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CHAPTER 1:

“That’s it baby you’re looking good,” said the man seated in a chair across the room from me. “Now spread those legs open wide and let me see that pretty pink pussy.”

I brushed a stray strand of hair off my face and opened my legs so that the man could get a clear view of my snatch.

“That’s the ticket. Now touch yourself. Spread those lips for me...yeah like that...don’t be afraid to feel inside, feel how good it is,” said the man who remained seated. “Now rub your clit. Good girl. Doesn’t that feel nice?”

“Uh huh,” I replied softly as I felt warm tingles all over my body.

The man let me play with myself for a while, which felt amazing, but he never got up or even leaned forward in his chair.

“Now dance for me,” said the man.

“Why?” I asked.

“So that you can feel how your body moves, and maybe because I think it would be hot to see you dancing,” the man shot back.

“You pick the music,” I said as I got off the bed and stood in front of the man.

Soon a tune started to play, that I didn’t recognize, but it had a good beat to it so I started to move my shoulders and swivel my hips a little.

“More with the hips. See how far you can make them sway. Yeah, that’s it...now let’s your arms flow...damn that’s hot!” said the man.

I think I might have actually blushed a little at his praise and it made me get more adventurous with my moves. Before too long I was shaking my booty and flaunting my boobs as I strutted around the bedroom like a professional stripper. It was so out of character for me, which is perhaps why I found it so liberating and arousing.

“Okay you can get on the bed baby and spread those legs again,” said the man as he began to undress. “Go ahead and touch yourself some more. I want you nice and wet when I stick it in you.”

I watched the man rather carefully removing his clothes and neatly placing them on top of the dresser. Then my eyes went straight down between his legs because he was sporting a rather impressive erection. As he walked towards the bed I felt tingles again, but these were tingles of excitement running down my spine. Soon the man was between my legs and took over the job of feeling me up.

“Very wet indeed, very nice,” said the man as he licked his fingers after probing my insides for a while. “Let’s see how flexible you are.”

“I’m not a gymnast you know,” I mildly protested.

“No, but let’s see how far we can get those legs to go back...just for fun.”

The man started pushing my legs back and I was actually kind of amazed at how easily they seemed to fold back against my body. They were pretty much lined up with my head, which caused my pelvis to raise up from the mattress. The man told me to use my hands to keep my legs in that position and I had never felt so exposed in my life. I tried to see what the man was doing down between my legs but in my trussed up position it was kind of difficult to do. Then I didn’t have to look because I could feel his very hard cock sliding into me.

“Oh wow...oh that’s so...wow...fuck...wow,” I said as he began to slowly thrust inside my box.

“Yeah baby, you know you like it when I do that,” said the man who picked up the pace.

I was starting to really get into it when the man suddenly stopped thrusting.

“Uh oh...uh oh...oh...oh...oh shit,” the man groaned as he began to ejaculate. “Oh baby I am so sorry, I’m so, so, sorry. I guess I just got a little too excited.”

“Hey, that’s okay,” I said as I put my legs back into a more human posture. “Now you know what I have to deal with every time we do it. It’s not as easy as it looks.”

You would be forgiven if you had jumped to the conclusion that I was some sort of adult entertainer or sex worker and that the man in the chair was a picky client but in reality we were husband wife, only at that moment my wife Sharon was the prematurely ejaculating man and I, the husband Bob Patterson, was the women who had received the early emission.

This miracle of science was the result of us having each taken a temporary gender changing pill. That part was easy. The reason why we did it is a little more complicated.


CHAPTER 2:

Sharon and I have been married for almost five years now and somewhere along the line we decided that we weren’t going to wait for the sex to go completely stale and then desperately try to find a way to spice it up. Five years is a long time to sleep with the same person and if you haven’t experienced that personally just ask someone who has.

I think our first attempt at keeping it spicy was a partner swapping key party. That’s where the men all toss their car keys in a bowl at the beginning of the party and then at the end the women would reach into the bowl and go home with whoever the keys belonged to. That sort of thing has been around for ages but it was new to us and very exciting. I ended up with a very pretty blonde schoolteacher named Sylvia and my wife ended up with a proctologist named Jason, and before you ask, yes they did have anal sex, something I still make jokes about to this very day.

We went to a private sex club one time and just sort of wandered around sampling whatever was available. Another time we got invited to what we thought was a normal dinner party but when it turned into a mini orgy we just shed our clothes and jumped in.

