

Copyright © 2022 by Madison McCall

All rights reserved

No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

This is a work of fiction.  Names, characters, business, places, events, locales, and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner.  Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

Madison McCall


Chapter 1

Ever been minding your own business, doing everything right, being a good person, and out of the blue something happens that completely changes your world forever?  All of us have at one time or another in life, and I was no exception when I woke up that fateful day and discovered that I had inadvertently been changed into a woman.  Yep, you heard me right, a girl, and a full biological female right down to the last molecule of DNA, and on top of that all the parts that go along with it.  I think you get the picture.  As crazy as it sounds it happened, and not just to me but to many others during that fateful week where guys all across the country woke up to find their world changed forever, 5012 of us in all.

The boneheads on the cable news channels described it as an endemic style incident caused by an accident in a genetic research laboratory where two separate experiments were inadvertently exposed to one another.  One involved a project designed to help speed up hormone replacement therapy in trans women which at the same time enhanced their existing features to make them appear more feminine.  The other experiment dealt with the modification of grains to produce more robust wheat and rye harvests, with the end goal to increase global food supplies.

Supposedly, after the grains were exposed to the other experiment in the adjoining laboratory, they were planted, reached maturity, and were harvested.  Instead of being put through the standard rigorous testing process they were accidentally lost and became mixed in with the regular harvests, sold to a commercial food supplier, processed, and turned into flour.  The flour was then packaged and sold as institutional product and distributed to universities, restaurants, prisons, and the military.

That’s what the news said anyway, and to this day I am not sure if I truly believe a word of it.  The general population will never really know because the government and its intelligence agencies, such as ACE (American Counterintelligence and Espionage), pass out information to the public on a need-to-know basis.  Then again, maybe I’m wrong and put too much stock in potential conspiracy theories.

The fact remained that I just happened to fall into the group that was affected who all had several factors in common.  One, we’d all eaten food containing the contaminated flour.  My exposure occurred at a restaurant called Global House of Waffles where I had consumed homemade biscuits that were prepared using the tainted product.  Two, we all had O-Negative blood, and three, each and every one of us also had green eyes.  All 5,012 of us who were changed had those factors in common and we woke up one morning to find that our worlds had changed forever as we were now women.  Honest to goodness fully functional biological females and there was no going back.

In the following weeks, the network commentators interviewed a non-stop stream of so called experts including those from the government, CDC, politicians, university educated PhDs, as well as fundamentalist preachers who claimed this was all a result of the nation turning its back on God and this was his wrath and it was just the beginning.  Every one of them disgusted me because not a one of those assholes on TV had been changed and had no idea what it was like to be me, and yet, somehow, they were commenting on what was best for the 5,012 of us where were affected?

Just as they always do the news outlets kept covering it over and over until they burned it out and milked every ounce of advertising revenue possible and then moved on to their next item of interest because the viewers were sick of hearing about it and began changing the channel.

My name is Rachel, and this is where my story begins.


Chapter 2

After my transition, I elected to change my name to Rachel, as in my opinion, I no longer looked very much like a Stephen.  I definitely didn’t want to entertain using a modified version of it either, such as Stephanie, because in my mind that was way too close to my former name and would be a constant reminder of my past.  All I wanted was to move forward and get on with my life and the only way I would be successful at doing that would be to leave yesteryear behind and embrace my new identity as a woman.

At the time of my transformation, I had been living in a small southern town whose name I would prefer not to mention.  This is because I was the only guy in town who was affected by the endemic style incident and upon reading these words, especially that my name was Stephen, anyone from there would instantly know it was me, so with your permission I will keep it confidential.  Oops, I think I’ve said too much already!

Many times, small white bread right wing communities, such as the one I came from, are often very conservative and not very tolerant of anything where there is coloring outside the lines, so to speak, so I decided to take matters into my own hands and leave as quickly as I could.  By doing this I was able to avoid having the villagers assemble a mob and show up at my door with torches and pitchforks in hand, all ready to purify the community by eradicating me from it. 

My name change, as well as my relocation, were both taken care of by the government, who had established a special program to help me and 5,000 of my closest friends who had also been changed.  I elected to relocate to a metropolitan area known as Madisonville, and if you’re from the U.S. there’s no way you couldn’t know where that is, considering it’s the size of Dallas/Fort Worth.  Once there, I landed gainful employment as a human resources assistant with the federal government, once again thanks to Uncle Sugar’s special program designed to help individuals such as myself.

Just like so many of The 5,000, as we were called, I struggled with my identity in the months that followed not knowing which way to turn as I was a man in the body of a woman.  It was difficult for those affected, so much that a number of those transitioned even took their own lives.  Being one of them, I understood this all too well.  The fact that they had been turned into females was a factor without a doubt.  However, the biggest issue was how so many had lost everything overnight when their world was stripped away from them in an instant.  For many, this included the loss of spouses, family, friends, jobs, and for some even having to relocate.  As I said, for some it was too much, and they figured it was easier ending it all than going forward.

Even though I had to relocate too, I wasn’t all that broken up and for a number of reasons.  I already mentioned how the folks in the town where I lived were intolerant and I feared for my safety so no need discussing that again.  Next, the job I was working in sucked and my prospects for advancement were bleak.  Now, onto cultural events.  Friday night football games, going to church on Sunday, the fourth of July and Christmas parades, the fall festival, and meeting at the funeral home to pay one’s respects (and socialize) when someone had passed away were highlights of living in the community, just as they are in all small towns.  We’d had a bowling alley at one time, but it went out of business, and the theater didn’t make it either as the locals just didn’t have enough disposable income so it could stay afloat. 

After deciding to participate in a counseling program designed to help individuals such as myself, I quickly began to make headway, and as the months ticked by, I felt more and more comfortable with my new gender by the day.  The training and education that was being providing was working and before I knew it, I felt like a new person, a woman, who was worthy of all that life had to offer, and not like some kind of an outcast.  Those who attended the programs across the country had a much higher rate of success than those who didn’t as the seminars not only taught you how to live and act as a woman, but also provided mental health treatment, which was desperately needed by all who had been transitioned.

