

THE ROMANCE READERS

BY STACEY ZACKERLY

Copyright (c) 2023 By Stacey Zackerly

All Rights Reserved


CHAPTER 1:

I had been dating a wonderful girl named Julie Hobbs for over a year and things were going so well that we had actually moved in together. She was smart, funny, sexy and so physically attractive that all of my friends kept telling me that she was out of my league. I knew they were right but I tried not to let that bother me. I knew she had dated a lot of guys before me but I tried not to let that bother me either. She was my girlfriend now and there was no reason to feel paranoid, even if dudes did hit on her all the time, and sometimes she was a little more flirtatious than I would have liked.

What really got under my skin, for some reason, was this book club that she was in. I knew she liked to read, and I knew she was very socially active, and a bunch of girls sitting around talking about the latest novels they had read seemed pretty innocent. What worried me was the way she behaved about it.

Supposedly it was a bunch of women who were all fans of romance novels, those trashy “bodice rippers” that girls seem to think of as soft-core porn or something. Julie and her crew would meet to discuss the latest book they were reading, or make recommendations of titles that they thought worthy of consideration. On the surface it seemed like a harmless waste of time to me but I couldn’t shake the feeling that there was something going on there that was not just literary critique.

For one thing Julie always spent a lot of time getting dressed for the meetings. That, in and of itself, was not so odd because Julie was always concerned about her appearance but what she wore seemed more like nightclub attire than casual dress for an informal occasion like a book club.

Then there was the fact that she was very secretive about the whole thing and didn’t like talking about it at all. That was kind of odd because Julie was usually quite chatty about things and would go on at length about something that happened at work or some gossip about someone I barely knew.

The real crux of my concern might make me sound like a suspicious lunatic but I always had the feeling that she had gotten laid whenever she came back. There was something about her whole demeanor and her body language and the fact that she never wanted to have sex on those nights that triggered this gut feeling inside me that the book club might just be an excuse for her to be sneaking around behind my back.

I tried to convince myself that it was just my low sense of self-esteem talking and that I had no reason to doubt my girlfriend’s fidelity but it was a feeling I just couldn’t shake. I had been cheated on before and I knew the signs.

One time I actually followed her to the meeting to see if she was really going where she said she was going but she did so that kind of put my mind at ease for the moment. Of course once she came home I got that same bad feeling again so my paranoia didn’t go away.

Finally I went to see a mutual friend of ours, Karen Johnson, who had actually introduced us. Karen had been a platonic friend of mine since school days and I knew that she was also a member of the book club. I felt distinctly like an idiot for confessing my suspicions to her but I also knew that she would be the one who could settle the issue once and for all.

“Hey, Rule Number One...you don’t talk about Book Club,” Karen joked.

“I’m serious here. I know I’m probably nuts but it’s really gotten under my skin,” I replied.

“Honestly Dan, you put me in a tough spot because I’m your friend and I’m Julie’s friend, and I’m also a member of the club. I’d really rather stay neutral here,” said Karen.

“Just tell me what goes on at one of those meetings,” I insisted.

“Trust me, you don’t want to know. You honestly don’t. It’s girl stuff and you wouldn’t like what you saw. Can’t we leave it at that?”

“No, we can’t leave it at that,” I replied. “You’re just making me even more suspicious.”

“Things get raunchy but it’s all meaningless fun and trying to describe it to you would probably only make it worse,” said Karen.

“I want you to get me into one of those meetings,” I said.

“Sorry pal, it’s girls only.”

“I know. I have a solution for that.”

“I don’t think you’d fool anybody in drag,” Karen said with a laugh.

“It won’t be drag. I’ll be going there as a woman.”


CHAPTER 2:

I had a friend, whose real name I won’t mention because the nature or his contribution to the story is not strictly legal, but “Jake” as I’ll call him was a guy who got his hands on a lot of weird chemical substances. That made him very popular back in college, and since we were frat brothers I knew he would hook me up with anything I asked for.

There was a pill he had access to that actually could change a person’s gender temporarily. It had been used in part of our fraternity hazing and I’ll freely admit that I took one of those pills and spent a weekend living as a girl to get accepted into the frat. We all had to do it so there was no special shame attached to it and in all honesty I actually found the experience kind of interesting.

Now my plan was to take one of those pills again and have Karen introduce me as a new member of the book club. Then I would see exactly what sort of “girl stuff” was going on and just how “raunchy” it was. If Julie was doing something bad I wanted to see it for myself before making any sort of judgment about it. Hopefully it would just be something stupid where women got a little tipsy and talked about dildos or something. It was hard to imagine what else it could be in a public gathering like that.

“Wow, you’re really serious about this aren’t you?” said Karen when I told her the details of my plan.

“Yeah. Can you get me in?” I asked.

“Sure, it’s not some big exclusive thing. Of course you’ll have to play your part. How much do you know about romance novels?”

“Not much,” I answered truthfully.

“Well let me give you a couple to read. We can say that you’re just starting to get interested in this type of book so people won’t expect you to have an extensive knowledge of the genre but you’ve got to talk the talk a little,” Karen suggested.

“Can you help me with the girly stuff? I mean I’ll need clothes and makeup or whatever,” I said.

“Hell yeah. Seeing you as a woman is the only reason I’m even going along with this stupid stunt. But I warn you one last time that you really don’t want to do this, you don’t want to see what goes on there, and you certainly don’t want to be a part of it, which you will be expected to be if I’m introducing you as a perspective new member. You’re going to have to participate,” Karen cautioned me.

“Okay, okay, I’ve been warned. I’ll read the books and I’ll try to act interested and I’ll participate,” I said.

“This is going to be such a disaster,” Karen said with a chuckle.

I had a hunch that she might be right but probably for different reasons than hers. I had been toying with the idea of using the gender pill to spy on Julie for a while but after hearing Karen’s vague description of the book club it kind of pushed me over the edge. If my girlfriend wanted to get a little raunchy around her gal pals it was no big deal. Even if they watched porn and ogled huge cocks it was no big deal. It was the fact that Karen made it sound like it was much worse that made me feel like I had to see for myself.

I don’t think I ever anticipated anything like the situation I was walking into.


CHAPTER 3:

“Damn girl you look hot!” said Karen. “I’m actually kind of jealous.”

“You’ve got nothing to be jealous about. You know you’re beautiful,” I replied in my temporary female voice.

“But your body is something else. You’ve got the whole package baby.”

“Actually I think I gave up my package to look like this,” I joked.

“You know what I mean,” said Karen. “You’ve got some quality tits and ass working there to go along with that adorable face.”

“Would you knock it off already, you’re making me blush,” I said although I actually did enjoy the compliments. “Besides, what I look like is irrelevant. I’m going to a book club, not a nightclub.”

I knew what the pill did to me from my college experience but that was a few years ago and I didn’t know how I would look now. Fortunately I think I actually improved with age because I was a teenager then and now I had a more curvy fully developed woman’s body. A lot of guys hit on me during that college weekend, which was part of the humiliation that we were supposed to endure, but in all honesty it was hard to be too offended by the thought that people found me attractive, even if they were men. Since I was a woman at the time, and no one knew otherwise, that was only natural.

I noticed that Karen, who usually dressed kind of conservatively, had chosen an outfit that seemed a bit “slutty” to me, much like Julie often did. She had also chosen something similar for me to wear.

“So what’s up with the revealing clothes?” I asked. “It’s a freaking book club, right?”

“I told you things get kind of raunchy. People let their hair down and leave their inhibitions at the door,” Karen explained.

“So what, is this like some big lesbian orgy?” I half-joked.

“Not exactly, but things can get pretty crazy,” Karen replied.

“That wasn’t exactly the answer I was expecting but it suddenly made the evening a little more interesting.

What if it was a lesbian orgy? That would be totally hot and I could make out with my girlfriend as a girl without her ever knowing it was me. I had no idea whether Julie was into girl-on-girl stuff, though she had hinted at some “experimenting” back in college. If it turned out to be fun it might be a great way to spice up our sex life, which could actually use a little spicing up these days. I knew that Julie was fond of me but I also knew it wasn’t because of my masterly prowess in bed. Again it was my self-doubt that tended to make me worry that she would look for better sex somewhere else. If it turned out that it was a little pussy on the side I didn’t have a problem with that at all.

I was nervous, but certainly not about my appearance. Karen had done a bang up job of making me look good so I wasn’t going to have any trouble “passing” for female. What I needed to do was pass as a female who enjoyed romance novels, and that was going to be a lot trickier.

I had read the books Karen loaned me and they weren’t nearly as bad as I thought they would be but it was still hard for me to imagine being so inspired by them that I would want to join a club just to sit around and discuss their merits. It was pretty formulaic stuff, and definitely written for a female audience. I probably should have taken the pill before reading them because my brain tended to function on a somewhat different level when I was under the influence of that drug. I might have gotten more enjoyment out of the soppy romantic elements, but at least I knew what they were about and could converse in general without having to totally fake it.

The meeting was held at a house that belonged to a woman I didn’t know named Cheryl Baker. I didn’t even know exactly how Julie knew her but I think they might have met in some online chat forum where people talked about romance novels online they way we were about to do in person. I knew from my spying expedition that it was a pretty nice house in a very good neighborhood but I had only seen it from the outside. In any case I assumed that Cheryl Baker had money, as did most of the other attendees I guessed based on the cars that were parked outside.

Karen wasn’t what I’d call rich, exactly, but she did make good money. Better than I did in fact which was another blow to my masculine ego sometimes, although our combined incomes did allow for a pretty comfortable lifestyle.

When we got inside I suddenly got cold feet and almost made a run for it but there was kind of a crowd at the door so I couldn’t very easily slip out without causing a scene, and I didn’t want to embarrass Karen after she had gone to all the trouble to set this whole thing up and get me looking pretty.

The inside of the house was just as nice as the outside and the crowd seemed to be primarily made up of fairly attractive women in their late twenties to early or mid-thirties. For some reason “book club” conjured up an image of gray-haired ladies sipping tea or something, although I knew that wasn’t the case going in. If this was going to turn into a lesbian orgy this was a good group for it I thought.

