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CHAPTER 1:

“Have you ever heard of these Swap Island Vacations?” asked my wife Caroline one evening after dinner.

“Isn’t that some kind of swinger’s resort or something?” I replied.

“Yes it is, but not quite the usual kind.”

“Is there a usual kind of swinger’s resort?” I joked.

“I mean it’s not just partner swapping...it’s gender swapping too.”

“Oh, I see,” I said, not entirely sure that I did see but not wanting to seem too out of touch with the latest fashions.

“They have some very interesting packages. I thought we might want to consider booking a vacation,” said Caroline, who I realized was glancing through a brochure from the travel company in question.

“Really? Why?” I asked.

“It sounds like it might be fun. And it’s not like we haven’t tried anything like it,” she pointed out.

It was true that my wife and I had attended what were commonly known as “key parties” a few times. That’s a couple’s only affair where the men put their car keys in a bowl and at the end of the party the ladies are blindfolded and select a set of keys to determine who they will go home with that night. We both had enjoyed the experience of a surprise hookup, and it definitely added some spice to our marriage, which we seemed to be needing these days. Things just hadn’t been clicking in the bedroom like they should and we were both open to new ideas and possibilities, but this gender swapping business seemed like it might be a bit too much.

“Well do they have any packages that don’t involve getting a sex change?” I asked.

“Gender change, darling. Sex change is kind of a crude an old-fashioned expression,” my wife gently scolded.

“Sorry. Gender change. I mean, do you really want to spend your vacation as a man?”

“Why not? I think it would be fascinating. You know that I had some lesbian experiences in the past, and I was always the one wearing the strap on, so I think it might be fun to have a real penis for a while, just to see what it was like.”

It was also true that I did know about Caroline’s lesbian past and always got really turned on by the thought of it. Like a lot of men I found the thought of two attractive women fornicating to be very arousing. When we got married she assured me that it was just an “experimental” phase in her life and that it wouldn’t come between us, although I certainly wouldn’t have minded if she had wanted to bring another woman into our bed sometime. That seemed like the kind of spice I could really get into.

“That’s fine for you but that means that I’d have to spend my vacation as a woman, which is not something that I’ve ever had any particular fantasy about,” I said.

“What about the time we traded places and you dressed up in my clothes and I fucked you in the ass with a dildo?”

“That was one time, and it was your idea,” I protested.

“I didn’t have to twist your arm as I recall,” Caroline pointed out.

“I was drunk.”

“You had two drinks.”

“Are you going to hold that night against me for the rest of my life?”

“I’m not holding anything against you,” said Caroline with a laugh. “I’m merely pointing out that you seemed to enjoy a little role playing so it seemed logical to me that you might enjoy the chance to take it another step.”

“So how does this thing work exactly?” I asked.

“Read the brochure and if you want more information you can go to their web page. At least look it over.”

I agreed that I would “look it over” but I had a feeling the decision had already been made. Caroline had a pretty strong personality and tended to get what she wanted. She obviously couldn’t force me to go, but her powers of persuasion were extremely powerful.

As I looked the materials over it all seemed pretty clear. Couples booked a vacation that would begin on a cruise ship that was headed to a private island in the Caribbean. Once the ship was in international waters each passenger would be called in for the “treatment” which would involve receiving an injection of a new drug that would supposedly change a person’s gender completely until another dose of the drug was administered at the end of the trip.

Although it was only available to couples everyone would have a private room onboard the ship and at the island resort and the idea was that no one should ever know who anyone else really was. Consequently no wedding rings, no sharing of clothing or jewelry, nothing brought from home that would be easily recognizable by your spouse.

Shopping could be done on the ship or at the resort so one could outfit themselves once they knew what their new temporary body looked like, which seemed like a pretty sneaky way to get you to buy a bunch of clothes that you would only wear for a couple of weeks, but I could see what they were going for.

There would be orientation classes available on the cruise, as well as the usual social mixers that one might expect on such a voyage, and presumably everybody would find somebody to fuck who wasn’t the person they came with. The angle they pushed was that swinging had its merits but also its risks, as one might become romantically entangled with someone who had simply started out as a fling and that there was always the possibility of jealousy if a person thought that their mate was getting the better end of the deal somehow.

I could actually see that point. I freely admit that I’m not the best hung man in the world and it always made me a little uncomfortable thinking of Caroline being with someone who might have a much bigger dick. I never asked, and she never mentioned it, but I did always have that anxiety about penis size that made me uncomfortable. And on the other end of the spectrum I had sex with a total stranger named Alice at one of those parties who just rocked my world. We seemed to have so much in common and just hit it off at once like we were old friends. I was tempted to ask if she wanted to see me again but lacked the nerve, but had she suggested it I’m afraid I probably would have had an affair with her, something I’m not proud to admit.

So becoming a woman for the trip would certainly take away those anxieties and temptations, but I wondered what the potential dangers of gender swapping might be. I didn’t really think it would turn me gay or make me feel like a sissy for the rest of my life but I did imagine that there would be some psychological ramifications from such a culture shock. The travel guides stressed the “healthy” aspects of experiencing life from your partner’s perspective and strongly hinted at the kinky side of the taboo nature of the whole thing. It was a fascinating business model, I had to give them that.

By the time Caroline asked me what I thought I had actually worked up a little enthusiasm for the idea but I wasn’t going to give her the satisfaction of knowing that. If it was a total catastrophe it was something I could always blame her for which is sort of like having a get out of jail free card in a marriage.

“Well, if you have your heart set I suppose I won’t object,” I said with a casual shrug.

“Good, because I’ve already booked us for a two week package,” she replied a little smugly. “Darling, I just know you’re going to adore being a woman!”


CHAPTER 2:

It’s one thing to read a brochure or watch a web video that explains that you will be injected with a drug and turned into a girl but it’s quite another to stop and think about the fact that you’ve actually signed up to participate in that. I would be dickless for two weeks and walking around with tits and a pussy. That might be kind of sexy but it also might be kind of humiliating. A man takes a lot of pride in his package and grows up trying to develop a suitable male swagger. Being female just seemed so...feminine.

Now I’m not a misogynist by any means. My wife is extremely intelligent and an incredibly successful business woman. She actually makes a lot more money than I do. She also has the more dominant personality, which isn’t to say that she is totally bossy, but she can get a little pushy when she wants something. I don’t like to fight, and I’m not very good at it anyway, so I suppose I let her take charge sometimes just to keep the peace.

Despite that strong female role model when I think of girls I often tend to think of soft, sweet, submissive maidens. I know it’s just an outdated stereotype and a fantasy but it’s hard to shake that image from my mind sometimes. Caroline wasn’t necessarily the “typical” woman and I was a little scared of what I might become once I was transformed. I liked to think that I’d be more like Caroline and be an aggressive lesbian who wanted to “top” some willing babe who was equally uncomfortable with the idea of being eye candy for strange men, even if those men were actually women.

That was kind of the saving grace of it all. Even if I did end up submitting to some man’s embrace I would know that I wasn’t really a woman and he wasn’t really a man. The fact that we had switched body parts only made the experience more unique, but it didn’t change the fundamental aspect of our sexuality. That seemed like something I could hang my hat on. It was still just swinging but with an added twist.

Somehow I suspected that despite the attempts at concealment spouses would recognize each other if they came into contact. You couldn’t live with somebody for years and not know their little quirks and mannerisms. Personal questions about your children, or your job, or even specifically where you lived were strongly discouraged, and in fact you were encouraged to invent a whole new persona as part of the game, but I still figured people would slip up and say something that would give their identity away. We weren’t actors after all, we were just normal people on a vacation. Just remembering my fake female name was going to be hard enough, let alone some complicated backstory about a fictional life.

It was a strange vacation in that we would be traveling as ourselves to the ship and then be taken off to different parts of the vessel and assigned private rooms. That would be the last time we would be together as man and wife for two weeks, despite the fact that we would be on the same cruise and staying at the same resort. Of course it would also be the last time I would be a man for two weeks, and that was even harder to comprehend.

“Well darling, have fun. See you in two weeks,” Caroline said as she gave me a quick kiss before being escorted off to her stateroom.

I had to wait another five or ten minutes, presumably so I wouldn’t see where she was going, but then it was my turn. My guide was a very perky little blonde in some very tight shorts with an ass that seemed to have a mind of its own. Staring at her butt as she walked slightly in front of me I found it hard to believe that any drug was going to take away my desire for pussy like that.

The room was pleasant enough, but a little small. I suppose they had to be since the cruise was for single rooms only. They must have customized the ship to accommodate the unusual bunking requirements since normally you would have bigger rooms for couples and families. I waited as patiently as I could for my turn to transform to arrive and got increasingly nervous the longer it took. Eventually there was a call telling me that I would be escorted to the clinic in 15 minutes and I took a deep breath and wondered how many people chickened out at the last moment. I really didn’t want to be one of those people but I was gripped with a terrible urge to jump overboard and swim for shore.

I noticed that we hadn’t left the dock yet so I assumed that there were times where people got cold feet and backed out, although that would be very complicated if one partner already took the shot and the other refused. Of course they could be turned back again easily enough, but it was bound to create some friction, especially since there was a no refund policy. You could cancel up to 48 hours in advance and get your money back but once you were on the ship you were on the hook for the whole package whether you went for it or not.

This time my escort was a young man, which was kind of disappointing because I really wanted to look at that blonde’s ass again, but she would probably be swishing around the boat later and I could catch up on my butt watching.

The clinic looked pretty much like I imagine the infirmary on most cruise lines probably looked. I suppose I was expecting a mad scientist’s laboratory or something, but all they were going to do was stick a needle in my arm so I guess it didn’t require that much equipment.

I was made to undress fully and then put on a hospital gown. After a quick examination I was then instructed to lie down on a small padded medical table while I was hooked up to a machine that tested my blood pressure. Once I had the all clear on the vital signs a nurse gave me the injection and I felt myself becoming a little drowsy. I’m not 100% sure that I actually passed out but I know I stopped being acutely aware of anything for at least a moment or two. When the fog lifted I could see at once that a pretty big change had taken place as my gown, which had been resting quite flat on my chest, was now sticking up rather prominently.

I was allowed to sit up on the side of the table, then stand up and go through a couple of basic tests again and that was all there was to it. I was certified as fit and female and ready for...whatever.

They gave me a pair of sweat pants and a t-shirt and some deck shoes to wear on my way back to my room and my male clothes were neatly stashed in a plastic bag. Everybody on the ship would be dressed like that until they had done some shopping so it was basically the uniform of the recently transformed.

The same young man was there to escort me back to my room and I was surprised to find that I wasn’t disappointed at all that he wasn’t the blonde with the shapely booty. In fact I caught myself glancing at his rather nicely shaped butt as he walked in front of me. Another major surprise was that when we passed by another male crew member he was rather obviously looking at my tits. It was almost comical really how effortlessly I was slipping into my role. I hadn’t been a woman more than 20 minutes and I was already admiring men’s butts and being checked out by other men. Was it really that easy to swap genders?

When I arrived at my cabin I couldn’t wait to look at myself in the mirror. I had gotten a quick glimpse of my face in a little hand mirror in the doctor’s office but this was my first chance to see more of my body. My jaw kind of dropped as I stood before the mirror and beheld a rather attractive woman instead of my familiar male reflection. I was especially impressed by my boobs and quickly pulled off my shirt to get a better look at them.

They were big, but not grotesquely out of proportion and I was fascinated by the way my nipples stuck out surrounded by a march larger areola than I was used to. Those knockers would look great in a bikini I thought and made a mental note to get one as soon as possible.

My ass wasn’t bad either, as far as I could tell by twisting and contorting my body to try and look behind me. The little blonde’s was probably a bit firmer, but she was also somewhat younger and my figure was more voluptuous in general. The way my tits stood out in front more than compensated for anything I might be lacking in the back.

I had taken my sweat pants off and now stood buck naked in front of the mirror gazing in wonder at the miracle that had just taken place. I had entered a room as a man and walked out a short time later as a woman. Not a man in drag or wearing some kind of fake bodysuit, but an actual woman, and an attractive one to boot. That’s when the real panic set in as I realized that I didn’t know the first thing about being female.


CHAPTER 3:

“All right ladies let’s get started, shall we?”

That was the voice of the “teacher” of the Introduction to Femininity workshop. Her name was Betty Devore and she was a very shapely woman in her late thirties or early forties I would guess. Unlike most of the other crew members she was smartly dressed in a sort of semi-casual suit that looked like it had been tailor made to cling to her curves just right.

“Now I’m sure you’re all pretty anxious to get on to a discussion about how your new anatomy works but we’re going to start out a little more slowly and work our way up to that. Of course some of you may have jumped the gun and done a little experimenting in that department already,” said Betty which elicited a number of laughs and whistles. “Just remember that no one is going to expect you to behave exactly like a woman who has been one all her life might behave, but your significant others are all experiencing the same kind of feelings trying to adjust to their new male bodies.”

The beginning of the class was pretty rudimentary, but still instructive. Betty showed us the proper way to sit, especially when wearing a skirt, and had us practice. We also discussed things like poise and posture and I imagined this was probably what charm school was like. She gave us tips on what a lady carried in her purse and we had a brief introduction to cosmetics, although there was a whole workshop devoted just to makeup and hair.

It was actually kind of fun and the group seemed very lively and full of excitement, which made me feel more comfortable. We were all strangers but we were sharing a very unique experience and everybody seemed quite supportive of one another. Honestly it was hard to believe that everybody in the room was really a man, aside from Betty, who I assumed was a lifetime female, but on this boat who knew for certain about anyone?

