at that place, or even that she was necessarily the prettiest, but she just had that...thing that was like sex appeal in a bottle. I'd never have that in a million years but being with her made some of it sort of rub off on me, I guess, as somehow the two of us became the four of us in no time at all.

Valerie tended to attract the cream of the crop and both of our new friends were incredibly good-looking fellows. They were college boys, which made them seem all the older and more enticing, although we weren't that far apart in age. They were old enough to buy booze, so that was a perk, although I did discover that people don't always card a good-looking girl in a bikini. It's way too good for business to get fussy about the technicalities. Besides you could always point out that you didn't have any pockets to keep your wallet in.

Valerie's date was a guy named Jarrod, and I was assigned to his buddy Horace. Honestly it made no difference to me, but I'm sure some sort of wrangling went on to determine who got Valerie. Valerie made the choice anyway, and again it made no difference to me. They were both scary older men walking around with no shirts on showing off their well-developed bodies. I was horrified, but I had brought this whole thing on myself with my evil lesbian fantasies.

As we hung out for a while, and had some drinks, I started to feel a bit less frightened. They seemed like nice enough guys. Very laid back and easy going. Sure Horace put his arm around my waist as we sat watching the sun go down over the ocean, but it was no big thing.

"So, do you want to go back to my room, baby?" Jarrod asked Valerie quite casually as we sat enjoying the sunset.

"Why don't we all go back to our room," Valerie suggested. "We've got two beds and a great view."

The guys happily accepted the invitation, although I doubt if the view was a contributing factor, as it was starting to get dark. Of course that simple sentence was full of all sorts of peril. Mentioning our beds was rather obviously an invitation to share them with us, and perhaps the view she was referring to was the view in the morning when we all got up together after spending the night in those beds. And the fact that we would all be in the same room meant that whatever happened would be more or less on display.

"Don't worry honey, just do whatever feels natural," Valerie whispered in my ear before we all got up and adjourned to our little inner sanctum.

Once we were inside there wasn't a lot of beating around the bush. Jarrod and Valerie hopped up on her bed and I sat on the edge of mine while Horace started kissing my neck. Then he put a hand under my chin and turned my face slightly so that he could kiss my lips. I'm glad I was sitting down because I think my legs were literally shaking. It was all happening so fast. I hadn't really known what was going to happen, yet I must have known. Of course they were going to buy us drinks and look at the sunset and then fuck our brains out.

We were sitting on the side of my bed facing Valerie's bed and I saw Jarrod reach behind her back and unfasten her top. A moment later it was off of her body and her gorgeous tits were on full view. That part of the fantasy was coming true at least. I tried to concentrate on her boobs and the way she looked as she made out with Jarrod. Then I felt my top coming off followed by hands squeezing my breasts.

Bear in mind that I was a virgin, as a man or a woman, and that I had never been fully naked around anyone else before, except for maybe in the shower at gym class. In front of me were two fabulously beautiful people touching and kissing each other with the intimacy of those who had been lovers for years. When Jarrod suddenly pulled off his trunks and his rather impressive erection popped out it was like watching the most visceral porn video ever.

Then I turned from spectator to participant. I guess I had been participating all along, but that was mostly Horace playing with my boobs and kind of kissing me along the way. A moment or two later I was on my back and Horace was pulling off my bottoms, and I was letting him do it. That's all there was to that. Just two rather small pieces of cloth covering up my lady parts, but it had almost felt like a suit of armor. It was respectable. You could walk down any beach in the country in a bikini and no one would think it was odd. But now I was buck naked, on a bed, with a man who was in the process of getting just as naked as I was.

I don't think I could say in court which guy had the bigger cock, but Horace looked like a freaking elephant to me. It just hung there in midair, like it was defying the laws of gravity. It kind of twitched and bounced like there was some kind of a motor in it. It looked positively savage to me.

"What a sweet little pussy you have, baby," said Horace as he began to run his fingers around the outer edges of my vagina.

Was it? Was it unusually small? That was a scary thought. And how did he know it was sweet? It was only just now that he was touching it for the first time. I shot a quick glance at the other bed and saw Jarrod sitting on his knees while beautiful Valerie kind of folded herself up while leaning forward. She had his cock in her mouth while she stroked his shaft. I would like to say that I was shocked, but I have to admit that I was thoroughly turned on.

My attention was pulled back to my own situation as Horace was attempting to discover exactly how sweet my little pussy was. I had been spared the inevitable violation for the moment as Horace was contenting himself by licking my snatch. That was a very nice feeling, I noted. If all I had to do was lie here getting my pussy licked while I watched Valerie giving head the evening would be a rousing success as far as I was concerned.

I had always thought of sex as something you did in stages over time. People always used the baseball analogy. First base was like kissing with your tongues. Second base meant you were copping a feel or rubbing each other through your clothes. Third base was when the clothes started to come off and there was some serious action below the waist. A home run was obviously the real deal. I had rarely gotten out of the on deck circle so this whole naked muff diving thing was kind of a lot to take in at once.

My reprieve didn't last forever and Horace was now positioning himself between my legs trying to get his elephant cock lined up with my little pussy. For one tiny, stupid, moment I think I actually assumed that he wouldn't be able to fit it in there and the whole thing would be called off. He seemed to be kind of struggling and I began to worry that there was something wrong with my gear, but all of sudden he punched his way through and I cried out as I felt a man's hard cock going deeper inside of me than I had ever thought possible.


CHAPTER 8:

"You're so tight," said Horace.

"You're so big," I replied like a ninny.

"Don't you like it big?"

"I don't know. I've never had one. Had one that big, I mean."

"That's okay, I can be gentle."

How would that even possible if he wanted it to be true? I was being stuffed like a Thanksgiving turkey. Somehow my sweet little pussy was trying to handle it, but I thought maybe it was being overloaded. I was feeling things that I didn't know that humans felt. Crazy intense feelings of pleasure and maybe even a little pain.

Then I heard a moaning sound but I quickly realized that I wasn't making it. I looked over and saw Valerie straddling Jarrod's lap as she sort of bounced up and down on his dick. She was touching her breasts and making that...sound. That indescribable sound that can never be perfectly put down in words. I thought of it as the happy girl sound and soon I was making one of my own.

It was different than Valerie's. It was more staccato and kind of higher pitched. It reminded me of a puppy whining for food. I felt a little weird about it but there wasn't much I could do, it was just sort of an involuntary reaction thing.

I looked back at Valerie and Jarrod and wondered how they knew what to do. I don't mean knew how to perform the act, rather how they knew when it was time to get into whatever position they were in. I hadn't heard them say anything about it, in fact, Horace and I had been the chatty ones so far, but somehow they were just making it happen like it was scripted.

Horace had pretty much done whatever popped into his head, as far as I could see. He wanted to play with my tits so he took off my top. He wanted to play with my pussy so he took off my bottoms. He wanted to fuck me so he switched from his mouth to his cock. The only reason I was lying on my back at the moment was because he had put me there. I was relieved that he was controlling the action, since I was so totally clueless, but it also made me feel rather vulnerable as I had no idea what else he might suddenly want to do.

As Horace continued to nail me I started to, not exactly relax, but to surrender to the experience. I had waited my whole life for the moment when I would "go all the way" with someone and now it was finally happening. True, it wasn't happening the way I had imagined it would, but what difference did that really make? I was losing my virginity. I was feeling that magical connection that two people share when they join their bodies together. And the feeling just seemed to improve the longer it lasted.

"Oh, yes...oh...oh...yes...yes...yes!" Valerie suddenly called out.

I looked over and saw that she was still on top of Jarrod but was now leaning back, resting on her arms, which were stretched out behind her. Her head was also thrown back and she looked like she was almost in a trance. Jarrod had his hands on her butt and was sawing away with all his might.

I felt a ripple of energy flow through my body, and then another, and another. I had been breathing pretty hard but now breathing became a little irregular and I was taking kind of short gulps. I was also flinging my pelvis in Horace's direction, despite the fact that he was still thrusting just as hard as before.

"God...oh...God...fuck...ah...ah...what's happening?" I muttered deliriously.

Then I realized what was happening. I was having an orgasm! There was no doubt this time. I didn't just feel good I felt insanely good. Insane was the best word I could think of because I felt like I was losing my mind just as I was losing control of my body.

"Fuck me with that big cock!" I snarled, channeling my inner porn star.

"You're a squirrelly little bitch, aren't you?" Horace grunted. "Kind of slow to warm up but now you're firing on all cylinders."

"Yeah, baby, give it to me, give it to me!" I said as I reached behind me and grabbed the headboard of the bed.