The evening started innocently enough with Karen introducing me as her friend Danielle, the feminized version of my name that I had chosen to go by, and then I had to say a few words about my interest in romance novels and why I was considering being a member of their club. That all went pretty well, as far as I could tell, since I was playing the part of a “newbie” who was just curious and kind of dipping her toe in the water. Obviously I had no intention of actually joining the club so I wasn’t too concerned about what sort of an impression I made but I wanted to play my part convincingly.

Drinks were served then everyone took a seat while Cheryl Baker, our hostess and apparently the president of the club, began the formal proceedings, such as they were. There was a general group discussion about a book that had been selected for reading by everyone. They basically went around the circle and everyone made a few comments about their impression of the work and then those who had stronger feelings had a second chance to debate and discuss the book in greater detail.

I was kind of surprised at how serious some of these gals seemed to take this as the discussion got pretty passionate at times. It was just a trashy romance novel about some woman in England in the Edwardian Age having a forbidden love affair with her chauffeur but you would have thought that they were discussing the work of Ayn Rand or J.D. Salinger or something.

Then there was some more drinking, or perhaps I should say that the drinking continued as the booze seemed to flow pretty freely, and that led to the individual reading portion of the event. People were invited to share their thoughts on whatever book they were currently reading.

Karen had given me the book that everyone was supposed to read and I tossed in my two cents worth when it was my turn but I kept it pretty non-committal. Basically I just rephrased what others had said so that I wouldn’t stand out from the crowd. Talking about what book you were currently reading was optional so I chose to remain silent and look like I was interested in what was being said.

When that concluded there was yet more drinking and some casual socializing and I figured things were winding down. As it turned out the real party was just about to begin.


CHAPTER 4:

The doorbell rang and Cheryl went to answer it. Karen dragged me over to converse with Julie, which made sense under the circumstances since I was supposed to be a friend of Karen’s and Karen was a friend of Julie. It was so strange to be talking to the woman I lived with as if I was a stranger meeting her for the first time but I don’t think Julie suspected a thing.

“Danielle is an appropriate name for a fan of romance novels,” Julie quipped.

“Oh, why is that?” I asked.

“Danielle Steel is the best selling author of romance novels ever,” she replied.

I was relieved that she made the connection to the author instead of to her boyfriend Daniel but it made me wonder whether she was thinking about me at all.

“Come in gentlemen,” said Cheryl as she came back into the room followed by three amazingly hot guys. “Let’s get comfortable ladies, the show is about to begin.”

“You’re going to love this,” Karen whispered in my ear.

The men were almost too good looking to be real and they reminded me of male strippers. After we had taken our seats again, and refilled our glasses of course, I realized that I had been right on the mark as music started to blare and the three male guests began dancing.

“Strippers? Jesus, I’m going to have to watch some dudes getting naked?” I whined to Karen softly.

“At least,” she replied with a sly smirk on her face that made me uncomfortable.

Now maybe it was the booze or maybe it was the pill, or some combination of the two, but as the three hunks strutted and shook and stripped I found myself strangely aroused. By the time they were down to their G-strings I was actually whistling and catcalling along with everyone else.

They were just so gorgeous I couldn’t help myself. They had the kind of chiseled bodies that I knew I could never have even if I had a lifetime gym membership. As I said before I seemed to process information differently when I was female and apparently that meant my taste in sexual partners was altered as well. I wasn’t thinking like a man pretending to be a woman I was thinking like a horny girl who had too much to drink and was getting a little out of control.

I assumed that the underwear would remain on but I was sadly mistaken there. All three of the strippers took off their pants and I almost gasped at the sight of their enormous cocks. They may have worked for their sculpted abs but nature had obviously blessed them in the dick department and I couldn’t look away no matter how hard I tried.

“Following our tradition the newest member gets the honor of the first ride,” Cheryl announced.

Everyone cheered and egged me on as one of the strippers, a big black dude, came over and pulled me off the couch to dance with him. I was totally caught up in the mood and did my best to shake my booty while he kind of danced behind me and started groping my tits and putting a hand down by my crotch and rubbing me.

It was just so crazy and unexpected and totally erotic that I felt myself letting go and feeling more free and alive than I could ever recall feeling before. Suddenly the guy got down in front of me and reached up under my skirt. I felt my panties being pulled off and realized that they were quite moist.

Once my underwear was removed my “dance partner” stuck his head under my rather short skirt and started licking my pussy, sticking a finger in as well in between licks. I didn’t know what to do so I just stood there and let him snack on my snatch while the other ladies went wild.

Karen came over and lifted up my skirt so that everyone could get a better look at the action going on between my legs and I suddenly realized why she had insisted that I neatly shave my pubic hair, even though I protested that no one was going to see what was hidden in my panties.

“Don’t say I didn’t warn you,” Karen whispered.

In fairness to Karen she had tried to warn me by telling me that I didn’t want to know what went on at these book club meetings but she never spelled it out in clear detail. Perhaps if she had said that there would be male strippers there I might have dropped the whole plan and accepted it as no worse than a bachelorette party but knowing how suspicious I was I might have gone ahead and come anyway.

After a while it looked like my turn was over as my partner got up from the floor but once again I was sadly mistaken. I was led back to my seat but instead of me sitting down it was the stripper who took my place. Then someone put his dick in my hand and I just kind of automatically started stroking it. The man’s prick was impressive enough when it was flaccid but as it began to grow in my hand it became almost terrifying. Still I couldn’t let it out of my grasp. I had to see it fully erect.

Once he was hard the stripper turned me around, grabbed me by the hips and literally lifted me in the air. I felt positively tiny and weightless as he plunked me down right on top of his majestic hard on. I squealed loudly as the first couple of inches disappeared up my cunt, much to the delight of the other girls. It seemed like the journey to the bottom was endless but as soon as I was fully impaled I was lifted up and the process started all over.

I suppose I was sort of getting what I deserved for being so insistent about crashing this party in disguise but at that moment I didn’t really feel like I was being punished. Quite the opposite really. That big black cock stuffing my pussy was the most amazing thing I had ever felt in my life. Pretty soon I was bouncing wildly up and down and moaning like a banshee.

“I think someone’s a little bitch in heat,” I heard someone say, which provoked some laughter, although I didn’t see the humor in it as it was exactly what I felt like...a crazy animal during the mating season.

“Oh my God, oh my God, oh my God, oh my God,” I chanted over and over as I felt my legs starting to shake and the muscles in my stomach tighten up.

Karen, who was sitting next to me, held my hand as I began to experience my first female orgasm. It was bone shaking and soul exploding as every part of my body felt like it was about to spontaneously combust. I squeezed Karen’s hand so hard I was probably hurting her but I couldn’t help it. I couldn’t help any of it. I was having the greatest sex of my life and the fact that it was happening with another man just didn’t matter. All that mattered were the waves of ecstasy crashing through me like a sexual tsunami.

Having serviced me exquisitely the stripper lifted me off of his pole and moved on to the next lucky woman. My head was spinning and my body just beginning to settle down as Karen leaned over and rested her head on my shoulder.

“So how do you feel?” she asked.

“I feel like I need another drink.”


CHAPTER 5:

As I sat panting and sipping my wine I watched as my live-in girlfriend Julie started sucking the cock of one of the other strippers, who was also quite well-hung. The funny thing was this was my worst fear proving to be true right in front of my eyes but instead of being upset I just thought about how sexy she looked with that big dick in her mouth.

Julie rarely sucked my cock, and when she did it was usually just because I was having trouble sustaining an erection and once I was hard again she would expect me to resume fucking her. Watching her go to town on the strippers rod clearly demonstrated that she didn’t have an aversion to giving head she just wasn’t crazy about doing it with me.

That should have devastated me but I could understand. My prick seemed so pathetic and insignificant compared to these specimens of real manhood. Of course she would crave a cock that was worthy of worshiping. My mouth was watering at just the thought of tasting some of that meat. Julie was a gorgeous woman and she deserved to be fucked by an equally gorgeous man.

Karen kept looking at me looking at Julie and I imagine she was worried that I was going to freak out or something. I squeezed her hand again, a lot more gently this time, and smiled at her. A few moments later another stripper was pulling off Karen’s panties and pushing her legs back against her torso. Then he leaned over her and I saw his huge staff plunging into her waiting gash. Now it was Karen’s turn to squeal and squeeze my hand as her Adonis gave her a good pounding.

I had known Karen forever, and there had never been anything remotely sexual between us, but holding her hand while some big stud railed her was hotter than anything we might have done together as a man and a woman. The look of pure bliss on her face was priceless and I knew exactly what she was feeling and that made me feel very happy for her. Of course she probably should have told me in no uncertain terms what was going to happen tonight but I was certainly glad now that she hadn’t.

Did Karen have some inclining that I would actually enjoy myself or was she just helping me because I was so insistent about it? Did she have some kind of instinct that told her that I might have a powerful female side that would welcome being released? Of course she had set me up with Julie so it seemed unlikely that she thought I was queer all along, but it was hard to know what she had been thinking exactly.

At the moment all she was thinking about was the big dick being thrust inside her and how fantastic she felt receiving it. As her partner picked up speed she seemed just as crazed as I had been.

I actually forgot all about Julie and the cock in her mouth because I was so turned on by watching Karen get boned on the couch right next to me. When I did glance around the room later Julie seemed to have finished her BJ and was watching someone else go down on the same dick while she held a wine glass in her hand.

The men weren’t just gorgeous and well-hung they were incredible specimens of stamina and control. Somehow the three of them worked their way around the room until everyone who wanted some action got taken care of. Then three volunteers were called for to finish the boys properly and Julie was the first to put up her hand. Another woman followed her lead and when Karen nudged me in the ribs my hand flew up somehow.

The three men stood in a line jerking their sticks while we three volunteers got on our knees in front of them and waited with our mouths open. I was right next to Julie and tried to keep a look at her out of the corner of my eye as my black stud started to ejaculate onto her outstretched tongue. A few moments later I got my own sticky surprise when the stripper in front of me began to drain his balls in my face.

