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CHAPTER 1:

When I first met Hester I thought she was very beautiful...but a little odd. It's hard to put my finger on why I felt that way. I suppose it really was just more of a feeling than an observation. She did wear some rather unusual looking jewelry sometimes, but I always assumed that she just liked the way it looked.

We met in college, while both taking a class on comparative religion, and sparked up a friendship. I had tried, for a while, to get her to go out with me, but she had always avoided crossing the line between platonic friendship and romantic couple, and I respected that. We had become very close as friends and college life is full of opportunities for dating, so I never pushed the subject too hard.

I knew that she was involved in some sort of a ritualistic club, I guess you would call it, although I knew very little about what sort of "rituals" they might be performing. She tended to speak about it only in very general terms, usually just explaining that she had to go to a "gathering" or some other function of the club as an excuse for not being free on a certain night or weekend or whatever.

Well I have to tell you that a beautiful woman involved with some kind of secret club that performed rituals was pretty darn intriguing to me. Our mutual interest in ancient religions and customs and folklore had brought us together in the first place. I assumed that Hester was involved in some sort of "symbolic" representation of an old religious cult or something along those lines. People who are interested in military history, for example, often participate in Civil War re-enactments, or dress up in costume to go to a Renaissance Faire. Sometimes simply reading about something wasn't quite enough, and by joining with like-minded people one could have a more visceral experience.

One day my curiosity got the better of me and I finally decided to try and get her to open up and tell me more about this mysterious club she was always running off to. To my surprise she seemed quite willing to discuss it.

"Well Shawn, what I'm going to tell you must be kept secret," Hester began.

"Of course. My lips are sealed," I assured her.

"I'm a member of a rather unusual secret society. One that doesn't have an easy definition. There are definite Wiccan influences, and magic plays a part in what we do, but we aren't exactly Wiccans or witches or anything that you've probably heard about before. It's a society that believes in exploring nature, and the duality of things."

"Like the Taoist system of yin and yang?" I suggested.

"Yes, in a way," Hester replied. "I suppose you could say that the pursuit of truth, or attempting to divine the true nature of things is one of our core concepts. We believe that true harmony is achieved when things are in balance. When things are out of balance problems tend to arise. Anger, jealousy, greed, hatred, revenge...all of these things can disrupt or even destroy a person's life, if taken to the extreme. We strive to understand ourselves, and each other, and work to improve those areas that need improving."

"So it's a self-help group, in a way."

"That is certainly one of our primary aims. Everyone has secrets locked inside them, and sometimes those secrets aren't pleasant to think about, or easy to deal with. By working as a society to unlock those secrets one can make great strides in becoming the person they truly want to be."

"Okay, that sounds harmless enough, sort of like those old encounter groups from the 70's," I pointed out. "Why all the secrecy?"

"Well, there's a lot more than that," Hester explained. "There's a very strong sexual component, for one thing. Much of what people would think of as magic is derived from intense sexual energy. Many of our rituals are sexual in nature, sometimes involving the whole group."

"Jesus, you mean you have orgies or something?" I asked in amazement.

"Yes and no. Yes, there is group sex, but no, it's not like a swinger's free-for-all. There's a specific purpose and a specific process. We follow certain protocols. Sometimes the sex is more symbolic, although many of our rituals are performed in the nude, even if no actual copulation takes place. That alone puts us outside of the mainstream. And while there is no specific religious belief structure we sometimes invoke spirits of ancient gods and goddesses in our rituals. We're not a religion, nor do you have to be particularly religious to join us, you just have to have an open mind. That's often a rather surprisingly difficult thing for people to understand, let alone practice."

I was hooked. The thought of seeing Hester naked, performing some kind of crazy symbolic sex ritual was just too good to pass up. My interest in the occult was purely academic, but I couldn't see the harm in tagging along and maybe getting into some kind of wacky group sex thing. If all the girls were as hot as Hester it would beat the hell out of any frat party I had ever been to.

So I played along. I tried my best to sound sincerely interested in this secret society and I guess I was convincing enough as Hester finally invited me to go with her to an upcoming gathering. I would meet her on campus and then she would drive us to the destination, although I would have to be blindfolded much of the way so as not to see exactly where the gathering was taking place. That only added to the mystery, as far as I was concerned, so I willing agreed to do whatever was required.

Perhaps I should have asked more questions, or been more suspicious of something that sounded so screwy, but I knew Hester and trusted her enough to believe that nothing terribly serious or dangerous was going to happen to me. It was the 21st century and I didn't believe in magic, except for the entertainment kind that people did in Las Vegas or something. Those were just "tricks" designed to make people wonder how they were accomplished, but no one seriously thought that Criss Angel or Lance Burton actually possessed magical powers.

When the big night arrived I was ready, but starting to feel a little nervous. My intuition had been correct about Hester being a little "odd" but what if it went beyond that? The minute any group becomes a secret it's only natural for people to be suspicious about their activities. The Masons, for example, probably had no plans for world domination or anything else sinister, but their secret rituals and handshakes had spawned countless conspiracy theories over the years. It was probably foolish to even consider the idea that Hester's group was anything more than a bunch of horny college kids who liked to act out some sort of paganist ceremonies as an excuse for having some raunchy sex. Even so, I couldn't help but feel a touch of uneasiness as we finally arrived at the destination and my blindfold was finally removed.


CHAPTER 2:

I had been led into the house, still blindfolded, so I didn't get to see what the outside of the place looked like, but once inside I got the distinct impression that this wasn't just a bunch of horny college kids. The place was obviously a mansion, but the way it was decorated strongly suggested something of a castle. We had actually taken an elevator down to a lower floor, where I followed Hester into a changing room of sorts.

"Here, put this on," Hester instructed as she handed me something that looked sort of like a purple choir robe.

I started to slip the garment on over my clothes but she instructed me to strip completely naked and just wear the robe over my nude body. Now having Hester ask me to take my clothes off was something I wouldn't have minded at all if it was happening after a date or something, but I felt sort of weird disrobing in front of her in a strange castle of a house full of who knows what kind of people.

"We always just wear a robe," Hester explained as she started to take off her own clothing. "Yours is purple because you're an invited guest. A visitor. You won't be asked to do anything other than swear an oath of secrecy."

I tried so hard not to stare as my longtime object of lust took off her bra and revealed her firm, perfect breasts. Her body was even better than I had ever imagined it to be, and I had imagined it quite a lot. I could feel myself getting hard, which was definitely something I didn't want to do, so I tried to look away from her as I began to peel off my clothes. Hopefully my erection would quickly go away and hopefully the robe would be loose enough to hide it should my boner return unexpectedly.

There were very fancy "lockers" made of heavy wood, but no locks on them I noticed. I guess the honor system was good enough for members of this particular society, and I really wasn't too worried about anyone slipping in and stealing my cheap watch anyway, so I packed my stuff away and followed Hester out of the room.

She was now clad in a red robe, which I assume had some symbolic connotation, although I didn't stop to ask her about that at the moment. I was kind of in a state of nervousness combined with excitement as I had never participated in anything quite so arcane and mysterious before.

We walked down a hallway, complete with suits of armor, if you can believe that, and soon came to a very large double door which opened automatically, somehow. We then entered a large chamber that actually had a huge pentagram painted on the floor, and I really began to have second thoughts about the whole thing.

Around the circle stood a group of both men and women; the men in black robes and the women in white. The women tended to be younger and rather attractive, from what I could tell, and the men tended to be a little older, although it was kind of hard to guess anyone's age in that somewhat dimly lit room. There was one man wearing a red robe like Hester's, but I was the only person in purple.

Hester led me right into the center of the ring and had me stand still while she addressed the gathering.

"This is Shawn, and he's my guest for the evening," said Hester.

"Welcome Shawn," the entire group said in unison.

I wasn't sure whether I was supposed to say anything back so I kept quiet. Next the man in red stepped up and faced me directly.

"Do you solemnly swear that whatever you see or hear tonight in this place you will keep secret, so long as you witness no criminal or harmful activity?" asked the man.

"I do," I replied, somewhat relieved by that bit at the end.

"Then welcome again, Shawn. Please take a seat over here," the man said as he directed me to a chair off to one side.

I won't go into great detail about what I saw that night, partly because I wasn't always quite sure what was happening, but there were a few highlights that I think I should mention. The first one that really got my attention was when Hester opened her robe and stood with her arms outstretched and down, with her palms forward as everyone in the circle came up to her and sucked on one of her nipples. There were basically two lines, one for each breast, and after tasting Hester's tits they went back into their circle and stood quietly while the guy in the red robe prattled on about fertility, and life, and the nourishing properties of womanhood, or something along those lines. In many cultures there is a worship of the female as the "life giver" and the symbol of fertility, whether literally pertaining to procreation, or the fertility of the fields to yield a strong harvest of crops.

As a student of cultural anthropology I probably should have been paying more attention to the words of the ritual but as a horny college student who had a crush on Hester I was far more interested in watching her boobs getting smacked on by a room full of people in robes. God, she sure did have nice boobs, I thought.

The other standout moment was when some dude took his robe off and went and lay on his back on the floor in the center of the circle before some very cute chick got naked and started to ride his cock right there in front of everybody. The gang all held hands and started chanting something, which made the whole thing all the more weird and surreal, but from the look of things there was nothing remotely symbolic about the way the couple in the center was going at it. That girl really seemed to be getting off and it was all I could do to keep from slipping my hand in my robe and stroking my very hard penis.

I kind of gathered that there was some sort of magic supposedly going on that was being fueled by the copulation, but I didn't see any sparks flying or objects levitating around the room so I have no idea if it was accomplishing the desired effect or not. What I did know was that I definitely wanted in on this crazy sex party if nipple sucking and humping pretty girls was part of the usual routine.

When it was all done everyone filed out and headed for the changing room. Hester held me back until they had cleared the main room.

"So what did you think?" she asked.

"It was fascinating," I replied truthfully.

"You weren't shocked?"

"Well, you said there was a sexual component," I reminded her. "I think I was prepared for just about anything."

"Come on, let's get dressed. We can talk some more on the way home," Hester suggested.

There were still some people in changing room getting dressed as we went to our lockers, but nobody said very much. It wasn't like being in a locker room after a football game or something. Nobody was snapping towels at anybody or bragging about how well the ritual went. It was totally co-ed so men and women dressed in the same room, which probably made sense since it appeared that nudity and sex played a big part in their gatherings. There probably wasn't anything that anybody hadn't seen by now I figured.

I was blindfolded again and led back to the car, and we drove in silence for a time before Hester told me to take off the blindfold. I was pretty curious to hear what she might have to say but I decided to let her unfold the story at her own pace.

"I was introduced to the society about two years ago, by one of my professors actually. I think you had him, too. Professor Mobley?"

"Sure, I know Professor Mobley," I replied. "I didn't see him tonight. Did he drop out or something?"

"Oh, he was there, you just didn't recognize him," Hester said rather casually.

"That seems hard to believe. I stood right there in the middle of the circle and looked at everyone," I pointed out.

"You didn't recognize him because he was a woman."


CHAPTER 3:

It took a moment for that to sink in. I was reasonably certain that I had seen Professor Mobley around the campus recently, and he definitely wasn't a woman then, so I found it hard to believe that any of those attractive ladies were actually my old teacher in drag, or going through some kind of gender transition. Hester seemed to read my thoughts.

"I know it's incredibly hard to believe, but part of our magic involves gender shifting. Sometimes briefly, sometimes for an extended period. It's all part of the duality of our nature. Men and women simply aren't as different as most people would like to believe. We're all partially both genders anyway. Our magic allows us to explore the other side more freely and completely," Hester explained.

"So you're trying to get me to believe that Professor Mobley was one of those women in the white robes standing around that circle?" I asked incredulously.

"I'm not trying to get you to believe anything. Believe whatever you want. I'm simply stating a fact. Everyone experiences the gender changing spell at some point. There is also a ritual where we attempt to divine the true gender of a member. That's a voluntary process that some people choose to undertake. Once you've made that discovery you're encouraged to be that gender whenever you participate in gatherings, and to also remain that way as much as practical in your normal life. Professor Mobley went through the process and discovered that he was actually female, so he usually attends the gatherings as Sheila, his female self, if you will."

"I have to say that's a pretty hard concept to wrap my head around," I told her sincerely. "So Professor Mobley took this test, found out that he was secretly female inside, and now he changes into a woman whenever he comes to one of your gatherings, and probably lives as a woman sometimes when he's not being Professor Mobley?"

"You seem to have grasped it quite thoroughly," said Hester.

"But how is that possible? I didn't see anybody change sex in there. Wouldn't that require some big group thing?"

"There are a variety of spells, for lack of a better word, that have differing degrees of influence. Prior to the discovery taking place a transformation is usually performed by the group and in front of the group, as is the transformation back into the original body. But once someone has discovered that they are actually in the wrong form there are any number of ways to bring about the transformation by yourself. Charmed objects, like amulets for example, may be used by the individual to control the transformation process at will," said Hester.

"You're not going to tell me that you're really a man, are you?"

"No, I'm not a man," Hester said with a chuckle. "I have been tested and found that I was truly female. But I have been a man on more than one occasion and I have always found the experience to be extraordinary."