By the time I reached the six-month mark, I was very comfortable with the new me and was very happy with my new life in general and it seemed that everything was going my way.  My new career, which I would never have had in Podunkville, USA, had really taken off and I had even gotten a raise, and on top of that I truly loved what I was doing.  I had also adapted quickly to my new morning ritual of getting ready for work as a female.  This included styling my long blonde hair, putting on makeup, selecting what I was going to wear, and choosing what accessories would go best with my outfit.  I couldn’t believe how readily I had adapted, and strangely enough, I had become a real girly girl and was loving it.  There was rarely a day that I didn’t wear a pretty dress because I just loved the way it caused me to feel, which was feminine, a sensation which somehow made me feel complete.  I had truly made the leap from guy to gal.

My newfound feelings also included something rather unexpected, which was an attraction to men.  In all my life, I had never really found guys attractive and in my opinion were just a bunch of hairy goons, a club of which I had been a member.  But now, all that had changed, and I was strangely drawn to them, and could not explain why, but it was true.  During the training I had received, they had told us to not be surprised if something like that happened because there was more at work than met the eye.  They explained that behind the scenes our biochemistry might have plans of its own and have an effect on us.  Additionally, they also reinforced the fact that it was perfectly natural for females to be attracted to males and in the event that it did occur, to not be scared of it because it was not evil, bad, or wrong because it was simply what nature intended.  However, in the end it would be up to the individual to follow or ignore these instincts or drives should they pop up as the choice would be yours.

Deciding that I would probably not become a lesbian as I initially planned, not that there was anything wrong with that, I began dating men via an app on my phone and after kissing quite a few frogs finally found Prince Charming.  The moment that I did, I just knew that he was the one for me and he didn’t stand a chance as he was all mine.  He just didn’t know it yet.

Nine months and one day after my transition I married a wonderful man named Benjamin who was 6’ tall, had black hair, blue eyes, and was thirty-two years old.  Since I was three years younger than him I always kidded with him and told him that I agreed to marry him because I had always liked older men.  I’m sure your next question was, did I tell him about my past?  No, and not because I was being deceitful but because I didn’t want to scare him away.  After all I was a biological woman down to the last strand of DNA.  Not only that but the government had also rewritten my past, at my request, and there was no evidence that the male version of me ever existed. I even had a birth certificate proving I had been born a female.

Benjamin, who going forward I will refer to as Ben, and I purchased a small cottage a few short months after we were hitched and moved to the burbs where we setup housekeeping.  We were quite happy with one another and quickly assumed our traditional roles.  He did the manly stuff such as taking care of car stuff, as well as home and lawn maintenance, while I did the cooking, grocery shopping and housekeeping.  I quickly discovered that I loved being the girl in the relationship and was very happy with my role.  It was fun being the soft and feminine one in the marriage and it was also very comforting knowing that I had a big strong husband to watch over me and make sure that I was safe, and I also had no problem letting him make the hard decisions when they came along.  Having been a guy, I understood male egos all too well and knew that for the health of any relationship it was important that he be allowed to be the man of the house.  Too many women in this day and time emasculate their men and strip that away and let them know that they wear the pants.  As a result, many guys end up questioning their self-worth and often feel unappreciated and, in the end, often quit trying.  It’s funny when today’s modern woman asks, where have all the real men gone?  When I hear that I think Really?  I can hardly believe you’re even asking that.  In the process of wanting to show them that your dick was bigger than theirs you destroyed them.

By the way that was not a rant, but a comment and I digress.

Not long after settling into our new home, we became friends with a couple that lived down the street from us, Nathan and Amber, who had been married just a little longer than us.  The four of us would often get together and have dinner on Friday or Saturday night whether it was at one another’s homes or eating out at a restaurant.  When we would meet, our husbands always got along quite well and had a great time visiting, but the true friendship was between me and Amber, and over the course of time, we had become great pals.  The two of us just kind of naturally hit it off and our personalities had just kind of naturally clicked and funny enough we were both blondes with green eyes and not too far from being twins, with the exception that she was a bit taller than me.  She and I would frequently have lunch together, get our nails done, go shopping and sometimes just sit and talk.  This was more proof that I had successfully made the leap to womanhood as I had a girlfriend with whom I got together and did girly things with from time to time, and it was fun.  The way I had transitioned so easily often made me wonder if I should have been born a woman in the first place because it felt so natural and it was as though that was my place in the universe.

Time flies when you’re having fun and the next thing I knew, Ben and I had been married for almost a year and our first anniversary was only a couple of weeks away.  As we were lying in bed one night after making love, I asked, “What would you like to do for your anniversary?  It’s coming up soon.”

Shrugging his shoulders he said, “I don’t know, what about you?”

Looking at him I smiled and said, “I knew you were going to say that.”

“Seriously babe, ladies treat, I want you to have what you want for your anniversary.”

“Okay, I’m thinking that for our anniversary, maybe it would be fun to go out to a B&B somewhere for a romantic weekend.  What do you think of that?”

Nodding slightly, he said, “That’s cool.  I wouldn’t object to that.”

After a few moments, I asked, “Do you have any additional input?”

“Like what?”

“For example, is there anything you want for your anniversary?  At all?”

With an impish smile, he said, “Yep, but it’s the one thing you won’t give me.”

Grinning at him I said, “Mmmm, hmmm.  What’s your second request?”

Laughing he said, “My second wish is that my first wish be granted.”

“Ben, how many times have we been over this?”

Rolling his eyes up in his head, he said, “Yeah I know, I know, sorry I brought it up.”

“I just don’t understand the fascination that guys have with wanting to have a three way.  Am I not woman enough for you?”

“It’s not that at all baby, I just think it would spice up our sex life.”

“For the most part I think it would spice up your sex life, because you would be the one having your fantasy fulfilled, and while you’re pouring it to the other girl, I’m just sitting there on the side lines waiting for you to say, next.”

“It wouldn’t be that way at all, as it would be the three of us sharing the experience together.”