Now it was Jarrod and Valerie's turn to focus their attention on the other side of the room. They hadn't actually stopped fucking but they had kind of slowed down to see what all the ruckus was.

"Your friend seemed so quiet and shy, but look at her now," Jarrod chuckled.

"You must know what a big hard cock can do to a girl," Valerie replied with a smile.

"Oh, yes I do, and I plan to do it to you right now!"

Jarrod flipped Valerie over so that she was also on her back like I was and then he plunged into her with a fury. Horace didn't last much longer and soon started to unload in my sweet little pussy. As he was finishing up I grabbed his neck and pulled him down on top of me, kissing him like he was my long-lost love just returned from 20 years in the jungle.

Then we just lay there trying to recover and I turned my head to watch the gorgeous pair of entwined bodies doing their thing next to me. Valerie wasn't on her back anymore but sort of on her side with her legs spread straight open like she was a pair of scissors. Then with a mighty burst of grunts and expletives Jarrod began to cum inside her.

I wondered how much sperm Valerie had already had in her in her very young life. Probably quite a lot I was guessing. I remembered from Sex Ed that sperm traveled at like 28 miles per hour as it left the penis and that the average man would produce about 14 gallons of the stuff during his lifetime. They didn't tell us how much of that the average woman would receive. I guess they didn't want to encourage slutty behavior in young ladies. If you were lagging behind in cum consumption you might feel the need to get really busy. I was sure that I was behind the pack but at least I had gotten out of the starting blocks.

The guys did spend the night with us and that was actually kind of cool. And it wasn't all sex either. For a while we all just kicked it in our beds with our partners and ate snack items while we watched a movie. When someone needed to use the bathroom nobody bothered to put anything on, they just got up and strolled naked. It was just like I had dreamed. There was Valerie just parading in front of me without a stitch of clothing on, looking even better than I had imagined. But surprisingly I was no less entertained by the view of male flesh on display. I think I even started to develop an appreciation for a cute butt.

Their cocks looked so much more tame and civilized when they were just dangling there innocently, but I had seen what kind of awesome power they could unleash when aroused. Just thinking about it made me feel kind of tingly all over.

Horace and I did have sex again before we fell asleep. I was just lying on my side, facing away from him, while he reached over me and casually cupped one of my breasts. Then I felt his hardness pressing against my back followed by its slow insertion into my body. We were under the covers now and I was slightly sleepy but it was a marvelous feeling to have him gliding in and out like that while he tweaked my nipple and kissed my shoulders and the back of my neck. It wasn't as frantic as the first time but I think I enjoyed it just as much.

Once he had cum inside me he just stayed there and we spooned like that as I felt his cock slowly shrinking back to its peaceful state. I wasn't facing Valerie's bed so I had no idea what she was doing but it didn't matter now anyway. My evil scheme had worked to perfection, even if it had gone completely the opposite way of what I had planned.


CHAPTER 9:

"Well you seemed to be a happy camper," Valerie said cheerfully when we were finally alone the next day after the boys had returned to their room.

"I was. I am. I have to thank you so much," I told her.

"I think you should be thanking Horace. He did a lot more than I did," Valerie joked.

"But it never would have happened without you being here. And I doubt if I could ever have gone through with it on my own. I would have been thinking about it too much. You gave me the push I needed," I said sincerely.

"It gets easier as you go along," Valerie said with a shrug. "But of course this is just sport fucking. It's just a hookup, a booty call. It's not like you're going to have a relationship with someone you meet here on vacation. That gets a little more complicated."

"But isn't it better if you're having sex with someone you care about?" I asked.

"Sure, it can be way better, because you're not just thinking about getting off, you're feeling deeper feelings. But you're bound to get your heart broken along the line too. That part doesn't change just because you're not a man."

"I never had sex as a man," I confessed shyly.

"Really? Never? Don't you like girls?"

"I love girls!" I answered, a little too enthusiastically. "I just never had any luck with them."

"But you seem to like boys now just fine," Valerie pointed out.

"Yeah, I guess I do. I mean I liked how it felt when I was being touched like that."

"Yes you did!" Valerie said with a laugh. "I had no idea that you were going to be a little screamer."

"Was I too noisy?" I asked aghast.

"Honey, you can be as quiet or as noisy as you like. I think most men get off on a little dirty talk or some serious moaning. It makes them feel like they're doing a good job."

"So is giving head difficult?" I suddenly inquired.

"Wow, nobody's ever asked me that before," Valerie chuckled. "No, it's not particularly difficult."

"Is it fun?"

"Sure, as long as you're totally into doing it. It's definitely a mind thing. If you're grudgingly doing it because some guy keeps bugging you about it then it's kind of burn. But sometimes, when you're in the right mood, that cock looks really tasty and you just can't help but want to suck it," Valerie said with a slight gleam in her eye.

"Would you teach me how to do it?" I asked.

"Why not? Let's go find a banana."


CHAPTER 10:

So the girl I had secretly lusted over for years taught me how to give head. Man things can get mixed up in a hurry when you start jumping around from one body to another. Again it was astonishing to me how much Valerie knew about sex. With so many boys clamoring for her attention all the time she had plenty of opportunities. And she was just one of those people who seemed to mature faster. She looked a little older than she was and she acted older than she was and I suppose that all contributed to a more active sex life than the average teenage girl probably had, not that I had any idea of what that might be.

It seemed so corny to feel like my whole life had changed somehow just because some random dude had stuck his prick in me but I couldn't help but have that feeling, at least a little. Of course it did leave me even more confused than ever about my sexuality. I still lusted over Valerie just as much as before, but I could obviously also find men attractive, even if I still had no clear way of identifying what it was about a specific man that turned me on.

And that was probably okay, I figured. It wasn't like anyone was making me fill out a form where I had to declare my preference once and for all. I hadn't really planned on jumping in the sack with some guy, but when it happened I was curious enough to see where it would go. And after that I was pretty anxious to go there again.

One kind of funny thing that I had noticed since becoming a girl was how often I heard the word "little." I was a "squirrely little bitch" with a "sweet little pussy" and even Valerie called me a "little screamer." Now when I was a male I was little by comparison. I wasn't a big strong man with a big cock or big muscles. I had been painfully aware of that my whole life, although people didn't usually mention it, unless they were trying to be mean. Now that I was female my slight build was quite normal. I would say that I was an average-sized woman, perhaps even a little above-average. Yet there seemed to be these constant reminders about my size.

The even funnier thing was that I didn't really mind it. My mom used to quote that old poem about girls being "sugar and spice and everything nice" and said that girls were "pink and perfect." It felt okay to be soft and sweet then, and it was feeling that way now. When Horace took charge I appreciated his experience but I also rather enjoyed the feeling of being small enough to be moved around with such ease. I didn't feel any need to arm wrestle the guy. I had accepted the physical superiority of many men for years and years, usually with some resentment or shame. In bed with a guy I didn't feel any resentment or shame. I was a girl and he was a guy and I could just appreciate his strength and virility. Yes, I felt a bit vulnerable, but I also felt kind of safe and snug at the same time. Those seemed like mixed messages but my brain was getting a lot of those these days.

We got together with the guys once more, but they didn't spend the night this time as they were leaving in the morning. I was tempted to try out my BJ technique on Horace, but things turned into more of a quickie farewell fuck and I never got around to it.

I decided that I didn't want to be a millstone around Valerie's neck so I told her that I felt that I could fly solo. After that she frequently disappeared for various lengths of time, but she usually made it back to the room at some point. I didn't mind at all. I had accomplished so much more than I had ever anticipated by coming here that as tempted as I was, I wasn't in a huge rush to do anything too serious.

I was pleasantly surprised that even without Valerie I still seemed to attract a fair amount of attention, which was a nice ego boost. I was learning to be quite comfortable chatting and flirting with boys and I did some necking here and there but I never felt quite comfortable going even further.

Then one day a much older, but very handsome man named Sam, sat down next to me on the beach and just looked out at the ocean for a bit without speaking. I would guess that he was at least ten years older than I was, but he might have been more like twice my age. I've never been really great at guessing that.

"I've been watching you, you know," said Sam when he finally spoke.

"No, I didn't notice."

"Well, I definitely noticed you. You always have so many admirers, yet you always go back to your room alone," he noted.

"Doesn't that make you like a stalker, or something," I joked.

"Perhaps, but in the good way I hope."