It was the weirdest, most emasculating yet thrilling thing I had ever done swallowing a man’s cum on my knees next to my girlfriend who was doing exactly the same thing. If she only knew that her boyfriend was secretly watching her. Of course then she would also know that her boyfriend was acting like a cum guzzling cock whore.

After the three gents had made their deposit that was pretty much the end of the festivities. There was no lesbian orgy but there had been some pretty crazy group sex. A lot of jizz had missed my mouth and landed on my face so I needed to clean up a little before making my farewell but I needed to get out of there pretty quickly since I was hoping to beat Julie home or at least arrive not too long after her.

Of course I had to go back to Karen’s house and take another pill to turn male again and get my proper clothes on so I wasn’t likely to be home first unless Julie hung around and chatted for a while or stopped for coffee or something on her way home.

Karen wanted to talk about my experience but I didn’t say much at the time. I was just too focused on getting home but I assured her that we would have a nice long chat about it later.

Somehow I did get in the door just a couple of minutes before Julie and tried to make myself seem as casual as possible. I had told her that I might go out for drinks with my buddy Josh so I had an alibi but I was glad that I didn’t have to use it.

“So how was it?” I asked in a nonchalant manner.

“It was fun as usual,” Julie replied. “There was a new girl that Karen brought who might become a member.”

“Really?”

“Yeah. I don’t know her from anywhere but I think she’d be a great addition to the club.”

“Why is that?”

“I don’t know. She just seemed really enthusiastic.”

That was about as much as Julie had ever volunteered about the book club and it made me a little suspicious. Had she figured out that I was the “new girl” and this was her way of letting me know that she was in on my game? That seemed highly unlikely. Of course Karen could have told her, but that didn’t seem like Karen at all to me. I also found it hard to believe that Julie would be playing it so cool if she knew what I had been doing tonight.

It was funny but I felt more guilty about my actions than I felt upset about hers. All of my suspicions about that book club had proven true, and I knew that Julie was fucking behind my back, yet it wasn’t crushing me like I thought it would. It was hard for me to be mad at her when I had discovered for myself what it was like to be properly fucked by a real man. And it was hard for me to complain about her cheating when I had cheated on her, albeit with another man, but we both had found pleasure with other people.

It made me wonder why she didn’t just leave me. As I said before she made more money than I did so it wasn’t a question of hanging on to my riches or something. And even after she had come home and kissed me with the same lips that had just been wrapped around another man’s cock I still felt like she cared about me.

It was probably the first time that she had come home from one of those meetings and not wanted to have sex that it didn’t bother me at all. I didn’t want to have sex either. The thought of trying to please her after she had feasted on monster cock seemed like a pretty hopeless proposition, and even worse, I was still thinking about how much I enjoyed that monster cock.


CHAPTER 6:

“Please don’t hate me. I was in kind of a tough spot being friends with both you and Julie,” Karen said when I got together with her a few days later.

“I don’t hate you and I understand your situation completely,” I said as reassuringly as possible. “I know you didn’t want to rat out Julie and I pushed you pretty hard.”

“It’s not cool that she’s doing stuff behind your back but I’m not the morality police. As long as you guys seemed happy I was hoping that you’d never find out and it wouldn’t really matter. Shit, you could be screwing around behind her back for all I know, I just really would rather not get in the middle of all that,” said Karen.

“Hey, I’m fine with it. That was a real life changing experience for me. Watching her suck another man’s cock made me horny not angry. Those guys were incredible. How could I blame her for wanting a piece of that action?” I said with a shrug.

“That’s a remarkably open-minded reaction,” said Karen.

“Well I hope you’ll have the same open-minded reaction when I tell you that I want to join that club,” I said.

“Really? I mean you seemed to be having a good time but I didn’t know that...well...you were having that good of a time.”

“Well I was. I was literally having the time of my life. I’d never felt so attractive or so spontaneous or so completely fulfilled sexually. You must know what I’m talking about. You were getting your brains fucked out too,” I said.

“Yes, I suppose I was, but I’m a girl, I’ve been getting my brains fucked out for a long time now...at least on a good night,” Karen chuckled. “You’ve always been a man. I was just hoping that you wouldn’t have too much trouble walking in the shoes I picked out for you. I never expected you to go all cock crazy.”

“But I did and I still am. You know what I did last night? I looked at pictures of dicks. All kinds of dicks. Fat, thin, average, long, stubby, cut, uncut, basically every hard cock I could find. God, they’re just so amazing!”

“Yeah, but you’ve got one. I would have figured that you were kind of familiar with the penis by now,” Karen pointed out.

“But it’s so much better when it’s somebody else’s penis and you get to enjoy it. I never had an orgasm like that before. And on my first try too! I thought it was supposed to be difficult for women to cum.”

“That depends,” said Karen. “Some women are very orgasmic and some not at all. And sometimes it depends on what you’re doing or how it’s being done to you. Those guys are very talented, and I don’t mean their dancing.”

“Did you know the clitoris has 8,000 nerve endings? That’s more than twice what a dick has. And it can trigger another 15,000 nerve endings in other parts of your body.”

“I think I recall something about that,” Karen said with a laugh.

“I looked it up last night. It’s not just my imagination. Women really are designed to have better sex. I mean multiple orgasms? Case closed right there.”

“Okay so you want to go back to the book club and get your brains fucked out again. What about Julie?”

“She can get her brains fucked out too,” I said.

“I mean you’re in a male/female relationship with her. You’re her boyfriend. You live together. Logically you might want to marry her someday. Aren’t you a little worried that this newfound cock lust might take a toll on your relationship, like in the bedroom especially?”

“Of course I’ve thought about that but I think I’m cool with it. Our relationship is definitely not built on sex and as long as Julie is getting taking care of and I’m getting taken care of I don’t see why it should ruin our friendship. If anything I feel better knowing the truth now and knowing that I can handle her being with other men without being jealous,” I said with conviction.

“Just as long as those same men are sticking their big fat cocks inside you too,” Karen added.

“Whatever it takes to make the relationship work.”

“That’s very magnanimous of you,” Karen joked.

So it was decided that I would attend the next book club as Danielle again. I honestly couldn’t wait and didn’t even mind reading the book we were supposed to read. Thinking romantic womanly thoughts suddenly seemed much more appealing to me now.


CHAPTER 7:

“Nice to see you back Danielle,” said Julie as we were mingling a bit before the official meeting got started. “I had a feeling you belonged here.”

“Well if it’s anything like last time I wouldn’t miss it for the world,” I said honestly, while of course keeping the real truth from my girlfriend.

“How do you know Karen?” asked Julie.

“Oh...we just knew each other a long time ago and then lost touch. Social media is good at reuniting old friends,” I said.

“We should hang out sometime. Maybe grab a drink. Any friend of Karen is a friend of mine. She even introduced me to my boyfriend,” said Julie.

“Oh, you have a boyfriend?”

“I’d say most of the ladies here have a husband or a boyfriend. Aren’t you seeing anyone?” Julie inquired.

“No one guy in particular,” I replied diplomatically.

“Well we’ll have to get you hooked up with someone. Karen and I know lots of guys you might be interested in, and I know they’d be interested in you. You’re very, very sexy.”

“Thanks. So are you,” I sort of mumbled.

So Julie wasn’t shy about mentioning her boyfriend but didn’t offer up any sort of details. She actually made it sound like what the women were doing there was quite commonplace, which maybe it was for all I knew. Men are usually accused of being the ones who can’t be faithful but maybe it really cut both ways more than most people cared to admit.

It was also incredibly weird to hear my girlfriend talking about hooking me up with some guy. What was even weirder was the fact that I sort of wished that I actually was the single female I was pretending to be and could take her up on her offer. I was still totally game for some sport fucking but those romance novels were making me start to feel like I needed a good bodice ripping.

This time when the meeting started I engaged more and offered some honest opinions rather than just trying to parrot what the majority seemed to be saying. I genuinely liked the book we had read and didn’t mind expressing my fondness for the title.

I was starting to feel really comfortable in this circle of women, and not just because they had seen my neatly trimmed muff. They could be just as rowdy and intoxicated as my male friends, just with wine instead of beer, but they were also very witty and amusing and supportive, even when they disagreed with someone’s opinion. I didn’t feel that sense of competition that I often felt around other guys.

When it came time for the strippers I was more than ready. I had already used my new member privilege of the “first ride” so I knew I’d have to wait my turn like the others but I was pretty sure I’d get taken care of.

Two of the three strippers were the same as before but the new guy was just as hot as the others. Now that I felt free to ogle men I enjoyed their show even more. After looking at all those dick pics online it was a real treat to see some cock in the flesh again, especially such large and juicy cock.

As much as I wanted my pussy stuffed I was also anxious to try giving head. I had already let a man ejaculate in my mouth so the big mental hurdle was already out of the way. On the other hand these guys were so huge they weren’t exactly what I’d call “starter cock” for BJ practice.

When the strippers called for three girls to get on all fours on the floor in the middle of the room Karen, Julie and I all volunteered at once and formed a line on our hands and knees. Up went the skirts and down went the panties and before I knew it I was getting humped along with my best female pal and my girlfriend. For some odd reason it felt totally right to be in that situation. It made me feel closer to my companions than I had ever felt before. Getting fucked next to my girlfriend, who was also getting fucked, almost seemed more intimate than me actually fucking her myself.

The three of us squirmed and squealed and whimpered and made quite a racket, much to the delight of those who were watching us. I’m sure we must have made quite a sight as we helplessly took a pounding from behind.

It wasn’t just beginner’s luck or the novelty value that made sex with men last time so amazing, it simply was amazing to have a big cock inside you. Penetration was such an aggressive act that you couldn’t help but be a little intimidated by it but it felt so damn good that you got over the fear very quickly.

I found it interesting that I wasn’t the only one obviously enjoying the submissive posture of the “doggy” position or that most of these women were eager to suck cock. I mean these guys were presumably prostitutes who would do whatever we wanted them to do but nobody seemed to mind that they took charge of the proceedings. Tons of men paid to get their dicks sucked because it was so hard to get it for free yet here were a bunch of hot women essentially paying to blow some stranger.

