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 CHAPTER 1: 
 
      
 
    "Hello ladies. My name is Justine, and I'll be guiding you through this unusual and exciting opportunity. You're probably feeling a little strange in those new bodies so we're going to want to get used to them as quickly as possible. You obviously stick out in places where you used to be flat, and you're flat where you used to stick out, but always remember that it's still you on the inside. Now I want the two girls on the left to pair up and the two girls on the right to do the same. Now reach behind your partner and take off her bra." 
 
    I was on the left, which meant that I was partnered with an adorable little blonde with a serious rack that looked even bigger on her smallish frame. I reached behind her back as she reached behind mine and that caused us to press up against each other rather tightly. My partner, whose name was Katie by the way, giggled as her bra came off and her boobs hung free and proud in front of her. Justine gave her a quick glance, as if to say this was no laughing matter, but the whole thing was kind of ridiculous in a way so laughing was probably hard to avoid. 
 
    There were four of us girls standing in a line wearing nothing but our underwear. Each of us was very attractive, in my own opinion, and each in her own way. Now that our breasts were all bare it only intensified my feelings that we were a pretty hot bunch of babes. Of course the weird thing about it was the fact that none of us were actually female. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER 2: 
 
      
 
    To explain my rather cryptic comment I should probably go back to the beginning and tell you that my name is Henry Lansdale. I'm a college student, and a pretty good one at that. Not top of my class, but close enough to breathe the same air. And yes, I am related to the Lansdale Bakery family. Unfortunately for me it was a few generations ago when the Lansdale Bakery trucks were seen on every street in America and the name was synonymous with baked goods of every kind. My ancestors, who founded the company, failed to keep up with the times and didn't notice that supermarkets were replacing the specialty home delivery services. In the same way that people stopped getting their milk delivered to their door baked goods became just another item on the long shopping list for consumers going to their local market. 
 
    They ended up selling out for far less than they would have gotten had they pulled the plug a decade earlier, but they had made a nice pile of money and didn't have any worries about retirement. To make a long story short I was a fairly distant relative and even if I ever did inherit anything from that legacy it wasn't going to be anything to get too excited about. A lot of Lansdales before me had already burned through most of those profits. 
 
    Even so I did inherit the family name, and that was still worth something in some circles. The fact that my relatives had all attended a rather exclusive Ivy League college, and donated heavily in their years as members of the distinguished alumni, had gotten me in, probably more than my excellent test scores. 
 
    Now I won't name the college, because I have no desire to potentially embarrass that fine institution, but I will tell you about a very exclusive secret society that exists on that campus. I say it's a secret society because it doesn't officially exist, but that doesn't stop rumors from circulating and many of those rumors are actually true. 
 
    There is no official name of this group but most people call it the "Will and Marty Society," after the names of the two alleged founding members, or the "Orgy Club," after one of its more colorful aspects, or any number of other names that people have attached to it over the years. It's roots go back to at least the 1940's, but it may have existed long before that. No one is quite sure who Will and Marty were, or whether they even really existed, but it's just all part of the smokescreen that keeps the club shrouded in mystery. 
 
    It's not a fraternity, in the usual sense of the word, which means it's not accountable to anybody. You can't apply for membership, you have to be approached by somebody who is already a member. Even then you don't get to just join up without going through an incredibly elaborate initiation phase. If you complete that process successfully you might get invited to join, but there were no guarantees. 
 
    That's where we come to the weird part, and why I, Henry Lansdale, was standing in a room with three other men who gave every impression of being beautiful young co-eds while the imposing figure of Justine monitored our every move. To become a member of this society that has no name and doesn't officially exist one has to agree to take a very special kind of drug that transforms ones gender. Having taken said medication we were to do exactly as we were instructed without hesitation or reservation. It was made quite clear up front that there was no point in starting with this if you weren't prepared to go all the way with it. 
 
    Now you might be asking why a supposedly bright young man would be willing to subject himself to such an indignity just to join some kind of a dopey college club. I would frankly be surprised if you weren't asking that right about now. 
 
    The answer is simple and complex at the same time. The simple answer is that membership in this society was a passport to much bigger and better things. A lot of very powerful and influential people have been members of this society, and as the old saying goes it's not what you know it's who you know. The exclusive nature of the society bonds one to that membership for life. Doors will open and opportunities present themselves that might never have happened attempting to go through life on self-initiative and brains alone. I wanted access to that kind of power. 
 
    The more complex answer I'll probably get into later but you're probably more interested in me getting back to the bare-breasted babes. 
 
    Like most men I've always been fascinated by tits. I can't look at an attractive woman without wondering what kind of a rack she's got under her clothes. Any kind of low-cut top, with some decent cleavage showing, just gets my pulse racing. And when you're with a woman, and her titties are bouncing around while she's dancing on your dick, there's no more appealing sight in all the world, in my humble opinion. Now that I actually had the damn things I had kind of a different relationship with them. 
 
    For one thing they're kind of heavy. Even if they aren't huge, which mine weren't, there's still a lot of mass up there making you top heavy. And they move around a lot, which is why a bra comes in handy. Even so it was hard not to be a little excited by having my own pair to show off and fool around with.  
 
    I guess the point I'm trying to get to, in a roundabout way, is that rubbing my bare boobs up against Katie's was making me moist between the legs in a big hurry. 
 
    "That's right girls, they're quite something. Go ahead and touch them and explore; your own as well as your partners," said Justine. 
 
    Katie and I sort of cupped our boobs in our hands and rubbed our nipples together while trying not to giggle. If I had been alone with her, in different circumstances, I could easily picture some serious lesbian action going down. As it was I was still getting turned on but not quite the same way I would had we been in more of a private setting. 
 
    "Touch them...squeeze them...pinch the nipples. Don't worry about being too rough, because God knows men won't," quipped Justine. 
 
    I sort of wanted to kiss Katie, not because I had developed an instant crush on her, but because it seemed like the thing to do when you were fondling someone's breasts. Had I been on the other side of the line I'd have a different partner right now but I imagine that I'd probably still have that urge for intimacy. 
 
    Justine had us squeeze, and lick, and suck, and fondle each other's breasts until she was satisfied that we had received the appropriate amount of tit play. 
 
    "All right ladies," said Justine abruptly, "let's move on. Get those panties off and let's have a look at your pussies!" 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER 3: 
 
      
 
    Boobs are kind of hung out there for all the world to see, even if you're fully clothed. If you've got any kind of hooters at all they're going to stick out. You can make small ones look bigger and you can make big ones look smaller depending on what you wear, but if you've got tits they're going to be noticeable. A pussy, on the other hand, is a freaking mysterious thing. Even when you're buck naked you're only revealing a tiny part of the complex machinery. 
 
    It's very different when a man is naked from the waist down. You see it all hanging there. Of course you can't tell how big a package the man is carrying until it's fully erect, but you can get a pretty good idea of what range it probably lands in. 
 
    A pussy can look like a flower, or a taco, or be completely hidden under a bush of hair. It's kind of tucked away under the pelvis, which is why you see so many pornographic pictures of women on their backs with their legs spread open wide or sticking their ass at the camera. There's not a whole lot to see when you're just standing there naked, as we all were at that moment. 
 
    Since this gathering was taking place in a hotel room that had two beds Justine instructed us to change partners and each group get on one of the beds together. This time I was paired with a rather voluptuous raven haired beauty named Monique. When I say "named" I of course mean the female name we chose for ourselves for this enterprise. I thought about using Henrietta, as the female version of my real name, but I didn't really like the sound of it so I chose Ashley instead for no reason other than it appealed to me. 
 
    Once we were on the bed Justine proceeded to give us a very thorough crash course in Pussy 101, which was sort of a combination of Sex Ed clinical instruction and Cosmopolitan's Guide to Better Masturbating. She wasn't afraid to get her hands dirty either, getting right in there poking and pointing out the various parts of the female genitalia. 
 
    I wondered who Justine was and how she got this gig. She was probably a bit older than us but not that much I would guess. She was beautiful and very smartly dressed which gave her an air of authority, which I think she would have had anyway, but the contrast between her chic attire and our nakedness reinforced the power that she had over us. 
 
    We were all issued hand mirrors so that we could examine ourselves as Justine explained the various bits and pieces and we also got to get in close and examine our partner's snatch as well. I knew that I was wet and I was somewhat relieved to find that Monique was as well. I didn't want to be the only guy there who was getting off on this whole thing. I didn't agree to allow myself to be transformed into a woman because I thought it sounded like fun. It was the price of admission to a very exclusive group that I wanted to join. The fact that it had already turned out to be kind of kinky and arousing was both a blessing and a curse. 
 
    Obviously it would be better if the experience wasn't totally unpleasant, but the idea of it being too pleasant was a bit scary. As Justine had pointed out we were still ourselves under these new bodies, and as a heterosexual male it would be somewhat disconcerting to discover that parts of being female were actually enjoyable. Of course there was one part in particular that scared the hell out of me, as I imagine it did with all the others, and that was interacting with men. Fortunately at the moment we were just messing around with attractive naked chicks so we were on pretty safe ground there. 
 
    We did a good stretch of pussy examination, and some primarily external rubbing of ourselves and our partners, and then it was time to get dressed for the lunch break. These seminars would be taking place on weekends at hotels like this one so that we could get group instruction and some basic acclimation to womanhood and be back in class on Monday as the men we really were. 
 
    We were all kind of buzzing at lunch, excited to be actually going through with this crazy plan, and eager to feel as "normal" as possible under very trying circumstances. Naturally none of us, except Justine, had any idea who the male version of ourselves were. We had arrived at different times and been administered the drug in private and then sent off to another room to wait for the whole group to be assembled. 
 
    All of the members of the society had gone through this so there would be no shame in the eyes of other members, but it might be kind of uncomfortable sitting next to some guy in science class knowing that we had sucked on each other's nipples the day before. 
 
    Supposedly this transgender initiation thing had always existed, even long before there were drugs to magically make it happen. Back then it involved cross dressing with wigs and so on but I was told that sex was still part of the agenda. Thank goodness those days were gone because there's no way in hell I would dress up like a girl and let another man fuck me. This was bad enough, but at least I'd be a woman when it was happening. 
 
    I understood the whole concept of the thing, which wasn't so much about testing your willingness to get in the group as it was sharing a secret that would unite all of us forever. The fact that we were voluntarily videotaped during the transformation process was just a little more insurance. That was not the kind of thing one wanted blasted all over the Internet so it served as a constant reminder that we were all doing this freely and there was nothing to gain, and a lot to lose, by rocking the boat or blowing the whistle. 
 
    Interestingly I had been approached about joining by a man that I didn't even know. He was rather vague about how I had been selected for this honor, but I figured it had a whole lot to do with my name and the fact that my family had built a whole wing of this college many years ago. I wondered whether any of my more famous ancestors had been members of the society, but if they were I certainly wasn't privy to that information. 
 
    After lunch we put the sexy stuff aside for the moment and Justine gave us some instruction on cosmetics. It was a lot to take in but I tried to follow along the best I could. I had played with a woman's tits before so that was old hat but all this mascara and eyeliner crap was totally new and confusing. 
 
    "It's a chore, but it's also a ritual, and you may find that it's actually rather enjoyable," said Justine as she showed us how to apply lipstick properly. "The results can be quite dramatic and you'll find that having all of these options available to you is really a blessing. Look at how much better you all look already." 
 
    She was right about that. It was actually kind of amazing what could be accomplished with a little makeup. I suppose male actors knew all about that sort of thing, but for most men it was just one of those female mysteries that made you glad that you were a man and didn't have to deal with it. Now that I was seeing the results in action I was pretty impressed. You could really change the appearance of your whole face. Cover up the things that needed concealing and accentuate the things that you wanted to stand out. 
 
    That took us up to the dinner break and then we were on our own until the next morning. I was to share a room with Katie, which was fine by me, since we had already gotten to know each other a bit, but I'm sure I would have been happy bunking with any of the gals. We were all in the same boat on the same strange journey. 
 
    Neither one of us had any desire to leave the room so we just got some snacks and watched TV until it was time to crash. I wondered whether Katie would be interested in doing a little private experimenting once we were alone, but she didn't bring it up and I didn't want to be the one to make the first move so we just stayed on our own beds and had a pleasant evening, wondering what tomorrow would bring. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER 4: 
 
      
 
    "Today ladies we're going to go back to the pussy and explore it in greater detail," announced Justine as we were all assembled on our assigned beds with our designated partners. 
 
    For this exercise I was teamed up with Hailey, a fiery red head with a little tuft of pubic hair that matched. I had interacted with her the least so far so I was anxious to get a shot at her sweet little snatch today. 
 
    "Now I assume that you've all had some experience with licking pussy but today, as you take turns, I want you to tell your partner what you especially like or don't like about what they're doing. You need to know what feels good to you if you're going to achieve the best possible orgasms," said Justine as we began to slurp at each other's slits. 
 