We talked for a while longer about nothing too important. He was obviously hitting on me but he didn't seem to be working very hard at it, which I found kind of sexy for some reason. He was very smooth and very confident, and at my age it was hard not to be a little impressed by his maturity. Then he threw me a complete curveball and started to excuse himself. I had already decided to go with him when he suggested it but now he was leaving.

"Maybe I went back to my room alone because I hadn't found the right person to go with me," I said, sounding a little more desperate than I had hoped.

"Well...do you think you've found him now?" Sam asked as I looked up at him.

"Yes, I think I have."

Sam held out his hand and helped me to my feet and we strolled arm-in-arm back to my room and went inside. He asked me which bed was mine and I showed him and then he sprawled out on it and sort of pulled me down with him. We hugged and kissed for the longest time, which also surprised me a little. With Jarrod and Horace once we were all in the room it was pretty much straight to business.

I didn't even notice that I was topless until I felt Sam sucking on my nipples. Then I really noticed and I really enjoyed it. Did I mention how handsome he was? His jaw looked like it was chiseled out of marble or something and he had this perfectly groomed beard that made him look ever so distinguished.

Eventually he had me stand at the foot of the bed and spread my legs apart. Then he told me to bend over and rest my arms on top of the bed, which I did. I could feel him getting right up behind me but he hesitated.

"I'm a much older man and I don't want to feel like I'm taking advantage of you. I'm only going to do this if it's something you really want," he said, sounding genuinely concerned.

"Oh yes it is, absolutely," I said over my shoulder.

"You're quite sure? You want me to put it inside you?" he asked again for confirmation.

"Yes, please, I want you to put it inside me."

So he did. What a clever bastard, I thought. It wasn't enough he got me to invite him to my room he had actually gotten me to practically beg for his cock. I felt kind of manipulated for a moment but it really just kind of amused me. This guy probably banged young pussy all of the time and I probably wasn't the first one to fall for his moves.

Sam had his own thing going on that I was kind of fascinated by. He just went really, really, slow, letting it go all the way down and then all the way back to the point where just the tip of his dick was still poking into me. He held it there for a second or two and then his cock made the long slow journey back down again, like an elevator taking miners down the shaft of a coal mine.

Then he grabbed my arms and pulled them both back behind me where he held them tight. That caused my torso to rise up a bit. While I was up in the air his cock was pounding me hard from behind, faster and more aggressive. Then my hands were back on the bed and the slow screwing resumed. It blew my mind and rocked my pussy.

We alternated like this for a while and I was terribly, terribly, horny. Like the most horny I had ever been in my life. I was so focused on his cock that I didn't even hear the door open or see Valerie come in until she spoke.

"Am I interrupting anything?" she asked with a sly grin.

"Not at all. Come join us?" Sam suggested pleasantly, never missing a beat of this thrusting.

I looked at Valerie and she looked at me and then she just kind of stood there for what seemed like a very long time. I think she actually rubbed her chin before shrugging and reaching behind her back to unfasten her top.

"Okay," she said casually as she strode bare-breasted to the bed.


CHAPTER 11:

Sam kept fucking me as Valerie sat on the bed up by where my head was. She stroked my hair a little and smiled the warmest smile I had ever seen. Then she kissed me on the lips, very sweetly. And then she started to kiss me for real.

The only reason I had come to this point in life was because I wanted to inherit a lot of money. In fact, you could even argue that I was being paid for what I was doing right now. However, I think I would given all of that up for the chance to be in the situation I was in. Fortunately I didn't have to give anything up so I could just enjoy the moment all the more.

Things got even more enjoyable when Valerie pulled her pants of and got on her knees in front of me. Then she bent way over, leaving her ass up in the air, as she rested her head on one of the pillows, her pussy more or less shoved in my face. I didn't think twice. I started lapping at her slit even as Sam's elevator kept gliding up and down my shaft.

I reached out and grabbed her butt, giving up my base of support, causing me to cling to her ass cheeks for dear life. I only had Horace's word attesting to the sweetness of my pussy but I would happily sign an affidavit swearing to the sweetness of Valerie's.

After a while Sam pulled out and pried my lips from Valerie's snatch. He rolled me over on my back so that my head was right next to Valerie's on the pillows just before he got up behind her moist box and plunged inside. Somehow, as he was kind of bent over Valerie, he managed to reach a hand down between my legs and started to finger bang me. Valerie and I just held hands and kissed each other as we both settled into a low chorus of girlish whimpers.

Finally Sam pulled out of Valerie and positioned himself on the bed on his knees. Valerie turned around and got over near his cock and I followed her lead. Then Sam took his pole in his hand and pointed it at Valerie, the way a stoner passes the bong around. She took the invitation and hit his pipe quite eagerly. Then apparently it was my turn as he literally pulled his cock away from Valerie and aimed it me. I shot a glance at Valerie and she just gave me a little smile and a nod of encouragement and I grabbed the man's throbbing member and began to blow him.

We tag teamed him a couple of more times and then he just put his hands on his hips and let us fight over his dick. I was so grateful for my lessons, but a banana is not a cock so it took a little getting used to. Just as Valerie had said it was a mind thing, and under the right circumstances it could be pretty cool. As I mentioned I was hornier than hell and rubbing up against naked Valerie while we blew the same guy hadn't done anything to decrease that feeling.

In that frame of mind I thought that blowjobs were just the best! I mean there's all that cock right in front of you, and it's alive and kind of majestic, and you know that you're bringing such absolute pleasure and joy to the man. I was actually feeling kind of giddy, even though it was a little tricky to figure out how we should suck him off at the same time.

When it came time for him to ejaculate Valerie opened her mouth as wide as she could and stuck out her tongue as she stared up at Sam so I did the same. Then we waited while he stroked himself. Just as he was about to burst he grabbed the top of Valerie's hair and held her in place as the first couple of jets of his goo erupted at approximately 28 miles per hour, straight into her mouth. Then he grabbed my hair and I thought I was going to pee on the bed or something. It didn't really hurt or anything, but it made me feel really wanton and depraved. I had been so innocent when I got here but now I had sexy older men grabbing my hair and shooting their cum in my mouth while I gobbled it all up and looked at him like he had just done me the biggest favor in the world.

There was a little three-way kissing after that, and I did get to cop a feel of Valerie's fantastic titties, but then Sam hiked up his shorts and he was gone. Valerie and I just kind of lay there on my bed for a while without being in any big hurry to move.

"Where did you find him?" Valerie asked.

"Oh, just down on the beach," I replied.

"I guess maybe you've got a thing for older men," Valerie suggested.

"I don't know. I thought he was handsome and kind of interesting."

"He certainly got my interest," Valerie chuckled.

"I didn't know you...ah...did it with girls."

"I don't usually," Valerie replied. "But I've seen the way you look at me and I kind of wondered whether the reason you invited me on this trip wasn't to help you fuck boys, but because you really wanted to fuck me."

"God, was it that obvious," I groaned.

"Don't worry about it. It's cool. You are really cute and it was a pretty steamy thing to walk in on. You've been so brave about trying new things that I figured it wouldn't kill me to try something new."

"What you must think of me now."

"I think you're 18, and at a romantic beachside resort, and just beginning to discover your sexuality, on top of trying to figure out how to be a woman. If you like girls there are plenty of hot babes here. I think you should go for it. I had a really good time, and I'm not saying I'd never fool around with a chick again, but just to be clear I'm not up for a steady diet of it or anything."

Valerie went over to her bed and stacked up some pillows before stretching out and kicking back quite comfortably. She didn't bother to put on any clothes so I didn't either and we just hung out for a while talking and watching a little TV before going to dinner.

It seemed to me that I must be bi-sexual, although I wondered if that would still be true once I had changed back into a man. Then I thought maybe I was just some kind of weird sex maniac. Having waited so long to try it I was now hopelessly in the grip of some kind of addiction that caused me to fuck anything that moved. But that seemed kind of silly. Maybe I didn't really need to slap a bunch of labels on things just yet.

When I got home I told my aunt that I'd had a really good time, and she seemed pleased but didn't press me for any details, and I was pretty happy to be back in my own bed. It had been a real voyage of discovery. Now I knew why everyone made such a big deal about sex all the time. And Valerie had certainly lived up to all of my fantasies, but it seemed pretty apparent that she wasn't looking for a sexual relationship with me, or with any woman. And I learned a lot about cock that they didn't teach in school.

It was easy to look at a beautiful woman, or a beautiful man for that matter, and simply admire the attractiveness, but a cock was kind of a different matter entirely. I had no idea that it could be so hypnotic and arousing. I was genuinely scared of it, at first, but I got over that pretty quickly. I still had a healthy respect for a throbbing erection but now I felt like I had a better idea of what to do with it, or at least what it was going to do to me.