Of course these weren’t ordinary dicks they were works of art that functioned like industrial machinery. I wondered whether it was some kind of universal instinctive female thing because it sure felt right being on my knees in front of a powerful man. I didn’t know shit about what women went through in life but I imagined that there was a lot of messaging about equality and fighting against misogyny and the patriarchy and all that, which was great advice and appropriate in most situations, but I really liked letting a man have his way with me sexually.

I gladly yielded my manhood to those who were better at it than I was but Julie and Karen were both sophisticated liberated career ladies and yet they seemed just as thrilled as I was to boned in such a primitive and animalistic way. Maybe this club was kind of a release valve. A way of being “ravished” like some character in a book without having to relinquish any of their hard won equality. The strippers let them live out whatever kind of secret fantasies they had with no strings attached.

I really enjoyed hearing Julie getting off next to me. That was a sound I don’t think I ever heard her make before. It was the sound of a happy girl getting properly fucked and I felt a little ashamed that I couldn’t do that for her but glad that she had found this outlet.

As for me I was a quivering, simpering, wreck whose pussy was stretched to the max and dripping wet by the time my guy pulled out of me and moved on to service some other lucky woman. I kind of wanted to get up because the floor was hard on my knees but I kind of wanted to just stay in that position too. I felt like I was really finding myself and who I wanted to be but that was a problem since I wasn’t actually me at the moment I was some fictional woman named Danielle who had to take a pill and turn back into a man before racing home.

There was no question in my mind that I was totally hooked on this female thing, and definitely wanted to remain a member of the book club, but I also felt the urge to branch out and explore what else the world might have for me as a woman. Assuming I could figure out a way to make that happen without the real woman in my life finding out.


CHAPTER 8:

“So how do you meet guys?” I asked Karen a short time after the last book club gathering.

“You mean me personally or in general?” she replied.

“Well, I know you’re not seeing anyone at the moment but if you just wanted to go out and get your pussy pounded how would you go about it?” I said for clarification.

“I usually just meet people through my everyday normal life but I suppose I might try a dating app or just go out to a bar or a club and try to get picked up,” said Karen with a shrug. “Now if I were you I’d probably just tell some male friend that you knew what you were into and let him have at it. I’m sure you’re hot enough as a girl to be quite tempting to anyone you approach. No hassles that way either. Your secret is all up front so you don’t have to make up some bullshit backstory about your life that’s going to trip you up somewhere down the line and the guy knows that it’s just sex so no strings attached. Make one of your buddies your fuck buddy.”

“All your arguments make sense but I’d have to admit that I had this desire to be female and to have sex with men to someone I know,” I pointed out.

“I’m a friend and you told me,” said Karen.

“That’s kind of different. You’re a girl. You don’t seem to think it’s odd that I like being a girl too. If I told one of my guy friends about my secret I could end up a total laughingstock.”

“Your friends aren’t going to care how gay you are if you’re a hot chick when they’re banging you,” said Karen. “And I can’t imagine they’d want to mess up their chance to be with you again by blabbing your secret to everybody.”

I knew she was probably right. I also knew that my friends might actually get even more excited about doing me because they knew who I was and that I was really a guy. Like I said there was always a lot of competitiveness and manly one-upmanship so if I admitted that I was surrendering to their masculine superiority it would probably be quite an ego boost. Of course once I was a man again I’d always be some sort of sissy queer in their eyes but that was okay. I probably was some kind of a sissy queer. I really didn’t know what to call myself these days.

“How would I go about bringing that sort of thing up in a conversation?” I asked.

“Jesus, do I have to do everything?” Karen joked. “If I were you I would show your buddy a picture and see how he reacts to it. If he seems impressed then let him in on the secret. Being a filthy lustful man he’ll probably suggest that you should get together so he can see this Danielle for himself. He may claim that he needs to see you in person to believe your story or he may come right out and hit on you. Either way if you tell him you like getting fucked by men he’s going to want to fuck you. You know I’m right.”

I did know that she was right and I suppose I would probably have come up with a similar plan but I was having a hard time thinking straight...no pun intended. I was actually contemplating offering my body to one of my male friends for sexual gratification. That wasn’t the kind of thing that I had ever anticipated having to consider and it still seemed hard to believe that I might actually do it.

One question was who to tell. I had obviously never thought about any of my friends as potential sex partners but now that I was I got kind of tingle of excitement from it. First off I had to kind of lower my expectations a little because these were just normal guys and not hot male strippers who turned tricks on the side. Not that I didn’t have any good-looking friends but I certainly couldn’t count on them being quite so well-endowed or demonstrating the sort of virility I had experienced at the book club.

I debated whether it was better to go with a really close friend that I could count on to be discrete or maybe choose someone who was more of an acquaintance than a close personal friend just so that nothing we did would mess up any long standing relationships. I ended up kind of splitting the difference, deciding to approach an old friend that I hadn’t stayed in touch with much in recent years. His name was Eric Brown, and we had been great pals as kids, but when we got older and went away to different colleges we kind of drifted apart. I knew he still lived in the area, and I had engaged in some casual social media contact with him but I figured it might be fun to get together even if I didn’t go through with my plan.

I needed a picture to do what Karen had suggested so I popped a pill and posed in one of her bikinis. Just being Danielle again made me feel really good although I knew it was just a short session with no sex involved. Just for the hell of it we took a few more pictures, some fully dressed, some in lingerie, and even a couple of “tasteful” nudes. I enjoyed having them for my own personal amusement and they might come in handy if I ever wanted to create a profile on an online dating place.

Then I got in touch with Eric Brown and we arranged to meet for coffee in the near future. That at least gave me some time to talk myself out of showing him the pictures but I was pretty sure that nothing was going to dissuade me now.


CHAPTER 9:

Eric and I were having a great time catching up. It made me regret that we had ever let the friendship lapse, but that was often the case, especially with childhood friends. Life just takes you in different directions and somehow you never manage to get back on the same track.

“You know there is something going on in my life that I haven’t mentioned because I keep it a pretty close secret, but I know you’re good at keeping secrets and I can trust you,” I began.

“That sounds serious. You’re not going to tell me that you’re some kind of a criminal or something I hope,” Eric joked.

“Take a look at this girl,” I said as I showed him one of the bikini pictures on my phone.

“Wow, she’s really something. Is that your girlfriend?”

“No.”

“Ah...so you’re seeing this chick on the side?”

“No, that’s not it either.”

“Okay I’ll take the bait. Who is she?” asked Eric.

“It’s me,” I replied.

“Well that’s obviously not makeup and a wig,” said Eric.

“No, I take these pills that turn me completely female temporarily. I just started doing it a little while ago. My girlfriend belongs to this book club, and there was something fishy about it and I wondered whether she was using that as an excuse to fool around behind my back, so I took a pill and came to one of their meetings as Danielle,” I explained.

“And was there anything fishy about it?”

“Oh, yeah. It’s a legit book club alright, but after the formal proceedings are done they bring in these male strippers who don’t just strip, if you get my meaning,” I said.

“Wow, that must have been quite a shock to witness.”

“That’s where it gets weird. Instead of being jealous and freaked out by seeing my girlfriend with another man it just turned me on and made me join in with the rest of the ladies. To my surprise I liked it so much that I became a full member of the club,” I confessed.

“So did you always have a leaning in that direction or is there something about taking that pill that makes you act differently?” asked Eric.

“I guess it might be the pill,” I replied. “I certainly never pictured myself being interested in men...you know...sexually, but now I can’t stop thinking about it. It’s a pretty heavy secret to carry around but somehow I knew I could talk to you about it. I hoped you wouldn’t judge me too harshly.”

“No, I don’t see anything wrong with it, if it makes you happy. I guess you’re kind of cheating on your girlfriend but it sounds like she’s cheating on you too, said Eric.

“Yeah, that’s pretty much the situation.”

“You know I think I’d really like to meet you as, what did you say you call yourself, Danielle?”

“Yeah, not much of a stretch from Daniel,” I said with a chuckle, “but I think it suits the female me.”

“I think it might be really interesting to see how we got along. We don’t really know the adult versions of ourselves much anyway so it would kind of be like starting over,” Eric suggested.

“That’s a great idea. Any excuse I can find to take one of those pills is fine by me. And who knows? We might get along even better as a guy and a girl,” I said.

Karen was clever. She definitely called it. Eric didn’t come right out and suggest that we have sex but the wheels were obviously turning in his brain. When we touched base later he put forth the idea of going to dinner, which I thought was promising because it sounded more like a date to me than just doing coffee again or going for drinks.

I told Julie a partial truth, that I was going to go hang out with an old childhood friend I hadn’t seen in years, which wasn’t totally true, and obviously omitted the fact that I would be hanging out with him as a woman.

It never seemed to bother Julie if I said I was going to be out late and I wondered whether that was because she had other side action besides the book club. Fortunately I didn’t care if she did, especially since I hoped to be getting some cock, so if she took advantage of the opportunity to snag some choice dick for herself more power to her.

“I’m sorry, but it’s so hard to believe that you’re really Dan Perkins underneath that gorgeous feminine exterior,” said Eric when we were seated at our table at the restaurant he had picked out.

“Well feel free to test me. There should be plenty of things that only the real Dan Perkins would know,” I volunteered.

“Okay, in fifth grade you got really mad at me and we almost came to blows over it. What as it?” asked Eric.

“That’s easy. You called me a sissy because I wouldn’t jump off of the tall rocks into the lake,” I replied. “As it turned out you were right, I am a sissy, just not in the way you meant it.”

“It’s funny, you seem so comfortable and relaxed but I’ve kind of got the jitters,” Eric remarked.

“First date nervousness?” I teased.

“Kind of. Is this a date?”

“What do you think Eric?” I said as I placed my hand on top of his on the table.

“I think I wish you had always been like this. Who knows how different things might have been?”

“There’s no time like the present. Maybe we can make up for lost time,” I said.

I was truly astounded by how much I loved being in the female role in a dating situation. I had absolutely no experience flirting or being seductive but I felt like I could totally wrap Eric around my finger if I wanted to. It was almost too easy. Just little glances and gestures and comments. It felt like I had been doing this for years.