That was hard to picture, but I was trying my best to keep an open mind. Hester had warned me that it might not be so easy to do, and she sure was right!

"So I take it you're a pretty important character in that society. I noticed that you were one of only two people in red robes, and that ceremony seemed to echo the rituals of the Moon Goddess or something similar. Are you like the High Priestess or something?" I asked.

"We don't really call it that but once a person achieves a certain level they may be called upon to officiate certain gatherings. There's always one man and one woman who fill those roles, but they can change at any time. I've only recently ascended to that rank so I haven't officiated many gatherings yet."

"So, level with me, Hester. We've known each other for a pretty long time now. What's the real attraction to this thing for you? You obviously are really into it if you've been doing it for two years, and have moved up the ranks like that. Is it fun? Is it more like a religious experience? Is there a goal of some kind that you're working towards? I'm definitely interested, but I'm also a bit of a skeptic," I said.

"I'll try to answer that as truthfully as I can. When Professor Mobley introduced me to the society I thought it was probably a sex club and that he was trying to hit on me, which I didn't really mind because I had kind of a crush on him anyway. When I realized that wasn't at all the case I was still interested because the rituals and public nudity seemed to be helping me cure my shyness. I used to never speak up in class or go out of my way to meet new people. I was very introverted and felt stifled by that. Then I began to see how my involvement in the society could benefit my life in many other ways. I feel that I am a stronger, healthier, happier person today than I was when I started so I continue to participate. And yes, sometimes it is fun, but it can also be a little challenging, or painful even when you're really looking at yourself so deeply. You don't always like what you see," she said.

The weirdo sex change business didn't sound too appealing, not that I really thought such a thing was possible, and guessed that it was somehow more symbolic in nature. Maybe Professor Mobley had been in drag. As I mentioned before the room was rather dimly lit, and since all of the women appeared to be wearing white robes I may have just assumed that they were all really women. When Hester spoke about being a man sometimes she might have just meant that she dressed that way, or wore a strap on dildo and took the male role in some sort of sexual ritual. How these people could actually perform magical transformations which would turn a man to a woman or a woman to a man seemed almost impossible to imagine.

Even so I found that Hester made a fairly compelling case for the society. They didn't seem to be hung up on some kind of religious trip, or devil worshiping, or anything of that kind, which was good, and she seemed to feel that it was beneficial to her life in a variety of ways, which was also good. And she obviously wasn't shy anymore, especially when it came to showing her body, which I thought was very, very, good. I would like to look at her in the nude as often as possible, and if there was a chance to actually have sex with her, that would be reason enough to join this oddball club I reckoned.

"So what happens if I want to join this society?" I inquired, once my mind was made up to at least give it a try.

"Well there's a bit of a training period where you're introduced to some of the basic concepts of what the society is all about, followed by an initiation ceremony. It's really not too difficult, but you have to memorize a few things. As you can understand secret societies don't tend to print up booklets explaining their practices," said Hester.

"And this initiation doesn't include anything too creepy, I trust. I mean, I'm not sure I want to sign my name in blood or something like that."

"No, I think you'll enjoy the initiation ritual very much. At least part of it," she said with a laugh.

So that was that. I had put the wheels in motion to join a secret society, largely because I wanted to bang hot-looking girls whenever possible. Anything else in the way of personal improvement that I might gain would all be icing on the cake.


CHAPTER 4:

Most of the training was handled by Hester in our spare time. She gave me the lowdown on the whole thing, or at least as much as a novice was allowed to know at the start, and it didn't seem too bad at all. All clubs are kind of silly when you really break it all down and see how much tradition and ritual is just passed along without any real thought behind it. It didn't seem much different to me than joining a fraternity.

I attended two more gatherings in my purple robe before I was ready for my big initiation. For that I was once again clad in purple but I soon discovered that I wouldn't be clad in anything for very long.

The ceremony began with me standing in the center of the circle, as I had done on my fist visit, while Hester and the other dude in red asked me a number of questions. Hester had prepped me well, and I have a good memory, so I aced the exam with no trouble. Then came the fun part that Hester had eluded to.

"Who will receive his seed?" the guy in red asked.

"I will," Hester replied without hesitation.

I didn't know exactly how my "seed" was going to be received but I liked the sound of it, especially since it was Hester who had volunteered to do the receiving. Someone came up behind me and took off my robe so I stood there naked in front of the whole assembly. Then I just waited as patiently as I could for Hester to walk over to me.

"Just put your hands behind your back and relax and be as natural as you can," she said with a smile before dropping down to her knees and taking my cock in her hand.

My dick sprang to life almost immediately, but I figured that it was supposed to, since some kind of seed giving was required. In any case there wasn't any way to avoid it as lovely Hester stroked me into a state of total arousal.

I would have settled for a hand job gladly and felt that the whole experience had been worthwhile, but when Hester suddenly opened her mouth and started sucking my cock I knew I had made the right choice by joining this little band of perverts. She worked me expertly, and I wondered how often she did this sort of thing, but I really didn't care at the moment. I think I was aware of the fact that everyone was holding hands again and chanting while Hester gave me head, but I was totally in my own little world at that moment.

It was hard to keep my hands behind my back the whole time. I really wanted to touch her or stroke her hair or something, but I resisted the temptation. If the ritual called for me to stand there with my hands behind my back I wasn't going to rock the boat.

I also have no idea how long I lasted, but it probably wasn't all that long, looking back on it. How could I have lasted? I had gotten turned on again by changing clothes in front of Hester, and even more turned on when it became obvious that there was going to be something sexual happening between us. By the time my dick was actually in her mouth I'm surprised I didn't just pop on the spot.

When I did finally ejaculate Hester received my seed down her throat. Apparently oral transmission worked just fine for this ritual, and again, I wasn't going to complain if Hester wanted to swallow my cum after a righteous BJ.

When she was done she just gave me a little smile and went back to her place in the circle while someone appeared and put a black robe on me. I was welcomed into the society as a first level member, and there was some more hoopla along the way, but the whole seed business had been the highlight, as far as I was concerned.

Everyone came up and wished me well at the end and I tried to see if I could spot Professor Mobley hiding behind a wig or something, but I really couldn't tell. If he was posing as this Sheila character he was doing it remarkably well.

The blindfold was no longer required so I got my first look at the building from the outside as we headed to the car. It was a very nice house, but there was nothing about the exterior that would have suggested the strange rituals going on inside, or the Medieval motif of the interior design.

"Congratulations, you're a member now. I'm so proud of you," said Hester happily as we headed for home.

"I think you did most of the work," I pointed out. "All I had to do was stand there."

"Well I meant passing the tests, but I'm glad that you didn't have a problem with the sexual part of the ceremony. But I do think I should make one thing clear. What we did in there was part of a ritual. Usually when someone brings in a new member of the opposite sex they volunteer to initiate them in that part of the ceremony. I know you've been interested in expanding our relationship past the platonic, so I hope you don't get any ideas. Whatever we may do together as part of the society it doesn't change the nature of our relationship outside," she said firmly, but politely.

"Don't people in the society ever date?" I asked.

"Yes, that's definitely allowed, but we also believe very strongly in working to avoid jealousy and possessiveness. Sometimes being in a committed relationship becomes the ultimate goal of two members, and at that point they usually leave the group. We are not against love and marriage but we can't allow partnerships within the group to alter our practices. Sometimes people who are in relationships on the outside continue to function as members but for some that's too much of a conflict. The whole point is to guide people towards a better life. If being totally dedicated to one partner is the highest priority than it would be foolish for us to do anything to try and prevent that. People come and go all the time. Sometimes they go away for a bit and come back again if they feel that they need some kind of help or renewal. Everyone is different and on a different path with different goals and objectives. Hopefully you'll find your path and grow from the experience."

I won't deny that I was a little disappointed by her gentle letdown. Having wanted her for so long I was kind of hoping that by joining her group I might have won her over or something, but it sounded like that wasn't exactly the case. On the other hand it didn't sound like the door was totally closed either. Perhaps if I proved to be a good member of the society she would eventually warm up to the idea of being more than just friends. And if she didn't...well...there were a lot of pretty girls there. It just might turn out to be a great place to make a love connection, even if Hester wasn't involved.


CHAPTER 5:

I definitely found myself getting quite caught up in the society once I was actually a member. That's often the nature of things when you take part in some sort of group activity. The fact that it was secret, and often included some kind of sex, whether watching or participating, made it all the more exciting.

When I bumped into Professor Mobley at the campus bookstore one afternoon I was a little startled. Hester still insisted that Mobley had been there most of the times that I had been there, but I found that incredibly hard to believe, especially when I was standing right next to the man and he looked like he had always looked to me.

"Nice to see you again, Shawn," the professor said pleasantly. "And I'm very happy that you decided to join us."

"Ah...thanks...I mean it is very nice to see you again...after such a long time," I sort of stammered.

"That's all right, you're not breaking your oath or anything. I can understand your confusion, having only seen me as Sheila," he replied casually.

"Yeah...about that..."

"Come on, let's take a walk. I'll tell you anything you want to know," he suggested.

We strolled around the campus and the professor spoke quite openly about his experience with the society and how he came to recognize his female side. I still had no idea who "Sheila" was, as names weren't used all that often in the gatherings. Hester had never pointed her out or introduced us so I suppose I was left to my own devices to figure it out, which I had been totally unable to do so far.

"Perhaps I shouldn't be saying this but I'm still having a hard time believing that you are actually one of the women I've seen in the society. For the life of me I have no idea which woman you supposedly are," I stated.

"Perfectly understandable. When I'm Sheila I'm quite a different person in many ways. Many good ways I'm happy to say. I honestly never knew. Never really wanted to know, at any rate. That's the tricky thing about the truth. It isn't always want you think you want to hear."

"So how is this done, exactly, from a scientific standpoint?" I asked.

"I don't think that conventional science would say that it was possible, so perhaps we have to look at it from another point of view. Nature is certainly adaptable, and the mind is a very powerful tool, especially when it's being directed by strong impulses. Adrenaline can give you bursts of superhuman strength. Fear can either cripple you or arouse astonishing levels of courage that you never knew you possessed. It's a form of magic, I suppose, but it's a type of magic that is very intuitive and natural," he replied.

"So you were turned into a woman by the group using some form of magic?"

"At first. It was a part of my exploration of my own being. I was shocked when it actually happened. Like you, I tend to look for the scientific explanation for things before jumping to metaphysical conclusions. But even that first time I felt connected to my female self in a way that I found astonishing. When I finally tested for my true gender I wasn't all that surprised to find out who I really was inside. The pieces had all fallen into place long before that. Now it's actually harder for me to live this life than to live as Sheila. Perhaps I'll take that final step someday and commit to it fulltime. Right now I still have too many worries about how that would affect my career and my personal and family relationships. In time, with the group's help, I may be able to work through that," he said with a smile.

"Is that the real goal of the society? To help people transition to a new gender?"

"Not at all. Everyone experiences the temporary gender change to gain insight and understanding, but not that many people who take the gender test actually turn out to be the opposite gender. Most of the time people appear to be exactly where they should be. I think you'll understand it more when you try it for the first time. There's really nothing like it in the world, I can assure you."

I believed him on that point completely, if it were really true, which I still had a hard time believing. Still, Professor Mobley never seemed like a crackpot to me, and Hester certainly didn't, even if she was slightly odd. I knew that I would be expected to try this transformation business at some point, but since I had never taken it seriously or literally before I had never worried about it too much. It again reminded me of a kind of frat house prank. Dress up like a girl and serve drinks to the senior members of the frat or something. I figured my manhood could handle that kind of a stunt, but if there was even a chance that I was going to be changed into an actual woman, even for just a short period of time, I wasn't at all that sure that I should keep my membership in the society going. I had gotten my dick wet a few times by now, and had the glorious image of Hester's soft lips wrapped around my very hard cock to keep me entertained on lonely nights to come, so maybe it was time to quit while I was ahead.

On the other hand my curiosity was also getting the better of me. If there was actually some kind of magic, or spell, or energy, that could genuinely change a man into a woman that was something I might very well want to see. So far no one had done any gender jumping that I was aware of, so I guessed that it wasn't a regular feature of the meetings. And perhaps it wasn't, but my "turn" came around soon enough I had to face the big choice. Go through with it and hope that the big mystery would be revealed, or call it quits and head for home. It didn't look like there was a third choice.


CHAPTER 6:

"And now we call upon one of our newest members to prepare himself for the ritual of transformation," Hester announced to the group. "Are you willing to submit?"

"I am," I replied as bravely as I could as I stood in the center of the circle once more.

I wasn't sure exactly what I was going to say until the words were actually leaving my lips. I had rehearsed a farewell speech, or two, where I would either tell them all to go to hell for being a bunch of gay fruit loops, or politely excuse myself from their group with many regrets, but none of those words came to my mind as I looked Hester in the eyes. I had the feeling that she really wanted me to do this, for some reason, and that was all the inspiration I needed. If I had to "sissify" myself in front of her to win her over that was a price I was willing to pay.

As far as the actual ritual went it was pretty much like most of the rituals I had seen so far. Everyone held hands and chanted, although chant is probably not exactly the right word. It was more like humming I guess. The point seemed to be to make some kind of noise on some sort of frequency, not actually articulate any words. The words were read by either Hester or the other guy, who I now knew as Clarence. Sometimes they both took turns saying the spell, or whatever it was, alternately. That was the case this time.

