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CHAPTER 1:

My wife Olivia and I have tended to travel in some pretty "open-minded" circles when it comes to sex. I think I probably could have been pretty happy just taking my wife to bed and fucking her on a regular basis, like any normal married couple, but Olivia was totally into the idea of exploring and experimenting so I went along with it. That's not to say that I didn't usually enjoy those explorations, but she was definitely the prime instigator.

One of her ideas was the Mystery Fuck Club. I think it started with about four couples but eventually more than doubled over time. The way it worked was pretty simple. When it was her turn a woman would get dressed up in something sexy, usually with hot lingerie underneath, and then be blindfolded by her husband. They would then get in the car and drive to another member's home where the wife would be dropped off.

Keeping her blindfold on the whole time the wife would be fucked by whichever husband it happened to be that night. The man in question would not speak a word, so as not to give away his identity, and his wife would conveniently arrange to be out for the evening.

Presumably the woman never knew exactly who had fucked her, but she knew that it was someone she knew pretty well. Olivia seemed to really get off on that concept, and since it was granting me permission to fuck a lot of other women, most of whom were quite attractive, it was hard for me to complain.

Of course after a while everyone in our circle had fucked everyone else so there wasn't quite as much mystery but I guess it was still a kick for the girls to not know exactly who was doing them at any given time.

Olivia's next innovation was to have the husband come in and watch his wife getting drilled instead of sitting in the car waiting for her to finish. I was somewhat less-enthusiastic about the plan than she was, but I went with the program, and so did all the other husbands.

I remember the first time it happened. I was taking my wife to the house of a very good friend, who was also a co-worker of mine named Brad Carmichael. He was a very athletic kind of guy and we played racquetball together sometimes, but I usually had a hard time keeping up with him. I had seen him naked in the shower at the athletic club so I knew he had a pretty terrific body but I had no idea how big his cock would look when erect. Well I found out that night. It was big. Very big.

Brad decided to bang Olivia in the living room so I had a comfortable seat in a reclining chair to witness the proceedings in all their glory. Olivia looked so fucking hot in her black mini-dress, black sheer stockings and stiletto heels, her lips painted fiery red. Brad greeted us at the door clad only in boxer shorts and a tank top. I had never thought of that, but it was infinitely practical. We were all there for one very specific purpose so it wasn't like a dinner party or anything.

I felt a surge of jealousy when Brad grabbed my wife and started to kiss her. That was an utterly pointless and stupid reaction. He had already fucked her before, and was about to do so again, but I had never witnessed the process before and that made quite a difference.

The silence was always kind of difficult for me to maintain when it was my turn to nail the mystery fuck. The girl was free to talk her fool head off, and some of them did, but I found it difficult not to say anything to a woman I was having sex with.

Once the kissing was done for the moment Brad took off Olivia's dress and put his hands on her shoulders, guiding her to the floor. His huge cock was now in his hand and he rubbed it all over my wife's face letting her stick her tongue out for a lick or two along the way.

Eventually Olivia took hold of his raging snake and started to stroke it. I think I kind of leaned forward in my chair to get a better look, both appalled and aroused at the same time.

"Mmm...so big. So very, very, big," she purred as she continued to stroke him. "I think I remember this cock...although I don't know who it belongs to. I've tried to guess many times."

That kind of freaked me out. My wife knew my buddy's cock from previous experience and it had made such an impression on her that she claimed to think of it often. I began to wonder whether this new wrinkle in our old scheme was such a good idea. Maybe it was better not to know what actually transpired on these club nights.

Soon her lips were wrapped around his manhood and I watched it disappearing down her throat. My wife really knew how to give a good blowjob, I thought, and I always appreciated that fact. Of course it looked like she kept in good practice with a number of other guys so that kind of put a different spin on things.

I hadn't noticed my own dick getting hard, but now that it was it was kind of hard to ignore it. Seeing my wife crouching down in her see-through bra and crotchless panties as she sucked off a friend of mine from work was far more erotically charged for me than I had anticipated. I was aching for relief but there really wasn't anything I could do about it. I wasn't about to whip it out and jack off on the recliner or something.

After what seemed like the world's longest BJ to me Brad picked Olivia up off the floor like she was a pillow or something and held her in his arms as he began to fuck her standing up. I was impressed. There was no way I could pull that off I thought.

Brad was totally naked by this point and they were kind of turned away from me for a while so I was basically looking at Brad's butt most of the time, which was also kind of impressive I noted. It looked so firm. I couldn't stop looking at it.

Then they turned around a bit, probably for my benefit, and I watched as my wife happily bounced up and down on his massive member, moaning like mad. I could see that Brad was really straining the way his muscles were bulging and rippling and I decided right on the spot to get a membership at a gym club. He just looked like the picture of ideal masculinity, and the way Olivia was reacting only confirmed that it wasn't all just cosmetic.

"Oh, God! Oh, God! That's the most amazing thing I've ever felt!" she cried out at one point.

I should have been more deflated by that remark but I was pretty caught up in witnessing this spectacle and I could imagine how that might be true. My wife and I participated in a lot of adventurous activities but our own private sex tended to be pretty vanilla lately.

"Fuck me you big stud!

I don't think Brad had any other plans at the moment so he was likely going to continue fucking her even without the request but it probably pleased him to hear her say it anyway. I know it would have pleased me to hear someone say that to me. I suppose they might have at some time, but at the moment I couldn't remember when.

The fucking lasted almost as long as the blowjob, and I didn't know if I could last much longer myself without running to the bathroom to get my rocks off, but eventually Brad proved that he was human and finished up with my wife's back pressed against the wall for extra support.

Brad looked at me as if to ask whether I wanted to dress my wife so I did. She was sweaty and breathing hard as I helped her back into her dress but I did manage to towel her off a little before doing so. The blindfold, of course, stayed on at all times until we were home so that she wouldn't see what direction we were coming from, so I had to lead her out to the car and assist with getting her seated.

"You know I've been thinking," she said when we were about half way home. "We should try something like that on our own sometime."

"Well let me get in a little better shape first. I'd hate to throw out my back on the first try," I sort of joked.

"No, I don't mean that. I mean we should do this kind of arrangement again, but without all the silence and the blindfold."

"That was your idea, remember."

"And that's fine for the club, but I had a little something different in mind for us. You know, just to spice things up at home. I think it would be fun to invite some guy over and have the three of us participate."

"You want to get double-teamed by me and some other man?" I asked a little shakily.

"Not exactly. That's not how I pictured you participating."


CHAPTER 2:

The word "cuckold" is quite old and has been in use in the English language since at least medieval times. (The time period, not the restaurant where people wear paper crowns and watch jousting, although I imagine there are more than a few cuckolds there as well.)

It's derived from the word "cuckoo" and pertains to the habit of the cuckoo bird laying eggs in someone else's nest. In literature it came to mean the husband of an unfaithful wife, usually one who didn't know that she had strayed until she gave birth to another man's child.

In modern pornographic connotations it generally means watching your wife get fucked by another man, or men. What we were all doing in this club by watching our wives with other men was probably some kind of cuckold fetish, although it didn't totally feel that way since we were all taking turns being the other man. What Olivia had in mind for me was something a bit different.

I have no idea where the idea came from or why she thought it would be a good way to "spice things up" but it was hard to resist any of her crazy schemes and this was no different. She always made everything sound so simple and carefree and harmless. She just had a way of talking me into things I guess.

What she wanted was to invite some well-hung stud to come over and bang her while I watched again, but she would instruct me on when and what I was to do to participate in the proceedings. It was made quite clear to me that I was not going to be an equal member of the threesome and that my company would only be tolerated as long as I behaved exactly as she commanded.

We had gone through a phase where Olivia played the dominatrix and dressed up in sexy leather and latex suits and whatnot. She'd spank me with a paddle or a riding crop and I even let her fuck me in the ass with a dildo a few times. It wasn't my favorite game but I did find some kinky thrills in it. I assumed that this new game was sort of a variation on that theme. I was supposed to be sort of humbled in the process, which I guess turned her on the way it did when she was spanking me and...other things.

"Okay," I finally said a little reluctantly, "but I don't want it to be anyone I know."

"Why not? You already know that I've been fucked by most of your friends, and you've even watched it happening. What's the difference?" she asked.

"The difference is that as part of that club thing we all go through the same experience. You're talking about bringing some guy into our home to have him fuck you in front of me, I assume for the purpose of sort of humiliating me in a way. It's one thing to watch a friend bang your wife when everybody knows that you're going to bang that guy's wife too. This seems like we're crossing kind of a line so I want it to be someone I don't have to see all the time," I explained, as firmly as I could.

"No problem. I'm sure that I can find some nice big stud who wants to fuck me," she said with a shrug of her shoulders.

I was sure she could. All of the wives in our circle of friends were what I would have described as pretty, at least, but Olivia was kind of a notch above as far as I was concerned. And based on the amount of looks she got whenever we went anywhere I don't think it was just my marital bias at work.

She did indeed fine a big stud who wanted to fuck her, and who was apparently completely comfortable with the idea of me going along for the ride. That struck me as sort of weird, but I guess the world is full of all kinds of people. Many would no doubt think I was weird for going along with this strange arrangement so I was in no position to judge anyone else.

His name was Conrad, and I have no idea where my wife dug him up, but he seemed to be all alpha male all the way. I thought Brad was pretty well-built but this guy made him look like a 98 pound weakling, which made me look all the more like the cuckold I was.

The humiliation started even before I had set eyes on the guy. Olivia and Conrad were going to go out for drinks before coming back and doing the deed and I was required to watch my wife getting ready for her "date" with this mystery man.

She was really pulling out all the stops with sexy lingerie underneath her incredibly sexy dress and spending an unusual amount of time fussing over her hair and makeup.

"Do you think he'll like my hair like this, or should I pull it back a little more?" she asked me at one point.

"I don't know. I'm guessing he'll be happy with whatever way you wear your hair," I replied rather sullenly.

"I want to look my best," she said as she turned back to the mirror for more inspection and touchup work.

I knew this was obviously part of the whole process. I doubt that either one of them really had any burning desire to make small talk over drinks since their fucking was a foregone conclusion anyway, and I honestly did doubt that Conrad would give a rat's ass which way she wore her hair. She was going to look hot and he was going to want to fuck her. All of this "date anxiety" nonsense was just for my benefit, if you could call it that.

When Conrad arrived to pick her up he just honked the horn and she went out to meet him. I sat in the living room trying to interest myself in something on television, but I wasn't having much luck. I had a beer. Then another. Then probably another. I'm not really sure about that. They seemed to be taking forever to get back and I just wanted this whole charade to be over with.

Eventually I heard the lock in the door turning and Conrad and Olivia kind of tumbled into the house. She was clinging to him quite tightly and they were both laughing about something. Me I guessed, but that might have just been paranoia.

I was briefly introduced to Conrad but neither one of us bothered to shake hands or anything. I was just an accessory for the evening and hardly worthy of such attention.

"Sorry it took so long. We were just having such a good time that we kind of started in the car, but I made sure that we didn't go too far without you," Olivia explained between giggles.

"Thanks," I sort of muttered under my breath.

Olivia took Conrad by the arm and started to lead him up to the bedroom. I was told to follow along so I fell in step a couple of paces behind them. Somehow seeing them do it in my own bed seemed worse for some reason, which Olivia probably thought of right off the bat.

Once we were in the bedroom I was instructed to sit in a chair and watch until called upon for whatever services I was going to be expected to render. So I sat quietly and watched as my wife and a total stranger to me began to kiss and fondle each other as they both got undressed.


CHAPTER 3:

Conrad had a huge cock. I was secretly hoping that he wouldn't but I knew in my heart that he would. His body was a marvel all around. I don't know how many hours one would have to spend in a gym to look like that, or whether he took steroids or some other supplement to get those muscles, but I knew I would never have that physique no matter how hard I tried. I knew that Olivia knew that as well, which only made me feel even smaller and weaker.

Much to my disappointment in myself I found that I was totally hard again. Something about this humiliation business seemed to work on me on some level. I wouldn't say that I was enjoying the experience, but I had to admit that I was getting really turned on by it.

Conrad and Olivia just looked so freaking hot together. Way more attractive than most porn stars, and this was much more visceral than watching a video. Of course it was also my wife with another man, which made it personal as well, but it was hard to look at them cavorting on the bed without being somewhat impressed.

"Doesn't Conrad have a gorgeous body, sweetie?" Olivia called over to me as she was caressing his massive chest.

"Yes he does," I replied softly.

