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CHAPTER 1:

"Have you seen Tom's new girlfriend Alicia?" asked my roommate Dennis.

"No, I haven't, but I assume she's smoking hot," I replied.

"You can say that again. Take a look."

Dennis showed me a picture on his phone and I was indeed impressed by the shapely young thing in the photo. She was naked and kind of leaning forward with her hands crossed in front of her snatch.

"Too modest to show off her vajayjay," I said jokingly.

"Oh, no...take a look at this one."

Dennis brought up another photo and this time Alicia was doing a classic porno legs spread shot with her fingers pressing open the folds of her labia. I noticed that her bush was quite neatly trimmed.

"That's more like it," I chuckled.

"There's a couple of other ones but you get the idea," said Dennis.

"I imagine those pictures are supposed to put ideas in your head, not mine."

"Are you saying that you wouldn't want to tap that?" Dennis asked skeptically.

"Of course I would...and probably will at some point."

"True enough. Maybe even this weekend."

"Oh, is this your way of telling me that I should keep my calendar open?" I teased.

"Like you had other plans," Dennis quipped sarcastically.

"What if I did?" I asked.

"Then I suppose you would go do them. It's not like I own you," Dennis replied with a shrug.

"Really? That's not what you said the other night."

"Well...maybe I own certain parts of you," said Dennis with a grin. "The good parts."

Dennis put his phone away and walked by me, giving me a quick slap on the rump as he went.

"Seriously dude? Do you really think it's appropriate for a man to slap another man's ass?" I jokingly protested.

"Why not? Guys do it in locker rooms all the time," Dennis shouted from the next room.

"Sometimes I think you're more of a queer than I am," I shouted back.

"Believe me...nobody is."

He was probably right about that.


CHAPTER 2:

After that little teaser taste of my domestic life with my roommate Dennis I probably should wind it back a little and try to explain who we are and how we ended up the way we were now.

My name is Phil Blackstone, which sort of makes me sound like a magician, which I guess I am in a way, although by profession I'm in the real estate business. My clients tend to be people who have a lot of money, consequently they tend to buy and sell expensive properties, which consequently is very good for me because I make big commissions on those deals. We'll get to the magical part in a moment.

My roommate is a dapper young man named Dennis Holt who is a financial advisor. He tends to advise people who have a lot of money, consequently they need a lot of advice, which is very good for him because he makes big commissions on those deals. Do you see where this is heading? We both service the same type of upscale clients, which means that there's a lot of crossover. And being here in Southern California it also means that we rub elbows with a lot of celebrities and other power players. Which means we socialize with some very interesting and colorful people.

Somewhere along the line we fell in with a group of big time swingers. I mean we're talking about people who partner swap with men who date porn stars and supermodels, or at least women who look like they could be either. To get into that circle you just have to have the right connections, and an extremely hot woman that you're happy to share with everybody else. In return you get to bang someone who probably will be on the cover of the next SI swimsuit edition.

Unfortunately for Dennis and I we had some difficulty finding such women who were as enthusiastic about the opportunity as we were. It's kind of a hard thing to spring on someone you don't know all that well and if you have been dating someone long enough to feel comfortable about pitching the idea there's a decent chance that they'll call you a pervert and delete you from their phone.

Fortunately we had a trick up our sleeves. We knew a rather controversial doctor, who I'll call Dr. Pepper, because that was the first fictional doctor name that popped into my head. Anyway, Dr. Pepper was kind of a pill pusher to the stars. He was ostensibly a plastic surgeon, so he also provided face lifts and tummy tucks along with whatever happy pills a VIP might desire, and he also had a very special sidelight.

The good doctor had access to these not exactly legal pills that were all the rage on the club scene. Essentially they were temporary gender changing drugs, and they worked liked a fucking miracle. Pop one of those suckers and you almost instantly became a member of the opposite sex...until you popped another and turned right back to normal. That's where the magic comes in.

The results of these chemical transformations were often quite spectacular. A man didn't just become a woman, he became an incredibly hot and sexually desirable vixen. At least that's the way it worked out when we took those pills.

Yes, I said when we took those pills. You see Dennis came up with the brilliant idea that if one of us turned into a beautiful woman and pretended to be the other one's hot girlfriend, then we would gain entry to that swinging circle and nail dream pussy that would normally have been way out of our league. Basically you just had to circulate provocative photos of what you had to offer and then interested parties tried to work a little get together into their busy schedules.

Now you've probably already spotted the flaw in our little scheme. If one of us was going to turn female and pretend to be the other one's girlfriend, and said girlfriend was going to be swapped out for some other guy's actual girlfriend, then one of us was going to get their brains drilled out by some man while the other romped around with a gorgeous girl. Since neither one of us was willing to volunteer to fall on the sword, so to speak, for the other one we decided to take turns.

As strange as this may sound the idea of getting to bang some incredibly hot, and possibly somewhat famous women was so appealing that we were willing to sacrifice our dignity to put up with getting groped by some man if that was the price we had to pay. The idea was to get drunk enough to not really care what was happening, but not so drunk that we passed out or puked on the floor. Then we'd try to string it out long enough without really doing any more than was absolutely required. We viewed it as sort of like a fraternity initiation. You'd do just about any damn thing to get into a really popular frat, knowing that the embarrassment would pass and the rewards would make it all worthwhile in the end. Besides, we'd both be going through the same thing, and no one else would ever know what we were up to, except for Dr. Pepper who didn't give a shit what anybody did and wasn't a man who blabbed secrets.

We flipped a coin the first time and Dennis lost so he took the pill and turned into a very sexy young lady we chose to call Veronica. Then I took a few dirty pictures of her and put them into circulation. It wasn't long before we had our first encounter arranged and despite Veronica's initial reluctance to go through with it, a few drinks were consumed and the swap was consummated.

I was treated to some slightly less than spectacular sex with an Instagram model who wasn't terrific in bed but was definitely the most attractive woman I had ever been with, which more than compensated for any lack of skill or technique between the sheets. It's often said that really beautiful women are often not the best lays because they don't have to be. It was sort of like that old rental car advertising slogan that was something like "we're number two so we try harder." When a perfect ten flashes you her tits you're ready to bust a nut. With a five or six you're pretty much counting on getting your dick sucked down to the balls. But damn, you never forget seeing those perfect ten tits in the flesh!

Part of our deal was that we would never have to talk about anything we did when it was our turn to be the girlfriend so I didn't press Dennis for any details later. He did say that it wasn't anywhere near as bad as he thought it was going to be and that I shouldn't stress out about it when it was my turn, which was somewhat encouraging. I started to think that the real idea behind this might be primarily just to show off how attractive your girlfriend was, as a status symbol, and that you were so powerful and important that you could just pass her around to all of your friends without batting an eye.

That was kind of the vibe I got from that first experience. The women were there to be fucked by whomever their man told them to fuck. I imagine there were perks and benefits that went along with being trophy pussy. Probably a lot of expensive gifts and opportunities to travel and access to A list parties and whatnot. I couldn't imagine why else they would let themselves be passed around like a joint at a Grateful Dead concert.

Since Dennis had held up his end of the bargain there was nothing for me to do but take the pill and pose for some naughty photos. I didn't know it then but that was the day my life started to get a little screwy.


CHAPTER 3:

"Jesus Christ, dude! You're almost too good looking," said Dennis when he saw what the magic pill had done to me. "How come I didn't look that good?"

"You looked gorgeous...oh, fuck...is that what I sound like?" I said, trying not to giggle at my higher pitched voice. "It's like someone pumped helium into me."

"Well with all the helium they pumped into your tits I'm not surprised if some of it spilled over and you inhaled it," Dennis joked.

"Oh, my God! Look at my titties!" I gushed as I looked down at my perfect bosom.

"I am...believe me I am," said Dennis.

The actual transformation had been surprisingly fast, and even a little pleasant, I thought. I got kind of a tingly feeling all over as my body morphed into its female shape, and now that it was done I felt kind of giddy.

It was funny that I didn't feel any shame or shyness about standing naked in front of my fully clothed roommate. It never really crossed my mind to cover anything up. I could have walked outside and gotten the mail and probably not felt any embarrassment to be seen in the nude. It wasn't real. It wasn't me. Or maybe it just hadn't sunk in yet.

Dennis had me pose for all kinds of dirty pictures and I was happy to do it, especially when he'd show me what he had just photographed. I looked so amazing! I looked even better than the Instagram model I had recently banged, and she was the hottest girl I had ever been close to being with. That seemed funny to me and made me laugh, but as I said, I was feeling kind of giddy.

The way Dennis was posing me and coaxing me into this position or that I actually felt kind of like a model myself. We probably had way more pictures than we needed but we were both having a ball so I didn't mind the extended photo shoot.

"Dude, I can't even begin to imagine how many men are going to jump on you the minute they see these pictures...sorry...I didn't mean to phrase it that way," said Dennis.

"Come on, I'm not all that, am I?" I said modestly.

"You're all that and then some."

Our plan called for liberal amounts of alcohol to put us in the right frame of mind for our female forays, but I found that all these words of praise were pretty intoxicating already. I was not used to being admired purely for my looks like this. When I swapped Dennis, or I should say Veronica, for that Instagram babe my male ego got a huge boost because it was implied that I was the kind of guy who dated hot girls all the time. Dennis and I were not rich and famous but we had managed to worm our way into that kind of society and nobody really questioned our credentials.

For some reason that pill had handed me the kind of physical attraction that would probably turn heads in just about any circle and that boosted my previously unknown female ego like mad. I know it was vain but I couldn't stop looking at those pictures of myself.

"So have you thought of a name?" asked Dennis.

"I don't know...maybe Phyllis?" I suggested. "That's like the female version of Phillip."

"No, that's not hot enough. You don't look like a Phyllis," Dennis replied. "What would you think of...Electra?"

"Jesus! Electra?"

"Yeah. Just one name. Electra. Let it sink in for a minute."

I did and as it sank it started to sound pretty sexy to me, which is how I came to be known as Electra...with no last name. That was basically the cherry on the sundae and just as Dennis had predicted as soon as my photos went into circulation there were tons of men who wanted to jump on me. It was just a question of figuring out who was going to jump on me first.


CHAPTER 4:

We had no shortage of offers so I left it pretty much up to Dennis to decide who was dangling the most appealing pussy in his face. There were some seriously big names interested in me and I figured it didn't really matter who the guy was. since I was only holding up my end of the bargain and not doing this for fun, so Dennis might as well cast the deciding vote.

He finally settled on a dark-haired beauty named Francesca who had been the mistress of some former Italian Prime Minister, which probably half the women in Europe could say, but it didn't make her any less attractive. The Prime Minister had very good taste in women but very poor political judgment.

My partner was to be a rather well-known filmmaker who I'll call Andy, for no good reason I can think of, but I hesitate to use real names for legal purposes. Andy was in his mid fifties, had salt and pepper hair, and a reputation for making slightly scandalous art films which usually included a healthy amount of nudity.

We hooked up at Andy's "summer cottage" which of course was a fucking mansion with a view of the ocean that looked like it was painted on the windows. I had purchased what I hoped was a very chic and sexy dress for the occasion, although it was just a knock off of a designer original. I figured that I probably wouldn't be wearing it all that long anyway and nobody was likely to inspect the label.

Francesca was even more lovely in person than in her photographs and I think I felt a little jealous of Dennis, but I was getting so many compliments that it was hard to worry about what he was going to be doing, especially when I knew that very soon I would be doing some very strange things indeed.

The swap came very casually when we sat down for drinks on the veranda, or whatever the hell it was called. Francesca cozied up to Dennis and Andy sat quite close to me. We chatted very casually, which was basically just a series of opportunities to drop names. Then Francesca whispered something to Dennis and they took off for parts unknown, leaving me with the famous filmmaker who had one hand on my knee and another behind my back.

"I can't believe you're not an actress," said Andy when we were alone. "I can tell from your snapshots that the camera absolutely loves you."

"Well, you're the expert. I'll have to defer to your judgment," I said politely, wondering whether he was going to read something deeper into that comment.

"A very wise attitude, my dear," he said as he patted my hand. "One should always be open to learning from the experience of another."

My hunch seemed to be correct and he was basically telling me that the age difference between us was actually a good thing. Surprisingly I really didn't doubt that. He was more than twice my age but there was something kind of sexy about that. It was like banging your college professor or something.

He gave me the grand tour of the house, which I suppose was intended to impress me, which it did quite a lot. If this was his summer cottage I could only imagine some of the other shacks he must hang out in the rest of the year. Of course he didn't have to impress me at all since everyone knew exactly what was going on here and that I was basically his plaything for the evening, but I appreciated the gesture. This was a man who was obviously used to seducing some of the most gorgeous women on the planet so I guessed that he liked the illusion that he was winning a woman over, even when the outcome was never seriously in question.

I didn't mind it at all, actually. Francesca and Dennis had presumably gotten straight to the dirty stuff while I was admiring sculptures by artists I'd never heard of. Also I was being treated like a VIP by a man who wouldn't have given me the time of day on the street if I weren't in this incredible body. Let him work for it, I thought. It would probably just make him feel all the more manly when I finally succumbed.