My black robe had been removed and I was naked again, but this time I wasn't alone. Everyone took off their robes before joining hands. I guess this was a big spell and required nudity for some reason. The circle was also altered slightly so that the chain could extend all the way to the center of the circle allowing me to join hands with them all. Then I stood and waited. And waited. And waited.

Just when I thought that they would either tell me that it hadn't worked for some reason, or have me put on a dress and try to "pretend" that I was now female I felt a bolt of electricity shoot through my body. It was terrifying. I had gotten a mild shock from a faulty toaster wire as a child and remembered that feeling all of my life. This was very reminiscent of that experience, only far more intense. I didn't see how holding hands with a bunch of naked people could electrocute me, even if there was some stored up static electricity somehow, but I knew I had been hit with something.

Then I started to pass out. I was afraid that I was dying. My body felt strange and my mind was very confused. That only lasted a moment or two and then I felt my hands being released and realized for the first time that my hands were smaller and softer than before. When I looked down I saw the unfamiliar sight of female breasts on my body. It was crazy, confusing and impossible, but it appeared to be true.

"Welcome sister," Hester said as one by one each member of the group came up and embraced me before putting their robes back on and rejoining the circle.

Hester was the last in line, and I think I must have been in shock because hugging her in the nude, even as I felt our boobs pressing tightly against each other, seemed to do nothing for me sexually. In that moment I did feel more like we were sisters or something, for some reason.

A white robe was placed on me and I too returned to the circle. Then it was just business as usual, except that I was there participating as a woman instead of as a man. It took a little while for that to sink in, but when it did it was fascinating. My brain seemed to be processing things in a slightly different way I noticed. And my sensitivity seemed to be heightened. I felt more perceptive and insightful. The meaning behind the rituals appeared much more clear to me for some reason.

Now I should state that our gatherings weren't spent entirely standing around in a circle performing rituals, although that was often a big part of the meeting. There were also times where we sat on the floor in group discussions, sometimes led in a topic by Hester or Clarence, or sometimes addressing individual members who wanted to share some personal experience or was seeking help on a particular issue.

When a woman got up and identified herself as Shelia I was in shock once again. It had to be Professor Mobley, but I would never have guessed it. She looked so completely different to me. I wondered what I looked like, and whether anyone would ever be able to guess who I really was.

Sheila basically expressed her same concerns to the group that Mobley had expressed to me about the desire to embrace womanhood all the time, but the reluctance to risk everything she had built up in the real world as a man. There was no harsh criticism or judgment. No one pushing her to take immediate action. Just helpful and supportive comments and suggestions. I felt like the group really cared about this person and her struggles, and I found that wonderfully nurturing. Knowing Sheila on the outside world I naturally had more of a personal connection, but throughout the evening I felt myself closer and more connected to everyone else than ever before.

The night flew by all too fast and I was still dying to do more and feel more as a woman and I actually felt a little reluctant to get back into the circle for my return to manhood. I suppose I should have known that sex would come into play, as it so often did with this group, but no one had mentioned it so far so I was caught off guard a bit when the proposition was posed.

"Will you join with a man before making your return?" Clarence asked.

"Huh? I mean...ah...yes?" I replied a little shakily.

"Who will join with her?" Clarence called out.

A guy I knew vaguely as Tom or Thomas, I think, stepped forward and volunteered for the task. As we were all naked again, preparing for the transformation ritual I had a good opportunity to see his rather impressive prick as he walked into the circle. He was stroking himself on the way and becoming hard, and I was wondering what the hell I had just signed up for.

I was placed on my hands and knees and Tom, now fully erect, got behind me and prepared to "join with me." I guess I knew that they meant fuck when they suggested it, but my mind was kind of unclear on that I think. There were a lot of words and phrases that were only acted upon in a symbolic way, but this appeared to be a much more literal reaction.

Glancing up at Hester I noticed her smiling at me. It was a very warm smile, not the look of someone who was laughing at me by any means. That made me feel a little better. I was scared, no doubt about it, but not as scared as I might have been. When Tom entered me I gasped and looked up at Hester again, this time with pleading eyes, but her radiant smile made me relax as I felt Tom's big cock gliding back and forth inside me.

Hester was of course naked like everybody else, and I looked at her perfect tits and neatly trimmed muff, but I still felt more friendship than lust. Lust was definitely on my mind but it was directed squarely at the man who was humping me from behind. Even though I couldn't see him I could definitely feel him, and I was beginning to like what I felt.

I certainly understood by now that the sex aspects of the rituals understandably felt like the sexual stimulation that it was, but that it also had no deeper significance, as far as love, romance, or relationships were concerned. Hester had certainly driven that point home right after giving me the greatest blowjob of my life. I tried to keep that in mind as I felt my new pussy being stuffed relentlessly but it was actually much harder to do in this case. Hester gave me meaningless head, at least meaningless out of the context of whatever it was supposed to mean within the society, but she was still a woman and I was still a man. Meaningless sex or "sport fucking" took place all the time in the real world, but usually between people expressing their normal sexual preferences.

I was a girl. On my hands and knees in front of a man with a very large cock who seemed to be showing no signs of slowing down behind me. Only I wasn't a girl, I was really a man, and not a gay man. In a short time I would be a man again, yet I was enjoying getting drilled by this guy as much, or maybe even more than I had enjoyed getting my dick sucked by a woman I had dreamed about for ages.

When I started to make whimpering noises I got really self-conscious, but then I remembered that many girls who got laid at these gatherings did the same thing. It was just a natural response to the feeling of being fucked I suppose. And this group was all about nature and truth and revealing one's real self. For me the obvious truth was that in this female body I was borrowing for the occasion I really enjoyed what I was doing. I'm not sure what I would have done if I hadn't. I still needed the group to change me back so I wasn't in a position to just storm out in a rage. Fortunately that thought never crossed my mind and I was quite happy to be in the position I was in right now, taking Tom's prick balls deep.

Tom finally shot his load into me and I wasn't sure what to do or even what to think. I was panting heavily and kind of light headed in a way. I think my knees were a little sore from being on the floor like that for so long, but I wasn't really in any great physical pain.

Somebody said some stuff and I was helped up off the floor. The circle chain was reconnected and since everyone was still naked the procedure started almost right away. I felt like I should kiss Tom, or thank him, or something, but it wasn't like that. He was just back in line holding hands with everyone else and humming away. When I felt the electrical jolt this time I was prepared for it and a few moments later I was back in my black robe.

There was a little more activity on the agenda but that all sailed by me with little notice. My head was still very much in a cloud of confusion and wonder. I knew that I had just experienced something very unique and miraculous, even if I still didn't quite believe that what had happened was even possible.


CHAPTER 7:

I had studied the concept of mass hypnosis in school and wondered whether there was something like that at work with the seemingly "magical" transformation. Did all that humming have some kind of hypnotic effect that made me believe I was female for a time, and possibly make everyone else believe it too? That wasn't really the way mass hypnosis supposedly worked, but it was some kind of an answer at any rate.

Of course if I was only imagining, or hallucinating that I was a woman what the hell was Tom sticking his cock in that made me feel so good? If I was really getting ass fucked it seemed like I would sort of be aware of it once I had come back down to the Earth and resumed my normal identity.

There was a side of me that said that it was time to pack it in and call it a day with the whole secret society business, but in general the experience of "feeling" like a woman had been remarkably pleasant, however that was achieved. And as for the sex...well...if that was just me getting anally drilled by some guy it sure was a heck of a lot better than I ever would have guessed it could be. I had felt very alive and receptive to his penetration. Even in the somewhat humbling position I was in, surrounded by an audience, I never felt shameful or degraded in any way. In that particular setting I believed that I was female and that I was doing something entirely natural for a female to do, aside from the huge pentagram and the nude chorus of onlookers.

I think it was the non-sexual part that kind of got under my skin the most. As I said before, it actually felt like I was evaluating and reacting to things around me in a very different way, presumably just because I was looking at the world through female eyes for the first time. It struck me that it could be the greatest sociological experiment in history. Obviously the environment of the society gatherings was hardly a suitably testing ground. It would have to take place in the real world in a variety of real life situations. Talk about fertile material for a Master's thesis. Fuck that, I could probably get a doctorate from that kind of experiment! Or at least a made for cable movie on the Lifetime Channel or something.

But to do that I would have to have access to the ability to change my gender on my own, which supposedly could be obtained by taking the true gender test and revealing my inner female nature. That probably wouldn't be easy to fake. I had no idea what the test was or how it supposedly knew your "true" gender, but it sounded like most people ended up right where they started.

And what if I did take the test and found out that I was "supposed to be" female? How would I feel about that? Everyone in the society would know, or think at any rate, that I was some kind of closeted woman wannabe. That would definitely not increase my chances of getting it on with Hester, unless she was really into the whole girl-on-girl thing, which she had shown no sign of so far.

I decided to seek out Professor Mobley and see if I could pick his brain a little. He might be able to provide me with some additional information now that I had gone through the transformation thing myself and finally knew who his female alter ego Sheila was.

"I thought you might look me up," said the professor when I managed to find some time with him when he was free to talk. "That was quite an experience wasn't it?"

"You can say that again. Although without a logical scientific basis for what happened I'm afraid I'm still looking for plausible explanations," I told him. "Hypnosis, hallucinogens, something that makes some kind of sense."

"I can understand that. Believe me, I had my doubts as well at the beginning, despite the evidence of my own eyes and the feelings of my own body. It took some time for it all to sink in and to accept the fact that I could in fact change my gender completely, and at will," said the professor.

"About that part. Is that something that only a person who tests as female can do?" I asked.

"That's an interesting question," said Mobley as he rubbed his chin. "I don't know that anyone has ever presented that situation to the group before. People are changed periodically at gatherings, as you've now experienced for yourself, but usually the only people who seem to require the ability to extend the transformation beyond those meetings are people who have discovered their true identity through testing."

"But suppose I took the test and discovered that I was truly male. Would there be any way for me to use the same type of techniques that you use to become female outside of gatherings?"

"The honest answer to that is that I don't know," he said with a shrug. "You would probably be better off asking someone more advanced than I am, like Hester or Clarence. That's very powerful magic and I think they might be concerned about how it was being used and for what motive. Most of the people in the society tend to take these things very seriously. I don't think they would like to imbue some amulet with magical powers just to be used for practical jokes or party games."

"Believe me, that's not at all my intention. What I experienced the other night was transformative in ways that go beyond the physical. I felt different in so many ways. I even thought differently. It makes me very curious to know how that might translate into more practical daily situations," I explained.

"Ah, I see. You're looking at it from the educational standpoint. Well, I can't argue that it's a pretty fascinating thing to experience outside of the society. Naturally I can't do it as often as I might like, since my teaching responsibilities keep me quite busy, but when I do have the opportunity it's always an eye opener in some way, good or bad."

"So you honestly had no idea before you took the test what the result might be?"

"None whatsoever."

"Did it shock you?"

"You could say that, I suppose, but then again as I mentioned before it always felt right, in a way, whenever I transformed before taking the test, so I probably shouldn't have been as surprised as I was. Old ideas...and identities die hard sometimes I guess," he said with a slight smile. "Why not take the test yourself and then decide? It would certainly solve the problem of gaining access to the ability to transform yourself whenever you liked. Of course that would mean that your true gender was female all along, and I don't think that's what you're really hoping to discover."

He was right that I wasn't crazy about the idea of being told that I was some kind of a queer hiding behind my masculine facade, but it would at least give me access to more transformative power that I could use whenever I wanted. Of course if I took the test and proved my manhood, as I assumed I would, it would probably make it harder for me to convince anyone that I really needed to become female at will. The third option was to not take the test at all, but I figured that everyone would have the same reaction that Professor Mobley had and would  recommend taking the test first.

After much soul searching and wrestling with my conscience I decided to take the test.


CHAPTER 8:

"The divination of one's true nature is not to be taken lightly," said Clarence.

"To hold up a mirror and see an accurate reflection of one's soul can be a powerful yet frightening experience," Hester added.

I had volunteered to take the test and was standing naked in the center of the circle once again. I suppose I figured I had nothing to lose by at least taking the test. If it reaffirmed my manhood that would certainly not hurt my chances with Hester, or any of the other girls in the society, and if it claimed that I was some kind of a woman underneath it all it would let me have the tools I wanted to conduct my sociological experiment. If that decreased my chances of getting it on with any of the hot women in the club, so be it. I could always date whoever I wanted to on the outside.

The ritual went pretty much like all of the other rituals I had seen and participated in so far. A lot of naked people holding hands and humming while Clarence and Hester chattered away about invoking mystical powers and so forth. Apparently the thing was very similar to the transformation spell. I would feel that nasty jolt of electricity and then my body would either remain male or turn female again. If it turned female that supposedly meant that I had been born in the wrong body and that by discovering this little mistake I would then be set on a path to freedom and liberation.

When the jolt came I was ready for it and actually kind of happy to get it out of the way. I knew now that it wasn't really harmful, but it still wasn't too pleasant to experience. When it passed, and the fog began to clear from my brain, I was startled to realize that I was back in the same female body I had been in the other night when I tried the transformation trick the first time.