There was also a course dedicated to sex, and I imagined it would be a pretty packed house for that one, but Betty showed us a number of dildos and vibrators and gave us a crash course in what each of them was designed to do. Caroline liked to warm up with a toy sometimes, and sometimes she had me use one on her, and of course she had stuck a dildo up my ass so I was somewhat familiar with a number of the devices she was displaying already. Of course it would probably be quite different now that I had my own pussy and clit to try them out on, which I was actually pretty anxious to do.

I had slipped my hand between my legs and rubbed the outside of my snatch a bit but I hadn’t gone any further than that. It was just so weird to reach down there and not find my familiar cock and balls. And the way my pelvis kind of curved it wasn’t all that easy to even see my pussy, which of course I knew would be the case but I had never really thought about it before. As long as I didn’t let my gut get the better of me I could always look down and see my junk hanging there quite easily but my gash was kind of tucked away rather neatly.

Some of the people had obviously gone shopping immediately and some of us were still dressed in our regulation sweats and t-shirts, and those that had purchased female clothes were wearing a wide variety of styles ranging from beach attire to overly formal dresses. Naturally there was a class on choosing the right fashion for every occasion and I decided it would probably be a good one to attend. After years of marriage I should have known all about that sort of thing, but I have to admit that I didn’t always pay that much attention to what Caroline chose to wear in what situation. It just always seemed appropriate and I generally noticed more if she had on a dress that showed a lot of cleavage or something skimpy that showed a lot of everything.

When I was reading the sales material the idea of going on a cruise and then sitting in a bunch of classes seemed pretty darn boring to me, but under the circumstances it was quite fascinating and very helpful. You tend to take your identity for granted. By the time you’re a married adult you usually know who you are. You’ve developed over time and had your personality shaped by experience. Gender, for most people, is just a given. You were born as either a boy or a girl, and since there was nothing your could do to change that, you grew up doing whatever other members of your gender were doing.

Being raised as a boy I had worn certain clothes and played with certain toys and hung out with other boys my age and did the things that boys were expected to do. Had I been born a girl I’m sure my life would have been entirely different, but it all would have happened slowly over time and not as the result of an injection.

Betty was probably right that nobody on this unusual and isolated trip was likely to care very much about how “authentic” one seemed in their temporary gender role but it made me feel more comfortable and less awkward to have some idea of what “normal” women did. Becoming an instant female was like waking up in a foreign country where you didn’t speak the language. I wanted to learn at least a few essential words and phrases.

I wondered how Caroline was doing with her new body. I had a feeling she’d probably adapt to masculinity fairly easily. Not that she was “butch” in any way but she had often been a woman in positions of authority that usually went to men and she could handle herself in those situations quite nicely. I knew that it wasn’t always easy for her to be the “boss” and not be thought of as a bitch for just doing her job the same way a man would be doing it so she might actually enjoy the experience of being male for a little while without anyone being bothered by her aggressive personality.

As for sex it was also probably kind of a field day for her, since she always had harbored some interest in female bed mates. Not having to mess around with strapping on a dildo would just make things all the easier for her in that regard.

I, on the other hand, was terribly confused and frightened by the whole idea of sex, which was sort of problem since this whole vacation was based on the idea of getting laid quite a bit. I had assumed that my sexual preferences wouldn’t change all that much simply by being in a different body but within minutes of receiving that injection I was looking at men’s butts and getting kind of excited about the male attention I had received so far. Guys honestly looked different to me already, and I had the sinking feeling that my interest in men would only get stronger the more I immersed myself in being feminized. That’s where things started to get a little screwy in my brain.

I knew I was still a man named Johnathan Carter, the drugs hadn’t wiped out my memory, but I also knew that I didn’t feel very much like the man I knew at the moment. If nothing else my boobs were a constant reminder that I was traveling a strange road.

My adopted female name was Debbie Travers. I’m kind of ashamed to admit that I didn’t even bother making it up myself I just used the random name generator they provided on their web page. Like everything else you weren’t supposed to pick a name that might give away your identity, like using your mother’s maiden name or the name of your favorite movie star.

As for my “story” I had decided to keep it simple. I was a college grad but a bit of a homebody and chose to be housewife over pursuing my career after marriage. I had toyed with the idea of being something more exotic, like a fashion model or an aspiring actress but I didn’t know anything about those worlds and I didn’t know what I was going to look like as a woman so I played it safe. In reality I might very well have given up my career for marriage, but who can know a thing like that?

Anyway after the class was over I made a beeline to the shopping area and decided to get myself, or Debbie Travers at any rate, a new wardrobe. Caroline and I had made a clothing budget but she insisted that I would need a lot more than she did and she was right!


CHAPTER 4:

A bra is a strange contraption. I actually looked it up on Wikipedia. Apparently they existed as long ago as the ancient Greek and Roman civilizations but were usually worn for sport or other physical activity. For many centuries ladies either went without or wore a corset that pushed the breasts up from the bottom.

Legend has it that the first modern bra was invented by a New York socialite named Mary Phelps Jacob who tied two handkerchiefs and some ribbon together in order to show off her cleavage without the whale bones in her corset poking through her dress. She made some refinements to her design and patented the first “backless brassiere” in 1914 before selling her small company for $1,500. The rest, as they say, is history.

The size of a bra gets kind of complicated. There is a band and a cup size, but the cup size, or the “volume” of the breasts, is different for different band sizes. Consequently the cup size on a larger band is bigger than the same cup size on a smaller band. Men’s medium was usually sufficient to get me outfitted for many applications so this was all a little difficult to absorb right away.

Apparently I was a 38D, which didn’t mean a hell of a lot to me. All I knew was that my tits looked really good on my frame and that I’d probably have some nice cleavage to show off.

After bras and panties were out of the way I moved on to bathing suits, which I figured I would be wearing a whole lot once we reached the island. I was kind of thrown for a loop when I discovered that all bikinis were not created equal. There were string bikinis and multi-string bikinis and microkinis and high neck or high-waisted bikinis and a whole bunch of other variations. Again my male brain thought in terms of swim trunks. Did they fit reasonably well? Did they look cool? Great, toss them in the cart. Buying my swimming attire as a woman took a hell of a lot longer and required a lot more thought. At first it seemed like a real drudgery...until I started trying some things on and looked at myself in the mirror.

First off I looked so hot I was actually turning myself on, which was kind of odd, but not unpleasant. Secondly different bikinis actually made the whole shape of my body look a little different. Some seemed to squeeze my boobs together and others sort of flattened my hips. That’s when I started to notice that different clothes could really make a big difference on a woman’s body. That also caused me to hold off on any major purchases until I had attended the fashion seminar. I just picked up a shorts and top outfit for casual wear and a pretty simple dress for going to dinner or something more formal like that.

As for shoes I was perfectly happy to walk around in sandals much of the time but I knew I needed something a little more dressy to go with the dress so I bought the shoes with the lowest heels I could find that still looked like they would be appropriate for my immediate needs.

What was Caroline doing? I just kept wondering. Was she already off getting laid or was she taking her time about that? Did she like how she looked as a man or was she appalled by the coarse ruggedness compared to her beautifully silky skin? I knew she’d have no trouble outfitting herself since she often bought clothes for me. Hopefully I might learn enough from this experience to be able to return the favor and give clothing gifts to her for Christmas or her birthday. I was always too afraid that I’d buy something she didn’t like or something that didn’t fit just right.

After shopping I headed to the beauty salon and let them do my face and my hair and my nails. I wasn’t sure if I was going to bother with trying to learn those skills that I would only be using for a couple of weeks, but it might be handy to at least know something about cosmetics.

My hair was considerably longer than my normal male length, which was almost more startling than growing tits, considering how slow hair usually grows. I wasn’t used to all those locks flowing down my back and onto my shoulders. When they asked me how I wanted my hair styled I was totally clueless.

“I don’t know, what would you suggest?” I said to the stylist with a slightly smile.

“Well, we could cut it a little and do something like this,” said the stylist as he pulled the hair on the side of my head back. “Or we could leave it long so that you could put it up like this, or let it flow naturally. Something elegant and something a little wild.”

“Let’s do that,” I replied. “I think I’d like to be a little elegant and a little wild.”

I know it sounds like bragging but I was fucking gorgeous when I finally got myself all dressed up for dinner with my makeup and nails professionally applied and my hair up in the more elegant option that wasn’t too hard to fashion with a few clips. I never in a million years would have imagined that I could ever look that pretty. I started to wonder whether maybe I should have made up a back story about being a model or something glamorous like that. Of course I could be anything I wanted to be on this trip. I could be the girl next door one day and an international woman of mystery the next. With the right clothes and the right hairdo I could present myself in a variety of different ways. That was kind of exciting. I never really had that range of options as a man.

Dining on the ship was a bit unusual, at least in the early going, as most people were unaccompanied when they entered the dining room. Even so I noticed that there were quite a few male and female couples seated at various tables when I entered and took my place in the buffet line. I felt kind of out of place and a little ashamed that I hadn’t managed to land a dinner date, but my whole day had been taken up with classes and shopping and going to the beauty parlor. As soon as I had filled my plate and taken a seat I discovered the secret.

“Would you mind if I sat here? I hate dining alone,” said a very handsome man with jet black hair and piercing blue eyes.

“Please do. I hate dining alone too,” I replied.

“I’m Paul Phillips, by the way.”

“Debbie. Debbie Travers,” I said shaking his hand and remembering not to grasp it too tightly just as Betty had taught us to do.

“Is this your first time?” asked Paul.

“First time?”

“On one of these special vacations.”

“Oh, yes. I wasn’t sure if you meant was this my first time on a cruise. My wi...my spouse and I have taken a few cruises before.”

“This is actually my third time on this type of a cruise. And each time I find it’s more thrilling than the last,” said Paul. “You meet the most interesting people.”

“I can imagine.”

“Of course the first time I was nervous as hell, but it didn’t take too long to get in the swing of things. Now it all seems perfectly natural to me.”

We chatted casually about the weather, and a popular TV series that we both enjoyed, and a number of other mundane subjects of no importance and I realized that I found this man attractive. It wasn’t just his looks it was the way he made me feel very comfortable. I found it interesting that he had done this several times before and spoke of it in such glowing terms. I wondered whether Caroline would want to do it again. I suppose I even wondered whether I might want to.

“It’s a pleasant evening. Shall we go for a little stroll around the ship?” Paul suggested when we had finished dinner.

“That sounds lovely,” I said.

We walked around for a little while and Paul quite casually put his arm around my waist. I could feel myself getting more and more nervous because I didn’t know what I was getting into and Paul was obviously much more experienced at this body swapping business than I was. When we stopped for a moment to admire the view of the moonlight reflecting on the water my heart was pounding in my chest and when he turned me around and kissed me it felt like it was going to explode.

“Shall we go to my room? It’s just over there,” said Paul with a slight nod of his head.

“Okay,” I said in a shaky voice.

Paul then put his arm around me again and off we went to his bedroom.


CHAPTER 5:

“Don’t be scared,” said Paul as he took me in his arms and held me quite close, no doubt feeling my body shivering.

“Easy for you to say,” I managed to joke.

“No, I understand completely. The strangeness. The newness. The excitement.”

He punctuated each sentence with a kiss on my neck and I tried desperately to relax.

“I’m guessing you’ve done this before. I mean, as a man,” I said.

“Yes, definitely.”

“I’m a virgin.”

“So I gathered.”

“I doubt that I’ll be all that much fun.”

“Well...we’ll see about that.”

During that short exchange I discovered that my dress had been unfastened in the back and Paul now gave it a bit of a tug so that it fell to my waist. With a little wiggle of my hips it went all the way to the floor.

“You’re so very beautiful,” Paul commented as he surveyed my body, now clad in just my panties and my bra.

“Do you really think so?” I asked, feeling a little smile curling my lips at his praise.

“Yes, of course I do.”

“I’ve never had anyone say that to me before.”

“You’ll probably be hearing that a lot over the next couple of weeks,” said Paul as my bra fell away.

“Do you think maybe we should slow down a little?” I suggested.

“If you like.”

With that Paul scooped me up in his arms rather effortlessly and carried me over to the bed. He gently placed me on my back and climbed up next to me. He then began to play with my breasts and I wasn’t sure what to do so I just sort of lay there like a dummy.

“I think you’ll find that your natural instincts will kick in pretty fast and everything will just sort of fall into place,” said Paul as he continued to fondle my boobs.

“My natural instincts?”

“As a woman. With a man. You’re already enjoying the sensation of having your breasts stimulated aren’t you?”

“Yes,” I admitted softly.

“Good. Then I imagine you’re going to really enjoy what comes a little later,” he said before he began sucking on my nipples.

At that point I reached over and began to caress his hair with one hand. My nipples were tingling as he sucked and pinched and even nibbled gently on them. Maybe I really did have womanly instincts where men were concerned. That would certainly make the trip a lot easier to handle, but could also make things a little confusing for me when I got home.

Paul was a woman. It was almost impossible to imagine that the way he looked and the way he acted. He was so smooth and confident. He obviously liked being a man, but did that mean that he didn’t like being a woman? Maybe he had lesbian leanings like Caroline and enjoyed the chance to make love to a woman in a body well-equipped for the task. Or maybe he was a woman who just discovered that he was attracted to women once he became a man. In any case he probably knew a great deal about what a woman liked in bed and I realized that I could use that same kind of knowledge to my advantage.

What did a man want? He wanted to feel like a stud. He wanted his partner to think that she was getting fucked by the greatest lover alive, or at least act like it. He wanted to feel strong and masculine and powerful. He wanted his confidence boosted as high as it could go because it wasn’t always that easy to sustain an erection for any great length of time, and god forbid, it could even vanish before the act was done. I figured I could probably provide him with all of that. And of course he probably really wanted his dick sucked. I didn’t know if I could help him there.