I could have tried to play it cool and ask the guy how much he bench pressed or something, like I was a fellow body builder, but that would probably have sounded idiotic under the circumstances. He did have a gorgeous body and there was no denying that. Being forced to admit it out loud was humbling, but even that was tinged with a little dose of excitement. I would never have admitted that I thought another man had a "gorgeous" body before so I found the feeling kind of liberating in a way.

Olivia eventually got around to blowing the guy while he was lying on his back and I was told to pull my chair up closer so that I could get a better view.

In my zombie sleep-walking mode I just followed her orders and perched myself right next to the bed. Conrad looked very relaxed, with his arms behind his head, as my wife gave him a very thorough and enthusiastic blowjob.

"That's really nice, baby, you really know how to smoke that sausage," Conrad said happily.

Maybe it was my imagination but she seemed to give better head to other men. It was probably my imagination...or my paranoia at any rate. I kept pressing my hand down on my crotch to suppress my raging hard on, but nothing was going to help that until I had a chance to get my rocks off, whenever that would be.

"My goodness he has a lot of stamina, doesn't he?" Olivia commented while she was giving her mouth a break from sucking and working his shaft with both of her hands.

"Yes he does," came my rather mechanical reply.

I was being totally emasculated. I was conscious of it. I could have stopped it at any point by simply walking out of the room. Or I suppose I could have gone and gotten a gun and shot them both in a jealous rage. I did neither. I just sat and watched...transfixed.

After the seemingly endless BJ, Conrad finally got around to sticking his dick in her pussy and proceeded to fuck her senseless. At least that's what it seemed like to me with all the moaning and gyrating she was doing under him. It was horrible, but it was probably the hottest thing I had ever seen in my life.

So far it hadn't seemed all that different from watching Brad bone her, aside from the fact that they were in my bed and no one was blindfolded, and there was plenty of talking going on, mostly very dirty talking as my wife praised the way she was being serviced.

As Conrad finally shot his load I discovered that it was time for me to join the party.

"Come lick my pussy, darling," Olivia instructed.

Now ordinarily I would never hesitate to go down on my wife's sweet muff, especially if she asked me to do it, but Conrad had left her with a rather noticeable "cream pie" that was literally dripping down her slit. I hesitated and Olivia reiterated her command and I climbed on the bed and buried my face between her legs.

"I'm so jealous," said Olivia with what I thought was a slight chuckle. "You're getting to taste Conrad's cum before I do!"

As they say in bull fighting it was the moment of truth. I was licking another man's cum out of my wife's pussy in my own bed after watching the man deposit his sperm there. That man was also watching, probably amused that I was so easily pushed around by a woman. Probably also a little relieved that he didn't have to deal with the nasty chore of tasting his own jizz. That was for the ladies, or cuckolds like me I guess.

I came in my pants. I didn't touch myself or try to rub against the mattress, I just unloaded in my shorts.

Apparently this was a one-and-done deal, I wasn't going to have to sleep on the couch while Conrad and Olivia snuggled under my blankets. As soon as Olivia was satisfied that I had done my duty they both got dressed and Olivia walked out to the car with Conrad. Conrad and I said nothing, which was just as well I suppose. What was I going to say? Compliment him on the taste of his semen?

While they were gone I changed my underwear. I didn't need Olivia to find out that I had literally gotten off by tonight's performance. I had no idea what was going to happen next, if anything, and I think I was in kind of a state of shock. Not shock over what I had witnessed, or even done...shock over how powerfully it had stimulated me sexually.

"That was a lot of fun, wasn't it?" Olivia said cheerfully once she had kissed her date goodnight.

"For you maybe," I sulked.

"Oh come on now, I could see how horny you were. I'm surprised you didn't cum in your pants," she joked, or maybe she knew.

"It was an interesting experience...for a onetime thing," I said casually.

"You just got your feet wet, darling. This is only the beginning!"


CHAPTER 4:

I got my feet wet several more times in basically the same fashion before Olivia decided it was time to kick it up a notch. Usually I just watched and was invited to comment on how sexy and manly her partner was, and then at the end I would clean up the mess, usually in her pussy, but one time the guy came in her mouth and she had me "kiss" the cum that was dripping from her lips. It never failed to get me aroused and I never really complained or protested too much. Just enough I guess to try and preserve some shred of my masculine dignity, which was about to completely go out the window.

"You know what would be really fun is to have you dress up in a sexy French maid costume and answer the door when my date arrives," Olivia said casually at breakfast one morning.

"You have got to be kidding," I snorted.

"No, not at all. I'll bet you'd look really cute dressed up like that. It would be so much fun and you could participate more freely."

"But I wouldn't look anything like a woman. I'd look ridiculous," I pointed out as firmly as I could.

"Nonsense. I think you'd make a very pretty girl. I'll help you. I'll do your makeup and fix your hair and you'll look like a girl in no time," she said cheerfully, as if it was the most normal thing in the world to suggest to her husband.

"But the guy would know I wasn't a girl," I stammered, trying to draw a line in the sand but feeling more like I was sinking into quicksand.

"So what? He won't care. He'll like you better that way, I assure you. And you'll like it too. I promise."

So instead of watching my wife get fixed up to go out with another man I found myself being fixed up to welcome that man at the door. I had seen my wife put on makeup a million times but it was quite a different thing to experience when she was putting it on me. The more she worked the better I looked and before too long I couldn't really believe that it was me in the mirror. I did look like kind of a pretty girl. Not in Olivia's league by any means, but quite presentable anyway.

Next I was dressed in sexy underwear and got a tingle down my spine as I put on my fishnet stockings and garter belt. Next came a slightly padded bra that gave me the impression of some modest boobs. I couldn't really see why all this was necessary since I wouldn't be taking off my clothes, but Olivia insisted it would help me get in the mood, and she was right. By the time I was fully dressed in my maid's out, complete with my little cap, I was quite turned on. Having those girly under things on was really exciting, and seeing the whole package in the mirror I was kind of blown away by the transformation.

"See, I knew you'd make a very pretty girl," my wife said proudly as she admired my handiwork.

I was excited, but extremely nervous as the appointed hour of the gentleman's arrival drew closer. When I heard the doorbell I almost fainted with fright. This was going to be a total disaster I thought as I turned the knob with my shaking hand.

There stood John, another one of Olivia's Greek god acquisitions. Even with his clothes on I could tell how ripped he was. He sort of towered over me, partly because he was big, and partly because my knees were shaking so hard I kind of scrunched down a couple of inches.

"My mistress is waiting for you upstairs," I managed to squeak out in my best female impersonator voice, which was probably a little shaky at best.

"Thanks honey, lead the way," said John with a grin.

The moment I turned around I felt his hand shoot under my skirt and my ass being pinched. I literally jumped and gave out a little squeal. I regained my composure somewhat and led the way upstairs to where Olivia was indeed waiting, but in the bathtub, not the bed.

Once we were all in the bathroom together John grinned as he quickly peeled off his clothes and handed them to me. I folded them neatly and put them aside as he climbed into the tub with my wife. My job was to stand there and hand them anything they might want, like wash cloths, or shampoo, or soap, or whatever.

Naturally bathing wasn't the primary thing on their minds so they started making out almost as soon as John hit the water. He started with Olivia's tits, which made sense to me since they were so nice, and they looked even sexier being all slippery and wet.

"Come and wash John's back Genevieve," my wife instructed.

I had been given a suitably French sounding name for the occasion, and thought it was very pretty, but it was strange to be called that for the first time and it took me a moment to respond to it.

"Don't dawdle girl, do as your told," Olivia snapped a little impatiently.

I took a washcloth and soaped it up. Then I began to wash John's muscular back as he sucked on my wife's nipples. I was horny. So freaking horny.

"Now the front," Olivia said after a little while.

John removed his teeth from her tits and leaned back in the tub. As I bent over to wash his incredible chest he casually stuck his hand under my skirt again and took a firm grasp of one of my butt cheeks. I just kept washing him.

"Stand up darling and let her do a proper job," Olivia suggested.

I had no doubt as to who "darling" referred to in this case and I looked in wonder as John rose out of the water, like some giant sea monster, with his equally monstrous cock dangling down in front of him. Even flaccid it looked huge.

"Go on girl, wash the man properly," Olivia scolded.

John just stood there in the tub as I washed the lower part of his body. I had a washcloth in my hand so I didn't actually feel his cock as I rubbed it, but I was feeling plenty of his bare skin along the line and it was driving me wild. When he turned around so that I could wash his rear end I realized that I had developed kind of a thing for a nice-looking butt. I had always been kind of an "ass man" where women were concerned so it probably wasn't all that surprising that I found myself checking out some male specimens now that I was kind of forced to look at naked men all the time.

They didn't end up doing anything especially sexual in the tub but after I had toweled them both off sufficiently they retired to the bedroom where I knew the real action would get underway. Naturally I was right behind them, ready to serve in any capacity I was called upon to serve. I didn't know what that might be but I was pretty much ready for anything by that point.


CHAPTER 5:

Once in the bedroom Olivia had John sit on the side of the bed while she got down on the floor and began to suck him off. I stood right next to her, and slightly behind, trying not to cum in my silky new panties. That was extremely difficult to do as they felt so sexy I was surprised I hadn't gotten off just from wearing them.

After blowing John for a while Olivia took his dick out of her mouth and looked up at me.

"You've been such a good girl I think you deserve a treat. Come and taste his lovely cock. It's really quite yummy," she said.

I stared at her for a moment in disbelief, and then I stared at John's enormous erection and got down on the floor next to my wife, who was still holding him by his shaft. She pointed his prick at me and told me to lick it. I licked it.

"She how nice a real man tastes," she whispered in my ear as my mouth opened to receive his manhood. "He's just so big. So incredibly big and manly. Just the way a real man should be, don't you think?"

It was obviously a rhetorical question and I was in no position to answer anyway as I was gagging on his big hunk of man meat. If John knew I was really a guy in drag he obviously didn't care as he grabbed my head and pushed it down on his hard on.

"Don't get greedy, girl, it's just a treat," said Olivia as she took my place and resumed the blowjob she had started.

My heart was pounding a mile a minute as I got back to my feet. My legs were shaking again and I knew I had messed up my panties. If watching my wife suck another man's cock had been hot actually sucking that man's cock myself in drag had been hotter than hell, which was probably where I was going after this.

After the preliminary BJ activity was concluded they fucked for a while in a couple of different positions on the bed. Olivia seemed to be enjoying herself, as usual. Perhaps even a little more than usual. Perhaps the sight of me with John's dick in my mouth had turned her on as much as it had turned me on.

"Oh God, John, you don't know how good it feels to be fucked by a real man," Olivia moaned as she locked her gaze on mine.

There was that phrase again. Real man. So pointed, and potentially so cruel, but standing there in my little maid's outfit with my cum soaked panties on it was hard to think of myself as any kind of a man. Step by step Olivia had peeled off various layers of my manhood until I wondered just how much, if anything was left. I had no idea why she would want to do that, but at the moment I didn't care.

John's stamina seemed even more remarkable than the other studs she had brought home as he was still going strong as Olivia returned to blowing him. This time he was on his back and she was straddling his torso with her ass basically in his face. All of sudden she turned and looked at me.

"Carry on for a moment. I think I left something in the bathroom," she said as she climbed off of John's body.

"I could go fetch it for you," I stammered weakly.

"No, I'll just be a minute. Keep him warm for me," Olivia replied as she darted out of the room.

"Well come on, baby, what are you waiting for?" John said as he indicated his raging member.

I climbed on the bed and took the same position my wife had just been in. There was no denying that I was intrigued by the idea of sucking his cock again, but that was mostly sort of a dirty fantasy that I wanted to keep very secret.

I had watched my wife very closely and actually found myself studying her technique, which was an odd thing to do since she had blown me many times before, but I was never really concentrating on how she was doing it, I was focused on how good it felt.

There was no way I could handle a cock this size the way Olivia did but I did my best and was sucking like mad when I felt John grab my butt cheeks again. I had recovered my hard on, which was straining away at my wet panties, and I felt like I was about to cum a second time. When John pushed my panties aside and stuck a finger up my ass I almost screamed but my mouth was too full of cock for that to happen. I didn't want to scream from pain or fear or anything like that, I wanted to scream with pleasure.

When John began to finger bang my asshole I shot it again. Those poor panties would probably never recover, but there was nothing I could do. A few moments later John followed my lead and began to cum in my mouth.