Then I figured that it was probably due to my confidence as much as anything else. I looked really good as a woman and I knew Eric thought so too. He was probably hard under the table, and I was tempted to find out, but I decided that was pushing things a little too much. I had no doubt in my mind that I would see Eric’s hardness tonight if I wanted to, and I couldn’t imagine any reason why I wouldn’t at this point.

After dinner we went straight back to his place. It was obvious what was going to happen and also obvious that this wasn’t a “real” date where you were out with someone you had interest in potentially being in a romantic relationship with. Once again Karen was on the money because it did make things so much easier with Eric knowing the truth about me because we could just get down to the fornicating and not have to worry about the buildup or the aftermath.

I was quickly in his arms and we were kissing, which was quite exciting because I had never kissed as a girl before. It was kind of my chance to melt into a man’s arms, like a romance novel heroine, and I found the feeling very pleasing.

Eric was surprisingly aggressive with his hands and he was squeezing my butt and groping my tits quite freely, which I naturally didn’t mind at all. Of course I didn’t know much about Eric’s sex life, since we hadn’t really been close as adults, but I remembered being jealous of him telling me that he had copped a feel with Angie Martinez. I didn’t totally believe him back then but the way he was squeezing my melons made me think that maybe he hadn’t just been bragging.

“Do you remember Angie Martinez?” I suddenly asked.

“Of course. First tits I ever touched. Small but firm,” he replied.

I reached behind my back and unzipped my dress, letting it fall to the floor. Then I unhooked my bra and cast it aside as well, leaving me in just my panties and shoes.

“How do these tits compare?” I asked.

“Baby, you’re in a different league were tits are concerned.”


CHAPTER 10:

Eric had taken me to his bed, where we both had gotten naked, and I was on my back while he sucked on my nipples and fingered my snatch. If it was hard for him to think of me as Dan, it was also kind of hard for me to think of him as the boy I knew in my youth. He had gotten bigger, and filled out nicely. I was pleasantly surprised that he even had a pretty big dick, but of course I hadn’t seen it since we had a stupid pissing contest and I had never seen it erect before.

“So do you do this with all your friends?” asked Eric.

“Well certainly not so far. You’re the first. I mean the first friend. I’m definitely not a virgin,” I said with a chuckle.

“So how does that work? You change back and forth between male and female so are you always going back to square one? I mean you obviously trim your pubic hair but do you have to do that every time you take a pill or does it just stay that way somehow?”

“That’s a really good question. It always grows back unfortunately.”

“So maybe your hymen grows back too. Maybe you’re a virgin again every time you take one of those pills,” Eric suggested.

“You know, you just might be right. So technically you might be deflowering me tonight,” I said with a grin.

“Like I would have done back in high school, maybe after the prom or some other dance. Or maybe after growing up as friends as kids it would have come as a surprise to us when we suddenly realized that there was sexual chemistry between us,” said Eric as he started to work my clit.

“You should think about writing romance novels,” I suggested. “You’ve got some good plot ideas right there.”

“I’m afraid I don’t know much about romance novels.”

“I didn’t either until I joined a romance novel book club. Now I can’t put them down.”

“It sounds like that club changed your life in a lot of ways,” said Eric.

“Oh, it did, it did. Oh...when are you going to put your big cock inside me? I don’t think I can wait much longer,” I gasped in a hoarse whisper.

“You can wait baby. If I’m going to deflower you I’m going to do it in style,” he grinned in reply.

We started kissing again while he continued to rub my clit and suddenly I could feel the signs of an orgasm coming on. My legs always seemed to get really weak and kind of shaky and I started to feel a little dizzy. Suddenly there was a strong thrust between my legs and I realized that Eric had swung over and penetrated me in one deft move.

“Ohhhhhhhhhh fucking Jesus you weren’t kidding!” I practically shouted.

An image of me as a teenage girl suddenly flashed into my head. I could practically see the prom dress neatly folded over a chair and smell the corsage. It seemed like a delightful fantasy but getting drilled by grownup Eric was an even more delightful reality.

“You’re certainly tight enough to be a virgin,” Eric commented.

“I feel like a virgin, but not in a scared, inexperienced sort of way. That doesn’t really make any sense does it? Of course a virgin is going to be inexperienced. Don’t mind me, my brain is turning to mush,” I said.

As far as lowering my expectations it turned out that I had nothing to worry about. Eric knew what the hell he was doing and he kept doing it for a long time. I wanted to show him how much I liked sucking cock but I really wanted a man to cum in my pussy for the first time so I let him finish as we were.

It felt good to hear his manly grunts as he pumped his load into my box. He had gotten me off twice, at least...it was kind of hard to keep track after the second time, and I was so happy that he was getting the relief he so justly deserved.

“Spend the night with me,” said Eric.

“Oh, I can’t baby. I’ve got to get home. I told my girlfriend I’d probably be in late but overnight would be pushing things. She’s knows I’m out with you and a sleepover with one of my male buddies would be kind of hard to explain,” I said as he held me tightly in his arms.

“Then promise me we’ll do this again.”

“Of course I promise. You were wonderful. But next time you’ve really got to let me suck your cock,” I said.

“You have my permission to suck my cock anytime you like,” he said with a chuckle.

It was hard leaving because I really did want his dick in my mouth and the thought of spending the night with him in that cozy bed was very appealing but I honestly did have to get home because Julie would be wondering what was up if I stayed out too long.

I didn’t really feel guilty about having been with someone else as much as I felt worried about how much more emotional it was to make love to a friend. At the book club the guys were just paid talent. You might see them again and you might not. Eric was someone I knew quite well and liked very much. We seemed to have just picked right up where we left off...aside from the sex stuff.

If I were a real girl who wasn’t in a relationship and that was a real date I’d probably be floating on air. I had my old friend Eric back but now it was even better because we were friends with benefits. As long as nobody did anything stupid like falling in love hopefully it would be a pleasant hobby for some time to come.


CHAPTER 11:

I continued to go to the book club, and I saw Eric again and got to enjoy the sensual delight of wrapping my lips around his big manly cock. It was kind of tricky with all the racing around and having to lean on Karen for my base of female operations and I felt like I probably needed to have some kind of a clarification of our relationship status with Julie.

We had pretty much stopped having sex but we got along great as roommates and friends.  In most respects it was a very healthy relationship, aside from the fact that we both really craved cock other than my own.

In addition to my regular diet of male strippers, and my side dish of Eric, I had convinced Karen into going out with me one night to show me what it was like getting picked up by a guy. I hated the experience from the male end of things, and always found like it felt like a suicide mission, but I was curious to see what it would be like as the one being hit on instead of the one doing the hitting.

They say the definition of insanity is doing the same thing over and over and expecting different results but trying to pick up a woman required a never say die attitude because you were bound to be shot down a number of times before you finally prevailed.

On the upside the man has time to make his decision. He can scope out the place and choose the woman he wants for his ideal bed mate or he can aim a little lower and shoot for someone who looks more obtainable, but he picks the target and makes the first move. Of course the woman controls the ultimate result of the encounter but her choice has to be made on the fly. Do you accept the drink offer? If you do are you saying that it’s okay for him to join you? How far do you string it along before you decide whether you want to swap bodily fluids with this stranger?

Karen and I looked very pretty perched on our bar stools, but I realized that we were both sitting ducks. The male gaze had been upon us since we walked into the bar and we knew that there were a lot of minds spinning away, making calculations, and possibly debating with a buddy who got which girl.

“Nothing’s happening,” I said after we had been sitting alone for longer than I had expected.

“Well with all due modesty we’re a little too hot for most men, and there are two of us which means that guys flying solo are going to be reluctant to make a move because they’re afraid we won’t want to break up the set. That means that we’re waiting for two men who have the balls to hit on two really attractive women which means that logistics have to be taken into consideration as well,” Karen explained.

“I had no idea it would be this complicated,” I said.

“Some guys don’t mind two girls because they figure it doubles their chances of picking one of them up. They’ll hit on their first choice but if that’s a cold trail they’ll switch gears to the backup tail. Why am I telling you how men pick up girls? You should know this stuff.”

“I suck at picking up girls. The only reason I have such a hot girlfriend is because you set us up,” I reminded her.

“And see how that turned out,” Karen said with a laugh. “I was thinking that you’d be happy with a beautiful and sexy woman but here you are putting your ass up for grabs hoping that some man will stick his cock in you.”

“It was a good idea on your part. Julie and I are great together...just not so much in the sack these days.”

“Prepare yourself, we’ve got two candidates about to throw their hats in the ring,” Karen whispered to me as two men in their mid to late thirties or so approached the bar where we were sitting.

“Can we get the next round for you ladies?” the taller of the two men asked.

“Please,” Karen replied.

They took that as an invitation to sit with us and I noticed the taller man sat next to me and the other one next to Karen. It was kind of cool to think that they had probably been sizing us up and trying to decide which girl was for which guy. Maybe they even fought over it or flipped a coin or something. In any case I was flattered that they had chosen us at all, because my pickup brain was still wired to think more like a man.

Every guy probably has some painful rejection story of being blown off or even insulted to his face but I couldn’t imagine being anything but polite to someone who was expressing their attraction to me, even if the feeling wasn’t mutual. Getting turned down was bad enough, there was no reason to add insult to injury as far as I was concerned.

Small talk ensued and I was doing pretty well at it I thought. I was willing to fuck either one of them but I wasn’t sure what Karen was thinking. She seemed to be into flirting with them but I didn’t know exactly how one woman signaled another about whether they wanted to hit the sheets with someone.

The answer came when Karen excused herself to go to the bathroom and nudged me to follow her. Apparently that was the safe harbor where a woman could do cosmetic maintenance and discuss intimate things, like whether or not they wanted to get boned by the available options.

“So what do you think honey?” asked Karen as she touched up her lipstick and fluffed out her hair a little.

“I like them, but I’m not all that picky,” I said.

“You probably will be someday if you keep doing this sort of thing but I’m down for a romp in the sack if you are. What are you going to do if it looks like an all-nighter?|

“No problem there. Julie is visiting her mother this weekend. That’s why I thought it would be a good time to give this pickup thing a shot,” I said.

“Well then...let’s not keep the boys waiting.”