Before I knew it Paul had shifted positions and was down between my legs pulling my panties off. That left me totally naked while the most he had done was kick off his shoes before getting on the bed. I felt really helpless and exposed, and even more so when he spread my legs open and began to rub his hand around my pussy. It was much like I had done to myself except that Paul periodically let a finger or two slip inside me for a little poking. Then his head went down on me and I felt his tongue lapping at my slit.

“Oh, wow...” I moaned very softly. “Oh, yes...wow that’s...yes...”

Trust a woman to know to start with cunnilingus I thought. Caroline always loved it when I licked her pussy so I did it a lot. Maybe Paul’s husband did it a lot too. In any case he knew what he was doing and I could feel myself getting very wet. It didn’t take Paul long at all to make me cum, which kind of surprised me because I could work on Caroline for ages and not get her to climax sometimes. I suppose that was one of the reasons we had started to look for ways to spice things up. I tried my best but I frequently didn’t seem to have what she needed, which of course made me assume that she needed a bigger cock, which made it harder for me to perform, which made the whole mess all the worse.

As I lay back gasping for breath and resting a hand on my wet pussy Paul took advantage of the lull in the action to remove his clothes. He got off the bed and stood quite near me so that I would have a good view of the process. First the shirt. Nice chest I thought. Looked fit. Then the pants. Bulge in the crotch of his shorts. Not too surprising under the circumstances. Then the shorts were gone and his fully erect penis popped out. It looked big, but not too big. Impressive but not totally intimidating. I just stared at like I’d never seen a cock before, which I suppose I hadn’t in person in a situation quite like this.

“You don’t have to just look. You can touch it if you like,” said Paul moving even closer to my face.

I reached out and took his rod in my hand. This was okay. There was nothing wrong with holding another man’s cock and maybe stroking it a bit. Lord knows I’d stroked my own enough times over the years. I was just doing it from another angle and a different vantage point.

“How do you want to do it? Something traditional and romantic or something savage and primal?” asked Paul.

“Why don’t you decide,” I said, not really knowing what the right answer might be.

“Okay, why don’t you get on top? I think you’ll find that you can control the action better that way so you don’t have to panic.”

With that Paul climbed up on the bed again and lay on his back. Then he helped me to straddle his torso before clasping his hands behind his head and giving me a wicked grin.

“Just go slow and let yourself down gently. It may feel a bit snug at first but I think you’re sufficiently lubricated,” he said with a wink.

I struggled a little to get the head of his prick lined up properly so I had to reach down and kind of guide him in and then I sort of froze with about an inch or two of his cock inside my pussy.

“Well, here goes,” I said bravely as I lowered myself down.

“Oooooooooh,” I gasped as I slowly let my body drop down as far as it could go.

I sat there for a moment with the full length of his member inside me and looked straight into Paul’s eyes.

“So that’s what it feels like,” I said, returning the grin he had flashed me.

“That’s just the beginning honey. Wait until you start riding,” he replied.

Up and down I went, sometimes in quick little jabs taking in an inch or two, and sometimes in languid descent, taking his fullness again. Paul was right that I could control the action this way and I appreciated his suggestion. I had volunteered to let him do me any way that he wanted but he was thinking about my comfort and my anxiety over this being my first time. That was very sweet of him and I truly appreciated it.

Eventually I got pretty carried away with bouncing up and down faster and faster and my 38D titties were beginning to miss the support of their bra. I kept waiting for Paul to ejaculate but he was showing no particular hurry to do so. I couldn’t honestly remember the last time I had fucked for this long without stopping. Maybe back in college. So I just kept going, and moaning, and cumming all over his dick. It was incredible how good it felt. This must be what Caroline was hoping to feel all the time.

My legs were starting to get tired but there was no way I was stopping for that man had shot his wad so I just rode him even harder until he finally couldn’t take it anymore and had to cum. The clips that held my hair up in the elegant fashion had worked themselves loose from all my exertion and now my hair just hung freely about my face. That seemed very appropriate since I definitely felt completely wild by that point.

Paul was still inside me as he pulled me down on his chest and began kissing me quite enthusiastically. I could feel him starting to lose his erection, which seemed very sad to me, but it had lasted much longer than I would ever have anticipated. Certainly much longer than I would have ever lasted.

“Can we do it again?” I asked, sounding very much like a child who wanted to go on the roller coaster moments after completing the ride.

“Of course we can,” Paul said with a laugh as he brushed a strand of hair out of my eyes. “Just give me a few minutes to recover.”


CHAPTER 6:

Paul was really a woman. I kept coming back to that amazing thought, but then again maybe he was marveling at the fact that I was really a man. I’m sure I didn’t seem masculine at all, especially the way I was moaning and yelping as I stuffed his big cock in my snatch.

Whether it was the female side of his nature remembering what a girl would feel like her first time, or whether it was the experience that came from playing this male part before, I felt extremely lucky to have someone like Paul break me in. I don’t know whether there was anything special about me that drew him to my table or whether he was just hungry and needed a place to sit, but that didn’t really matter. This was all about adventure and swinging and trying new things with new people with no guilt and no strings attached. It would be pointless to get too analytical about things here. There were bound to be all sorts of horny men here who wanted to stick their dicks in somebody’s pussy and I rather conveniently happened to have a pussy for just that purpose for a little while.

One thing I liked about this swapping arrangement was that it took the pressure off of me to be the one to make the first move. The key parties were fine because your partner was chosen entirely at random but I wasn’t the aggressive type by nature so just going to a swinger’s resort might not cure me of that. Caroline would have no trouble at all getting laid because she was attractive and kept herself in great shape and I had no doubt that men would be hitting on her left and right, but I might have had a little trouble building up the confidence to go up to a totally strange woman and try to initiate a sexual liaison.

I could have made up a polite excuse and told Paul that I was waiting for someone, or simply told him to get lost. Just because you’re on a swinger’s vacation doesn’t mean that every girl a guy hits on is going to accept his invitation. It takes balls to walk up to a woman and try to woo her. That actually made me kind of happy that my balls were gone at the moment. One less thing to worry about.

I had spent the night with someone other than Caroline after those key parties, but they were the only times that had happened since our wedding, and as I said, they were prearranged by the luck of the draw. This felt very different, partly because I was spending the night with a man, and partly because it felt like a much more romantic and spontaneous encounter, which I suppose it was.

We fucked again that night before sleeping and fucked again in the morning. Then we had breakfast delivered to the room and I thought about sticking around a little longer but there was a class I wanted to get to so it seemed like the perfect excuse to break things up.

“Thank you Paul,” I said as I hugged him at the door. “You turned what could have been a very uncomfortable situation into something beautiful and wonderful. I can’t tell you how much I appreciate that.”

“Well we’re bound to bump into each other again over the next two weeks, either on the ship or the island so who knows. Maybe we’ll do a little more bumping before this trip is finished.”

I kissed him goodbye and headed back to my room to freshen up and change into my casual clothes. I was going to a sex workshop and looking forward to it much more now that I knew how amazing sex as a woman could be.

When I walked into the classroom I stopped and did a double take. Sitting right in front of the seating area facing the audience was a buck naked man sporting an impressive hard on. It took me a moment or two to realize that it was one of those expensive incredibly realistic love dolls. The body was totally ripped and the dick looked so real I could almost feel the heat from it. Needless to say it captured everyone’s attention as soon as they came in the room.

Apparently this class wasn’t taught by Betty as a very attractive young red head stepped forward to welcome us. Her name was Darcy Angelo, and instead of a stylish suit she was wearing a terrycloth bathrobe, which I thought was surprisingly informal, even on a cruise ship.

“Welcome ladies. I’m sure you’ve all noticed our friend here,” said Darcy as she indicated the naked doll. “His name is Brutus and in many ways he’s the perfect lover. He’s patient and quiet and willing...and he never loses his erection.”

That got some laughs and Darcy smiled.

“All kidding aside this figure represents what we’re all here to talk about, which is naked men and what to do with them. Now if you have absolutely no interest in men there is a lesbian course at 3:00, but today we’re here to talk about cock, something I know you’re all intimately acquainted with but that you probably have limited experience in dealing with as the other half of the equation,” Darcy continued. “Now we’re going to dive right in and talk about blowjobs because that’s probably the thing that you’re most likely to have apprehension about but the thing that most of the men you will encounter will be especially anxious to experience.”

We had all been handed a little gift box when we entered and Darcy told us to open the boxes now. Inside was a fantastically realistic dildo that looked and felt for all the world like a real dick. Darcy suggested that we take the dildo out of the box and hold it or touch it or stroke it throughout the presentation. It was kind of a funny sight seeing all of these women sitting in folding chairs casually fondling disembodied pricks, but it did certainly put me in the right frame  of mind for the lessons.

“Now you can give head in a lot of different positions. A man can be standing, or lying down, or sitting down like Brutus here and it doesn’t really change your technique very much. A lot of sex positions are about getting deeper penetration or hitting the G-spot but a man is going to enjoy his BJ pretty much any way he can get it, which I’m sure you’re already quite aware of,” said Darcy, getting a few more chuckles. “If there is a classic BJ pose it’s probably the man standing and the woman on her knees. It’s a very powerful image that most men find pretty attractive, and also convenient if you’re in a tight space. Now you don’t necessarily have to literally get on your knees to make this happen you can also use the crouching froggy stance like this.”

Darcy proceeded to crouch down with her ass resting on her heels.

“You can do it on your toes, like this, or flat-footed like this,” Darcy explained as she switched positions with her feet. “You may want to experiment a little to see which position is most comfortable for you. Now I’m going to demonstrate what you can do once you’re down there with a cock in your face. Feel free to come up closer and gather around if you want a better view.”

Darcy proceeded to rotate the chair so that Brutus was now sitting sideways as she got down between his legs and took his dick in her hand. It was all so strange, but strangely erotic too despite the classroom atmosphere. Darcy encouraged us to follow her lead and suck on the dildos we had been issued as she explained various ways you could give head from letting your hand do most of the work and only keeping a small portion of the penis in your mouth all the way to deep throat action where you took the whole thing down to the balls. Most of us, myself included, took her advice and sucked our dildos right along with her, which was an even funnier sight than us just stroking them in our chairs.

“Don’t forget to make eye contact, girls. A man really wants to see how much you’re enjoying it,” Darcy pointed out between sucks.

Later Brutus was moved into a variety of different poses and I discovered why Darcy was just wearing a robe as she undid the belt and let it fall to the floor exposing her very attractive naked body. Once she was as nude as the doll she mounted the fake cock and fucked the lifeless Brutus in pretty much every conceivable way that you could fuck as far as I was concerned. And even though the room was full of people and Brutus was an inert object there was something astonishingly sexy about watching Darcy getting boned by a doll.

It was a surprisingly comprehensive lecture that covered just about everything including what to do when a man ejaculated into your mouth and how to lubricate yourself properly for anal sex, something I already knew from personal experience.

On the whole it was a great way to pass the time and I left the room more determined than ever to try and be as adventurous as possible.


CHAPTER 7:

It was a short trip, by cruise standards, only a few days but the whole purpose of the voyage was just to get us to the island and provide a little orientation...and shopping along the way. It doesn’t seem like a lot of time to really learn anything but I felt like I had learned a great deal and was far more prepared and enthusiastic for whatever might lie ahead once we reached the resort.

On the shopping side I had picked up some nice things and felt considerably more knowledgeable about women’s fashions, although I was still very much a novice. And on the sex side I got laid by a different man each night.

I got the feeling that clothes weren’t the only thing on display on that cruise. In addition to actual fucking there was a lot of flirting and drinking and dancing and displaying of flesh, especially when I broke out my new bikini at the ship’s pool. It was sort of like the men were sizing up the talent and making plans for who they would go for in earnest once the real vacation started.

Being a man I had obviously never been thought of as a piece of ass, but I had also never been this attractive and popular for my looks alone. That was kind of the trade off and it felt like a fair price to pay. Now that I wasn’t afraid of having sex with a man I wanted to get laid as much as possible, even if that meant having to flaunt my assets a bit to stand out and get noticed.

Caroline was on this boat somewhere, presumably fucking somebody, and I sort of wished that we could compare notes. I was curious to see how the experience was going for her and to let her know that even though I had been pressured into going on this trip I was really enjoying myself.

I’d probably seen her many times by now but I had no way of knowing that it was her. It’s a really funny thing to think that you couldn’t recognize your own spouse but of course every effort had been made to prevent that and the transformation was so complete that trying to guess seemed hopeless.

I thought a lot about the time I had dressed in my wife’s clothes and let her fuck me. That was another situation where I had been pressured into doing something that I didn’t really want to do but ended up finding the experience surprisingly arousing anyway. I think in a weird way I sort of wanted to be emasculated by Caroline. Not publicly humiliated, but privately acknowledging her power over me. Pretending to be female seemed to free me from a lot of the stress of feeling dominated by my spouse. It’s probably sexist thinking and a man in the 21st century probably shouldn’t worry about things like that, but I was old enough to remember when men were supposed to be men, in a take charge, breadwinner kind of way.

My father was much more “old school” in that sense and I can’t for the life of me imagine my mother ever talking him into anything as demeaning as a gender swap vacation or a role changing bed game. That was just not the way he was raised and I was sure that he wouldn’t approve of any of the shenanigans I was getting up to, but he had died from a heart attack a couple of years ago so he’d never find out that I was prancing around in a bikini having gotten my pubic hair professionally trimmed in a beauty salon.

I’m not ashamed to say that I had sucked cock and tasted male cum for the first time in my life. If anything I was actually a little proud of the fact that I felt like I had done a reasonably good job, thanks to Darcy’s expert advice, and I had swallowed every drop of my partner’s semen just to prove to myself that I wasn’t afraid to do it. I kind of liked the idea of being the girl who was open to just about anything. That was kind of a treasure in the real world and I figured it would be the same in this fantasy one.