Our first home experiment was when my wife invited one of her friends, a lovely girl named Crystal, to come share our bed for a night. After a little wine, and a little awkward conversation, and a lot more wine we finally all got in bed together and I think everyone had a pretty good time. It was very sexy seeing my wife with another woman, and it was a great thing to watch in between erections, and Crystal was a very fuckable woman.

Unfortunately Crystal obviously had some regrets about her participation and started blowing my wife off whenever she tried to call or see her. They had been good friends for quite a while but I guess that maybe having had each other’s pussies in their mouths Crystal couldn’t look at Sharon quite the same way.

At that point we decided that our future adventures should be populated from strangers recruited on the Internet. The important thing to us was that we didn’t feel like we had to do something kinky in order to have sex. Quite often an adventurous thing would lead to a period of really great monogamous sex and then when the timing seemed right or the opportunity presented it we did something wild again.

Sometimes we did the hotwife thing where some jacked stud with a big dick would come and rail my wife while I watched or recorded it on my phone. And I will freely admit that one time I licked another man’s cum out of Sharon’s pussy. Usually if it seemed like one of us had gotten a better deal out of the experience we would try to indulge in a fantasy that the other one especially wanted to try. It was a very equal thing in that respect.

One of the most extreme things we ever did was having a three-way with a bisexual man. We did a lot of things that you would probably expect from two men double teaming a woman but I also kissed the guy a few times and he sucked my cock. That’s kind of the thing about adventurous sex, there’s a tendency to keep pushing the envelope. Fortunately I didn’t feel any shame or need to run off to an analyst to assure me that I really wasn’t gay. I had an intimate encounter with a man and I wasn’t struck by lightning and the sky didn’t collapse on us.

Which is why I was not panicked when my wife and I started discussing a rather unusual sex club that we had just heard about. It had the basic elements of a partner swapping party, which we were no strangers to, but with a heavy layer of anonymity and a serious twist. It was called a swapping club but “swapping” had a double meaning in that not only would partners swap but everybody there would also have swapped genders first.

I was comfortable with that. I had never given a ton of thought to being a woman and never dressed like a woman, even for Halloween, but who hasn’t ever wondered what it would be like to be the opposite sex? And why do you do things like partner swapping? To try something new and different. And the more you do that the harder it is to find new things to try so gender swapping it was.

The club had recommended getting some pills and trying them out before signing up, which seemed like a prudent suggestion, and was the reason my wife and I were attempting to have sex in unfamiliar roles. I’m sure I would have enjoyed it more if she had kept it up a little longer but I also did feel like she would appreciate my efforts more in the future knowing that an erection is a very fragile thing that can come and go at the most inopportune moments.

As for me I certainly got a very good feeling about how things might shake down. My female body seemed super sensitive and wired for pleasure. I wasn’t used to things like my nipples having any real value in a sexual situation but even a little teasing and tweaking seemed to produce big results as a woman.

Sharon and I planned to practice a few more times before taking the plunge and laying down the bucks for membership but I got the feeling that her early exit from the race was giving her second thoughts.

“Don’t stress over it,” I said comfortingly. “Stress is a definite boner killer.”

“I know, but I don’t want to go to this thing and have some hot chick all ready to go and then I’m jumping the gun before I even get it out of my pants,” said Sharon. “Was it any good for you?”

“Sure it was, I had a great a time,” I said.

“Are you being honest or lying because you’re a woman now and that’s what we do?”

“Maybe a little of both,” I said with a giggle.

“Damn, it is so hard to be mad at you when you’re a girl,” said Sharon. “You’re just so darn cute.”

“Don’t act like you haven’t used that to your advantage a number of times,” I teased.

“Do you think we might be making a mistake by doing this?” Sharon suddenly asked.

“No, why?”

“I mean whatever we’ve done in the past we were always ourselves. We were trying all sorts of different things but at the end of the day you were always a man and I was always a woman. Now that’s going to be reversed, and we’re going to have new names, and we’re going to be hooking up with anonymous strangers that we had no choice in selecting. What if one of us loves the change and the other hates it? Or what if we both love it and don’t want to change back?”

“We talked about this kind of stuff when we brought your friend Crystal in. What if she falls in love with me or what if I fall in love with her or what if you both discover that you’re lesbians and fall in love with each other? I told you then that if it happened I’d welcome you both as equal partners in our relationship.”