    Orgasms. I hadn't really thought about that much. The male orgasm was so obvious and understandable. You just applied friction to the head of your penis until you started to ejaculate. It was a remarkably simple process that could be accomplished a variety of different ways. The female orgasm, like most things girlish, was a bit of a mystery to me. I knew they could have them, and I knew they could have multiple orgasms, but I was never quite sure what triggered one exactly. Sometimes you knew it was happening by the way the girl was reacting, but other times I literally had to ask if my partner was finished. There was also the dreaded "fake orgasm" that every woman claimed to be a master of and porn stars probably made a living off of. 
 
    I suppose there was nothing terribly wrong about a woman faking it, but it definitely was a blow to my male ego to think that I couldn't get a girl off. I've had girlfriends tell me that they don't cum very often, unless they're masturbating, which always seemed like a challenge to me. 
 
    At the moment I was focused on Hailey's snatch and she was giving me little pointers along the line. It was a process of discovery for both of us, and I figured it might help me do a better job of pussy licking once I was back to being a man, so I took all the constructive criticism in stride. 
 
    When it was my turn to be serviced I found that Hailey had a whole bag of tricks that she used to go down on me rather expertly. I thought I knew what I was doing down there but Hailey had me squirming all over the bed, especially when she went to work on my clitoris. I had discovered yesterday just how magical that little sucker could be when we were feeling each other up, but Hailey was taking me to another level of excitement. 
 
    "Looks like we have a real clit girl here," Justine commented as I became aware of the fact that she was leaning right over Hailey's shoulder getting a good view of the action. 
 
    "It feels so good," I whispered, almost apologetically. 
 
    "Of course it does, sweetie. No shame in that. Just enjoy it," Justine replied with a warm smile. 
 
    What a weird job this must be for her. Who the hell was she, and what was her connection to the society? As far as I knew it was men only. Was she some kind of high class hooker they had hired to train us? Did she know who she was really working for? She obviously knew that we were really men because she was the one who administered the drug, but how much more did she know? And oh fucking God it was hard to take so much stimulation on my clit without screaming! 
 
    After we had each taken a turn licking each other we were instructed to get in the 69 position and do it simultaneously. That was the hottest thing I had ever experienced in my life to date, as a man or a woman, and I thought that if this was the full extent of our initiation I could do it standing on my head, or at least with my head buried in some hot chick's muff. Being a lesbian certainly seemed to have its merits. 
 
    "All right girls, now that you're sufficiently warmed up its time to move on to the next big step. Penetration," Justine said as she picked up four boxes from a table and handed one to each of us. 
 
    Inside the box was a very realistic-looking dildo. It didn't appear to be one of those vibrating things made of plastic, or whatever they were made of, it looked a whole hell of a lot like a real penis. Even the texture of the skin felt real and believe me I know what a dick feels like in your hand. Of course this was a bit bigger than the one I was used to stroking but the sensation was remarkably familiar. 
 
    "Oh, my God! Are we supposed to put that thing inside us?" Katie said with a giggle. 
 
    "That's the general idea," Justine replied. "It's something you really need to get used to and this will be a good way to break you in slowly." 
 
    I suppose that's when the full reality of what I had signed up for hit me right between the eyes. They didn't want me to become a woman just to have a bonding experience or to subject me to some sort of humiliation that would keep me quiet. They were planning to fuck me. They didn't call it the Orgy Club for nothing, the wild sex was a big part of the appeal of joining the society. Of course that sounded so much more appealing when I was a man thinking about all the hot pussy I'd have at my disposal. Knowing that I would have to be some of that disposable hot pussy first seemed a lot less enchanting. 
 
    Of course I knew up front what I was getting into. They weren't springing any surprise on me here, it's just that I hadn't let myself think about that aspect of the thing too much until now. If I stuck the dildo with the back end pressed up against my pelvis it would be a very familiar thing but knowing that I was about to receive the business end inside me was more than a little disconcerting. 
 
    "I want you to take the dildo in your hand and just rub the tip of it all around your pussy," said Justine. "Just let it slide up and down a bit. That's it. Just like that. Now get a good grip on it and see if you can line it up properly. Now very slowly start pressing it up inside you." 
 
    The four of us inserted the fake cocks at roughly the same moment and there was sort of a collective gasp from the crowd. I can't really begin to describe what it feels like to have something that big stuck that deep into a body cavity. I'd had my temperature taken with a rectal thermometer before, but that was very small and in a totally clinical environment. I've had my ears examined, and of course I've brushed my teeth or had a doctor use a tongue depressor on me, but none of those things are even in the same ballpark as having a large penis-like object going up your vagina. 
 
    You kind of feel your insides stretching, which is a weird feeling the first time you experience it. It just seems too big to fit, yet it does somehow. And once you realize that it does fit and start working the thing back and forth you come to discover a remarkably pleasant sensation. 
 
    Obviously I knew that women enjoyed sex but in some ways it never seemed like they craved it as openly as men. Speaking for myself I know that I was horny all the time, and most of my friends would say the same thing. I think if everyone was just gay by nature, and it was the socially acceptable thing to do, then men would be fucking each other all the time just to get their rocks off. 
 
    With a lot of women it seemed like they were doing you a huge favor by going to bed with you. Like they had a take it or leave attitude towards sex instead of a basic human drive that needed to be fulfilled on a regular basis. That made me think that perhaps the pleasure they derived from sex was more emotional than physical and that they needed to feel romantically inclined towards a partner to reach any real level of satisfaction. Yet now that I had this piece of latex, or whatever it was, shoved up inside my box I began to wonder if that was truly the case, although I have to admit that I could see how a woman could fall in love with her dildo. 
 
    Obviously I wasn't alone in my wondrous discovery based on the moaning and whimpering I heard all around me. Hailey was kind of taking it slow but Katie was hammering that thing into her snatch like she was drilling for oil. I was kind of in between, getting in some quick thrusts then letting it slide up and down very deep and very slowly. Whatever I was doing it seemed to be working because all of sudden I let out a yelp and felt the first female orgasm of my life. 
 
    After that it's all kind of hazy because my brain sort of short circuited and all I could think about was how incredible I felt and how amazing it was that I just kept feeling that way. I was actually kind of exhausted by the time I was done, and I hadn't done anything but lay on my back on a bed the whole time. It was the damndest workout I had ever gotten. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER 5: 
 
      
 
    It was kind of strange turning back into my real self and going back to my normal life when the weekend was over. There was a sense of relief that the process worked and that I would indeed be a man again, yet there was some lingering feminine hangover too. I really liked the other three girls and the sort of relationship we were forming as females, but naturally that was pointless as we would only be those characters for as long as the initiation lasted, and even if we all became members we would never know who had been which girl. 
 
    It was also entirely possible that some of us would drop out along the way, or possibly even be dismissed for failing to comply with the requirements. I was pretty determined to see that I wasn't going to be one of those people, but who knows what might happen down the line. Slowly introducing us to womanhood was probably a stroke of genius. Just turning us female and dumping us into an orgy or something would probably have had us all racing for the door. 
 
    Then again I didn't really know anything about the other initiates. For all I knew some of them might have had fantasies about being a woman, or even had gay or bi-sexual experiences in the past. Some men are more overtly effeminate than others and perhaps this was actually a dream come true for somebody. 
 
    It was hard to imagine that personally because this seemed like just about the biggest sacrifice you could make to prove your sincerity, but the world is made up of all kinds of people and I knew that there were men who did get off on the idea of being a woman. To each his own, I suppose. As for me it was just a huge hurdle I had to get over in order to reach my ultimate goal. 
 
    The second weekend was less sex and more practical instruction on things like grooming and feminine hygiene. I'm sure it was all very useful but considerably less enjoyable than the previous session. We did spend more time out in public as we all went to a big shopping center and picked up some more clothes and accessories, and we also spent some time at the pool so that we could get used to wearing a bikini. 
 
    It's funny that I felt more exposed than I ever had in a bathing suit before, even though in the past I was always topless. The bikini is just so revealing and suggestive, especially the ones we had bought, and it was very strange to see the looks we got from all the men. A couple of guys came over and chatted us up a bit, but I honestly think that a lot of guys might have been a bit intimidated by four hot bikini babes all descending on the pool at once. I understood the feeling. It's hard to approach a really attractive woman because the odds of getting anywhere with her are usually not that great, and when they travel in packs it's really hard to try and single in on one of them. You have to just cast your line out there and hope that somebody bites. 
 
    Of course we did still have our dildos, and what we did in our room on our own time was our own business, so Monique and I, who was my roommate this time, put those little devils to good use. It was almost hotter watching her masturbate than it was to do myself, but I got the desired result either way. 
 
    Even though there wasn't as much of an emphasis on sex I found turning back into a man after the second weekend even harder than it had been the first time. Having gotten over the jitters of being out in public as a woman, and even showing off my body at the pool, I was beginning to feel quite comfortable being Ashley. It surprised me that it happened so quickly but it seemed to be happening to all of us so I guess there wasn't anything that strange about it. It's kind of fun to have a secret identity and be part of such a kinky project. It was so much easier to accept what I was doing because I knew that I wasn't doing it out of my own personal desire to be female. All that mattered was that I did it the way they wanted me to do it so that I could pass the test. Had I been doing it for some other reason I think I would have been uncomfortable with the idea that I was actually looking forward to the next opportunity to be a girl. 
 
    We weren't given any kind of a course layout or itinerary so when we all gathered for the third time and waited for Justine to tell us the plan we had no idea what was in store for us. She had us get naked and lie on the beds in pairs so we knew it was probably going to be another sex session, which got me a bit excited. I was planning on using my dildo again but fooling around with the other girls was a hell of a lot of fun so I looked forward to whatever was next. Then Justine sent a text message on her phone and we all just waited for a few minutes until there was a knock at the door. 
 
    That was a little freaky, since we were all naked, but Justine casually strolled over and opened the door. Four guys followed her into the room and I thought I was going to have a panic attack. I had never felt as exposed and vulnerable in my life. 
 
    "Ladies today we're moving on to something special," said Justine with a grin. "It's time for you to be with a man." 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER 6: 
 
      
 
    No introductions were made as each man went to stand at the foot of the bed in front of whichever girl was closest to him. They were all young, probably college age or a little older, and all reasonably attractive, as far as men went in that regard. They looked like the kind of guys who would have no trouble getting dates, even with the hotter girls around. 
 
    I felt myself shaking as Justine instructed the men to take off all their clothes. They didn't say a word as they silently undressed and left their clothing on the floor wherever they happened to be standing. As they stripped I noted that they were all pretty muscular and pretty well-hung, from the looks of it, although none of them were hard yet, which I found kind of surprising. Maybe they were just as embarrassed as I was to be naked around strangers in this totally weird situation. 
 
    "Aren't they a handsome bunch?" Justine commented, almost to herself once the boys were nude and standing at attention waiting for further instruction. "What we're going to do now is what I call a near fuck. No one is actually going to put their cock inside you but they're going to do everything just short of it. Are we ready to begin? Good. Gentlemen, mount your ladies." 
 
    My "gentleman" was kind of a cute guy with wavy curls of dark hair. "Mounting me" was pretty literal as he got up on the bed and straddled my torso. Then he took his prick in his hand and slowly started stroking himself. In no time at all his bad boy sprung to life and I could see that he was sporting a pretty serious boner. 
 
    Once he was hard he started rubbing his dick around my stomach. It wasn't the creepy, flesh-crawling experience I expected it to be and was in fact rather exciting. After a little of the tummy rub he grabbed my tits and I felt a tingle run down my back. It was a lot like the way I felt when Katie touched my boobs for the first time, but sort of different too. This was a man touching me. A naked man. A naked man with an erection. 
 
    Soon he inserted that erection in between my tits and began to rock his dick back and forth in my cleavage. As I looked down I could see the head of his cock popping up and getting dangerously close to my face and I was kind of mesmerized by the sight of it. That little slit in the tip, so innocent-looking but so full of power and pointed right at me. That made me nervous. The last thing in the world I wanted was for some dude to jack off while titty fucking me and shoot his goo all over me. 
 
    That went on for quite a while and I was impressed by his stamina so far. I probably would have popped my load pretty quick if the situation was reversed. Next he scooted up a little closer, so that he was on top of my chest, and I saw his prick moving towards my lips, which I clamped tightly shut. The guy just smiled and started rubbing the tip of his dick back and forth across my lips and then sort of all over my face. Then to my surprise he suddenly pulled his dick away and stuck a finger in my mouth. I was even more surprised to find that I started sucking on it immediately. 
 
    "I wish I could give you more," he whispered softly as he leaned down very close to me. 
 
    I just looked up at him and kept sucking. 
 
    I don't know what had gotten into me, aside from his finger. I had tried to keep my mouth shut as tight as possible but when he started to press his finger against my lips I just opened up and received him. Obviously I had no real desire to suck any part of his anatomy, especially his cock, but I was getting aroused by the way his hard dick felt against my soft skin and I guess it was an involuntary reaction. 
 