I just kept sucking and swallowing and gasping for air. I had tasted a man's cum several times by now, but always in a "second hand" fashion. It was one thing to lick my wife's pussy while there was still some guy's jizz dripping from it, but it was quite another to feel the whole hot load being delivered straight into my mouth and down my throat.

When John finished he stopped finger banging me and pulled out of my anus. I looked up to see Olivia standing there with an odd grin on her face.

"You naughty little bitch! I said keep him warm, not finish him off. Spank her for me John, I think you'll hit much harder than I do," she said, trying to seem stern despite her smile.

John still had my butt pointed in his direction so he started to swat at my rear end, giving me some pretty good blows. He kind of alternated using one hand to smack one cheek and the other hand to slap the other side of my butt. It was almost like he was playing the bongo drums.

After that things wrapped up pretty quickly as usual, only this time Olivia remained in the bedroom while I escorted John to the door.

"Thanks honey, that was nice," he said as he grabbed me and gave me a quick kiss on the lips. "Let's do it again sometime."

When I got back to the bedroom I found that Olivia had changed into one of her nightgowns and was waiting for me in bed.

"Come here sweetie, let's talk," she said as she patted the mattress next to her.

I hopped on the bed and she took off my little maid's cap and began to stroke my hair. I rested my head on her shoulder.

"Why are you doing this to me?" I asked very softly without looking at her.

"Because it's fun. Because I knew you'd enjoy it," she replied soothingly.

"Why don't didn't you just divorce me and marry a real man if you knew I was some kind of closeted homosexual?"

"Because I love you, darling. And you know it takes a real man to have the confidence to do what you're doing. I don't care if you're attracted to men sometimes. I'm attracted to women sometimes. It's all just a variety of different paths leading to the same conclusion. Speaking of which...let me feel your panties."

"No!" I screeched as she reached for my skirt.

"Come on...there...just as I thought. They're soaking wet. I knew you'd cum."

"Twice," I confessed a little sadly.

"Good for you! Girls cum in their panties all the time. And we have multiple orgasms, too, so you're on a good pace."

"But I'm not really a girl," I tried to point out.

"But I'll bet you want to try it again sometime, don't you?"

"Yes," I whispered.

"Of course you do. Now that you've had a taste of cock I know you'll want more. And won't it be fun when your friends see you like this?"

"No," I cried in genuine distress.

"You look adorable, I should think you would want everyone to see how pretty you are," she said, making it all sound so logical as she usually did.

"But my friends?"

"Certainly. What are friends for?"

There was no point in arguing. If that was the next step in my sissy training it was better to accept it and go along with it peacefully. She had been so right about me all along. Why fight it now?


CHAPTER 6:

"So...who should be first?" Olivia asked one day out of the blue.

"No one?" I offered hopefully.

"Don't be silly. Pick someone. It's not like they haven't all fucked me before you know."

"Yeah, but they didn't see me in drag while it was happening."

"That will just make it all the more enjoyable," she said with a kindly smile. "You'll love it. Have I ever been wrong about something like this?"

"No, I guess not really," I grudgingly admitted.

"So let's set it up. I can't wait to see you in that outfit again. And I'll bet you can't wait to put it on again."

She was right about that. I was anxious to have an excuse to wear those clothes and have my face made up like a woman's again. I just didn't feel great about the idea that some male friend of mine was going to see me like that. It would only take one. Word would spread quickly enough and then I would be the laughingstock of our entire circle of friends. On the other hand it might prove to be so embarrassing to them that they would prefer not to speak of it. John was obviously some kind of bi-sexual pervert my wife had scrounged up off the Internet or something, but my male friends would never let a guy in drag suck them off, especially if they knew him. They'd probably just be so disgusted that we'd lose them as friends, which would probably be better in the long run.

I chose Brad because I had already seen him fuck my wife and because...well...he was hot. The thought of seeing him naked again was very appealing, if disconcerting. Somewhere along the line I just abandoned my resistance and went with it. Whatever was going to happen was going to happen. If this is what I had to do to come out of the closet I was willing to do it. Better that my friends know the real me, I figured, although I couldn't quite figure out why I thought that was true, or even why I somehow thought that this was the "real" me.

Apparently Brad had been incredibly easy to coax into coming over for a non-sanctioned affair. He was happily married, as far as I knew, to a lovely woman named Julie, who had I had fucked doggy style on the floor. She didn't know it was me, of course, but I certainly knew it was her, and Brad certainly knew that I had done it, if not the exact details of how or where. But that was all part of the club we belonged to. A weird sort of wife-swapping thing that everyone shared in equally. This seemed more like straight on cheating on his wife to me, although he may have told Julie what he was planning to do for all I know.

Olivia had also warned Brad that I would be there as a willing participant, but not in the role he usually saw me in. She left it vague and ambiguous, which might have intrigued him I suppose.

When I opened the door for him in my maid outfit the look on his face was priceless. He honestly didn't recognize me until I spoke. Such is the power of perception, I realized. This was my house. I was a man that Brad knew very well. When a cute little maid answered the door he wasn't going to immediately make the assumption that it was me in drag.

"Damn, Chuck, you look really hot like that. How long have you been doing this kind of thing?" he asked in amazement.

"Not long. Just once before, actually. It was my wife's idea," I told him.

"I'll bet it was. Olivia is full of all kinds of kinky ideas," he chuckled. "I still can't believe it's you. You look so...different."

"Thanks...I guess."

"Well, I'm here now and I've got the evening free. What do you want to do?"

"Does Julie know you're here?" I asked.

"Yeah. She's going on some Girl's Night Out thing, whatever that means. I don't ask and she doesn't tell."

"Are you going to tell her about me?"

"Not if you don't want me to."

"Thanks, I appreciate that. This isn't something that I really want to get around you know."

With that we went upstairs where Olivia was waiting on the bed wearing some hot red lingerie that I had never seen before. It had a corset that perfectly accentuated her already perfect boobs and got me hot just looking at her.

"You can hand your clothes to Genevieve," she said to Brad. "She'll take good care of them I promise you. If she doesn't you can spank her. Well...you can spank her even if she does. I'm sure she won't mind, will you Genevieve?"

"No mistress," I replied, meaning it sincerely.

Brad kind of looked at both of us as if we were pulling some kind of prank but then he just grinned and started taking off his clothes, which he handed to me. I folded them neatly and set them on top of the dresser and then took my position standing by the bed.

"I hope you don't mind if my maid helps out. She's kind of a silly girl, but very pretty don't you think?" said Olivia to brad.

"Yes, very pretty. And I don't mind at all...as long as she doesn't."

"Oh, she doesn't, I promise you. Genevieve, darling, why don't you stroke his big cock for me and get him nice and hard? I'm so comfortable where I am right now," my wife said as she stretched her arms for emphasis.

I looked at Brad but he just smiled so I got down in front of him and took his member in my hand. It was so warm. I never really noticed that when I was stroking my own dick, but it stood out to me when I was stroking another man's for some reason.

"You have a very handy little maid," said Brad to my wife.

"Oh, yes, she has many talents," Olivia replied.

Once Brad was fully erect it was time for him to join my wife on the bed and I took my position standing nearby to watch. The first time I watched Brad fuck my wife I felt some jealousy, but I was jealous of him for being with her. Now I watched with full on green-eyed envy, but this time it was because I was jealous of her for being with him. How the worm had turned for me in so many ways.

"It's so nice being able to actually look at you this time without that blindfold on," said my wife as she climbed on top of Brad and lowered herself down onto his prick.

"That whole blindfold business was your idea," Brad reminded her.

"And a damn fine one I must say. But it's also nice to look down and see such a handsome stud while I'm riding him. Don't you think he's handsome Genevieve?"

"Very handsome," I chimed in enthusiastically.

"Such a nice body. And such a nice cock. Your wife is a very lucky woman," Olivia commented as she began to bounce on his pole a little harder.

"I'd say you're a pretty lucky woman, too," said Brad, gallantly coming to my aid.

"Yes, I suppose I am at that. It's nice to have the best of everything."


CHAPTER 7:

I actually didn't end up doing much of anything other than cleaning Brad's cum from Olivia's pussy when he had finished in her. That was kind of a relief and a disappointment at the same time. Having gone through the humiliation of letting my pal see me like this, and then going so far as to actually stroke his cock, it was kind of a letdown not to have more of the action. On the other hand, it did prevent me from doing anything too extreme with a guy I worked with and saw all the time. He seemed cool with my fetish, but he certainly wasn't as grabby as John had been. There was no kissing or butt pinching this time.

I came in my panties again, as I knew I would. Olivia suggested that I start wearing panties under my pants all the time, even when I was at work, but I was afraid that I'd just ejaculate into them even without being part of any sexual activity. She insisted that I at least try it so I did. Pretty soon I just pulled on my panties one leg at a time every morning like any other man. Well, any other sissy man I guess.

By the time Olivia sprung her biggest surprise on me yet I was basically ready for anything, yet this still came as quite a shock.

"You know what I have here?" she asked one day as she waved a bottle of some kind of liquid in front of her.

"I have no idea," I replied, having never seen a bottle quite like that before.

"It's something that's going to make you a very happy girl. Well, it's actually going to make you a real girl, which should make you very happy," she said with a broad smile.

"What are you talking about?"

"It's something very new and rare and exciting, but I've managed to get a hold of it at last. It's a special temporary gender changing drink," she explained. "Apparently it's all the rage in Europe but kind of hard to get in this country."

"Forgive me for being skeptical but I doubt that such a thing exists. I hope you didn't pay too much for it because it's probably just colored water or something," I told her rather reproachfully.

"Don't be so cynical darling, it's not an attractive feature. I am absolutely assured that it works and if for some reason it doesn't I'm guaranteed a full refund. Does that put your mind at ease?"

"Well, about the money, maybe, but you can't seriously expect me to drink some mystery fluid you bought God knows where. It might kill me," I protested.

"It won't kill you and I know it works. I saw it demonstrated before I made the purchase. All you have to do is take a drink and you'll become a woman. When you're done you just take another and change back. It all happens pretty quickly and looked very harmless and painless. Aren't you dying to have a pussy and real tits?"

"Well, yeah, I'm curious."

"It's more than that by now, honey, admit it. Why try to fight the feminine side in you? I know you want to do more than just slurp someone else's cum from my snatch."

She was so right, as usual. I wanted tits and a pussy more than anything in the world. Getting so close to being female and feeling so incredibly pretty and soft and desirable made me ache for more. And being a real woman, even if just a temporary one, was more than just practical. It was so much easier to justify the things I was doing with men and feeling about men if I was actually a woman instead of a sissy man pretending to be one. I agreed to drink the liquid, though I still had my doubts about its validity.

Olivia scheduled another visit from John. If the liquid worked I would be able to join them in a full on three-way, and if it didn't I could still dress up and be Genevieve and John wouldn't mind whatever I did. It seemed like a wise and prudent plan, if such a thing can ever be said of a plan that involved your wife giving you some magic elixir that turned you into a woman so that you could join her in fucking one of her male lovers.

When the time came I steadied my nerves and took a swig straight from the bottle. I felt nothing for a moment and then all hell broke out inside my body. I felt like the victim in some kind of bad horror movie, but it wasn't really painful, just shocking to feel myself shrinking down below and growing up top. In no time at all the feeling passed and I was left standing in the middle of the room, buck naked, as my wife grinned from ear to ear.

"Genevieve you have never looked lovelier, and I mean that sincerely. Come and take a look in the mirror, darling. I think you'll be very pleased. I know I am and I'm pretty sure John will be as well."

I looked. Then I stared. Then I started touching myself all over. Then I laughed until I literally started crying. I was basically me, only a little softer and prettier than I had been with just makeup, and most importantly I was fully equipped with female body parts all over.

"We should shave that muff, I think. Too much hair makes you look like a 70's porn star or something," Olivia said appraisingly as she sized me up in greater detail.

I let her shave my pubic hair, but not all of it. I kind of liked the way a little patch looked so we left it. It wasn't quite a full "landing strip" but it was just enough for my taste. Olivia was always very neat but always had a little bush there, which was fine with me. I always thought a completely shaved muff made one look sort of immature.

Ultimately it didn't really matter to me. I had a pussy so I didn't honestly care how much hair a man had to wade through to get to it. If they wanted my snatch bad enough they'd get there.

Olivia did my face again, and my hair, which was longer than it used to be, but still kind of short. It looked cute anyway, and was sort of appropriate for the maid thing. I noticed that Olivia didn't need to do nearly as much to whip me into shape, which pleased me. I was very curious to try and do it myself sometime, but tonight I wanted everything to be perfect so I left it in her expert hands.