The tour ended at the master bedroom, as it obviously was going to do, and it was just as impressive as I imagined it would be. The bed was an enormous four-poster thing that I'm sure was some sort of priceless antique that came from a castle in Europe or used to be used by Clark Gable to bone Carole Lombard back in the Golden Age of Hollywood or something.

Although I didn't really need another drink to get in the mood by this point I accepted it anyway, since it was one more chance to prolong the inevitable. While we were drinking Andy pushed a button and the curtains on one of the walls opened to reveal enormous picture windows. It was obvious that the bedroom hung over a cliff or something because there was nothing but the ocean in sight. It was breathtaking, especially since the sun was just going down and the sky was a brilliant shade of orange.

As we stood admiring the view I felt the zipper on my dress going down and soon my designer knockoff was lying around my feet. I stepped out of it casually and kicked it slightly to the side. As I stood there in my underwear I thought about that first time I took the pill and posed for all of those nude photos. I had been so swept up in the moment that I didn't feel uncomfortable at all about my nudity but now that I was in a strange man's bedroom, knowing that he planned to fuck me, I felt very naked indeed, despite my private parts still being completely covered up.

Andy took me in his arms and we kissed. It was obviously very strange to be kissing a man for the first time in my life, but not all that unpleasant. When you close your eyes and kiss someone you could be kissing just about anyone so I tried not to think about the fact that a man had his tongue in my mouth.

While we kissed my bra was unfastened about as casually as my dress had been unzipped and soon it joined that other garment on the floor.

"You are so, so beautiful my dear," Andy said softly as he began to explore my breasts.

I wasn't sure what to say about that so I didn't say anything and just let him go to town on my big boobs. Touching my chest had never held any great appeal for me before, but these babies seemed to be hooked up to some kind of internal power supply because I was getting little electrical impulses shooting through me as he tweaked my nipples and kissed my neck.

It was kind of fascinating to feel these new sensations. You think you know how you feel about people touching certain parts of your body but when you suddenly have a different body it's like learning yourself all over again. I had no fucking idea that someone sucking on my earlobes would turn me on.

Andy, who was still totally dressed, got down and pulled my panties off leaving me in just my stockings. While he was down there he started licking my pussy and I just kind of leaned back against the window and let him have at it. Then I found myself turned around and pressed up against the glass. The light was fading but the view was still spectacular. And then it happened.

I never even heard the guy unzip his pants but I definitely felt his hard cock pressing at the opening of my pussy and then sliding inside me. It was probably the best way to have it happen to me, because it didn't give me any time to think about it, or even look at his dick, but of course he had no way of knowing that I was a virgin.

I hate to admit that I really didn't know much about Andy's work as a filmmaker, but I could certainly tell that he had an eye for composition and a knack for setting a scene. With the room hanging out over the ocean, and my body pressed against the window, it felt like I was being fucked in midair.

"My, God...my, God..." I repeated softly several times.

Having no previous experience having a cock inside me I honestly couldn't tell whether Alex was especially large, or pretty average, or what. I just felt my insides gripping and stretching and being stuffed by something very hard. Fortunately I had started getting wet all the way back at the nipple tweaking, and the pussy licking had really gotten my juices flowing, so I was well-lubricated by the time Andy slipped me his dick.

Andy reached around and stuck a finger in my mouth and I began to suck on it rather instinctively. I felt like a hungry baby being handed a bottle. I knew that things were escalating rapidly but it was too late to do anything about that. So I just arched my back and kept sucking his finger while he continued to pound my curvaceous behind.

"You really are extraordinary. You're boyfriend is a very lucky man," said Andy.

"Who?" I replied, pulling my head away from his finger.

"Yes, of course, that is the perfect response my dear," Andy said with a slight chuckle.

I guess he thought I was trying to be witty or something but the question really did just catch me off guard. Of course I was here pretending that Dennis was my boyfriend but I wasn't used to the idea at all.

When we kissed it just felt like kissing to me, and when he touched my breasts I started to get a clue that things were a little different as a girl. The pussy licking was entirely new and exciting because I had never had a pussy before and had no idea what it felt like to have it licked. All the little steps along the way had been surprisingly pleasant but nothing had totally prepared me for the feeling of having a cock in my snatch. It was really an incredible sensation on so many levels. Once I got past the initial shock and discomfort of his sudden penetration my pussy started to feel like a glove that was constantly having a hand stuck in it and then quickly removed, yet no matter how many times it happened it always fit perfectly.

Then there was the whole mental idea of being taken by a man to wrap my head around. Andy touched me as he pleased. Stuck things inside me. Turned me around or pulled me closer. He was obviously a man who was accustomed to getting what he wanted, and the fact that he wanted me was turning me on.

I stayed up against the wall, sometimes extended a little with my arms out and sometimes pushed flat up against the window pane, my boobs squished on the glass like a bug on a windshield. Then I felt Andy pull his cock out of me and I was suddenly gripped with a feeling of disappointment.

He turned me around and we kissed very passionately before he gave me a very subtle nudge on the top of both of my shoulders. I knew exactly what that little nudge meant and I slowly dropped to my knees without the slightest hesitation.


CHAPTER 5:

I looked up at Andy and waited patiently for whatever he was going to do. He told me to stick out my tongue so I did. Then he started rubbing the tip of my tongue and my lips with his thumb. All the while the tip of his dick was only an inch or two from my mouth. Then I started sucking on his thumb, just as I had done with his finger, and Andy began to stroke my hair very softly.

"Such exquisite lips. Such sensuality in them," said Andy. "And your eyes...piercing and full of wonder."

It felt like Little Red Riding Hood to me except that the wolf was the one commenting on Red's physical attributes instead of the other way around. When the tip of his dick popped in between my lips instead of his thumb I greedily sucked it as if there had been no change at all. Aside from being bigger and a bit warmer it really didn't seem all that different to me, yet there was obviously a world of difference.

I think that maybe my eyes were full of wonder as I looked up at him. I couldn't believe what was happening, or why I felt so helpless to stop it, not that I wanted to stop it, which was very confusing. I had never met this man before, and I wasn't even a big fan of his work, yet I felt a very powerful desire to please him and earn his praise.

My complete lack of experience at cock sucking didn't deter me and I just did whatever came to mind at that moment. I wrapped a hand around his shaft and started stroking him while I kept pecking away at the upper part of his dick, forming a little pocket with my lips and tongue. It was such a wonderfully dirty feeling to be on my knees sucking a man's cock that I couldn't help but use my other hand to play with myself.

"You're so nurturing and giving. Such magnificently womanly qualities," Andy said compassionately.

His hand never left my head, but it never forced me down onto his prick either, although I realized that he certainly could if he wanted to. He seemed to know that he didn't have to. That I was doing exactly what we both wanted.

It made me think that this must be a bit like what it would feel like to be hypnotized. I did sort of feel like I was under a spell or something. I was definitely responding to the power of suggestion as Andy just guided and manipulated me into the position I was in right now. I had a man's big bulgy penis in my mouth and all I could think about was trying to make him cum.

Andy would naturally assume that I was a slut who used her looks and willingness to put out to get things she wanted from powerful men, just like his current lady friend Francesca, who had whored her way into international headlines before bringing her act to Hollywood. Naturally he would assume that I was quite experienced, although I wondered if he had developed the same theory I had about the hottest women not necessarily needing to be the best in bed. For some odd reason I decided that I didn't want to be that woman, relying on her looks, although I didn't mind at all the rest of that business about being a slut for powerful men. Consequently I really tried to suck his dick like my life depended on it.

I knew he was going to cum eventually so I can't say that it caught me by surprise when he began to ejaculate in my mouth. I just kept on sucking and finger banging myself like a crazed nymphomaniac. Take that Jane Hartwell, who spat my jizz out back in high school when I got my first BJ.

After pumping a load of cum down my throat Andy finally got naked and we finally got in bed, which seemed kind of backwards, but whatever. He looked pretty good, for an older guy, and I was impressed that he kept himself in such good shape, but I guess it's a lot easier when you've got the money for personal trainers and such.

"Your name suits you," said Andy as we just kind of cuddled for a bit.

"Well, I guess you can thank my parents for that," I joked.

"Oh, they actually named you Electra? Forgive me. In this town nobody goes by their real name," Andy said with a slightly embarrassed chuckle.

"Ah...yeah...it is kind of unusual," I said, realizing that I had stupidly assumed that he meant my real name that he would have no reason to know.

"They must have been fond of Greek mythology. Either that or Neo-Freudian psychology and the work of Carl Jung."

Andy kind of laughed at that too, like it was a joke I should have gotten, but I had no fucking clue what he was talking about so I just tried to shrug it off.

"I think they probably just thought that it sounded pretty," I said in a cheerfully dumb voice.

"So you weren't daddy's little girl?"

"Huh?"

"The Electra complex is sort of the female equivalent of the Oedipus complex. Basically it says that some girls grow up with a particularly strong bond to their fathers that is often rooted in sexual attraction. That often leads to being drawn to older men as sort of surrogate father figures," Andy explained as one of his hands roamed across my bosom.

"I doubt if that was on their mind when they named me but I do seem to find older men attractive so maybe they were onto something," I said, wondering what the hell I was saying and why I was saying it.

"It's actually quite natural. In Europe it's still very common for young girls to have sexual relationships with much older men."

"Isn't that what got Roman Polanski in so much trouble?"

"Screw Polanski," Andy said, suddenly sounding genuinely angry. "The last time I saw that prick I ended up throwing a drink in his face."

"I'm sure there are a lot of people who would applaud you for that," I quickly added, hoping to get him back in a good mood.

"Forgive me again. How ridiculous it is to be blathering on about pseudo psychology when I'm bed next to such a gorgeous creature," said Andy as he started nibbling on my ear again.

Either Alex had really good recovery time for a mature gentleman, or he was popping boner pills when I wasn't looking, but soon his cock was ready for action, and when he got between my legs I was actually looking forward to the feeling of having my pussy filled again. I also kind of liked the fact that we had been hanging out in bed together shooting the breeze for a little while first. It made it seem a tad more intimate this time around.

I hoped that Francesca was showing Dennis a good time, because I was actually having a lot of fun, as absurd as that concept should have been. That was certainly never part of the plan. I was supposed to be just taking one for the team so that Dennis could enjoy a romp with a super hot babe but I was discovering that being the super hot babe could be kind of fun too.

Alex really seemed to know how to treat a woman. He had pretty much taken control of me at the start, gently reminding me of exactly why I was here, without having to say anything. The way he kept his clothes on, while I was basically naked, made kind of a powerful statement. It sort of made me feel like I needed to earn the right to share his bed, as I was doing now.

Of course the novelty of the whole situation was quite kinky and exciting. Not just pretending to be a girl but also being in this luxurious mansion with a guy who was so rich and famous he could go around throwing drinks in the face of other rich and famous people. Even the age difference was pretty exciting. It made me feel very young but comfortable that I was in the hands of someone with so much more experience. Of course a scared teenage boy on prom night would have more experience than I did as a woman, so letting Alex take charge was probably a good idea all around.

As I lay on my back and looked up at Alex I realized that men could actually be attractive, in their own sort of way. It wasn't quite as easy to define as a girl having a pretty face or nice tits but there were other things if you looked for them. I liked his eyes, and the way he kept his body fit and healthy-looking. I thought the gray in his hair made him look distinguished, and I was impressed by his accomplishments. There was nothing creepy or gross at all about being so intimate with him. Quite the opposite, really, which was good because he had his cock in my pussy and his tongue in my mouth, which was about as intimate as you could get.

When our tryst was over, and we were heading back for home, I was tempted to share my surprise discoveries with Dennis but I was afraid that it would make me sound kind of gay or something. Dennis had told me that it might not be as bad as I assumed it would be, but he certainly didn't give any suggestion that he had actually enjoyed it.

The important thing was that I had gotten through my first turn as a woman without any particular stress or psychological trauma and I knew that when my turn came around again it wouldn't be something to worry about. If anything I almost looked forward to it.


CHAPTER 6:

The partner swapping thing was pretty damn fun so we did it a few more times, and each time that I was Electra I found something very appealing about it. It was kind of fun to get dressed up and put on makeup. I liked the praise I always got, from both Dennis and whatever man I was assigned to for the evening's festivities. I guess if you're going to assume a secret identity it might as well be an attractive and popular one.

Those first forays all went pretty much by the same script. We met up with the other couple at their place, because it was always nicer than ours, then had a drink or two and some small talk before the men took their swapped women to bed in separate rooms. Sometimes it was for a few hours and sometimes it lasted all night. Then one time we got invited to something that had a little twist on the usual game plan.

Instead of hooking up with just one couple there were to be three couples and we wouldn't know ahead of time who would be paired up. It was my turn to be the woman so I again left it up to Dennis to decide if he was happy being with whichever girl he ended up with and he seemed quite content with that arrangement. I thought they both looked quite lovely so it was hard to imagine being disappointed with whatever the outcome was.