    Next I was flipped over and neatly positioned on all fours. I felt pretty small and helpless, which was a strange thing to feel. I didn't have that sensation at all with the other girls but this guy was obviously pretty strong and he had no trouble tossing me around like I was a pillow or something. 
 
    It felt really dirty to be on my hands and knees, especially with a naked man positioning himself right behind me. I loved fucking girls from behind because it gave me a real feeling of masculine power and I wondered for a moment what it would be like to be on the other end for a change. 
 
    My partner grabbed my butt cheeks and squeezed and spread them out. Then he got his cock right between my legs so that it was resting against my gash but nowhere near going inside it. Then he started to simulate the act of humping me and I kind of got into it, even if he wasn't really in me. My breathing got heavy and I felt myself thrusting in unison with him. I figured he'd have to cum at any moment but he just kept going until he suddenly pulled away and I felt his hand reaching for my pussy and rubbing it. 
 
    "Somebody's enjoying herself," he said with a chuckle as he reached around me and stuck his finger in my mouth again. 
 
    I started sucking it without hesitation and suddenly realized that I was tasting my own cum on his finger which really turned me on for some reason. This whole "near fuck" business was pretty damn hot, I had to admit. I knew the guy wasn't actually going to fuck me but there was always that little lingering sense that he just might let it slip in anyway. 
 
    What I was really getting from the experience was the sense that I was to play a very different role in bed from the one I was used to. I'd never thought of myself as a particularly intimidating or domineering man but looking at it from the female perspective I probably seemed that way sometimes without really thinking about it. A cock is a seriously aggressive beast, and when a man is bigger and stronger than a woman it's hard not to notice. 
 
    After a few more switches in position I basically ended up back where I started, flat on my back with my legs open wide. My guy took his still hard member and rubbed it up and down my slit very deeply. I could just feel the tip of his prick poking at the opening to my pussy but he never let it actually slide in. The feeling was pretty intense, and a bit like torture at this point. I knew from my dildo experience that I liked having something hard in my cunt and it would have been a relief if he had driven his rod into me, but that was not the plan and my gentleman friend followed his instructions to the letter. 
 
    When Justine announced that we were through with this exercise I could tell that all of us were pretty worked up. One by one the guys were excused to use the bathroom, where they undoubtedly finished what they had started. Once they were all done getting their much deserved relief they simply put their clothes on and departed. I didn't know whether they were members of the society or just some horny guys who got paid to do what they did and not ask any questions or volunteers or what. It all just added to the mystery. 
 
    After lunch we were given a test to see how much we remembered about applying cosmetics and I think I did pretty well when it was my turn to do my face. I just made sure not to rush it and not to go too heavy with the makeup. Justine seemed pleased, and I liked the way I looked. 
 
    That night my dildo got some serious action, and I'll admit that I let my mind stray to thoughts of my mystery man being the one inside me instead of the artificial substitute. It was a wonderful and terrible thing to be thinking about a real man that I had been fooling around with earlier in the day while I fucked myself senseless with the sex toy. I could still taste his finger in my mouth and wondered what his dick would taste like. I didn't even know his name but I fantasized about him long into the night before finally falling into a very deep and restful slumber. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER 7: 
 
      
 
    The next day I was actually excited when the guys were back for more. The dildo had taken away a lot of my anxiety about being penetrated, and the near fucking with a real guy helped ease my fear of being with a man sexually. The logical next step was to merge the two things and have a man penetrate me. 
 
    Apparently that was exactly what the plan called for as Justine paired us up once again with one of the guys. I didn't get the same dude as before, which disappointed me a little, especially since I had spent the whole night pretending that his dick was inside me, but my new stud was nothing to sneeze at either. He probably wasn't as cute facially but he was pretty darn ripped and if I felt like a pillow before I had a feeling I would feel more like a feather in this hunk's strong arms. 
 
    Now it may seem kind of weird that all of this sex stuff took place in one room with two beds and everyone able to see what everyone else was doing, but I pretty well knew that if we moved on to the next phase we would be getting boned in some pretty similar situations so I imagine they were trying to prepare us for that. We weren't being turned into women to have intimate candlelight dinners and romantic walks on the beach. We were going to be fuck toys so I figured it might as well start today. 
 
    My guy didn't hesitate once they were let off the leash and he pounced on me so quickly I was a little caught by surprise. He lay next to me, squeezing my boobs and pinching my nipples, before he got a hand between my legs and started feeling me up. Then he kissed me and the whole world seemed to turn upside down for a moment. That was even more of a surprise than the pouncing and it took a moment for me to realize that I had my tongue in another man's mouth. 
 
    As we kissed my hands grabbed his face while he continued to manipulate my snatch, getting me very aroused in the process. I had entered into this project resigned to the fact that I would have to have sex with a man, and then slowly I worked up to accepting the idea that it wouldn't be the worst thing in the world to do so, and now I was dripping with anticipation, almost desperate to feel his hardness inside me. 
 
    It just kind of happened without me really noticing that it was about to happen. As I said he was lying next to me and as we kissed I ended up kind of turning over on my side a bit. Without skipping a beat he pulled my upper leg over his own hip and a moment later I felt something big and hard and fleshy sliding up and down my slit, only this time it didn't avoid the entrance and slid right in with relative ease. 
 
    I shuddered with excitement for a moment and went right on kissing this stranger who was now in the process of taking my female virginity. I really should know his name, I thought, but then I stopped thinking any sort of logical thoughts and felt my brain going kind of mushy. 
 
    When we stopped kissing I started moaning and he went back to fondling my breasts, which just made me moan even harder. Katie was in the same bed with me but I was facing away from her, which gave me a good view of the other bed and the two fornicating couples in it. Monique was on her back with her long slinky legs wrapped around my dream lover from the day before while Hailey was getting it from the rear with her ass up and her head down. It was quite intriguing to watch other people fucking in person. It was sort of like porn, but way more visceral. 
 
    We fucked for quite a long time, moving through a number of position changes along the way. Then Justine had us girls get on our knees on the floor in front of our beds as the men stood in front of us and we were instructed to finish them orally. 
 
    The guys all looked so rugged and confident as they stood before us, their hard pricks in our faces. I had wondered whether blowjobs would be on the agenda today but we had fucked for such a long time without anyone sucking any cock that I thought that perhaps that would be a lesson for another day. 
 
    I was as ready as a straight man could be to put another man's cock in my mouth so I grabbed my guy's shaft, opened up, and let it in. I had actually practiced this a little with my dildo so I wasn't totally unprepared for the real thing. Even so it was a daunting task and I wondered whether we were supposed to try and make it last as long as possible, to show that we were capable of sustaining a man's pleasure, or get them off as quick as possible, to demonstrate that we were so good at sucking cock a man couldn't resist for long. 
 
    It didn't really matter either way, I suppose, because I had no real way of knowing what was expected so I just tried to put myself in my guy's place and give him the kind of BJ I would want to get when I was a man. That was actually a very helpful way of thinking about it I realized. Not just giving head, but as a bedroom technique in general. Since my role as a temporary woman was primarily to service the sexual desires of a variety of men I should probably think of myself as sort of a hooker or something, which I was in a way since I would be trading sexual favors for membership in an exclusive society instead of directly for cash. 
 
    That made me feel bold and kind of gave me a blueprint for how to proceed in the future. I knew what men liked and wanted, or at least what I did, so the closer I could get to being my perfect fuck the more likely it was that I would pass the test with flying colors. 
 
    Now I wish I could say that all four of the guys timed their ejaculations perfectly so that they all happened simultaneously but that just wasn't likely to happen no matter how good these men were at controlling their cocks. I don't remember the exact order but I think my guy started to cum second, and the moment he did any thoughts I might have had about what was going on around me went straight out the window. 
 
    I looked straight up at him with the best BJ eyes I could muster as he pumped shot after shot of his hot sticky cum into my mouth. I'd never really thought about how much semen I propelled during any one session but I'd never had it propelled in my mouth before so I sort of took note of the volume of his fluid. 
 
    The taste wasn't spectacular but it wasn't horrible either and the newness of the sensation sort of overrode any concerns about flavor. I had just sucked a man's cock, and now I was swallowing his cum. It was such a hot and kinky thing to be doing that I wasn't hung up on the details. 
 
    When the last balls had been drained the guys all put on their clothes and left, just as before, and then we were allowed to get up and get ready for lunch. I was actually pretty darn hungry, even after getting that sticky appetizer, and I think we all felt kind of proud of ourselves for going through with the big deed as we headed off to the hotel restaurant. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER 8: 
 
      
 
    There were a couple of more sessions before the decision day and then I waited nervously for the phone call that would tell me whether I was moving on or being let go. Fortunately I was invited to continue with the program and felt a wave of relief sweep over me, even though the next step was going to be far more demanding. 
 
    It would soon be the start of the summer break, and instead of turning female on weekends and going to a hotel for training sessions I would be living as a woman for three solid months in a house somewhere that the society would be providing for us. We wouldn't exactly be prisoners or slaves, in that we could come and go as we pleased, as long as we were always available whenever there was something arranged for us to do. Of course a member could always drop by our house and fuck whoever happened to be there anytime they liked, and it was strongly implied that it would be a good idea to be around for those impromptu visits as much as possible. That didn't really bother me because I couldn't imagine having any burning desire to go roaming around town as a girl any more than I had to. 
 
    We had been given a list of the things we should pack, sort of like a kid packing for summer camp, which I suppose this was in a way. Everyone who knew me well enough to be concerned about my whereabouts had been told that I would be backpacking in Europe for the summer so I had my alibi well in place. And if I ran into anyone I knew by chance they would have absolutely no idea that it was me inside the sexy female body. 
 
    I can't tell you exactly where the house was located for obvious security reasons other than to say that it was located in one of those East Coast summer retreats that are so popular with the rich and famous. Think of Cape Cod or Martha's Vineyard or something like that. The house itself was charming, had enough bedrooms that we wouldn't have to share a room, and had access to a private stretch of beach that was actually sort of a cove in a bit of a horseshoe shape. 
 
    I was delighted to be reunited with my gal pals again, although a little sad that Hailey hadn't made the cut for some reason. I honestly couldn't see any reason why she should have been excluded, but perhaps she decided to withdraw for her own personal reasons. Even though we had all bonded through this experience we never really talked much about our male feelings for the experience and we were strictly forbidden to talk about anything that might give away our true identity. Henry Lansdale wasn't supposed to exist when I was Ashley Randolph, the last name that had been assigned to me after I chose my own first name. 
 
    It wasn't just a "stage name" either as we actually had valid driver's licenses, social security cards, and even bank accounts in our female names. As I've mentioned before the members of this society were rather well-placed and powerful and pulling strings like that was probably a piece of cake for them. It also protected them. Should anything go wrong, God forbid, there was no way to trace us back to our actual identities. If we ended up in the hospital or in jail or something no red flags would go up and strings would undoubtedly be pulled anyway. It was one of the perks of being even this close to membership. 
 
    There was a housekeeper and a cook so we weren't required to do anything more than look pretty and put out whenever called upon. It seemed like a very cushy arrangement actually, even if it did mean having to have a lot of sex with strange men. 
 
    Justine was there, as always, to help us get settled in and to explain the rules, such as they were, but once she left we were basically on our own. If we were required to be somewhere or do something we would receive both a text message and an email so we needed to be checking our messages frequently, something that sort of reinforced my own self-image as a prostitute because I imagined that's what high class call girls did all the time. Well, if I was to be a whore for the next three months I would at least be doing it in style and comfort. 
 
    Justine fascinated me, not only because she was so attractive and competent, but because I wondered how she fit into the whole scheme of things. Maybe the society did have some female members these days, but I wondered how a woman would gain entrance, given the historical forced feminization practices of the initiation. Perhaps she was the wife of one of the members, or something like that. It really didn't matter, and I didn't even know whether I would ever see her again, but the mystery of her role always kind of tugged at my brain. 
 
    I also wondered how long it would be before we would be put use in our new capacity and I didn't have long to wait to find out. I got a message that I would have a visitor in two hours so I set about the task of making myself as attractive as I could. All of the girls received a similar message so it appeared that we were going to get broken in right away. I hadn't really expected that but maybe it was for the best, I thought. Might as well dive right in and get my feet wet...or more likely my pussy. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER 9: 
 
      
 
    "Don't you look like nice. But I think you're a little overdressed for this occasion. Why don't you slip out of that dress and let me have a better look at you?" 
 
    The man speaking was my appointed lover and he was a distinguished-looking fellow of about 50 or so, I would guess. I didn't recognize him, but that didn't mean he wasn't famous in some circles. He had introduced himself as "Dan," which may or may not have been his real name. 
 
    I had agonized over what to wear for the longest time before selecting the dress that I was now hastily removing. I felt a little disappointed about that but excited too. Nobody goes to a whore to admire their fashion. 
 
    "That's very nice," said Dan, who was sitting in a chair in my bedroom while I stood in front of him. "Now lose the bra." 
 