When the doorbell rang I practically ran to it, or skipped perhaps would be a better word. I was definitely floating on air and full of anticipation as I opened the door and invited our handsome guest inside.

He looked at me a little different and obviously noticed that something had changed about me. I don't know whether Olivia had clued him in on our plan or not but the smile he flashed me certainly implied that he was happy to see me either way.

This time when I turned around to take him upstairs he grabbed me again, but his hands were on my tits giving them a good squeeze.

"Very nice," he said lustfully. "I can't wait to see those babies in the flesh."

I couldn't wait to show them to him, but I had to wait at least as long as it took to walk upstairs and into the bedroom. Olivia was naked this time, and stretched out on the bed in a very sexy pose.

"Well don't just stand there girl...help the man get undressed!" she ordered.

So I did. Very, very, happily.


CHAPTER 8:

Once I had folded and put John's clothes aside I stood and looked at John and Olivia as they lay together on the bed kissing. I was burning with desire, but I was still playing the servant so I just waited as patiently as I could for my chance to enter the scene. Fortunately I didn't have to wait too long.

"Your maid seems a little different," John commented as he and my wife continued to neck.

"Yes, she does. Perhaps you'd like to inspect her more closely," Olivia suggested.

"That sounds like a good idea," John replied.

"Take off your clothes girl and stand there," Olivia instructed.

I did as I was told, quite happily I might add, and soon I was totally naked as John got out of bed and came over to where I was standing. He kind of walked around me a couple of times, looking me over very closely. I just stood at attention, trying not to stare at his cock. Then he got behind me cupped my breasts again, much as he had done at the door. This time, of course, he had much better access to my boobs and could tweak my nipples, which he did a few times.

"Very nice. I definitely approve," said John as his hands began to roam over more of my body.

Then he came around to the front and started kissing me while one of his hands got between my legs and started feeling up my pussy. I was glad that I didn't have my panties on because I could tell that they would probably be getting pretty soaked. As we continued to kiss Olivia came over and gently pushed me down to my knees. She then got down beside me and we both started to stroke John's cock.

Olivia took the plunge first, taking him into her mouth, but soon she passed the baton to me and I eagerly accepted it. As I sucked the top part of his dick Olivia licked the lower part. When it was her turn to blow him again I followed her lead and licked his shaft and balls.

Olivia and I had done a lot of intimate things together, as most married couples tend to do, but in some ways I think this might have been the most intimate thing we had ever done. It's impossible to describe how thrilling it was to be sharing another man's cock with my wife like that, especially such a big manly cock like John had.

I still liked a nice firm butt, but I was definitely developing a taste for an awesome hard on. I respected the power it implied. A man with a big erection can seem very threatening and intimidating, but I was learning not to fear it as much and to embrace the opportunity it presented. When a man pointed his erect penis at you he was choosing you; beckoning you to receive him. If you accepted then you would be joined together and wonderful things would happen, like what was happening now.

After tag teaming John's dick for the longest time he picked up Olivia by the waist and plunked her down on top of the dresser. A lamp fell over but nobody bothered to pick it up. Next is was my turn to be positioned and John shoved my face into my wife's pussy. This was familiar territory for me, but in this new female body everything was fresh and exciting. Soon it got much more exciting yet.

As I was bent over, muff diving, John got behind me and grabbed my hips. A moment later I felt the tip of his dick sliding up and down my slit before bursting inside me with one big push. I made a sound but it was muffled by the mouthful of pussy I was enjoying at the moment. It took a moment for the realization of what was happening to kick in. I was being fucked. I was being fucked by a man!

It probably should have been the psychological low point of my life but it felt more like graduation day. I had passed all the tests and curbed all of my old instincts and impulses. My old manhood, which seemed kind of petty and worthless to me now, was being hammered out of me blow by blow as cock filled my pussy and womanly thoughts filled my brain. It all seemed so natural to me now. So wonderful. Olivia had known long before I did that I was destined for this and she had carefully and patiently paved the way for me. I think I loved her more in that moment than at any other time in our marriage.

"You've got a tight little cunt, baby. It needs some serious breaking in," John commented from behind me.

I imagine my virginal pussy probably was pretty tight and I couldn't think of anyone I'd rather have break it in than John. Even though I knew absolutely nothing about the man, and this was only the second time I had ever seen him in my life, he held kind of a special place in my mind. He was the first man who saw me dressed like a woman and didn't disapprove. His cock was the first I had touched, aside from my own. It was the first I had sucked, and his cum was the first that had been given to me directly. Now he was popping my cherry, and doing a marvelous job of it I thought. I don't think my wife could have chosen a better lover...for either of us.

"Look at my sweet little Genevieve, all filled out and ready to service men like the whore she is," said Olivia as she grabbed the back of my head. "You're so lucky to discover what it's like to have a real man fuck you on your first try. Some of us have to wait years for that you spoiled little bitch."

I think I giggled into my wife's gash but I'm not quite sure. I was really enjoying the way she was talking about me, even though I was being insulted in the process. Obviously, from a sexual standpoint, I was never close to being the kind of man John was, but it wasn't really my fault. I think I tried to do the best with what I had to work with, but now I was coming to understand that I had been playing the wrong role from the start.

I had always been kind of passive, eager to please, willing to go along with whatever the stronger personality suggested. I tended to think of myself as rather sensitive and open to other people's views. I much preferred peace and harmony to any self-interest so I didn't generally make waves. I married Olivia because I fell in love with her, and I fucked women because I was born with a cock and assumed that it was what I was supposed to do. I enjoyed it. Why wouldn't I? But now things seemed like they were starting to click into place. This body felt right to me somehow. I had a hunch that I would make a much better woman than a man.

We ended up on the bed for the grand finale which featured Olivia on her back, John in her pussy, and me sitting on her face watching John work his magic between my wife's legs. I had made Olivia cum rather hard while I was eating her out, which made me very happy, and now she was returning the favor. I'm not sure how many times I had cum already, being new to this and uncertain of where one orgasm ended and another began, and I knew that John would have to cum eventually. It was a sad thought but the man had definitely earned his reward this night. If a man could fuck that hard for this long he was either on a pill or had amazing stamina. I tended to assume the latter.

It was funny how there was no jealousy now. Not even a little hint of suppressed jealousy. Seeing my wife getting fucked by a stud wasn't just a kinky taboo turn on because I was getting fucked by the same stud. You could say that we were both being unfaithful, I suppose, but it was an infidelity that we were sharing.

After ejaculating into Olivia's pussy I was given the consolation prize of getting to lick John's cock clean, which I did joyfully. Olivia kind of pressed herself up behind me and fondled my breasts as I sucked John's cock before it retreated for a well-deserved rest.

Then I went back to the maid role and fetched his clothes for him. I helped him dress and escorted him downstairs, although I didn't bother to put on any clothes myself. I don't think he minded the breach of protocol.

"Man that was super fantastic," said John as he put his hands on my hips. "Anytime you gals want a little fun don't hesitate to call."

"Thank you, John, you were wonderful."

Then we kissed for much longer than I had anticipated and I waved him goodbye as he walked out to his car. I think I blew him a kiss, too, which seems kind of silly now, but just sort of spontaneously came out of nowhere.

When I got back upstairs Olivia was already under the covers so I just climbed in next to her and we sort of cuddled and caressed until we both got sleepy and passed out. It was the best evening we had shared in I don't know how long. What a pity it was only a temporary thing.


CHAPTER 9:

I suppose I hadn't really noticed it but Olivia and I had basically stopped having sex together as man and wife somewhere along the line. She still let me lick her pussy sometimes, and since she had started bringing lovers home to emasculate me I was getting my rocks off rather involuntarily, but I wasn't putting my cock inside her much, if at all, and it didn't seem to bother me. There had been so much super-charged sexual activity in my life recently that I hardly missed the traditional marital coupling that we used to engage in. She had probably planned that, which made sense, but I certainly held no grudge or resentment over it. To feel feminine it was important to think about my cock as little as humanly possible, and I definitely wanted to feel as feminine as I could.

Of course I had a life and job as a man that I had to deal with so I couldn't just stay in that female body forever, no matter how tempting the thought might have been at the time. Fortunately the drink worked just as well in reverse so I went back to the office on Monday morning as good old Chuck, although Genevieve's panties were definitely under my trousers.

I couldn't wait for the next tryst that Olivia would arrange, but apparently she wanted to shake things up a little.

"I think it's time for you to take your turn in the Mystery Fuck Club," she announced one evening after dinner.

"I've taken my turn plenty of times," I pointed out.

"Not this way, silly. As Genevieve. You're one of the wives now. You're one of us."

"What, you mean do the blindfold thing and get taken to someone's house?" I kind of sputtered, completely caught off guard by this idea.

"Of course. Why not? I'll take you. I can be your husband for the night. You've done it for me now it's my turn to do it for you," she said, as if that made some kind of sense.

"But how will we explain who I am?" I asked, not immediately perceiving her plan.

"We'll explain that it's you, and that you've got a special potion that allows you to express your true female nature, and everyone will adore you for being so brave and open and beautiful."

"You mean tell everybody we know that I like to turn into a woman?" I said, aghast.

"Of course. They're you're friends. They'll understand. Look at how understanding Brad was when you were just dressed like a girl. Imagine how much easier it will be for everyone to accept you once they see how pretty and happy and genuinely female you are."

She was right about Brad, but I had kind of picked him because I thought he might be more tolerant of my unnatural behavior, but I wasn't sure about everyone in our circle. On the other hand the thought of wearing that blindfold and being fucked by someone I knew, without knowing who it was, was absolutely turning me on. I had always wondered what the wives felt when they were in that situation, and how they felt afterwards, trying to guess who's cock they had just serviced. Maybe it wouldn't be so bad to try it after all.

As the head of the club Olivia had no trouble making the arrangements, and bending the rules a little so that she could come along as my "husband" for the night and watch me getting boned by one of my pals. Well, all of my pals had fucked Olivia so if I did this enough eventually they'd all have fucked me too and that would be something else my wife and I would share.

I could wear most of Olivia's clothes but she insisted that I get something new for the big event. Our shopping trip also gave me a chance to get some bras that fit better, and to stock up on a few things like panties and stockings. It meant taking another drink of that precious liquid, but it was worth it to begin to build a wardrobe of my own.

It also gave me a chance to practice my cosmetic application techniques, supervised by Olivia of course. I was getting pretty good at it, just putting the stuff on my male face, but it was nice to have my female one to really practice with in earnest.

My hair was growing all the time, although I don't think it would ever get too long since it might cause some problems at work, but there actually were a couple of guys at the company who wore their hair in ponytails so there was no hard and fast rule about that. It was more a question of standing out too much, or having to answer questions about why my hair was getting so long. At the moment it was probably a little long for a man, but a bit short for a woman. Of course some women look good with short hair, and in all modesty, I think I didn't look too bad.

I was really into wearing stockings and loved the way they looked and felt. I certainly loved to see a partially naked women in stockings, and I knew most men did also. I walked around the house in heels most of the time these days so I was fairly comfortable doing so, not that comfort is ever a consideration where heels are concerned. I actually wanted to avoid really high heels more because I was a little tall for a woman already and didn't want to accentuate that fact.

When the big night came I got ready and wondered how I had ever gotten to this place in life. I was about to be blindfolded by my wife and taken over to a friend's house where she would watch my buddy undress and fuck me, pretty much any way that he liked.

My dress was very short, naturally, and had kind of a high neck with a keyhole cutout that displayed lots of cleavage. It was dark red, and I had the lips to match it. I can't begin to express how good I felt about myself, seeing how good I looked in the mirror. It just made me feel so confident, which was good since I was basically a nervous wreck on the inside. My stomach was churning as Olivia put the blindfold on me and helped me into the car.

I tried to see if I could guess where we were going by how long it took to get there and by how many left or right turns we made, but Olivia followed the usual instructions, just as I had done, and drove around a bit before heading for the destination, just to help keep the mystery intact.

I don't know why it mattered to me one way or the other where we were going. The result was going to be the same. Someone was going to put their dick in me. Still the mystery and the silence made the whole thing so much more exciting. I could finally understand why my wife had come up with this idea in the first place, and I was rather impressed that she had, and had gone to the trouble of organizing the whole process.

We waited at the door and were allowed inside with no talking of course. I always wondered if anyone ever slipped up and said something to give away their identity by accident. I know I had come close to doing that a couple of times. It's just so unnatural to see your friends and not greet them.