“Okay, let’s say for just a moment that I agreed, even though I’m not.  If I did it for you, would you then turn around and do a three way with me and another guy?”

An alarmed look came to his face, and he said, “That just wouldn’t be natural.”

“But it would be natural if it was me, you, and another girl?”

“Well…., yeah.”

“How’s that?  Please explain.  This I’ve got to hear.”

“It’s simple.  If it’s a guy and two women there’s a sense of peace as girls feel comfortable being with and around one another.  It seems they are always hugging one another, brushing each other’s hair, commenting on how pretty their friends look, you know?  They’re gentle and not intimidated by one another’s presence.  Guys on the other hand are a different story.  We are territorial, don’t like other guys around our women, and definitely don’t want to be naked in the same room with another dude while sharing the same female.”

“Including your wife?”

“Well, yeah.  I’m not sure how much I would like to see some other guy grinding away on you, not because I’m narrow minded or anything but because there’s another side to men, just like I’ve described.  We’re just different in that way, and females are not.  Now that I’ve explained it as I have, doesn’t it all make perfect sense?”

“Ben, have you ever heard the term mansplaining?”

“Rachel!  I am not.”

“You are!”

Shaking his head, he said, “I can’t believe that you are insinuating that I am essentially talking down to you.”

“I’m not insinuating that at all, I’m saying it flat out.  Yes, you are.  You think that I should be okay sharing you with another woman but you’re not willing to share me with another man.  That’s what it comes down to.”

“Babe, I’ve already explained to you ….”

Laughing, I said, “Yes, I know, there’s no need to go over it again.  I heard every word that you said loud and clear.  By the way, how many times have you asked me about this now?”

Shrugging his shoulders, he said, “Oh, a time or two?”

“I think it’s a lot more than that.  Anyway, my love, now that we’ve covered that, what’s your third choice for an anniversary present?”

Smiling he said, “Well ….”

Shaking my head, I said, “And it can’t be your first choice either.”


Chapter 3

It was a Friday night, and Amber and I were baching it as her husband, Nathan, was working late and Ben was over at his brother’s house helping him with some plumbing work.  The two of us decided that we would have a girl’s night in which consisted of ordering Chinese food, drinking a bottle of wine, curling up on my couch, and catching up.

After finishing off the Mongolian beef we had ordered, we then kicked back and continued working on the bottle of red wine we had opened earlier.  As I looked at the amount of red substance still remaining, I could see that we still had a way to go. I wasn’t sure how much more I could drink as I was already feeling its effects to a pretty good degree.  Since my transition I was no longer able to hold my alcohol as well due to my reduced body mass and weight.  The positive was that I didn’t need as much booze to get lit up while the negative was that I didn’t need as much to get lit up. 

“So, Rachel, I want to ask you something and promise that you won’t repeat it, okay?”

Nodding, I said, “Sure.”

“Sometimes Nathan brings up the subject of us having a three way, like with another girl.  It’s a concern and I often wonder it he’s losing interest in me.  Do you think I should be worried?”

Shaking my head, I said, “Definitely not.”

“No?”

“No.  It’s totally a guy thing and they all have a fantasy about being with two women.  I think it’s part of their DNA.”

This was something I knew about firsthand since I had spent almost three decades as a male.  Every heterosexual red-blooded guy wants to have a three way with him and two girls, and those who deny it are liars.

“Really?”

Nodding, I said, “Yes, Ben asks me that all the time.”

“That does make me feel a bit better, so I appreciate you sharing that with me.”

“Sure.”

“You know Rach, I sometimes ask how he would like it if we had a three way with him, me and another guy and you know what he says?”

I laughed, and said, “His response is that it’s okay to bring another girl in but not another guy.”

“Apparently you’ve had this same conversation with Ben.”

Setting my wine glass down on the table, I said, “Many times.”

“Sometimes I wonder if I just went ahead and agreed that he would then see what it was really like, and the novelty would be gone, and he would stop asking.”

“Then why haven’t you?” I asked.

“Insecurity.  In the grand scheme of things, I’m not worried about him simply having sex with another girl, that’s not an issue.  My worry is that afterward that he decides that he likes her better and leaves me.”

“You couldn’t have said it better Amber because I feel exactly like you do.”

“Really Rach?  You would like to get it out of the way too but worry about the same thing?”

“I think it’s perfectly natural to feel that way because sex is a pretty intimate act and there are a lot of feelings in play and it’s a very emotional experience, especially for us girls.  Besides, if one did entertain such a thing you would want to be careful who you invited into your bedroom.”

“I agree girl, it would definitely need to be someone you could trust,” she said.

“Yes, but then again, do you want it to be someone close that you trust? Because afterward, they’re still in your life and you will continue to see them regularly, unless the experience ends up wrecking your friendship.  Once you do that, it’s one of those things you can never take back because once it’s done it’s just done.”

“Then again Rach, if you pick someone you don’t know they vanish after the deed is done, but the danger of bringing in a complete stranger is, well, dangerous,” she said.

“Right, because there’s always the risk of some crazy bitch deciding that they are madly in love with your husband and she’s going to take him by hook or by crook, and then the nightmare begins.  One day you come home and walk into the kitchen and your pet bunny is boiling in a pot on the stove.  Know what I mean?”

We both chuckled briefly, and she then said, “Yes girl, I’ve seen that old movie and know what you’re talking about.  Spooky.”

After a few moments, she said, “You know, it’s not fair that we’re sitting here on a Friday night, just us girls, thinking about how to satisfy our husband’s fantasies and they’re not willing to satisfy ours.  That’s kind of selfish don’t you think?”

I chuckled, and said, “You know how guys are.”

Yes, I did as I’d had about twenty-nine years of experience and knew exactly how men were.  Not that they were all the same, but a large portion wanted things their way when they could get it because, well, they were guys and often believe that men rule the universe.  What more can you say?

With an evil grin she asked, “Okay, seriously, would you agree to the three-way with another girl if he agreed to a three-way with another guy?”