    I reached behind my back and unfastened the bra, trying my best to make it seem like a natural movement, even though I was still a little clumsy with the contraption. Once it was unhooked I pulled it off and tossed it aside. 
 
    "Beautiful. You've really got a nice pair, sweetie," Dan commented. "Now why don't you come over here and suck my cock like a good girl?" 
 
    Had I been born female I probably would be offended by this whole arrangement. Being treated like a sex doll. The submissive responses to every command. The patronizing tone of voice Dan used. Somehow it didn't really bother me. It felt sort of like a game. A type of role play, if you will. And as for submissiveness that didn't really bother me that much because I knew that these men were more powerful than I was and I aspired to be like them and this was what I had to do first to win their trust. Presumably Dan had been in this same situation and sucked some other guy's cock when he was being initiated. That made it a little easier to take. 
 
    Aside from the rational and logical arguments that I presented to myself I found that I was also really turned on by the whole thing. I could totally see why women went for strong and confident men. I always assumed it was just for the money, but Dan had a certain magnetism that drew me to him, even if he was old enough to be my father. 
 
    I dutifully came over to where he was seated and unfastened his pants. I smiled up at him once I got his cock out of his trousers. Then I began to stroke him to get him fully erect. 
 
    "Are you satisfied with the accommodations?" Dan asked as I continued to jerk him off. 
 
    "Oh, yes sir. The house is beautiful," I replied, calling him "sir" out of instinct rather than instruction. 
 
    "Good. I have a lot of pleasant memories in this house," Dan commented. 
 
    "Hopefully we'll add to that today," I said just before I went down on his thick knob. 
 
    I had been surprised to discover how much I enjoyed sucking cock, in my limited experience. I liked the feeling of control, for one thing. I could always back off and let my hands do most of the work if I wanted to, or I could really get in a good rhythm and use my mouth like another pussy. There was something terribly sexy about the thought of having a man's cock between my lips that I couldn't quite understand but definitely couldn't deny. 
 
    "Mmmm...that's very nice," Dan said softly as he leaned back and closed his eyes. 
 
    This was the first time I had been alone with a man and I wasn't quite used to the idea of conversation during sex yet. My previous experiences were all supervised in a group setting and no one really said much of anything unless Justine was commenting or giving instruction. It actually made things a little more intimidating for me. The group stuff seemed kind of like a lark, or a prank at a drunken frat party. Doing something embarrassing on a dare, or because you lost a bet. 
 
    This certainly wasn't like a date, but it was the first intimate man/woman experience of my life where I was the woman. I shuddered to think what most of my previous girlfriends would think if I ordered them to strip and come suck my cock. They'd probably throw a lamp at my head and storm out. Or maybe not. Maybe they'd be as turned on as I was and take off their clothes and get my prick in their mouth as quickly as possible. I'd heard that some women really got off on being used roughly by aggressive men but I never could understand why. Now I was beginning to get a clue. 
 
    "You're a good little cocksucker, aren't you?" said Dan, his eyes still closed. "Justine has taught you very well, but then she's a damn fine cocksucker herself." 
 
    That was an interesting tidbit of information. Perhaps my theory that Justine was some kind of a madam or a high class hooker was correct. Or perhaps she was actually a member of the society and Dan had dated her or something, although it didn't quite sound like he was talking about an old flame. Hell, she might be his wife for all I knew. 
 
    "Well, that's about enough of that," Dan suddenly announced. "You're going to make me shoot my load too fast if we keep going like this and I definitely want to get into that tight little pussy of yours." 
 
    "I want that too," I found myself inadvertently blurting out as I pulled Dan's dick from my mouth. 
 
    "Do you now?" Dan said with a chuckle. "Somehow that doesn't surprise me. Take a seat and let's get this ball rolling." 
 
    He remained in the chair and patted his legs, indicating where I was to take a seat, although that was pretty obvious by this point. I slipped out of my panties stood between his legs right in front of the chair. 
 
    "Which way do you want me?" I asked. 
 
    "You decide," he replied. 
 
    Although it was a little harder to manage the position I decided that I wanted to face him as I rode his cock. I'm not sure exactly why, but I had gotten kind of a kick out of seeing his content expression as I blew him and I sort of wanted to look in his eyes as my pussy slid down onto his throbbing member. It would also give him access to my boobs, should he wish to enjoy them. 
 
    I straddled his torso, sort of resting my legs on the arms of the chair, and then tried to lower myself down onto his pole. It wasn't as easy as I thought it would be and his cock kept slipping. 
 
    "Here, let me help," said Dan as he grabbed the base of his shaft and held it rigid while I once again tried to get him inside me.  
 
    That seemed to do the trick and I felt his cock going right where it was supposed to go. 
 
    "Oh, yeah," I said almost to myself. 
 
    It was both a comment on the relief of having finally mounted him successfully and the little rush I always seemed to get when a cock or a dildo first penetrated me. I was really beginning to enjoy that sensation, despite my initial reservations. That probably was something that real girls felt when they were first becoming sexually active, I figured, and not just a byproduct of my true masculine underpinnings. 
 
    As I rode him I put my hands on his shoulders and we started to kiss. His hands were cupping my butt and my titties were pressed up against his chest. We stayed like that for a while and then I felt a finger slipping into my asshole. As I bounced on his dick I was also getting anal stimulation and I found that quite intoxicating. We had done some ass fucking as part of our training, and I knew that all of my holes were supposed to be available to the men as they pleased, but I hadn't experienced this dual sensation yet, or perhaps it was a triple threat as I had his tongue in my mouth, his cock up my snatch, and his finger in my ass. 
 
    "Oh, my God! That feels so fucking good," I whimpered once I had freed my lips for a moment of air. 
 
    "You're certainly a live one I must say," Dan chuckled again. "I'm going to have to keep an eye on you." 
 
    Eventually he took his hands off my ass and grabbed my boobs, which were bouncing quite merrily as I rode him harder and faster. I had a feeling that he'd go for the tits at some point. Men just can't help themselves when it comes to a nice rack. 
 
    I had cum pretty hard and was getting a little wild with my gyrations which seemed to put Dan over the edge as well as shortly after he began groping my jugs I felt him erupting inside me. The look on his face was priceless. I'd never thought about what a man looked like when he was having an orgasm but it was really quite interesting to watch. His whole expression changed and if you only saw his face you might think he was in terribly agony but I knew he was actually experiencing blissfully relief. 
 
    "Why don't you hop off and lick me clean," Dan said after he had finished giving me every drop of his jizz. 
 
    I carefully climbed off of his now fading erection and got between his legs. His cock was gleaming with wetness and kind of sticky but I lapped up every bit of his cream that I could get. Then we were done and Dan was zipping up his pants. It had been the total whore experience except that he didn't leave any money for me on the night table. That was okay. I was playing for much higher stakes anyway. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER 10: 
 
      
 
    All of my roommates were attractive, and I certainly liked all of them, but Katie was probably the most fun to hang out with and the one I was most interested in fucking. I had absolutely no idea whether any of the other girls had fooled around with each other outside of the training sessions, although I sort of had a suspicion that Hailey and Monique might have been getting it on. Maybe that's why Hailey wasn't here anymore, I considered. No one had said that we couldn't have sex with each other but perhaps Hailey just couldn't get into the idea of being with men. 
 
    Thinking thoughts like that probably wasn't too healthy for my state of manhood because it implied that a more staunchly heterosexual male would never go along with this plan no matter what rewards might be in store for successfully doing so. I'd never questioned my sexuality before but it was getting harder not to each time I was with a man. Dan seemed to think that I was noticeably horny and enthusiastic, which was probably good if I wanted to impress people with my dedication to membership, but a little disconcerting if it meant that I was some kind of queer who got off on screwing men more than a real man should. 
 
    Perhaps it was crazy to be worrying about the fact that the torture I had been willing to endure was turning out to be far more pleasurable than I could ever have imagined. I wasn't really this Ashley Randolph character, no matter what it said on my driver's license. Three months from now she would cease to exist and I'd be back to my old self. Whatever I did now was pretty irrelevant when there was no future for this character I was portraying. It seemed like one of those making lemonade when life gave you lemons sort of scenarios and so far the lemonade had been pretty sweet. 
 
    Getting back to Katie, for a moment, I loved the way she paraded around the house wearing virtually nothing or something very revealing most of the time. She had these really short tank tops that barely covered her nipples and she always wore them with no bra. Monique, on the other hand, seemed to always be stylishly dressed, even with her casual attire. She just had the vibe of success about her and I could easily imagine that she would be just as stylish someday as a male member of the club, wearing perfectly tailored suits and making important business deals, in whatever line of business he happened to be in. 
 
    Monique also seemed to be very popular and had a number of callers. I suppose we all did, but Monique's social calendar was just a bit more full than ours. That left Katie and I free to go down to the private beach one sunny afternoon. 
 
    We had walked down there in bikinis but as soon as we hit the beach Katie pulled her top off and tossed it aside. 
 
    "What are you doing?" I asked rather dumbly since it was obvious that she was planning to sunbathe topless. 
 
    "It's a private beach, isn't it? Who cares if we go topless?" Katie replied with a grin. 
 
    I shrugged and pulled my top off as well. I was suddenly reminded of our very first day as females. Katie and I had been just like this exploring our bare tits for the first time. It had been random chance that we were standing next to each other that day. That seemed like such a long time ago now. 
 
    We spread out our blankets and stretched out to enjoy the sunshine. We chatted a little, but about nothing too memorable or important. 
 
    "Fuck it. I don't want tan lines anywhere," Katie announced as she pulled the bottoms off. "Going to join me?" 
 
    I shrugged again and took of my bikini briefs. It felt very strange to be totally naked out in the open, but there was little chance that anyone was likely to see us, and even if they did it was our beach and I didn't really care one way or the other if someone saw me nude at this point. 
 
    "You know, you're really beautiful as a woman," Katie commented casually as we kicked back and watched the surf roll in and out. 
 
    "So are you," I replied honestly. 
 
    "Yeah, I guess so. I've sure got perky tits," said Katie as she looked down and gave her globes a little jiggle. "Awful heavy though. They're probably a little too big for my body. But yours are just about perfect." 
 
    "Oh, I don't know about that," I said modestly. 
 
    "Well I think they are," said Katie as she leaned over and started sucking on one of my nipples. 
 
    I reached down and started to finger her pussy while she continued to play with my tits. The sound of the waves crashing on the rocks, and the warmth of the sun beating down on our bare bodies made the whole thing all the more sensual. 
 
    "Do you like fucking men?" I asked softly. 
 
    "It's okay. I can take it or leave it," Katie replied. "Just a means to an end, right?" 
 
    "Right," I replied, not sure if I agreed with the sentiment. 
 
    Katie slid down and spread my legs open and a moment later she was working my snatch brilliantly. I was terribly turned on by Katie but a little shaken by the idea that maybe I was the only one who really enjoyed being with men. When I felt myself getting aroused by the sight of Katie's naked body it ironically started to reinforce my manhood, because I knew that I still got turned on by girls, but I honestly couldn't say for certain whether I preferred being with a woman when I was in this body. There was just something about a cock, and the man who put it in me, that really got my juices flowing. 
 
    Of course at that moment my juices were literally flowing down below, and Katie was lapping them up. Suddenly I thought it would be really awesome if some hot guy just happened along and I was sucking his big cock while Katie licked at my gash. It seemed pretty obvious to me that Ashley was bi-sexual, but I couldn't say what that might mean to Henry. 
 
    Somehow thinking of myself as a bi-sexual woman seemed more appealing than thinking of myself as a bi-sexual man, although that was kind of flawed reasoning. Taking a big thick cock up my ass would probably feel pretty much the same either way but I was beginning to find that thinking of myself as a woman in any number of situations was actually more appealing. 
 
    How would you possibly know that if you didn't have the chance to try out being both genders? I guess some people just know from an early age, or somewhere along the line, that they really belonged in a different body, but I had never had those thoughts or urges. I thought being a man was pretty cool, and rather smugly appreciated the apparent advantages, although now I had all kinds of doubts and questions creeping into my mind. 
 
    Katie and I enjoyed our lesbian fuck-fest on the beach until her phone went off and her sweet little pussy was required for fucking elsewhere. Not long after that my phone went off and it was time for me to swing from clit to cock. All things considered it was shaping up to be a fine day. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER 11: 
 
      
 
    Our first party was something I was really looking forward to, but also a bit nervous about. We wouldn't be the only girls there and I was afraid that we might have trouble blending in with actual women. Justine had helped us pick out our dresses and made sure that our makeup was up to snuff, and reminded us that just about anything could happen at one of these gatherings. 
 
    Recruiting of new members to the society apparently always took place in college, and many of the functions were primarily attended by members who were still in school. The bigger parties, however, were frequented by any number of members of all ages. I was kind of excited to see if anyone famous showed up, and also interested to see what was in store for me on the other side if I made it to membership status. 
 