"Here's my lovely spouse Genevieve for your complete pleasure. The newest wife in the club. I know you'll show her a good time," said Olivia before I felt arms around my waist and lips kissing me.

I had to tilt my head up a little to meet those lips so at first I guessed it must be one of my taller friends, but I wasn't as tall as I used to be, and I didn't have very high heels on, so any of my friends would probably have to lean down a tad to kiss me I realized.

Who was it? Why was that driving me so crazy? What difference did it make? For some reason I was almost obsessed with knowing the identity of the man I was embracing.

My dress was gorgeous, and brand new, and bought just for this moment, but it didn't stay on my body long as I heard the zipper going down and then hands helping me to step out of it. That left me in my garter belt and stockings, and my very sheer bra that showed everything quite clearly that I was packing in there. God, I was so glad that I had plenty to pack. I definitely didn't have the biggest tits of all the wives in the club, those belonged to Cheryl, Bob Brantley's wife, but I think they might have been the best-looking boobs all around. Well, it was pretty hard to top Olivia's, but mine were actually larger, which made getting my own bras such a welcome relief.

Could this be Bob Brantley's house? Was his juggy wife out for the night so that he could bang the new woman in the club? Was Olivia getting turned on by seeing my like this, so blind and helpless, just as she must have been whenever she came to this house to get fucked by whoever was about to fuck me? I always thought the men got the better end of the deal in this club but I was beginning to see that it was really the women who probably enjoyed it the most. The thrill of the mystery was so powerful that I was dripping wet already and I hadn't done anything more than kiss someone.

Then I felt a hand taking hold of one of my hands and I followed where I was led. We stopped for a moment and I thought I heard a sliding door open. Then my suspicions were confirmed as we definitely stepped outside. I tried to think of who had a sliding door leading to their patio but I couldn't remember. I was completely taken by surprise that we were going outside. It was certainly a pleasant evening, but I had never thought of taking my date outdoors when it was my turn in the rotation. I gave my host, whoever it was, high marks for originality.

We walked a short distance more and then I felt my hand being place on something very warm. It was obviously my lover's cock, which was not fully erect yet. As we began to kiss again I took care of getting him hard in no time at all.

As we kissed my bra was unhooked and then pulled off of me. I just stood there in the dark, listening to the sound of crickets and distant traffic in the night as I felt my breasts being squeezed and my nipples sucked. Was there facial hair? Did he have a mustache. Then I realized that all of my friends in the club were clean shaven so I would find no clues there.

When the man was ready he put his hands on my shoulders and applied a little pressure. I knew, of course, what that meant and went down into a sort of crouching position, which was a little difficult to maintain in heels, but more comfortable than getting on my knees. Then I felt warm flesh pressing up against my lips and opened my mouth wide to receive him.


CHAPTER 10:

"I don't know that there's anything in the world that looks quite as sexy as a woman with a big cock in her mouth," Olivia commented from somewhere nearby. "Those juicy red lips were just meant to be wrapped around a man's dick."

I wanted to impress my host with my cock sucking skills, but I think I probably wanted to impress Olivia even more. I wanted her to see how enthusiastically I embraced this role. How quickly I was adapting to it. It obviously pleased her to see me this way so that pleased me very much.

I wondered what was going through the head of the man I was blowing. How would I feel if Brad, or Bob, or any of my other male friends suddenly announced that they liked to be a woman, every now and then, and turned up at my house expecting to get laid? I suppose if they looked as hot as I did I'd probably lay them. The thing of it was I didn't turn into some totally different-looking person, I actually looked a lot like I did in drag, only there was nothing fake about it. This man knew who I really was, and could certainly tell that it was me, despite the tits and pussy, yet he still wanted me to suck his cock. This wasn't a permanent change. The next time he saw me I would likely be male. God, maybe that made it more appealing in a way. Men are kind of competitive so maybe the fact that one of their friends had revealed his true feminine nature made the others feel all the more masculine and powerful. What's more powerful than knowing that one of your guy pals was willing to swallow your cum?

As it turned out I didn't swallow any cum that night as I was picked up and placed against some kind of rail. That suggested a balcony, or a fence of some kind, but it might have been anything really. Perhaps just the back of a deck chair. Whatever it was it served as support as my host got behind me and humped me from the back.

"Oh my God...fuck yes...fuck yes..." I started to squeal as I felt myself beginning to cum very shortly after he had penetrated me.

"My goodness she's a horny little thing, isn't she?" said Olivia with a bemused laugh. "Are you having an orgasm already?"

"Yes...yes...oh, God yessssssssssssssss!"

"I think that's some kind of a record, but then you do have a habit of coming in your panties even when nobody touches you," Olivia joked.

"Oh my God, this is so good...so fucking good....I love being a girl!" I cried, probably a little too loud since we were outside and I didn't know how close the nearest neighbors might be.

"Of course you do, because that's what you are. What you've always been," Olivia added for emphasis.

"Oh fuck, I'm shaking...I'm fucking shaking so hard," I moaned.

"Well it's certainly not from the cold, sweetheart," said Olivia.

I definitely wasn't cold. I was hot. I was hot as could be. I felt flushed, and kind of sweaty, although I don't think I was really perspiring. I could hear my partner grunting and the sound of his balls slapping up against my ass as I whimpered and made little girlish noises. Then it was over. My host shot his load inside me and I just stood there, bent over, trying to catch my breath.

Then I felt hands putting me back in my clothes and leading me back to the car. There was no farewell kiss or anything like that. I felt sort of like a whore, which made me feel surprisingly good for some reason. I felt like I had done the best I could, and I hoped that this wonderful feeling wouldn't turn into a lifetime of shame and humiliation if my friends constantly ribbed and teased me about it. Nobody was likely to be too intentionally cruel, but I knew my friends, and I knew that good-natured ragging was part of the male bonding experience. Well, we had sure done a very strange type of male bonding tonight, whoever my partner was. Hopefully I was good enough that they would resist the temptation to make fun of me, fearing that I might cut them out of the sexual loop. There is tremendous power in possessing a desirable pussy and a nice rack.

"That was awesome," I said to Olivia when we were on the way home.

"Did you guess who the guy was?" she asked.

"No, and don't tell me. That would spoil the mystery. I can really see now why you came up with this idea. It's absolutely brilliant."

"I don't know if I'd say it's brilliant...well...maybe a little brilliant," Olivia said with chuckle. "The important thing is that you enjoyed it. Now that you're officially one of the wives I think you should probably spend a little more time hanging out with the girls."

"Could I? That sounds like so much fun," I said enthusiastically.

"I don't see why not. You're always just a swig from that bottle away from being Genevieve."


CHAPTER 11:

I can't tell you how many times over the next couple of weeks I found myself wondering who my mystery lover had been. I was so anxious to do it again, but worried at the same time, as I so often was. Eventually all of my friends would have fucked me, which would take a little of the mystery away in that I would know who had been inside me, just not on which particular night. It also meant that every single guy that I knew well would know what I was. And what was I? Was I gay for liking to have sex with men? Or bisexual, because I still liked fucking women, too? Or transgendered? I didn't seem to fit neatly into any of those categories because I was still living the bulk of my life as a straight, married, male.

How many times did you have to turn female to truly be a woman? Was that what I was, or was I just enjoying the fantasy aspect of it? It's a pretty unique thing to jump back and forth between genders that easily. Since that liquid was available there were obviously other people doing it but I certainly didn't know anyone who did. I wondered whether anyone I knew would want to do it if they could. Nobody had asked me about it so far, or suggested that they might like to give it a whirl sometime just for the experience. That made me feel kind of weird and isolated.

I didn't think that there was anything terribly effeminate about me as a male. No one had ever pointed it out before. No kids ever bullied me in school for being weak or a sissy or anything like that. I thought I was pretty average, but Olivia saw through me somehow. Or did she? Did she just decide, for whatever reason, that I should be emasculated and turned into a female plaything? Was my dick really that small? Was she just tired of the old routine and wanted to spice things up for a while? With Olivia it was hard to tell. She was big on coming up with ideas, usually that involved sex, so maybe this was just another one of her games.

It didn't really matter, I guess, because the genie was out of the bottle now. She knew that I loved being female, and I knew that I loved being female, and at least a couple of my friends knew that I loved being female. I couldn't imagine not having that option available.

The first real defining moment of that reality probably came when a bunch of my male friends were planning to get together to watch a big game on television. Bob Brantley not only had the wife with the biggest boobs he also had the biggest television, so the gang was going to assemble at his place. The wives were going to go out for the evening and have their own get together. I had to choose which group I wanted to hang out with. I chose the wives without a moment of hesitation.

In many ways this was more frightening than anything else I had done so far, which is saying a lot. I assumed that nothing sexual was on the agenda, which meant having to just be myself, except that I wouldn't be myself, I'd be this mythical woman called Genevieve. I imagine every husband in our group would probably have liked to have been a fly on the wall sometime when the wives got together, just to hear what they had to say when they were apart from their spouses, and out of general curiosity. Olivia and I would be there as a couple, which made us kind of stand out for that fact alone.

I figured that my male friends would think less of me as a man, but they would put that aside for the sake of getting their dick's wet with the new piece of ass on the block, but I was a little worried about what the wives would think. Obviously none of us were the over-possessive type or we wouldn't be involved in all this swinging activity, but there might still be some resentment of the "new woman" in their circle, even if they all knew me quite well as a man.

Then I realized that I had fucked each and every one of the women who would be at that gathering. I had seen them all naked. I knew what they sounded like when they were in the throes of passion. I had put my cum inside them all. It was sort of like the advice people often give to public speakers to imagine your audience sitting there in their underwear, or naked. It's supposed to cure stage fright. Well in my case I didn't have to imagine. I already knew who had a scar on their left hip, or a mole on their breast. I knew them all intimately, but I was basically a stranger to them. That gave me a little extra courage as I joined Olivia in getting ready for the evening.

Waiting for my wife to get dressed used to be an awful bore. She always seemed to take forever, and I was constantly looking at my watch. We usually made it on time to wherever we were going, but I think she probably put a few gray hairs on my head from the stress of worrying.

Now it was a wonderful communal experience. We'd hold dresses up in front of ourselves for approval, or talk about which accessories to wear, or loaned each other items from our personal wardrobe, like we were sisters or college roommates or something. It used to seem silly to me the way women often obsessed over their looks, but I was beginning to understand it. It was so important to look not just good, but appropriate for the occasion. Thankfully my wife was an expert at that, and I gladly deferred to her judgment, but I felt like I was starting to get a feel for it on my own. When dressing to please a man the tactics used are fairly specific. You want to be suggestive and revealing without looking trashy, unless that's the look you're going for, yet you want that hint of mystery. And you definitely don't want to be wearing something dull underneath it all, just in case things go really well.

Dressing to please other women seemed like more of a chore. They weren't going to be blown away by the sight of your cleavage, or spending the whole night hoping you were going to cross your legs in that very short skirt. They'd expect you to look smart and attractive and tasteful. Hot pants and a halter top with no bra wasn't going to impress most women unless they were lesbians looking for a good time.

When we were both finally ready for action we hopped in the car and drove to the local bar where the festivities were going to begin. Apparently this was to be the first stop on a sort of pub crawl, but there was apparently no clear cut agenda. Olivia was playing it kind of close to the vest at any rate and kept telling me to relax and go along for the ride.

The bar was very nice, but a bit crowded, which made me slightly more nervous than I already was. I kept having the feeling that the potion would suddenly wear off unexpectedly and I'd be stuck out in public as a man dressed in women's clothing, or that at the very least I would trip over my shoes or make some terrible faux pas that would get me ostracized from the group.

Bob's wife Cheryl, she of the aforementioned large hooters, and Horace Johnson's wife Betty were already there when we arrived but we weren't the last so I knew we definitely weren't running late. I was introduced as Olivia's "spouse" to the other women, which of course was true, but not entirely true, and I was relieved that they shook my hand and made me feel welcome rather quickly. They were both actually rather effusive in their praise of my appearance and wondered how sincere they were. I was honestly a little suspicious at how quickly they seemed to accept me as one of their own, and wondered how much, if anything, they had heard about me already through the grapevine.

A glass of white wine helped to steady my nerves as the rest of our group filtered in and I was once again "introduced" to women who had sucked my cock. That was such a funny thing to think about that it almost made me laugh out loud. Well, it appeared that they were willing to play along with this charade so I decided to try and relax, as Olivia had suggested, and enjoy myself as much as possible. I had chosen to be one of the girls tonight, instead of one of the guys, so if I didn't have a good time I really had no one to blame but myself.