It was just so easy to use my male experience to understand what a man might want, even if that man was only borrowing the body he was in. Horniness was the perpetual state of being and relief was the constant craving. It may not have always been easy to sustain an erection but getting one was almost impossible to avoid if a pretty girl passed by. A man wanted to take her and conquer her and possess her, at least for as long as it took to find that relief. Fortunately most civilized men didn’t act upon those animal instincts but no amount of #MeToo movements would ever completely eradicate the natural impulse.

Being on the other side of that fence was definitely a different feeling. You could take it as flattering that your sex appeal was so strong that it drove men wild with desire, or you could take it as a horrible insult to your worth as a human being, not wanting to be objectified and viewed as a sex object. I wondered if you could feel both at the same time.

Again, male brain speaking here, but it was hard to imagine being offended by the idea that I was so hot that every woman who saw me wanted me. That sounded more like a dream come true. Of course if that came along with a totally dismissive attitude towards my other qualities, or suggested that I was an inferior being that might be a problem, but even then it might be good deal if it meant getting tons of sex.

The “men” on this trip that I’d met so far had been pretty much a mixed bag of personalities and attitudes. Paul had been very nurturing and considerate, or more typically feminine one might suggest. A guy named Nathan was pretty crude and rough but was that his real nature or was he just trying to “act” more like he thought a man might be expected to act? The total biological change was certainly a shock to the system and perhaps reset the clock in some ways. Being a woman didn’t automatically mean that you were attracted to men, but the vast majority of women who are born that way are. It was certainly possible, at least with some people, that turning female almost instantly would cause some radical changes to their established patterns and desires and ways of thinking. It certainly seemed to have done so with me.

That was okay by me because it was making the trip much more enjoyable than I thought it would be. I’m guessing that the people who sponsored this thing probably did some extensive research and found that it was quite common for one to flip the switch on their sexual preferences once they were in a new body. Otherwise their market would be pretty small if it only catered to couples who both had strong preexisting desires to be members of the opposite sex.

I had tried to raise a number of objections to Caroline’s proposal that we book a vacation of this sort, but those arguments seemed a little thin and hazy to me now. More like a conditioned response or what a man “ought” to say when such a proposition is on the table. My actual fears, whatever they may have been, had gone away almost as quickly as my penis had and it was now difficult to even imagine why I had them. The fears, not the penis obviously, since I had no say in that.

Now my only real fear was that I was enjoying myself a little too much.


CHAPTER 8:

Once on the island we were shown to our rooms, which were certainly a bit larger than the ones on the ship, but not terribly lavish in their decor. That was fine since we weren’t there to relax and unwind in our rooms, we were there to frolic in the sun and sand and fuck like bunnies whenever we could.

There were no televisions in the rooms, although there were a few TVs in the lounge and bar areas of the resort, and computers, tablets, or phones were not allowed either, aside from the house phones that could allow you to contact room service or housekeeping or get information from the front desk. That was a bit of a culture shock but understandable since you weren’t the person you were when you left home. This was an immersive experience and you were supposed to leave that other person behind. Of course a little Internet porn might not have been bad, but presumably that would only encourage you to go out and seek the real thing. And if nothing else it was a chance to catch up on your reading if you bothered to bring a paperback or two along in your luggage.

The rooms were actually individual bungalows spread out among the palms and each room was reasonably close to the beach. Like the cruise ship the accommodations here had been designed for a specific purpose. It was all well thought out and very organized. The bungalows were all fairly close to one another but discretely separated by landscaping so that there was a degree of privacy around your own little room.

There were also the usual sort of activities that you might find at any beach resort like a volleyball court and various water vehicles and snorkeling. There was also a clothing optional section of the beach tucked away on a little corner of the island that you could either hike to or sail to if you wished, but I was happy to have a chance to wear my bikini as much as possible at the moment so I wasn’t in a rush to check that out yet.

Additionally there were “events” of various types. There were beach barbecues, nature walks, and even a “party boat” that cruised around the island on various intervals. For indoor activities there were several bars and two different restaurants in the main hotel building, as well as a discotheque for dancing the night away, or at least until you hooked up with someone for the evening. And of course there was shopping. If you didn’t get what you wanted on the ship you could make up for it at the hotel shopping mall.

If you wanted your hair or nails done that was available, and there was a spa too, although I honestly had no idea what one really did at a spa. I sort of pictured women lying around covered in mud or hot stones, but I figured I would probably give it a look at some point. There was pretty much everything you could want, short of a theme park or a monorail, and most importantly it was full of horny people looking to get laid.

I had actually bought two bikinis on the ship. One was a somewhat conventional two piece outfit that I wouldn’t describe as modest but you could wear it at any public pool and not get asked to cover up, unless you were vacationing in the Middle East or something. The other was a daring micro made of a semi-sheer black mesh material and metal ring accents. It pretty much showed off the goods so I was glad that I had gone bare down below. I hadn’t worn that one yet but I figured now was the time.

As I looked at myself in the mirror I just kind of blinked and shook my head a couple of times. It still didn’t seem real in a way. How could that be me? I never looked that sexy in my life. Now I was positively oozing with sensuality. Was I allowing myself to be seen as a sex object? You’re damn right I was! And about time too I thought. If I could make a man hard just by walking past him in this getup then mission accomplished and money well spent.

Sandals, sunglasses and a big floppy hat completed my look and so I stepped outside my door and tried to walk to the beach. It was as if I had stepped into quicksand. I actually froze for a moment. I knew that my suit was covering very little of my body and what was covered was covered in a see-through fabric. What if it was too much? Would I come across as desperate and just attract the strays? Would other women hate me for showing off too much? Did I really want a beach full of strangers to see my nipples? It was a moment of terror but it passed quickly enough and soon I was on my way, trying to look as cool and casual as possible.

I made it down to the beach, got a large towel from the attendant, and a large drink from the bar, and settled down to do some people watching. There was a volleyball game going but I wasn’t really the athletic type and I my bathing suit seemed to be built more for looks than for function and I was afraid that my boobs would keep popping out if I tried to jump around. Maybe that would be a good thing in the long run but I was already displaying my bosom enough as it was. Still it was fun to watch other people jumping and diving around in their skimpy attire.

I had a book with me that I had actually bought on vacation two years ago and still hadn’t gotten around to reading more than a couple of chapters. I did most of my reading on a Kindle these days but since that was forbidden I had grabbed the old paperback. I didn’t know if I was actually going to read it but it was a handy prop in case I wanted to look busy.

“Is it good?” I heard a male voice asking which caused me to look up and realize that I was not alone.

“The drink? Yes, it’s very good,” I replied.

“No, I meant the book,” said the man.

“Oh, I’ve just started reading it. Too early to tell,” I said with a smile.

“Can I get you another...drink, not book that is.”

“Well I haven’t quite finished this one but I won’t say no to another.”

“Back in a jiffy then.”

I stared at the man’s butt as he strolled off to the bar. I did a lot of staring at men’s butts these days. His looked especially nice for some reason. He had been standing with the sun behind him which made him a little hard to see even with my sunglasses but when he returned with the drinks I got a much better view and I was kind of blown away by what I saw. It was almost as if Brutus the love doll had come to life. This guy had the kind of body I would have dreamed of having as man but knew I never would no matter how much money I wasted on exercise equipment or gym memberships. And he was handsome too, which just sweetened the deal even more.

“Kyle Barton” said the man as he got down beside me on the bare sand and handed me my drink.

“Debbie Travers,” I answered, setting my drink aside so that I could shake his hand in a delicate way.

“First time at one of these things?”

“Yes,” I said with a laugh. “That seems to be a very popular opening line around here.

“It just makes sense to ask,” said Kyle. “Under the circumstances it doesn’t hurt to know whether you’re dealing with a newbie or a veteran.”

“Which are you?”

“Newbie.”

“Me too.”

“Pretty interesting operation they’ve got going here, isn’t it?” Kyle commented as he looked out at the beach.

“Yes, very interesting. And getting more interesting all the time,” I said slyly.

“Well Debbie, made any plans for this afternoon...or later?”

“What if I said I had?”

“I’d ask you to break them.”

“Is that so?”

“Absolutely. I’d really like to get to know you better,” said Kyle with a grin.

“As it happens my schedule is rather flexible,” I replied. “What did you have in mind?”

Kyle just leaned over and kissed me long and deeply and I felt my heart fluttering like mad.

“Dinner. 6 o’clock. Meet me in the lobby of the hotel. And I think you’d look really stunning in red, so keep that in mind. Hope the book turns out to be a real page turner.”

With that he downed his drink in one big gulp and vanished as mysteriously as he had appeared. I took a healthy swig of my own drink just to steady my nerves but I was still feeling a little shaky.

I could never have done that as a man, even at a swinger’s resort. I would have been way too shy to just interject myself like that. Of course I didn’t look like Kyle so that was probably a big difference right there. What I did look like at the moment was the kind of woman that a man like Kyle would want to take to dinner. I was perfectly happy to be the Barbie to his Ken.

I waited around a little longer just to make sure that he wasn’t lingering nearby and then headed straight for the shopping mall. I needed to buy a red dress.


CHAPTER 9:

I had found the perfect outfit. It was a red lace mini dress that was basically backless and plunged in the front practically down to my navel. It tied in the back with a little strap and had some very attractive scalloped edging. A bra was impossible, of course, but I felt certain that my rack was up to the challenge. I felt somewhat ashamed that I had bought a brand new dress, when I had a whole wardrobe of new clothes I hadn’t worn yet, but Kyle was obviously testing me to see how well I’d comply with his wishes and I wanted to show him that I was quite willing to let him take charge of just about anything he wanted.

There were butterflies in my stomach for some reason, although I had already gotten laid several times so that concept wasn’t enough to strike fear in me anymore. There was just something about Kyle that sort of turned my screws, aside from the fact that he was handsome and well-built. It was pointless to get too excited about any hookup in this environment, but I felt myself drawn to that man very strongly in just the few moments we were together.

Not wanting to seem overly anxious I arrived a few minutes late but apparently Kyle had the same idea because he left me standing there for at least five minutes or more before finally putting in an appearance.

“Sorry about the delay. Just had to take care of something,” said Kyle by way of apology.

“That’s all right,” I said. “It gave me a chance to look around the place.”

I hadn’t looked around at anything other than the door and the clock behind the desk but it gave me a good out. Apparently Kyle had already decided which restaurant we would eat at because he simply took my arm and escorted me in to the one that I had read featured seafood. I discovered that he had also made reservations as we were ushered to our table right away. I wondered whether he had made the reservation after meeting me or whether he had already booked the table before that knowing that some woman would be joining him there tonight and I just happened to be that woman.

“I was right. You do look stunning in red, especially in that dress,” said Kyle after he had held my seat for me in a gentlemanly fashion.

“I’m glad you like it?” I replied, meaning that very sincerely considering what it had cost.

He was impeccably dressed in khaki slacks and a sport coat with a shirt that had no tie. It was the perfect mix of dressy and casual.

“So did you get very far with your book?” asked Kyle after we had placed our orders.

“No, not really,” I said with a shrug.

“Too busy buying that dress?”

“How did you know I...damn, you were just fishing,” I said with a laugh.

“I was. Seems appropriate for a seafood restaurant.”

“Well I didn’t want to disappoint you.”

“I don’t think that’s very likely.”

He was sharp and I couldn’t quite get a handle on what his game was. If he had invited me back to his room right there on the beach I would have followed him like a puppy dog and I had a feeling that he knew it, yet he made me wait until 6 o’clock and had me get all dressed up for a date. He was bold but not obnoxiously so and he had the kind of looks that made me think that he could have picked up just about any woman he wanted. It made me wonder why he wanted me especially, if he did. I may have just been the first girl he saw for all I knew but he wasn’t acting like that.

Fortunately I liked seafood and the restaurant did an excellent job of preparing it, which I suppose wasn’t that surprising given the fact that we were on an island and this was a pretty expensive resort. As tasty as it was the butterflies in my stomach wouldn’t go away completely and I had a hard time enjoying my meal as much as I normally would have.

After dinner he suggested a stroll on the beach and I gladly accepted, although I took off my shoes first since they weren’t built for walking in sand and surf. Kyle took my hand and we sauntered casually along the shore.

“So Debbie Travers what made you decide to come to a place like this? Or is that pressing for too much personal information?” asked Kyle.

“Well it wasn’t my idea,” I confessed.

“Not too surprising. I imagine a lot of people need a little coaxing to get them motivated to do something this daring.”

“I certainly did, but I’m glad I came. Especially right now.”

“I’m glad you did too,” said Kyle as he took me in his arms and we kissed in the moonlight.

I dropped my shoes and threw my arms around him like a character in a romance novel. I certainly had the plunging neckline and the heaving breasts of such a heroine, but it would have made a better cover if Kyle was shirtless I thought.

Quite frankly it was the most romantic moment of my life, which is probably a bad thing for a married man to think while in the arms of another man, but it was true. I just had to keep my wits about me and remember that this was just the first lay at the resort and that there would probably be many more and that indeed I was both married and man and Kyle was presumably married and a woman. I hadn’t come here to fall in love, but there was probably no harm in a little romance along the way. It was actually probably impossible to avoid entirely.

After kissing for a long while we resumed walking and I hadn’t even noticed that we had strayed from the beach until we were at Kyle’s door and he was sticking his key in the lock. Smooth. Just so very smooth. No invitation, not even a subtle hint. He just led me to his door and knew that I’d follow him in.

Once inside he took off his jacket and hung it neatly from the back of a chair. Then he came over and unfastened the strap on the back of my dress and pulled it down so that my bare breasts were fully exposed.

“Magnificent,” he said as he admired my boobs from a slight distance after stepping back a few paces. “About as perfect as one can get I believe.”

“Surely that’s a matter of personal taste,” I suggested.