As people came up and hugged me again I felt completely confused and conflicted. How was this possible? Why were these people so warm and happy for me? Didn't they realize what a humiliating experience this was? I wasn't a woman. I didn't want to be a woman. I just wanted the ability to appear to be a woman sometimes on the outside world to conduct an important sociological experiment.

"By what name shall we address you from now on sister?" Hester asked after the hugging was out of the way.

"Ah...Shawn is fine, I suppose," I sort of mumbled.

"Welcome sister Shawn," Hester said as she kissed me on both cheeks.

Someone else appeared and dressed me in a white robe, which I assumed would be my club attire from now on while the group applauded.

"Come with us sister. We have gifts that may help you on your journey," said Clarence.

Aside from the changing room and the main hall I had never been in any other part of the house before so it was kind of fascinating to follow Hester and Clarence to another room. In the room was a rather ornate locked box, which Hester opened. She reached into the box and produced two pieces of unusual-looking jewelry.

"Wear this necklace when you wish to be in your true female gender. Take it off and put this ring on when you wish to return to your original male form," she said as she handed me the items. "They have already been imbued with the power of transformation and should provide all you need to live in the body of your choice."

"We will also teach you a spell that you can use on yourself should you not be able to use these items. It's a difficult spell to perfect, and it doesn't always work right away, but it should provide you with another degree of protection," said Clarence.

Then the two of them very slowly and very patiently taught me how to perform the solo spell. Next I put the ring on and turned back into a man. That was followed by taking the ring off and replacing it with the necklace which turned me into a woman again. This was exactly what I was hoping for and I was relieved to find how easy it all was compared to the whole ritual business with all the hand holding and chanting and what not.

"So why don't you just use these things to temporarily change people?" I asked. "Wouldn't it be easier than going through the whole ceremony?"

"These items will only work on someone whose true gender is not what they were born with," Clarence explained. "If you weren't really a woman that necklace would do nothing at all."

"I see," I said, not really seeing and not too crazy about the implications.

I spent the rest of the evening as a white robed female and did find that it was a pleasantly unusual experience again. I kept glancing at Sheila, or Professor Mobley as it was, and wondered what she was thinking. Now that we had both been "revealed" as closeted females I had a feeling that we would probably be getting better acquainted in the future.

Before the shindig wound up for the night I was again invited to join with a man, and for some reason I didn't hesitate to do so. This time it was actually Clarence who volunteered, and I have to say that he wasn't exactly hurting in the erection department either. This time Clarence stretched out on the ground, like the first sex act I had witnessed at a gathering, and I came over and lowered myself down on his impressive hard on.

I had the same feeling of bewildered excitement as I began to slowly ride his cock up and down. I found myself touching my breasts and squeezing my own nipples as I began to go faster and faster. I couldn't see Hester this time, as I was facing away from her, but I had a feeling that she was looking at me with the same affectionate smile she had shown the first time I joined with a man. And once again I didn't feel uncomfortable knowing that she was watching me ride a another big cock. Somehow I felt like she was rooting for me, cheering me on, as if this was a breakthrough in my life that would somehow lead to greater happiness.

"Oh, wow...oh, my God!" I blurted out as I started to feel what I assumed must be an orgasm about to sweep through my body.

When I started to cum it was sort of like the electrical jolt I got while transforming, only warmer and not as sharp. Still I could feel it in my fingertips and down to my toes. I was going into sort of a trance, or a state of delirium, I thought. I was totally obsessed with the idea of being filled. To have a man's cock inside me seemed like the only thing in the world that mattered anymore. If I squealed and moaned and cried out like a wild thing in front of all these people I couldn't help it. My wet pussy was being stuffed with delicious hard manhood.

I suppose to the assembled throng it must have seemed like a validation of their methods. I had been tested and shown to be a woman, and here I was merrily receiving a man's cock inside me like it was the most natural thing in the world. To me it was just more kinky sex. An erotic thrill. I had been suddenly given the equipment to play a different role in the sack, or on the floor in this case, and I was just playing it out. The fact that I was having fun doing it was purely coincidental.

In the changing room later I had to slip the ring on, since I had come to the gathering dressed as a man, and it worked like...well...the charm it was, I suppose. It was a relief to know that the thing worked so well and so quickly. I always had the spell to fall back on, but changing jewelry seemed a lot more convenient.

As I drove home I felt rather good about things. Yes it was disturbing to have "failed" the test of manhood and been labeled a girl in front of everybody, but I tried not to dwell on that too much. The important thing was that it got me the tools I needed to advance my career in a big way. If I played my cards right this could be quite a turning point in my life.


CHAPTER 9:

I realized very quickly that there were a lot of logistical issues to take care of. I had no clothes, or shoes, or makeup, or handbags. Nothing to wear out into the world as a woman. At the gatherings I had always been nude or simply covered by a robe. That probably wasn't going to work for walking around town.

Another big obstacle was that I lived in a dorm on campus with my roommate Teddy. It would be very hard for me to accumulate female clothes and other feminine items without him noticing, not to mention running the risk of transforming at some inopportune moment when he came back to the room unexpectedly. To hide my secret would be very difficult, but to let him in on it was no picnic either. I knew what a horn dog Teddy was and the idea that he had a roommate who could magically become female at will would be pretty darn hard for him to resist. I really didn't need my own roommate hitting on me all of the time. That wasn't why I was doing this.

Even my scientific goal wasn't clearly defined yet. I knew that I wanted to do a comparative analysis of some kind, experiencing a variety of situations I knew as a man but seeing those same things from a female perspective. That was academic gold. There were plenty of studies that interviewed men and woman about their take on things, but I wasn't aware of any where the man and the woman were the same person. The more time I could spend as a female the more data I could accumulate, but I still had to go to class and live my life as a man.

I also realized that I had no idea what I looked like as a woman, aside from what I had seen looking down at my body. When I got the chance to slip into the bathroom I took off all of my clothes and stood in front of the mirror as I fastened my necklace on. I got the now familiar jolt and surge of energy and stood looking at myself as a woman for the first time.

What was that Hester had said? Something about holding up a mirror and seeing your reflection as a powerful but frightening experience? Well it was powerful, all right, but far from frightening. I thought I looked rather nice. Pretty even. I wasn't sure if that was good or bad, from the standpoint of the experiment. Being attractive might make some things easier to arrange, but it also might skew the data a little. Fortunately I didn't look like a supermodel or anything so I could probably dress up or down if I wanted to see if my appearance was providing varying results.

I knew that I was going to need some help, so Hester seemed like the best person to turn to. She knew my secret already, and seemed to be quite in favor of it, for reasons I couldn't begin to comprehend. She would probably be willing to guide me through the steps of learning how to be female. I was definitely right about that.

"Of course I'll help you," said Hester. "I'm delighted to see that you're eager to explore your true nature. It'll be so much fun!"

I was in Hester's bedroom, something I had fantasized about often, but certainly not under these particular circumstances. I was from out of state, hence my living in a dorm on campus, but Hester was a local girl and lived with her parents not far from the college. She had me strip and put on the necklace, which I did without reservation. Like Hester I had certainly learned to lose my shyness about being naked. Even so it was a little odd to be doing it in front of her in a real world situation instead of the surreal atmosphere of the society gatherings.

Hester rummaged around in a dresser drawer and produced some underwear for me to put on. Then she attacked her closet and finally settled on an outfit that she thought would fit me pretty well and look reasonably nice on my new girlish figure. Then it was off to the stores to do some serious shopping.

When we got back to her house I explained my dilemma of not having anywhere very private to store all of this girly stuff.

"No problem. We've got a guest house out back. I suppose it's more of a pool house really but nobody's used it for ages. You can stash your things there and come and go as you please. I'll just tell my parents that I have a friend who's using the place from time to time. I'm sure they won't mind," Hester volunteered.

That was a terrific solution. The place was small, but cozy, and there was plenty of room to store things. It also gave me a "safe house" to go to when I needed to change more than just my clothing. This way I wouldn't have to try and sneak in and out of my dorm room.

With Hester's expert, and patient advice, I was soon learning how to dress, and what shoes to wear in what situations, and even how to apply cosmetics. We had been friends for a long time, and I had always wanted to be even more, and now we sort of were, just not in the way I had ever imagined. It was all part of my research, of course, as I had the opportunity to compare my relationship with her as both a platonic male and female friend. It was interesting to note some of the subtle differences. The way she was more apt to touch me as a woman, or call me "honey" or "sweetie" or something like that. The bond between us seemed deeper, somehow.

I had been driving myself to gatherings most of the time, but now we kind of fell back into a routine of carpooling together. I always attended as a female and simply transformed in the guest house before and after the meeting.

There had been a new purple robed guest attending recently, a young man named Thad. I say young, but he was probably a bit older than me, but younger than many of the other male members of the society. Finally it was time for him to be initiated into the group and I took my place in the circle with everyone else, knowing exactly what must be running through that guy's mind.

Thad got through the question and answer phase all right, but he did seem even more nervous than I had been. My heart kind of went out to him. Fortunately I knew that the best part of the ceremony was just around the corner so he'd probably be feeling much better very soon.

"Who will receive his seed?" asked Clarence.

"I will," I suddenly heard myself say after a moment of silence where no one jumped in and volunteered.

Thad had been invited by one of the male members so there was no traditional protocol to follow, as had been the case when Hester brought me into the society. I have no idea why I volunteered except that he looked so cute and kind of helpless that I wanted to bundle him up in my arms and make him feel warm and welcome. I didn't do that, of course, but as I went and got on my knees in front of him and took his lovely cock in my hands I could tell that at least part of him was pretty darn warm already. It was up to my mouth to make him feel welcome.

Now it probably sounds like a cop out, but as I've explained before ritual sex didn't seem like regular sex for some reason, even if the end result was the same either way. And this certainly wasn't part of my research project, so I'm kind of at a loss to make a convincing argument as to why I was sucking some strange man's cock. Yet, there I was, taking a man's prick into my mouth and blowing him.

I knew what a BJ felt like from receiving them, and I knew what they looked like from watching videos, but it was a very different thing to experience from the giving side, having never done it before. It didn't seem to slow me down or cause me any reservations. I just tried to suck him the way I figured I'd want to be sucked and that seemed to work pretty well.

I wondered what Thad was thinking. When I was initiated I knew Hester and had lusted after her for some time. Thad and I didn't know each other at all. Maybe that made it easier for both of us. Two strangers in a strange place doing a very strange thing.

There was no denying the fact that I was getting aroused while sucking Thad off. I suppose that was always part of the ceremonial sex in that arousal was supposed to generate a type of "energy" and that energy fueled the magic. Even so it did make it more difficult to rationalize the event in my mind because I was obviously enjoying it so much. It certainly wasn't an unpleasant duty that I was performing out of necessity. I wanted Thad's cock pretty bad even though I knew that he would soon be giving me his seed.

The first little spray of cum kind of hit me by surprise but I swallowed it quickly and kept going. I had been both stroking his shaft with my hand and bobbing on his helmet with my head but now I just let my hand do most of the work and made him ejaculate down my throat. I drank his hot and sticky jizz with a kind of wide-eyed curiosity mixed with intense lust. I could do this. I was doing this. I had done it.

Thad was now a member and I had given my first blowjob and everything seemed right with the world. But that was just the way things were with society gatherings. The longer you participated the more accustomed you became to the bizarre and even supernatural. Rewind my life a few months and I would have said that this was all crazy and impossible. Now I kind of took it in stride.

"So...how did you like giving head?" Hester asked as we were on our way home later that evening.

"Oh, it was all right," I replied.

"Come on, you can tell me. That was the first time you'd ever sucked a cock wasn't it?"

"Yes, of course it was!"

"Well..."

"I enjoyed it," I admitted with a slight shrug of my shoulders.

"I'm glad to hear that. And I'm really glad that you're taking to your new gender so openly and enthusiastically. I was afraid you might be kind of hung up about the whole idea, but you've been so brave and positive and I just know that it's going to do you a world of good in the long run," said Hester warmly.

The society obviously meant a lot to Hester and she truly believed in its power to help improve lives, so I could see where she was coming from, even if I wasn't nearly as much of a zealot as she was. I tried to be more pragmatic. If having sex with men in my female body wasn't an unpleasant thing it just made my job easier from the research standpoint. The more I thought and felt like a "real" woman the better the data I collected would be.

Dating was probably something that I should attempt to experience from the female side. It was bound to be a little different and I could surely glean something from doing it. I didn't have to take it all the way to some kind of sexual conclusion, but if it happened I knew that I could handle it.

Apparently Hester had a similar idea because before I knew it I was hooked up on a double date.


CHAPTER 10:

I didn't know Bradley Simons, but Hester assured me that he was a nice guy and that he was interested in a lot of the same things so we'd probably have something to talk about. I really wasn't even thinking that much about my date, I was kind of more curious about Hester's. I didn't know this Ray Roberts character either, and wondered what he had done to impress her so much, but once the evening started I pretty much let that go.