    Justine was apparently also going to the shindig and she looked fucking stunning. We all piled in a limo that was sent for us and off we went into the night. The tinted windows made it pretty impossible to see where we were going exactly, which I'm sure was the idea, but when the car finally arrived at its destination we found ourselves at the front door of a mansion that looked like it had probably been built by some business tycoon back in the early 20th century, or possibly before. 
 
    It was a very elegant gathering with the men all in tuxedos or very nice suits and the women in attractive evening attire. I had a very tight gold dress that sort of shimmered, which was extremely low cut in the bust, and slit way up the side on the left leg. It definitely showcased the merchandise I thought. 
 
    I obviously can't name names but there were quite a few famous people there. There were celebrities from the entertainment industry, corporate billionaires, and quite a few politicians I noted. No wonder it was so easy to get fake identification. 
 
    We mingled and made small talk and drank, just like at any party, but pretty soon the difference became apparent as people were beginning to engage in sex pretty much everywhere. I had noticed some people going upstairs to what I assumed was a more private setting, but the public sex seemed to be far more popular. 
 
    That's when I noticed Justine lying on her back on a table with her head hung over the side and a big cock stuffed in her mouth. She had hiked up her dress and was fingering herself while she gave head to a guy in his 40's that I didn't recognize from anywhere. This was obviously how Dan knew that she was a "damn fine cocksucker" and I had to agree with his assessment as I watched her in action. 
 
    I wondered if I would ever fuck Justine someday if I became a member. That sounded absolutely incredible, but first I had to pay my dues and soon I was in the arms of an actor I had seen many times on TV and in the movies. He played cops a lot, or bounty hunters or something like that, and had the rugged good looks for those parts. He was actually even better looking in person, which I thought was kind of strange because I'd always heard that celebrities needed a lot of makeup and lighting to look as great as they did. 
 
    Fred, as I'll call him since that was a character I knew he played on a TV show I used to watch sometimes, was getting busy with his hands as we kissed. He was squeezing my butt pretty aggressively and then I felt him unzipping my dress right there in the main room. He pulled down the top of my dress and my bare boobs popped out as the gown was too low cut to wear a bra. It felt a little funny to be exposed in public with a big crowd around, but it was also really kinky and I was hardly the only one showing off their skin by that time. 
 
    "Nice titties, honey...and real. God how I hate fake tits," said Fred as he toyed with my bosom. "That's all you ever get in Hollywood." 
 
    Rich people problems I thought. I would have gladly fucked movie star pussy no matter how much silicone was involved. 
 
    "Do you like girls?" he suddenly asked. 
 
    "Love 'em," I replied with a grin. 
 
    "Good. I feel like a little three-way action. Who do you fancy?" he asked. 
 
    I looked around the room and noticed that Justine had finished her BJ and was now sitting on the edge of the table drinking a glass of champagne. I pointed her out and Fred smiled broadly. 
 
    "Good choice," he said as he took my hand and we walked over to where Justine was perched. 
 
    "Hey, baby, my friend here was hoping you'd want to party with us," Fred said casually. 
 
    "Is that right?" Justine replied giving me a sly look. "I'm always up for that kind of a party." 
 
    Justine had already removed her panties while she was masturbating during the blowjob so now she just opened her legs and pulled them back so that her feet were resting on the edge of the table. I still had my dress on, the top part hanging from my waist, as I bent over and got my head between Justine's legs. She was quite wet and warmed up already, which was quite tasty. 
 
    It was kind of a dream come true to be going down on my mentor and I almost forgot about Fred until I felt the bottom part of my dress being pulled up in a bunch around my hips and my panties being yanked to the side. A moment later Fred slid his hard cock into my pussy and I felt like I must be the happiest girl in the world. 
 
    With Fred hammering at my backdoor it was a little difficult to give Justine's pussy the careful attention it deserved but I tried to do the best I could and she seemed to be enjoying it. I sort of figured that the only way I'd ever be getting it on with Justine was if I became a member and had a chance to do her when I was a man but this way was so awesome I found it hard to believe that anything could top it. 
 
    "Teacher's pet," I heard Katie whisper in my ear. 
 
    I have no idea how long she had been standing there watching us but I felt her kiss my neck and pinch my nipples before she withdrew. With my face wedged in between Justine's legs I really could look around or say anything but it gave me a kick to know that Katie had seen me like this. 
 
    I wondered how much Fred knew. Did he know that I was an initiate and that Justine was my instructor or did he just think I was some other whore hired for the evening like a lot of the other women here probably were. Then it struck me that if Fred was a member he must have gone through what I was going through right now. Mr. Macho Movie Star must have had tits and a pussy and sucked cock like I did. That was really hard to picture, especially while his prick was stuffing my gash so sublimely. 
 
    On the other hand maybe membership wasn't required at this party and he was just a guest who had no idea of the inner workings of the society. That seemed entirely possible since the idea of a club like this was to network and make contacts. 
 
    As Fred continued to split my slit, and I continued to lap at Justine's snatch, I felt like I was going into some kind of a mental zone where I was hyper aware of everything that was going on. It was like my senses had kicked into a higher gear. And then I started to cum and everything changed immediately. I felt wobbly on my legs and my head began to swim and all I knew was that my body was freaking out with pleasure. 
 
    "Oh, my God, oh, my God, oh, my God!" I kept crying over and over, unable to keep my mouth on Justine's wet pussy. 
 
    "That's all right, honey, you just let it all out," said Justine softly as she began to stroke my hair. 
 
    "Oh, fuck...that's it...that's it....oh...oh...oh, fuck me," I wailed. 
 
    "Jesus, you're little friend gets pretty excited," Fred chuckled to Justine. "I don't think I've ever seen a girl cum that hard." 
 
    "Well I bet you'll be cumming pretty hard yourself soon stud," Justine replied. 
 
    "You'd win that bet baby because I really need to pop!" Fred sort of groaned cheerfully. 
 
    He was right about that and when the big moment came Justine and I were ready for it, down on our knees in front of him, our mouths wide open and our tongues sticking out. I got the first few squirts and then Justine got to drain him. Right after he had finished Justine grabbed my face and gave me a huge wet kiss. She still had a lot of Fred's cum in her mouth and it made its way into mine, which I thought was deliciously wicked. 
 
    "That was damn fun," said Fred as he tucked his dick away and fastened his trousers. "You ladies enjoy the rest of the party. Maybe we'll hook up again later." 
 
    I didn't know whether he meant later tonight or later down the road but I would happily hook up with him again anytime at all, with or without Justine. Getting fucked by somebody famous is surprisingly good fun. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER 12: 
 
      
 
    I didn't fuck Fred again that night but I did plenty of fucking and sucking none the less. It actually turned into an all-nighter and I finally woke up in a pile of bodies, buck naked and sore all over, especially my ass which had gotten a lot of use the night before. 
 
    Someone had managed to retrieve and organize our clothing, which was no easy task since things were sort of lost along the way, but after a bit of sorting things out we finally all got dressed and piled back into the limo for the trip home. 
 
    I hadn't fucked Justine again either, somewhat to my disappointment, and she played it very cool so I didn't try to say anything or touch her hand or something like that. She may have fucked everybody in the car for all I knew. All I really did know was that the party had been the most fun I had ever had in my life. 
 
    Back at the house it was breakfast, bath, and back in bed for a little catnap. Being an up-for-grabs slut at an all night orgy really takes a lot out of a girl. 
 
    I suppose it was my male brain that didn't find anything terribly wrong about the idea of a male-dominated gathering where all of the women were just party favors. Presumably all the ladies got paid, or were doing it like me for their own purposes. And besides that I found it exciting to be grabbed and groped and fucked at random. Some of the fucking was better than others but there was so much of it to go around that it really didn't matter. If you went on a date with someone who turned out to be a lousy lay you were often kind of stuck with the situation. This was just a revolving door of cock and pussy and if you didn't like the first one that came along you'd probably like something else down the line. 
 
    Ironically I would say that most of the men had treated me pretty well. They were generally respectful and usually asked first before sticking their dick up my ass or something. A couple of them got a bit more aggressively alpha male with me, but they usually turned out to be the best fucks. 
 
    "So you and the mysterious Ms. Justine were getting busy last night," Katie commented when we were finally awake and stirring. "I'll bet that was a treat. I've wanted to nail her from the moment I laid eyes on her. Of course I had a dick then but you seemed to be doing fine without one." 
 
    "I find that's often the case," I joked. 
 
    "Just be careful that you don't really get too carried away with this whole female business. It's just until the end of summer, you know," Katie cautioned. 
 
    "Yeah, but that's still a long way off and I've got plenty of time to get it all out of my system," I pointed out. "You've got to admit it's a totally unique opportunity." 
 
    "It's unique all right, but I just kept thinking that man, if I make it to the other side then all of this pussy is going to be available to me," said Katie with a grin. "That's a pretty great incentive." 
 
    It's funny, but I didn't really have those thoughts very much while at the party. Of course it crossed my mind, but I was really caught up in the buzz of being on the menu instead of the one doing the ordering. I was just so perfectly crafted for sex. Trained for it by a real expert. Good at it too, as far as I could tell. Maybe even really good at it. I got so many more compliments as a woman for just about everything that it was hard not to go to my head. Men seemed to really like me, and a fair number of women too, although you could kind of feel a competitive vibe in the room from some of the women. 
 
    I understood the theoretical concepts of business and marketing and promotions, but when the commodity you're promoting is basically your own body and sex appeal it's hard not to feel that edge of competition. I was naturally ambitious and liked to succeed. If my job at the moment was to be a party girl then I wanted to be the life of the party. I don't think I'd say that I accomplished that, but I think I held my own pretty well. I may have been basically just a piece of meat but I still managed to get the former Governor of Maryland to refill my glass whenever it went dry and he ended up sucking on my toes while I sipped champagne. 
 
    I wasn't ready to push the panic button yet but I knew that there was some truth in Katie's warning and that I was playing kind of a dangerous game. I wanted to join this club because I dreamed of being one of those men who was a real mover and shaker, but instead I was finding out how much I enjoyed moving my ass and shaking my tits for the benefit of those very same men I once dreamed of emulating. Still dreamed of emulating, I quickly corrected myself, although that dream was getting a little hazy sometimes. 
 
    I couldn't help it if I liked being a woman. Being pretty actually took some work, especially when it came to choosing the right clothes to wear, and I found the challenge of that stimulating rather than a hassle. I could spend hours just browsing through the racks at a chic little fashion boutique looking for just the right thing that would go well with my eyes and my coloring, or show off some especially juicy part of my body that I wanted men to stare at helplessly. 
 
    As a man I had never been terribly vain about my appearance. I liked to look nice, but there was nothing special about my looks. Since I had been turned into such a hot woman it was kind of hard not to notice how attractive I was, and that made me incredibly happy and confident. I liked feeling pretty. I liked flaunting my tits. Ironically, instead of being the totally humiliating experience I had anticipated it was turning out to be the biggest ego boost of my life. 
 
    I realized that men and women are both kind of vulnerable when it comes to sex but it just happens in different stages and ways. When a strong man had you pinned to the bed with his big dick stuck inside you there was no way that you weren't going to feel a bit helpless, but men were so easily aroused, and thought with their dicks so often that I knew just how to get into their heads with barely no effort at all. That was a pretty powerful weapon I thought. No matter how rich and successful a man might be his self-control tended to go right out the window as soon as he got an erection. 
 
    Justine hadn't really taught us much of anything about the art of seduction because it was basically unnecessary. A guy showed up at the door wanting to rail some pussy and we dropped our panties and had at it. But I seemed to have some instinctive flair for being a temptress that I wasn't really aware of at first. For one thing I was really a flirt. Whenever we went anywhere, or I went somewhere on my own, if there was a reasonably cute guy around I would inevitably end up chatting him up and getting his blood pumping. It just all made sense to me. The laughing at his corny jokes. The compliments for whatever the hell he was bragging about. The little touches here and there where my hand kind of brushed against his or rested on his chest for a moment. Maybe it was just my ego but I felt like I could be a real man eater if I wanted to. 
 
    But why in the hell would I want to? I had good grades and a good family name and in a few months I might have great contacts in whatever field of endeavor I ultimately chose to pursue. How would knowing how to be a slutty vixen possibly be of any help to me in the long run? 
 
    As long as I stay focused on the big picture and kept my head in the game everything would work out all right I figured. Fun is fun, and being Ashley was a hell of a lot of fun, but it was just a summer lark. This body was totally disposable. Once I was done with it I would toss it aside and never give it another thought. Hopefully. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER 13: 
 
      
 
    "How do you like this place?" my dinner date asked as we dined at a quaint little seafood restaurant on the waterfront. 
 
    "It's charming," I replied. "The view is spectacular and the food is divine." 
 
    "Glad you like it." 
 
    His name, for the sake of this story, was Travis Buckner, and he was not that much older than I was, yet he had already made a small fortune in the tech industry. Not exactly one of those computer geeks who sells some web page or something, but an actual innovator, who also had a savvy eye for good investments. 
 