While I would not have said anything to Dennis about it I thought that both of the men were also pretty nice-looking. It was a younger group than usual, and we were probably all about the same age, which was kind of interesting.

Our hosts were a couple named Mike and Patty, and they had a lovely home, although it wasn't a mansion like some of the places we had been so far. They weren't famous but they owned a small chain of successful gyms, and Patty worked as a fitness instructor. They were also married, which was kind of interesting.

The other couple, Bob and Terri, were also not celebrities, although Terri was an aspiring actress and had done some extra work on a couple of TV shows. Everybody seemed very pleasant and we enjoyed some socializing before it was suggested that we all hop in the hot tub that was out on their patio.

We hadn't been told about the hot tub thing so we didn't bring along any swimsuits, but apparently that wasn't necessary as Mike and Patty just started stripping down and the rest of us followed their lead.

At this point no swapping had taken place so Dennis and I just sat in our corner of the tub while we all continued to chat while sipping some wine. I think Dennis and I were a little thrown off by this development, since we weren't actually a couple, but there wasn't really much we could do except sit next to each other and try to look like we were.

It had been very interesting to see everyone naked, both the guys and the girls, and I couldn't help but check out the packages on the men. Since nobody was erect at that point I couldn't really tell who was the biggest but they all had some pretty decent meat hanging between their legs, including Dennis I noticed.

Not surprisingly Bob and Terri had pretty insanely toned bodies but I don't know that there was a spare ounce of body fat on anyone in that tub. I was kind of hoping that I'd end up with Bob, but Mike looked like a total stud too so I wasn't worried about how it ended up either way. What I was a little worried about was the fact that no one seemed to be in any hurry to switch partners, and when Bob and Terri started making out together, and Mike and Patty did as well, I realized that Dennis and I were kind of trapped in a situation we had never anticipated.

When Dennis put a hand on my face and grinned at me I knew that he was planning to kiss me and prepared myself for that shock the best I could. Then our lips met and there was nothing I could do but return the kiss. I suppose if I had been there as Phillip, and he had been there as Veronica, I would have done the same thing but it was kind of weird being kissed by my roommate.

As we continued to kiss Dennis started caressing my boobs, and my first reaction was to brush his hand away, but when he tried it again I let him touch me. My hands needed somewhere to go so I put them around his neck. I kept stealing glances at the other couples, partly to see if the swap was going to happen soon, and partly because they looked really hot. It was like being in the middle of a really great porno.

Dennis seemed quite content to be exploring my body and soon a roving hand got between my legs. That seemed a bit much, since nobody could see our hands under the water, so to get even with him I put my hand in his lap.

Much to my surprise I found that he was rock hard down there and my curiosity got the better of me so I put my hand around the base of his shaft and let it run all the way to the top. It was actually quite a journey. Apparently my roomy had a rather big dick, which surprised me a little because he never bragged about it, like a lot of other guys I knew. He was certainly bigger than me, and I wasn't terribly small.

"Okay ladies, why don't we get better acquainted in the center of the tub while our guys decide who goes where," said Terri cheerfully as she waded to the center of the rather large Jacuzzi.

Patty and I quickly followed her example and suddenly I found myself in a circle with two other gorgeous girls kissing, and fondling, and rubbing our tits together. It was the first time that I had ever done anything like this with other women, while I was female, and it was pretty damn arousing. All the more so knowing that there were three naked men watching us hungrily.

Terri's stomach was like a slab of concrete and I was guessing that you could bounce quarters off her ass. Patty was more voluptuous and her big pillowy boobs were delightfully squeezable.

I have no idea how the men decided the pussy lottery but they must have conspired at some point when I wasn't really looking. There was so much delightful female flesh to enjoy that I almost forgot why we were there in the first place. It wasn't until I felt some strong hands on my waist that I realized that the selection process must have concluded.

Apparently I was to be teamed up with Bob, which was fine by me. Dennis appeared to have Patty in his grasp while Terri and Mike went off together to one side of the tub. I thought we were going to get out and go into the house but Bob just jumped up and sat on the large railing around the tub with his legs dangling in the water and his big cock standing up like a flagpole. I didn't need more of an invitation than that so I started sucking his manly tool as soon as I could get my hands and mouth on it.

I managed to steal a quick glance around the tub and discovered that all three couples were engaged in the same activity. It was strange to see Dennis getting his dick sucked, but also sort of fascinating. We had double-dated before, and brought girls back to our place, but we always adjourned to our respective bedrooms before anything serious got going. It seemed really funny that the first I time I would see my roommate getting head was while I was giving head to some other guy.

Although I tried to peek at the others a few more times I really became pretty engrossed in the process of blowing Bob. Just like his wife Terri his body seemed to be made of bronze or something and it made me think that I should probably use my gym membership more often.

It was all so sensual, with the hot water bubbling all around me, and a hot cock pressed between my lips, and the knowledge that we weren't alone in the tub. I could see that Bob was checking out the other action and figured that all of the guys were probably doing the same. That made me feel a bit competitive because I didn't want anyone to think that I wasn't a BJ queen, especially since I had been researching the subject and practicing a bit in secret using a dildo I had purchased online.

Once I had gotten over the initial shock of having a dick in my mouth I realized that it wasn't something to be afraid of or ashamed to do. It was a great way to give a man pleasure and be in control of the situation. It was also kind of hot to slurp on the old love lump and guys just went crazy for it.

I wondered what Dennis was thinking as he watched me putting my well-practiced technique to use in that hot tub. I couldn't tell how well Patty was sucking him off but I could feel his eyes on the back of my head. Was he impressed that I was doing such a convincing job of seeming to be female, or was he disgusted that I was acting so gay by enthusiastically blowing another man? For a moment I even wondered if he might be a little jealous of Bob, which was totally stupid so I tried to put the that thought right out of my head.

When Bob started to cum in my mouth I just kept going, as I always did, and drained and cleaned him like a good little slut. I'm sure Dennis was watching because Bob wasn't too quiet about getting his rocks off and I couldn't stop trying to guess what Dennis was thinking.

"Come on honey, let's go upstairs," Bob suggested as he helped me out of the tub.

As I looked at the other two couples I saw that Mike must have also finished because he and Terri were sort of smooching in the water again but Dennis was the last man standing, which was literally the case as both he and Patty were standing by the edge of the tub while Dennis was vigorously humping her from behind.

I had no idea how long they had been going at it like that so he might not have even witnessed my cum swallowing savvy, but I was kind of proud of my roommate for displaying so much stamina in such a wildly erotic situation.

I was actually kind of glad that I got to be the woman this time because I'm not sure how comfortable I would have been being naked around these other specimens of manhood. Like I said before I didn't consider my dick to be unusually small but I would certainly have been the smallest in that group, and as a man I had never been terribly comfortable about taking my clothes off in front of other people. Naturally we had to post pictures of ourselves as part of the couple swapping thing, but Dennis and I had agreed to just take selfies or shots of ourselves in the mirror so that we didn't have to see each other that way. I had honestly avoided looking at his nude photos, and I was guessing that Dennis had avoided mine. I suppose if I had looked I would have seen how impressive his cock was when fully erect. Well, I certainly knew it now.

As Electra I had no such shyness at all about flaunting my nude body, nor engaging in sex in front of a bunch of strangers. If anything it was quite the opposite. I rather enjoyed showing off and being watched with lust and admiration. When Bob handed me a towel when we got out of the hot tub I actually chose to dry my hair first so that anyone who wanted to see my bare ass on the way out could get a nice glimpse of it.

That wasn't really me, that was Electra. I had made a clear distinction in my mind that whatever I did as her didn't count against my manhood. That was probably a pretty good idea because I had a feeling that I was going to do plenty of things with Bob that no straight guy would ever be able to live down.


CHAPTER 7:

"Oh, fuck Bob...yes, yes, yes!"

Already being naked, and having gotten acquainted in the hot tub, it was a simple matter to toss our towels aside and get right into the action once we reached the bedroom. Of course we hadn't reached the bed yet as Bob had simply hoisted me up and was bouncing me up and down on his dick while I clung to his neck for support. I felt kind of like a pretzel the way my legs were folded up and there really wasn't much I could do but enjoy the ride.

A man needed really powerful arms, a really strong back, and a really big cock to make this position work and Bob appeared to have all three. Sometimes I would land all the way down on the bottom of his shaft, but even when I didn't there was still a heck of a lot there to keep me stuffed, and no chance at all of him accidentally slipping out.

"Fuck yes...fuck yes...fuck yes," I chanted as I felt each stroke of his dagger splitting that tight little gash between my legs.

I was quivering and panting and swearing and I stared into his eyes with burning intensity while I begged for more, even when I didn't think I could stand it a moment longer. I had never fucked a woman like this. I doubt if I could have managed it even if I had tried. Sexual gymnastics like this were best left to the men like Bob who could handle it, I thought, trying not to focus on feelings of inadequacy. Just because a man had a body like a Greek god didn't mean that he was inherently more masculine than any other guy. It just made it easier for him to fuck the shit out of a horny little piece of ass like me.

Greek god. That actually made sense. After Alex had given me a brief education about my funky name I had looked it up. Apparently Electra was a very popular character who had been written about by everyone from Sophocles to Eugene O'Neill. I knew that the ancient Greeks and Romans often depicted extremely graphic sexual scenes on pottery or on wall paintings and I could picture Bob and I posing for some smutty punchbowl from antiquity. I would have settled for a snapshot but there was no one handy to take it.

So was I a Greek goddess or a horny little piece of ass? Was there really any difference? I had a feeling that all women, no matter how stately, or important, or prominent they were could be reduced to a whimpering little girl when confronted by the right kind of man. Cock seemed to do that to you, or to me at any rate.

Beautiful women had always kind of intimidated me because there was that fear of rejection. They always seemed so cool and aloof, knowing that what they had between their legs would drive men to almost any lengths to possess it. As a rather shy kid in school I never went after the most popular girls. It just didn't seem worth the bother. That was what made this partner swapping thing so appealing to me in the first place. It was a sure thing. The deal was setup in advance and everyone had agreed to have sex.

I wondered what it would be like to be Electra sometime where there wasn't a prearranged hookup. I certainly had the looks to be that cool and aloof woman that I had always been scared to approach. What would it be like being on the other side of the equation?

It was hard to imagine being snooty and selective and turning guys down, but of course I had only known a few partners and they were all very successful and confident men. They weren't shy about going after what they wanted, and were probably used to getting it more times than not. There was no denying that was a real turn on for me, and probably was for a lot of women. And once they got that big cock inside me...damn...I just lost it.

Bob didn't finish me standing up, but he never stopped fucking me for a second. He just casually carried me over to the bed and placed me on my back as he leaned over and continued thrusting until he was done.

Something I had never really thought about all the much before I became a temporary female was the way sex generally sort of ended once the man had shot his wad. In that way it made the act seem like a very male-centric thing, but I was learning to get myself off along the way, often more than once, so that when the man was spent I wasn't left hanging. If he wanted to keep going with his fingers or his tongue that was fine, but I didn't feel offended if he needed a little break. It didn't really need to be all about me anyway. There was nothing wrong about putting someone else's needs first once-in-a-while.

Fortunately I really didn't have to worry about Bob taking care of my needs because he fucked long and hard and gave me ample opportunity to cum multiple times. And thank God for all the long hours he must have spent in one of his own gyms because that body of his wasn't just for show, it was fully functional and built for the long haul.

It was a long night, but not a sleep over, perhaps because our hosts were married, and by the time Dennis and I got home I was too exhausted to even bother popping a pill to change back into a man. Dennis seemed to understand my fatigue having been involved in some serious fornication himself with the lovely Miss Patty and her gravity defying tits.

I just slumped off to my room, threw all of my clothes on the floor, and got under the covers buck naked. It felt kind of funny to be in my own bed getting ready to sleep in Electra's body but I soon found myself deep in slumber.

In the morning it took a moment to remember why I had big bags of flesh hanging on my chest but I figured some coffee would clear away the cobwebs and get my brain jumpstarted. I didn't know what to wear so I just grabbed a t-shirt and put that on.

"Good morning...you're still...I mean," Dennis babbled as he saw me stagger into the kitchen in my little shirt dress that barely covered my snatch.

"Coffee first," I mumbled as I tried to rub the sleep from my eyes.

"Quite a night, wasn't it?" Dennis offered cheerfully.

"You can say that again," I said as I opened a cupboard and reached for a coffee cup.

Electra was quite a bit shorter than Phillip so I had to actually get on my toes to grab a mug which caused my t-shirt to ride up in the back and probably gave Dennis a glimpse of my ass. I didn't really care at that point as he had seen my ass before and all I wanted to do was get some damn coffee and wake up.

"Jesus, why do we keep the cups so far in the back?" I grumbled.

"Well, they just hang on those little hooks," Dennis pointed out. "It's usually not a problem."