Both guys were rather attractive, I have to admit, and looked like they were in pretty good shape. And although they had nice bodies they didn't seem like the typical "jock" kind of guys. They were both rather intelligent and articulate, which I suppose shouldn't have surprised me all that much since Hester was a wonderful combination of brains and beauty herself. She seemed to have a lot of different friends from a lot of different worlds. I wondered whether she had ever invited these guys to one of the society's gatherings or not. Maybe she would in the future for all I knew.

The date was pretty ordinary, at the start. We went to dinner, and then stopped by a club that was near the campus to check out a band that was getting a lot of praise lately but didn't stay too long. It was Hester's suggestion that we all go back to her place because her parents were gone for the weekend and we'd have the run of the house to ourselves.

So far I had been concentrating on the way men interacted with women in social settings, and it had been very enlightening. It had been pretty obvious that both guys had been trying to impress us all evening, and that we girls held the key to whatever was going to happen or not happen that night. They covered every expense, and opened every door, and extended every courtesy possible to us throughout the evening, which was all fine and proper, but it did make me feel like I was part of a bargaining process. I knew from being a man how that worked. A man wanted to seem cool and casual but there was always this sexual tension underlying everything. Will she or won't she? How far might she go on a first date? That kind of thinking. I had no doubt that Bradley and Ray had those thoughts as well.

With Hester suddenly inviting them to her place, with her parents gone, it felt an awful lot like a lewd suggestion somehow. Having never had the pleasure of dating Hester I had no idea what her parameters were as far as putting out. I had assumed that she would take an awful lot of wooing to win her over, but perhaps I didn't know her as well as I thought I did.

At her place we drank a little, and smoked a little grass, but nobody was out of control by any means. We had the TV on but no one was watching it and we had settled into a pleasant conversation. Yes, Bradley had slipped his arm around my shoulder somewhere along the line, but it didn't seem like a big deal.

"I feel like a swim," Hester announced suddenly.

It was a fairly warm night, and her pool was heated anyway, so taking a dip didn't sound like a totally crazy idea. Naturally the boys hadn't brought swimwear along so Hester just suggested that we all get naked. As I've recounted a couple of times now, the society had a way of making nudity no big thing at all. Taking off my clothes in front of two relative strangers was not a problem at all. Taking off my clothes in front of a man who I assumed wanted to fuck my brains out was a slightly different matter. Hester and I might not attach any particular sexual connotation to the act of being naked, but I figured that Bradley and Ray would probably view it as an invitation to heat things up. I wasn't wrong in that assumption.

We splashed around a bit, and I think someone might actually have done a little swimming, but the guys wasted no time in getting us in their arms. I'm kind of ashamed to admit that it was like shooting fish in a barrel with me. From the moment I saw Bradley's naked body I knew that I would be putty in his hands. It took me a little by surprise, but maybe it shouldn't have. I had found myself thinking of Thad as "cute" without really giving it a second thought. The fact that I found Thad attractive no doubt contributed to my enthusiastic offer of receiving his seed. Seeing Bradley's rather manly physique had made me just as anxious to receive his seed, even if there was no ritualistic aspect of the proceedings.

When our lips met I felt a wonderful sort of warmness. Our wet bare flesh pressing together was powerfully sensuous. I shot a quick glance across the pool and saw that Hester and Ray were similarly engaged and figured that this had been Hester's plan all along. She probably just wanted to push me into the deep end, metaphorically, even if we happened to be in the actual shallow end of the pool at the moment. Hester was obviously a big fan of me being female and she more than likely figured that this was the best way to get me off on the right foot, dating wise. Or maybe she just had some kinky thing about seeing me getting boned by some dude. It was hard to tell for sure with Hester. The longer I knew her the more mysterious she seemed to become.

Bradley suddenly got my attention back as he lifted me out of the water and sat me on the edge of the pool. Then he spread my legs apart and got his face down in my muff. I leaned back and rested on my elbows, slightly chilly in the night air, but not concerned about that in the least. Bradley was doing a rather excellent job of going down on my snatch and it was an experience worth savoring. I had certainly been banged on hard surfaces before so lying on the tiled rim of the pool was nothing at all.

Hester and Ray had moved on to a lounge chair and I turned my head lazily to watch her bounce up and down on Ray's cock. She was so pretty, I thought, and Ray looked like such a stud it was no wonder she found him attractive. I didn't feel jealous at all at that moment, with Bradley's tongue and fingers exploring my pussy. Why shouldn't she enjoy a nice big cock? I was certainly planning on doing so.

"Trade places," I suggested to Bradley. "I want my turn."

Bradley happily took my advice and sat on the edge of the pool with his legs dangling in the water. I did have to make him scoot down just a tiny bit so that I could elevate myself enough to blow him, but it was an inconvenience that he was happy to bear under the circumstances.

After giving Thad a BJ I had been thinking about sucking cock quite a lot. It had been surprisingly fun to put a man's dick in my mouth for some reason. Maybe part of it was the control aspect. It was my call how hard or how fast or how deep to go. Of course the guy could just grab my head and start throat fucking me, but I hadn't experienced that yet so it wasn't at the forefront of my mind.

I tried to give Bradley the best darn blowjob I could give, and spent plenty of time edging him around the tip, which seemed to be really effective. I made a quick mental note of the fact that I seemed to be more eager to please my partner as a woman. Not that I was a selfish prick in bed as a man, but that aching desire to get my rocks off sometimes got the better of me. Now I sort of felt the aching desire to get his rocks off.

As I was thoroughly engaged in that pursuit I hadn't noticed that Hester and Ray were walking past us and headed for the house until Hester spoke to me.

"See you in the morning sweetie. Have fun!" she cheerfully commented as I glanced up at her with a goofy expression on my face and a big cock in my mouth.

So it was going to be a sleepover. There was a bed in the guesthouse and it looked like it was going to be getting some use tonight. Had this all been prearranged without my knowledge or was this just the way Hester usually did her thing? It didn't matter really. I was happy enough with the plan and I knew that I could go ahead and try to make Bradley cum as soon as I wanted since we'd have plenty of time to do other things later.

I felt kind of proud of myself that I was taking it all in stride so well. This was, after all, the first time I had participated in sex with a man outside of the mystic realm of a society gathering. As a heterosexual male that could have been disastrous for me, but being with a man in a social setting had turned out to be much more instinctive and intuitive than I had ever anticipated.

Once we were alone again I took Bradley's cock out of my mouth and began to play with the rim of his dick with my thumb and forefinger. I knew exactly where to rub and could tell that I was pushing the right buttons. Then I looked up at him and fixed my gaze on his eyes.

"Are you going to cum for me?" I asked.

"Oh, God, I'm so close right now," Bradley groaned.

"Maybe I should stop," I teased.

"No, no! Don't do that. I'm so close. So damn close," Bradley pleaded.

"I'm going to make you cum so hard."

"I know you are. Any second now."

"That's good. I want to see you cum."

A moment later a very powerful burst of semen shot straight up in the air like a fountain. I think I actually giggled for some reason. It was fascinating to see his jizz being propelled like that from this vantage point. I only let a couple of shots go flying into the night before I opened my mouth and capped off his geyser. I wanted some of that hot cream for myself, and I wasn't disappointed. Bradley seemed to have a rather large supply of the stuff.

When we finished we spent a little more time in the pool fooling around before I suggested that we retire for the evening, heading for my little guesthouse hideaway. The decor wasn't too prepossessing, and the furniture was rather sparse, but it had a bed, which was all we really needed at the moment.

After toweling each other off we got in the sack together and I wondered how long it would take for Bradley to become erect again. I was actually kind of anxious to get that big beast inside my pussy as soon as possible.


CHAPTER 11:

The answer to the erection question was not terribly long at all. I was impressed. I seriously doubted that I would have bounced back that quickly.

Even though he was hard and I was anxious I didn't rush things too much. I was really enjoying the foreplay. Bradley seemed to love playing with my tits and I was astonished to discover how nice that felt, not just in the areas he was touching, but kind of all over. That really appeared like the key difference, from a sexual stimulation standpoint. I seemed to have more "triggers" that caused arousal all over my body.

The missionary position had always seemed kind of vanilla to me, like the thing the shy girls did because it was considered the "normal" way to do it, but as I lay on my back and spread my legs for my man it didn't feel vanilla at all. It felt warm and inviting and very intimate. The eye contact I had made with Bradley while jacking him off might have been the sexiest part of the whole experience. I was anxious to see his face as he fucked me, and I was not disappointed.

I sort of liked the feeling of being scrunched up a little as Bradley loomed over me, supported by his powerful arms. He seemed so big and manly and strong, which made me feel sort of small and vulnerable, but safe and snug at the same time.

Another mental note I made was how much more I craved some kind of emotional connection along with the physical. I had no idea whether I'd ever see this guy again, and I certainly wasn't in the market for a relationship with a man, but I wanted him to like me none the less. I wanted him to think I was pretty and sexy. I had always assumed that "typical" feminine behavior was derived primarily from the way girls were brought up but I was beginning to have some doubts about that theory. Growing up male I had certainly never been conditioned to think of myself as pretty under any circumstances, and I had never really engaged in a lot of romantic fantasies. There were no princesses or unicorns in my life or dreams of being swept off my feet by a dashing stranger, yet all of that sort of seemed to belong to me now anyway.

"Do you like me Bradley?" I actually found myself saying out loud, as I stared deeply into his eyes searching for the truth.

"Of course I do, baby, you're wonderful," he replied.

I felt so stupid and emotionally needy for asking that question but I also felt really good hearing his reply. Bradley seemed pretty wonderful to me, but what the hell did I really know about the man? We'd spent a few hours hanging out, chatting, then a little time making out, and now a whole lot of time having sex. I didn't really want him to think of me as some kind of a slut who was a totally easy lay, but I wasn't about to pull the plug on what we were doing at this point. Of course when I thought about it I had never once in my life thought less of a woman for being an easy lay, not that I had been fortunate enough to meet too many of those girls. Maybe Bradley would like me all the more for being so eager and willing to put out on a first date.

As a man the idea that I might want to get laid on a first date would never have made me feel slutty or cheap, and I didn't really feel that way now, which I assumed was a product of upbringing rather than a genetic trait inherent in all females but I wasn't totally sure. That idea had popped into my head from somewhere.

Bringing my focus back to the more physical aspects of what we were doing I found that I wasn't crazy with the way my tits looked when I was lying flat on my back. They kind of flattened out, which wasn't too flattering, but I did like the way they jiggled as Bradley rocked my body with his mighty thrusts.

"Oh, yes...oh, yes baby, yes..." he grunted periodically.

It sounded kind of funny to me but then I probably made some similar sounds like that when I was fucking girls. And when it came to making sounds I was hardly quiet myself, especially when things were really heating up. That manic frenzied feeling of being overloaded was hard to take in complete silence I discovered, although there were stretches where all you could hear was heavy breathing, the creaking of the bed, and the steady "plunger" sound of two bodies bumping into each other over and over.

I don't know what had made me act so dirty at the end of the blowjob where I was practically begging him to cum in my mouth. Was that my male brain trying to anticipate what another man would want to hear, or was that purely my genuine female reaction to the situation? God, maybe I was a slut! I was going to have to try to keep those things clear in my mind for my experiments to be of legitimate scientific value but it was kind of hard when the lines got blurred and I found myself carried away with the mood of the moment.

"Oh, baby you're so big, and so good, and I love the way you fuck me," I sort of simpered desperately. "I love the way your cock feels inside me."

There was that blurriness again. I did love the way his cock felt inside me, and he was big and good at fucking, as far as I could tell from my limited experience on this side of the equation, but was I telling him that just to boost his confidence or because I was losing my mind and becoming totally cock crazed? I needed to be objective and rationale. This was for science. This was for my future.

"Fuck, fuck, fuck! Give it to me baby! Fuck me harder!"

Okay, so it was hard to be objective and rational when you were in the middle of an orgasm. Note taken. We were both going at it like crazed weasels so it probably wasn't all that surprising that we weren't in top form, conversationally speaking.

Bradley started to cum inside me and I grabbed his neck and yanked his head down to kiss me so violently that I'm surprised he didn't get whiplash. I rammed my tongue into his mouth and held him tightly as he completed his deposit. I honestly don't think I ever enjoyed sex more than that, and that included getting a BJ from Hester.

"So how long have you known Hester?" I asked once we were basking in the afterglow.

"I don't really know her. I guess she's a friend of Ray's from somewhere. This was just kind of a blind date. If I'm being totally honest here I must admit that I had some reservations about it. Ray said that Hester had a friend and that I'd be doing him a favor by going out on a double date," Bradley confessed rather shyly.

"I hope you're not too disappointed," I said.

"Oh, God no! You're fantastic. I wasn't really expecting anyone so attractive and articulate and intelligent. And when it comes to sex...well...you're off the charts."

"Thank you. I must say that I was pretty pleasantly surprised too. I didn't know exactly what Hester was cooking up but I trust her judgment. She said I'd be pleased, and boy, am I ever pleased!"

"Do you have a favorite side of the bed to sleep on?" asked Bradley. "I just sort of rolled over and landed here."

"What in the world makes you think I'm going to let you get any sleep?" I teased. "I think we're just getting warmed up."