CHAPTER 12:

The conversation was a little hard for me to get into at the beginning. There was a lot of talk about TV shows I had never seen or books I had never read, although I made a mental note of those things for future reference. There seemed to be a lot of gossip about people I didn't know, or didn't know well, that seemed to be familiar to this crowd. After a couple more white wines, and a change of venue, things started to get a bit more interesting.

"So...how was your first mystery fuck?" Brad's wife Julie, who I think I mentioned having fucked doggy style, asked me.

"Wow, is that something you guys talk about?" I inquired discretely.

"Why? Don't the men talk about it?" asked Betty, a little suspiciously.

"I don't know if I'm giving away any trade secrets but I would say that it's not a topic that tends to come up," I replied carefully, knowing that I was walking through a mine field.

"Well...we talk about it...especially when we've had a few drinks," Cheryl sort of chortled.

"Well...honestly...I thought it was incredible," I told them truthfully.

"Did you figure out who was doing you?" asked Julie.

"No, although I sure tried to," I admitted.

"That's half of the fun," said Betty with a grin. "Your wife is a genius."

"That's what I've told her many times," I said as I rested my hand on my wife's arm.

"Looks like you've got the best of both worlds, honey," said Betty with a sly grin. "You've got a man to keep your car serviced and a woman to service your snatch."

Everyone laughed, not because it was particularly funny, but because we were all getting particularly loaded by that time. It looked like what the wives really liked to do was drink a whole lot and get silly. That worked for me.

"So do you?" Julie asked me as the laughter subsided.

"Do I what?" I replied.

"Do you...service your wife like that?" inquired Julie as she made a gesture of circles with each hand banging together to imply a lesbian coupling.

"Well of course she does, darling," said Olivia jumping in to answer this thorny question. "I mean just look at how cute she is. I doubt if there's a woman here who wouldn't want to look down and see that adorable face buried between her legs."

"Are you bragging or is that an offer?" asked Cheryl as everyone laughed again.

"Maybe a little of both," Olivia replied coyly as she took a sip from whatever the hell she was drinking by that time.

Usually when I hung out with the boys we just drank beer. Sometimes somebody would have a really nice bottle of whiskey or something, and occasionally I'd order something harder when I was at a bar, but these ladies were kind of all over the map. Wine, mimosas. shots of tequila, strange fruity looking drinks that I didn't even know existed...if it had alcohol in it these babes were up for trying it.

I was kind of proud of myself for not sneaking off to check out the score of the game. I had actually forgotten all about it, and the gathering of my buddies who were watching it. I was honestly having more fun getting hammered with my new girlfriends.

As the evening wore on someone suggested a strip club, and someone else suggested that we go dancing at a lesbian club she knew, but in the end we all just had another, totally unnecessary round of drinks and broke up the party. Cheryl grumbled about the mess she knew would be waiting for her to clean up when she got home, but she didn't sound too serious about it. I suppose the guys could get a little messy sometimes. I never really thought about that before but it sort of stuck in my head now.

"Look, I had the best time ever, and I want to thank you all for making me feel so welcome," I said as we were all saying our goodbyes. "I mean it. You made me feel like I really belong."

"Well of course you belong, honey," said Julie as she kissed me on the lips. "You're one of us. And soon you'll have had all our hairy, dopey, husbands stick their dicks in you...then you'll really be one of us!"

There were hugs all around and I noticed that I wasn't the only one walking on slightly shaky legs as we headed to the parking lot. I suppose someone should have been the designated driver but I wasn't too worried for myself. Olivia seemed as composed and in control as always. I don't think I've ever seen her really drunk, and she certainly wasn't that night.

I had so many thoughts buzzing through my somewhat buzzed brain as we drove home. It was interesting that it was Brad's wife who brought up the fact that I was bound to get laid by everyone's husband since I had already stroked his cock while I was still a man in drag. I wondered if she knew about that. And I wondered whether Cheryl swung both ways and really wanted to get it on with me as a girl, or whether that was just drunken girl talk teasing. The way Olivia answered that question made me wonder whether this was all part of her grand design as well. Perhaps she was planning to have our group branch out and engage in some lesbian encounters or something. That would be so Olivia. And that would probably be so fun.

"You seemed to have a good time tonight," Olivia commented casually as we drove along.

"Of course I did, just as you knew I would. Just as you know everything," I said, trying to make that sound more like a compliment than a bitchy, sarcastic, comeback.

"They really liked you. I could tell. It wasn't fake."

"God, I hope it wasn't. I really liked being with all of them like this."

"Well when women talk to women there's a lot of reading between the lines. It's usually more subtle and complex than the 'hey bro, pass me another beer' you're used to," said Olivia, doing her best dumb male voice.

"You're so mean," I said with a giggle. "We don't always talk like that."

"Well, you certainly don't always talk like that, but then of course you're not really a man."

In the past that remark might have hurt my feelings or insulted me or caused me some kind of anxiety. Now it didn't bother me at all. I wasn't really a man, no matter what it said on my driver's license.


CHAPTER 13:

"Hey, you missed a pretty good game the other night," Brad said a few days later when he stopped by my desk at work.

"Yeah, I saw the highlights on Sports Center," I told him.

"So tell me...what do they talk about?" said Brad as he leaned over conspiratorially.

"Who? Sports Center?"

"No, you know...the wives. What goes on when none of the guys are around?"

I thought it was interesting that he chose to say "they" and "the wives" instead of "you girls" or something. I don't know whether he was just being polite, not wanting to impugn my manhood, or whether the line between Chuck and Genevieve was clearly drawn in his mind based on which body I happened to be in at the moment.

"Pretty much what you'd expect. A lot of gossip. A lot of goofing around, especially once everyone was fairly well lubricated. Drinking seemed to be the main thing on their mind," I told me.

"Did they talk about us?"

"You're making me feel like I was sent in as a spy or something," I said, trying to make a joke of it.

"Well you kind of are, in a way," Brad pointed out. "Isn't that part of the appeal? Hanging out in the girl's locker room. Helping them try on underwear and stuff. It's like being invisible, only better, because you get to lick pussy in the process."

"Well, there wasn't any pussy licking going on this time I assure you."

"Maybe not, but don't be surprised if my wife makes a move on you. She couldn't stop talking about you when she got home. I guess she thinks you're just about the hottest thing since buttered toast."

"Are you jealous?" I asked with a grin.

"If I were the jealous type would I do the things I do in our circle of friends?" he replied.

"Not unless you were some kind of a masochist."

"Well I can't wait to see you in your...complete package. I already know how hot you are in drag so I imagine the finished product is even better."

"Jesus, dude! Keep it down. We're at work," I protested, looking around to see if anyone was listening.

"Relax. Nobody really gives a shit about that stuff these days. It's trendy to be unconventional."

I assumed from Brad's conversation that he wasn't my mystery fuck, unless he was just pretending that he had yet to see me in my female body, which was possible. Everybody did tend to treat the secrecy business rather seriously.

On the one hand I was incredibly pleased that he seemed to view my gender changing as just sort of a voyeuristic fantasy, or trying to be fashionable, but that didn't really do justice to the depth of feelings I had for my female identity. I suppose if I poured my heart out to him and told him all about my deeper longings for femininity he might be very supportive, but my desk at work was hardly the appropriate location for that kind of conversation.

I wondered if he was right about people not really giving a shit about the sort of thing I was doing. In our circle of friends that made sense since we were all unconventional, wife swapping, mystery fucking swingers, but most people didn't tend to live that way. The "average" person would probably be appalled by the loose morals we all displayed so casually. None of us had what you would call a typical marriage, but we all seemed to be pretty happy, which is more than a lot of married couples can say.

Maybe I didn't need to be so uptight about what I was doing. So far everyone I had encountered had taken it really well. So if the people I was closest to, who mattered most to me, didn't object maybe that was enough. I knew that it wasn't just some kinky phase that would pass once I got tired of it. I had tasted womanhood, so to speak, and found out that it was right for me. I only prayed that my wife could get some more of that stuff once the bottle ran out. I'd hate to get caught at the airport trying to smuggle in an illegal sex changing drunk from Europe, but I'd probably be desperate enough to try.


CHAPTER 14:

When my next turn to be the man in the mystery fuck scenario came up I actually decided to decline. I wanted to be considered one of the wives, as far as the club was concerned, and nobody seemed to mind. It just meant that the husbands would get their turn a little faster with me out of the rotation.

I faced kind of the same dilemma when Olivia's next turn came around. I didn't particularly want to sit there as a man and watch her get boned, but I wasn't crazy about wasting any of that magical formula on just being a passive observer. Ultimately we just went back to the old routine and I blindfolded her and delivered her to her lover's door, then waited in the car until her host, who happened to be Betty's husband Horace, brought out back out to me.

I toyed with the idea of sneaking around the back to see if I could identify the patio area as the location of my mystery fuck but decided against it. I doubt if I would have been able to tell anyway.

Eventually my turn as one of the wives came around again and I was so excited that I felt like I was going to burst. I absolutely loved the idea that everyone was accepting me as a wife and wanted to show my appreciation to whoever I was going to be fucked by that evening.

Once again Olivia and I spent way too much time planning my wardrobe, most of which would just hit the floor shortly after I arrived anyway, but I knew that it was important to look your best for these outings. The men really appreciated it and it helped to get them in the mood. Somehow getting all dressed up and putting on the blindfold also made the experience seem rather classy, instead of tawdry, which was naturally something that Olivia had thought of from the start.

When we arrived at our destination I noted that the house had a porch that you had to step onto before going in, but for the life of me I couldn't picture whose house had that and whose house didn't. That kind of thing was wonderfully maddening.

Once inside I stood and waited for whatever was going to happen to me and before long I felt hands gripping my waist and lips kissing mine. A moment later I was very surprised when I felt someone cupping my breasts from behind while they kissed my neck. At first I assumed that Olivia had joined in, but pretty soon I realized that the rough skin and larger hands belonged to a man.

"Surprised?" I heard Olivia ask from somewhere across the room, confirming that she wasn't the second person.

"Yes...pleasantly so," I replied.

"Well everybody was so anxious to have a turn with you that I thought we could bend the rules a little and let you have two at a time," Olivia explained. "You can handle two men at once, can't you darling?"

"I'll do my best, I promise you that," I said.

"I know you will, darling."

The top of my dress was pulled down, and my bra removed, and I had the interesting sensation of having both of my nipples sucked at the same time. It was pretty amazing. With four strong male hands groping my boobs, and two sets of teeth and lips stimulating the little buttons on top, I was already getting warmed up even faster than usual.

Then it stopped and I heard the distinct sound of belts being undone and zippers coming down. They say that blind people often have other senses, like hearing, that are highly developed and I could imagine that making perfect sense. Even without seeing the two men, or knowing who they were I could pretty clearly picture the process of them undressing based on the sounds they were making.

My dress, which had been still clinging to the lower half of my body, was removed by someone, possibly Olivia, but I wasn't quite sure. I just had my open garter belt and no panties, as usual, to provide easy access so I was completely ready for action at that point.

Someone actually scooped me up in their arms in one fell swoop and carried me over to what must have been the couch before depositing me there on my back. A moment later I was turned over on my side as a man squeezed in behind me and lifted up my right leg. My left leg kind of fell on the floor. While still holding my leg up the man behind me got his cock in my pussy and started to thrust. At first I thought the position was going to be awkward but it soon proved to be very stimulating as both of my legs were now spread extremely wide apart.

As I started to whimper with pleasure I felt the other man's cock brush against my face. I naturally opened my mouth to take him in, but the mystery lover just kept slapping my face with his dick, rubbing it against my lips, or smacking my cheeks with it. Like a silly fool I kept trying to capture it in my mouth, like a kid trying to hit a piñata, but it was really hard to do with the blindfold on and the strong pounding I was getting from behind.

"Hey, that's not fair! Let me suck your cock," I actually cried out loud.

Both men laughed, but I couldn't identify them from their laughter. I'm sure that was exactly the kind of response the man who was torturing me was hoping for. What man doesn't want to hear a girl begging for the chance the suck him off? He finally took mercy on me and I went to town on that big dick like my life depended on it.

Now I've known feelings of intense lust as a man. I've had that aching for relief feeling more times than I can count, and I've been totally turned on by many of the women I've bedded in my life, especially my wife, but let me tell you flat out that none of that held a candle to the kind of insane desire I felt as a woman. The smell of that man's cock while it slid down my throat was driving me mad with desire. When the guy behind me reached around and started to fiddle with my clit I totally lost it and became a quivering wreck of a human.