“Yes I remember that generous offer,” Sharon said with a laugh.

“The point is we’ve survived a lot of weird stuff and we always come back even stronger. I don’t see how this will be any different,” I said. “Now how’s that erection coming along?”

“How do you know?” asked Sharon.

“I guess you really don’t know until it starts to happen,” I said.

“Maybe if you sucked it a little that would get me hard,” she suggested. “That’s what you always want me to do.”

“I knew those words would come back to haunt me someday,” I said with a laugh. “What the hell. I’m going to have to try it sometime.”


CHAPTER 3:

My oral attention had definitely done the trick and Sharon was hard in no time. I thought maybe she would be anxious to get back in the saddle and give fucking another try but she seemed quite content to just let me give her head.

“Oh my...I can see why you like this so much,” said Sharon.

I didn’t say anything because I had her dick in my mouth.

“You’re pretty good at this. It’s hard to believe you’ve never done it before. Of course there was that time with Raul the bisexual guy,” said Sharon.

“Hey, I didn’t suck his cock he sucked mine, remember?” I pointed out after feeling compelled to remove the dick from my mouth in order to set the record straight.

“Okay, okay, don’t get your knickers in a twist. I’m just trying to compliment you,” said Sharon with a laugh.

“And I appreciate it. Now if you don’t mind I’d like to resume, unless you’re ready to move onto something else.”

“No I’m fine like this. Please continue sucking my cock...woman.”

I found that sucking cock was surprisingly enjoyable, which made me kind of wonder why I had been forced to cajole and even beg for blowjobs over the years. Then it occurred to me that some women might use it as a get out of jail free card. Every man wanted blowjobs so if a woman made them hard to get the value of the act would greatly increase. Did you spend too much money on a pair of shoes? BJ! Your man will just praise how hot you look in them. In an argument you want to get out of? BJ! Conversation over and probably forgotten. It was actually kind of ingenious. Act like you’re making a sacrifice when you’re really doing something that’s rather pleasant. That was a good thing to file away for future reference.

Sharon lasted a bit longer this time, which isn’t unusual since the second time is often easier to sustain after the initial flush of excitement the first time has caused you to be a little quick on the draw. She finished in my mouth, which wasn’t the first time I had tasted cum for as you might remember I mentioned licking it out of Sharon’s pussy after one of her hotwife dates had given her a rather thick cream pie, but it was the first time I had the stuff directly injected into my mouth. Again it was much more pleasant than I had assumed that it would be and figured it was all part of the same female conspiracy.

I should probably take a moment here to clarify something. When I talk about swapping bodies and gender I don’t mean that I now looked like Sharon and she looked like me. I became my own woman, if you will, and she became her own man. As a female I had bigger tits than my wife but she, I’m ashamed to admit, had a bigger prick. I think we were both pretty attractive in our new guises and it almost seemed like we didn’t need to add the partner swapping because this was certainly new and different in and of itself but there was a strange element to it.

Whenever my wife and I tried role playing or costume sex we still were always quite conscious of the fact that we were still ourselves. I had dressed up as a UPS driver once and surprised her at the door and we did this whole bit where I tried to get her to let me come in but she obviously knew that I wasn’t actually a delivery man. It was just us pretending to be strangers. And despite the fact that the pill made us look and sound like totally different people we still knew who we were normally with no confusion. It was sort of like me pretending to be the UPS driver but with a much better disguise.

That’s why the partner swapping held a certain level of appeal. When we were paired up at the club it would be with total strangers who only knew us in the bodies we presented there, and the same would be true for them.

At that point it was anybody’s guess how much the line between fantasy and reality might blur. I’d know that my partner wasn’t really a man but I’d have no frame of reference to draw on. That was quite exciting because it might allow the role playing to take over and become something rather intense.

As sexual thrill seekers it seemed like the kind of adventure we had to try at least once, and as my wife gained cock confidence I was pretty sure that we would sign up.


CHAPTER 4:

The club existed in an old mansion on a walled in piece of property. The house had been built in the late eighteen-hundreds by some railroad tycoon or something but it had been modernized on the inside quite a bit over the years and had been used as a super upscale bed and breakfast for a time before the club took it over.