CHAPTER 12:

We did eventually pass out somewhere along the line, but not before doing some more delicious fucking. And although we did finally get to sleep I didn't get very much of it as Hester kind of snuck into the room and dragged me away in the morning. Apparently we were going to make breakfast for the boys, despite my complete ignorance in the kitchen. Hester assured me it would be fun, and it was surprisingly pleasant, even though I pretty much just watched her work and handed her things when she asked for them.

That little touch of the domestic was obviously a ploy on Hester's part to make me feel more traditionally feminine, even if the idea of a woman making breakfast for a man had pretty much gone out of style with hoopskirts. It fed into a part of my female thought process, even if the act wasn't really gender specific. If I knew how to cook I'd probably show off that skill to women and not think of myself as some kind of a sissy for doing it. "Pretending" to do it now did seem appropriate and we both got a nice amount of praise for our efforts.

We spent kind of a lazy morning together before people had places to go and things to do and I was kind of sad to part with Bradley, but he assured me that we'd do it again sometime, even if we didn't nail down any specifics. It might have been a polite brush off, but that would probably be best in the long run. As I said, I wasn't in the market for a relationship with a man, but I sure had enjoyed his company...and his cock.

Hester and I had a little time to chat and she appeared to be thrilled with my account of the previous night's frolic. I suppose she was just happy that her little blind date scheme had worked out so well and that I didn't go hide in a closet the whole time or something.

"So is Ray like your steady boyfriend or something?" I asked.

"No, I don't have any sort of a steady boyfriend. I'm much too busy and focused on other things right now. Ray is fun and he makes me feel good but I'm in no hurry to hitch my wagon to any one star in particular," she replied.

"Is that because of the society?"

"In a way, I suppose so. I'm still very much on a journey to discover who I really am and what I really want out of life, just like you are. And I've certainly discovered that one can enjoy sexuality without having to apply a lot of rules or restrictions to it. I went to bed with Ray last night, but if we had switched partners along the way I'm sure I would have enjoyed that as well. And I'm guessing you would have, too, although it sounds like Bradley kept you entertained quite nicely," she teased.

"I have to say that it's really weird talking to you like this," I suddenly interjected. "You know how much of a crush I've had on you, as a man I mean. I should probably be green with envy that this Ray dude got to be with you."

"But that would be silly and counter-productive. Jealousy is very unhealthy," Hester pointed out. "And besides, if you were being totally honest with yourself would you still assume that having sex with me would be better than having sex with someone like Bradley?"

"Well I could always slip that ring on and we could test the theory?" I joked.

"All kidding aside, something inside me always told me that we were meant to have a very special bond. I didn't think it was a romantic one, or even a sexual one, but I wasn't entirely sure what it might be. We you took the test and revealed your true female nature it suddenly all fell into place and made sense to me. Our friendship, my reluctance to take it past the platonic, my introducing you to the society...everything seems to have led up to this remarkable transformation. I honestly never jumped to that conclusion, but I must have known, or suspected in some way. And in a way I'm obviously responsible for this, and it's a responsibility that I don't take lightly. I feel closer to you than ever, and I feel so happy that you're handling it all so well. Not everyone would be so brave," said Hester as she squeezed my hands.

I felt kind of guilty about the fact that I was just doing this for the sake of a research project, but I also really appreciated her concern and support and I couldn't help but throw my arms around her and hug her tightly. I think I almost cried, as well. It seemed pretty obvious that her heart was in the right place and that she wasn't just getting off on my humiliation or turned on by the kinky concept of it all. She honestly thought that I was meant to be a woman, and she believed that I believed it. I couldn't see any point in clarifying the subject at the moment. Her help was invaluable, and I was definitely learning some things about myself along the way. In this body I was myself, but not completely my old self. That was a heavy thing to think about.

Perhaps there was some latent homosexuality that explained my sudden interest in men. Perhaps there was something in my genes that tipped the scales a little bit more to the feminine than I would have ever suspected. Looking at it scientifically I had to consider those sorts of possibilities, no matter how disturbing they might be. Hopefully whatever I was doing or feeling as a female was just the natural result of being transferred into a different body. In an effort to get my brain to accept such a drastic change it was probably inevitable that I would be trying to force the issue by adopting what I considered to be typical female behavioral patterns. That completely made sense to me.

Hester had somewhere to go that afternoon but invited me to hang out at her house, since her parents were gone for the whole weekend, and I took her up on her offer. I had a swimsuit in my guesthouse closet and decided to put it on and go for another swim. I had no compunctions about swimming nude again, but it was broad daylight and I didn't know if Hester's parents might come home early or something.

After doing a couple of laps I found an inflatable mattress and just floated around for a while, enjoying the sun and replaying the events of last night in my mind over and over. Making out was pretty much the same as always, I noted. Lots of busy hands and lips. I had softer skin and a slightly smaller body, but otherwise it was very similar to what I had known as a man. As for the rest...well...that was something else entirely.

I thought it was interesting that seeing a good-looking man naked was somewhat arousing but seeing him erect was a massive turn on. Something about that throbbing hardness really got to me. As a man I was usually pretty boob obsessed. Once I got those babies out in the open I really wanted to go to town on them, but as a girl it was definitely hard cock that grabbed my attention.

Blowjobs were amazingly sexy. Getting your face right down there on a man's rod and tasting and touching it did something for me that was hard to comprehend, let alone explain. As a man I had tended to think of my penis as just kind of an ugly thing dangling between my legs, but as a woman I saw how beautiful a cock could really be and I reveled in the sensation of giving a man so much obvious pleasure.

All of the sex had been really marvelous, and I guess what kind of made me nervous was the fact that Bradley seemed like such a cool guy. We had a lot in common and I think we could very easily have been friends had we met as men. It certainly made it easier to go to bed with him, but harder for me to completely justify it as just a sexual experiment. I knew that I would like to see him again. It was like having a buddy you really enjoyed hanging out with who you also enjoyed amazing sex with. That was a pretty tempting combination.

As it turned out I ended up spending the whole weekend as a woman hanging out with Hester, although we didn't get into any more sexual adventures. We just had a good time being ourselves and kicking back for the most part. It was fascinating being a woman for that long without interruption, and I found that the longer I stayed in that body the more at home I felt. That was actually good news, since I knew that I needed to be female quite a bit if I seriously wanted to gather any meaningful data.

As for more sex, well that was just around the corner at the next gathering of the society.


CHAPTER 13:

When Hester first told me about the society I had visions of wild orgy parties dancing through my head. So far there had been some pretty kinky and hot moments along the line, but nothing that actually resembled the kind of all out Bacchanalian free-for-all that I had pictured in my mind. That was about to change.

The society had several big events each year that were apparently more of a party than a meeting and I was looking forward to experiencing my first one, even if I was going to be doing so as a woman. Hester warned me that it was probably going to be a little wild, but that the sex still had an important symbolic and ritualistic aspect to it, even if it might not always seem so. I guess that made some sense, in that "joining" together supposedly fueled all of that crazy occult power that drove everything, but it also sounded slightly like a rationalization to indulge in some serious hedonism, not that I needed any justification for that.

There was a very elaborate banquet first, served in an ornate dining room that I had never seen before. I still had absolutely no idea who this place belonged to or how any of this stuff got paid for. There weren't any dues or membership fees and we certainly didn't hold a bake sale or sell lemonade out in front. Still, the money had to come from somewhere, but as long as no one was asking for my cash it didn't really concern me all that much.

After dinner we all adjourned to the main chamber and Hester and a new red robe guy, someone named Albert, who had apparently rotated into that top spot, said a bunch of serious-sounding stuff about men and women and nature and copulating. Then it was time to lose the robes and get down to business.

All of the women formed a line on the floor, propped up on our hands and knees. We joined hands with the lady at either side of us and waited for the train to get rolling. Needless to say with all of that ass sticking up in the air the logical course of action was just what you might expect. The men lined up and began to fuck their way down the line. I guess this represented the natural urge of the male of the species to penetrate the female and the female's role as the recipient of the seed, or whatever. All I knew was that every man in that room was going to get up behind me and stick his cock in my pussy.

But wait, there's more! Once a man reached the end of the line the fun wasn't over. He would simply come around to the front of the girl he had just been boning and give her a mouthful of cock. That way the line would just keep going around in a circle until all the men had popped their cork somewhere inside someone. It was sort of the world's dirtiest version of musical chairs.

It should probably be mentioned that these special parties seemed to bring out an especially large crowd. There were people there I had never seen at a gathering before, along with the usual familiar faces...and other body parts. I was a little past the midway point of the line so I had to wait a bit for the first visit to my backdoor, but once the line got moving all of us girls were pretty continually stuffed in either the pussy or the mouth, or sometimes both at once.

There was no one ringing a bell or operating a timer to determine how long each gent should stay parked in one muff, but it sort of fell into a natural rhythm. I suppose the fact that Albert, the new red robed dude was at the front of the line had something to do with that. No one could really move on until he did so he was kind of a pace car for the event.

I was next to Sheila, holding her hand tightly and thinking what a weird world it was where a man could find himself turned into a woman, resting on all fours next to his old college professor, who was also really a man, while a long line of naked guys took turns sticking their dicks inside of us. How could such things ever really happen?

At first I was reminded of "the wave" in sports where fans in one section of the stadium stand up and cheer as they throw their arms over their heads setting off a chain reaction that sweeps the arena, only in this case moving in very slow motion. I could tell that girls were getting fucked to my left, although I couldn't see much. I could also hear the sound growing louder as more girls joined the fray and then finally it was my turn as Albert put his ample pecker into my waiting snatch. After awhile he moved on and someone else took his place and I could feel the ripple effect as Sheila squeezed my hand even tighter as Albert mounted her bare bottom.

Eventually the line snaked its way around so that cocks were coming at us from both ends and it was a little hard to know how to suck someone when you were supporting yourself on your hands and knees. Some girls appeared to just open their mouths for a throat fucking but I tried to keep my balance on one hand while using the other to stroke the cock in my face while I tried to control the sucking somewhat. It was remarkably difficult to keep my balance that way, especially when I was getting pounded from behind, so eventually I just opened up and let the boys have at it.

My hat is off to the proud male members of the society because that line kept going for a good long time. I wondered how long I would have lasted if I were here as a man instead of a woman. Just seeing all of that hot pussy lined up in front of me would probably have made me want to cum right on the spot. When a guy was getting ready to shoot his wad the line had to kind of tread water in place for a bit until the man was finished so the steady rhythm of the march started to get more erratic as men began to fall by the wayside.

I don't know if it was my place in line, or random luck, or my extremely awesome pussy and mouth but I felt like I was getting more than my share of seed, not that I objected in the least. As whacky as the stunt was I was totally loving it. Sure I knew that Sheila was really Professor Mobley, but once the action got going we were just two sisters in the society, presenting ourselves to the assembled men like we were at some sort of really twisted debutante ball. And I knew that Hester was somewhere in that line, fucking and sucking away just like we were. It didn't matter what color robe Hester wore, or that Sheila had been our college instructor, right now we were all united in womanhood. It seemed very democratic to me.

My lovely, adorable Thad turned out to be the last man standing, although he ended up putting his jizz into some other lucky young lady. Once he finished we all got up from our rather sore knees and joined in the most awesome group hug you could imagine. Girls only this time. We were all very much bonded by the odd experience and I felt my love for all of them, even the ones I didn't know.

With big ceremonial fuck line out of the way things got decidedly more spontaneous in a big hurry.


CHAPTER 14:

Usually the main hall was kind of sparsely furnished. For this shindig there were plush cushions and chairs and sofas all over the place and they were quickly put to good use. It was kind of strange to see the room in a different capacity, although since it was as dimly lit as usual it wasn't all that easy to see anything clearly anyway. There was a spotlight mounted in the ceiling that shone down on the pentagram on the floor, but otherwise things were mostly lit by candles, of which there were many around the room, which always gave the place a kind of spooky and mysterious atmosphere.

Suddenly Hester appeared out of the darkness and cupped both of my boobs in her hand. To my astonishment she started sucking on my nipples before putting her arms around my waist and smiling at me sweetly.

"You look very beautiful and very womanly and very happy tonight," she said with a grin.

"Thank you. You always look beautiful and womanly and happy to me," I replied.

"Isn't this the most amazing and wonderful thing in the world?" said Hester as she let one of her hands glide between my legs in order to fondle my pussy. "So much power there. The ability to bring strong men to their knees and to bring life into the world. Women have mystical energy, you know. In time you'll learn how to tap into that."

I was dumbfounded. I had just recently spent an entire weekend with Hester and there had been nothing remotely sexual between us at all. If she wanted to play with my tits and pussy she had all the time in the world to do it then. Why wait for now?

"I think I'd like to see you suck...hmm...that guy's cock," said Hester as she pointed to a man I didn't know who was sitting on a chair across the room.

"What, right now?" I asked.

"Absolutely," she replied.

So I casually strolled over to where the gentleman in question was seated, got down on the floor in front of him and started stroking his dick. Hester was right behind me and as I started sucking she squatted down at my back and reached around to grab my tits again.

"You're so strong, my little darling," Hester whispered in my ear. "I really do love you, you know. And I love the way you worship the male life force. It comes so natural to you now."