Whimpering. It's the perfect word for it. That sound that's hard to spell out but easy to imagine. That's what I was doing. Whimpering. I had gone into that wondrous zone that I didn't know existed until I had a pussy. It's like agony and relief all at the same time, both sort of fighting for control of your mind. They say you can't have too much of a good thing but getting fucked by two men at once might be pushing the envelope of that saying.

Just to top things off my tits suddenly came into play. I knew there wasn't a third man joining in from the nails scraping across my boobs. Olivia had obviously been inspired to share in the fun. It may have been stretching the rules again, but she made up those rules, and this whole group scene was a departure from the norm. If my wife wanted to fondle my titties no one was going to object or complain. I sure as hell wasn't.

This action went on for quite a while but somebody must have decided that it was time for a change because both dicks were removed from my body and my boobs were left in peace. Someone turned me around on the couch so that I was resting on my knees with my arms draped over the back of the sofa and there I waited for the next round.

I was kind of surprised to feel hands pulling my butt cheeks apart and a face fiving into my sopping wet gash. I squealed with delight and gave whoever was behind me a heavy dose of my cum for him to enjoy. Eventually there was another switch and I assume my second lover was following the other guy's lead as I felt my pussy getting excellent oral attention once again.

"God I'm so fucking horny....I'm so fucking horny....I'm so fucking horny," I kept repeating, as if anyone was in any doubt of that by this time. "Fuck yes...fuck yes...I'm so fucking horny!"

Olivia took a turn licking my cunt before I was lifted up and dropped down again, right on top of someone's hard member. I started instinctively riding it, but hands from behind me pressed on my back and I fell forward, sort of landing on my elbows on the cushions of the couch. A finger was inserted into my asshole and then another, and before too long the fingers were replace by the second man's cock. I think I literally screamed. I know I almost blacked out.

"Is it too much, honey?" Olivia's voice resounded in my ears from somewhere, or maybe from my imagination.

"Are you kidding? What took them so long to get around to this?" I groaned from somewhere deep in my soul.


CHAPTER 15:

I wasn't prepared at all for anal, though I was totally willing to do it. I think the moment I realized that I had two men for the evening I was pretty much expecting to get a cock up my ass, but it was something that catches you by surprise the first time you experience it. In some ways doing it while I also had a cock in my pussy might have been a mistake, but on the other hand that provided so much stimulation and pleasure that whatever pain or discomfort my ass was feeling was sort of glossed over.

I kind of stopped trying to guess who exactly had their cock in me at the moment and just tripped out on the idea that they were both good friends of mine. Guys I had known for a long time and shared a lot of experiences with. Somewhere along the line I had discovered that I would rather socialize as a woman with their wives than hang out watching a game with them as a fellow man. And I would rather have them fuck me than me fuck their beautiful wives.

The hot load of cum filling my asshole snapped me back to attention and I freely admit a level of relief when that gentleman removed his member from my anus. That left me free to enjoy the pussy pounding I was getting from the man stationed below me.

I was still kind of bent over instead of sitting upright, as I had been briefly at the start, and soon I felt Olivia standing right behind me, clutching my breasts again and kissing my back.

"You're such a good girl," she whispered in my ear. "So brave and strong. I'm so proud of you, and I love you so much. I love you all the more for having the strength to realize who you really are and to let everybody else know as well."

I got kind of choked up with emotion and felt tears forming. My wife and I seemed to find the strangest damn ways to express our deepest feelings. Well, what did that matter? As long as we felt them and expressed them. I suppose she might have been right that it took a pretty strong man to admit to his male friends that he craved their masculine power and preferred being a fuck toy for their pleasure to being an equal member of their circle. I felt kind of free. I didn't have to try and compete or prove my manliness to the guys anymore. That would seem like a joke now, with their cum seeping out of my ass and more about to fill my cunt. And it wasn't just the magic potion that was doing this to me. I had started on this path before that. I had stroked and sucked cock while in drag, and if that was the only option available to me I'm sure I would have taken it up the butt by now.

Thank God it was all Olivia's idea, I thought. How horrible it would have been to have discovered this on my own in a more conventional marriage. Most women would probably be shocked and appalled to find that their husband was secretly a sissy queer. Oh, some more open-minded ones might have gone along with it once or twice for a kinky thrill, but a normal marriage could very easily be destroyed by something like this. Olivia didn't just tolerate it, she encouraged it, and had probably planned every step along the road.

With all the infidelity that went on in our group one might think that all of our marriages would be tenuous, at best, but for some reason, for this group of people, it probably made the bonds even stronger. The lack of jealousy and possessiveness was a big plus. Nobody got mad at anybody for flirting with their wife, because everybody had fucked her anyway, and everybody else's wife had been fucked as well. Now I'm no marriage counselor, and I don't know that I would advise this as the best path to marital bliss and harmony, but in our tiny little corner of the world it seemed like we had something really good going on.

With Olivia still kissing my back and caressing my breasts the second man finally gave up the ghost and shot his wad into my snatch. I think I was still trying to ride him as my wife gently pulled me off and I was helped back into my clothes. I could hear very heavy breathing in the background and knew that my mystery fuckers had probably worked up quite a sweat.

"Thank you all so much," I said as I heard my zipper going up. "You were all so fucking amazing and you made me a very happy girl!"

No, it really didn't matter who they were. They were my friends. That was the most important thing.


CHAPTER 16:

Olivia's next great innovation was probably the biggest and most ambitious one so far by a wide margin. Now I don't want to sound like I'm bragging but our circle of friends was pretty upscale and we usually took rather nice vacations. Of course there was always the usual haggling about where to go exactly and what to do, but whatever we ended up choosing was usually a very pleasant experience. Olivia decided to kick things up a notch with her Random Vacation Pool.

The idea was pretty simple. There would be three hats, or bowls, or something, each containing something written on a slip of paper. In one hat would be the name of a woman. In another hat would be the name of a man. The final hat would be the name of a location. Whichever man and woman were drawn from the hats would have to go on vacation together to whatever destination was written on the paper in the final hat. If both married couples were drawn one of the names would have to be put back in the hat and a new name drawn.

Naturally I wanted to have my name in the female hat, but that created a problem in that there would be too many women and not enough men to go around. That problem was solved when Cheryl bowed out. She had some big project at work that was going to be taking up a lot of her time so she graciously agreed to let her husband Bob go on vacation with whatever mystery date he drew from the hat.

Everyone gathered in our living room for the big drawing to take place. It was decided that Olivia might as well draw all of the slips of paper and announce the combinations as I wrote them down on a big dry erase board that we had sitting in our garage for some reason.

The lady was always drawn first, then her partner, then their vacation spot. My name was one of the first drawn, and I wondered whether Olivia had possibly stacked the deck, but I didn't care one way or the other.

"Well my little Genevieve is going to go on a nice relaxing vacation with..." she said as she dramatically paused before fishing out the next piece of paper. "Brad!"

I was thrilled. From the moment he had looked at me in drag in my maid's costume and not burst into laughter I had really wanted to be with him. I had stroked his cock, and thought about that night many times since then. Given the math of the situation he had probably fucked me already, but I had no way of knowing for sure, and I really wanted to be with him with both of us fully aware of who we were and exactly what we were doing.

"And they are going to...Hawaii!"

Holy shit! I was going to go to Hawaii for two weeks with the man I most wanted to spend time with. Olivia must have rigged the process, I thought. It all seemed too good to be true. Olivia ended up being teamed with Horace Johnson, and they were going to New York, which made me suspect that the fix was in because Olivia loved the theater and the shopping and the museums in New York. We had gone there once, and I had enjoyed going to Yankee Stadium, but otherwise I just found it kind of crowded and expensive so we had yet to stage a return visit. Well, by hook or by crook Olivia was getting what she really wanted, and so was I. It was a pretty sweet deal for everybody.

The only tricky part was that I was going to have to fly there as my real self, airport security being what it is these days, and I would have to try and sneak a little of the magic liquid in a prescription cough medicine bottle or something. Of course I worried about that obsessively, totally afraid that the whole trip would be ruined from the start, when I probably should have been worried more about the potential legal trouble I could get in.

It was strange going away from Olivia for that long of a time. I had been on some business trips, and whatnot, but they usually didn't last too long. The vacations were staggered so I would be gone for two weeks, and then sometime later Olivia would be off to New York for two weeks, so we'd end up being apart for a whole month.

Even so I was terribly, terribly, excited about this new adventure. I was delighted to be spending so much time as a woman. I hoped I could do the title justice, but I knew I was just a fledgling female with a lot to learn.

I got through security without a hitch, and the long flight over there was surprisingly mundane. Brad and I just casually chatted as we would have done if we were going on a business trip together. Nobody brought up the subject of what might happen once we had safely arrived and checked into our room. It was probably better that way. No reason to blur the line between Chuck and Genevieve any more than necessary.

To say that our room had a spectacular view would be kind of stating the obvious. Hawaii is just one of those places that kind of takes your breath away. I also might add that it's an extremely romantic location, and something about the "tropical paradise" vibe really tends to bring out the passion in people.

I headed straight to bathroom to change just after letting Brad relieve himself quickly. I was excited to have my fist chance to wear a bikini so after I was transformed I squeezed into it and looked at myself in the mirror. The damn thing was probably too skimpy, I thought, but it was my first bikini, and I was going on a sex adventure, so I had chosen the tiniest little thing I could find. I had no idea how my boobs were ever going to stay confined behind such a flimsy contraption, but it was what it was...and it looked damn hot!

Brad thought so too because I had barely made it out of the bathroom before he pounced on me and threw me on the bed before jumping up after me. We actually kind of rolled around in sort of a wrestling posture, for reasons that I still can't quite comprehend, but it ended up with my tits hanging out and Brad devouring them. I don't know if he knew what I was planning to come out of the bathroom wearing but he had changed into his swim trunks while I was in there, so I got a nice look at his manly chest as we frolicked on the bed.

"You are a hell of a good-looking guy, Brad," I said as he pinned my arms down and straddled my body.

"You're a hell of a good-looking woman, Genevieve," he replied with a grin.

"God, that name! I thought it was just a joke to go along with my French maid costume, but now it's kind of grown on me."

"I could call you Genny, I suppose," he suggested.

"You can call me anything you like. But Genny is a little less of a mouthful," I said.

"Speaking of mouthful..."

With that Brad yanked my bikini bottoms off and gave me the most exquisite tongue bath imaginable. I just lay there, moaning softly, while my buddy and co-worker used his tongue and his fingers to pleasure me.

"Have you seen my pussy before?" I suddenly asked.

"Do you really want to know?" he replied, taking his face out of my snatch for a moment.

"Yeah, I don't see any harm in it now."

"Yes, I've seen your pussy. And I've tasted it before."

"You were one of the guys who double teamed me, aren't you?" I said with a grin. "I thought so, but I was never sure. Which one were you?"

"I ah...I guess I was the one who put it in your ass," he said a little sheepishly.

"Jesus, no wonder it felt so huge."

"I hope you don't mind."

"Not at all. I hope you put it in my ass again very soon."

"Oh, I will. I promise you!"


CHAPTER 17:

It wasn't all fucking, I must confess, although that certainly made up a good portion of our itinerary. We just couldn't seem to get enough of each other. We went snorkeling, and I bought some lovely gifts for Olivia...and for myself, and I admit that I slipped away and took some hula lessons that were offered by the hotel. When they did the big Hawaiian barbecue thing I was right up there on stage, grass skirt and all, doing the best I could to be expressive with my hands and my body. I have no idea how successful I was at that but once I got over my initial stage fright I had a total blast.

It didn't dawn on me until our second or third night that I had never slept with anyone else except my wife since getting married. I had ton a ton of fucking, of course, but those extramarital dalliances were structured activities with a limited time frame. I'd blow my load in one of my friend's wives and be done in time to watch the late news. There was something kind of strange and exciting about performing that marital ritual with someone else, especially since I was in the female role this time.

I missed Olivia, I can't deny that, but I was also pretty swept up by the scenery and the sex and the romance and the newness of everything. I wondered what life would be like being married to Brad, not that I had any complaints about my status, but because it was kind of a silly fun daydream to think of myself as actually being some man's wife, especially if that man happened to already be a very good friend. Since we were here behaving very much like a honeymooning couple it was probably logical that I would let my mind wander in that direction.