    He was also handsome, charming, and a fantastic lay, which I had discovered from the first time we had hooked up. That was just one of those out of the blue messages and I didn't think that much about it until he called me back later and asked me out on a proper date. 
 
    "I'm delighted to be here with you but I'm also a little curious. Why buy the cow when you can get the milk for free?"I said with a smile. 
 
    "That's an amusing way of putting it, but I see your point," he chuckled. 
 
    "I mean you've already fucked me, and you know that you can fuck me whenever you want, any way that you want. Yet here you are, all dressed up, wining and dining me like a high school kid trying to impress the varsity cheerleader or something." 
 
    "Maybe I prefer a little more intimacy. I'll admit that when I came over the first time I just wanted to get my rocks off, but there was something kind of special about you and I thought I might like to get to know you better. I'd rather have you go to bed with me because it's something you really want, rather than something you feel that you have to do," Travis explained. 
 
    It would be easy to be smitten by a guy like this, but I had to be careful. I was walking through an emotional mine field and the only thing I wanted blowing up in my face was thick ropes of his sticky jizz. 
 
    What made it even odder to me was that Travis must have known what I really was. Surely all the members did, but maybe they didn't for all I knew. Maybe they had houses full of girls set up all over the place and never knew for sure if they were banging an actual woman or a prospective member of the club. That would actually make some sense, but then that would suggest that these other women were some kind of prostitute, so again why would he be wasting his time on a date when the sex was already paid for? 
 
    I tried using my male brain to puzzle it out and it sort of made sense to me. The thrill of the chase was always appealing, even if it was basically just an illusion. It's not as much fun if you don't feel like the woman is really into it, even if you get your rocks off in the end. Of course that certainly wasn't the issue here because I had loved getting fucked by Travis the first time and I'm sure it showed. I could be kind of a noisy little bitch when I was really getting off hard, which seemed to be quite often the case. 
 
    "Do you like boats?" Travis asked, breaking my train of inner thought. 
 
    "I don't have much experience with them I'm afraid," I replied. 
 
    "Perhaps you'd like to go on a little harbor cruise sometime," Travis suggested. 
 
    "That's sounds lovely." 
 
    Was this guy for real? If he had ordered me to crawl under the table and suck his big hard cock before desert I'm sure I would have done it. Hell, I was tempted to do it anyway just for kicks. He was rich, handsome, and charming, and could have any woman he wanted. Why would he be wasting his time with someone he must have known was really a man or possibly a whore? 
 
    "I could show you my boat after we eat, if you like. It's that one right over there," said Travis pointing to a vintage sailing yacht that was hard to miss. 
 
    "Jesus, that's some rowboat you've got there," I joked. 
 
    "It used to belong to FDR," he replied casually. "I've made some modifications but I think it still holds its period charm." 
 
    So after dinner we strolled over to his yacht and he gave me the grand tour. The thing was elegant, but very traditional in its decor. The modifications were mostly things like modern navigational tools. 
 
    The setting was quite romantic with the cool breeze of the evening gently blowing and the lights of the harbor twinkling from the shops and restaurants on shore as well as the boats that were moored there. 
 
    Then I was in his arms kissing and felt what any real woman probably would have felt under those circumstances. I was caught up in the moment and losing track of my real identity. I was just a college girl on a really great date with a hot guy, who also happened to be rich. My pulse was racing and I felt a kind of electric energy running all the way down to my toes. 
 
    "Are you in a hurry to get home?" he suddenly asked. 
 
    I shook my head no with a smile and we resumed kissing. He was a good kisser, I noted. Very good actually. It was the kind of kissing where you were glad that he had a good grip on you because your legs were turning to Jell-O. 
 
    I knew we were going to fuck, at least I assumed that we were, but this whole date business put kind of a different spin on it. I had the impression that if I said I just wanted to go home he would take me there and there probably would be no negative ramifications. That made me feel more in control of my own body for the first time since I became a woman. 
 
    "You don't have to do anything that you don't want to do," he whispered in my ear, as if reading my thoughts. 
 
    "Well, I really want you to fuck me so unless you've got some more sinister plan I can't imagine objecting to just about anything," I teased in reply. 
 
    We went down to the master bedroom and started kissing again. Soon I was out of my dress and down to just my panties and stockings. Then Travis was down to just his shorts and we were making out on the bed. 
 
    I realized that this was probably the longest foreplay I had yet experienced as a woman and I really liked it. Travis majorly turned me on so it wasn't like I needed a lot of warm up to get aroused but this slower buildup was quite exquisite. 
 
    Travis handled my boobs well. He seemed to have a good instinct for what was the right amount of rough handling without actually making me uncomfortable and his nipple sucking was superb. I almost laughed when I thought about the joke I made about buying the cow when you could get the milk for free. If I had any milk in my breasts I'm sure he could squeeze it all out of there with no trouble. That made me think about milking him, because I knew he had some cream I could drain so I crawled down and got between his legs. 
 
    Pulling off his shorts I got that delightful jack-in-the-box effect of his hard cock popping out to greet me. Sometimes it was fun to stroke a guy into hardness and feel him growing bigger in my hand but it was also a thrill to see a fine manly pole like his already rock hard and twitching with anticipation. 
 
    I was anxious to get that big slab of man steak into my mouth as quickly as possible but I decided to try and be patient and continue the simmering foreplay. I stuck out my tongue, and starting at his balls, slowly dragged it up the bottom of his shaft. When I got to the top I capped him off like an oil rig by putting the whole head of his prick in my mouth, but just briefly. Then it was back down to the balls and slowly sliding back up again. 
 
    The way Travis was moaning I could tell that it was doing the trick so I decided to torture him as long as I thought he could stand it before taking hold of that yummy cocksickle and letting it slide as deep down my throat as I could stand. 
 
    It wasn't long before the oil rig popped its cap and started gushing. Or I could say that I was finally milking the cow, if I wanted to mix my metaphors. Either way I was getting a healthy dose of cum, which I happily received. Once I had gotten used to the taste of a man's sperm it didn't bother me in the slightest. In fact I sort of got off on it. Each guy tasted a little different, but it was all a clear sign that I had worked my magic on him and that he was responding the only way he possibly could at that sublime moment of relief. 
 
    I got out of my moist panties and Travis began to finger me up as we cuddled and necked and explored each other's bodies. I desperately needed his cock in my pussy but it didn't look like he was in any hurry to kick me out so I figured we'd get around to it in due time. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER 14: 
 
      
 
    We did indeed make love long into the night and when I woke in his arms the next morning I realized it was the first time I had spent the night with a man, aside from the party where everyone just kind of passed out wherever they were. It was a warm and wonderful feeling and he was already awake and smiling at me as I regained consciousness. 
 
    "Good morning," he said cheerfully. 
 
    "Morning," I replied groggily as I wiped the sleep from my eyes. 
 
    "I made some coffee if you're interested." 
 
    "You made it?" I asked skeptically. 
 
    "Yes. If we were sailing somewhere there'd be a crew but I thought we might want the privacy last night. Unfortunately that means no cook to make breakfast, but we can always stroll over to one of the cafes on the docks if you're hungry. I'm afraid my skill in the kitchen pretty much ends at coffee and cheese sandwiches. 
 
    "That's about my skill level too I'm afraid, although I can toss something in a microwave," I said with a laugh. "Sorry if that shatters any of your ideas about my domestic skills." 
 
    "It never entered my mind. I pay people to do that sort of stuff," he said casually. 
 
    I wondered if he thought I was being paid to do the other kind of stuff that we did last night. He sure wasn't treating me like a whore, even if I fucked like one and had the dirty mouth to go with it. 
 
    The coffee hit the spot and started to make me feel more human again. It was very cozy sitting around in one of his bathrobes sipping coffee and chatting away. If I were a real woman on a real date I'd probably be pretty darn happy right now. I guess I still was, but there was the sense of reality always nagging at the back of my brain. Voices telling me to be careful and to not let this go to my head. He was a man, and I was really a man, and we both wanted the same things out of life, which was why we sought membership in this particular society from the beginning. 
 
    Travis must have done his girly time, but it was just so hard for me to look at a man like that and imagine it. Hopefully someday some new initiate would look at me the same way and wonder what I was like when I was a woman for the summer. If they only knew, I thought. They'd probably be more like Katie and just doing the time to get their reward. It took a special kind of crazy to embrace being a totally wanton slut like me. 
 
    We finally got dressed and went for breakfast, and then took a little stroll along the wharf. Travis insisted on buying me a lovely necklace that I was admiring while we window shopped and I let him. It just seemed like a completely natural thing to do and I knew he could certainly afford it. 
 
    Afterwards he told me that he had some business to tend to so he drove me home. He insisted that he would call again and reminded me of his offer to go sailing. I had no idea how long he wanted to string this game out but I was all for it if he got a kick out of it. 
 
    In the meantime life went on pretty much as usual. There were guys to fuck, and girls too whenever Katie was up for it and we had the time, and plenty of other girl stuff to keep us occupied. It was really a hell of a summer vacation when you got right down to it, even if that wasn't exactly the primary purpose of the exercise. 
 
    When Travis called for me again I was a little embarrassed to tell him that I already had someone booked for that evening but he seemed to take it stride and offered to take me out the following night. Now I really did feel like a whore having to juggle clients around my busy fuck schedule, but what else could I do? I couldn't help it if I was popular. 
 
    Our next couple of dates were pretty similar to the first one; dinner, maybe drinks, maybe strolling around the village, then incredibly great sex. The next day I'd be back home and lining up cocks to service. It was kind of a strange routine because Travis was definitely treating me like a girlfriend, yet he obviously knew all about my arrangement as an on call girl for the society, whether he knew I was an initiate or not. 
 
    With about a month to go in my tour of duty there was another big party that we were to attend. Travis obviously knew all about it but I wasn't sure if he was going to attend. I sort of hated the idea of him seeing me passed around and fucked senseless like a rag doll, but that was my duty, and he must have known that. Of course it was silly to worry about something like that at all, because no matter how much Travis may have acted like a boyfriend that was something I was just never destined to have. 
 
    Maybe if he saw what a slut I was in person that would cool his jets or bring him back down to earth about who I really was, and that was kind of a sad thought because I enjoyed being with him so much, but it might be the best thing for all parties concerned. 
 
    So I fixed myself up in my wickedest party best, climbed in the limo, and headed off for another orgy. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER 15: 
 
      
 
    The party was held at the same estate as before but it appeared that there were quite a few more guests this time. The place was already buzzing with sexual activity as we walked in the front door. We were actually invited to strip down at the door so I never even got a chance to show off my new party dress. Instead I strolled proudly into the main room wearing nothing but high heels, stockings, and a garter belt, plus my jewelry. 
 
    Despite the action going on the sight of four hot new pieces of ass entering the room did attract some attention. I was probably one of the least important people in that gathering but it gave me thrill to know that I was turning so many heads, as if a celebrity had just walked in. 
 
    I recognized a number of people from the previous party, or from having fucked them at home, or because they were just that famous but I didn't spot Travis in the crowd. He could have been anywhere on the sprawling property, but I relaxed a little and that made it easier to just whore myself out with reckless abandon. 
 
    A short balding man with a large penis grabbed Katie right away. They made an amusing couple since her smallness made her tits look bigger, and his smallness made his dick look bigger but they were both well-enough endowed without the optical illusion so hopefully they were in for a good time. 
 
    I actually just sort of mingled for a while, enjoying a drink or two and engaging in some interesting conversation. Of course I got my ass grabbed and my boobs groped in the process, but I didn't get caught up in any real fucking until my old pal Dan, my first actual client, I guess you would say, came up behind me and put his hands on my hips. 
 
    "Long time no see," said Dan pleasantly. 
 
    "I'm surprised you remember me," I teased over my shoulder. 
 
    "I'd never forget that ass, darling. I spotted it from half way across the room," Dan joked in reply. 
 
    "Well, now that you've caught me what are you going to do to me?" I asked coyly. 
 
    "Let's go upstairs and you'll find out," he said. 
 
    I took his hand and we went up to the second floor and down a hall. Dan seemed to know his way around the place and soon we entered a rather large bedroom where I was surprised to find Justine sitting on the bed drinking champagne with two naked young bucks. 
 
    "I'm afraid you girls are a little outnumbered but hopefully we can make the math work," said Dan with a grin as he begin stripping out of his clothes. 
 
    Justine just winked at me as she set her glass down and started stroking her two male companions. 
 
    "Go ahead without me," Dan suggested. "I'll be right behind you." 
 
    I hopped in bed with Justine and her two young studs and took over the stroking duties for one of them. When Justine got on her elbows and knees and started to blow her man I followed her lead. The guys were kind of sitting upright on their knees, which meant that we had to bend down to blow them, which left our asses sticking up in the air. Whether that was planned all along or just a tempting target Dan wasted no time in taking advantage of it. 
 