I was busy sucking dick but her words were both turning me on and making me kind of weepy. I knew that she didn't mean that she loved me in a romantic way, and that was okay. I loved her too. And yes, I did seem to love worshiping the male life force. Show me a nice-looking hard cock and I was ready to wrap my lips around it.

Hester was still fondling my boobs when some guy came up behind her and got her butt elevated enough to stick his cock in. She was still kind of leaning over my back while I continued to suck and she continued to get fucked. We must have made a rather interesting tableau.

Those types of human sculpture formations were beginning to take shape all over the room. Everywhere you looked naked bodies were entwined in some form of sexual congress. There were some couples going at it here and there, but by and large it seemed to be a very group oriented activity.

Hester kind of vanished for a while and I got dragged into another combo over on some of the floor cushions. It was kind of like a game of naked twister with no rules. Tits and cocks and pussies just sort of glided past you like someone turning a kaleidoscope. The odd thing that stands out most in mind, amidst the carnal swirl, was the look I got from virtually every woman I saw. It was this incredibly beautiful and kind of serene smile. Naturally sometimes people were too amped up on sex to notice anything else, but there were a lot of shared glances and little squeezes of the hand. It was sort of like being in a secret society within a secret society. I was truly one of the girls and sharing their every experience, and thought, and feeling. I felt...I don't know...proud to be among their ranks, even if what I was doing at the moment wasn't something I'd really want my parents to see.

And the men were pretty awesome, too. Everybody seemed to be relaxed and having a really good time. Nobody was trying to show off or be the center of attention. There was no locker room banter, or degrading commentary. We showed our appreciation for their manhood by openly and joyously receiving them. Nobody had to slap us around or make us feel inferior. We were all one, united in this strange society. Maybe that was part of the reasoning behind the whole temporary gender change for everyone thing. Most of these men had probably tried being female at least once, and some of them might actually be females for all I knew. I think that made for a deeper level of understanding and respect and trust between us all.

Shortly before midnight everyone stopped what they were doing and went to stand in a cluster in the center of the pentagram. We all threw our arms around whoever was standing near us and began our little humming chant routine. At the stroke of midnight, I swear to you as I live and breathe, there was an audible crack, like the sound of lightning striking, and I felt something surge from the top of my head all the way down to the tips of my toes. I sort of expected to spontaneously combust or something, but instead I just felt renewed with a powerful kind of energy that filled me with hope, and optimism, and happiness.

And then the party was over. We all hit the showers, literally, which was probably good because things got pretty hot and sweaty in there, and it felt nice to cool off and clean up before getting dressed and going home.

I honestly couldn't begin to tell you how many cocks I had taken inside me, or how much pussy I licked, or how much cum I swallowed. I probably did something nasty with virtually every man and women in the place. I was sore, and kind of banged up on my knees and elbows, and was pretty certain that I'd feel it in the morning when I tried to get out of bed, but it was something I wouldn't have missed for the world.

Usually when I switched back to being male and retreated to my dorm, I felt a kind of relief at having "gotten away" with it again, and having successfully recovered my real body. This time I didn't have that feeling. A short time ago if you had told me that I would be magically transformed into a woman and sent to an orgy where dozens of men would fuck me in every way possible I would have said that it was my worst nightmare. Instead it had been a wonderful and inspiring sensation. And when I thought about Hester I wasn't really focused on her feeling me up, I was more interested in what she had said about women having mystical energy and wondering how I could "tap into that" as she put it.

I couldn't totally deny the magical powers of that society anymore. I mean hell, all I had to do was put a necklace on and become an actual woman, and then put a ring on to turn back into a man. If that's not magic, what is?

There was nothing wrong with being a woman. I never thought about being one before because there wouldn't have been any reason for that to cross my mind, but I was completely surprised at how nice it could really be. I felt a lot of power and solidarity around other women. And instead of feeling weak and inferior to men I realized that I was just a different kind of vessel for the same ultimate purpose.

Hopefully I was just jacked up on wild orgy sex and ritual mumbo-jumbo and would come to my senses shortly. I didn't want to get carried away with this whole female business. I had a job to do and I was willing to do it. But for tonight there was no harm in drifting off to sleep with lovely girly thoughts dancing through my head.


CHAPTER 15:

"I have a fantastic idea," Hester announced one day. "The semester is coming to an end and my folks will be getting out of Dodge for the whole summer. They've got this timeshare thing they always run off to, which means that the house is up for grabs for basically three whole months. Why don't you come and stay here for the summer? You've got your own little cottage for privacy but you can use the house as much as you want, and the pool is obviously nice for those hot summer days. You can be a girl the whole time and really get into the swing of it."

It did sound like a fantastic idea. I wasn't crazy about hanging out in my dorm with nothing to do, since I wasn't taking any classes during the summer, and as much as it might be nice to go home for a visit, it might be even nicer to hang out with Hester at her pad. It would certainly give me the kind of time I wanted to really do some in-depth research. I could live as a woman around the clock instead of sneaking in an opportunity here and there. I gladly accepted her invitation.

The arrangement seemed ideal. I had plenty of privacy in the guest house, so Hester and I wouldn't be getting in each other's hair all the time, but we'd probably have a blast hanging out together, doing who knows what? I couldn't wait for the semester to be over so that I could move in and get things rolling.

The first few days her parents were still there so we didn't do anything too outlandish. We kicked back by the pool, or did a little shopping, or went a movie or something. By the time her folks split I was feeling pretty comfortable with the setup. I still felt a little safer when I was out in public with Hester but I was determined to fly solo as well. I needed to if I was going to get the most research benefit out of this golden opportunity.

I had worked out a few plans to help accomplish that task. I was going to go somewhere that I frequently went as a man to gauge the potential difference of being there as a woman, and go to a traditionally male-dominated location to see how well I fit in there now, and things like that. I also wanted to go to some sort of female enclave, like a nail salon, to experience what sort of conversations really want on in a place like that.

Then Bradley popped up and my plans kind of got put on hold. In truth we had been communicating via email somewhat, but given my unusual circumstances it hadn't been too easy to arrange any sort of a get together. Now that I had free time, and was planning to spend it all as a woman, I suppose it wasn't that surprising that Bradley and I would hook up again.

We actually started spending so much time together that I felt a little bad about moving in with Hester for the summer and then abandoning her so often, but she seemed all in favor of my enterprise and announced that she was taking off for the timeshare to hang with her parents for a while anyway, leaving me the house...and Bradley...to do with what I liked.

What I liked to do with Bradley seemed to be just about everything, although fucking was probably still at the top of the list. And the more I got to know him the more I liked him, and the more I liked him the more I wanted to fuck him, so we seemed to be doing a lot of fucking.

My research was getting nowhere but I was having so much fun that I tried not to let that worry me. We did go out for pizza and beer to watch a game one time along with some of his friends and I think he might have been trying to show me off a little. It was strange being the only girl in a group of guys but everyone was very nice and polite to me. Being "one of the boys" was obviously no real problem for me and I think I scored some points for my sports knowledge and my ability to keep up with them in the beer consumption category. I tried to think of that as "research" but my mind was really more on just having a good time.

Later that evening when we were ostensibly watching TV in the living room, but really just making out on the couch, Bradley stopped for a moment and looked into my eyes.

"Hey, I know it's not important to hang labels on things but is it cool if I call you my girlfriend?" he asked out of the blue.

"What brought that on?" I asked with a smile.

"Well, when I told the guys I was bringing you along I didn't know exactly what to say about you. I just told them you were this really cool chick I had been hanging out with, but honestly, you feel like so much more than that to me," he replied as my heart skipped a beat.

"Oh, Bradley, that's really sweet, but you know I'm not looking for anything really serious at the moment," I told him.

"I don't think a boyfriend/girlfriend relationship has to be all that serious. My 13-year-old sister has a boyfriend, but I don't think they're planning to move in together or anything," he joked.

I was on the horns of a real dilemma here. Naturally I thought the world of Bradley. I was spending so much time with him that I had almost completely lost focus on why I was a girl in the first place. As I said before, even from the start I wanted to feel liked. I knew from the society that I could have all kinds of sex with all kinds of guys and it would make me feel great, but in the outside world I sort of craved that emotional connection with my lover.

"I don't want to seem all clingy and possessive, but I feel like there's something really special developing between us," said Bradley.

"I feel that way, too," I said softly, realizing that my resistance was cracking by the second.

Now I wasn't a 13-year-old girl with a schoolyard crush on some boy. I was a grown woman who would be graduating from college at this time next year, and of course I really wasn't a woman of any kind when you got down to it, so I felt a little apprehensive about what to do or say next. So I did the most logical thing I could think of...I started sucking his cock.

I have no idea how Bradley interpreted my action but I figured that he wasn't about to make me stop so that we could have a serious conversation about the nature of our relationship. It also gave me time to think and to strategize.

This was a situation I never expected to find myself in. I didn't want to avoid a relationship because I was afraid of commitment, or anything like that, it's just that I couldn't really commit to much of anything even if I wanted to. And of course there was the whole tricky issue of the society and that ritual sex. I had no idea what Bradley would think of me if he knew that I got laid in a huge pentagram in front of a chanting audience of onlookers. It might turn him on or he might think I was totally deranged and out of my mind.

"Oh, babe, you are so amazing," Bradley said in between contented moans. "Sometimes you don't seem real to me. You're almost too good to be true. How did I ever get so lucky?"

"Now you're making me blush," I said as I pressed the top of his dick against my cheek and smiled up at him.

He grabbed me and pulled me over on top of him on the couch as we began to kiss very deeply. My top came off and my bra was pulled down and soon Bradley was squeezing my tits and sucking on my nipples. I moaned and started to grind my pelvis down on him.

"I guess being your girlfriend would be pretty cool," I said softly as I wrestled out of his grasp and took my jeans off.

In a flash he was on his feet, as well, and my panties were jerked down to my ankles as Bradley got behind me and plunged his face into my muff. After making sure that I was good and wet, which I definitely already was, he stood up and cupped my boobs in his hands as he took me from the back. His hands then moved from my tits to my arms, which he pulled back behind me, causing me to lean forward, completely trusting in his strength to keep me from toppling over. I did trust him completely and let my upper body bend down as he started thrusting faster and faster. It was exquisite.

"Oh, God...fuck yes...yes...yes..." I whimpered.

My boyfriend was such a stud, I thought. My boyfriend. I tried to let that sink in but I couldn't. My boyfriend is handsome, and sweet, and he has a big cock, and he seems to really adore me. Did I mention he has a big cock? A big hard manly cock that was filling my wet little pussy so magnificently, making me moan and cry and want to scream? Well it was all true, and I felt like the luckiest girl in the world. I was so wrapped up in the humping I was getting that I hadn't even noticed that Hester was standing in the room just a few feet away from us.


CHAPTER 16:

"My goodness, you two look like you're having a very good time," Hester said with a grin. "Don't mind me, I'm just passing through.

"Oh, hey...I didn't see you standing there," I gasped with a heavy breath.

"I'm not surprised," Hester replied as she came over to stand next to us. "You treat her right, Bradley, she's a very special girl. But then again, it looks like you already figured that out."

"No worries there," Bradley grunted. "I'm absolutely nuts about her."

"Well...carry on!" said Hester as she headed upstairs.

We hadn't stopped for a moment. Or I should say Bradley hadn't stopped because there wasn't really much of anything I could do to control the action in the position I was in. I was just glad that he hadn't gotten startled and dropped me on the floor. I wondered for a moment whether Hester had ever fucked Bradley, but I let that pass as quickly as I could. She certainly had every right to, and jealousy was a destructive influence. Maybe I should have asked her if she wanted to join us.

"Oh, baby...oh, oh..." Bradley grunted as he began to cum inside me.

As he was finishing I managed to wriggle free and got down in front of him to clean his cock with my tongue. I always loved doing that, and I think he loved it too. Even if I had just swallowed a huge load of jizz I always wanted to have just a little more.

"You're lucky I like the taste of your cum so much," I said as I grinned up at him like a goof.

"Oh, yeah...what does it taste like?" he asked.

"Liquid happiness," I replied.

I was slipping badly. Feeling very free and fine as a young woman in a relationship with a hot guy. Sure that probably made me gay as a maypole, but it's hard to think of yourself as gay for liking men when you're living in a woman's body. And if by chance there was any truth at all in the society's little gender test then possibly I was actually behaving in a very natural way. I was feeling really happy about where this relationship seemed to be heading, and really horrified.

I totally understood Professor Mobley's reluctance to become a woman fulltime, even though he claimed that he would really like to. Obviously for him the change had stirred something deep inside and for whatever his own personal reasons might be he actually preferred being a woman named Sheila. Yet the logistical complications of that seemed vast. For one thing he couldn't really "transition" in any customary way. Usually it was a long and complicated process that involved hormone injections and then reconstructive surgery, if one wished to take it that far. It was gradual and people would come to see it happening in stages.

A respectable college professor couldn't very well come right out and say that he had been turned into a woman during an occult ritual where he joined hands with a bunch of chanting nudists standing in a pentagram. The "optics" of that, as they say in journalism, wouldn't be very good. Yet how else would one explain an astonishing overnight change? Not to mention the fact that in my case, for example, I was several inches shorter as a woman and had a completely different bone structure. Good luck pulling that off with cosmetic surgery.