Anonymity was a very high priority so we would all be arriving separately in cars that had been sent to pick us up. The men who were going to be women arrived first and were admitted on a staggered schedule. You just sat in the car and waited until it drove up to the front door and then you were allowed to go inside and check in.

At the check in you had to present a photo ID to prove that you were who you said you were and the gender that you had claimed to be. Then you were handed a packet with two pills and escorted up to a designated room. Once you were in the room you were to take the first pill and become a woman. Then you got yourself ready to meet your partner for the night.

The women who were going to become men arrived a little later and went through basically the same process except that they were taken individually to a sort of changing room where they took their pill and put on their male clothes. Then they were escorted upstairs and met their partners.

There was a lot of cloak and dagger feel to the whole thing, which was kind of exciting but also seemed like a real hassle to coordinate but the club attracted some famous people like celebrities and politicians who might not want it known that they participated in gender swapping sex parties. It was also to not spoil the illusion of actually being the people we were presenting ourselves to be. That made sense to me because if I met the man who was partnered with me when he was a woman it would be hard to completely forget that. The idea was to create a blank canvas on which you may paint your own masterpiece. Forgive how florid that sounds, it was the club’s words not mine.

How much did all of this cost? I’m not going to tell you but you can probably guess that it wasn’t cheap. Fortunately I was a lawyer and my wife was a doctor. We weren’t movie star rich but we lived pretty comfortably and could afford to indulge in something crazy like this if we really wanted to.

We would only go by first names while we were there and I had chosen Kimberly, or Kim for short, but since I was basically going to be locked in a room with the same guy all night I wasn’t sure how often names would really come into play. In movies and TV shows people seem to start every sentence by naming the person they’re talking to but in real life you usually just talked to them without feeling compelled to mention their name all the time.

All I knew about my date is that he was calling himself Armando. That could imply some ethnicity or nationality or it could just be the name he thought sounded cool and sexy.

I had thought that the waiting might be a bore but I actually had to kind of pick it up to get ready in time. Being a woman was a bit more complicated than being a man when it came to getting ready for much of anything. I had thought about going for just lingerie and stretching out on the bed for his arrival but that seemed a little brazen. I opted instead for a nice dress that showed off my cleavage and trusted that Armando would see that I got out of it in his own time.

Suddenly there was a knock at the door and I wasn’t sure whether to answer it or call for the person to come in but in the end I went to answer it. Standing there was an incredibly handsome man with jet black hair and piercing eyes. He looked more European to me than Latin but he definitely gave off a Latin lover vibe. It was the kind of man you put on the cover of romance novels I thought.

“You must be Kimberly,” said the man with a slight accent I couldn’t place.

“And you must be Armando,” I replied.

“May I come in?”

“Yes, yes of course, please do,” I said.

“That’s a very lovely dress,” said Armando.

“Thank you. I wasn’t quite sure what to wear but I thought this looked pretty.”

“It was an excellent choice. Very flattering.”

Be still my fucking heart I thought. How is this guy getting to me just by complimenting my dress?

“Shall we have some wine and get to know each other better?” asked Armando.

“Oh, did you bring wine?” I said.

“It’s over there,” he said pointing to a cabinet that had several bottles of wine and a number of glasses. “All the rooms are equipped so I believe.”

“You must think I’m a complete scatterbrain,” I said.

“Not at all. I’m sure your mind was preoccupied.”

Armando asked me what wine I preferred and I let him decide. Then I let him pour and then I let him bring my glass to me.

“To an unforgettable evening,” said Armando and we clinked glasses before taking our first sip of an exceptional vintage.

“Perhaps we would be more comfortable if we sat,” said Armando as he took a seat on the foot of the bed.

“Yes, absolutely,” I said as I sat next to him.

I had butterflies in my stomach like some dopey teenager. After all the twisted shit I’d done in my life I didn’t imagine for one second that just sitting on the edge of a bed next to a man would get my pulse racing. It was incredible how realistic the fantasy was already and no one had even touched anyone yet.

We sat and sipped and chatted casually, mostly about travel destinations. Fortunately my wife and I had traveled a fair amount so I didn’t sound like country bumpkin. It was clever of him, I thought, to have steered the conversation in that direction because it just reinforced his international man of mystery aura and it didn’t cause either of us to divulge any real personal information. Lots of people had visited Greece so that was not a dead giveaway of my identity.