Once I had my coffee and was seated at the table I realized that I probably should have put some panties on so I kind of casually tried to keep my legs closed, not that Dennis was peeking under the table or anything. It was funny how I didn't give a shit at all about him seeing me buck naked in a sexual situation, like taking my dirty pictures or watching me get in and out of a hot tub, but somehow in the familiar domestic ritual of drinking coffee at home at the kitchen table my femaleness made me a tiny bit self conscious.

"Did you have a good time?" I asked pleasantly as my brain began to come back online.

"Hell yeah. You? Sorry, I know we're not supposed to talk about that."

"It's cool. I had a very good time actually. Bob is a terrific lover."

Dennis just kind of stared at me and I suddenly realized how weird that probably sounded to him.

"I can say that now because I'm still a girl," I quickly interjected in my own defense.

"Yeah, of course, I get that," Dennis replied. "So maybe you don't mind talking about it, since, like you say, you're still a girl right now."

"No, I don't mind talking about it. That was some pretty intense sex. I take it Patty gave you a good workout, even if she isn't the fitness trainer."

"Yeah, she was very skilled, although I was really pretty tripped out to see how skilled you are," Dennis said tentatively.

"So you were watching me give head?"

"It was kind of hard not to."

"I figured you were. I would have been watching everyone else if I had been in a better position to do so. It's kind of hot watching other people get it on, especially when they're all really attractive."

It suddenly occurred to me that I had just indirectly referred to my roommate as really attractive, but he didn't seem to pick up on that, which was somewhat of a relief. I just wasn't used to talking to him as a woman, aside from the trips in the car to and from our swapping adventures. It was actually kind of interesting.

"I've practiced giving head," I admitted. "Not on a real person, naturally, but I've watched lots of videos and read articles on the subject, and try things out on my dildo."

"You have a dildo?"

"Yeah. So that I can practice."

"Well it shows. You looked like a real porn star from where I was sitting. If I didn't know who you were I would have thought that you were really enjoying it," said Dennis with a slightly nervous laugh.

"I was enjoying it. I actually like sucking cock."


CHAPTER 8:

Dennis actually needed two hands to keep from dropping his coffee cup in astonishment. I had a feeling that he might react that way, and I'll admit that it was kind of funny to see how my sexuality threw him off balance.

"You know I can see your nipples quite clearly through that shirt," Dennis suddenly announced, throwing me off balance this time.

"Oh...I hadn't noticed," I said, recovering quickly and giving my boobs a casual glance.

"I had."

"Does that get you hot?"

"Jesus Christ, of course it gets me hot. You come prancing in here in your little t-shirt talking about how much you like sucking cock. Are you trying to drive me insane or something?"

This was a very tricky moment for me and one that I knew I had to think about very carefully. Obviously I knew that my appearance would surprise him and no doubt arouse him as well. And I knew that my casual conversation about blowjobs would get into his mind and rattle around in there until it made his dick hard. It was all kind of a sociological experiment to see how different things would be if this were our normal domestic situation, and I did like the idea that I could get him going so damn easily. Of course there was also a side of me that recalled making out with him in a hot tub just last night, and the way that kissing seemed totally natural, and obviously the discovery that he had a big dick, but there was no way we could possibly explore this on a physical level without some serious ramifications in our relationship. It was one thing to know that we had fooled around a little, once, basically because there was no easy way to get out of it, but if we voluntarily did something together it would be pretty impossible to completely excuse or live down. The only answer was to shut this thing down immediately and go take that pill that would make me male again.

"Why don't you do something about it then?" I heard my voice speaking as if I were a disembodied spirit.

Dennis didn't blink. He calmly put down his coffee cup and came over to where I was sitting and lifted me up from my chair. A moment later we were kissing again and then suddenly I was spun around and found myself leaning on the table as Dennis got behind me and stuck his hands up the front of my shirt. It was a pretty ballsy move and I liked it.

He was just wearing a tank top and boxer shorts so I could feel his hardness rubbing up against me as he pressed himself against my backside and fondled my tits. Then he hiked my shirt up so that it was resting on the top of my breasts, which left most of me quite exposed. He left one hand cupping a boob while the other hand worked its way up to my slit from the back door and I knew that his hand was going to get a little wet and sticky.

"You have no idea how bad I wanted you last night," he sort of whispered.

"Come on. You had a righteous piece of ass. I've played with those tits, remember, so I know you must have had a good time," I said jokingly.

"From that first kiss, and the way you stroked my cock..."

"Hey, I didn't stroke it, I just let my hand kind of...run up the shaft a little," I pointed out.

"I didn't want to swap. I wanted you all to myself. Even when I was fucking Patty I was thinking of you."

"That's a terrible thing to say," I told him, although I secretly thought it was a wonderful thing to hear.

"Baby, you're the most beautiful woman I've ever seen, and so fucking sexy!"

"Did you just call me baby?" I asked.

"I'm sorry, I'm sorry, I'm not thinking clearly," Dennis stammered.

"It's okay...sweetie...I know how a nice rack makes a man's brain turn to mush," I teased.

"God, you don't know how badly I want to fuck you," Dennis moaned in what sounded like genuine anguish.

"Well I don't think I would have let you bend me over a table and finger me up if I wasn't expecting you to nail me," I replied.

His hands suddenly vanished from my body and I realized that he must be pulling his boxers down. I looked over my shoulder and saw that big beautiful cock of his bouncing around after having just been released from its confinement.

"Nice package, by the way. You're lucky your dick is so big or this would never be happening," I joked.

"Say...since you're so fond of giving head maybe you'd rather..."

"Don't push your luck. Just push that big man pole into my tight little box and have at it."

Dennis fumbled for a moment or two as he tried to get his dick lined up but then I felt that increasingly familiar sensation of a cock sliding into my gash. Maybe it was for the best that we were getting this out of our systems. After necking in the hot tub there was bound to be some lingering sexual tension and now we were getting all of that out of the way.

Realistically there wasn't anything terribly different about fucking Dennis than there was fucking some random guy I had just met. And he could hardly hold it against me because I knew that he fucked men when he was Veronica. This morning it happened to be me that walked into the kitchen with tits and a pussy and Dennis was just reacting the way a typical male would be expected to react. Next time it might be him being bent over the table while I did the fucking.

Meanwhile Dennis was doing a rather excellent job of humping me. He had reached around and rubbed my clit while his cock was pounding my pussy and that had gotten me pretty worked up. He kept taking me to the brink and then easing up, which was sort of exquisite torture.

"Oh, my God, baby yes...yes baby yes...fuck me...fuck me baby...fuck me," I started to simper in that little girlish voice that I seemed to use when I was starting to lose my mind.

"Yeah, baby...you really like having my big cock all up inside you, don't you?" Dennis growled softly.

"You know I do...oh...oh...oh...fuck, you're making me cum!"

Suddenly he grabbed both of my arms and pulled them back so that I was still bent over but not resting my hands on the table anymore. It was a well-timed move as I was just beginning to have my long anticipated orgasm and that feeling of restraint and loss of control just made me cum even harder. My legs were literally shaking as Dennis ramped up his attack on both my pussy and my brain.

"You love being a girl, don't you? You love everything about it. You love getting dressed up and looking pretty. You love the way men lust after you. And you really love cock. Come on, you can be honest with me," Dennis prodded.

"Yes...oh, God yes! I can't help it...I can't help it...I love cock so much," I cried softly.

That was pretty much all Dennis could handle and he started to slam his jizz deep inside me. I could feel tears in my eyes and my breathing was erratic as we both finally slowed down from our frenzied finish.

Then Dennis pulled out and spun me around and I looked at him desperately, wondering what he was thinking and trying to figure out why I had said all of those things I had said.

"Come on, pull your shirt down and let's go in the living room. I think we should talk," said Dennis very gently.

I did as he suggested and he took my hand and led me over to the couch. Then we sat quite close to each other, holding hands and just looking into each other's eyes.

"I have a suggestion, but I'm not sure whether you're going to love it or hate it," Dennis began slowly.

"Yes, I would be totally fine with being the woman in all our partner swapping from now on," I said in a calm and steady voice.

Dennis looked so astonished that his jaw actually dropped and he didn't seem to have the ability to speak. I took advantage of the opportunity and stuck my tongue in his mouth.


CHAPTER 9:

"How did you know that was what I was going to suggest?" asked Dennis once we had finished kissing and he had found his voice again.

"It was kind of obvious really," I chuckled. "You were doing your best to emasculate me on that table, and I've got to say that it was kind of sneaky to do it while I was having an orgasm, but you got the truth out of me at any rate."

"So you really don't mind if we stop taking turns and you're always the girl?"

"No, I don't mind. If you really don't like being Veronica it would be stupid to keep doing it. I'm actually kind of excited by the idea of getting to be Electra more often. It can be pretty fun being a girl," I said with a smile.

"And you do it so well."

"Well I'm doing my best, and I'm learning, but I think I still have a lot more to learn."

"I think you're perfect right now," Dennis said earnestly.

"Don't get carried away. I may have perfect tits but there's a lot more to being a woman than that," I said with a laugh.

"I can't help but feel that you're getting kind of short changed here. When we came up with this swapping idea it was supposed to be so that we could both take turns banging smoking hot chicks. If you're not going to take your turn as a man what are you getting out of it?" Dennis asked.

"I'm getting to fuck hot guys. Celebrities, body builders, millionaires, whatever. They've all been sexy in their own way so far. You've got a better body and a much bigger cock than I do as a man, and I'm way hotter as a woman. It just makes sense to play to our strengths."

I did make sense to me. I think I started thinking that way the moment I discovered how much bigger his dick was. It wasn't just that of course, I just never had his swagger and confidence as a man. I don't think I would have been nearly as aggressive if the situation had been reversed and I found myself sitting across the kitchen table from Veronica.

It really wasn't all that terrible coming to terms with the idea that my roommate might be more overtly masculine than I was. I always assumed that protecting my manhood against all rivals was of paramount importance, but it actually seemed kind of silly at the moment. So what if I liked being female more than Dennis did? So what if I had just let him fuck me on the kitchen table? So what if his big cock turned me on and made me squeal with delight when he put it into me? So what if I liked to practice giving head and swallowed total stranger's cum? Did that really make me any less of a man?

Fuck. Of course it did. There was obviously a very strong feminine side of my nature that I had never discovered or explored. Those pills had unlocked a door in my brain and shown me another way of living that I never thought possible, let alone enjoyable. The fact that it didn't do the same thing to Dennis was pretty much proof that there was something different about me.

I actually tried to think back and see if there could have been warning signs that I had missed, but nothing really came to mind. I'd never snuck into my sister's room and tried on her underwear or had any sort of a crossdressing experience at all. I never found myself in a locker room having to hide my boner because all the naked dudes were getting me hard. I didn't even watch pornography and daydream about being the hot bitch getting drilled. Well, now I did, but that was because I knew what it was like to be the hot bitch and how awesome it was to get drilled. I had no good answer for my sudden interest in being a girl...except that it totally rocked.

After having reached such an important decision I was tempted to remain Electra for the rest of the day, since I didn't have anything important on my schedule that required me to go out, but then I figured that might not be such a good idea. If Dennis had access to my pussy all day long he'd probably want to take advantage of that and it didn't seem like a good idea to make that something that he would just expect. I didn't mind the thought of fucking Dennis again in the least, but under the right circumstances, and when it would be totally casual and no big thing.

I took the pill and returned to my normal male state and realized that this was the first time I had been a man since Dennis and I had become intimate. Dennis would presumably just look at me and see the same roommate he had always known, but I had kissed his lips and felt his cock inside me. He had made me cum with a violent and shattering orgasm, which was kind of a hard memory to erase.

Fortunately I didn't find myself trying to grab his ass or anything, and being back in my male body seemed to restore me to more of my usual old self. I couldn't look at Dennis in quite the same way but I wasn't driven mad by the thought of sucking his cock. It was more like just sharing a little naughty secret that nobody really needed to talk about. I may be the girl whenever we did the partner swap thing, but I was still a guy the rest of the time.

So for a time things went back to normal. We had jobs to do and shared responsibilities around the house to take care of and recreational activities to pursue, outside of our partner swapping hobby. It was interesting that since we had started this crazy thing that neither one of us had been terribly excited about trying to have actual dates with women we met under more conventional circumstances. That used to completely dominate our thoughts and our leisure time, whenever we were lucky enough to have someone to go out with. It just seemed kind of pointless to invest all of that time, effort, and money in going out on dates that might not lead to anything when there was guaranteed sex so readily available.

Of course that was an incredibly shallow way to look at things, and I'm not trying to justify it, I'm merely trying explain it. With the partner swapping there was virtually always someone available to bone on any given weekend, and there was no cost involved, aside from the gas used to drive to the rendezvous, and sex was a sure thing. Our jobs kept us pretty busy during the week, and sometimes it was just easier to order a pizza and watch a movie or a ballgame, or something without any hassle or stress. I'd hate to say that we were too lazy to go out on real dates anymore, but the convenience of our kinky alternative lifestyle was pretty hard to beat.