I think I also felt better prepared to deal with my friends, both male and female. The guys were just being guys, and interjecting myself into the gang as a woman was bound to create some problems. They were the same to me but I was obviously very different, or at least I looked very different to them in some significant ways. Obviously they could have handled the situation better, but what the fuck? I never said they were the most sophisticated bunch in the world, but they were my buddies.

Obviously Valerie and I had bonded like never before. She had always been a friend but we had gotten very close on this trip, and not just because I licked her pussy, which was yummy, but that's completely beside the point. I had a feeling that we'd be hanging out more often. And now if I was with a group of girls being all boy crazy and talking about sex stuff I'd actually be able to participate better.

I can't say that losing my virginity made me a better person, but I did seem to feel a little different now, and see things in a slightly different way. If nothing else it took away that sense of being the outsider, or the one who wasn't clued in. It's probably a shallow way of looking at things but I liked to be liked. I liked to fit in. Even more so now that I was trying to fit in as a person who didn't really exist.

As the summer sailed on, much faster than I had expected, I was absolutely convinced that I had made the right decision, and not just because of the money. I was finding my stride as a woman and really blossoming in a way that I had never done before. My aunt had kind of dragged me to the store originally, but now I sort of liked taking little shopping trips on my own. I was developing an idea of what I liked and how I liked to look. I didn't want to look like a boy, and I didn't necessarily want to look like everybody else. I wanted to look like...me!

When my aunt and I went to this kind of artsy craftsy place for lunch one day I became totally hooked on funky jewelry and antiques. I wanted to do my whole room over. I didn't quite go that extreme but I did get some cool framed posters and shit that I hung on my walls. It was crazy to have money and free time and no agenda at all.

Somewhat to my relief I hadn't turned into a sex fiend, turning tricks on street corners in the middle of the night, or assaulting unsuspecting men in elevators. I hadn't gotten laid since I came home but there was no rush now. I was just taking it easy and letting things kind of roll my way.


CHAPTER 12:

One afternoon Bob and I were just hanging out in my room, as we had done a million times before. We were both sitting on my bed and watching some shit on YouTube, or something, I really don't remember. It just kind of struck me that there was a different vibe in the air. The whole bedroom/bed thing took on a whole new subtext. I was aware of something that I guess you would call sexual tension. Bob was being totally cool but I felt like he was leading up to something and just trying to figure out how to do it.

"Look, I got to tell you something that I'm really ashamed of," Bob said while looking straight down at the mattress. "You remember that day at the pier when everyone was being kind of shitty to you?"

"It was no big deal," I tossed off casually.

"Yeah, but it kind of got out of hand. And for some dumb ass reason we all made this bet about who could be the first to...get you in bed."

"Well, you've got me in bed now so I guess you won," I joked.

"You know what I mean. It was fucking lame. I told the guys later that I wasn't in on it anymore."

"That was very gallant of you. How was the winner supposed to prove that he had actually done it?" I asked.

"Do you really want to know?"

"No, I guess not. I'm sure you thought of something," I said with a laugh.

"I don't know, we all just kind of lost our heads, I guess. I mean, we knew it was you, but you seem so different this way."

"Well I was eating that corndog like a total slut."

"Fuck, you're making this even harder," Bob moaned.

"Making what harder?" I asked.

"I'm trying to tell you that I really like you."

"And I like you Bob. That's why we've been friends for years I guess."

"No, I mean...I like you as a girl," he said.

"Oh."

"I was hoping that maybe I could take you out sometime, like on a date."

"How would that be different than just going out and doing stuff like we're doing now?" I inquired.

"It would be different because we'd be thinking of each other more like potential boyfriend and girlfriend rather than just like...friend-friend."

"Okay. I think I can fit you into my busy social calendar," I teased.

"Oh, man that's fantastic!"

"When did you want to do this date thing?"

"When are you free?"

"I'm pretty much free all the time," I said with a laugh. "We can do it right now if you wanted to."

"No, no, I want to do it right. I want to get dressed up and pick you up at your house at the appointed time and everything."

So I went on a date with my oldest pal Bob. I made myself look all feminine and pretty, and even wore a skirt, but I didn't go overboard. We weren't planning anything all that fancy. When Bob arrived I went to greet him at the door and I think he was rather pleased by the way I looked. On the one hand it seemed kind of silly, since we had known each other forever, but when I looked at him all slicked up and kind of nervous, I realized that he wasn't thinking about his pal from the past, he was thinking about the girl of the present, and I think I started to understand the difference between us having dinner and us having dinner on a date.

It was utterly crazy. He held doors open for me and shit! He waited until I sat down at the table first and stood by my chair. He was so complimentary and polite it made me wonder whether he was the one who had completely changed instead of me. It was a side of Bob that I had never seen before, and it was kind of cool.

After dinner we actually returned to boardwalk arcade and kind of strolled around for a while eating cotton candy. I think he sort of wanted me to see that things could be very different, and they were. We started holding hands somewhere along the line and when he kissed me out at the end of the pier in the moonlight I felt very warm inside.

I knew how to flirt now, and I knew how to casually neck, but this was entirely different. This wasn't a random stranger that I'd never see again, this was my best friend, and how things went with us in this new direction might alter that, for better or worse, forever.

Fortunately Bob didn't press the issue right away. I think he felt pretty good about how things had gone, and I had to admit that it was a fun date. We fooled around a little bit in his car out in front of my house but I made my exit before it got too intense. But I did promise to date him again.

It was on the third date when the kissing business started to heat up considerably. Bob was feeling more comfortably aggressive and I was feeling like I hadn't gotten in laid in a long time so it was probably not all that surprising that we ended up in my room. We just stood there, hugging and kissing some more, and then I very slowly slid to the floor in front of him and reached for his belt.

"Oh, shit, what are you doing?" Bob asked, sounding genuinely alarmed.

"What do you think I'm doing," I replied casually as I unfastened his belt and pulled the zipper on his pants down.

"Oh, wow."

In a moment I had his dick in my hand, and it was quite hard, as I figured it would be. I just stroked him for a while before I smiled up at him and went to town on his hard on. I was kind of showing off, I'll admit it. I figured that we were going to fuck tonight but I guessed that Bob would never guess in a million years that I would do something like that. I also knew that a bridge had been crossed, and it made me a little nervous.

Obviously there could never be any big romance between us, or between me and any guy, since in about 21 months I would be a guy again myself. Hopefully whatever we did as a "couple" could be forgotten or gotten past eventually. Of course there was always the risk that this was going to mess up our friendship, just like there's always the risk of that happening when platonic friends bring sex into the equation.

But I had done what Bob had suggested and thought of him as a potential boyfriend and I had been pleasantly surprised by how well that had gone. The common interests and chemistry that had always made it easy for us to hang out together were still there as always, only now there was a sexual chemistry as well. Bob was pretty hot. I'd never thought about that before. Never had a reason to. Now that I was on my knees sucking his cock it became far more apparent to me.

"Oh, wow," Bob said again.

His eyes were so full of wonder as I gazed up at him. I think maybe he thought he was dreaming or something. I had planned to just warm him up a bit before getting on to the main fucking but I guess I was doing my job a little too well because he suddenly started to cum in my mouth. I just kept stroking and sucking until I had milked him dry. Then he picked me up off the floor and we started kissing again before he literally carried me over to the bed and gently lay me on my back.

Next he climbed beside me and stuck his hand under my skirt and began to fondle my pussy through my panties. I pulled my top off and he got out of his shirt and then we just kind of lay there for a moment or two looking at each other.

"I thought you were a virgin for sure," said Bob.

"Nope. I hope that doesn't ruin me in your eyes," I teased.

"Not at all. How the hell did you learn how to do that?"

"I had some very good private instruction."

"Well thank your instructor for me, because that was fucking amazing."

"Are you worried at all about this messing with our friendship?" I asked.

"Sure, but it's kind of late to be asking that now," he said with a grin. "Unless you're telling me you want me to go."

"No...I want you inside me."


CHAPTER 13:

We finished undressing, more or less, and then Bob got between my legs and put his cock in me. I could have said that a dozen ways but the stark reality of it hit me right between the eyes. Bobby from down the block, good old Bob, my school chum Robert had his cock inside me and I was loving it.

He had recovered remarkably fast, although we had killed a bit of time with the various pussy rubbing things, and there had been some boob squeezing once my bra was off, and so on. It was so strange to look at Bob in this new light but I sure liked what I saw. He had always been the best athlete of our gang and I really took note of how much his arm muscles had developed over the years.