After the wine Armando got up and put the glasses on a table. When he came back he kissed me almost as soon as he sat down and I was very ready to receive that kiss. This guy was good I thought. He was charming and slightly exotic and he was quick to compliment but never sounded like he was insincere. We had broken the ice and got a little relaxed from the wine and the way he just put an arm around my waist and touched my cheek before kissing me was like something out of a movie.

We kissed a lot and the more we kissed the more I wanted to do more but it was Armando’s show and he would do what he wanted to do when he wanted to do it. It surprised me how comfortable I was with that. Yes we had done the hotwife thing because it was on our list of things to try but I never pictured myself as the submissive cuckold husband type. For some reason I was completely under this man’s spell and happily so.

“I think perhaps you should take your dress off now,” said Armando when some internal clock spoke to him.

I got up and stood in front of him and felt a little nervous, not about showing him my body but simply taking my dress off since I had so little experience doing that. When I seemed to be fumbling slightly with the zipper in the back Armando came over to assist me and once the zipper was down I was able to slither out of my dress fairly easily.

Armando turned me around and took a step back to properly appraise me I suppose. I thought about saying something clever but I couldn’t think of anything.

“So beautiful...so soft...so feminine,” said Armando as he slowly came closer to me.

Then I was in his arms and we kissed again and it felt magical. Being beautiful and soft and feminine seemed so wonderful, especially when you were being embraced by a gorgeous sexy man like Armando. What woman could resist a guy like that, and why the hell would they even want to try?

Eventually my breasts were bare. I don’t even remember the details of how they got that way. It just happened in the natural and organic process I suppose. My panties followed some time thereafter and I was naked except for my shoes and Armando hadn’t even loosened his tie.

Then he took his time and casually unfastened his pants. I stood and watched, my eyes riveted to his crotch waiting for the big unveiling. As it happened big was the operative word. Armando had a big cock. But of course he did. I had come to expect nothing less and I wasn’t disappointed. Why did I want him to have a big cock I wondered. My wife had certainly been big enough to get the job done but not so big that it made the task of sucking it scare me senseless. I suppose it just screamed masculinity to me. Like most men of average size I liked to think that it wasn’t the size of the boat it was the motion of the ocean that mattered, but then I’d brood about all the guys with big dicks who were banging the hottest chicks.

Armando didn’t have to say anything or even touch me and I knew exactly what to do. I squatted down on my heels and took that big beautiful cock in my hand. After exploring every part of his package with my hand, from tip to balls, I began to stroke him and then I opened my mouth.


CHAPTER 5:

I was glad that I had gotten the chance to practice with Sharon because I didn’t want to seem like a complete novice. If I had thought about it then I would have realized how silly that was because Armando knew full well that I wasn’t really a woman and would be very unlikely to expect some world class blowjob. And since Armando wasn’t really a man this could be the first BJ he’d ever gotten and would have nothing to compare it to. But such was the power of illusion in that place.

Armando was a man of the world. Handsome, debonair, and really well-hung. He probably had gotten head from women all over the globe. Maybe on his yacht or his private jet. In the room, and my imagination, he was the ultimate ladies’ man and not a lady pretending to be a man. If I had thought about that it probably would have made him even more impressive. I couldn’t do what he was doing so how was some woman doing it?

His size did make it more difficult than blowing Sharon but no less enjoyable. Perhaps even more so since I had more to work with as far as running my fingers or my tongue along his shaft. Plus there was the extra arousal factor of being so close to and intimate with that serious trouser snake.

I wanted to impress him and please him. I wanted to show him that I was worthy of his attention and praise. It was hard to put my finger on why that mattered so much to me but it did. And if I were to carry that a step further I would add that I wasn’t craving his praise to stroke my own ego I wanted it to validate that he was happy with me for how I had served his needs. Kind of weird stuff I thought but there really wasn’t anything I could do about the way I was feeling.

“My little beauty has such sensuous lips,” said Armando at one point when I had looked up and made eye contact with him.

You would think I had just won a major case in court the way I beamed with joy at those words. He thought I was a beauty! He thought I had sensuous lips! Then suddenly he stopped me from sucking and my heart almost stopped too.

“You can take your shoes off and get on the bed. I’m going to make love to you now,” he said.