And for someone like Professor Mobley there would be the issue of his professional reputation. He was a very good teacher, as far as I was concerned, and I'm sure he would be just as good teaching in a dress, but society has some pretty strong opinions about that sort of thing and it  could potentially become a distraction. I'm sure he didn't want to be remembered as the "tranny teacher" or looked at as some kind of a freak.

Even without any sort of professional reputation at stake I could see a mountain of problems if I had the same kind of desire to change for good as Professor Mobley did. There would be the same tricky problem of explaining the seemingly miraculous transformation, and the extremely uncomfortable position of having to inform friends, family, and various institutions about that switch. For some people that might not be shocking news, if they were already leaning that way, but for me I had a feeling it would be dropping a huge bombshell on almost everyone I knew, outside of members of the society.

I still had absolutely no intention of ever going down that road, but I do admit that my relationship with Bradley had put that thought in my mind at least. I had found myself not exactly wishing that I had been born female, but sort of wondering what it would have been like. Were I actually female finding a pretty terrific guy like Bradley would probably be something to celebrate. It was still early in the dating process, and way too soon to jump to any serious conclusions, but as a real woman I would be free to engage in a full on love affair with Bradley, or any other man that struck my fancy.

At some point I would have to put the brakes on this thing. The summer would end and I would be focusing on my senior year of college...as the man I was. Sure, I could probably slip in some weekend dates here and there, but to what end? It would be unfair to string Bradley along like that. He should be off banging women who were actually women and who could give him their heart in ways that I could never do. Yes it had to end soon. Very soon.


CHAPTER 17:

"Oh God...oh God...I think I'm in love with you darling!" I cried.

"And I love you, too, babe," Bradley replied.

My foot had slipped off the brake and landed on the gas pedal instead. What the fuck was I doing telling some man that I loved him? Even that I thought I loved him, which wasn't quite as extreme, but bad enough.

I had tried to end it, honestly I had. At least I had tried to cool things off a little. Somehow it never seemed to work. We were having too much damn fun. It was by far the best relationship I had ever been in. My heart was so full and joyous, and we were learning to pick up on each other's signals in that unspoken language that lovers often have.

Since Hester had gotten me into the mess I figured it was up to her to help me get out of it. I probably just wasn't thinking clearly. I hoped that she would have some very wise suggestion that would solve the problem with nobody getting terribly hurt in the process.

"Why don't you just stay a woman for the rest of your life?" Hester suggested cheerfully.

"That was not the kind of answer I was hoping for," I said rather glumly.

"Why not? It seems to make the most sense. You know you actually are a woman, you seem to enjoy being one, and you obviously really enjoy being a woman where men are concerned."

"Just like that? Just suddenly tell everyone who knows me as a man that I'm now a woman?"

"Well, you could do it slowly I guess."

"Look, here's the thing. Until I took that test I never had the slightest interest in being female. It never once crossed my mind that I might enjoy having sex with men. I never wanted to put on makeup or wear a dress or walk around in heels. I was born a guy and I was totally cool with that," I protested.

"But now you know better. And lucky to have discovered it sooner rather than later," Hester pointed out. "You make an absolutely wonderful girl. You took to it right away. And as for liking men, isn't that just a pleasant surprise? You seem so happy and in love!"

"God, does it show?"

"Of course it shows, sweetie. You have that glow."

"I thought that was pregnant women."

"Well when you're pregnant you'll have that kind of glow, too," said Hester as casually as suggesting that we have Chinese food for dinner.

"I can't hear this," I said in a stunned voice.

"It sounds to me like you're just kind of letting yourself get overwhelmed by this. That's understandable. You've come a very long way in a short time. And you're obviously worried about what's going to happen with you and Bradley down the line. Just relax. He's your first boyfriend. Maybe it'll just be a summer fling, or maybe you'll end up getting married and having three children with him. It's hard to predict that kind of thing. Ultimately you won't decide to live as a female just because of some man, no matter how strongly you feel about him right now. You'll do it because you realize that you'll never be completely happy, and never reach your full potential by not doing it."

"I think this is giving me a headache," I groaned.

"Why don't you invite Bradley to be your guest at a gathering?" Hester suggested.

"What? Are you kidding?" I sputtered.

"Why not? It's an important part of your life and the main reason that you're sitting here now as a woman. Why not let him see for himself how you got this way? Maybe he'll be cool with it and accept you for who you are and want to help you on your journey, or maybe he'll call it off and never want to see you again. At least it gives you a chance to be honest instead of making up some lame excuse for why you can't see him anymore, and it gives him a chance to understand your unique situation. It's always hard to go wrong with the truth, even when the truth is difficult."

Shit, that sounded like something Hester would have said in her red robe. Of course the society would preach the virtues of truth. That was a big thing there. Discover your true self. Express your true feelings. Who the hell actually does that in real life?

On the other hand I knew that she was right that truth actually played a major role here. I didn't want to lie to Bradley to let him down gently. And our whole relationship was built on a sort of lie, which always made me feel guilty. But the bigger truth I was wrestling with was my true desires and intentions by being female. Was it really all just some sort of sociological experiment or was I just clinging to that as an excuse?

I had entered the society as a skeptic and even after being turned into a woman the first time I was still trying to peek behind the curtain to see how the trick was performed. I'm sure the idea of doing scientific research was quite genuine at the start but was that really why I was living in Hester's guest house as a woman for the whole summer? My research efforts had been modest, at best, and hardly groundbreaking in their results. Women tend to get treated differently than men wasn't exactly a news flash.

I knew that I was having the time of my life so far but was that because I had found my real life at last or simply because it was fun and kinky? And Hester was right that I couldn't let a summer fling, or even a more serious relationship completely color my judgment. It was shocking to find that I could lose my heart to a man that way but maybe not all that surprising. Bradley and I could easily be friends whether I was male or female, but being female simply added another level to how we expressed that friendship. But whether I was straight or gay wasn't really the question in my mind. Was I really a woman like the test seemed to imply?

When I told Bradley about the society he seemed intrigued. As I said, we had a lot in common and I think his curiosity was aroused. I didn't tell him about my gender change experience yet, but I knew that I would when the timing felt right. He agreed to come and wear the purple robe as an observer and I think he got an eyeful that first night, even though I didn't do anything sexual.

Afterwards he seemed slightly amused by the whole thing, and probably a little turned on, much as I was after my first visit. He saw enough ritual sex to know that it was probably kind of a "free love" group and that naturally made him all the more curious. I started to explain the whole everybody changes gender sometimes thing, and told him about the test.

"So you took this test?" Bradley inquired.

"I did," I replied.

"And what did it tell you?"

"It told me I was a woman."

"Hell, I could have told you that," he said with a grin as he put his arms around my waist.

Perhaps that was the moment to reveal my secret but I didn't. I just liked having his arms around me too much. He visited two more times, and saw a gender transformation in person, and like me, he was somewhat skeptical but fascinated. He decided to join and I helped him prepare for the initiation.

When the big night came, and we were all in our circle, Clarence, who was back in the red robe that night, asked the inevitable question about who would receive his seed.

"I will," said Hester as she stepped forward and my heart sank into my feet.


CHAPTER 18:

There was no rule, only a custom, that said that when a woman brought a man into the group she would be the one to initiate him, but Hester knew of my relationship with Bradley so I was totally astonished that she would jump in like that.

For a tiny moment I almost felt like running out of the building and going home, but then I felt a sort of peacefulness coming over me. I looked at my big beautiful man having his cock stroked to hardness by my best friend in the world and found the jealousy seeping out of me. I had invited Bradley to join the society for my own personal reasons, but Hester was merely pointing out that if he was truly going to be a member then both Bradley and I would have to accept the concept of seeing each other engaged in sex with other people. Might as well get that out in the open right from the start.

I couldn't completely shake the feeling of envy and possessiveness but I was definitely able to stand there and watch Hester sucking off my boyfriend without going to pieces. She wasn't trying to "steal" him from me and for all I knew she may have blown him many times before. Hester did look very sexy wrapping her lips around my man's cock, I have to confess. And while Bradley may have been as surprised as I was by this turn of events he certainly seemed to be enjoying it.

It was later that night, when we were both back at my little poolside cabana, that I finally worked up the courage to tell Bradley my whole story. I don't know if that was a total buzz kill but it definitely changed the course of the conversation.

"Forgive me for saying this but I find it a little hard to believe that you're actually some kind of man underneath that gorgeous feminine exterior," said Bradley, still trying to figure out if I was kidding.

"Well I don't know exactly what kind of man I am," I said as I handed him my driver's license, "but I was born with a cock and balls just like you were."

Bradley kept staring at the driver's license and then back at me several times before he finally handed it back rather slowly.

"Wow. You sure had me fooled," he said.

"I wasn't trying to fool anyone. When I told you that I took the test and was told that my true gender was female that was exactly what happened. It's not a trick or a gimmick or an illusion. I'm not wearing a costume or a disguise. When you saw that transformation it was real. As incredibly crazy as it sounds, there is actual magic at work in the society. It doesn't make sense and it defies the laws of nature and science but I'm the living proof that it does happen," I explained.

"And you don't have a problem with being a female?"

"Fuck, I have all kinds of problems with it, but not in the sense of how I feel. I have no idea how or why the magic works but I'm starting to be a real believer in it. Being a woman, even for the short time that I've been doing it, has been an extraordinary experience. And falling in love with you has felt like the best thing that's ever happened to me. That's why I had to come clean about it. I should have done it sooner but I didn't want to believe that the test might be right, and I certainly didn't want to risk losing you. But the weird truth is that I think there's a very good chance that I'm going to stay female permanently, whether or not we continue to have a relationship. And if you're planning to beat the shit out of me at least let me turn back into a man first. I'm much bigger as a male and might be able to keep the damage to a minimum even though I think you'd still kick my ass."

"I think I should take this test," Bradley suddenly announced. "If it shows that I'm really a man, like it showed that you were really a woman, then we know that it's meant to be and don't have to worry about it."

"But what if it shows you're really a woman too?" I asked.

"Then maybe we can be lesbians together," he said with a grin. "That is if you still like girls at all."

"Oh, I still like girls. I just like your big manly cock a whole lot more," I replied.

"Well...why don't you show me how much you like it?" he suggested slyly.

I happily did. I was down on my knees slurping away at his love pump with all of the enthusiasm of a kid turned lose in a candy store. So what if Hester blew him a few hours ago? She didn't blow him like I was blowing him now.

"So you might really be willing to give up your manhood to stay this way forever?" Bradley asked as I was savagely attack his pole.

"Uh huh," I gurgled in reply.

"God that's really flattering."

Okay, I wasn't about to correct him at that moment. He hadn't literally fucked the manhood out of me, but he sure made it easier for me to kiss it goodbye, if that's what I ultimately decided to do. It probably fed his ego a bit and that was fine. Part of my job as a woman was to make a man feel manly. And it was way better than getting my ass kicked.

Bradley did take the test, and to my relief was shown to be 100% male, or as close to that as anyone really gets I suppose. It was close enough for me.


CHAPTER 19:

Bradley and I both kind of faded out of the society after that. There was no big thing where we quit outright, we just wanted to explore being in a more committed relationship. I admired the freedom that people expressed in the society, but Bradley and I were both so happy just being with each other that we didn't want anything getting in the way of that.

I was certainly going to finish college before even contemplating the idea of settling down and starting a family, but that idea was growing more appealing to me all the time. I could definitely see a man like Bradley being the father of my children someday. And what a wild experience that would probably turn out to be.

Hester didn't seem to mind that we had both bailed out on her group. I think she was just so happy to see me so happy embracing my new life that I probably seemed like sort of a validation of everything the society was trying to accomplish. They had helped me see my true female identity and made it possible for me to actually live it. They had inspired me to try and be a more open and honest person and greatly helped me to overcome my jealous impulses. I suppose the society wouldn't be of much value if no one ever took the things they learned back out into the world. And the door was always open should Bradley and I decide to go back for a "refresher course" or a jolt of ritual sex. I wasn't totally sure if I wanted to turn Bradley loose at one of those big orgy parties, but it was definitely something to think about.

I still planned to use my cross-gender experiences for research purposes, but I was going to focus more on how I felt about things as both a man and a woman, rather than how people reacted to me. I think the more subtle differences in the way men and women process information and express themselves is probably a more interesting subject and one that I was going to be uniquely qualified to comment on.

I had no idea what I was getting myself into when I was blindfolded and taken by Hester to that strange house full of strange rituals and practices, and I have honored their secrecy by not revealing the name of the society or given any clues as to their location, but I can categorically state that it was the best thing I had ever done in my relatively young life. So if you ever find yourself invited to participate at some kind of mysterious magical gathering I recommend that you put your skepticism aside and at least go check it out. It just might turn out to be something that rocks your whole world...in the best possible way!


AUTHOR'S NOTES:

I was in a Halloween mood when the idea of some kind of ritualistic society thing popped into my head and seemed like a fun thing to write about. I honestly wasn't sure whether it was going to be more of a dark and sinister story about a cult that forced men to be women for some reason, but I was also in a romantic mood, as usual, so it took a much more lighthearted path. Hope you enjoy it for Halloween, or whatever time of year you're reading it in!
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