“No need to be modest. You know they’re magnificent. That’s why you’re so anxious to show them off.”

Fuck, he was so right. I absolutely loved my tits and I did enjoy showing them off. There was something quite exhilarating about a man not being able to keep his eyes of my knockers. It wasn’t like I didn’t have a pretty face, but I knew what these babies would do to a man and it made me feel powerful. Even a man like Kyle couldn’t help but admire them.

“Turn around and put your hands on the wall,” he suddenly commanded.

I was startled but did as he told me. The way he said it made me fear that he was actually a cop and that this was some kind of raid or a sting operation. I knew the drug I had been injected with wasn’t legal in the United States, but it had been administered in international waters and this island was supposedly out of any unfavorable legal jurisdiction. Then I felt the bottom of my dress being pulled up and a hand slipping into my panties and realized that he was just telling me what he wanted.

I would have thought he would have gone for the boobs, having uncovered them first, but he had his own agenda it seemed and at the moment that meant fingering my pussy from behind. I wasn’t about to complain. I was sure he would get around to my tits when he was good and ready.

After poking around for a while and getting me nice and wet I felt his fingers being pulled out of my pussy. I assumed he’d grab my boobs or finish taking off my dress or something but instead he stuck a finger up my ass and held it there. I made a little startled noise at the surprise move and Kyle began to slowly work his finger back and forth in my anus. I wondered whether he was planning to ass fuck me but there wasn’t really much point in asking. He’d do it when he wanted to if he felt like it.

The rectal probe continued for a time and then he removed his hand completely from my panties and told me to remain in the position I was in without trying to look behind me. I complied and waited as patiently as I could until he announced that it was time for me to turn around. When I did I saw that Kyle was standing there completely in the buff, his rather large dick in full combat mode. I was so impressed and delighted by what I saw I actually felt like clapping, as if a magician had just performed some amazing feat of legerdemain.

I didn’t wait for further instructions because I knew what came next. I just wiggled out of my dress, got on my knees, and started to suck his cock.


CHAPTER 10:

Kyle just had that something that’s hard to put into words. Smooth, cool, confident...those were all appropriate words yet they didn’t tell the whole story. I had never been around anybody who made we want to surrender so completely so quickly. My desire to please him was overwhelming. Maybe animal magnetism was a good way of putting it.

I didn’t just suck his cock I savored it, devoured it, and worshiped it. It just looked so beautiful to me that I had to touch it and taste it and lick it all over. This was only my second BJ but I was truly inspired.

“That’s very good,” said Kyle as he rested a hand gently on my head.

I looked up at him to try and show how thrilled I was by his praise and how happy I was to be doing what I was doing. I felt like I was moving into some new space in the Universe where I wasn’t what I used to be and wasn’t even the same girl that I had been for the past few days. It was like I had stopped impersonating a woman and actually become one on the inside as well as the outside.

Kyle seemed to have great stamina, which didn’t surprise me at all. I knew he would. Realistically he might have just taken an erection pill, which I had certainly done on more than one occasion, but in my mind he was a stallion and a total fuck machine. What a shame that he spent most of his life as a woman because he was one hell of a man in my eyes.

This was just my first night on the island. The first guy who had hit on me. Hell, the first guy I had even talked to who wasn’t part of the staff. Was Kyle really that awesome or was the island just kind of working some sort of romantic magic on me?

As I started attacking his prick more aggressively Kyle responded by grabbing my hair instead of just resting his hand on my head. He wasn’t really forcing me down on him but the message was clear. He could do so if he wanted to.

Finally, as my jaw was starting to get sore, I felt the spasm of an orgasm coming over Kyle and a moment later hot jets of his cum were shooting into my mouth. I just kept sucking and swallowing and stroking his shaft.

“Oh...good girl...good girl,” Kyle moaned rather softly as he emptied his load down my throat.

Then he grabbed me and pulled me up from the floor and stuck his tongue in my mouth. I was kind of surprised because he had just ejaculated there and the taste of his jizz was still quite fresh in my mouth but he didn’t seem to mind at all.

After we kissed some more he took me over to the bed and spread me open as he began to lick my pussy. That was one good thing about having men who were really women...they seemed much more enthusiastic about going down on a girl than a lot of guys usually were.

When Kyle had gotten me off we began to make out, kissing and touching all over. I was on fire and so thrilled that we weren’t stopping or even slowing down that much. Somewhere in the middle of all that fooling around Kyle ended up between my legs again but this time instead of his mouth on my snatch I felt his cock sliding into me and I cried out from excitement.

“Oh, yes! Put that big cock inside me. I want you so bad baby!”

“You don’t even know me,” Kyle pointed out with a chuckle.

“I know enough to know that I want you to fuck me,” I replied.

“Fortunately I really want to fuck you too honey so hang on tight because you’re going to get all the fucking you can handle.”

At the beginning I think I looked at him with that wide-eyed, mouth open expression that says “why are you doing this to me, and why do I like it so much” but then I slowly turned into a demon and my eyes got like slits and my jaw was clenched as I demanded more and more cock.

“Give it to me! Give it to me now! Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me!” I hissed.

I was crazed with lust and my skin was so hot I felt like I might spontaneously combust at any moment. Yet on and on we went. His cock was plowing into me hard and fast but I still couldn’t get enough. Suddenly I screamed as I had the most insanely intense orgasm I had experienced yet.

I don’t know if it was coincidence or incredible timing but Kyle began to cum inside me while I was still in the throes of my amazing climax. In all the years of screwing my wife, either before marriage or after, I couldn’t honestly recall a time where we managed to simultaneously orgasm without it being complete random chance, and even then it was exceedingly rare. To accomplish it on the first try with some random guy, who wasn’t even a guy, was totally mind blowing.

“God you’re a stud,” I gasped after Kyle had pulled out and rolled over next to me. “I could never fuck like that.”

“Are you sure you want to talk about that other life?” Kyle asked.

“Hell, I’m just saying I’m seriously impressed.”

“Well you were fantastic too so maybe it’s just the newness or beginner’s luck or something like that for both of us,” Kyle.

“No...you’re just a stud,” I said with a laugh and a quick kiss on the cheek. “You were the artist. I was just the canvass.”

“I wouldn’t say that. You were certainly my muse.”

This was all so damn screwy and wrong. First night at the resort and I’d already had the best sex of my life. Things were bound to go downhill from here. And it wasn’t just the sex, I really liked this guy. I felt comfortable talking with him. Maybe too comfortable the way I blurted out those comments about him being better in bed as a man than I was. Oh, well. We all knew the truth of the situation so I couldn’t see any harm in bringing it up in passing. It didn’t make me feel any less like a woman. Nothing could do that at the moment unless somebody barged into the room and injected me with the drug that would turn me male again. And even then it was hard to imagine shaking this feeling off completely so fast.

Fortunately nobody did barge into the room so I was able to remain female all night light long as Kyle and I made love a couple of more times before calling it quits and getting some sleep. Caroline and I were both side sleepers, and over the years we had kind of gotten in the habit of sleeping on our sides facing away from each other, but I pressed up right against Kyle’s warm body and we drifted off quite comfortably in each other’s embrace.


CHAPTER 11:

Honestly I was ready to just move in here and spend the rest of my vacation with Kyle but he just laughed at the idea.

“No, you need to experience a wide variety of men,” he said.

“Is that your polite way of saying that you don’t want to see me again?” I asked.

“Not at all. I’m going to fuck you again, but you should share your talent with some other guys too. It would be stingy of me to monopolize all your time.”

“That’s okay. You seem perfect enough I think you could afford to be stingy as a character flaw.”

Kyle just laughed again and slapped my butt rather hard.

“Just remember that when I want to fuck you you’re mine to fuck,” he said.

“I won’t forget that, believe me.”

It felt kind of funny to walk back to my bungalow wearing the red dress I had worn to dinner so Kyle tossed me a towel and told me to wrap it around my naked body. Then we put my dress in a plastic shopping bag that he had lying around and then he escorted me home, which I thought was very cool.

“Until next time then.” he said as we kissed goodbye.

I went inside and just flopped down on the bed staring up at the ceiling. If I didn’t know better I would think I was in love. He had made me feel things that I hadn’t felt since I met Caroline, and had obviously never felt in quite the same way having never been female before. At any rate he had definitely made me his bitch. I knew I would drop any plans and break any engagements if he wanted me. It sounded like he did want me again, which made me happy. I only hoped it wouldn’t be too long a wait.

Since I was a little afraid that Kyle might have spoiled me for other men I decided that today was as good a day as any to try out the spa. I was a little nervous about the unfamiliar experience but I had been provided with an overview sheet with instructions about what to wear and what to bring with me and so on which made things a little easier.

After signing in the first step was to go to the locker room and get naked. After wrapping a towel around my torso I was invited to start out the process by relaxing in the sauna or the steam room or the whirlpool. I opted for the sauna and went into the little wooden box where two other women were already seated. We kind of nodded politely to each other and then I took a place not too close to where they were parked.

“Ever done this before?” one of the ladies asked me.

“I’ve been in a sauna, but I’ve never done the whole spa treatment before,” I replied.

“You’re going to love it,” said the other girl. “I was here last year and it was heavenly. Just the most relaxing thing ever. I used to wonder why my wife was always running off to the spa. I thought she might be having an affair or something but now that I know what it’s like I totally understand. It’s almost better than sex.”

“But not quite,” the first woman giggled.

“No, not quite,” the other agreed.

I was a little surprised that the second woman had volunteered information about her real life wife but maybe that happened more than I thought. I suppose it was bound to, especially around those of your current temporary gender. There was a lot to talk about really.

“Would anybody be scandalized if I took off this towel?” asked the first woman.

“Not at all,” said the second.

“I think I’ll join you,” I chimed in as we all took off our coverings.

“Wow, you hit the boob jackpot didn’t you?” said the second woman as she admired my tits.

“Must run in the family or something,” I joked. “My mother was a pretty buxom woman.”

“You know I’ve heard that your genes have a lot to do with how you turn out looking but that they put some other secret ingredient in that increases your attractiveness,” said woman number one.

“I’ve heard that too but it sounds like science fiction to me,” the other woman scoffed.

“It all sounds like science fiction to me, but I’m sure glad it works,” I added.

“Amen to that,” said the second woman. “I had no idea that being a woman could be so fantastic until I took one of these vacations. Now I plan to do it every year!”

There probably was something in the drug that enhanced attractiveness, although that was kind of a subjective thing so I’m not sure how one would scientifically quantify it, but virtually everybody, male or female, looked pretty darn hot to me. Some definitely more than others, but on the whole it was a good-looking group.

For example I wouldn’t describe my sauna companions as drop dead gorgeous but the first girl had a cute face and a tight little body, and the second was older but still pretty and had more of a curvy frame. I couldn’t help but be a little turned on by being this close to them in the nude but even though this was a swinger’s resort it was pretty clearly posted that there was to be no sexual activity while in the spa. I suppose one had to draw the line somewhere.

When the time for my massage rolled around I was already feeling pretty darn good and relaxed, and in the expert hands of Claudio I felt like I hadn’t a care in the world.

I had been interesting to hear other guests speaking so highly of the experience of getting to be female for a time. It made me feel like I wasn’t totally queer or some kind of a weirdo for enjoying it so much. I suppose it made sense. You couldn’t very well run a business like this for very long if everybody hated it. They probably counted heavily on return customers.

Once again I thought about Caroline and felt bad that I had probably driven her to this by my weak performance in the bedroom as of late. It wasn’t like we were fighting all the time, or didn’t get along well anymore, it was just that I seemed to be really lacking in the sack, and not just physically. Caroline was a beautiful woman and in great shape but for some reason I seemed to have lost a lot of my enthusiasm for sex. Even with Alice at the key party I think I was more into her personality than into the physical act of boning her. It was just an exciting change of pace to be with a different partner for a night but I still struggled a little to perform.

After my massage I tipped Claudio generously and decided that I would come back to the spa again and try some of their more exotic treatments. It technically wasn’t a woman only thing but the spa experience in general did seem to be a very female thing. Men didn’t tend to be terribly interested in aroma therapy or having their skin cleansed.

It seemed like there was sort of a trade off with being a woman. Being pampered and praised for your appearance was lovely but that process often tended to emphasize your softness and weakness compared to men. People tended to be more polite and to speak to you in a warmer tone. And obviously in the bedroom there were men who tended to push their dominance about as far as it could go. If you didn’t mind those things then on the whole being female seemed pretty sweet.

I didn’t mind those things, which I guess wasn’t all that surprising because I was never a really dominant male type personality anyway. I liked peace and harmony and getting my way wasn’t a big deal to me. And I was used to my spouse making a lot of decisions for us. If anything being female just seemed to make things easier for me.

And as for the dominant bedroom tactics I was finding that a big benefit, not a negative. Of course it was all so new to me and kind of kinky that it seemed very exciting. Maybe dealing with that over a long period of time would get wearisome, but that was kind of the nature of all things sexual. There were only so many different ways you could twist your body or props you could employ in the bedroom.

Naturally I assumed that Caroline was weighing the pros and cons of being a man. Some things would probably suit her better than others but you can’t undergo this kind of radical transformation without noticing the differences between the old you and the new you. I just hoped that she was having as good a time as I was since this was all her plan from the start.


CHAPTER 12:

It didn’t take me long to get back on the horse, or in this case the party boat. I had done some group mingling on the cruise but I hadn’t really let my hair down or let my freak flag fly, as the saying goes.

There was a drink pressed into my hand from the moment I boarded the party boat and I had a feeling that I would be doing a lot of drinking before the night was over. There was music pounding and a DJ spinning away and I didn’t know a lot of the tunes but that didn’t matter at all. It was the vibe I was after.