Rolling my eyes up in my head I nodded slightly and said, “I would…entertain it.  Now, let me say that if we didn’t do a three way with a girl for him, it’s definitely not a requirement that he do it for me.”

“Right Rach, it’s not a burning fantasy for a girl like it is a guy.”

“Correct, but you know, if I do it for him, he’s damn sure going to do it for me and the more I think about it, it does sound kind of fun having two guys loving on every square inch of my body and working relentlessly to pleasure me.  I need to stop because that thought of it is making me horny,” and as I finished, we broke into laughter.  Upon recovering, I added, “Now, what about you Amber?”

“I can’t believe we are even having this conversation, the wine has definitely loosened my lips, but, yes, just like you I think I would do it too.  It does sound kind of hot.  Oh my God, I’m such a deviant,” and once again we both laughed.

After a few moments, she said, “Okay, let’s speak candidly about this.  The reason our guys want to do a three-way in the first place is not so they can enjoy the opportunity of a shared intimate experience with their wife and another woman.  That’s not it at all.  The real reason is so they can get some pussy from another girl and not get in trouble with their wife or girlfriend, right?”

We broke into laughter, and I said, “Oh my God, you’re right on the money girl.”

Tapping her forefinger on her chin, she said, “With that being the case let’s just go ahead and wipe the three-way bullshit off the table once and for all.  It’s something we should never entertain doing for them because it’s all a lie.  Plus, even if we agreed to do it for them, they’ll back out of their commitment to do it for us, right?”

“Right on sista,” I replied, as I held up my wine glass and took another swig.

By the look on her face, I could tell that she’d just had an epiphany and she then said, “Rach, I’ve got an idea.”

“Amber, by your expression it appears that you’ve got a good one.”

Nodding, she said, “Why don’t we put an end to this once and for all?”

“I can’t wait to hear this.”

For the next couple of minutes, she laid out her plan in detail and as she finished, I said, “I like it, and it would probably put an end to our guys non-stop requests for a three way with another girl, as I definitely can’t see them following through with what we’re going to propose.”

“But Rach, what if I’m wrong and they do?”

Shaking my head, I said, “I’m betting they won’t.  I’m also betting they’re all talk and when it gets right down to it, they won’t have the guts to follow through with what we propose.  Let’s remember what they’ve been saying all along, it’s different when it comes to having another man in the room.  You’ve got a good idea and I’m onboard if you are.  We just need to remember one thing, once we start the ball rolling there’s no backing out and we’re all the way in, no matter what happens.  So, we’ve got all the way up to the last moment to back out, and if either you or I feel uncomfortable with it and need to bail we will and there will be no hard feelings.  Plus, if that happens, we will always keep it a secret.  Agreed?”

She nodded and we then did a pinky swear to bind our contract.

“So, Rach, when do we do it?”

“What are you guys doing two weekends from now?” I asked.

Shrugging her shoulders, she said, “Nothing we couldn’t cancel.  Where do you want to do it?  My house?  Your house?”

“Let’s make it special and really set the mood for the occasion by getting away.  I’ve read about the greatest little B&B, and I think that would be the perfect place.  I’ll show you the website.  It’s super cute and looks very romantic and it looks like there’s stuff to do in the local area.  Should be fun”

“Rach, isn’t your first anniversary in two weeks?”

“It is.”

“An anniversary is a special occasion.  Are you sure you want to do this that weekend?”

Nodding, I then gave her an impish grin and said, “Yep, I’ve been asking Ben what he wants for our one-year anniversary and he keeps saying a three way, and I can’t wait to show him what I actually got him,” and we both giggled.

“Rach, what if I’m wrong and they surprise us and actually follow through.  What do we do then?”

“Like we said, we’re pretty sure that they won’t, but if they do there’s no turning back and we are committed.  It’s still two weeks away and we’ve got up until the last second to call it off.  So, we’re all the way in.  Agreed?”

“Agreed.  All the way,” and she offered me her open hand which I took in mine and we both nodded.


Chapter 4

It was a Friday afternoon when Ben and I, along with Amber and her husband Nathan, arrived in the picturesque town of North Point, where we would be spending the next two days and nights.  The little community was very cozy and was the perfect getaway for a couple looking to celebrate their anniversary or simply have a weekend getaway.

To execute mine and Amber’s plan that weekend, all four of us needed to be together and the B&B we wanted to stay in would be the perfect setting.  Amber had already asked Nathan what he thought about all of us going away together for a getaway and he was onboard.  However, I wasn’t sure how agreeable Ben would be as far as bringing another couple along on our anniversary trip, but when I asked him how he felt about it he was very agreeable and said it sounded like fun. 

As we got out of the car, I looked at where we would be staying for the next couple of days, and the inn was very quaint just like the photos.  Summer House, as it was called, had a covered porch which ran almost all the way around the house, numerous oak trees which provided plenty of shade, and a white picket fence which surrounded the entire property.  There was also a swing where romantic couples could sit side by side holding hands while they watched the world go by.

Upon entering the B&B, we closed the door behind us, and the door chimes had apparently alerted the proprietor as we heard a female voice down the hall say, “Be right there.”

A few moments later a pregnant young woman with dark brown hair entered the lobby and immediately stepped behind the counter and said, “Hi, welcome to Summer House.  Are you checking in?”

I nodded, and said, “Yes, I believe I spoke with you on the phone.  I’m Rachel.”

“Yes, great to meet you,” and looking at Ben she added, “This must be your husband.”

“Yes, it is,” I replied.

“And I bet you’re Amber and Nathan,” she added and shot them a smile.

“We are,” Amber replied.

“Good to meet you as well.  Okay, let’s get you checked in, and afterward I’ll show you to your individual suites.”

After getting settled into our rooms the four of us met in the lobby at 5:30 p.m. where an attractive blonde woman of about forty years of age named Nicole was serving complimentary wine.  It wasn’t high end stuff, that was for sure, but it was free, which always increases its palatability.  Even though it was straight out of a box it was still pretty good, but then again don’t they say that after the first glass it all tastes the same? 