It was intoxicating to let my hair down, which was actually fairly long by now, around such a good friend as Brad. He treated me like gold. He put up with all my spontaneous desires to pop into this shop or that one, and didn't seem to mind when I spent too long fussing over my outfit for dinner that night. Of course it was just a vacation, which is nothing like real life, but it was interesting to see him doing his husband-like thing. I thought Julie had found a real keeper in this man.

One night, while I was being humped on all fours, Julie suddenly popped into my head. Not because I felt guilty about having her husband's cock inside me, but because I saw the irony of the situation.

"You know I've fucked your wife in this position," I told Brad over my shoulder.

"Oh, yeah? I've fucked your wife in this position," he replied.

"I guess that makes us even, sort of."

"No, I'm way ahead on the deal because I'm also fucking you in this position."

"Good point, but I'd say the feeling is mutual. I love doing it doggy style."

"Maybe you'd love it even more if I moved my peg up a notch," he suggested.

"Maybe I would. Only one way to find out."

So Brad pulled out of my pussy and stuck his huge cock in my asshole again. It was still kind of a weird feeling, but not as unfamiliar as before. I let him ride my butt as long and as hard as he wanted, which mercifully wasn't all that long, and I managed to get a hand on my clit to get myself off in the process. I think the jury was still out on whether I really loved this anal business or not, but I sure loved the idea of it, and I loved that men loved it so much. I liked to make men feel that my whole body was available for their pleasure, especially men I liked as much as Brad.

I don't know whether he was turned on by knowing me as a man in real life, or didn't care one way or the other, or just tried not to think about it because he never said anything that gave it away. It seemed like a million years ago that I felt humiliated by the thought of being seen in my stupid maid's costume, let alone having anyone know how much it turned me on. I thought that would be a fate worse than death; to have my "manhood" so seriously eroded in front of my circle of friends. Now, on my hands and knees, with Brad's dick in my anus I couldn't really see why I had ever felt that way. I was happy, and everyone else seemed happy.

I had always had a fantasy about making love in a waterfall, and that was something we managed to arrange with some effort. The place had to be remote enough that it wouldn't be crowded with tourists, yet easy enough to get to so that it was practical as a day trip. Fortunately we found the perfect spot and romped around naked in the pool below the falls, splashing water on each other like we were silly kids.

The actual act of fornicating under the falls proved to be much more difficult than I had pictured in my romantic imagination as the rocks were incredibly slippery and I had no desire for either one of us to have to be airlifted out of that place and spend the rest of our trip in a hospital or something.

We kind of compromised by finding a relatively flat and stable surface on the outer edge of the falls where I could get down on my knees in the water and blow him. It wasn't quite like I had pictured it in my mind, but of course I had always pictured it being me as a man fucking my wife, so a few alterations to the fantasy were bound to be required anyway.

He looked so perfectly natural in this environment. I kept thinking of him as Tarzan and me as Jane, although I don't know how often Jane sucked Tarzan's dick. Probably quite a lot. That dude was always played by someone totally buff in the movies. I don't know if Brad had any acting skills but he certainly had the look for the part.

Another thing I hadn't counted on was how much water was going to get in my mouth when I started to swallow his cum. I thought I was going to drown on a mixture of pond water and semen, but fortunately that didn't happen, although a lot of his precious sperm kind of spilled out over my lips. I didn't care. It was a moment I knew I would remember and treasure for a long time.

The two weeks went by so fast I can barely keep the chronological order of things straight in my head, but somewhere near the end we had a conversation in bed that I would stick in my mind forever.


CHAPTER 18:

"I know this is kind of fucked up, and I shouldn't be saying it, but I think I'm falling in love with you Brad."

"Why is that fucked up? I love you," he said calmly.

"No, I don't mean friendly love, I mean...love, love."

"I know exactly what you mean, and I'm totally in love with you as a woman, and a friend."

"But I'm happily married to a wonderful woman!" I protested.

"So am I," he said, not joining me in the emotional agitation I was feeling at the moment.

"But I'm not really a woman!" I added, as the final dagger in the bosom.

"I can't figure out why you're still in denial about that."

"I'm not in denial," I practically screeched, my voice getting even higher than usual. "It's a simple fact."

"How long does that elixir last, anyway?" he asked.

"Indefinitely I suppose. It's lasts until I take another drink."

"So don't take another drink," he suggested.

It sounded so simple the way he said it that it reminded me of the way Olivia always made the most outlandish propositions sound completely sane and logical. Still I couldn't quite wrap my head around the concept in the frame of mind I was in. I had spent a lot of time working myself up, preparing to have this big emotional scene of sadness and pain, and he was kind of shooting holes in my plan before I could even break down in tears.

"But what about Olivia?" I whined.

"Olivia is obviously the architect of this whole thing. It wouldn't surprise me at all if she stacked the deck so that we'd end up exactly where we are right now. I don't think she would have emasculated you so completely if she wasn't prepared for the inventible conclusion of the process. I know you really well, but she obviously knows you better than anyone, and she obviously knew that you were meant to be a woman. I seriously doubt that she would reject you now that you've actually become one," he said in that soothing voice as I rested my head in his lap and he stroked my hair.

"Could I really do that?" I said in an almost childish half-whisper.

"I don't see why not. And I'm not suggesting it because I like you better this way, which, horny male that I am, I have to confess that I do. I'm suggesting it because you like yourself better this way, and it's obvious to everyone."

"But what about work?"

"It's the same job, you'll just do it in different attire. Unless you think those big titties will get in the way or something."

"They're not that big."

"Bigger than my wife's, honey," he said with a little laugh.

"Bigger than my wife's, too," I said, joining his laughter despite my plan to be miserable and sullen.

"But not bigger than Cheryl's," he pointed out. "I remember the first time I took her bra off and saw those huge hooters tumbling out. I just wanted to bury my face in her cleavage and live there."

"Me, too. I think she probably went home with my palm prints on her boobs."

"See how easily we can talk about fucking each other's spouses? Can't we love each other without living together? That might mess everything up, for all we know. We've got such a nice arrangement going right now, and I have a feeling that Olivia would be very accommodating if we wanted to schedule some unsanctioned copulation sometimes."

"Or you could always join us in a three-way," I added hopefully.

"Hell, why not get Julie involved, too? My dick is getting hard just thinking about trying to keep you three beauties satisfied. Of course I'm sure you gals could probably fill in the down time pretty easily."

"I'm sure we could, and I'm sure you're man enough for a whole bed of babes, but at the moment I'm happy that I've got you all to myself."

"I feel the same way. I don't think we have to spend every day together to be able to share our love. We were great friends for years without living in the same house. We'll still go right on being great friends...only with some additional options that weren't really on the table before."

"Well, knowing Olivia, somewhere along the line she's probably going to suggest something like the random vacation idea where we all change partners for six months or a year or something," I said, not really joking.

"If she does I definitely hope she rigs the game again," Brad chuckled.

"If she doesn't I will."

So I was madly in love with my best friend while still madly in love with my wife and there didn't seem to be any real problem with that. I tried to comprehend that and make sense of it but eventually I just kind of gave up and accepted it as another part of my most unusual life.

The flight home was a little more uncomfortable than the flight there had been, but I think we were both ready to get home to our wives. I was kind of distracted as I tried to figure out why I couldn't just drink the potion once and stay female for the rest of my life, especially since good reasons seemed to be kind of hard to come by.

Had my manhood been that totally unnecessary and easily disposable? Would people miss the old me? Of course it wasn't like I was losing my old friends, I was just going to spend more time sucking their cocks. My male pals would probably be thrilled by the prospect of me staying in this body forever. I'd probably end up spending a lot more time with their wives, but that was fine. I had really enjoyed their company and being part of their circle and I wouldn't mind at all doing more of that. It would actually be kind of a relief to have one gender to stick to instead of always feeling like a partial outsider in whichever group I was with.

Work was just a job. I could always get another if I felt it was better to start someplace fresh where nobody knew me so that I wouldn't cause a commotion, but maybe it wouldn't be too bad. I had always assumed the worst in every situation and then discovered that things worked out surprisingly well. And if I stayed where I worked now I'd certainly get to see Brad a lot more, which was very much on my mind at the moment, being in love with him and all.

Ultimately I think it came down to Olivia. Would she want to stay married to a woman? Would she worry at all about what people thought of her husband suddenly becoming her wife? I was dead certain that Olivia had no interest in becoming a man, so we'd be a lesbian couple. Perfectly legal, but still frowned upon by many.

In some marriages the sudden absence of a cock in the bedroom might prove to be problematic, but I had no doubt that we could fill our bed with all the cocks we wanted, and then some. And Olivia certainly didn't seem to find me less attractive as Genevieve. She probably thought I was more appealing that way. I know I did.

In the end I knew it was right for me, and hopefully everyone else could see that and understand it. If not...well...I guess I'd have to just live with that.


CHAPTER 19:

"Oh, honey, I'm so happy everything worked out this way," said Olivia when I broke the news that I was planning to join her in her gender for good...or perhaps I should say for better or worse, under the circumstances.

"Are you sure you'll still love me as a woman?" I asked.

"Of course I will. More than ever. And we'll be closer than ever, because we'll understand each other better, and be able to share more things. And the sex should be spectacular. Two gals can certainly have a good time in bed, but since we both like cock so much that's something else we can share. And if you want a little time alone with someone like...oh...Brad, let's say, I'm fine with that. We don't need restrictions."

"Everyone will think we're lesbians once my gender change is official," I pointed out.

"So they'll think we're lesbians. Who cares? It will probably just get them all the more excited since we're two hot-looking lesbians," Olivia said with a laugh.

"How did you know? I mean how in the hell did you know this is what I was meant to be?"

"Little things here and there. Things probably only a wife would pick up on. It certainly wasn't your cock size or you ability in the sack, which were quite sufficient for my needs. It was something else, I guess. Something I sort of suspected but needed to put to the test to be sure," she explained.

"Well I'm sure glad you did," I said with a grin. "But then you always have such wonderful ideas."

Another one of her wonderful ideas was to have us get sort of re-married in front of our best friends. It wasn't necessary, as we were still legally married, so it was more of a renewal of vows kind of thing.

I thought it was kind of over the top but we both wore wedding dresses, which turned out to be a thrill I never expected to experience in my life. I could finally understand why brides go through so much stress and bother for the damn ceremony. The first time around I just wanted to drink some champagne and get on with the honeymoon. This time I lapped up every romantic touch and flourish with a spoon.

Being an unconventional couple our "reception" was unconventional as well. For the first time ever our band of horny pals joined us in an all out orgy. There was really no reason not to, since everybody had copulated with everyone else by that time anyway, and it was a pretty wild scene I must say. Instead of the traditional practice of kissing the bride Olivia and I were both placed with our rear ends on display so that everyone could come by and have a lick or a poke at our pussies. We held hands and kissed each other deeply as our friends took their turn going down on our muffs. I think everyone had a taste, even the women, but I noticed a few people lingering a little longer than others.

We didn't go on a honeymoon, having both been on rather expensive vacations so recently, but we put that on our agenda. The main thing was that all of the paperwork was out of the way, and all of our friends knew about my decision and had embraced it warmly.

Work was a little weird for a time, but fortunately Brad was there as my protector. He seemed to keep people from being too rude or obvious about their curiosity, although I'm sure I was the object of plenty of jokes behind my back anyway. It really ended up seeming like a rather small price to pay for everything that I was getting in return.

It was kind of strange being in love with both a man and woman at the same time, but like every other strange thing in my world it seemed to sort of work. I don't know if Olivia had a special lover that she favored the way I favored Brad, but she seemed perfectly fine with the idea that I could love both of them at once.

I had thought that I shared a lot with my wife when I was her husband, but as her wife I found that we seemed to share damn near everything, which was really nice. She still expected me to take out the garbage, which I did quite happily, but aside from little routine things like that I would say that we shared it all. At least where it mattered most. You really don't know how good your marriage can be until you find yourself borrowing you wife's bracelets for an evening out with a man you're going to be fucked by. You may not believe me, but trust me...it's true!


AUTHOR'S NOTES:

The inspiration for this story came from two places. The idea of the Mystery Fuck Club came from a very sexy video I saw where a beautiful woman wearing nothing but hot lingerie and a blindfold was taken to a house and fucked righteously by several men. The other theme came from the fact that I had been visiting a very good web caption web page that strongly emphasized cuckold practices and things of that nature. I saw that the being blindfolded and fucked by people you knew fantasy was part of that experience as well so I sort of put the two together, added the usual gender transformation angle, and of course, romantic soul that I am, made it a love story...of a sort!
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