Now that I was becoming Electra pretty much every weekend I decided to invest in a slightly larger wardrobe. I really didn't need to since I could just wear my "fuck me" dress whenever I got swapped, and unless we hooked up with the same people again no one would ever know that I wore the same thing all the time, yet I had a hankering to have a few more options to choose from. And I figured a bikini wouldn't be a bad thing to have on hand, should the need arise for one. Some more casual clothes would also come handy for those times where I wanted to...well...buy more clothes and not look like a high class call girl while browsing the selection.

Each time I took that pill and turned into a woman, even if it was just to go shopping, I felt more at home in that body. It was sort of like getting my sea legs. What had seemed completely unnatural and counterintuitive to me not so very long ago was becoming second nature to me now. And of course the better I got at being a woman the more I enjoyed it. People tend to enjoy the things they're good at and I got a lot of praise and attention and a hell of a lot of sex, even if it was only on weekends.

We were especially looking forward to a swapping party we had been invited to that was being thrown on a yacht. There would be several other couples, like our hot tub experience, and being on a yacht sounded pretty exciting. At least it would give me a chance to break out my bikini, even if I didn't keep it on for very long.


CHAPTER 10:

"Welcome, I'm so glad that you all could make it. For those of you who haven't been to one of our little get-togethers I just want to go over the rules, which basically are that there are no rules," said our host, getting some laughs from his guests. "We're all consenting adults and we all know what we're consenting to so ladies...you're fair game. The only real rule is that you can't fool around with the person you came with. But then again, why would you be here if that's what you wanted?"

Our host got some more chuckles and a polite round of applause. His name was Howard Benson, and he was one of those tech-nerds who created some kind of now forgotten web page in his youth that had sold for a fortune, back when anything with a dot com attached to it could be turned into gold. Since then it appeared that he had spent most of his adult life buying really expensive things, cultivating a circle of celebrity friends, and fucking every chick in sight.

His current trophy wife, the third so far, was a stunning Swedish blonde supermodel named Ilanka. She was serious competition for hottest bitch on the boat, but so were all of the other women. It was kind of sobering to realize that I wasn't necessarily going to be the belle of the ball this time, but they were there because their husbands or boyfriends were professional athletes, or rock stars, or other prominent figures so I was bound to hook up with somebody interesting even if I wasn't the automatic first choice.

There was also kind of a different vibe to the whole thing. When we hooked up with one couple and swapped partners there was a slightly more balanced feel to the transaction. Yes, it was very obvious that having a hot girlfriend or wife was the key to getting the most invitations, but the idea that we were all "fair game" had never been spelled out quite so clearly. Normally I paired up with somebody for the evening but it sounded like I was there to put out on demand to anyone who wanted me anytime they felt like it.

I almost suggested to Dennis that we leave, but I realized that this was like the Holy Grail of pussy for him. He was going to be able to run around with his dick hanging out, sticking it in whatever hole he could find, and all of those holes belonged to incredibly beautiful women. I wasn't going to deny him that opportunity to indulge his wildest fantasies.

The yacht was everything you'd expect a rich dude's yacht to be like. The booze flowed freely and there was an ongoing buffet. The thing was ridiculously big and had so many decks that it actually had an elevator. There were a bunch of staterooms, and they were all available for use as long as the door wasn't locked.

As the party got underway things were pretty pleasant and low key. Everybody just sort of mingled and got to know one another like a normal party. Everyone was in swimwear so I did have a chance to wear my bikini for a while. Ilanka had this gorgeous two-piece outfit with a bikini bottom and a see-through top thing that sort of looked like a very short shirt with a collar and sleeves and embroidered beading. It looked like something you would see a model wearing in Vogue, and for all I knew she probably had. My bikini was just the department store variety but I thought it was very sexy and I thought that I looked great in it. I knew the men onboard would just enjoy the way it showed off my curves, but I felt a little self-conscious about what the other women would think.

Ironically part of my growing sense of femininity seemed to include a greater awareness of style, in both my own choices and those of the women around me. I made a good living, by normal people's standards, but when you hung out with the rich and famous it was a whole different ballgame. Trophy wives and kept women had nothing but time and money to spend on looking fabulous and it showed.

As we cruised around the harbor for a while a DJ starting spinning some beats and some dancing ensued. I held back, at first, then decided to join in because it looked like fun and I didn't want to seem standoffish. There were a lot of bouncing boobs and jiggling booty and I think it was sort of a way for the guys to size us up a little. Once we were out of the harbor, and away from prying eyes and cameras, the swimsuits started coming off and the real party got started.

For some reason I seemed to be kind of a chick magnet. Girls wanted to dirty dance with me, and I was happy to let them, although kind of tripped out by the idea. Maybe they sensed my true male underpinnings or something, or maybe I was just some kind of lesbian eye candy, but I seemed to be way more popular with the ladies now than I ever had as a man.

As I was dancing with a hot redhead named Cheri a rather well-built black man came and interjected himself into our mix. Even without his clothes on I recognized him at once as an All Pro NFL running back for a team that will remain nameless. He had been a big star at USC and still made his home in offseason in Los Angeles, and it certainly looked like he kept himself in playing condition all year round.

Daymond, as I shall call him, was sort of dancing in between us, sometimes putting his arms around our waists or letting a hand grab an ass cheek here and there. It was so crazy to think that some football player I saw on TV all the time was dancing naked with me on a luxury yacht. It would certainly put a different spin on my sports watching in the future.

"Why don't you bitches do a little something for me so I can get nice and hard for you?" Daymond suggested.

Cheri and I just grinned and started making out right there on the dance floor while everyone else sort of boogied around us. Cheri wasn't shy at all and started fingering my pussy so I did the same.

It didn't take too long for Daymond to get nice and hard, as he predicted he would, and seeing him erect was a sight to behold. Not wanting to perpetuate any stereotypes I have to say that it was one big black cock. My new pal Cheri and I squatted down right there on the deck and both grabbed a piece of that meat. This was actually my first interracial experience, as a man or a woman, and certainly the first time I had been with an NFL star, so it felt like one for the scrapbook.

Cheri and I took turns sucking that monster prick and I noticed that Dennis was watching from not too far away with a drink in his hand and a big hard on. Of course he'd be curious, just like when we were in the hot tub, and probably even more so because he would also know exactly who I was blowing. It certainly beat the hell out of getting an autograph, although I wouldn't have minded getting one of those before I left.

Once again the difference in temperament between my male self and my female one was right there on display. I knew that Dennis wasn't the only one watching and it didn't bother me at all. I knew what I was at that party to do and I was damn well going to do it the best I could. And once you stripped off the expensive bathing suits I was the equal of any woman here, although Ilkanka did look fucking amazing in the nude I had to admit. Her skin was practically glowing and however she had her body hair removed it was done to perfection.

Of course the only skin I was thinking about at that moment was the giant skin flute that Cheri and I were playing a sweet duet on. It was interesting to see her technique when it was her turn to suck the beast, and I knew that I was in the presence of a skilled practitioner. She had probably been doing this since she was fifteen or so, which in her case might have only been three or four years ago, but even so she sucked like a pro.

When Daymond was ready to pop he pulled out like a character in a porno and shot his load all over our faces and tits. Cheri licked his cum off my boobs, so I did the same for her. It was a real slut bonding moment.

Then we all went our separate ways. I think Daymond went for a drink, and I have no idea where Cheri went and I headed for the nearest bathroom to try and restore my wrecked face. I didn't see Dennis anywhere so I assumed that he was working off that big boner I saw him sporting. He would probably do that quite a few times before this love boat came back to port I figured, just as I figured that I would have a plethora of other cocks inside me. But first I was in for a little surprise.


CHAPTER 11:

I had grabbed the first empty stateroom I could find and headed into the bathroom. I was just starting to clean the jizz from my face when the bathroom door opened and Cheri walked in.

"Here, let me do that for you," she said sweetly as she literally began to kiss the cum off of me.

I was kind of stunned. We had danced around, and made out a little, but I thought that was basically just to impress the men. Being a guy myself I knew that most men couldn't resist the sight of two hot women going to town on each other.

"How did you know I was in here?" I asked.

"Oh, I followed you. God, I hope that doesn't make me a creepy stalker or something," she said, sounding genuinely concerned that I might be offended. "I just think you're so hot and I really wanted to lick your pussy."

"Oh, thank you...I mean, you too...I mean...huh?" I stammered.

"I know you like girls. I could tell by the way you were touching me."

"Guilty," I said, holding up one hand.

Cheri had me sit on the edge of the sink counter with my legs spread wide open. Then she got down on her knees and started exploring my female parts with the skill of a surgeon. She worked me with both her fingers and her tongue before she really buried her face in my muff and made me feel like I was an item on the buffet table.

I wrapped my legs over her shoulders and grabbed her head. I was practically screaming with delight as she made me cum as hard as I had ever cum before. When she started finger fucking my asshole I began to cum again.

"My God, you're so fucking good at this," I gasped in wonder.

When I finally couldn't stand it anymore I pulled her up to her feet, wrapped my legs around her waist, and started kissing her like mad. It was the best sex I'd ever had with a woman and I wasn't even a man at the time.

"So are you a lesbian, honey?" I asked Cheri when my lips were taking a break from kissing.

"Well, I've always liked girls, but boys are okay too. You know, they take good care of you, but I probably prefer girls if I had to choose one over the other. Fortunately my husband likes it when I fool around with other women. I know he'd love you. You should come and join us sometime."

"Husband? How old are you?"

"Nineteen, but I'll be twenty in seven months," she replied.

Jesus, not even old enough to buy a drink I thought. Fortunately she was old enough fuck so I wasn't going to go to jail for this, although after all those orgasms I thought it might be worth it.

"Well, I guess we better be getting back out there. Got to keep the guys happy," said Cheri very cheerfully as she checked herself in the mirror. "But believe me, I'll be thinking of you and your sweet pussy."

With that she clamped a hand on my soaking snatch and just let it sit there for a moment while we kissed again. Then she licked my cum off her fingers and left me alone in the bathroom.

I was blown away...literally I guess you could say. Crazy hot bisexual teenage nymphomaniac. Why didn't I meet more women like that when I was in college? I wondered who her husband was and whether he had been watching us the way Dennis had. It might be fun to do a three-way with Cheri and her hubby, but it would be kind of hard to explain to Dennis. It was bad enough to admit to him that I didn't mind being the girl for our swapping stuff but it might seem kind of funny if I was arranging to get laid as a woman on my own.

Then I wondered whether Dennis would end up boning Cheri somewhere along the line on this excursion and that was kind of an amusing thought. Despite her age she obviously knew a thing or two about sex so I imagined that he'd have a very good time, just like I had.

As I got ready to leave the bathroom it struck me that I was just going to walk around naked out there until some man decided that he wanted to stick his dick in me. I could probably try to flirt with someone if I wanted more control over who bedded me, but I got a little tingle of excitement thinking about the idea of just being a fuck toy for whoever wanted to play with me. That probably shouldn't have turned me on so much but it was just so wicked.

I kind of wondered why so many men who had beautiful wives and girlfriends wanted to pass them off to be with somebody else. Dennis and I got into this because we didn't have hot girlfriends so we just invented pretend ones to get our foot in the door. But people like Cheri's husband had a super sexy teenage bride who was happy to bring other women into their bed. What the hell else did he need? They couldn't have been married for that long so it was hard to imagine that the lovemaking had gotten stale already.

The male part of my brain still functioned when I was Electra, although I'll admit that my thinking seemed to be becoming more female with each transformation, and I tried to put myself in the shoes of these men. The whole business of having a trophy wife was all about showing off. It was kind of what you were expected to do when you got rich and famous. Wear nice clothes, drive fancy cars, live in big houses, and have a hot-looking wife or girlfriend. Your success bought you the right to have a woman who would probably have been way out of your league if you just worked at Target or McDonalds. That part I could understand.

Perhaps once you got to that point it wasn't enough for some men. They wanted to have their cake and eat it too. Rather than just banging their secretary on the sly, or having a clandestine relationship with a mistress, they could really flaunt their power by openly passing their women around as casually as a man might borrow a power tool from his neighbor. Maybe people really did get bored that quickly when they chose a partner purely on the basis of trying to impress other people.

I wondered what the women thought of this arrangement. Obviously they were cool with it, or at least willing to put up with it to get what they wanted, but what did they really want? Cheri said that boys were good at taking care of you so was that the tradeoff? Allow yourself to be used like a possession in exchange for living the good life? Of course that wasn't an entirely fair thing to say. I had really enjoyed the wide variety of men I had been with so far in my limited time as a woman. Maybe it was just a way for everyone to keep the sex fresh and the jealousy at bay.

It was a lot to contemplate, and I hadn't signed up for this little cruise to spend my whole time locked in a bathroom meditating, so I decided to take my shapely ass out on deck and strut around for a while. The party was just getting started and I had already sucked my first black cock and had my pussy eaten by a horny teen lesbian. Who knew what else might be waiting for me before this voyage was through?