    He wasn't kidding when he said he'd be right behind me as I felt his big cock sliding into my wet pussy from the back. While he fucked me he reached over and fingered Justine. I was certainly hoping that I would get a chance to play with Justine myself at some point but the way we were sucking cock, side-by-side, made me feel more like an equal to her instead of her student. We were just two gals with dicks in our mouths getting our pussies played with from behind. 
 
    After a while Dan moved over and started fucking Justine while I got the finger treatment. Between all the fucking and sucking I was pretty damn wet and just about ready to cum when Dan started to feel me up. I guess Justine must have been in the same boat because she beat me to the punch. 
 
    Then we were both simultaneously creaming and moaning and trying to stay focused on giving head, which wasn't all that easy under the circumstances. Then Dan pulled out of Justine and situated her so that she was riding her young guy's cock reverse cowgirl style. A moment later he did the same with me and then he just stretched out on the bed, lightly stroking his own rod, as Justine and I bounced away like mad, only intensifying the orgasms we had just started. 
 
    It was hard for me to focus my attention as I kept glancing at Justine, then at Dan's cock, and then my eyes would sort of roll back in my head and I couldn't look at anything clearly. 
 
    The guys we were riding were definitely young and I wondered whether they were still in college. If we were classmates I didn't recognize them from anywhere but it was a big college and I didn't have any reason to notice these fellows before now. Maybe they were new members. Whoever they were they had big hard pricks and seemed pretty good at keeping them up, which was all I needed to know at the moment. 
 
    Now I have to make a confession here. When you're hopping up and down on a guy's prick your boobs are going to bounce. That's just physics. And while it looks fantastic, if you're not the one doing the bouncing, it can be a little uncomfortable. Justine had actually explained that to us in training and suggested that we play with our nipples while we were bouncing. The added stimulation helped, plus it allowed you to cup your breasts and keep them from flying willy-nilly all over the place. So as we bounced both of us held onto our titties the best we could. 
 
    Justine never seemed to lose her cool, even in the middle of an orgasm. She was more of a heavy breather and moaner. I tended to have the mouth of a sailor and let out a stream of expletives. Dirty words just tumbled out of me and I had no control over it whatsoever. 
 
    Somehow the boys finished at roughly the same time, a trick that experienced porn stars would probably have trouble duplicating, and then Dan grinned at us and pointed to his cock. Justine and I climbed off our men and crawled over to where Dan was lying at the foot of the bed. 
 
    Taking turns we tag teamed his dick orally until he was shooting his goo in our mouths. This time I managed to squirrel away a decent amount of his salty bounty and when Justine and I kissed we were able to swap roughly equal amounts of Dan's jizz. Justine looked at me like I was her prize student or something, which maybe I was for all I knew. 
 
    After that Justine and I got busy while the men watched for a while before wandering off and leaving us alone to fuck and lick each other in private. It was a dream come true. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER 16: 
 
      
 
    "There's something I want to talk to you about," said Justine as we lounged together naked in a huge bathtub that was located in the bathroom that connected to the bedroom we had been in. "There's something very different about you and I'm sure you know what I mean." 
 
    "Gosh, I'm not sure I do," I replied tentatively. 
 
    "You seem to really enjoy being a woman, and you're very good at it. And I don't just mean in bed. I've watched you around the house or when we've gone out somewhere. You seem very happy and at home in that body." 
 
    "I'm just trying to make the best of a weird situation," I pointed out. 
 
    "It's more than that, isn't it? It's like something has awakened inside you. Something you never imagined existed. It's scary, but it's also exciting, and believe me, it can be very wonderful," said Justine as she squeezed my hand. 
 
    "What are you saying exactly?" I asked nervously. 
 
    "I'm saying that if you want to stay Ashley Randolph permanently that option is available to you," Justine replied. 
 
    "Why would I want to do that?" I stammered. 
 
    "Because you love being a woman. And maybe you're in love with a man." 
 
    "But I only did this to become a member." 
 
    "You still can be, in a way. It's an unusual situation but it does happen from time-to-time. A man becomes an initiate and discovers that he'd rather not go back to being a man at all. The legalities are all taken care of very discretely. It's not that hard to do when you have Supreme Court justices in your membership," Justine said with a laugh. "Sometimes the women just go off and make their own way in life, but once in a while they hang around and make themselves useful to the society, which is what I did." 
 
    "No fucking way!" I sputtered in amazement. "You mean you used to be a guy?" 
 
    "That's right. I was a young man just like you, thrilled to be invited to join such an exclusive gathering of powerful and influential men. Then I discovered that I rather enjoyed the company of powerful and influential men but I enjoyed it more when I was on my back with my legs in the air. It's not quite the same as being a full member, but I still get many of the benefits. It's obviously unfair that women can't be equal members but this is a very old and established association and no one is ready to change the rules just yet. Even so I've done quite well for myself and the contacts I've made have been invaluable." 
 
    "But doesn't it bother you that you're sexually objectified instead of being the male member you could have been?" I asked. 
 
    "Sweetie, women are sexually objectified all the time no matter what walk of life they're in or how high a position of status they attain. It just goes with the territory. Yes, I had to swallow my pride a bit to accept the fact that I'd never truly be an equal in their eyes, but there are definite advantages to being a woman who has powerful male allies," said Justine. 
 
    "You can say that again. Hanging right between their legs," I said with a chuckle. 
 
    "I don't just mean sex, you dirty little thing, although that can be a great weapon in your arsenal. You've probably noticed that men behave differently around you now that you're a woman. They also tend to let down their guard. If you keep your ears open, as well as your legs, you can go far in this world." 
 
    "So what would happen to me exactly if I decided to stay female?" I inquired. 
 
    "Well, presumably first you'd finish school. All of your records and transcripts would be changed to your new identity and you would just carry on as if nothing had ever happened. Then it would be up to you what you did with the rest of your life, just as it would be if you went back to being a man. Membership isn't welfare. You don't just automatically become rich and successful, you still have to work for it. It's just that you'll have certain advantages that other people don't always have." 
 
    It was a lot to think about all at once. Of course I had daydreamed a bit about being Ashley forever, especially when I thought about Travis. But those had just been kind of foolish romantic fantasies. I didn't think it was an option so I tried not to think about it too seriously. But now it was on the table. I could be Ashley Randolph for the rest of my life. 
 
    It would be a little weird going back to school as a girl, but it would be the start of a new semester and I'd just seem like a new transfer student. Nobody in the world would have any reason to question my identity. And all my records would be intact so it wouldn't be like starting over. The only big difference is what I wore to class. 
 
    Obviously Justine was right that becoming a member was not a guarantee of success. Certainly a lot of these men inherited fortunes, or had successful family businesses to step into after college, but I was kind of on my own in that regard. Whatever I was going to do I'd have to be good at it to get anywhere, even if I had some doors opened for me along the way. Being given an opportunity was one thing, but I still had to know how to capitalize on it, and I couldn't see how being a woman would prevent me from doing that. 
 
    In some ways it suited my personality better. I wasn't as brash and headstrong as a lot of the "go-getter" guys I knew. I was actually more outgoing and confident as Ashley than I was as Henry. My looks and sex appeal gave me the swagger I never really had as a man. And I could see how men might underestimate me as a woman in business dealings, which could certainly be turned to my advantage. 
 
    The more I thought about it the more appealing it seemed, but I was still a naked girl at an orgy, and the night was still young, so after enjoying a marvelous bath with Justine it was time for us both to saddle up and get back in the action. 
 
    Justine disappeared somewhere shortly after we left the bathroom and I went downstairs alone. I walked around for a bit, and had another drink, which I really needed right about then, before spotting a snaking pile of bodies sort of strewn across the floor and a sofa and a chair. Everybody was fucking everybody so I strolled over and found a guy on his back with a girl sitting on his face and started sucking his cock. After a while somebody took my bare rump as an invitation and I felt a hard prick pushing into my asshole. 
 
    After that things just kind of flowed organically. As soon as the first guy had cum in my ass someone else jumped in and nailed my pussy. Then the guy I was blowing shot his wad in my mouth and the girl he had been licking shoved her ass in my face and I took over the tongue job. 
 
    I got fucked in every hole, sometimes simultaneously, and fucked in every position and angle you can think of before the party finally started to wind down. Somehow I ended up on the couch squeezed in next to Monique and we kissed and fingered each other until we both finally called it night and went to sleep in each other's arms. 
 
    When I woke up Monique was already stirring about somewhere so I just stretched and went looking for an open bathroom. I was physically sore from all the exertion and contortions of the previous night but I couldn't recall ever really feeling much better about things inside. 
 
    I had a hard choice to make but it seemed like both outcomes were likely to be beneficial to me no matter which I chose. One way or the other it looked like I was going to get into the secret society. The only question was would it be as a man or a woman? 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER 17: 
 
      
 
    It was a beautiful late summer day as Travis and I finally took that harbor cruise on his yacht. It was definitely still bikini weather, and even if it hadn't been I imagine I still would have worn one, just to please Travis. Besides, if it suddenly got chilly it would just make my nipples hard anyway, and that was definitely not a bad thing. 
 
    I needed to make a decision about my future pretty soon, and I certainly didn't want to bank it all on the opinion of one man, who may or may not have developed deeper feelings for me, yet I knew he would play some role in my choice. I was totally smitten by him, no matter how much I tried to keep things a bit cool and casual between us. He was just too damn good at being a boyfriend that I found him hard to resist. 
 
    I knew that in my woman's heart, if I chose to keep it, I could love a man like that completely, but I was too new to this female thing to really know where his head might be at, let alone his heart. He was hot, rich, and young, and I was really just a piece of ass for the taking anytime he wanted to send a text. That made me dubious about what his motives might really be. Why me when he could have anyone? 
 
    Sometimes I assumed that he knew I was actually a man trying to get in the club and just doing this for the summer. That would make sense on some levels. He could have all the romance he wanted and the thrill of the chase but at the end of the day I would grow my dick back and there would be no entanglements or complications for him. He'd go back to chasing tail as he normally did and I'd just be one of the girls he had a fling with one summer. 
 
    On the other hand he might know that I was a man and find it amusing to see me acting like a schoolgirl with a crush. Anyone can stick their ass in the air and take one for the team if there's something they want in return. I'm sure a lot of guys in prison have done it just for a pack of smokes or a candy bar. But to make another man fall hopelessly in love with you was about as emasculating as you could get. Travis had obviously gone through the initiation and come out with his manhood intact. I doubt if he ever once considered the idea of remaining female like I was doing now. 
 
    If he didn't know I was an initiate than things got a little more confusing for me. There were obviously real women available for fucking though the society all the time, not just the three months that a handful of dudes tried to pretend to be chicks. I assume they got paid, or were compensated somehow. It wasn't like every member of that society looked like a male stripper. There were a lot of celebrities, but there were also a lot of middle-aged, paunchy, businessmen. There was obviously something more being dangled in front of these gals than hard dicks and hairy balls. 
 
    I really needed to talk to Travis about this whole arrangement but I didn't know how to bring it up. It was a beautiful day, and we were having such a good time, I didn't want to fuck it all up by introducing such a delicate subject. Fortunately he beat me to the punch. 
 
    "So, have you made up your mind yet?" he asked while we were stretched out on deck enjoying the sun. 
 
    "About whether I think you're handsome or not? Yeah, I decided that you were about 10 seconds after I met you," I joked in reply. 
 
    "Thank you for that, but I meant have you decided whether you're going to remain a woman or not." 
 
    "Oh...you know about that." 
 
    "Decisions on membership are coming up and I have a vote. Obviously for personal reasons I'd rather that you stayed female, but I'd be proud to welcome you as a member if that's the way you want to go," said Travis, looking deeply into my eyes and making my heart skip a beat. 
 
    "Wow, I didn't know if you even knew that I was an initiate," I told him. 
 
    "Some people just drop by for the parties but I tend to be fairly connected to the day-to-day activities of the society." 
 
    "So you did the whole girly thing?" 
 
    "I did, indeed," he said with a smile. 
 
    "I can't picture that, and honest to God I don't even want to try. I like you as a guy just fine." 
 
    "And I like you as a girl." 
 
    "Why?" 
 
    "I don't think I've ever had that response before," said Travis with a slight laugh. "What's not to like?" 
 
    "Aside from the fact that up until this summer I was a man and still might be again in a couple of weeks?" I reminded him. 
 
    "So what? It's obvious that being a woman suits you. You wouldn't even be considering this change if you didn't have some pretty strong feelings about it. And I don't think anyone would have made the offer if it wasn't so obvious." 
 
    "Is it really that obvious?" I said kind of sadly. "That makes me feel like such a queer." 
 
    "Hey, it's nothing to be ashamed of. A lot of people would kill to be a beautiful, sexy, young woman. They just don't get the choice. The only thing that matters is what feels right to you. Obviously I'm biased, since I'm in love with you, so I don't want to try and push you one way or the other, but I don't think anyone could talk you into or out of changing your gender for the rest of your life. That's kind of a big decision that I think needs to come from within you." 
 