CHAPTER 12:

“My God, you’re so gorgeous,” my tall date for the night said as we kissed and caressed on the foot of the bed.

Basically the same thing was going on in the second bed, as the two gentlemen were on a business trip and sharing a room in the hotel where the bar was located. Karen and I had of course been fucked side-by-side at the book club but we had been dressed and we weren’t with any one guy for terribly long. This was going to be a bit of a different experience but I was looking forward to it. I had never seen Karen naked before and I had always been curious about what her body looked like.

My guy was named Paul something or other, and Karen’s was named Peter. I figured you just needed a Mary to have a sixties singing group. Of course with those names you could go the biblical route as well, although I had a feeling that our conduct was probably not going to be particularly saintly.

Paul was aggressive and had my top off in no time. I started to reach around to unfasten my bra but he didn’t wait for that and just yanked it down forcefully. I thought that was a nifty move and made me feel like he was really anxious to get to work on my bosom, which he definitely was.

Tits were fucking awesome, even if they did kind of get in the way sometimes. They just stood out in front so proudly like the hood ornament on an old luxury car or the figurehead on the front of a sailing ship. They were the ultimate symbol of womanhood and a heck of a lot of fun to be played with as long as someone knew what they were doing. Paul seemed like a man who probably had a lot of boob play experience as he worked my fleshy mounds like a skilled sculptor molding clay.

“It’s hard to believe those beauties are real,” Paul commented. “They’re so perfectly shaped.”

It was funny to me that I thought the same thing the first time I touched Julie’s bare breasts. They were just so perfect I originally assumed they were implants. Now I had a rack that rivaled hers and mine were real too. At least they weren’t implants. Nothing about my female body was “real” in the sense that I had been born with it.

While Paul was fixated on my hooters I had a chance to look over at the other bed and saw what Karen and Company were up to. They seemed a little behind schedule as Karen only had one breast exposed so far, but it was a nice-looking breast I thought.

I wondered why I had never really thought of Karen in a sexual way. I certainly found her attractive but the nature of our relationship had always been more like siblings. I thought about Eric’s little fantasy scenario were childhood platonic friends grow up and discover one day that they’re hot for each other. That had never happened with us. Probably just as well. It seemed like we were better off in the roles we were in right now.

After my knockers had entertained Paul long enough I decided it was time to get a look at his junk. I slipped out of his grasp and onto the floor where I proceeded to unfasten his pants. As much as he may have enjoyed toying with my boobs I knew he was going to enjoy what I had in store for him even more.

Once I had his belt unbuckled and his pants unzipped I pulled his trousers off of him completely. Then he stood up to remove his shorts, which caused his very erect penis to pop right in my face, which was where it was headed anyway, so I just grabbed it and started stroking.

Paul sat back down on the bed and leaned back, resting on his elbows, while I went to work on his prick. He was nicely equipped but not so big as to pose any real challenge to me by this point so I treated him to some serious cock sucking, going all the way down to his balls.

“Ah, that’s good baby...that’s very, very good,” Paul moaned as I continued to suck away.

I liked feeling that I was really good at sex, something I rarely experienced as a man. Maybe that’s why I loved giving head so much, because it was a skill I was learning to master rather quickly and kind of set me apart from other women who resisted or outright refused to suck cock. It wasn’t pushing the same physical buttons as being fucked but mentally it stimulated the hell out of me. Sometimes these days I literally sucked my thumb while watching porn just to get that fleshy feeling in my mouth again.

A quick glance over at Karen showed me that she had not gone the blowjob route and was now on all fours getting a good thumping from Peter. I couldn’t really watch, as appealing as that sounded, because I had a dick going up and down my throat but it was exciting to see Karen naked like that and being stuffed by a man.

All of the ladies in the book club seemed to really enjoy sex, which made me feel better about my incredible horniness. I guess it’s just natural that girls would love sex, even though there was definitely a double-standard where that was concerned. It was cool for men to want to fuck anything that moved but women who liked to play around were sluts. That wasn’t the end of the world because what did I care if someone thought of me as a slut as long as I was having a good time? And all those horny men needed somewhere to deposit all that cum they were constantly producing and I was quite a willing receptacle.

Paul put a very healthy dose of semen into my mouth, which went right down my throat and into my stomach. Around the same time Peter blasted his wad into Karen’s snatch and there was a little period of awkwardness as no one had specified whether this was a get your cum and go situation or whether we were going to have a slumber party.

“So, do you gentlemen have to get up early for a meeting or to catch a flight or something or should we order room service and give you time to recover?” asked Karen, taking the bull by the horns.

Peter grinned and handed the room service menu to Karen.

“Order whatever you like ladies but don’t be surprised if you don’t get a chance to finish it all. We’ve been known to bounce back pretty quick,” said Peter.

“Well then, maybe just a bottle of champagne,” Karen suggested.

Karen had me go to the door buck naked when the champagne arrived and the guy was so astonished he didn’t quite know what to do. I offered him a tip but he just smiled.

“Not necessary ma’am. You just made my whole shift,” he said as he gave me one more appreciative glance and left us with our bubbly.


CHAPTER 13:

The guys weren’t just bragging as they were both sporting impressive erections much quicker than I could ever have done, but that perhaps shouldn’t have been too surprising to me because the more often I became female the more I realized just how inferior as a man I really was in the bedroom department.

That wasn’t as depressing as it might have been because I knew that Julie was getting taken care of on the side, and personally I was much better suited to being a woman in bed than a man. I could admit that because it was so obviously true and no amount of rationalizing would change that.

It had been fun spending the night with a man and I wondered whether I should have used my free opportunity to be with Eric, but that was dangerous because if we spent too much time together I was afraid that we might start something romantically that we could never finish. Plus I wanted to experience being picked up, and that had worked out wonderfully well.

Even though my double life seemed to be working out smoothly I felt like I had to tell Julie and give her the chance to be free. I was certainly willing to let her find her pleasure outside of the book club, but it did question the foundation of our relationship and she needed to know what a cock sucking little queer she was living with.

I was going to tell her at the next book club meeting but she sort of beat me to the punch.

“Honey, could you run by a convenience store on your way home and pick up some milk? I totally forgot to get it when I was out earlier,” said Julie is a very casual way.

“Huh?” I mumbled in amazement.

“And don’t worry about rushing home. Just take your time and bring the milk, if you don’t mind,” she said.

“So you...you know about me?” I stammered.

“Yes darling, I’ve known about you for a while now. And don’t bother turning back into Dan on my account. We should probably sit down and have a nice chat, woman to woman.”

Had I slipped up somewhere, had she guessed, or had Karen ratted me out? It didn’t really matter because I was going to tell her anyway but it still hit me right between the eyes. Julie knew that I was Danielle and yet she just went along with it anyway. What the hell did that mean?

I was so confused and distracted I actually drove past the convenience store and had to double back when I realized I hadn’t gotten the milk Julie asked for. I had taken her suggestion and remained female, which felt like quite a relief, although I wasn’t sure what this woman to woman chat was going to be like.

Since I hadn’t stopped to change back into my male self I actually beat her home, even with the stop for dairy products on the way. I just kind of paced about nervously until I heard the door open and Julie walked inside.

“I got the milk,” I said lamely, not knowing what else to say.

“Thank you,” she replied as she set her purse down. “Why don’t we sit in the living room? Should I fix us a couple of drinks?”

“No, I think I’ve done enough drinking tonight. I want to be at least a little clear headed for this conversation,” I replied.

“Don’t look so worried. Everything is going to be fine,” said Julie reassuringly as she came over and sat next to me on the couch. “I must say you definitely had me fooled.”

“So what gave me away?” I asked.

“Karen told me.”

“She what?”

“Now don’t be too hard on her. She wanted to stay out of it but apparently you’ve been branching out and being Danielle outside of the book club, and leaning on Karen for help. I think she saw enough to know what you really want,” said Julie.

“I want us to be together,” I said softly.

“So do I darling, but you obviously want to be a woman and I don’t have a problem with that. In fact I think it solves a lot of problems, don’t you?”

“But...you like men,” I pointed out.

“And so do you, apparently. So the answer to that seems to be that we should both fuck men. Together, separately, however you think it works best,” said Julie.

“But still live together?”

“Why not? You’re a great friend, you’re very neat and organized, and you’re the best damn roommate I’ve ever had. So instead of going through the motions of trying to be the typical couple why not expand our horizons? Think of how much fun we could have as female roomies. Sharing the chores, sharing clothes, sharing cock. I’ve seen you in action baby and you are one horny little bitch, and I mean that as a compliment,” Julie said with a laugh. “We’ll just put all the sneaking around behind us and call it even. From now on men are on the menu for both of us.”

“Should we make some kind of rules?” I asked.

“I suppose. The main thing is use common sense and try to be honest with each other,” Julie suggested.

“Well, what if we meet some guy and we really like him?” I asked.

“I don’t see why we couldn’t have boyfriends. I mean we’re not married we’re just living together and it’s a long way from having a boyfriend to tying the knot and moving out,” said Julie.

“Would we still sleep in the same room?”

“Sure. But it might not be a bad idea to fix up the guest bedroom a little, in case we both want to entertain guests on the same night,” said Julie.

“So how often do you expect me to be female?” I inquired.

“All the time honey. Why not?” Julie replied.

“What about work?”

“You’ve always said that you could work from home if you wanted to,” Julie reminded me.

“What about my friends?”

“Oh, they’re going to love you this way, trust me.”

“What about my family?”

“They’ll get used to it.”

“I don’t know, this sounds like a pretty big leap,” I said.

“There’s no reason to be a pussy over the fact that you like having a pussy. Being Danielle seems to bring out the best in you. Why not be the best person you can be?” said Julie.

It seemed like a great idea, in theory, but I worried about the practical realities of trying to actually carry it out in real life. Since my relationship with Julie had become less and less about sex it did make sense for us to be more like roommates, and the fact that we could enjoy men together meant that we might have a more intimate relationship than before despite being with other sex partners. And I loved the idea of not having to sneak around to hide my secret from Julie and thought of spending more time as Danielle in general was also pretty appealing.