Bathing suits seemed to be the order of dress and I was in my sheer bikini, although I did make one concession to modesty by adding a little wrap around skirt sort of thing. That could be easily enough removed if the situation called for it, which I really assumed it would at some point.

I recognized one of the passengers as the cute girl from the sauna so I worked my way over and said hello. Conversation up on deck was a little difficult due to the noise of the music but I didn’t imagine that we were going to have some big conversation anyway. I did discover that her name was Susie and that she had had a detoxifying body wrap and highly recommended it. I made a note of that because I had a feeling that I might need a little detoxifying after this cruise was done.

I had been the shy retiring type most of my life. Not big on parties or other social gatherings. Always a little worried about making a fool of myself in public. Not wanting to stand out in a crowd. Even in college I didn’t go to many parties, didn’t join a frat, and didn’t go on any wild spring break vacations. I didn’t feel that way now.

It may be sexist to say it but girls just looked cute when they were jumping around, dancing, giggling, and being silly. It didn’t tend to work for guys quite so well. That just made them seem like a sloppy drunk. I decided it was time to cash in on that free pass so I started dancing quite suggestively and enthusiastically.

It was a pretty organic thing where you just sort of danced with whoever was around you at the moment. It wasn’t like a formal dance where you had a specific partner and someone came and tapped on a shoulder to be allowed to cut in. Sometimes I’d dance with one guy and then another, or maybe two guys at once or a guy and a girl or something. There was a lot of touching going on as guys didn’t hesitate to put their hands on my hips or dance right up against my ass or even cup my breasts from behind. And I did plenty of butt grabbing and pelvis rubbing myself. In short it was exactly what I pictured a party boat being like although I never imagined myself actually being on one.

I wondered whether Caroline might be on this boat and that made me paranoid for a moment. I didn’t know what she would think of seeing me acting in such a shameless fashion but then I remembered that she wouldn’t know it was me and for all I knew she could be one of the guys who was grabbing my tits. That thought seemed funny to me and I almost started laughing but someone had just handed me a shot of rum so that distracted my attention.

So this was what having fun was like, I thought. Not that I lived a miserable serious life or anything, but I tended to find my fun in other ways. I knew plenty of guys in college who only seemed to be there for the parties, and I sometimes kind of felt like I was missing out on something, so this was a great opportunity to make up for lost time.

As the boat sailed on a lot of people had begun to remove some or all of their clothing and I decided to join them. There were locked boxes below deck that you could use to store things, which seemed very practical since one didn’t want to have to keep track of their clothes, and it was just another example of these organizers knowing their audience and adapting to their particular needs.

I decided to lose the bikini entirely but left the little skirt wrap on. It didn’t cover all that much and would be easy to work around if anyone needed access to my private parts, but I kind of liked the way it looked on my otherwise naked body. I also stopped to have a few snacks, just to get some food into me so that I didn’t get too drunk and pass out or throw up or something, and then went back up to resume dancing and drinking.

Grooving in a semi-nude state seemed wonderfully wicked and uninhibited although my boobs did bounce around quite a lot. I’m sure it was quite eye catching but I certainly felt the weight of all that mass in motion. What caught my eye was a good-looking guy with short brown hair that was dancing in the buff causing his rather large but flaccid penis to sway about quite a bit. He obviously noticed me too because he came over right away and we jiggled in front of each other for a while.

“You’ve got great tits,” he shouted over the music.

“Thanks. You’ve got a great dick,” I shouted back.

“What to fuck?” he asked.

“Sure,” I replied.

That was the extent of our conversation, although I did discover that his name was Frank as we looked for a good place to fornicate. We passed one couple where the guy was leaning back against the rail and the girl was on her knees blowing him, and another couple on the roof of the cabin who were going at it as well. We kept going to the back of the boat, or the stern as it’s officially called, and found a nice unoccupied reclining chair.

Frank lay on the chair with his legs straddling the sides so that I could climb up and rest my knees on the bottom of the furniture as I took his cock in my hand and stroked him hard before putting it in my mouth. I don’t know if that’s what he intended but it seemed like a good idea at the time to suck his cock so I did.

Cock sucking was surprisingly fun, which had definitely come as a surprise to me. I knew it was great to have it done to you but I had no idea that the giver could get so much pleasure from it too. For one thing you actually got to see the guy’s dick and totally focus on it. Most of the time during sex it was just stuffed deeply inside you and you never got much of a look at it. With a BJ you could stroke it and lick it and suck on it however you wanted and I was definitely developing a taste for cock.

“That’s nice honey,” said Frank.

“My pleasure,” I took time to reply, which it truthfully was.

I spent more time than usual playing with his balls for some reason. I guess I just liked the way they looked. Of course I was always gentle because I knew how delicate those suckers could be.

“Why don’t you climb on and go for a ride?” Frank suggested.

That sounded like a plan I could work with so I got up and stood with my legs straddling the chair, as his were, then for the hell of it I turned around so my ass was facing him before I lowered myself down on his staff.


CHAPTER 13:

I started out with my legs on the deck but Frank put his hands on my waist and I lifted my legs up so that my feet were actually resting on his legs. That caused me to lean back a little but Frank had a good grip on me. I didn’t have as much control but that was okay as Frank took over a lot of the action by thrusting his pelvis up and down.

After a bit Frank let me lean back even more so that I was basically lying on top of him as he continued to jack his rod into me with ever increasing intensity. I started supporting myself with my outstretched arms which left his hands free to explore my tits, which he did quite aggressively. My nipples were getting pinched to the point where they almost hurt but it only added to my pleasure.

His balls didn’t just look nice they were obviously potent as he poured so much jizz into me that I could feel some of it seeping back out. When he had finished he told me to put my feet on the deck again and bend over so that my hands were resting on the bottom of the chair. Then he got his face in my gash and licked my pussy clean. Knowing how much of his own cum must be there I was startled by the move, but of course he was really a woman and might be fairly used to tasting a man’s cum, even if it wasn’t normally his own.

In any case it was certainly pleasant for me and when he was done I felt good and fucked and a little buzzed. There wasn’t a lot of rolling on the deck like there might have been way out at sea but having the floor moving at all when my legs were a little sore from the positions I was in, and having consumed a bit of alcohol made me wobbly on my feet for a moment.

“I think you fucked me so hard I can’t walk straight,” I joked.

“You need help?” Frank gallantly offered.

“No, I think I’m just going to stand here at the rail for a bit and enjoy the view. Maybe I’ll catch up with you later,” I said.

“Anytime sweetie. You’re a hell of a dance partner,” Frank said with a grin as he wandered off.

That had been serious fun and just the kind of action I had been hoping for. I wanted to be sure that I wasn’t so spoiled by Kyle that I wouldn’t enjoy myself the rest of the way. Fortunately that didn’t appear to be the case but I was definitely thinking about Kyle none the less. Wondering where he was tonight. Wondering what lucky girl he was banging. Wondering whether he was seriously planning to be with me again or had just said that to be polite.

And I also thought about Caroline and how much I loved her as a person and how frustrated I was that I didn’t seem to be able to take care of her sexual needs the way I wanted to.  For a crazy second I wondered whether she would be happier if I were a girl. No reason two women couldn’t be married these days. Maybe I could do things as a lesbian that would keep her happy. I certainly wouldn’t have to worry about the size of my cock or my lack of performance. She’d have to teach me how to do it properly but I could learn. I had learned how to fuck men in a short amount of time with very little practice.

It was a silly idea but it did help me to not feel so guilty about the feelings I had for Kyle.  Swinging was all about the kind of meaningless sex I had just enjoyed with Frank. We had barely spoken to each other but there was enough physical attraction between us to make the fornicating worthwhile. It was all kind of crazy to even think about Caroline possibly being jealous of another man no matter how much I liked him, but love and sex were two very different things. When you had both at the same time it was fantastic, but falling in love with someone when you’re already married to and in love with someone else is a bad idea, no matter what the gender configuration might be.

Fortunately this was all just a fantasy and the clock was ticking away. Caroline and I would be back to normal soon enough and Kyle would just be a pleasant memory.

I stayed at the rail a little longer, contemplating life and trying to get my “sea legs” under me again before I grabbed another quick snack and locked my wrap away in the box. It was time for some more dancing and drinking and maybe even some more fucking and I was perfectly happy to do all of those things in the nude.


CHAPTER 14:

My vacation was about half over and I had neither seen nor heard from Kyle again, which was getting me a little sad. Maybe something had come up and he had to cut his trip short, or maybe he was just too busy with other bitches to think of me. Then I found a note attached to my door and my heart began to beat a little faster.

“Come to my room at 7:00. Eat first, no dinner date this time. Wear a robe with nothing underneath it,” the note read.

It wasn’t signed but it didn’t need to be. I knew who it was from and what I had to do. Not having to choose any clothing this time was a relief but I found that I was too full of nervous energy to eat much of anything. I decided to be prompt this time so I walked over a little early and waited until precisely 7:00 when I took a deep breath and knocked on the door. To my surprise a naked girl answered the door.

“Hi! You must be Debbie. I’m Connie. Come on in!” said the girl.

Kyle, who was also naked, was seated on the foot of the bed. He smiled when I came in and nodded to Connie who promptly took my robe off. I was so completely unprepared for this scenario that I was tempted to bolt for the door but I wanted Kyle so badly, and Connie was very attractive, so I just stood there waiting to see what Kyle had in mind.

“I thought the three of us would have some fun tonight,” said Kyle. “Obviously you’ve had experience with women so it shouldn’t be too much of a shock for you.”

“No, whatever you want,” I replied.

“Good. Then why don’t you two get better acquainted?” suggested Kyle.

Connie came over and gave me a quick kiss then proceeded to gently fondle my breasts.

“You’re boobs are awesome sweetie!” said Connie in her girlish and perky voice. “They’re just right.”

Connie stared me straight in the eyes as she lightly fingered both of my nipples at the same time. I could feel myself getting aroused immediately. I didn’t know what to do with my hands so I just reached down between her legs and begin to feel up her wet gash. While the physical stimulation was great the eye contact was amazing. She had the biggest greenest eyes I had ever seen and it was hypnotizing to stare into them for so long.

“Your eyes are incredibly beautiful,” I said rather softly.

“Thank you. It’s the one part of me that didn’t change,” Connie replied with a giggle. “But I certainly like the things that did change.”

With that she grabbed the back of my head and pulled me into a very deep kiss. Our breasts pressed together and I could feel how hard her nipples were. I kept one hand between her legs and put the other around her back as we kissed.

Next she led me over to the bed where we did some more kissing. Kyle just swung his feet up on the bed and took a reclining position at the foot but didn’t jump in. After necking for a bit Connie got us positioned so that our legs were interlocked and our pussies were tight against each other. Then she started to rub against me and I responded by doing the same. I was amazed at how hot it was just grinding my snatch against another one. The trick seemed to be keeping yourself as close together as possible, unlike fucking a man where he pulls back before thrusting in again. The tighter you could get the two slits lined up the better.

Soon we were both whimpering and making other little sounds of joy. I could picture Caroline in her younger days doing something like this with one of her gal pals and that made me even hornier. No wonder she had never completely lost her taste for pussy. This was only my first girl-on-girl experience and it was making me cum hard.

Suddenly Connie broke away from our scissoring and got on her knees between my legs. She quickly bent down and started to lap at my cunt, which was dripping wet by that point. In a short time I felt like I was building up for another orgasm when Kyle finally sprung into action.

I saw him get up behind Connie and then a moment later it was obvious that he was inside her. I was jealous, but I knew she deserved some stimulation of her own for the way she was getting me off.

Kyle seemed to be taking it easy on Connie, which perhaps he was doing to make it easier for her to lick my pussy. Had he been railing her hard it might have been a challenge to keep her lips on my box. Then it occurred to me that he might be fucking her in the ass which got me excited because I already knew that I would happily offer my anus to him if he wanted me to.

However he was giving it to Connie she seemed to be enjoying it, which didn’t surprise me in the least. How could you not enjoy having that magnificent specimen of manhood inside you in whatever hole you get it?

After a while Kyle pulled out and came up to straddle my chest, offering me his throbbing member. I was greedy for it and didn’t waste any time at all stuffing it down my throat. I could taste cum on his dick so it appeared that he hadn’t been doing anal with Connie but it wouldn’t have stopped me from sucking his cock anyway. I had been dreaming of this for a long time now.

Connie kept licking and I kept sucking until I felt the first indication that Kyle was getting ready to pop. I was glad I got the honor of finishing him and was treated to a very thick and hot load of his cum, which was one meal I could get into my stomach with ease.

Kyle got up and went over to an ice bucket with a bottle of champagne in it that I hadn’t even noticed when I came in the room. He poured us all a glass and we sat sipping it on the bed.

“Well you girls certainly seemed to hit it off well,” Kyle commented.

Connie and I just exchanged glances and kind of giggled.

“I thought you might,” said Kyle.

After we finished our champagne Kyle took the glasses and set them aside. When he came back to the bed he kissed me. Then he kissed Connie. Then Connie kissed me and that started us all kissing each other in whatever sequence happened to happen. As we kissed we kind of snaked our bodies around and touched and caressed whatever was handy. I had only the one drink but I felt almost as light headed as I had done while getting hammered on the party boat. (Except that I probably wouldn’t wake up with a hangover from this.)

“All right ladies. Heads down asses up,” Kyle instructed after a lengthy round of three-way smooching.

Connie and I quickly got ourselves in the desired position, resting our heads on the mattress with our butts stuck up in the air. Kyle got behind me first, which made me happy, and slapped my behind a couple of times before sticking his big cock in my pussy. I let out the prerequisite moan that I always seemed to issue whenever I was first penetrated and Kyle went to work.