I can’t begin to describe the relief I felt. He wasn’t mad at me he just wanted to fuck me. I quickly kicked off my shoes and climbed on the bed. I wasn’t sure how to arrange myself. Should I go stretch out with my head on a pillow? Should I present myself to him with my legs open or on my hands and knees? Finally I decided to lie sideways across the bed resting my head on one arm. I thought it was a sexy position and I could watch as Armando took of his clothes.

The man seemed in no hurry to get naked, which again impressed the hell out of me but also frustrated me. If I had a naked girl in bed waiting for me to fuck her I’d probably just rip my shirt off and let the buttons fly across the room. I’d been in situations where I was so anxious to get in bed that I was literally tripping over my pants as I tried to pull them off. Armando took his time as he neatly and methodically stripped. It was agonizingly wonderful.

When he finally got in bed he grabbed me and rolled us over so that I was lying on top of him as we began kissing again. His body was so lean and fit and even though he didn’t have huge bulging muscles I could feel how strong he was when I was in his arms. Or maybe I was just that weak. In any case I liked the feeling of knowing that I was in his power but trusting that he wouldn’t hurt me.

While we continued to kiss he rolled us over again so that I was on my back but not entirely flat and my left leg was draped over his arm. Somehow in the same move he slid his cock into my pussy and my eyes got as round as saucers. It was the slickest move I had ever seen.

“Oh my God...how did you do that?” I gasped.

Armando just smiled and then resumed kissing me as we began to fuck. The man had a lot of cock to work with so he could give me an inch or he could give me a yard and he played with that power for a while.

Now I have done a lot of fucking in my life and you’ve surely gathered by now that my wife and I are very sexual people, and I like tot think that I’ve learned quite a bit about pleasing women from all that experience but Armando made me feel like a rank amateur as a man in bed. Sure he had a big cock. He could have just jumped on top of me and started hammering and it would have been great but it was all the little stuff he did that blew my mind. It was the way he would move my legs around or shift his own position a tad that would suddenly change the whole sensation. And he had this thing that he did where he would put his hand at the base of one of my breasts and then squeeze his way to the top and finish up by pinching and stretching my nipple. Every time that pinch came a jet of electricity shot through my whole body. In short the man was really good at sex.

I started out in awe of his skills but eventually I just let him fill me and mold me as I kind of floated off into a dreamland where everything was pink and perfect and wonderful. We were interlocked like puzzle pieces. Where we really two people? It didn’t feel like it. It felt like we had been fused together by the heat of our passion.

All of a sudden my pink fuzzy world turned red and the heat got even hotter. I was glad that I was lying down because I didn’t think my legs would have supported me from the way they were trembling. My pussy was sending an army of super charged electrons to attack my body and they were now storming the gates of my brain.

“Mmmmmmm...oooooooooooo...mmmmmmmmm…oooooooooooo.”

I wanted words but I couldn’t make myself formulate them, or if I did manage to say something it was probably gibberish.

“My little beauty is blossoming like a flower,” Armando said, or at least I thought he said something like that.

Maybe I was a flower. A beautiful pink flower fresh with dew. I was open now and my petals were basking in the warmth of the sun. I worried that my shaking might knock some of those petals off. I was so delicate, how could I take such a violent implosion?

Just as I was starting to feel like I was getting back under control it was Armando’s turn to erupt and erupt he did. My sweet flower was being pollinated. I wondered if Armando was going to impregnate me although I knew that was impossible since this body would be gone tomorrow as if it had never existed.

“My God...my God...you were so wonderful,” I gushed in amazement as we lay together, his cock still buried deep inside me.

“You inspire me my little beauty,” Armando replied as he touched my chin.

“That was the best sex I’ve ever had in my life,” I said.

“That was just getting acquainted,” said Armando. “We will make real love later.”


CHAPTER 6:

I don’t know if I had ever used the word “gobsmacked” before but I was sure gobsmacked then. There was just so much to unpack and I was only beginning to get my heart rate back under control.

First there was Armando. Who was this guy? Or more significantly who was this woman? Armando was so fucking smooth and suave and had all this great technique. Almost like a character in a movie than a real person.

And then there was me. Who was I? Armando may have been suave and good with his tool but how did I become a delicate flower? And why did I love that feeling so much? Of course I had wanted to experience something different and new, and having a seriously great female orgasm was definitely that, but I hadn’t expected to embrace the female role so deeply or passionately. Sex had kind of become a game to me. We liked the buzz and the rush of exploring kinky things. To a large extent it was instant gratification over depth of feeling.