Maybe this would be good for us in the long run, I thought. Having a chance to be intimate in a way that we would never, ever, have explored otherwise. It would be a secret memory that we would always share without needing to talk about it. We had always cared deeply for one another but until this unusual circumstance popped up we would always just express it in a fraternal way. Now we could just let ourselves go and be as openly loving as we wanted. Or maybe we were just two horny teenagers with nothing better to do on a Saturday night.

"Oh, Bob, it feels so good being with you like this," I said as I rubbed his powerful arms. "When did you start thinking about me like this?"

"The first time I saw you as a girl," Bob replied.

"That figures. You want to bang every girl that you see," I said teasingly.

"No it was different because you still looked like you and I knew it was you and I thought that probably made me some kind of secret homo or something but I didn't care. I wanted to cuddle you up and protect you, and I wanted to spread you open and fuck you senseless, and I wanted to hold your hand and eat ice cream with you. I fell for you hard and fast and I was stunned that you were interested at all."

My heart skipped a beat and I felt kind of fuzzy all over. I think Bob was kind of telling me that he had fallen in love with me, which was a whole new turn of events that I hadn't prepared for. As I looked deeply into his eyes I was more certain than ever that he did love me and I became scared. But I was also totally intoxicated by the idea of a cool guy like Bob loving me. It was just upping the ante so much.

"Baby I love the idea of you cuddling me up and protecting me, and spreading me open and fucking me senseless, and holding my hand and eating ice cream, but maybe we should be a little careful. I have so many emotions churning inside me right now, and my heart feels really full, but we both know that this can't last. I know you care for me and I know that you know that I care for you but for now maybe we should just be fuck buddies and not get too mushy and sentimental."

"Whatever you think, baby. At least one of us is thinking clearly," Bob replied.

"You know you shouldn't have pulled out of that wager. I could have given you whatever proof you needed to show and we could have split the money," I joked.

"I never would have felt good about that...and it wasn't all that much money."

"I don't know whether I should feel relieved or insulted."

"Well that shit's never going to happen again when I'm around. People are going to treat you respectfully or they're going to answer me," Bob said firmly.

And I believed him. Bob would fight for me. He had saved my ass a couple of times when I was getting bullied at school. Bob actually had been my protector. I thought it was really cool of him then. I thought it was sexy as hell of him now.


CHAPTER 14:

So Bob and I became fuck buddies, although he was heading off to start college in a few weeks while I sat around here trying to figure out what I was going to do with the rest of my life. It was probably just as well that he was going, but it was also kind of painful. It wasn't like he was going somewhere halfway across the country, but he'd be busy with school and probably meet all kinds of sexy college girls. That was no doubt for the best. Those girls would still be girls when he graduated, something I couldn't say.

We did have a good deal of sex before he departed, and I don't know if that made it easier or harder to see him go, but like I said, he wasn't leaving the country or anything. We'd still get together sometimes.

I know we were just fuck buddies but he was the closest thing I'd ever had to having a boyfriend, or a serious girlfriend for that matter, and I really liked the way that felt. I liked putting my head on his shoulder at the movies. I liked holding hands when we walked. I felt really special being his girl even if I wasn't really his girl.

When the summer ended a lot of my old crowd kind of went their separate ways. Sandy was going off on some kind of an art tour thing in Europe for like 6 months and I was rather jealous. Of course when I got my money I could go to Europe anytime I wanted, so I tried not to be too impatient. Valerie was off to college, and no doubt would dazzle there as she had done everywhere else. The rather obvious change in my relationship with Bob had not gone unnoticed by the other guys I usually hung out with and that had kind of caused us to drift apart.

That's the thing about leaving high school. The people you grew up with and went to school with all along the line are suddenly adults with totally new responsibilities and aspirations. The days of bumming around and just doing whatever seemed like fun at the moment were over, at least for most of the people I knew.

Now you would think that having money and all the free time in the world would be the greatest thing imaginable, but I started feeling kind of lonely and bored sometimes. I started thinking about taking some classes at the community college just to have someplace to go and some new people to meet.

Before I found out about my inheritance I think I had planned to go to college and study business or something practical like that. I had never been terribly active at extracurricular activities in school but I liked music and I had played the clarinet for a while. Maybe that was some kind of erotic foreshadowing of why I liked having a big stick in my mouth, but I kind of doubt it.

I had always wanted to learn how to play the guitar but never gotten around to it so I figured now was as good a time as any. I went to the local music shop and bought myself a fairly nice acoustic. It wasn't the top-of-the-line but it wasn't a beginner model either. Somebody had told me once that if you buy a crappy student guitar it'll be so uncomfortable to play that you'll give up before you ever learn anything, so I tried to pick one out that felt nice in my hand.

There was a bulletin board there with a number of people offering guitar lessons so I figured one was as good as another, since I didn't know shit about the guitar, and called one of them. That's when I met Lyle, the first certifiable bad boy I had ever known.

The dude was probably in his late 30's, maybe even older, but he still wore his hair kind of long and punked out. The first time I saw him he literally was wearing an open leather jacket with no shirt on underneath. He had been in some band that I had never heard of that I guess had been sort of popular basically back before I was born and there were posters and autographed pictures all over his garage studio. He still played in bands in bars and whatnot and gave lessons to make a little extra cash.

He probably would have seemed like a comical character except that he had this crazy magnetism and the dude was a flat out badass on the guitar. I could totally picture him onstage, 20 years ago, wearing some tight pants and wowing the crowd with his shredding licks. He made me nervous at first but he was a patient teacher and he didn't try to come onto me or anything like that.

I had time and money so I took a lot of lessons and I think I was actually making some progress. Lyle had tons of amusing stories about shit that happened to him on the road, or crazy stunts he used to pull, or what it was like for the brief time he was on top of the world. It never came across as sad or bitter or even sentimental, it was just his life and he was steamrolling though it like he always had.

When he asked me if I'd like to see him play at some club I didn't know I told him that I wasn't old enough to get in so he brought me along as part of the band and I just sat off to the side of the stage and handed him guitar picks or a towel or whatever. It was just a small club and a band of mostly middle aged dudes playing a bunch of Oldies, but boy he was something to watch. I knew that a lot of girls got turned on by guitar players, which was one of the reasons I had always been interested in learning to play, but I started to discover that sensation first hand that night.

When the gig was over and everything was being packed up out in the alley behind the club Lyle suddenly roared up on this motorcycle. It was the most wildly impractical ride for a working musician to have, and so totally appropriate for Lyle.

"How do you carry all your equipment on that?" I asked.

"Oh, that goes in the van," he explained with a nod. "Hop on, let's go for a ride."

"I've got my car in the parking lot," I told him.

"I'm not kidnapping you baby. I'll get you back to your car."

I wasn't sure that I totally believed him but I got on back anyway. He handed me a helmet and told me to hang on tight, so I did, wrapping my arms around his waist as we hauled off into the night. I'd never been on a motorcycle before, and it felt kind of crazy and dangerous, but it was way fun and quite exhilarating.

We drove out towards the beach and he parked on a little ridge above the ocean. Then he calmly hopped off of the bike and removed his helmet and mine and took me rather forcefully in arms and started to kiss me. No conversation. No explanation. Just his tongue in my mouth and his arms around my hips. The miniskirt, that I thought looked very cool to be hanging out with rockers in, proved to be no obstacle at all to his roving hands as I felt him rubbing my panties.

"You're wet," he commented.

"It was hot in there," I replied.

"That isn't sweat, baby. You were hot all right, but you were hot for something else. I could feel it."

"No...I mean...I don't know what I mean," I sort of stammered.

"It's all right, baby, it's totally natural. Now why don't you take that top off and show me your tits?"

"What? Right here, out in the open?"

"Why not?" he said casually.

I tried to think of a million reasons why it was a bad idea but none were coming to me quick enough. Besides, this was a man who once walked through a hotel lobby naked because he couldn't remember where he had put his clothes.

So I pulled off my top and unfastened my bra and stood there showing him my tits. He didn't attack them as much as examine them, sort of like a boobs connoisseur.

"Oh, yeah...I've been thinking about these beauties since the day you first walked into my studio. I knew they'd be nice. Nice and firm. Teenage titties. There's absolutely nothing better."

"You really are a dirty old man, aren't you?" I said, somewhat jokingly.

"I don't know baby. You're the one standing here with your boobs hanging out and your pussy dripping in your panties. Looks to me like maybe you're the dirty one. Why don't you show me how dirty you really are?"