On the other hand I didn’t feel ready to just declare myself female to the world and take whatever slings and arrows came my way. Julie was probably right that my male friends would love the new me, but only because they would want to fuck me, which might be really cool or really lame. My family would probably be confused and work probably didn’t need to know what gender I was if I worked remotely and only came into the office when necessary.

Since I didn’t really see any better alternative I agreed to give the new arrangement a shot. Only time would tell whether that was the right move or a total disaster. The jury was still out on the final verdict.


CHAPTER 14:

“This is Gary, and this Randy. Guys, this is my roommate Danielle. Isn’t she just adorable?” said Julie to the two gentlemen who had come to pick us up.

We were only about a week into Project Girly and Julie had already set us up on a double date with a couple of her co-workers. They were both quite fine specimens of manhood, as far as I could tell, and I certainly wouldn’t have expected Julie to have produced anything less. I wondered whether she had been fucking one or both of them behind my back but I put that thought out of my mind quickly. That was the past and this was the present and the important thing was that we would both be fucking one of these guys tonight.

Gary was my date and he was incredibly handsome and even though he was dressed up I got the impression that he had a pretty nice body. Randy was probably a little more on the cute side, with really sexy blonde hair, but both of them were pretty big men and I had a feeling that they were probably sporting pretty big packages between their legs as well.

I was the odd woman out as the other three worked together and it was only natural that they would talk about things and people I didn’t know anything about, but Gary did his best to pull me into the conversation and showed me a lot of attention.

We went dancing afterwards, but not at a typical nightclub. There was a place Julie and I had gone a couple of times that featured a swing band and ballroom dancing. It was very elegant and romantic and I was pretty light on my feet but I’d had to take some lessons from Julie on how to follow instead of lead and how to dance in a dress.

Gary was very graceful and I could tell he had done this kind of dancing before. Maybe with Julie for all I knew. In any case I felt quite snug in his arms as we twirled around the dance floor to some old standards.

After tripping the light fantastic it was time to fuck. Certainly no surprise there since sex was the ultimate reason we had gotten together. What did surprise me a little was that we didn’t go back to our place. Instead I got in Gary’s car and went back to his pad and Randy took Julie home in his car.

I had never been in this situation before, at least experiencing it from the female perspective, and it was kind of exciting. Gary, on the other hand, certainly seemed like a man who was used to entertaining ladies in his home. He was very smooth and charming and exuded a confident attitude.

“Julie’s told me a lot about you,” said Gary as he took a seat next to me on the couch and we sipped some wine.

“Don’t believe everything she says,” I joked.

“Well it was all very complimentary, I assure you,” said Gary.

“Like I said, don’t believe everything she says,” I repeated.

“She said you were very beautiful and very sexy and she was right about that,” said Gary as he “casually” slipped his arm around my shoulder.

“Okay, what else did she say?” I asked.

“She said you were a good dancer, which you are.”

“At least I didn’t step on your toes.”

“She also said you were very passionate,” said Gary as he was leaning over to kiss me.

“Well I’m definitely enthusiastic at least,” I said after we kissed.

I put my wine glass down, stood up, unzipped my dress, and let it fall to the floor. I was wearing a dress that didn’t allow for a bra so I was just in my panties and shoes as I climbed onto his lap and rubbed my tits in his face before he took charge of my bosom and went to town on my knockers.

It was all so instinctive to me. The moves, the gestures, even the conversation. It was like I had just been waiting in the wings for my chance to go on stage in the role of a lifetime. It seemed ironic that the only reason I discovered my female side was because I was paranoid about my girlfriend possibly cheating on me and now we were going out with men on double dates and freely fucking whoever we wanted.

As Gary squeezed one of my boobs and sucked on my nipple he stuck a hand into my panties, which wasn’t hard to do because I was wearing basically a skimpy thong, and began fingering me. After giving Gary a suitable amount of time to warm me up I swung into action by slipping down onto the floor and getting his dick out of his pants.

“Did she also tell you that I absolutely love sucking big hard cocks?” I asked sweetly as I slowly stroked his shaft and looked up at him, batting my eyelashes.

“She didn’t specifically mention that,” Gary replied.

“Must have slipped her mind,” I said as I opened my mouth and took his rod between my lips.


CHAPTER 15:

It had turned out to be a pretty fantastic date, even if it was more of a setup excuse for us to have sex with a couple of hot guys. It was certainly better than any of my other male first date experiences had been, but of course I usually didn’t get laid on a first date as a man.

Since we had all night I had finished Gary on the couch, and let him cum in my mouth, which seemed to please and impress him. Then we moved to his bedroom and went through a variety of positions before calling it a night. I was going to ask him if he had ever fucked Julie but then I decided there wasn’t any point in that. If they had they had, and if they hadn’t, and she wanted to fuck him I’d be perfectly fine with that. I might want a taste of her blonde boy toy sometime.

Usually when Julie and I went to bed together we just slept, which was pretty much what we had been doing anyway for some time, but one night she kind of shocked me by reaching into a box and producing an enormous double-headed dildo. I think I kind of shrieked and then we both giggled wildly while she waved the giant monster around.

“Look, I’m not sure exactly how this works but I thought it might be fun to give it a try,” she said.

“Hell yeah,” I chirped. “Get on your back and pull your legs up.”

“How do you know what to do?” asked Julie.

“Lesbian porn,” I replied as I took the double-dong from her hand.

“And they say porn isn’t educational,” Julie said with a laugh as she pulled her nightgown off and lay on her back as instructed.

“Okay there are a number of ways to do this but this is one of the easier ways,” I said as I rubbed one end of the dildo up and down her slit until I let it push all the way into her pussy.

I just fucked her with the dildo for a time while she rubbed her clit and then I decided to mount the beast myself. I got on my back, held the dildo against my snatch, and kind of scooted towards Julie so that the rubber dick went deep inside me. Once it was nice and secure I put one of my legs over one of Julie’s legs and we were ready to ride.

“Okay, now just start fucking,” I said.

It seemed to work best when we got in a rhythm together, but that was kind of hard to do because the thing was slippery and we were both pretty slippery ourselves in no time.

“I didn’t know you were a big lesbian,” I joked as I looked at Julie gyrating on her end of the unit.

“Well I didn’t know you were a closeted tranny until recently,” she joked back.

“Hey, we prefer transgender...I think. I’m still trying to figure it all out.”

As I mentioned earlier Julie had hinted at some sort of lesbian thing back in college but it seemed like a lot of college girls experimented with that sort of thing at some point. I knew that she masturbated with sex toys, and I had been getting into that myself lately, but I wasn’t sure whether this was some kind of a test or a turning point in our relationship or just a night of naughty fun. We both were big cock hounds but I didn’t mind the idea of fooling around with Julie as well. Since I seemed to do just about everything better as a woman maybe I’d be able to satisfy her better as well.

We started out just kind of laughing and giggling about how silly it was to be stuck together by a big piece of latex but pretty soon the laughter turned to soft moans and whimpers as we were both getting pretty seriously stimulated. After a while the moans got louder and we started fucking faster and faster until we both had an orgasm at almost the exact same moment. It was a really incredible feeling to get off with Julie simultaneously and definitely nothing we had ever experienced as a male/female couple.

After climaxing we kind of spontaneously got in a 69 position and licked our wet pussies with great enthusiasm. I had gone down on Julie many times so it wasn’t a new sensation for me but I wondered what she was thinking as she lapped at the gash of someone who used to be her boyfriend.

In any case the toy was judged a rousing success and I had a feeling we’d break it out again in the future and maybe try some more complicated positions like butt-to-butt.


CHAPTER 16:

The more time I spent as a woman the more “natural” it seemed to feel to the extent that whenever I turned male again it always took more adjustment than it did when I turned back to being female. Feminine gestures, movements and even thoughts seemed to stay with me now when I was a man, which was odd because I had never been overtly effeminate in my behavior before.

When I embarked on this crazy scheme I never imagined how addicted I would become to being female but I suppose if I dug deep enough I could find an explanation, although I didn’t really care to. What difference did it really make anyway? I knew what life was like as a man and I knew what it was like as a woman, or at least I was learning rapidly, and to me there was no comparison. I was just flat out better at being a woman than a man.

As for my relationship with Julie it was fantastic. We got along so well as two girls living together that it was hard to remember sometimes that we had started out as a male/female couple. It was great not to constantly feel paranoid and insecure. If she went out on a date with some guy I wasn’t jealous I just wanted to hear all the juicy details when she got home. And she seemed to feel the same way about me. She was a tremendous help to me in choosing the right attire or applying the right makeup for any given situation. Fortunately we could wear a lot of the same clothes so I didn’t have to invest a fortune in a new wardrobe right away but my side of the closet was getting filled with girl stuff anyway because we both loved to go shopping as a hobby.

Sexually we played with each other on occasion but I didn’t feel like either one of us really wanted to be in a lesbian relationship full-time. Two girls could get each other off quite easily but we both craved male companionship and the incredible feeling of completeness that came from having a cock inside you.

I was still trying, not too successfully, to keep Eric from becoming my regular “boyfriend” but I suppose something like that was probably inevitable. My fear initially was that he would fall in love with a fantasy girl named Danielle who didn’t really exist and could never completely fulfill his needs in a relationship but now I was more worried about what that might do to my relationship with Julie.

As long as we were just two fun-loving gals out on the prowl our cozy little living arrangement was secure but if one of us got really serious about a guy the party would probably come to an end. Just as Julie and I had moved in together when we felt like we were dedicated enough to take that next step it seemed likely that there would come a day where one of us would want to do the same thing with some man and that was a hard thing to think about because finding someone you could genuinely live with seemed harder than finding someone you could love.

Of course Eric had his own thoughts on the matter and brought them up one day when we were basking in the afterglow of some seriously great lovemaking.

“Not that I’m trying to pressure you into some big decision or something but I was wondering whether you ever considered the long-range implications of being female,” he said as he gently stroked my hair and gazed deeply into my eyes.

“Sometimes,” I replied coyly. “I mean, at this point I can’t imagine ever not being a woman ever again, if that’s what you mean.”