CHAPTER 12:

"I feel like I'm on the bridge of the Starship Enterprise," I said with a laugh.

"Star Trek reference...you're making me hard!"

Our genial host, Howard Benson, or Howie as he asked me to call him, had snatched me up and was giving me the grand tour of his yacht. We had come into the command center which indeed looked like some kind of spaceship. There were monitors everywhere and people in crisp white uniforms at the controls. Howard showed me how the ship was driven by a joystick instead of a wheel, which I think would have given him a boner if he didn't already have one.

Howie was wearing swimming trunks and I was buck naked, which made me feel a little strange since most of the crew members were men, but what the hell. They probably saw naked chicks on that boat all the time. It was their job to run the damn thing, not ogle the passengers, so they all remained totally cool and professional.

Howie was like a kid in a candy store, showing off all the GPS systems and navigational tools that were available at the touch of a button. He could bring up weather reports, and shipping lanes, and God knows what else from that control center and I could imagine that there were probably ships in the U.S. Navy that didn't have this much sophistication.

The panoramic view was quite spectacular as well, and there was sort of a lounge area with a huge couch on an elevated platform in the back. We took a seat there and Howie asked what I was drinking. A few moments later someone appeared and served us our drinks and then disappeared again.

The control area was kept rather dark so as to be able to see the monitors more clearly so there was something that sort of resembled privacy about being where we were, although it was impossible to completely forget that there was a crew working right in front of us and slightly below. Howie had been very handsy with me on the entire tour and once we finished our drinks he wasted no time in pawing at my breasts.

Okay, "pawing" may not have been the nicest way to put that but I had been discovering that there was sort of a difference between squeezing and caressing when it came to boob play. I liked having people fool around with my knockers, and God knows I would do it to me if I were still a man, but I'd like to think that I'd do it with a little more finesse.

After a reasonable amount of handling my bosom Howie got his pants off and had me sit on his lap, reverse cowgirl style, as I slid onto his raging erection. It wasn't quite like Jack and Rose standing at the front of the Titanic, but the view was still pretty awesome, and I had a feeling that we weren't going to be hitting any icebergs on this voyage.

Howie was just a normal guy who happened to stumble into a big pile of money. He wasn't as suave and sophisticated as the more artistic types I had been with had tended to be, and he didn't have the muscles of a professional athlete or body builder. If somebody told me he ran a small comic book store I'd totally believe them, and if he hadn't made it big that's probably what he would be doing. One of those 40-year-old guys living in his mom's basement or something. What he did have was a shitload of cash. I didn't know exactly what a yacht like this cost but I knew it had to be tens of millions of dollars, if not more.

He had the kind of money where he could marry supermodels like Ilanka, party with celebrities, and fuck hot pieces of ass like me in a room full of people paid to act like they had no idea what was going on. Being ambitious it was hard not to admire the kind of power he had garnered for himself due to his wealth, but I sort of hoped that I might not spend it in quite the same way. Then, for the first time in my life, a very strange new thought popped into my head.

What would it really be like to be a trophy wife? What if I had some rich guy, like Cheri did, who would take care of me? I was pretending to be a hot girlfriend, and happy to be involved in partner swapping, but I wasn't really in any kind of a relationship with anybody. I worked hard at a fulltime job and voluntarily turned into a fuck puppet on the weekends. It might be a pretty sweet deal to just live off some rich guy's wealth and spend my time at the spa or whatever. Of course it was all just speculation, since I wasn't really a woman, but it was kind of interesting to think of myself as someone's trophy wife.

I wondered what people thought of Dennis, since he wasn't nearly as rich and famous as most of the couples we hobnobbed with these days. I knew I was considered some prime tail so I wondered if other people wondered how he landed me. Of course he was very attractive, and had a big cock, so that probably helped to explain it. Although I was fond of a muscular body Dennis really had the complete package, as far as I was concerned. Handsome, nice body, great personality, well hung...it was actually kind of surprising that he hadn't been snapped up by some woman by now.

My stint with Howie didn't last terribly long and soon he was shooting his jizz up inside me. It had been kind of a meat and potatoes fuck from my standpoint. Not bad, but nothing special, aside from the uniqueness of the setting. He did some grunting and I did some moaning and it always felt good having a cock in my pussy so I wasn't disappointed by any means. And when was I ever going to fuck on the bridge of a luxury yacht again?

Howie made some excuse about having to go check on something and cut me loose. I just remained sitting on the couch for a while, watching the ocean sail past the windows. I wondered what would happen if I offered myself up to the crew for an unscheduled gangbang, but figured that it might not be such a good idea from a safety standpoint. Somebody had to drive the boat, even if a lot the process was automated, and I didn't really want to be any more of a distraction than I probably already was, although a couple of those dudes looked pretty sexy in those uniforms.

I wondered what Ilanka was doing, or rather who was doing her while I entertained her husband. And I wondered what Cheri was up to. I could picture the three of us gals hopping in one of the beds in those staterooms and really getting down to some serious bean licking. I realized that it wasn't the prime objective of our being on this boat but I couldn't help it if I still found women attractive even when I was one myself.

After kicking it on the couch for a while, and watching the sun start to go down, I sauntered back to the buffet for a quick snack. A girl has to keep her energy up if she's going to be a fully functioning fuck machine and the food was incredibly tasty.

"So where have you been hiding all this time?" I heard a familiar voice ask from behind me.

I turned around and there was Dennis grabbing a plate and getting ready to serve himself at the buffet as I was doing. I noticed that he had his swimsuit on, but that seemed to be the case with a number of the men on the yacht, whereas most of the women just seemed to remain naked once they had gotten out of their suits.

"Not hiding...just keeping busy," I said with a grin. "Working up an appetite I guess."

"Me too," said Dennis as he began to fill his plate. "Why don't we go take a little break and compare notes while we eat?"

"Sure, why not?" I replied.

It seemed like a harmless enough idea at the time.


CHAPTER 13:

We found an empty stateroom and pulled up a couple of chairs next to a small table and started eating our meal. With Dennis wearing his pants and me being exposed it kind of reminded me of our kitchen table encounter but I tried not to dwell on that.

He hadn't banged either Ilanka or Cheri yet but he had certainly not been lacking for company. I soaked up all the juicy details of his exploits and filled him in on what I had been doing. When we started out doing the swapping thing we had agreed that whoever was the girl didn't have to talk about their experience but since things had changed quite a lot since then I didn't mind opening up and telling him everything.

"Man, I've got to tell you the God's truth. I would rather fuck you than any other woman on this boat," he suddenly said, turning very serious.

"Well that's against the rules," I joked. "And somehow I doubt that you really mean that."

"I do mean that," Dennis persisted. "I've been thinking about you all day long. When I was watching you blow that football player I was turned on, because you looked so hot doing it, but I was also kind of jealous. I mean for all of these other men it's just a big game. They swap partners but at the end of the day they still go home with their wife or girlfriend. I see you every weekend fixing yourself up to look gorgeous for some other man but it's never for me."

"How could it be you nut? In case you've forgotten I'm not really a girl, and the whole idea of getting involved with this thing was so that we could bang a variety of beautiful women, which is exactly what you get to do all the time since I volunteered to be the designated pussy. I thought this yacht thing would be your wildest dream come true," I pointed out rather logically I thought.

"I know, and it sort of is and it sort of isn't. It's a lot of fun meeting a stranger and jumping right into bed with them, but when I was with you it was different somehow. It was better than being with a stranger."

"It was just more convenient I think. There was a naked girl in your kitchen so you fucked her. While I'm not a complete stranger to you as Electra I am a very different person in a lot of ways. A person you don't really know," I told him.

"I'd like to. I think I'd like that very much. Don't you find me attractive at all?"

"Of course I do, I think you're gorgeous," I blurted out. "Shit...I mean, for a guy you're all right I suppose."

I realized that I had made a tactical blunder but it just slipped out. I had been thinking about Dennis a lot all day, much like he claimed to be thinking about me. It was ridiculous to have gone to all the trouble of coming to this party if we were just going to end up fucking each other but I was tempted.

"Look, I wasn't kidding. It's against the rules," I reminded him.

"What are they going to do, make us walk the plank?" he replied.

"I don't know, but it's the only rule they've got."

"I think it's a pretty silly rule. A man should be able to fuck his own girlfriend if he wants."

I knew that he was only referring to me as his girlfriend in the context of how we presented ourselves to other people but I still got a weird little tinge of excitement hearing him say it. It made me feel like he was trying to assert himself and claim me as his own.

"Well...lock the door anyway, just to be safe," I said.

Dennis grinned and went over to the door and locked it. While he was doing that I had gone and stood at the foot of the bed. After locking the door he came over to where I was standing and took me in his arms. Kissing him again felt pretty wonderful and I got another tingle down my spine.

"So you thought I looked hot sucking some other guy's cock?" I said as I looked straight into his eyes.

"Yeah, I did. I couldn't help but watch," said Dennis.

"Maybe you'd like to watch again...from a different vantage point," I suggested.

I slowly dropped to my knees and then pulled his trunks down. His dick literally hit me in the face as it popped out of his pants. I had seen him naked in the hot tub and we had fucked in the kitchen but he took me from behind so I never got a really great look at his erect penis. Now it was on full display and I liked what I saw. It was right there for me to touch, and kiss, and admire. I thought it was so beautiful, and manly, and powerful.

"Your cock is really amazing," I said as I started to stroke him.

"Thanks, but it sort of is what it is. I'm not sure that I see anything all that amazing about it," he replied with a chuckle.

"I do. It's not just big, it has a beautiful shape and texture. I like the way it tapers up from the base and has this ridge along the bottom," I explained as I slowly touched and massaged his prick.

"I didn't know you were such a connoisseur of cocks," Dennis teased.

"Well you should be glad I am because I think yours is a masterpiece. Now if there are no further interruptions I'm going to put it in my mouth where it belongs," I announced proudly.

I had been thinking about blowing Dennis for a long time now. I suppose ever since I touched his dick in the hot tub. I loved giving head and I knew that he would be impressed if I did it well so I tried to put all my skill and passion to good use.

"Oh God...oh my God, baby...I can't believe how good you are at this," Dennis moaned happily.

I was tempted to ease up so that we could just use this as foreplay because I wanted to feel him fucking me again, but my competitive spirit overcame me and I decided to break out the big guns.

I had heard a podcast about a secret weapon known as the "Gluck Gluck 9000" and was dying to try it out. Basically it starts out with a double hand twist, with both hands going in opposite directions. It obviously helps if the man has a big dick, but even if he doesn't the two hands will make him feel like he does.

From there you have to give the wettest, sloppiest, noisiest BJ you can manage, hence the "gluck gluck" title as that's the sound you want to produce as you cram his cock down your throat. It's vital that you make it seem like your very life depends on you getting his dick in your mouth.

The final ingredient is to remember to place one ball in your saliva filled mouth and swish it around gently while you do a one-handed stroke on the shaft. It's described as every man's kryptonite and when Dennis blasted an enormous load of hot jizz into my mouth I felt pretty sure that the technique lived up to the hype.

When I was done I looked up at him with the sweetest expression on my face as I casually licked a little stray cum from my lips. Dennis grabbed me and literally threw me on the bed and pounced on top of me.

He started kissing me all over and sucked on my nipples before working his way down between my legs. I had been very impressed by the way Cheri licked my pussy but Dennis was doing it with a real sense of urgency that made it unique and exciting in its own way. The orgasm he produced was shattering and seemed to roll on and on and on until I finally had him come up for air and curl up beside me.

"I don't want to fucking pretend anymore. I want you to be my girlfriend," Dennis said quite sincerely.

"Okay," I replied just before we started to kiss again.


CHAPTER 14:

I wasn't sure exactly what Dennis meant about wanting me to be his girlfriend but I had a feeling that I would probably be spending more time at home being Electra, which was fine by me. It would be fun to just bum around the house as a girl sometimes, or maybe even go out on a date with Dennis. Nothing odd about as grabbing dinner together, or going to see a movie or something, but it would have an interesting new twist if we did it while I was female.

It was very comfy lying in bed together but we weren't there for that, and the cruise would end as soon as the yacht came back to the dock, so we rather reluctantly pried ourselves away from each other and returned to the party.

When we finally got home that night I followed Dennis into his bedroom, stripped off my clothes, and climbed in the sack right next to him without a word, as if we were some old married couple who did this all the time. Of course we had never done this, and it was as far from commonplace as you could get, yet it had a nice warm feeling of being appropriate.

"How can I be your girlfriend?" I asked once we were snuggled up together.

"I don't know," Dennis replied as he looked up at the ceiling.

"I guess this is kind of a start. I never imagined I'd be climbing into your bed naked."

"That's somewhat of a relief, under the circumstances," Dennis joked.

"And we are already good friends, and we've managed to live together for quite a while without killing each other or driving each other crazy," I pointed out. "That's probably more than a lot of couples can say."

"You fucked a lot of men today."

"Yeah. And you fucked a lot of women."

"Yeah. But somehow this is even better, don't you think?"

"Does that mean we're not going to fuck tonight?"