I had really wanted to be alone with him when I first walked into the room but I was truly enjoying my first group sex experience. Connie was cute and bubbly and kind of reminded me of the perky little blonde who escorted me to my cabin while I was still male on the cruise ship. Caroline was nothing like that, but I always sort of had a thing for that type. Giggles and girlishness and a real upbeat personality. I had some of that in me as a woman, or at least I tried to, but I think I was still more serious and romantic at heart, even if I had learned to bust out of my shell and shake my booty if the situation called for it.

Kyle’s cock felt as good as I remembered it, or maybe it was just because I had been so fixated on the idea of him fucking me again that it seemed that way. I had gotten laid a bunch of times in between my first encounter with Kyle and this one and they had all been enjoyable in their own way. Some better than others but nothing I didn’t come away satiated from.

When he pulled out of me I knew it wasn’t because he was ready to cum and of course he simply shifted over and started fucking Connie. To my pleasant surprise Kyle didn’t neglect me as he reached over and kept me entertained with his fingers. I imagine he had done the same for Connie, which would explain the pleasant little moans she was making the whole time I was getting humped.

Kyle was pleasing both of us at once, which impressed the hell out of me. I had enough trouble pleasing my wife but he was keeping two girls hot and horny while they each waited their next turn to be fucked. Of course what really impressed me was the fact that he knew I’d follow his instructions to the letter, even if I had to break off another date to do so, and that I’d be completely willing to engage in a threesome without asking me or even hinting that it might be in the works. That took a lot of balls, especially for somebody who’d only had balls for about a week.

Connie got his cum this time but I was still glad that I had gotten it in the mouth. That was so much more visceral than taking it in your snatch, although both were great sensations.

As it turned out there was plenty of cum for the both of us that night and plenty more girl play too before we all curled up and went to sleep. As I drifted off I wondered what Connie’s relationship to Kyle was. She had been there to greet me at the door and knew I was expected so he had shared his plan with her and not me. I hadn’t seen Kyle at all, even from a distance, so it made me think that maybe he had just been shacking up with Connie the whole time. I mean they couldn’t really have much of a relationship because we were all just tourists at a gender swapping swinger’s resort and there was hardly time to establish any sort of long term thing but it made me wonder why he would have chosen her instead of me.

I didn’t want to get all jealous and bitchy because I really liked Connie and as Kyle had pointed out we did hit it off right away. I was glad to have been invited to participate tonight but a little disappointed that I might not be his favorite. I had been having the time of my life on this island but I would have gladly given all of that up and just stayed with Kyle if he asked me. It just didn’t seem likely now that he would ask.


CHAPTER 15:

When I woke I was surprised to see that Connie wasn’t in bed with us. I assumed she must be in the bathroom but a quick glance showed that the bathroom door was wide open. I turned and realized that Kyle was awake and looking at me.

“Where’s Connie?” I asked.

“Oh, I think she had a scuba diving lesson or something like that, although she seemed a lot more interested in the hunky instructor than any burning desire to go underwater,” Kyle replied. “Did you enjoy yourself last night?”

“Of course. I’ve never been in a three-way before and it was quite arousing.”

“I thought you might have some curiosity about being with another woman so I thought I’d surprise you with a little treat,” Kyle explained.

“Thank you. I sort of thought that I was probably the treat for her,” I said.

“And I’m sure you were, but she knew that I wanted to do something special for you and was happy to oblige.”

“So where have you been all this time?” I blurted out. “I never see you anywhere.”

“Oh, I’m around. Here and there. Haven’t you been keeping busy on your own?” Kyle inquired.

“Well, yes, but it’s not the same. I’d much rather be with you.”

“Even with all these handsome men around here with big bulges in their crotch?”

“Of course. I want to be yours.”

“Even though I spank you and order you around and keep you in the dark about my plans?”

“I think that just makes me want you even more,” I confessed. “You do something to me that’s hard to explain.”

“Get on your hands and knees,” Kyle suddenly commanded.

I didn’t hesitate or ask why I just quickly positioned myself as he wished. We had all slept naked so there was no need to fool around with taking any clothing off but I noticed that Kyle did get out of bed and went into the bathroom for a moment or two. I stayed put on all fours  and when he returned he had some kind of a tube of something in his hand.

As he got back in bed I felt him begin to lubricate my anus and knew what was about to happen. It was exactly the way Caroline had lubed me up before ass fucking me with her strap on dildo. I had a feeling Kyle would get around to that eventually so I wasn’t surprised or shocked in the least.

“Have you ever done anal before?” asked Kyle.

“Once,” I admitted truthfully.

“Did you enjoy it?”

“I was scared, but it was better than I expected it to be.”

“Well I’ll take it easy on you then.”

A moment later the slippery tip of his freshly lubricated cock pressed up against my ass and then with a slight shove poked inside. I gasped, as usual, but this sound was a little more intense I think. In this body I was an anal virgin and Kyle was a large man so needless to say it was a snug fit.

I remembered Caroline telling me that the key was to relax as much as possible, which I had found very difficult that first time because of the embarrassment I was feeling at being dressed in her clothes and pretending to be female, but now I didn’t feel any of that. In a way I guess I still was pretending to be a woman but at least I was comfortable in that role now and had the right equipment for the job.

“Oh, God you are so big,” I moaned.

“I’m not all that big, but it probably seems that way since you’re so tight,” Kyle replied. “Do you want me to keep going?”

“Fuck yes!” I cried a little louder than I had intended.

That earned me a spank and a chuckle from Kyle.

“You are a dirty little girl, aren’t you?”

I didn’t need to reply. He knew I was a dirty little girl. He knew that from the moment we met.

The more we fucked the more I seemed to loosen up and pretty soon he was giving me a good banging. Suddenly I felt my head jerk back and realized that he had grabbed the back of my hair.

“So you want to be my bitch, do you?” said Kyle.

“Oh, yes...I want to be your bitch,” I panted. “Your whore, your slut, your fuck puppet...whatever you want me to be.”

“What if I just want you to be my woman?”

“I can do that too. I can be whatever you want me to be.”

“That’s good to know. I may have to remind you of that sometimes,” said Kyle with a laugh.

I liked the sound of that. It sounded like he was expecting to be with me again in the future. But what future? In less than a week this would all be over and I’d be home again with my wife. I hoped that Caroline had gotten a lot of sexual satisfaction on this trip because I couldn't imagine how I was going to solve my performance issues by emasculating myself totally and becoming another man’s whore. If I was having trouble keeping it up before this trip I had a nightmare vision of not being able to get it up at all after.

Maybe if I concentrated on using my mouth and my fingers, more like I had done with Connie, I could keep my wife happy without having to worry about my dick. Plus Caroline always had her toys so if penetration was required I could use those to get her off.

I had to just keep reminding myself that Kyle didn’t really exist. He’d be getting an injection, just like me, and he would turn back into a woman and go home, presumably with a husband.

That made me wonder what kind of a woman Kyle was. Was she strong and kind of domineering like Caroline, which would explain the alpha male behavior, or was she submissive? That would also make sense in a way. Submissive woman, used to yielding to her strong husband, gets the chance to be male and turn the tables. I was basically the same old me but with a nice rack, but maybe some people saw this gender change thing as an opportunity to be something entirely new and different in their personality as well.

I was fingering my clit furiously and squealing like a pig by the time Kyle started to erupt in my anus. Although I had taken Caroline’s dildo up my butt it obviously didn’t ejaculate so this  added a certain sense of finality to the proceedings.

“You certainly are eager to please,” said Kyle as he rubbed the sticky tip of his dick all around my butt cheeks.

“Glad you noticed,” I replied, still on all fours.

“You should run along now. I’ll get in touch when I need you again,” said Kyle very casually.

I got up feeling a little miffed. I had just let the guy fuck me in the ass and now he was kicking me out like I was a whore he had just paid for. On the other hand I guess I should have expected something like that. Kyle was obviously still pushing me and testing my limits. I thought I had proven myself by this point but I wasn’t going to rock the boat.

For one more twist Kyle refused to let me put on my robe so I had to walk back to my bungalow buck naked in broad daylight. It was really no big deal in a place like this and I wasn’t ashamed to show off my body at all so I strolled quite proudly home instead of making it a walk of shame. Then I took a nice long bath and flopped down on the bed. I picked up my book and started thumbing to the place I had left off at but a few moments later I fell asleep.


CHAPTER 16:

Since there wasn’t much else to do I just got on with my vacation. I did try the spa treatment that Susie had recommended and found it very enjoyable and relaxing, and I went kayaking with a guy named George who sailed us to the nude beach where we made out for a while before retreating a slightly more concealed location nearby and fucked for the better part of the afternoon.

These guys who were actually girls were really something I thought. Every man I had been with had that bold confidence that I totally lacked. Even the ones that weren’t physically all that hot didn’t seem to let it slow them down. I suppose in a place like this is was shooting fish in a barrel, but even so I wondered where they found that kind of courage.

Then it occurred to me that they didn’t have the same lifetime of rejection that most mortal men have. They were coming at it from the perspective of being the one who was usually the decision maker when it came to choosing a bed partner. I’m sure plenty of women have sad stories about trying to interest a man with no luck but just about every guy has been shot down more than a few times, and sometimes not very gently. Without that history of blunt rejection it probably made it easier to be bold.

And I suppose all those ladies in men’s bodies were probably wondering why their husbands were such easy pickings. I hadn’t met a woman yet who didn’t seem to be having a great time being female. We all seemed to slip into our roles quite easily and naturally. I hadn’t had many in-depth conversations with anyone so it wasn’t a scientific analysis but it sure seemed to me like there was a lot of sex going on and nobody seemed to be complaining or trying to avoid it.

I suppose again the rejection complex probably played a hand. The male brain is taught that there’s no such thing as bad sex, just no sex at all, so when someone asks you if you want to get laid with no strings attached you’re kind of hard-wired to accept the invitation. I was certainly doing a lot more fucking than I was used to and without all the performance anxiety that usually went along with it.

The bigger question in my mind was whether I was going to come away from this recharged and refreshed and ready to resume my marriage with rekindled passion or whether I had fucked myself up totally by discovering the woman inside me that I never knew existed. I almost wanted to get into one of the boats at the dock and just sail away to some obscure island where nobody would ever know that I hadn’t always been female.

It was a wonderful fantasy imagining myself marooned on an island, living in a hut on a beach somewhere with a stud like Kyle. We’d be naked all the time and live on coconuts and mangoes and Kyle would learn to catch fish with a wooden spear. I wondered if he’d ever consider such a proposition.

Caroline could certainly do without me financially so I wouldn’t be abandoning her in that sense, but I hated the idea of cutting myself off from her forever and never seeing her again. I still loved my wife but I just wasn’t sure how much I loved myself as a man.

All I could do was hope that once I was transformed back into my old self, and living my old life again, that everything would fall into place. It wouldn’t do me much good to pine away for a man that didn’t really exist or spend all of my time wishing I was still a woman. There must have been other men like me who had a profound reaction to becoming female who also had some regrets about changing back into a man but presumably they got through it and got on with their lives. I just had to do the same.

But what if I couldn’t? What if I had gone too far or gotten in too deep? Would Caroline understand and try to help me or would she be appalled by my effeminate nature? She had married a man. Would she still want to be married to a man who suddenly identified as a woman? And if she didn’t where would that leave me? Alone, trying to start life over as a woman? I didn’t know the first thing about how one went about that permanently. Someone just stuck a needle in me and a few moments later I had changed completely.

Maybe I could get my female fix by dressing up as a girl for Caroline and letting her fuck me in the ass more often even if her strap on didn’t have the satisfying stream of semen at the end of the session and her gratification was probably mostly mental in the process. My ass was definitely open for business now.

It seemed impossible to me now that just a short time ago I was horrified by the idea of going on this vacation and having to spend it as a woman. Well, horrified is probably a little too strong of a way to put it. I was certainly reluctant, and not because I was afraid I would end up liking it too much. Or maybe that’s exactly why I was reluctant. Maybe some inner voice was telling me that this was hitting too close to home. Maybe my problems in bed weren’t because I was bored with sleeping with the same woman all the time, or I had some medical issue that was preventing me from keeping it up. Maybe I hadn’t lost interest in sex I had just lost interest in having sex as a man and getting to do it as a woman just stoked my boilers to the max.

I wouldn’t make the blanket assessment that sex was better as a woman, but it was definitely better for me. Even the kinky way that Kyle bossed me around fit my personality better. I think I was always destined to be the bottom in any sexual relationship, which is very hard for a married man to contemplate. I was so conditioned to think that I had to be strong and in control, even though I knew that wasn’t really me.

The physical aspect was definitely enjoyable. Being able to have an orgasm and not have to stop screwing was marvelous, and even better was the fact that I could cum more than once during a single session. Having tits added another new dimension to my pleasure and getting pussy fucked seemed to make my whole body feel good, not just good between my legs. Ultimately though it was the mental part I liked the most.

I loved not having to worry about getting or keeping an erection. I loved the eye contact I made with a man when I was sucking his cock or he was deep within my snatch while I gazed up at him from my back. I loved feeling like a sexy creature who was perfectly built to give pleasure. And I loved the idea of giving a man everything he could want and then some.

Those are all pretty simplified observations for something that was actually pretty complex but I knew in my heart that it was all true. I was just better as a woman in most every way I could think of, and that was going to be a hard piece of knowledge to live with once I was a man again.


CHAPTER 17:

Fortunately Kyle didn’t make me wait too long for our next encounter. This was to be another dinner date but this time I was instructed to wear a simple black dress, which I already owned so I didn’t have to go out and buy one, not that I needed any big excuse to go shopping.

When I met him in the lobby of the resort he was as dapper as ever and I felt my heart racing as it always did whenever I was in his presence. Even so I was feeling a little sad because I knew our time was running out and this could well be my last chance to be with him if he didn’t call for me again in the next couple of days.