CHAPTER 15:

I turned around and bent over to grab hold of his motorcycle. Then Lyle reached under my skirt and pulled my panties all the way off before rolling them up into a ball and tossing them over the cliff. Next he started squeezing my butt cheeks and pressing both of his thumbs up against my asshole, never quite poking in but probing all around it.

My little skirt was flipped up on my arched back and Lyle got right behind me and slipped his cock into my very wet pussy. It was pretty incredible and I was whimpering in no time.

"I was right, you are a dirty girl," said Lyle as he slapped my ass a couple of time. "I could tell from the start but you needed some time to figure it out for yourself.

"Oh, my God," I moaned several times.

"You were thinking about my cock all night weren't you?"

"Yes."

"You were thinking about how good it would feel to have that big cock riding up inside you."

"Oh, yes...it does feel so good...oh, God it feels so fucking good," I moaned.

"Yeah baby. And it feels good to have my cock in your tight little teenage pussy," he said before spanking me again.

So now it was a tight little teenage pussy. I could add that one to my list. Now some of you may be cringing and thinking what a stupid cunt, why would she ever let herself get used like that, but let me offer my defense...I have no idea why. I've said he was charismatic and I was attracted to his talent and something about seeing him on stage turned me into a total fan girl groupie I suppose. And being outdoors, with the thrill of potentially being caught, although that didn't really seem too likely, no doubt added to the sexually charged mood. I even found that riding on his motorcycle was kind of a turn on the way it made my pussy vibrate. But as I'm sure any girl who has ever given it up to a bad boy knows you just do it because something clicks inside your brain and you just have to be someone's bitch.

When he grabbed the back of my hair and started tugging on it I totally lost it. He was making me cum super hard and I was crying out like the little screamer I was, even though we were so exposed. And I got all nasty and snarling again.

"Fuck yeah! Fuck me harder baby!"

"That's what my dirty little bitch needs, isn't it? You need a good hard fucking!"

"Fuck yes...fuck yes...fuck YESSSSS!"

"Yes, baby, yes. Now get down here and suck it. Show me how much you want that cock. Yes...yes...just like that...oh...wrap those slutty lips around my cock and suck me dry!"

My knees were getting kind of scraped from the gravel but I paid no attention at all. I was a crazed animal in heat. I had slutty lips and a tight teenage pussy and I was a dirty little bitch. Well, if I hadn't been before I sure was that night. When I thought he was getting ready to let it rip I pulled my head back and looked up at him.

"Give me your cum," I demanded.

"You want my cum?"

"Yeah I want your fucking cum. Cum in my mouth!"

"You want it in your mouth bitch? Well here you go," he said as he shoved his dick halfway down my throat just as he was ejaculating.

I gagged and slurped and gurgled and swallowed his load while I stared at him with I can only imagine what kind of look. Frenzied, hungry, satisfied, crazy...hell...I don't know.

When I had licked every single drop of sperm from his dick he pulled me to my feet and kissed me deeply while one hand lightly rubbed my snatch. Then suddenly he drove a finger straight up my ass and held it there for a moment.

"Maybe next time," he said with a smile. "I'll bet you'd like that."

Then I got dressed, as much as I could with no panties and a very tiny skirt, hopped back on his bike and he gave me a lift back to my car. We might have said something about lessons or whatever but we both just drove off without much fanfare.

My fling with Lyle actually lasted a couple of months, which was longer than I ever would have expected it to last. We didn't date or go out, unless we took a ride on his bike, but whenever I went for a guitar lesson there was usually some rough sex included at the end. I hated to stop taking lessons from the guy since he was such a good teacher but the whole ass slapping, hair pulling, name calling, thing was wearing a little thin with me. I didn't think he'd push me for sex if I told him to cool it, but I was worried about my ability to withstand his charisma.

That was just Lyle's thing. Part of his whole image I guess. And honestly I could probably enjoy the whole "dirty girl" thing once in a while, but when it's the only way you ever fuck with the same guy it starts to feel kind of degrading. This whole sex thing was still very new to me, even though I had been reasonably active now for some months.

As I said before I didn't mind the idea of a man being bigger or stronger than me. And I actually liked feeling soft and feminine. It suited my personality. I had no hang ups about being in positions that suggested submissiveness. And I certainly understood the male mentality towards sex, even if I had been a virgin as a man myself. I knew the urges and the aching and the painful lust. Sometimes I really got turned on by that whole male dominance thing, but sometimes I didn't. With Lyle there didn't seem to be any variety. He only knew one way to fuck, despite his age and experience. That was ultimately the reason I eventually burned out on his whole routine but I didn't feel bad for having tried it...and I was a way better guitar player now in the process.

I really wondered what my crazy old great aunt was thinking when she put that wacky provision in the will? Was it sort of a test to see if I could "earn" the money by putting up with such a hardship for two years? That didn't seem too likely since she had been giving money to fund the program that had made this all possible. I guess sometimes people just do crazy things with their wills.

I sort of wonder what she would think if she saw me acting like a cock-crazed slut with men twice my age, or licking another woman's pussy in a three-way. Probably wasn't exactly what she had in mind when she came up with this scheme, but what did she have in mind? She didn't know me so there was no reason to punish me and if she wanted to punish me why give me the chance to get the money at all?

So far it had all been so much better than I had anticipated. I knew that I wasn't as wrapped up in trying to prove my manliness like a lot of guys, which I assumed would make things a little bit easier, but I had never imagined how quickly or how much I would have come to embrace my femininity. I might have made some questionable choices and not always handled every situation the best way possible, but on the whole I thought that I was doing pretty good as a girl. Now if I could just figure out what I wanted to do with the rest of my life I wouldn't be in bad shape at all.


CHAPTER 16:

I had kept in touch with Bob, and when I heard that he was seeing someone my first impulse was to race out and try to nip it in the bud, but I quickly came to my senses. Why shouldn't Bob go out with other girls? I knew that was likely to happen and supported the idea from the start. Besides, it wasn't like I was sitting around knitting all day, having been the fuck puppet of some crazed old guitarist. I suppose it seemed a little different because Lyle and I never dated we just fucked, but that was kind of a dubious argument.

I had actually gotten pretty jealous when Bob went off to some drunken orgy for spring break, and actually contemplated trying to crash the party and flaunt myself in front of him, but once again I was able to prevent myself from acting like a total fool. Bob had been all ready to profess his love for me and I was the one who said we should keep it from being too serious. I don't even know why that knucklehead was getting under my skin so much. It was just Bob.

As time passed I found myself dabbling in a lot of things without getting too serious about any of it. I took a class in ceramics, and another one in music appreciation, and I kept working on my guitar playing without a new teacher so far.

And I casually dated, here and there. I even went out with another one of my old friends, a guy named Toby. He had never been one of my closest pals but I always thought he was a nice guy and we had some fun on a few dates. The sex wasn't spectacular and I didn't feel any great sparks flying between us as a couple so it kind of fizzled out in due course.

At Christmas I kind of overdid the gift giving thing, especially to my aunt, but since she wouldn't take any money from me I figured she couldn't turn down my gifts. I had been so beholden to her even before I had changed, and she had been so fantastic with me afterwards that I couldn't possibly express my appreciation and gratitude enough.

She knew that I dated, she knew that I had guys up in my room, she knew that I came in at all hours but she never tried to lay any sort of a guilt trip on me or question me about what I was doing. I was 18, and had the legal right to suck cock all over town, but I was still living under her roof and she was the closest thing to a parent I had known for many years. Yet, if I had wanted to cry on her shoulder, or ask her for advice she would have been right there for me.

Bob had come home for a couple of visits but I had played it pretty cool. One time he had Lola, which I thought sounded like a stripper name, with him, and the other times he was still dating so I restrained my impulse to jump on his dick and ride him until he passed out. It was great to see him again, and he seemed happy, so I tried to be happy for him.

When my 19th birthday rolled around I knew that summer was just around the corner again and that I would be only one year away from fortune and freedom. Somehow that didn't thrill me quite as much as I thought it would.

On the one hand I was anxious to end this temporary life thing where every decision I made and every thought was always prefaced with the fact that everything would be entirely different in another year, but on the other hand, this had been the best year of my life and I wasn't entirely certain that going back to being Ken would be as satisfying now. Of course I'd be rich, so that usually helps to make up for a lot of other things.


CHAPTER 17:

Even though the love goddess Valerie was off being some wicked sorority sister, and presumably hadn't changed her mind about being a lesbian, I was still very open to the idea of being with another woman sometime. The opportunity presented itself when I was having my nails done and kept noticing a very attractive older woman glancing in my direction. Her name was Sylvia and she worked up some logical pretext to spark a conversation and invited me back to her place for a glass of wine after we had finished at the salon.