“I mean have you considered never being a man ever again?” he replied.

“Is that something that you would want?” I asked.

“Of course that’s something that I would want but the question is whether you want that.”

“I never planned on us falling in love you know. It was my friend Karen’s suggestion that I should fuck my friends because they would know my situation and the limitations that went with it and I wouldn’t have to constantly be worried about slipping up on my phony story.”

“And have you fucked lots of your friends?” asked Eric.

“No, just you.”

“I’m flattered. I’m sure a lot of your friends would love to be where I am right now.”

“For the sake of full disclosure I should say that while I haven’t fucked any of my other friends, well male ones that is, I have had a fair amount of random dick,” I said.

“That doesn’t surprise me at all, not that I’m saying you’re some kind of a slut or something but…”

“No, that’s okay, I am. I call myself that all the time,” I said with a chuckle.

“You’re a beautiful woman who obviously likes to have sex and is getting kind of a late start in finding that out. That doesn’t seem very slutty to me, it seems like perfectly logical behavior,” said Eric.

“I’m glad you’re not scared off by my wild antics but I did think you should know. You should also know that nobody makes love to me like you do. You make me tingle all over when you’re inside me. I feel like we have a real connection that goes beyond the physical. I know I’ve been trying to downplay that but when I see that look in your eyes I have a feeling that you feel the same way,” I said.

“You must know that I’m crazy about you baby. I’d say it more but you always seem a little uncomfortable when I try to,” said Eric.

“I know. I just don’t want you to get hurt because I’m in such a weird situation and I don’t know how it’s going to play out,” I told him. “I definitely love you and could imagine a future together with you but I also love Julie, although in a different way than I used to, and I love the life I’m living right now with her.”

“Hey, there’s no rush. We didn’t see each other for years and we picked up again as if no time had passed at all,” Eric pointed out.

“Well I think all the fucking kind of helped that,” I joked.

“Look, you weren’t born with a woman’s body and you weren’t raised as a girl but obviously there has been something very female about you inside that you never had the chance to discover before. Now it’s been unleashed and you want to explore the possibilities. I understand that. I also think that there’s something really special between us and I think it can survive no matter how wild and slutty your adventures are at the moment. I guess I’m just kind of pragmatic about that. I want you in my life but I want you to do whatever makes you happy. So just let me love you openly and honestly whenever we’re together and I’ll try not to think too much about what you’re doing the rest of the time.”


CHAPTER 17:

After speaking with Eric I felt both great and kind of guilty. I was happy to know that I could have Eric as my boyfriend and still live with Julie and go to the book club and do all the screwing around I wanted but it also seemed a little unfair to Eric. Of course he was free to be with other women but that didn’t seem to be very much on his mind. I suppose if I had been forced to choose on the spot I would have chosen Eric but at least this gave me a little more time to work things out in my head.

I knew that I would never have sex as a man again. The thought of it was actually kind of repulsive to me, which was weird since I still liked having sex with girls, but if there was a cock in the bed I wanted it inside me not hanging down between my legs.

As far as being a woman 24/7 for the rest of my life I was ready to embrace that too, although I didn’t look forward to all of the hassle involved in making the transition legal. Any sense of shame or embarrassment had long since faded away. Looking back on it now I realized how silly it was to even care that my friends and associates might think I was some kind of a sissy queer. So what if I was? Becoming a woman had made me happier than anything else I had ever experienced in my life. It wasn’t worth throwing that away just to protect some kind of “image” of myself that was no longer valid.

Julie was very supportive throughout everything. I don’t know if most girlfriends would have been so open-minded about discovering that their boyfriend liked sucking cock as much as they did but our relationship had never been built on sex anyway so we had found a better arrangement as female roommates.

She was also very supportive of my relationship with Eric, perhaps in part because she was getting kind of serious about a guy named Robert, who was an old flame she bumped into one day and found that they were both interested in rekindling the fire.

Robert seemed like a really cool guy, and needless to say he was handsome as hell, so I felt happy for her. Robert and Eric also seemed to get along really well so it made it easy for us to all hang out together or go on double-dates.

Both Eric and Robert knew that Julie and I occasionally fooled around with each other, and strippers at the book club, but neither of them had ever made any suggestion about wanting to get a little kinky with us. When we went on a double-date one of us usually took their man home while the other went the their guy’s place. That is until we decided to take a little weekend getaway together and decided to all share a two-bedded room.

We had been out club hopping, and dancing, and probably doing a little too much drinking because by the time we got back to the room we were all feeling a bit frisky. When we were out dancing we had switched partners a couple of times, and I had danced with Julie for the guy’s entertainment, but now that we were about to get undressed in front of each other I had the definite feeling that the boys might be up for a little partner swapping away from the dance floor.

I whispered a suggestion in Julie’s ear and she seemed game so we started hugging and kissing while we took each other’s dresses off in front of the guys. Once the dresses were off the underwear followed shortly behind as we intensified our kissing and caressing.

Julie then took me over to one of the beds and had me sit on the edge of it with my legs spread open so that she could get on her knees in front of me and lick my pussy. The guys were watching with rapt attention and I could tell from their expressions that they were both getting super horny.

“Well don’t just stand there boys,” I said in mock impatience. “Let’s get those cocks to work.”

It didn’t take long for Eric and Robert to shed their clothes and they were both indeed quite hard, as I had imagined they would be. The only question that remained was where they were going to stick those big beautiful cocks.

I noticed them kind of hesitating so I beckoned to Robert to come over and stand next to me. Once he did I grabbed his dick and started stroking it before stuffing it in my mouth hungrily. That was the cue for Eric to have a go with Julie so he lifted her up so that she was standing bent over, supporting her arms on my legs, as she continued to feast on my muff as Eric stuffed her pussy from behind.

I don’t know if anything would have ever happened if we had all been totally sober and just sitting around discussing the idea of partner swapping but under the right circumstances I suppose just about anything is possible. I don’t want to say that it was inevitable that we all would end up naked in the same bed but it was certainly not all that surprising.

With my head turned to blow Robert I could only glance out of the corner of my eye at Eric banging Julie but it looked just as hot as I imagined it would. I loved having Robert do me doggy style so it was kind of interesting to see what was going on with Eric when he was humping a chick’s butt. He looked very serious, like a craftsman really focused on his work. Julie had a great ass so I’m sure he enjoyed the view as he looked down at her her perfect booty.

Perhaps weirdest of all as I watched Eric drilling my roommate was that I thought about how much I truly loved him. Cocks and pussies were pretty interchangeable when you got right down to it. Just a pole and a hole. And Robert’s dick didn’t really taste all that different than Eric’s but there was a difference when I puckered up for Eric’s pecker. It “meant” more to me to make him happy so I could appreciate the happiness he was getting even though his cock was jammed way up into another woman’s snatch. Of course the fact that the woman he was fucking also happened to be eating me out like some lesbian love guru probably made me feel especially generous. That and the booze.

A lot of that night is honestly kind of blurry to me now but I do remember a point where the boys were stretched out on their backs on the same bed and Julie and I were bouncing up and down giddily on their rods. Periodically someone would call out “switch” and with much giggling and ass slapping we would scramble off our current partner and mount the other man. Sometimes we rode facing them, and sometimes we went reverse cowgirl, and one time we ended up with one of us doing it one way while the other did the opposite.

After a while the giggling gave way to serious whimpering, as it so often does, when we had reached a point where the silly fun had turned into some righteous fucking. I won’t say who held out the longest but both of the boys were total studs that night. There was hard cock in abundance and plenty of jizz on tap, and when there wasn’t it just gave us girls the chance to show what we could do on our own.

Somehow we ended up each sleeping with our own mate but it didn’t really matter that much by that time. We hadn’t done it because we were getting bored with our partners or because our sex life needed spicing up. We had just done it because it seemed like a really fun thing to do. And believe me...it was.


CHAPTER 18:

Our intoxicated hotel swingers party planted a seed (not in a pregnancy sort of way) that began to take root as it became more and more obvious that the four of us got along like gangbusters and could function outside of the norms of society. When Julie and I decided to move in together our combined incomes allowed us to get a really nice place that neither one of us probably could have afforded on our own. When the idea popped up that maybe we should all get a place together it just upped the ante as far as real estate was concerned.

I’d be living with Eric but I’d still be Julie’s roommate. I really had no idea whether we would adopt some kind of “anything goes” sex partnering but at least I knew that it was no big deal if I wanted to walk around the house in my underwear or something.

We did talk about the book club and offered the guys a “boy’s night out” hall pass if they wanted to hit up a strip club or do whatever while we were off being dirty little girls with our literary loving friends. It seemed like the fair thing to do.

I was so happy that the new me wasn’t as jealous and paranoid as the old me but that was kind of ironic because if I hadn’t been so suspicious of Julie and her “book club” I never would have become the new me that I loved being so much.

I’m sure that to a lot of people the idea of two unwed couples with loose boundaries sharing a home together probably sounded kind of funky and unconventional but so was having a chemically induced pussy so there really wasn’t much of a rule book for us to follow. In time maybe we’d settle down into a more normal lifestyle but I was very happy with the style of my life as Eric and I went shopping for a nice big bed that would hopefully be sturdy enough to handle whatever, and whoever we wanted to do in it.

It wasn’t quite the scenario that would have likely made it into any of the romance novels that I was now totally hooked on but it was still extremely romantic to me. Unlike those novels I also couldn’t say “they lived happily ever after” because there was no way to know what sort of twists and turns lay ahead in our future, which was okay because I could always retreat to my world of fiction whenever I needed a tidy ending with guaranteed eternal romantic success.


AUTHOR’S NOTES:

I started this one and then went on to some other things and kind of forgot about it until I was doing a little file maintenance on my computer and I’m glad I dug it up and finished it off. I always enjoy stories where the boyfriend and girlfriend, or husband and wife, realize that they work better together as two women.

I also like stories where a bunch of ladies have a club or a group that’s not exactly what it appears to be. I think a lot of women sort of need an excuse, like a bachelorette party, to really cut loose and be as wild as they would probably like to be more of the time. Or maybe I just know a lot of really horny sluts. (A club that I will always be a proud member of.)
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