Despite an offer from Nicole to book us a table for dinner at a local restaurant, we got in the car and headed to Four Points, courtesy of our designated driver Nathan, where we had dinner at a very posh restaurant named The ChopHouse.  All the online reviews said that the food, as well as the view, were both spectacular, and if you were going to be in the Four Points area it was a place you just had to try, and we were not disappointed.  Afterward, we went for a walk along the Point River which ran right through the middle of town.  Its picturesque sidewalk ran the length of the body of water, and it was well lit with a long row of gas lit antique streetlamps on both sides providing a very romantic setting.  It was a clear evening as we strolled down the sidewalk, and it couldn’t have been more perfect as the sky was full of stars and the full moon bright, setting the stage for a perfect evening stroll along the river.

The next day, we got up and had breakfast at the inn before hopping in the car and playing tourist which included visiting several local wineries which were scattered throughout the Four Points area.  We then had lunch in a small community to the south of where we were staying called Center Point, which in many ways was like the town where we were staying.  Returning to North Point about 2 p.m. in the afternoon we broke up and Nathan and Amber went off on their own and so did we.  Strolling around town we visited several of the specialty shops including an antique store and a bookshop, finally stopping at a place called Fran’s which just happened to have chocolate ice cream on hand, my favorite.

Returning to the hotel room, Ben and I made love and then took a nap.  Afterward we took a shower together and then went down to the lobby where we met Nathan and Amber.  Since we had decided to have dinner in town that night all four of us would be able to enjoy the free wine that the inn was offering.  That was good because Amber and I wanted to make sure that the guys were relaxed, and that the mood was just right since we would be executing our plan in the next couple of hours.

After a few glasses of free wine, we were off to a place called Bleu Olive, a local Mediterranean restaurant, which Nicole was nice enough to arrange for us.  It was also the same place that one of the girls from the antique store had mentioned earlier that day as apparently her family owned it.  Upon finishing up our fantastic meal, we made our way back to the inn and upon walking through the front door saw the owner, Taylor, standing behind the front desk with Nicole.

“Hey,” Taylor said, “Did you have a good meal?”

“It was fantastic and thanks for the recommendation,” Amber said.

“I wanted to bounce something off you guys.  The folks in the other three rooms, who were all here together, had to leave because of a family emergency and you four now have the place to yourself.  I’m not sure if you knew it or not, but the wine hostess Nicole is my fiancée, and I would like to go over to her house to spend the night.  I hate to ask you this, but would you be okay on your own for the evening?  I promise I will be back in the morning to fix you breakfast.”

“That will be fine, go and enjoy yourself,” Ben said.

“You’re a doll.  When I leave, I’ll lock the front door but will leave a key on the reception desk just in case you needed to go out for some reason.  I’ll also drop extra towels at your rooms before I leave just in case you need them.  Thanks again for being so understanding.”

“Sure, and we won’t be needing breakfast until at least 9:00 a.m. so don’t be in a rush,” I said.

“Okay Rachel, thanks a bunch and I will see you guys in the a.m.”

Well.  It looked like the four of us had the place to ourselves for the evening and could make all the noise we wanted.  However, I didn’t expect that would be too much of an issue and suspected that we would be in bed early.  Unless our plan did not execute as we had laid it out, but that wasn’t going to happen, and everything was going to go swimmingly.

Or so I hoped.


Chapter 5

Amber and I told the guys that we were going to get together in our suite and watch a movie that we had been wanting to see.  We also told them that before meeting to go ahead and put on a t-shirt and some lounge pants and get comfortable because it was kind of a slumber party.  After Amber and Nathan arrived at our room, the two guys sat down in front the television and began to talk while we girls went into the bathroom and closed the door. We were giddy with excitement as we got ready.

The two of us emerged from the bathroom and then stepped right in front of the guys blocking their view of the television.  As they caught sight of Amber in her red baby doll nightgown and me wearing one that was baby blue you could have heard a pin drop.

Amber and I were smiling from ear to ear as they sat there trying to figure out what was going on and after a few moments she began to speak.

“So, you guys are probably wondering, why are our wives all dolled up and standing here in front of us?”

Nathan asked, “I don’t know but I like it.  Amber, do you and I need to head back to our room?”

Shaking her head, she said, “You’re not going anywhere.  As I said, you guys are trying to figure out what this is all about, and we’re getting ready to tell you.”

“Nathan, Amber tells me that you keep asking her to have a three way with another woman, is that true?” I asked.

Looking at her, he said, “Amber, why did you have to tell her that?”

As Ben was chuckling Amber said, “And Ben, I understand that’s true of you as well.  You’ve been asking your wife for the same thing, right?”

With an annoyed looked on his face, Ben looked at me as though I had let the cat out of the bag and just sat there shaking his head with his eyes rolled upward.

Looking at the two guys I said, “And it is my understanding, Nathan, that just like my husband you want a three way with her and another girl but are not willing to do one with her with another man.”

As I finished, he just sat there silently, not saying a word.

Continuing Amber said, “With that being said, we’ve pretty much concluded that the real reason you guys want to have a three way is so you can get a fresh piece of ass from some other woman.  Perhaps stranger would be a more polite term to use?  Or is that phrase a bit dated?  Anyway, it all sounds pretty one sided to us girls.”

“So, that’s why we came up with a plan of our own.  Tonight, Ben, Amber is going to be your wife, it is my present to you.  Happy Anniversary baby.  And Nathan, tonight I will be your bride.  That way you two guys get exactly what you were looking to get in the first place, a piece of ass that’s not your wife, and we girls also get treated fairly and get to have a bit of fun at that same time,” I said.

“It may not be a three-way like you guys requested but Rachel and I do consider it a...,” pausing, she looked at me briefly before continuing, and added, “Fair trade.  So, what do you want to do?  Fuck your friend’s wife while you watch him pound away on yours or watch a romantic comedy as we’d planned?”

The guys both sat there silently not saying a word, and Amber and I were waiting on a response.  Based on our individual conversations with them previously where they’d each refused to entertain the idea of having a three way with another man, we were expecting a quick no fucking way from each of them.  This was how we planned to put an end to their requests for a trio with another girl once and for all.