Now I don’t mean to say that I don’t love my wife or that we don’t ever have passionate sex but what I had just experienced was on kind of a different level. And it wasn’t just because Armando made me feel good. Lots of things make me feel good, like a Scotch and soda after a long day at the office or relaxing in my hot tub. Armando didn’t just make me feel good he made me feel like a woman and that alone felt better than any other part of the experience, including the bed shaking orgasm.

The feeling had started the moment I put makeup on my face and zipped up my dress and checked myself out in the mirror. I knew that I was looking at an artificial reflection but in a weird sort of Twilight Zone kind of way I got this sudden sensation that I was looking at the real me for the first time.

Then Armando came in and it wasn’t just an abstract concept anymore because I was involved with a man. Like a near death experience my masculinity flashed before my eyes and I felt one last gasp of rebellion before I let it pass and accepted the change.

At first I thought I was just being lazy. Let someone else worry about the erection. Just tell me what to do or put me in the position you want me in. It seemed like it would be pretty easy and I wouldn’t have to think much or initiate anything. There was certainly an element of truth to that but it wasn’t the whole story. Armando had definitely been in charge but nobody made me suck his dick, that was all my doing. My choice. My desire. I saw his dick and I really wanted to suck it.

The orgasm certainly played a part in all of it. Sharon had fucked me a few times for practice, and it usually felt really nice, but I hadn’t gotten to the Big O. And when it happened it was a  surprise because I thought I knew what an orgasm was but my experience was limited to the male version, which was rather puny in comparison. But the climax alone hadn’t made me feel like a woman, I had been feeling that way with every move and gesture and word and thought. The orgasm was more like a graduation present. Congratulations! Today you have become a woman.

I was Armando’s little beauty and a delicate flower. I was something to be cherished and appreciated and in return I would show my gratitude and my affection. I was truly a woman and I wondered why it had taken me so damn long to figure that out.


CHAPTER 7:

Because we were essentially confined to our rooms we had dinner served to us on a cart like room service at a hotel. Armando and I stopped fucking long enough to put on the terrycloth robes that were provided and shared an intimate meal together. Then once the cart was cleared away, and we would be undisturbed until morning, I went into the bathroom and put on the ultra sexy lingerie I had thought about wearing at the start and slipped my robe back on over it.

When I came out of the bathroom I opened up the robe and gave Armando a glance before I let it slide off my body as I walked over to the bed. You want suave, I thought. I can be suave too.

Armando pulled me into his arms and we were off to the races again. Armando obviously seemed to appreciate the value of foreplay because he never just grabbed me and jammed his dick in my cunt, even though there were times I was so horny that I almost begged him to do so. He knew what he was doing and he knew how to build anticipation. When the moment of penetration came it always seemed to be perfectly timed.

Speaking of penetration I think I would like to say a few words. The socket and plug analogy was especially true because once a cock was inserted into my pussy the machinery immediately came to life. The combination of those two inert objects set off a chain reaction that sent an alert to the rest of my body to wake up and be ready for action. Of course the plug benefited from being powered up too but the socket contained all of the electricity.

In addition to the physical sensation of being penetrated I found a very powerful mental and emotional sensation as well. You don’t realize how empty your pussy feels until you have something filling it up. Then you feel complete. And somewhere in the collective consciousness of my new female DNA was the eternal drive to be mated with. Not that you necessarily wanted to get knocked up but something in the back of your head told you that this was nature trying to perpetuate the cycle of life on this planet.

I actually felt proud to be the socket and the receptacle of a man’s seed. And I wasn’t ashamed or humiliated to admit it. I had found a new type of joy that went far deeper than just the physical thrill of a new kink.

Back in bed I had managed to wiggle free of Armando’s strong grip and gotten my head over his pelvis. I knew exactly what I wanted for dessert and I wasn’t going to be denied. Wasting no time I got my head down on his cock and started bobbing away. Armando got his hand into my very pretty panties and started to feel me up.

We stayed that way for a while but then Armando flung one of my legs over his chest so that I was straddling him with my butt in his face. Down went my pretty panties and out came his tongue and we orally pleasured each other until we each had cum.

His jizz was thick and a little tangy and getting it down was a little like trying to swallow a rich milkshake, except that it was hot instead of cold. He tasted fine but I honestly didn’t even care. I just wanted to suck all the cum out of his balls and feel it go down my throat.