“The little black dress just never fails, does it?” Kyle commented as he gave his approval of my appearance. “Petite or buxom, tall or short, it just has some kind of magic.”

Of course he would have strong opinions about fashion, since he was actually a woman, but it was still kind of strange to hear a man that masculine talking about the magic of a little black dress. Somehow it just made him seem even sexier.

When we finished our meal I was surprised that the waiter handed Kyle a bottle of chilled champagne and two glasses. Apparently he had ordered that in advance and we were going to go drink it somewhere now.

That somewhere turned out to be on the beach, a little away from most of the bungalows on a rocky outcrop overlooking the bay. It was a beautiful spot, even at night, and there was enough moonlight to illuminate the proceedings well.

“To surprise discoveries,” said Kyle as we clinked our glasses and gazed out on the water.

“I know this is breaking character, or whatever it is that actors call it, but I have to tell you that you’re fantastic at being male,” I said. “I have no idea what you’re like in real life but this role suits you perfectly.”

“I was about to say the same about you,” Kyle chuckled. “It’s hard to imagine that you haven’t always been a woman.”

“It’s getting hard for me to remember that too, and that’s probably not a good thing since this trip is ending very soon.”

“Do you think you’d want to remain female if you could?” asked Kyle.

“Yes, probably. I mean, if it didn’t fuck up my whole life or something. I don’t think my wife would probably be crazy about the idea and I wouldn’t do anything to hurt her for all the world.”

“If I told you to take off all of your clothes and walk naked through the hotel lobby you’d do it, wouldn’t you?” Kyle asked.

“Yes.”

“Why?”

“Because I love you.”

“But you still love your wife too?”

“Absolutely,” I replied. “And because that relationship is a little more real than that one I would have to say that I love her even more, although if we were really who we appear to be right now I can’t imagine loving anyone as much.”

“That’s very interesting.”

After a second glass of champagne we went back to my bungalow, which was kind of a surprise since we had always fornicated in his. Maybe it was because it was a little closer to where we had been sitting I thought, but I suddenly wished I hadn’t left my stuff kind of lying around. I didn’t want him to think I was a slob.

We kissed and Kyle undressed me in the process. Once I was down to my stockings I fell to me knees and pulled out his cock. I liked giving him head while he was standing. It just seemed right for some reason.

As always the taste of his flesh was exquisite. His manhood was still something I truly marveled at and admired. Putting it in my mouth just seemed like the greatest treat I could think of, as odd as that may sound to those of you who find the idea of sucking cock to be a bit uncomfortable or distasteful in some way.

Apparently Kyle didn’t want to finish that way as he picked me up from the floor and we resumed kissing before he took me over to the bed. As we climbed in he noticed my book sitting on the little table next to the bed.

“How was it?” he asked, remembering our first encounter on the beach.

“Oh, I still haven’t gotten that far yet,” I admitted. “Just too many other distractions I guess.”

“That’s what I thought you’d say,” said Kyle with a laugh, which was kind of a strange reaction I thought but I didn’t dwell on it because he was fingering my gash and I was focused on that a bit more at the time.

I couldn’t believe I had told Kyle that I loved him, not because it wasn’t true, but because it made me feel so guilty. I knew that there was no such person as Kyle Barton, just as there was no Debbie Travers, so technically a woman who didn’t exist professed her love for a man who didn’t exist but underneath all that were two very real people, and this real person was very much in love with his wife.

We had come on this trip so that we could both fuck random strangers so it was a fair and open deal on the sex side of things. Enjoy as much cock and pussy as you could get in just a little over two weeks. There was nothing in our deal that said it was cool to fall head over heels in love with someone else but it had happened and I felt like I needed to admit it even if it did make  me feel guilty.

After some expert tongue action Kyle spread my legs open even wider than they had been and started finger banging me again. Using my heels for traction I pressed my pelvis up off the mattress and jerked along with his thrusts. I was always amazed at how different the sensations could be based on how my legs were positioned. Everything felt a little different if my legs were close together or wide apart or pushed back or lifted up. It might be a little tingling sensation I felt in my anus or something I felt in my stomach or just a general feeling of different buttons being pushed. That was another thing about being female that I really liked. The complexity and variety of options.

While I was still slightly elevated Kyle decided it was time to put his cock in me and with his hands now free he could play around with my butt a little or move my legs some more. Even though it was a little challenging physically to keep my rear end lifted like that without support I was really getting off on the feeling so I tried to stay that way. I guess I could never totally escape the difficulties of trying to “keep it up” even if in this case it was my ass and not my dick.

When Kyle suddenly started rubbing my clit it was basically lights out for my brain. All the foreplay and pussy fucking had put me in a pretty hyped up state but now that he was polishing the pearl I just went nuts.

“Not fair!” I cried in semi-mock protest. “You know that’s going to make me go insane.”

“So go insane. I already knew you were kind of loopy you crazy bitch,” Kyle said with a laugh.

“Oh, God, it’s true. It’s so true,” I wailed. “You turn my brain to mush.”

“Enjoy the feeling. You don’t have to do anything in the world right now except feel good. I’ll take care of everything.”

He had hit another bullseye with me. As weak as it makes me sound I loved the idea of being taken care of. Oh I’d take care of his house gladly and cook and clean for him and raise our children, if we had any, but in a lot of ways I would love to be relieved of a lot of responsibilities. Not that I wouldn’t want to participate in an equal partnership, but I loved the idea of him offering to protect me and look after me and be the rock that I never was in my real life.

My orgasm was intense, which was no surprise under the circumstances and Kyle finished up inside me not too long after. Instead of pulling out he just remained on top of me with his cock still deep in my snatch.

“Oh God I wish I didn’t love you so much,” I exhaled.

“You big dummy,” Kyle chuckled. “You still don’t know who I am, do you?”

His toast on the beach suddenly popped into my head and I realized that I was going to get the biggest surprise discovery of my life.


CHAPTER 18:

“What?” I stammered weakly in reply to his comment.

“It’s me. Caroline. Your wife,” said Kyle trying hard not to laugh at my astonished expression.

“What?” I mumbled again.

“Your brain really has turned to mush I guess,” said Kyle, finally pulling out and rolling over to lie next to me. “I knew it was you from that first day on the beach.”

“How?”

“You’ve been dragging this damn paperback around since our vacation two years ago when you bought it at the airport and the only reason you bought it is because I insisted it was such a good book that you ought to read it,” said Kyle, picking up the book from the table next to the bed. “It was a Best Seller back then. Now they’re getting ready to make it into a movie.”

“Why didn’t you tell me?” I stuttered.

“What? And spoil all the fun of trying to make you my bitch? I figured you’d catch on somewhere along the line but your girl brain is obviously too cock obsessed to function properly you little slut,” Kyle chuckled.

“Then why did you want me to go fuck other guys?”

“You needed to sow your wild oats. I wanted you to experience different facets of being female, not just spend all your time obsessing about my big dick, although it is pretty impressive I’ve got to admit.”

“I was clueless.”

“That’s okay. You’re adorable and devoted and that’s good enough for me,” Kyle teased.

“I felt so ashamed for being in love with you.”

“And I appreciate that. I’ve always known you were a good man...I just had a feeling you might be an even better woman.”

“Is that what this was all about?”

“Absolutely. I started thinking about it when I saw how much you enjoyed our little role reversal.”

“I didn’t enjoy it that much,” I protested feebly.

“You can’t fool me, woman. You were positively electrified. And don’t tell me you haven’t tried on any of my clothes since then. I can always tell.”

“I am so busted,” I said sheepishly.

“And big busted too. You have very pretty titties. I like that in my women.”

“But I’m not really a woman,” I tried to point out.

“Don’t you want to be?”

“Yes, of course I do! I want that more than anything,” I said more emphatically than I had anticipated.

“So stay a woman. Who’s stopping you?” asked Kyle.

“What about you?”

“Oh, I’m going to stay a man naturally. That was the part I wasn’t 100% sure about but you made it much easier for me to make that decision. You think I want to give up this magnificent cock and all the respect and authority that goes along with having one? No more having to be the “butch boss” or the “office cunt” just because I do my job the same way a man would. With no glass ceiling there’s no telling how far I could rise in that company. And having such an awesome little cock sucker of a wife is not something I’d want to give up either. You’re way better at giving head than I ever was, and you enjoy it a lot more too.”

“It’s true. I do love sucking cock. Especially yours,” I said a little sadly.

“Don’t be ashamed of that my dear. You’ve got a real talent for smoking the sausage.”

“So how would this work? I mean, how do we stay this way once they turn us back to our original state?” I asked.

“They’re not going to turn us back. I’ve already talked to Uncle Carl and all the wheels are in motion,” said Kyle.

“You told Uncle Karl about me wanting to be a woman?”

“He’s a lawyer you rattle-brained bimbo, did you forget that? Since the procedure isn’t legal in America there’s no way they can force us to undergo some kind of surgery that we don’t want in the first place. Then it’s just a matter of paperwork. We’ll still be legally married but the names on the certificate will change. Of course I’d be happy to go through the ceremony again if you like. I think you’d look stunning in a bridal gown.”

“Can I get pregnant?” I suddenly blurted out.

“Are you saying that you want to or worrying that you might?” Kyle replied.

“I don’t know. I might want to, I mean, if we both wanted that,” I said.

“As far as I know you can get as pregnant as you like, but we’d probably want a doctor to verify that.”

So just like that my whole world flipped upside down and did a few somersaults for good measure. Kyle was really Caroline, only now Caroline was going to actually stay Kyle, and I was going to be Debbie, his blushing bride and loving wife.

How did I not figure any of this out? I should have been able to tell my own wife, even if she was currently in the body of a man. Kyle must have said things or dropped little hints. Or maybe I should have seen it in his eyes. I guess maybe my brain had been too cock obsessed to function properly.

It certainly looked like we had solved our performance problems in the bedroom after all. We just changed the performer. Kyle wouldn’t have the virility issues I did. He would be a much better man in the sack than I ever was. But in fairness to me I had a feeling that I could be better than Caroline when it came to female sex, as good as she had always been. Kyle had already pointed out that I was better at giving blowjobs and I was still just a rookie. Given a little time and practice I figured I could get really good at the whole girly sex thing.

“Now that you know you’re going to be my wife when we get back home do you want to enjoy your last couple of days of freedom while we’re still here at this swinger’s resort or do you want to get a head start on our new marital arrangement?” Kyle inquired.

“I’ll always choose anything to do with head if given the option,” I replied with a grin before I grabbed his dick and began to stroke and lick it back to life. “And you’re going to finish in my mouth this time and give me the treat you know I’m waiting for.”

“Yes dear. Whatever you say.”

Even though I was his wife now I knew I’d still want to be his bitch as well but sometimes in a marriage you just have to let your partner know who the real boss is.


CHAPTER 19:

It all happened so quickly and rather smoothly that it didn’t seem quite as shocking as it probably should have, at least not to me. There were definitely some ripples among our friends and family members but nothing that could possibly scuttle our ship. Kyle seemed to be fearless and I tried to take my cue from him. We were doing what we thought was best for us as individuals and as a married couple. If the rest of the world was uncomfortable with that there wasn’t much we could do about it.

We’d already had a big elaborate wedding so the second time around we opted for something a little more low key and intimate. Just a few guests and a simple party and some renewing of our vows. Yes, I did indulge in a full-blown bridal gown but Kyle insisted that I’d want to and he was right of course. It made me feel more like a bride, even though I was still already married to my spouse of several years.

I gave up my job because we didn’t need the money and I really did want to try being a housewife for a while. I found slipping into a more domestic role to be rather enjoyable, especially since I had a husband who seemed to truly appreciate my efforts. I was also thinking ahead to the day when I might become a mother, since the doctor had declared that I was capable of doing just that.

It was certainly different being a woman back in the real world but it suited me there just as much as it had suited me on my romantic vacation. I was basically just living my life as usual, only now I was living it in a bra and panties, unless I was feeling frisky and wanted to let my nipples poke through my top or giving my husband easy access to my pussy for a spontaneous quickie in the kitchen.

One thing that did change was that I finally finished reading that damn paperback novel I had been procrastinating about for a couple of years. And to my pleasant surprise it turned out to be much better than I had anticipated, but then again it was written to appeal especially to women so maybe now I was just better equipped to appreciate it. I suppose that was kind of symbolic of my whole Swap Island experience. I didn’t expect to enjoy that either but now it was my all-time favorite vacation.


AUTHOR’S NOTES:

I’ve written a number or travel-themed or resort based stories but I haven’t done one in a while and decided I was in the mood for it. Maybe all the pandemic lock down business was making me feel the urge to fantasize about a lovely tropical beach or something. There’s something about travel that often just feels sexy, even if your location isn’t typically romantic. Hotel rooms always have that sexual mystique about them I suppose.

I remember a trip to San Diego a long time ago when I was a teenager. It was nighttime and I was sitting out on the little balcony of our hotel room just looking out at the water when these two guys suddenly ran down to the shore and pulled off their swim trunks before skinny-dipping in the bay. They were probably about my age, or maybe a little older, and in the moonlight from a distance I couldn’t see very much but I had this overwhelming desire to tear off my clothes and join them. It was a family vacation and my parents were right there so I wasn’t about to risk getting busted with a stunt like that but I still remember those beautiful naked butts glinting in the moon and the powerful sense of lust that overcame me as I imagined myself making out on the beach under the palm trees with two cute guys at once.

Nothing happened that night but the setting was perfect and had it occurred a couple of years later I might have made that fantasy come true but the image has stayed with me and probably shaped any number of my romantic works of fiction over the years in some way or another.
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I usually have a link here for my videos but I’m afraid Porn Hub changed their policies and made it much harder for users to upload content and took a ton of existing videos down so at the moment I don’t have a regular location for my 3D videos. Watch this spot for future developments.
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