Nathan was sitting there looking at me with hungry eyes and as I scanned Ben, I noticed him checking out Amber.  After a few seconds, Nathan said to Ben, “What do you think dude?”

Shrugging his shoulders, Ben leaned toward him, and they spoke quietly in a tone so low neither of us could hear what they were saying.  Amber and I shot each other a quick glance and by the expressions on our faces it was clear that all was not going as planned. We had expected them to both say not only no but hell no, and quickly. 

After a few moments, the guys stopped talking and then looked at us nodding and smiling.

“Yeah,” each of them said.

“Let’s do it,” Nathan said with a smile.

Amber and I stepped closer together and she then said quietly, “I guess my plan didn’t work out so well, did it?”

“I’m surprised it didn’t.  I was positive it would work.  Apparently, these are just two horny guys looking to get their dick wet.”

“Yeah, and we are clearly the wet.  Rachel, what do we do?”

“Like we discussed, we must follow through, just like we planned and just like we’ve offered to our husbands.  I can’t see a way out.”

“I can’t either.  I guess you’re right.”

“Hey, are you okay with this girl?  Are you going to be alright?” I asked.

With a quick nod she said, “Yes.  I’m going to be just fine.  How about you?”

“Me too.  More importantly, this is an intimate act, and I’m going to be with your husband, and you will be with mine, in the most passionate way possible.  Let’s promise that we’re not going to let this come between us and we will still be friends afterward, okay?” I asked.

“Hoes before bros,” she said, and we then gave each other’s hand a quick squeeze.

“What are you two whispering about?” Ben called out playfully.

“We were just talking about how you guys are going to be so sore in the morning that you’re not going to be able to walk,” Amber said, and then the four of us chuckled.

I took Amber by the hand and led her over to Ben and then placed her palm in his and said, “Happy Anniversary baby, I hope you enjoy my gift, and I guess I pretty much gave you what you were asking for didn’t I?”

“Thanks Rach, I will, this is the best gift a wife ever gave her husband.”

She then sat down on his lap, and they began kissing.

Stepping in front of Nathan, I looked at him and then moistened my lips with my tongue and said, “So, asking your wife for a three way with another woman,” and I then shook my head and said, “What am I going to do with you?”

I then climbed on his lap and took a good look at him and quickly saw in him what Amber did.  He was a handsome young man of thirty years of age with dark brown hair and eyes and could have any woman that he wanted as he was just do darn good looking.  Putting my arms around his neck, I then leaned toward him, and we began kissing passionately.  After a couple of minutes, we began to let our hands explore one another and as I brushed past his pants, I could feel that I had gotten his attention as he was at full mast.  Taking his hand, he moved it underneath my short nightgown and quickly gained access to my privates as I had decided not to wear the matching panties when I had put it on earlier.  Touching my womanhood, he then began to massage it in a circular motion and as he did, I began to moan lightly and said, “Oh Nathan, that feels so good baby.  Just like that.”

I heard Amber say, “He’s really good at that, gives that best hand job a girl ever had,” and we all chuckled.

Taking a quick glance over at Amber and Ben, I saw that his t-shirt and sleep pants were now on the floor, and she was on her knees pleasuring him.  By the expression on his face, he was thoroughly enjoying it which was evident by his heavy breathing.  After getting rid of Nathan’s sleepwear, he continued massaging me and then after putting a bit of lube in my palm I began stroking him as well.  Each time I pumped him I could tell that he liked it a lot, as his breathing was heavy, and his member was stiffening with each stroke and the tip was becoming increasingly swollen.

Looking over at Ben and Amber I could see that she was now laying on the couch with her legs apart and high in the air.  His head was parked between her thighs, and it was clear that he was going to town as each time that he moved she moaned lightly, which was no surprise as he had a tongue that could drive any girl to orgasm as he knew exactly how to use it.  I also noted that she was completely clean shaven and from the looks of it she appeared freshly waxed.  She had told me this was something that she enjoyed doing for Nathan as it really turned him on and from what I could tell it was having the same effect on Ben.  Normally I trimmed down but didn’t go for the scorched Earth approached, but after seeing how much he liked it I began to think I might give it a try especially if it would bring him that much joy.

“How does that old song go?  Let’s get this party started?”  I said just before climbing on top of Nathan where I took his member in my hand and began to massage my opening with it, as I was preparing to take him.  Very shortly thereafter I fully lowered myself onto him and as he as filled me up completely, I moaned from the absolute ecstasy.  Now moving up and down on him, I said, “Oh my God Nathan, you feel so good, your cock is huge.”

Glancing over at Ben and Amber I noticed that he was still pleasuring her with his tongue.  I was already super turned on from Nathan’s massive member rubbing against my womanhood with each stroke and watching the two of them excited me even more.  I then said to him, “Ben, I want to see you fuck her, and hard, like a wild animal.”

He smiled at me and quickly moved into position between her legs and very easily slipped inside of her as she was already so wet.  As he pounded her, she cried out in pleasure, “Oh Ben, fuck me, fuck me hard, oh God yes, keep pounding me with that cock,” and as he continued, she continued crying out with pleasure.

After a couple of more minutes of making love with Nathan, I was close and could tell that he was potentially closer to orgasm than I was, so I took my hand and began massaging my womanhood as I planned to beat him to the punch, or at least meet him.  As I continued to ride him, I could feel his swollen member deep inside me and knew that he wasn’t going to last and just as suddenly he said, “Rachel I’m coming.”  I could tell by the expression on his face that he had released and fortunately I had climaxed as well, at the very last second which made me happy as there’s nothing worse than doing all that work and getting cheated out of an orgasm when you’re super close.  I the leaned my head down and kissed him and said, “Thank you.”

“No, thank you,” he replied, “That was wonderful Rachel,” and then whispering in my ear he said, “You are so tight.”