"I didn't say that," he replied as he held my face in his hands. "But even if we didn't I just like being here with you like this. It feels right."

"It does feel right, but a part of my brain keeps telling me that this probably isn't the smartest idea we've ever had. We've got to keep it from getting too serious or somebody's going to get hurt. You know I'm not this person all the time."

"Then I'll try to appreciate you when you are this way and show you the affection you deserve," said Dennis as he kissed me.

After we kissed for a time he swung over on top of me and I pulled my legs back to receive him. The first time we had sex had been savage and spontaneous but now we were about to make love like...well...like lovers I suppose. It was all so different, being on my back and looking up at his face. That familiar face that I never expected to see hovering over me like this. It made me kind of swoon to feel like I was maybe more than just a series of holes for a man to ejaculate into, even if that was likely the end result of this exercise. I had fucked and sucked a lot of cock today, including the one that was inside of me now, but this was the moment I was enjoying the most.

"You know you're not rich enough for me to be your trophy wife," I joked.

"Well, it gives me something to shoot for. How rich would I have to be?"

"I don't know...but that yacht was pretty snazzy."

"Maybe we could start out with a speed boat and work up," Dennis suggested.

"That might work, but we'll see. I might turn out to be a very high maintenance gal."

"Thanks for the warning. I'll start saving my pennies."

It was silly fun to joke about something so absurd, but it was hard for me not to think about the women I met during these swapping games. Had they discovered the key to a happy relationship or were they just selling themselves to the highest bidder? Hell, maybe that was the key to a happy relationship for all I knew.

The tricky part was that Dennis was always going to be Dennis but I was only going to be Electra whenever I popped a pill. The rest of the time I'd be his male roommate. As fun as it might be to pretend to be his girlfriend just how far could we take that, and what would it do to my chances of ever having a real relationship with a woman again?

When I first started becoming female I thought that it would probably help me when dealing with women. I was learning a lot of things about the way a woman's body felt that made me think that I could use that knowledge to make myself a better lover. Then as I became female more often, and started to develop what I considered to be "female thoughts" I figured that it would help me to understand women better and to be able to communicate with them more effectively. Now I wasn't even sure that I wanted to date women anymore, unless perhaps I was a lesbian.

Making love with Dennis was definitely not helping my male sex drive. I had already accepted the fact that he was the alpha male in the house, although I hadn't totally abandoned my masculinity. It was just so much easier to accept when I was a woman, especially when I was a woman having an orgasm while he fucked me.

"Oh baby you make me feel so good," I purred as Dennis delivered some top quality toe curling fornication.

When he came inside my pussy it was kind of weird the way I could almost taste his cum from earlier in the day. It was just my imagination but I involuntarily licked my lips anyway. After that we were both pretty spent, in all ways possible, and I had the delightful feeling of sliding into blissful slumber in his arms. Being his girlfriend wasn't likely to work out in the long run but for one night I was a very happy girl indeed.


CHAPTER 15:

And so we began the next phase of our funky and unconventional relationship. I stayed female all the way up to the next time I had to go out in public as a man and we fucked like a couple of horny newlyweds. Then we hit the inevitable awkward phase where we were both male again and pretending that nothing was different than before.

Naturally things were very different. It seemed kind of lonely sleeping alone in my bed and there were no little hugs and kisses throughout the day. It was especially hard to handle the fact that Dennis frequently walked around in just his boxers and a t-shirt, or no shirt at all. I knew that just a little tug on those pants would produce his magnificent cock but obviously I could only daydream about it and wait until I had the opportunity to take a pill again.

On the other hand the torture really built up the anticipation. Being so close to him, yet having him be so unobtainable, probably would have driven me insane if I didn't know that he would be mine again sometime soon.

It was sort of disturbing to find that I was still attracted to Dennis even when I was male, but even more disturbing was the fact that I think if he had offered me his cock I would have taken it, not that he was likely to that. It was the first time that I really started to contemplate whether I could be happy living as a gay man, even if Dennis didn't end up being my partner. I absolutely loved sucking cock, although I had avoided taking it up the ass so far, but I was totally open to that idea. Of course it wasn't just that I could look at a man and be turned on by him, my real passion came from being a woman, whether my partner was male or female.

Dennis and I continued to do our partner swapping thing, although not quite as often as before. Sometimes we were happy just to be alone together, or to go out someplace as a couple, but even when we did swap we'd end up in bed together once we got home.

One night I decided that it was time to try anal so I offered up my ass to Dennis. Not surprisingly he accepted quite happily. I don't know if I had any sort of gay subtext in my mind but I really did want to make my body totally available to my lover.

After everyone was properly lubed up I got on all fours and then lowered my front half down so that I was resting on my forearms. That gave Dennis a nice shot at my rear end and seemed like the easiest way to break in my virgin asshole.

I tried to remain calm and relaxed, but I was honestly very nervous. Dennis was so big, and my ass seemed so small. It was hard not to be frightened by the thought of those two things converging.

"Wait, wait, wait," I suddenly babbled in a nervous giggle as I pulled away just as the tip of his dick was poking at the opening of my anus.

"We don't have to do this, honey. It was your suggestion," said Dennis.

"No, I want to do it. I really, really, do. I just want to do it...slowly."

"Okay, I'll go slow, and if you want me to stop just tell me."

I got back in position and tried not to be a total pussy. Lots of people took it up the ass all the time, and I had even been practicing with a sex toy. After a couple of deep breaths I felt ready to resume and told Dennis to go for it.

Dennis slipped me a little of his prick and just held it there. It wasn't bad so I told him to give me a little more.

"So what do you think?" Dennis asked.

"I think you're fucking huge, that's what I think," I replied.

"That was always a good thing before," he joked.

"Yeah, but it wasn't going up my butt then."

"Do you want me to continue?" he asked.

"Yeah, why don't you give me about another inch and half," I suggested.

"Jeez, it sounds like you're buying a 2x4 at the lumber yard."

"A pretty apt description if you ask me."

Dennis gave me another inch and half, or maybe it was an inch and three quarters, no one brought out a tape measure to be precise. After inching his way inside me he had gone pretty fucking deep and I found that just having his cock up my ass like that, without any motion, was a pretty intense experience. We just couldn't be connected any tighter, and I loved that sensation.

"Okay, pull it back and let's see what it feels like," I instructed.

Dennis did as I asked and pulled his cock almost all the way out, but not quite. Then I had him do a slow insertion again and repeated the process a few times before I told him to try a little shallow fucking.

He started out giving me about three inches or so in a slow but steady thrusting pattern. After a while I began to relax and feel more comfortable so I let him speed up a bit. Thank God I was with my boyfriend who cared about me and was gentle and patient enough to let me go at my own pace. If I had just told some stranger to ass fuck me I might have been a wreck.

As I let him go harder and deeper I started to really enjoy myself. It was different than being pussy fucked by still very stimulating. I wondered whether it would feel the same if I were in my male body, but I tried not to dwell on that. Dennis was not gay and not likely to ever want to fuck a man in the ass, but there were men who probably would, and that might be my future.

Soon I was reaching back between my legs and rubbing myself while Dennis continued to pound my hole. That added a whole new dimension to the proceedings and I started to cum in no time.

Dennis didn't last much longer after that and filled my ass with his manly cream. As he withdrew from my anus I could feel his cum seeping out of me and I used my fingertips, which were still between my legs, to sort of rub his jizz all around like it was a lotion before I licked my fingers clean.

"How was it baby?" Dennis asked as we lay next to each other later.

"Well, I'm a little sore, but it was pretty awesome. You're a heck of a lot bigger than the dildo I've been practicing with," I replied.

"You're a lot braver than I am. I don't think I could ever have done that. Just having a cock in my pussy was scary enough," Dennis joked.

I never ever thought about the fact that Dennis had tried being female before I did. It seemed like ages ago that he was Veronica and I was the man in our pretend relationship. It was hard for me to even wrap my head around that concept now. Dennis was so much the man of the house in my mind that I guess I tried to block out the image of him making himself look pretty to go get fucked by a strange man. Of course he had done it and had no desire to do it again, which only reaffirmed my belief that he was meant to be the man in our relationship and I was meant to be his woman.

That was a nice feeling, as I nuzzled up next to him and rested my head on his shoulder. Let him be the strong and manly one, I was quite happy to be the loving and supportive recipient of his masculine power. If only I could do it more than once or twice a week.


CHAPTER 16:

Friday evenings were often game night. That might mean watching a game on TV, if there was something on we all wanted to see, or it might mean playing video games. We had a number of mutual male friends who would drop by and someone would bring the beer, and someone else the food or snacks or whatever. Since our partner swapping usually took place on Saturday we had still been maintaining the Friday night tradition.

On one particular Friday there happened to be a playoff game on television so Dennis and I were planning to hang out with our pals Tom and Andre. One of our other friends, Jarrod, actually had tickets for the game so we were all a bit jealous.

I let things start out like usual, with everyone kicking back with a brew and enjoying the game. I figured I'd let everyone get a couple of beers into them before springing my surprise. When I felt the moment had arrived I excused myself to go to the bathroom. Once there I popped a pill and transformed into Electra. I had my wardrobe, such as it was, stashed away in there for just this purpose. I had a team jersey, cut off right at the bottom of my boobs, no bra, and very tight hot pants that matched the team's colors. I did a little makeup, and fluffed up my hair a bit, then took a deep breath and bounced into the living room.

"Hey guys, anybody need another beer?" I asked cheerfully.

I wish I had a picture of their collective reaction because it was priceless. Every man had his eyes riveted on me and his mouth hanging open in amazement. Even Dennis didn't know what I had been planning to do and I was really hoping that he wouldn't be mad.

Nobody spoke so I just went around collecting empty bottles, making sure to bend over as much as I could in the process to give the gents a nice view of my ass. Then I hauled the junk off to the kitchen, my heart pounding a mile a minute.

I grabbed two beers and hopped back into the room. Dennis was still just staring at me as I jumped into his lap and handed him one of the beers. The other I kept for myself.

"So did I miss anything?" I asked as I took a swig from the bottle.

"So who's your friend Dennis?" asked Tom.

"Oh, this is...my girlfriend...Electra."

"Pleased to meet you. I'm..." Tom started to say.

"Tom Dubois. I know very well who both of you are," I said, cutting him off. "I guess you don't recognize me like this."

Tom and Andre looked at each other and then back at me. They were completely stumped as to my real identity.

"I'm Phillip. I live here with Dennis. Only sometimes these days I'm Electra instead of Phillip, all thanks to the marvels of modern science," I explained, shaking the little bottle of pills that I had discretely placed next to the chair. "Dennis likes me like this, don't you honey?"

"You know I do baby," he replied with a grin before we gave each other a little kiss.

I had wanted to start coming out to people and decided that this would be a fun way to begin. I knew that Tom and Andre would be totally turned on by the sex kitten prancing around the living room in her skimpy outfit, which meant that they would be a little distracted by the whole concept, yet totally understand why Dennis would be cool with it. It might have been more mature to sit down and have a serious conversation but I wanted them to see me like this, with lust in the eyes and boners in their pants. They wouldn't be thinking of how weird it was that their buddy Phillip liked to change into a girl sometimes, they would just be thinking of how lucky Dennis was to have such an accommodating roommate.

"So what's the gag?" asked Andre. "Phillips hiding in the bathroom and this stripper is pretending to be him for some reason?"

"You think I look like a stripper?" I shot back, in mock indignation.

"No offense, but you're kind of dressed for the part," Andre pointed out.

"Well I guess I could go put on a bra," I pouted softly.

"No, no! Don't do that," Tom interjected. "You look just fine the way you are."

It actually took Andre searching the house for Phillip, and me answering a series of questions that a stranger wouldn't be likely to know, to finally convince them that I was indeed the man I said I was...underneath this stripper facade.

"So you're completely female? I mean, you have all the real working parts?" asked Tom.

"Can I show them, honey?" I asked Dennis sweetly.

"You can do whatever you want baby," he replied.

I put my hands on the bottom of my shirt and got ready to pull it up. Then I hesitated and just gave them kind of a goofy grin. I was really enjoying this impromptu strip show. Finally I pulled the top up so that my bare breasts were fully exposed.

"See...all real," I said proudly as I squeezed my boobs for a bit before pulling my top back down.

"What about down below? You're not hiding a dick down there are you?" Tom teased.

"Honestly? Does it look like I've got a dick? This pants are so tight they're totally crawling up my snatch," I replied.

The boys no doubt believed me but they still wanted a glimpse so I finally relented and pulled down my shorts.

"See...no dick, just a pussy," I announced.

"And it's definitely fully functional," said Dennis as he reached around me and started to finger my gash. "You should feel how wet she is."

"Should they?" I asked as I leaned back and looked him in the eye.

Dennis just nodded and I pulled my shorts all the way off and tossed them aside. Then I got up and went to sit in between our guests.

"Feel it for yourselves, if you want?" I said casually.