    "I appreciate that and I...wait...fuck...did you just say that you loved me?" I stammered. 
 
    "Yeah, I just kind of slipped it in there on the sly." 
 
    "Holy shit. I'm either the happiest girl in the world or the most confused." 
 
    "Maybe a bit of both," Travis suggested with a warm smile. "Although I would love to spend my time trying to make sure that you were the happiest girl in the world." 
 
    "Lying here next to you in my bikini, on your yacht, with nothing to do but enjoy ourselves is like a dream. But I had other dreams about a career and making something of myself." 
 
    "So how does wearing a bikini prevent that?" he asked. "You can do whatever you want to do, with my help or without it. You wouldn't have been invited to join if you hadn't demonstrated your potential. I'm sure you could do anything you want if you set your mind to it. I'd just like to be there to share it with you," said Travis as he took my hand. 
 
    "That sounds kind of serious. Maybe we should fuck first and talk about this after," I suggested. 
 
    "Fine with me," said Travis as he pulled off his shorts. 
 
    "Right here?" I asked. 
 
    "Why not?" 
 
    "Why not indeed?" I said as I unhooked my bikini top and tossed it aside. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER 18: 
 
      
 
    I'd never fucked on a moving boat before and it definitely added an extra sensation of motion to the process that was kind of interesting. Being an orgy slut I obviously wasn't shy about being naked or having sex around other people, and the crew kept a respectful distance, but it was still kind of exciting to be out in the open air like that, sort of the way I felt when Katie and I did it at the beach. 
 
    Once I had my bottoms off I spread my legs wide open and Travis did a little muff diving to get me warmed up, not that I really needed a whole lot of preamble. When he decided to put his cock in me I let him pin my legs back all the way by my head, demonstrating a flexibility I certainly never had as a man. Then he leaned over me, supported on his strong arms, and slowly began to work it in and out. 
 
    I think I felt kind of delirious, for lack of a better word. The "big talk" with Travis had gone so much better than I had anticipated and he had even brought the subject up. He didn't seem to mind at all who I was, or used to be, however you wanted to look at it. He liked me, no...loved me, for who I was right now. The only version of me that he knew. 
 
    "Oh, God!" I suddenly gasped in alarm. 
 
    "What is it?" 
 
    "I didn't tell you that I loved you. We just kind of blew by it before I had a chance to reciprocate." 
 
    "Oh, is that it? I thought the boat was sinking or something," he teased. 
 
    "Would you save me if it were?" 
 
    "Probably. Although there are a few really valuable antiques on board that I'd have to try and salvage." 
 
    "Ha ha, very funny," I said in mock sarcasm. 
 
    "I'm sure I'd give you mouth-to-mouth resuscitation at any rate." 
 
    "You can practice right now if you want," I suggested. 
 
    "Not yet. You still haven't said it." 
 
    "Oh, shit! I love you!" 
 
    "That's good enough for me," said Travis as he leaned down and our lips met. 
 
    We fucked for the longest time in that position until my legs started giving out so I rolled over and showed him my ass. He happily climbed on board my stern, or whatever it's called on a ship, and soon he was humping me with serious gusto while I whimpered and tried not to make too much noise, which eventually became impossible. 
 
    "Oh, Jesus H. Christ! Oh, fuck me stud! Fuck my harder. I want to feel your balls slapping against my ass. Give me that big cock...yes...yes...YESSSSSSSSSSSSS!" 
 
    "Naughty girl, what will the crew think?" said Travis as he playfully spanked my ass. 
 
    "They'll think you're a total stud with a huge cock who knows how to make a woman cum, which of course you are," I panted between heavy gulps of sea air. "You make me cum so hard I want to scream." 
 
    "Well scream if you must but we're still pretty close to shore and I'd hate to have the Coast Guard interrupt us because they think someone is in danger," Travis joked. 
 
    Someone was in danger, but not the physical kind. I knew I was in danger of falling head-over-heels in love with this man, if I wasn't already. Now that thought wasn't as big a worry as it was when I assumed that I had to go back to being a man, but it might still derail my ambitions somewhat. Did I really want to jump into my new life as a woman already wrapped up in a serious relationship? 
 
    On the other hand why not? It's not like he'd popped the question or something. We had admitted our love for each other, that's all. That could last a day or a lifetime. In a couple of weeks I'd be going back to school, and back to my apartment near the campus. Travis was a busy man with a business to run and couldn't spend all of his time fucking me on his boat or taking me shopping. 
 
    Plus there was the fact that I didn't know exactly what sort of membership was available to a woman. Justine obviously had some sort of power and influence within the group, and had become the instructor of the new initiates, but at those parties we were both right down there in the trenches, side by side, sucking cock and getting our pussies stuffed by whoever happened to come by. Maybe that was just her choice but I had a feeling that there was a sexual aspect to being a female member of the society and I didn't know how Travis would feel about that. 
 
    Then it all just sort of clicked into place. Right there on the deck of that boat, buck naked, on all fours, with a big dick in my gash. I realized that I honestly wouldn't rather trade places with Travis. Sure, it would be nice to have the money and success that he had, but I could still get there as a woman. The important thing was that no matter what kind of ups and downs my life might take I'd be happier dealing with them as a female. Trying to guess whether I'd have more opportunities as a man or a woman was pointless, as was trying to guess how Travis and I would feel about each other six months or six years down the line. 
 
    Justine certainly seemed to be happy with her choice to remain female. She said that she had to swallow her pride a little to accept the fact that she would never be a true equal in the eyes of the male members, but that wasn't so terribly hard to do. At first it was shocking to discover how intimidating a man could be and how weak and vulnerable that made me feel, but now I had grown to love that feeling. Maybe that was because I understood what the male mind needed in order to perform well in the sack. Every guy has some trepidation deep inside when it comes to dealing with the opposite sex. Even the hottest stud knows what rejection feels like. 
 
    A man wants to feel masterful. And he wants to feel that he's a great lover. It's easy to get an erection, but sustaining it can be quite a chore. A guy is always worried that his dick isn't big enough, or that he won't be able to keep it up long enough to get the woman off, or a million other things that can cloud his mind and make him come up short of his expectations. It's just hard-wired in the male DNA. 
 
    I was honestly happy to give up all of that and take the support role instead. It's not like I didn't have my own issues as a woman when it came to looking good and constantly comparing myself to other women, but I actually enjoyed trying to boost a man's ego and showing him how much I loved his manly attention. Maybe it was the new female DNA in me that made me instinctively feel like I was playing the right role at last. 
 
    When Travis finished we just kind of rolled over and spooned on the deck, his flagging cock still embedded in my pussy. 
 
    "I think I'm going to stay like this forever," I said softly but firmly. 
 
    "Well, I can have the cook bring us our meals up here but we might need to go to the bathroom or something sometime," Travis joked. 
 
    "You know what I meant," I replied, trying to seem reproachful. 
 
    "Yes I do. And those are the happiest words I think I've ever heard." 
 
    "You're right...they are. Now about that food..." 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER 19: 
 
      
 
    "Now when I give you this injection the temporary changes will be made permanent. There's really no turning back from this. Your body will be completely female in every way. You'll have periods and you can become pregnant just like any other woman. And your old identity will be erased and only Ashley Randolph will exist from now on," said Justine as she prepared to administer the drug that would change my life forever. 
 
    "Do periods really suck?" I asked. 
 
    "They're not as bad as you think and you get used to them in time. As for childbirth I have no personal experience but I think I might like to sometime. There's definitely a biological clock that's ticking inside me now," she replied with a kindly smile. 
 
    I really hadn't had many second thoughts about changing my gender forever but something about the idea of being pregnant sort of scared me. I hadn't had to worry about it in my temporary female state but considering my rather promiscuous lifestyle it was something I would have to think about quite a bit. As scary as it was it also sounded kind of exciting, but I wanted to make sure that it was the right time in my life and that I was with the right guy. 
 
    Ultimately nothing was going to shake my decision so I went ahead and let Justine give me the injection. I felt a little sick to my stomach for a short time but it passed pretty quickly. Then it was done and I was officially Ashley Ann Randolph, college co-ed and the girlfriend of a multi-millionaire. It would probably take some time to sink in but I had all the time in world as a woman now. 
 
    Leaving my roommates was particularly hard because I knew I would never see them again, at least not as I knew them. They weren't allowed to divulge whether they had been accepted as members or not, but whether they did or didn't join the club I'd never recognize them. Of course they would be able to recognize me since I would still be the same old Ashley if we ever crossed paths. I wondered if I'd end up fucking any of them. 
 
    There were a lot of hugs and tears but that sort of goes with the territory when it comes to college life. You make some incredible friendships that might last forever, but you also often end up going your separate ways in life and losing touch with old pals. 
 
    Then it was back to my old apartment and back to school. Looking around my place I decided that it definitely needed a feminine touch to spruce it up a bit. Bachelor pad frumpy wasn't quite the look I was going for anymore. 
 
    Since I wasn't going to be a full member it was up to Justine to give me the secrets that I was going to be allowed to know. I learned a lot of history about the society and some of the more famous people who were members. We also discussed in general terms some of the options that were available to me. 
 
    I wasn't going to be required to sleep with anyone that I didn't want to sleep with, and I would be welcome at all the parties, but every woman who attended one of those was fair game so I shouldn't come unless I was prepared to be orgy bait again. 
 
    In answer to my question about who the other women were who hung out with the members it turned out that some were paid directly and some had "sugar daddy" members who made it worth their while, and some were actually just volunteers who thought it might help their acting or modeling careers, or who just liked partying with the rich and famous. 
 
    I had no idea exactly how I was going to fit in with the group, or whether I would even want to in the long run, but it was thrilling to be even this close to the inner circle of something so powerful. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER 20: 
 
      
 
    "Well Mrs. Harper, I don't think you've ever looked lovelier." 
 
    "That's what you said when you saw me in my wedding gown," I pointed out. 
 
    "True, but I didn't know what you had on under it then," Travis replied with a grin. 
 
    I had been a woman for over three years and never once regretted my decision to become one. Now, as I stood before my new husband Travis in my extra-hot wedding night lingerie I was 100% convinced that I had made the right choice. 
 
    While I was still in school Travis and I had agreed to keep things loose and casual. I really did need some time to grow into my new self, and it would have been foolish to not at least experiment with some normal dating situations. I had also attended quite a few society parties and gotten my brains drilled out without any guilt or recriminations. I always wondered whether Katie or Monique might be slipping me the dick in their male forms, but no one ever confessed to it or even gave me any strong hints to suggest it. 
 
    Even after only three years I honestly had a hard time remembering what it was like to be a man. Once in a while something would kind of make me think of it, and there were some times where the patronizing attitude of men could get a little annoying, especially when they just assumed that I was some kind of a bimbo airhead because of my looks or the way I was dressed, but I could usually come up with something witty to say that would serve as a slap across the nose with a wet newspaper. 
 
    After graduation Travis and I got serious about our relationship, which had survived my whoring it up at frat parties, dating cute college guys, and fucking like a weasel at wild society orgies. I had gone to work for one of his companies and was doing quite well at it, as far as I could tell. We had kept our romance secret so that I wouldn't be treated like the boss's squeeze but now that we were married my role in the family business was going to get a lot bigger. 
 
    It's ironic that I sought membership in a secret society because I was ambitious and wanted to get an edge that might help me on my way to financial success only to end up as a woman marrying her way into riches shortly after graduating from college. That was a surprise twist on the road of life that I never anticipated. It was certainly a shortcut to my ultimate goals but I had plenty of time to prove myself anyway if I wanted to. Or I could just be a rich, spoiled, pampered, housewife and indulge myself with spa treatments and shopping trips to Paris. It was hard to go wrong either way. 
 
    "Are you just going to stand there and torture me with your beauty and sex appeal or are you planning to come to bed and perform your wifely duties?" Travis teased. 
 
    "Oh, my wifely duties. I kind of like the sound of that. And just what might those be, my lord and master?" I teased right back. 
 
    "Well, you could start by showing me your magnificent tits," he suggested. 
 
    "You've seen them a million times," I reminded him playfully. "Not tired of them yet?" 
 
    "Never." 
 
    "Well, if you insist," I said with a wink as I slowly unfastened the top of my corset and let my boobs tumble out of their tight confinement. 
 
    "Simply amazing," Travis whistled. 
 
    "So what else does my lord and master require of me?" 
 
    "Come over here and you'll find out." 
 
    I know it sounds dumb and corny after dating a guy for over three years to say that the wedding night was still unique and special, but when my husband put his big cock in my married pussy for the first time it was sort of like being a virgin all over again. 
 
    This wasn't exactly the club I was planning to join but I was in a new one with an even more exclusive membership. I was Mrs. Ashley Ann Randolph-Harper, the wife of multi-millionaire tech wizard Travis Samuel Harper and someday I would be the mother of his children. It was a club that only had one member and I planned to keep it that way forever. 
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