In the more naive days of my youth, of a year ago, I might have thought she was just a nice lady who liked wine, but I had no doubt at all what she really had in mind and I was quite happy to go along with whatever she had planned.

It's different being hit on by a woman, I thought. It's so much more subtle and casual. At least it was with Sylvia, but as I said, she was an older woman and probably had a good deal of experience. I seemed to be frequently drawn to the older types, whether they were male or female.

When she started kissing me on the couch it just happened so smoothly and naturally that it felt like we had been lovers for years. I don't know what made her so sure that I would be interested in a same sex scenario but she certainly had me pegged. I had just gone to get my nails done, I hadn't been planning on doing any bean licking in the process.

"Have you been with many women before?" Sylvia finally got around to asking.

"Not really," I replied. "Just once, and there was a guy involved. Actually she just walked in on us and sort of ended up joining the party."

"Well, you're kissing me now so I assume you liked whatever you did with the party crasher. Or maybe you're just curious?" she suggested.

"Maybe a little of both. I'm pretty open minded."

"Good. I know it may sound like bragging but I think I know how to make a woman feel very good and I'd like to show you, if you'll let me."

I just smiled, pulled off my top, and removed my bra. Sylvia did the same and we sat on the couch kissing and rubbing our tits together. Her breasts were so much bigger than mine that I felt a little "tit envy" but it passed soon enough. My breasts probably were a bit more firm, considering my age, and I hadn't had any complaints about them so far. Sylvia seem to enjoy them just fine.

After awhile Sylvia got on the floor in front of the couch and pulled off my panties. Then she had me hold my legs back, with my hands under my knees as she began the most amazing pussy licking you could imagine. I tried to keep my legs held back for as long as possible, because it did seem to give her really amazing access, and I liked the way I felt with my legs in the air, but eventually I was getting so horny that I put them down and started pushing my pelvis up into her face.

"You weren't bragging," I said happily. "You know exactly how to make a woman feel very good."

"Would you like to lick my pussy?" Sylvia asked.

"I don't think I'd be anywhere near as good as you are at it," I replied.

"Well, you can always give it a try. Maybe I could offer some pointers if you feel like you're not getting the hang of it."

So Sylvia took me off the bedroom, where we both finally got the rest of our clothing off, and then she spread out on the bed and invited me to join her, which I did. Valerie had just stuck her ass in my face, and as I was being seriously boned from behind at the time, it was kind of a bumpy ride. Here I could really get down in her muff and concentrate on what I was doing.

"Oh that's very good, sweetie...very good," Sylvia purred as I tried to more or less duplicate what she had just done to me.

For a while she took two fingers and rubbed them in a slow circle around the hood covering her clitoris. That gave me an idea. I found the little sucker, which was already a bit swollen, and started sucking on it like it was another nipple. That seemed to do the trick.

"Oh, my goodness, sweetie...oh my God...oh, yes...oh yes, yes, yes!"

She had started the sentence sounding surprised but by the end she was practically shouting. I didn't keep at it for too long at a time. I knew how sensitive that hot button could be. I felt a little proud of myself for having tossed that maneuver into the mix on my own. I was definitely the novice here but it was kind of fun to show the teacher that I could think on my feet, or my stomach in this case as I was stretched out on the bed with my head between her legs.

"That was marvelous, sweetie," Sylvia said once I had come up for air and she had pulled me up so that I was lying on her torso. "I think you've been holding out on me."

Next she had us lie facing away from each other with our legs spread and wrapped so that we were kind of joined at the crotch. Apparently this was called scissoring, which made total sense since it was exactly like opening two pairs of scissors and shoving the handles together.

We started kind of slowly, just trying to get in the ideal position, but once we were both lined up properly it was amazing how good it felt to rub our pussies together like that. I suppose I had usually thought of lesbians doing mostly oral stuff, or maybe finger banging or using a strap on, but damn if this wasn't hot! Pretty soon we were grinding away on each other and chirping like a couple of canaries.

I had already cum once when Sylvia was licking me, and I'm pretty certain that I had gotten her off when I was sucking her clit, but we were both really getting each other off as we slammed away, faster and faster.

When we finally finished there was a nice cooling down period where we just lay together and talked softly while we gently stroked each other's body or face or hair. I had honestly lost track of the time and needed to be going because I had told my aunt that I would swing by the market on my way home from the salon and pick up some things she needed for dinner, but Sylvia seemed totally cool with it.

She had kind of probed me during our conversation to find out where my true passions were, and this time I guess I was kind of in Valerie's shoes. The sex had been great and I wouldn't hesitate to do it again, but I really, really, liked men and probably wasn't looking for any kind of a serious relationship with a woman, no matter how hot she was. I have no idea if Sylvia really wanted to date me, or even make me a regular fuck buddy, but for me relationships were out of the question anyway, so it was a moot point in the long run.

It was kind of weird that having incredible girl-on-girl sex made me realize how much I had come to like boys. That wasn't a very comforting thought, since I was still planning to turn back into a man in about a year, but what the hell. Somehow I doubted that I was just going to forget how attractive men could be, or how stimulated I had been by the sight of a throbbing hard on.

But the thing that kept nagging at me was not whether I liked men or women, it was the fact that I was feeling really good about myself lately, with or without sex being involved. As I said at the start I still looked a whole lot like I always had but being repackaged in a female body I looked at myself and saw a type of beauty and attractiveness that I had never seen before. That helped me be bold in situations where I might have been shy. It made me more comfortable being around strangers. Even the stupid shit, like shaving my legs, that I thought was going to be living hell had turned out to be no big deal. So it took me longer to get dressed sometimes. So what? The vast array of options in choosing what to wear more than made up for that.

Of course sex played a major part in my thinking. I'd never been laid as a guy so I can't compare the two experiences, but I was sure getting laid a lot now and I'm reasonably certain that it wouldn't have been so easy in my old identity. My female body was certainly very responsive and I was learning more and more about it all the time.

Yet because it wasn't the body I was born in I still felt more like I was just borrowing it for a time. It had been so weird telling people that I was going to become temporarily female, but at least I had the justification that I was only doing it for the money. Once I had the cash I worried about what people would think if I didn't change back at the first opportunity. Plus it's kind of hard to convince yourself that you're not just enjoying the buzz of the novelty of it all and the attention that comes from suddenly being thought of as the belle of the ball.


CHAPTER 18:

I was really looking forward to my second girly summer. I always loved that time of the year anyway, and a number of my friends would be coming home from school...most notably Bob. Apparently he and Lola had broken up somewhere along the way, presumably so that she could devote more of her time to stripping. Man, I can really be a cunt sometimes! I'm sure she was a very nice girl.

Needless to say that appeared to put Bob back into play as my resident fuck buddy so I was looking forward to our big reunion. Of course I had no idea what might be running through his head or what sort of changes he might have undergone having been surrounded by all those cute co-eds, but I figured he'd probably be up for some kind of messing around.

When we finally did get together we literally ran to each other's arms and started hugging and kissing like mad. I think I was even crying a little bit.

"Oh, baby it is so good to see you again," said Bob. "You have no idea how much I've missed you."

"Maybe that's why your girlfriend left you," I teased.

"Naw, I broke up with her, actually. She had a thing for my roommate, and he liked her, so I finally just told them to go for it."

"That was very generous of you," I chuckled. "So what are your plans for the summer?"

"Are we still fuck buddies?" he asked hopefully.

"We are as far as I'm concerned," I replied.

"Then I plan to do a whole lot of fucking!"

And he wasn't kidding. We kept making plans to go places but a lot of times we didn't get there or stay very long if we did. We went to some movie and necked so much that I couldn't even begin to tell you the plot of the film.

One night we had my house to ourselves, as my aunt was away visiting someone, and I decided that I would show off my newly developing domestic skills by making dinner for us. I'd been trying to pick up a few things from my aunt and was starting to feel fairly comfortable in the kitchen. I was wearing a dress, and even had an apron on, which I thought seemed very womanly, but Bob was hungry for something else and I ended up being plunked down on the kitchen table with my legs apart and my panties gone.

Bob buried his face in there and I was kind of looking over my shoulder at the oven, at first, but pretty soon I sort of forgot all about the dinner I was supposed to be cooking. Then I was struck with an inspiration.

"Suck on my clit," I instructed.

Bob did as told and soon I discovered why Sylvia had been so pleased when I did it to her.

"Oh, that's good...not too hard, baby...yeah...like that."