They did want and soon they both had their hands between my legs, touching and fingering me all over. I honestly hadn't planned to do anything sexual with them but once I saw how horny they were my instincts just kind of took over I guess. They were good friends, and I wanted them to know me as Electra. Now it looked like they were going to get to know me quite well.

While they were feeling up my pussy, and grabbing my breasts, I managed to get their pants undone and pulled out their cocks. They both had pretty nice specimens, but not quite like my man, who just sat comfortably and watched as I began to jack off two of our best friends. I knew that Dennis sort of liked to watch me with other men, but it wasn't really a cuckold thing. He was definitely man enough for me and wasn't watching out of any sense of insecurity. I think he was just very secure in his manhood and knew that he had made me his own so he could afford to be generous. Obviously neither one of us was the jealous type, since we had continued to engage in partner swapping, even after declaring our affection for one another.

"Do you want to get in on this honey?" I asked him.

"Yeah, I think I do," he replied as he stood up and came over to stand in front of me.

I had to lean forward a bit to get his cock in my mouth but I just kept stroking Tom and Andre, who kept me busy by playing with my boobs or my pussy the whole time. I felt like the dirtiest little girl in the world and I totally got off on being the center of so much masculine attention. The game was still going on but nobody was paying it the slightest bit of attention. We could always see the highlights later.


CHAPTER 17:

That turned out to be the best game night ever, even though our team lost the playoff game we had been planning to watch. As each guy got close to popping I stopped whatever else I was doing and got on the floor in front of him to finish him off in my mouth. I really didn't need a bunch of dudes shooting their goo all over my couch, and it seemed like a nice way to keep things neat and tidy.

When Tom and Andy had finished I just got on my knees for Dennis and lovingly sucked his cock like a good slut as our buddies looked on in wonder. I had let them cum in my mouth but I was really putting on a show now as I did some serious cock worshipping. They could fuck me but they couldn't own me like Dennis, and I wanted everyone in the room to know that.

After all the men had deposited their semen in my tummy we all got dressed and played some computer games together like nothing strange had just happened. Male bonding with the guys had always been fun but it honestly didn't compare to the fun I had being the lone woman in a pack of horny young men.

Needless to say my relationship with Tom and Andre changed a bit after that. Once you've swapped bodily fluids with somebody things just become a little different.

Tom had a keen eye for attractive women, and a knack for landing them, although they didn't tend to stick around for too long. I think Tom was very much in roaming mode and not interested in settling down at the moment. As it turned out his current gal pal, Julie, was open to the idea of doing a partner swap so we all went out to dinner, had some wine, and then we literally split up at the restaurant, with Julie going back to our place with Dennis while Tom took me home with him.

It was kind of an interesting twist, and a weird mix of strange and familiar, as I knew Tom and his apartment, yet I had obviously never been with him there as Electra. It was also different in that we weren't strangers and it wasn't the first time I had touched Tom's cock, or tasted his cum. Dennis and I had both commented on how attractive Julie was when we first met her so I figured Dennis was having a pretty good time so I just focused on Tom and discovered that he was quite good in bed. More aggressive than I anticipated, but I'm not one to shy away from a little hair pulling and ass slapping. It's funny how much you think you know somebody but you discover a whole new side once they start humping you like a wild beast.

Of course I was discovering more and more about myself all the time as well. Being Electra seemed to dominate my thought process. I tried to be her as often as I could, and when I wasn't her I was constantly thinking about what I would do once I was female again. A couple of times I even went out with clients as Electra to show them properties, pretending that I was Phillip's associate and that he had been called away at the last minute. No one seemed to mind. If anything I was even more successful as a woman.

On the other hand my "coming out" had kind of come to a halt after my sexy reveal to Tom and Andre. There were times where I wanted to shout it from the rooftops, and other times where I was terrified that my family would find out. Ironically it had turned out to be easier telling my male friends because we could fuck and nobody was going to mock my lack of masculinity when I was a hot chick with their dick in my mouth.

So I lived a double life in the most literal sense of that phrase. I was Phillip, when I had to be, which was still quite a lot for the sake of work and other more public commitments, and Electra as often as I could manage it. I just had to remember which bedroom I was sleeping in on any given night.

I was very much in love with Dennis, and I'm sure he felt the same, although we tried not to mention that very often. If I were a real woman I'd be looking forward to the day when he popped the question, but it was unfair of me to distract him from seeking a real relationship with a fulltime woman.

Of course what we had going was pretty damn satisfying so perhaps Dennis wasn't in a rush to settle down and start a family. Whether I was male or female we got along great as roommates. When I was a man we were still buddies and when I was a woman we were lovers. Plus we were still doing the partner swapping experience so Dennis got to bang all kinds of new pussy without having to sneak around or worry about his girlfriend getting jealous. It was probably a pretty ideal setup for him.

It was probably harder on me, because I think I would have gladly given up the freedom of fucking around to be his woman all the time in a committed relationship, and it was getting harder all the time to not feel a bit depressed whenever I had to become a man again. It wasn't that being a man sucked now, it was more that I had grown into being a woman so much that it always felt like a step backwards whenever I changed into Phillip.

You can't really know what being someone else will be like without actually turning into that person. You can imagine the potential ups and downs, you can make an educated guess, but you've really got to live that way for a while to understand the differences.

Losing my sometimes toxic desire to constantly prove my masculinity was one of the best things that had ever happened to me, despite the fact that it was the thing I feared losing most. I realized that being female didn't make me inferior to Dennis all of a sudden, even if I did present myself in some pretty submissive postures sexually. I was still as intelligent as ever, and I could still kick his ass at the same video games I used to routinely beat him at, and I was probably even better at my job as a woman so I wasn't in a position of being helpless financially without a man's support.

Before I ever started taking those pills the thought of a man fucking me in the ass, or shooting his cum in my mouth, would have been the stuff of nightmares. It was the most humiliating thing I could think of. Now I realized how much pleasure I could derive from being the "bottom" in a sexual situation, and would probably embrace that role just as happily if I were in a homosexual relationship. It seemed more natural to me, now that I had actually experienced it. I liked men who were confident, and aggressive, and physically strong, and who had what I considered to be beautiful cocks. Even though I had started out as a man if I were a lesbian I'm sure I'd want my partner to be the one with the strap on. I wanted to be penetrated, and not always gently.

When I first started swapping as a girl I sort of envied the other women because they tended to have rich men taking care of them and spoiling them with gifts. It seemed to be a great tradeoff to be a thing of beauty and a sex object while having someone else pamper and indulge your every whim, but now I was kind of proud of my independence. I didn't swap because my husband or my boyfriend wanted me to do it, it was something I enjoyed for my own pleasure. And I didn't need a man to be my sugar daddy in order for me to give myself to him. I was with Dennis because I loved him and we were friends and he was the best lover I could possibly ask for. Whatever weird and kinky things we did for fun was just that. We didn't need to shake it up in the bedroom to please each other, at least not yet. Part of the fun of swapping was in meeting so many new people and discovering how differently everyone fucks. But no matter how good it was it was never better than when we got home and I climbed into bed with Dennis, even if we just cuddled or made out a little before falling asleep.

I suppose in a way we were in a weird kind of threesome. There was Dennis and his platonic male roommate Phillip and his girlfriend Electra. It just happened that I was two of the three parties concerned.


CHAPTER 18:

"Maybe we should think about getting married sometime," Dennis suggested casually one evening as we lay in each other's arms after some especially good fornicating.

"Wouldn't you rather marry a woman?" I joked.

"That was my intention," he said seriously.

"What? You mean you want me to become a woman fulltime?"

"Only if you want to. It is what you really want, isn't it?"

"Oh, God...I don't know. I mean I've certainly thought about it, but thinking about it and actually doing something about it are very different. What would people think?"

"They'd think that we're in love and that we wanted to be husband and wife."

"You know what I mean," I said as I poked him in the ribs.

"We are in love, aren't we?"

"Of course we are. I can't begin to tell you how much I love you. I would be proud and honored to be your wife, but can I really just become a woman? I mean I've been doing it for quite a while now so I know the basics of being female, especially in bed, but do you think I could really pull it off all the time? It's easy to make myself look pretty and act sexy but there's got to be more to being female than that," I pointed out.

"You said your job went well when you did it as a woman," Dennis reminded me. "And you always seem so happy whenever you change into Electra."

"God, that name! Do you really want to be married to a woman named Electra? It sounds like a stripper name."

"That's okay, call yourself whatever you like. If we got married you'd be Mrs. Holt, if that sounds more respectable to you."

"Do you think it might actually work? I mean I've always just been kind of an erotic fantasy. And I'm a total slut. You've seen me fuck all of our friends, as well as countless strangers. Would you be comfortable knowing that your buddies had screwed your wife?" I asked.

"I don't see why not. I'm not saying that we need to change anything dramatically about our sex life. I can still share you, but I guess I just want the security of knowing that we belong to each other, no matter what kind of kinky shit we feel like doing. You've kind of ruined me for other women I think."

So the cards were all on the table now. I wondered whether being married would make me feel any different about the whole swapping thing. Many of the people we hooked up with were either married couples, or in some kind of a relationship. I had no idea whether that was just a way to spice things up when they were going stale or whether it really was a functioning lifestyle choice that worked for those who were open-minded enough to embrace it.

Although I honestly did think of myself as a horny slut with an insatiable appetite for sex, I could also see settling down with Dennis in a more normal relationship. We were great friends, and great lovers. The odd situation of me being only a part-time woman had basically taken jealousy out of the equation right from the start, but would it show its ugly head if turned female forever and we actually tied the knot?

There probably wasn't any way to really answer that question without being in that situation. And like I said, I probably wouldn't mind being a one-man woman if it came to that, but I wondered how easily Dennis would be willing to give up the smorgasbord of quality pussy that he had grown accustomed to. That too would probably have to be revealed in time.

The bigger question was did I really want to spend the rest of my life as a woman? It had all started out as just such a lark, and then I realized that the sex could be pretty great, and then I realized that I really enjoyed being female, and then I fell head over heels in love with my roommate.

I suppose the biggest hang up for me was facing everyone I knew; family, friends, co-workers, clients, and telling them the truth. Of course I had one huge advantage over people who transitioned the "normal" way. I could just pop a pill and instantly transform myself into a certifiably genetic woman. No injections or operations or anything like that. No one would have to see me in some in-between state. I'd be a man one day, and then a woman the next.

The first time I took one of those pills I felt like I was living with a terrible, deep, dark, secret. Something that I would rather die than reveal to anyone. My brain was that hard-wired to think that experimenting with my gender was the most shameful thing possible. But really there was nothing to be ashamed of at all. Dennis tried it and it wasn't for him, but it didn't ruin his manhood in the least. If anything it probably made him more open-minded. And as for me it turned my world upside down, but in a good way. I discovered things about myself that I never even suspected were lurking there. If some people thought that was shameful...screw them! It was my life and my body and I was damn well going to live it as a woman.


CHAPTER 19:

"You know what I really like about having your penis inside me?"

"That it stuffs your pussy and does wild things to your brain?"

"Well, obviously that, but I was thinking more philosophically at the moment," I scolded.

"Do tell," said Dennis with a grin.

"It's that feeling of being literally connected to you," I replied. "Especially in a situation like this where I'm lying on my back, looking up at you. It's utter perfection, really. We're so close that you're actually inside my body. I see the longing in your eyes and feel the longing throbbing between my legs. You're so hard, and hot, and big, and it should be the weirdest thing in the world to want you to but that ramrod up my little box, but it all fits so well somehow. It all makes sense. It's not weird at all...it's wonderful."

"I agree. Can I go back to fucking you now?" Dennis asked with a chuckle.

"Of course. You may fuck at will."

It had been six glorious months of being totally female all the time. Dennis still hadn't popped the question, but I knew it was just a matter of time. I think we both wanted to make sure that I had made the right decision. The good doctor had told us that a pill would last for a month or so if another pill wasn't taken to turn back, but if I ever became pregnant the process would be irreversible. I was reasonably certain that motherhood was in my future, but there was no need to rush into anything. We were a happy young couple, very much in love, and not at all bored with our situation. We still partner swapped, on occasion, and jealousy never really seemed to enter the picture even though we were now a committed partnership.

The whole thing had started out as kind of a cozy arrangement where we could fool around with some slightly unregulated pharmaceuticals and hobnob with the rich and famous without actually being part of that crowd. Switching back and forth between male and female seemed like the best of both worlds but now that I had made the switch to womanhood for good it was hard to imagine anything being better than what I had now. It was still a very cozy arrangement, but that of a loving couple planning to start a family someday. Maybe not as glamorous as gang banging on a yacht, but far more satisfying in the long run.


AUTHOR'S NOTES:

I'm not sure where this idea came from exactly. I think I saw something about swingers and wife-swapping and that made me think of two guys, without female partners, who figured out a way to crash the party scene. I'm always kind of fascinated by the idea of no jealousy in a relationship, because it seems so counterintuitive, but I do know people who seem to make that sort of thing work. It's obviously not for everybody but it's a pretty cool fantasy, don't you think?
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