I wonder why he said that.  Was I tighter than Amber?  Nonetheless it was a compliment, and I would take it as such, and I would never repeat it to my best friend as a comment like that was the kind that could really hurt if someone said it to you.  Especially one’s husband.

At that point we both glanced over at Ben and Amber, and he was fucking her like there was no tomorrow and every time that he hit against her womanhood she screamed at the top of her lungs and begged for more.  On one hand I was glad that she was enjoying herself as there was no need not to, but on the other, I wasn’t sure that I liked seeing my husband enjoying himself so much with my best friend.  After all he was mine!  A previous conversation I’d had with Amber began to run through my mind, one that we’d had when we first started talking about three ways.  What if he ends up liking her better and eventually wants to leave me for her?  After all, she was quite beautiful and had a great little body on her, one that most men wouldn’t be able to resist.  I told myself that I just needed to calm down and not let my imagination get the better of me.  After all I’d just fucked her husband and at least she deserved to finish screwing mine, just as we had agreed.

As Ben orgasmed, he collapsed on top of her, and she then smiled and wrapped her arms around him and gave him a squeeze.  She had enjoyed being with him, that much was obvious from the way they had been going at it, plus it was also evident from her facial expression of absolute bliss not to mention the way that she had her arms wrapped around him.  After a few moments they began kissing passionately, once again showing me that they were still truly enjoying one another’s company, maybe a little too much for my taste causing me to feel a tad insecure.  Since there was nothing I could do about it as I had agreed to be a willing participant, I decided the best thing to do was not to get too worked up and to take my mind off of it I began making out with Nathan and in a short amount of time he was aroused.  Deciding it was his turn to do all the work, I lay down on the couch and as I parted my legs, he quickly positioned himself between my thighs and with one quick thrust he entered me and as he did it almost took my breath away.  As Nathan made love to me, I glanced over and saw that Ben and Amber were enjoying the show and the next thing I know the two of them were screwing like bunnies.  Just like before my husband was fucking the hell out of her and she was loving every minute of it.  Occasionally glancing over at the two of them I couldn’t help but feel betrayed, which was ridiculous because I was just as guilty of screwing someone else’s spouse as they were and was doing it at that very moment.  Eventually Nathan came and a couple of minutes later Ben did as well and afterward we just lay there in one another’s arms, me with Amber’s husband and she with mine.

As we lay there, I felt comfortable as well as safe as Nathan held me in his arms and the heat from his body felt good as it warmed my naked flesh.  Attempting to recap what was running through my mind I tried to define what I had just experienced and the only way that I could describe it was bittersweet.  Nathan’s manhood was slightly larger than my husband’s and the sensation from that alone was quite nice and excited me greatly as he filled me up completely, even stretching me a bit, while we made love.  More than that, he had been a great lover as he was very passionate, took his time and made me feel that he cared for me, which meant more to me than his huge schlong.  He was a good man and knew how to pleasure, as well as treat a woman and if I hadn’t met Ben and he had been available he would have been someone I would have selected as a mate. 

Though the experience had been sexually exciting, I felt conflicted as I had watched my own husband make mad passionate love to another woman before my very eyes and that girl just happened to be my best friend in the entire world.  Once again, I told myself that it had been something that we had agreed to upfront, and it was just sex, but I had become disturbed as I had watched the passion unfold between Ben and Amber.  In my mind there was real chemistry between the two of them and it was obvious that as they had made love they had truly connected as I could see it in the way that they looked at one another and it was especially evident as he was deep inside her.  I couldn’t help but wonder if after that night if the two of them would be able to restrain themselves and keep their hands off one another.  The thought of losing my husband to my best friend was devastating because they both meant the world to me.  Good Lord, what had I done?


Chapter 6

The next day we returned to Madisonville and after dropping Nathan and Amber at their house, Ben and I returned to ours and upon arriving home we unpacked our suitcases and settled in for the evening. 

After dinner Ben and I were sitting in the living room with the television on, not that we were watching it as it was just playing in the background while we were wasting time on our phones, as all good millennials do. 

It wasn’t long before Ben said, “Rachel I’ve noticed that you’ve been pretty quiet.  Is everything okay?”

I didn’t look up from my phone and simply said, “I’m fine.”

After a few moments, he said, “I’ve been married to you long enough to know when something is on your mind.  Whatever it is, I’m right here if you decide you would like to talk about it.”

It wasn’t much later when he asked, “Is this about last night?”

Turning around and looking at him I said in a semi-sarcastic tone, “Why on Earth would you think that?”

“I knew it,” he said and then shook his head.

Once again turning back toward my phone, I said, “I told you I was fine Ben.  Let’s just leave it at that.”

“Whatever.”

A few seconds later, I asked, “So, did you enjoy having sex with Amber last night?”

Shaking his head, he said, “I just knew that was what this was all about.”

“Well, did you?” I asked.

“What do you think?”

“From what I saw it looked like the two of you were having a pretty good time.”

“Of course.  Wasn’t that the purpose of the whole thing, so we could all have a good time?” he asked.

“I suppose.”

“You know Rachel, it looked like you and Nathan were having a lot of fun yourselves.”

Turning around and looking at him, I said, “Yes, that’s quite true, we did enjoy being with one another, but it looked like the two of you were really enjoying it, and I mean a lot.”

“Can you explain to me what the difference is between what you did and what I did?  I’m just not getting this.”

“It was the way the two of you were smiling at one another and gazing into each other’s eyes.  You guys were totally into one another, and I could see that you were truly connecting.  As you kissed and while you were deep inside her Ben, the two of you truly looked like a couple in love and it hurt me, a lot, and since last night I’ve done nothing but think about it.  The vision of you making love to my best friend has replayed in my mind over and over and over and I’m scared to death.”

Sitting down beside me on the couch he put his arm around me and asked, “Baby, what are you scared of?”

“Losing you.”

“Rachel, you’re not going to lose me.”

“Ben, I could tell by the way that you looked at her, and she at you, that the two of you have feelings for one another, and right now I’m petrified of what the future holds and sincerely hope that I’m wrong and that it’s all paranoia.  Do you deny what I’m saying about having feelings for her?  Even a little?” I asked.