Bob was really getting me worked up now and I clutched at his hair and probably grabbed it a little too tight.

"Yeah, suck it...suck that hard clit bitch!" I hissed.

"Hey, how would you like it if I talked that way to you?" Bob grinned as he looked up at me for a moment.

"Try it sometime and we'll find out," I replied.

"I didn't know you were into that," Bob chuckled as he stood up and pulled down his pants.

I grabbed his hips and practically forced him inside me. We started going at it pretty hard, which caused the things on the table to bounce around a bit, but nobody seemed to notice. Then Bob yanked me off the table and spun me around and I bent over, resting my elbows on the table. I thought he'd be all over my ass in a second but instead he pulled the top of my dress down first before he grabbed my hips and rammed it home.

"Oh, yeah...yeah...is this how you used to fuck Lola," I said over my shoulder, probably sounding a little more sinister than I had intended.

"When I felt like it," Bob replied. "How many men have had you bent over like this while I was away?"

"Wouldn't you like to know."

"You are in a mood tonight. Maybe I need to fuck you harder so you'll stop being such a smart ass."

"Try it!"

I got a good solid spank for my efforts. It caught me by surprise and I cried out but that didn't stop Bob from doing it again.

"Was Lola your little fuck toy? Did she do whatever you wanted?"

"I don't know what you're talking about, bitch. You're the one who's bent over the table begging me to fuck her brains out."

"Make me your fuck toy," I growled.

Bob grabbed my hair and started to really pound me hard. I was panting and moaning and making noises that were even weird by my standards. I don't know whether Bob was just trying to play along with my stupid game or whether I had trigged something deep within him but he was going at me with a fury. He leaned over and grabbed my tits and I could feel the edge of the table starting to dig into my legs.

"I thought you were making me dinner?" he joked.

"Why don't you make me your bitch instead?" I suggested.

"God damn, woman, you're making me so fucking horny right now!" Bob cried as he took my hair and pulled it hard.

When he started to cum he released my hair and pushed my upper body down flat on the table and held me there. A plate rolled off and clattered on the floor and some silverware went flying but I just gasped for breath as he pinned me to the table and shot what seemed like an exceptionally large amount of cum into my soaking pussy.

Suddenly I was lifted up, quickly but gently, and Bob was holding me in his arms and looking at me with so much longing.

"Oh, baby, I love you so much! I'm sorry, but I do. I know you're not supposed to love your fuck buddy but I can't help it," he said.

"Don't be too hard on yourself," I said with a smile. "I'm totally in love with you too."

"Well, what are we going to do about it?" he asked.

"For starters I think you're going to have to take me out to dinner, because what I was cooking is now totally fucked up!"


CHAPTER 19:

"Look, you've still got three years of college to go, and I don't want to mess up your education. I can come visit you and you can come visit me and we can send all kinds of stupid mushy messages to each other. We don't have to make any real commitment to each other. I mean, fuck, we're both still teenagers. If you meet another Lola I'll totally understand. Maybe if we try being boyfriend and girlfriend it might turn out to be a bad idea, or it might be pretty cool. We've got at least another whole year of me being female. And honestly the way things are going I've got a feeling we'll have a whole lot longer," I said as we sat in the restaurant waiting for our food.

"What do you mean?" Bob asked, sounding genuinely confused.

"Well my friend Sandy told me, the first time I went and hung out with my old female friends, that I would probably end up meeting Prince Charming and getting married and just staying female forever. I thought she was crazy then, but I think she may have been on to something."

"You mean you don't have to turn back?"

"Not as far as I know. The will requires me to be a woman for two years to inherit the money. It doesn't say that I also have to go back to being a man," I explained. "At first I just assumed that I'd want to go back as soon as I could, but a lot has happened to me. A lot of really wonderful things. Maybe I just had a good year and the next one will be shitty and change my mind, but I really doubt that. Especially not now."

"So you think of me as your Prince Charming?"

"Let's not go crazy. I know you too well you big dummy," I said with a laugh. "That's some little girl's fantasy that I didn't grow up with anyway."

"Yeah, I always wanted to fuck the Little Mermaid. Her tits weren't all that big but she had that little clamshell bra thing that looked like it was going to fall off at any moment."

"Of course you did," I said dryly. "But then again I always liked the way Jasmine's boobs kind of bounced around, so who am I to judge? Even if you're not Prince Charming I think you make pretty good boyfriend material, or husband, or whatever."

"Could you have kids?"

"Sure. I'm on the pill now to make sure that it doesn't happen so I guess it could happen," I said with a shrug.

"God, that's such a weird thought. Can you imagine us actually getting married someday and having a family and everything?" said Bob, shaking his head.

"It is a weird thought...but it's not a bad one. And at least I wouldn't have to worry about you being a lazy bum and not making any money since I'll be richer than fuck," I teased.

Now that our carnality had reached the boiling point we started to behave more like normal human beings again, instead of sex-crazed weasels. It was surprising how much of a difference it made being able to profess our love openly and sincerely. It was such a beautiful feeling.

And I will confess that I actually picked up a couple of bridal magazines and flipped through the pages. It was pretty easy to get caught up in all of that hoopla, not that I had any intention of marrying anyone anytime soon. But a girl can dream, can't she?

I couldn't decide whether Sandy would be my maid of honor because she had put the whole marriage idea in my head, or Valerie because...well, you know...pussy licking and stuff. Since I didn't have a real father figure in my life I thought about Lyle giving me away and the thought made me laugh so hard I thought I was going to pee on the floor or something.

I could picture him riding up on his motorcycle, wearing a tux jacket with no shirt under it. Then I thought about the traditional father/daughter dance and imagined that he'd probably spend the whole time grabbing my ass and trying to stick his tongue in my ear, and Bob would probably take a swing at him, and all hell would break lose. It would certainly be a memorable wedding at any rate!

But like I said, that's just my girlish fantasy talking. I'd never been in a serious relationship before, and I had no idea how well it would work with us being apart from one another, but I kind of figured if it could survive that it might actually have a chance. But with Bob? Oh, my God! I was actually in love with Bob. Bobby from down the block. My boyhood chum. My how things had changed. And as far as I could see, really changed for the best.


CHAPTER 20:

"I was thinking about maybe not being in a rush to turn back into a man as soon as possible," I said casually to my aunt one morning as we were eating breakfast.

"Really?" she said, without betraying what might be on her mind.

"Yeah, like, maybe not at all, even. Do you think that's crazy?" I asked.

"No, why should I? I've seen how happy you are. And I know you're in love, which is a pretty good reason to keep things the way they are. You've still got a lot of time to think about it, but I can't say that I'm totally surprised that you're leaning this way."

"I still can't figure this whole thing out. Why does a woman I never even met want to leave all of her money to me?"

"But you did meet her. A long time ago, when you were very young. I guess I'm not surprised that you don't remember. Your mother had you dressed up as Kimberly. It sort of looks like that made a lasting impression," Julie said with a smile. "I suppose Felicia always knew that your mother sort of wanted a daughter so maybe this was her way of making that happen."

I was kind of floored by that news but things actually started to make sense to me. I had no idea how badly my mother had hoped for that. Like I said before, she never showed any sign of loving me less as a boy. I always figured the dress up stuff was pretty much just for fun. But if by some chance my mother had wanted me to be female it made me feel all the happier that I was planning to actually fulfill that wish, even if she couldn't be here to see it. It made me feel connected to her even more, in a way. It made me really want to be a woman she would be proud of. Maybe a wife someday, and who knows, maybe even a mother myself.

None of this was planned or hoped for or even imagined. I was just going about my teenage life trying to figure out what I wanted to do when this whole thing just landed on me out of the blue. Or maybe my Great Aunt Felicia had planned it all out for me and knew somehow how it would turn out. Lucky for me she was rich, because I don't know how I ever would have gotten to this place without the temptation of wealth dangled in my face. Well, like they always say, where there's a will there's a way, and in this case it couldn't be more true!


AUTHOR'S NOTES:

This one came about because I was reading something about the crazy things people sometimes put in their wills. Having the mind that I have I rather immediately thought of someone requiring a gender change in order to inherit a fortune and I was off and running.

It might be a one shot thing or I could see maybe doing a sequel sometime. I say that a lot but I don't do it very often because I keep coming up with new ideas all the time.

I kind of tried to write it in the voice of a teenage girl but I'm not 100% sure how teenage girls talk these days so I might have failed on that score miserably. At any rate I didn't want to be too sophisticated with the first person narrative in order to reinforce the fact that Kimberly is awfully young and going through a lot of new and unusual experiences.
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