“I’ll be glad to answer that, fully, open and honestly, but can I ask you a question first?”

I nodded and said, “Of course.”

“As a result of being with Nathan last night did you develop any feelings for him?  Any at all?  I would also like to add that if you did, I won’t be upset.”

“Ben you’re a very understanding guy, apparently more understanding than me.”

He gave me a quick nod.

Thinking for a moment, I then said, “Honestly, he’s a nice guy and as far as being intimate with someone who was not my husband, I enjoyed being with him.  Nathan was nice and was a great lover and as much as I hate to say it, I felt very comfortable giving myself to him, and after being with him I guess I do feel a bit of a bond with the guy, as much as I don’t want to admit it.”

“Rach, when you have sex with someone that’s going to happen because it’s a very intimate thing and emotions run high as no two people can be closer than during those moments.  I’m going to admit something to you that I would never have said if this hadn’t come up.  When I saw Nathan putting his enormous cock inside you, I was kind of intimidated and I thought, hey, he’s definitely bigger than me.  What if she likes having a guy that’s hung like a porn star that can completely fill her up in a way that I can’t as by comparison I’m a micro-dick, and what if she decides to trade me in for a bigger model.”

Chuckling I asked, “Really?”

He nodded and said, “Yep.”

“So, you were just as worried as I was?”

“Maybe even more.”

“That makes me feel better Ben.”

“I’m glad.”

Putting my arms around his neck, I asked, “You know you don’t have anything to worry about because I like your dick, just like it is.  I think it’s absolutely perfect.  For me anyway.”

“Thanks Rach.”

“So, Ben, you’ve still not answered my question.”

“I was coming to that, and the answer is yes, I was really into her.  She excited me and there was a lot of sexual energy as well as passion between us and it was like we couldn’t get enough of each other.  I didn’t plan for it to be that way but once she and I started it was just there, it was like it came out of nowhere, and I could tell by the look in her eyes she was feeling it too.  I don’t know if that’s what you wanted to hear or not, but I thought I would come clean and tell you that what you were seeing was real.”

“Ben I already knew that, but I do respect you telling me what you did.  It means a lot.”

After a few moments, I asked, “Now that you’ve had a taste of her, will you be tempted to have her again?  What if she comes onto you?  Will you be able to resist?”

“Can I be honest?”

“Please.”

“Rachel, Amber is beautiful, and I absolutely loved fucking the hell out of her.  It was fantastic and I’m glad you two engineered that whole thing as it really did fulfill my three-way fantasy, which no longer seems as exciting for some reason.  In so many ways, it was way more fun thinking about than doing if you want to know the truth, even thought it was a blast doing it.  You’re my wife Rachel and I love you and I would never sacrifice our relationship or my life with you by doing something that would hurt you and know that you would never do that to me either.  With that being said, I will never leave you for Amber.”

“Or have sex with her?”

Nodding he said, “And you won’t leave me for Nathan?” he said.

“Agreed.”

“Unless at some point in the future we decide we need to liven up our relationship and ….,” he said.

Shaking my head I said, “Here we go again.”


Chapter 7

Over the next few days, Amber and I got together late one afternoon for coffee and had a conversation about that night at the B&B. I shared mine and Ben’s recent conversation with her along with all the details of how I’d felt there was chemistry between the two of them that evening.  I also told her that after watching them together I had become unsettled, and a bit hurt because I could tell that the two of them were really digging one another which caused me to feel threatened.  She readily admitted that it was true and that she really liked my husband and had felt a connection with him and in another time and place she could see herself being with him.  However, she was very happy with Nathan and loved him very much and wasn’t prepared to lose him, or his enormous pee-pee (her words not mine!) under any circumstances.  I was a little surprised when she said that as she glanced over and saw the two of us being intimate that she was a bit jealous.  When I asked her why, she said it was because he was truly making love to me as though I were someone that he cared for and that’s what bothered her.  Amber said she would have been fine if he had just been plain ole fucking me to get his rocks off, but the way that he was kissing me gently and touching my flesh ever so tenderly was what bothered her as those were things that one typically did when they loved someone.  She then said that she was sorry for being jealous, but she couldn’t help herself and had felt a bit threatened because I was so pretty and was worried that after Nathan got a taste of my loving, he might decide that he liked me better, thus, leaving her.

In the end we had both felt a bit threatened after seeing our spouse with another woman.  Not necessarily because they’d had sex but because of the prospect of losing them, just as we had discussed the night when we had engineered the whole swap thing.  Our friendship did survive in the end, and I was glad because if I had lost her as a friend I would have been crushed.  Afterward the two of us rarely discussed the events of that evening at Summer House in North Point, and we definitely never traded spouses again.  Believe it or not, our husbands never asked either of us for a three way or a swap afterward because having their fantasies fulfilled forced them to deal with an insecure emotional female afterward.  Apparently, they decided that a few minutes of fun wasn’t worth the high cost that went along with it in the days that followed.  In the end, I guess the plan Amber and put together did work and their desire to bring another woman into their relationship while their wife was present seemed to have been extinguished.

My advice to anyone thinking about bringing another person into you and your spouse’s bedroom is to tread carefully because you are opening doors that you might never be able to close again.  It’s not something that you can take back afterward, because once it’s done it’s done, and you will be forced to live with that decision for the rest of your relationship, provided it survives.  If you believe that doesn’t apply to you because you are open minded and wouldn’t get emotional about such a thing, then I’m here to tell you that you are wrong.  Amber and I thought the exact same thing, up until the moment where we saw the ones we loved more than anything in the world performing the most intimate act possible with another woman.

Fortunately for me, my marriage, as well as my friendship with Amber, survived but it doesn’t for everyone that crosses that line.  When you and the love of your life take another into your arms as we did, I ask you to please be careful because thinking about it is a whole lot more fun than doing it, and when the emotions finally catch up it may not seem like such a fair trade after all.

Take care.

Amber & Rachel

Check out Madison McCall’s other books in the Kindle store at Amazon.com
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