During the intermission we cuddled again, as we had done so sweetly after every ejaculation and I finally felt that I had to ask some questions that were burning my brain up.

“Look, I don’t want to spoil the illusion or the fantasy or whatever but I’m full of curiosity and wondered whether I could ask you some things out of character, as it were,” I said.

“Ask away,” said Armando.

“To begin with you make a hell of a man, like way better than I ever did and I’ve had lots of practice.”

“Thank you. You make a marvelous woman,” Armando replied.

“So how do you do it? You came here as a woman and took a pill like I did and instantly you turned into some character out of a romance novel,” I said.

“That’s because I am basically a character out of a romance novel. Or sort of a composite character. I love those books but the men in them don’t seem to be found very often in real life. That’s why when I got the chance to be a man I decided to be the kind of man that women usually only get to fantasize about,” Armando explained. “It took a while to get the hang of it but by now it’s mostly second nature.”

“So you’ve done this before.”

“Oh, yes many, many times,” he replied. “Sometimes here, sometimes on my own. So is this your first time?”

“Yes it is,” I replied. “Well aside from a couple of practice runs with my wife. I hope it doesn’t show too much.”

“If I didn’t know I’d assume that you had been born female,” said Armando. “I take it you like being a woman so far.”

“It’s been amazing, but a big part of that is thanks to you,” I said.

“And you never explored your female side before this?”

“I didn’t know I had a female side...but I certainly do now,” I admitted. “And what about you? Why do you become a man so often?”

“My husband is a wealthy closeted homosexual. I started taking pills to become male so that I could have gay sex with him and his secret would remain hidden. Oddly though when I’m male I’m not attracted to men, which is why we joined this club so that he could sleep with men and nobody would know because he would be a woman,” said Armando. “Fortunately when I’m male I really love women so I’m happy to come here every chance that I get. That all probably sounds pretty crazy.”

“No actually it sounds kind of hot,” I said. “Of course I don’t exactly have conventional views when it comes to sex.”

“Thanks goodness. Those are so boring,” said Armando. “So do you think you’ll do this again?”

“I don’t know that I have any choice. I feel like a switch was thrown inside me and a light was shone on my whole life and identity,” I said. “Yesterday being a woman seemed like a lark but things have happened to me here. Things have stirred inside me and I feel like even if I don’t want to find the truth I have to look for it anyway.”

“Ah, my little beauty, you’re even more beautiful than I thought because your heart is so open and your mind so full of curiosity,” said Armando before he kissed me.

I had worried a little that by thinking about Armando being a woman and talking about our real lives that we would break the spell and find it difficult to get back into the swing of things but nothing could have been further from the truth. I felt relieved to have confessed my gender confusion and knowing Armando’s “back story” didn’t make him any less appealing.

When he entered me again I felt such bliss. There was nothing like the strength and the warmth of a man possessing me and taking me on a journey to that happy pink place where I felt so much at home.

In the morning there wasn’t much time to do more than eat breakfast and get ready to depart. Of course everything was scheduled and arranged so that nobody saw anybody coming or going from the rooms and we were driven home in separate cars so that I got there a bit before Sharon.

Before we departed Armando gave me his number and told me to text him if I wanted to see him again outside of the club. Part of me hoped that once I turned back into a man I would have no need for that card or the club again but I suspected that probably wouldn’t be the case.


CHAPTER 8:

Usually after Sharon and I had finished with one of our kinky experiences we had kind of a debriefing session where we compared notes on our thoughts and feelings. It was part of the fun to talk about what we had particularly liked, or not liked, and it was always very open and honest. This time we both seemed a little reluctant to spill the beans for some reason and I sort of assumed that she hadn’t had as good a time as I had.

“So did your equipment all function the way you hoped it would?” I asked, trying to make a little conversation.

“No problem there,” said Sharon. “I guess once I got over the initial hurdle everything was pretty smooth sailing. Plus Vicky was a very sensual woman. It was hard not to get it up for her.”

“More sensual than me?” I asked, feeling a bit jealous.

“Darling I’m not going to compare some woman to my husband,” said Sharon. “Was our partner sexy?”

“Yes he was, incredibly so,” I said a bit defensively. “And quite virile. He could go all night long,”

“Some men can and some men can’t I guess,” said Sharon.

I was about to get upset but I realized how idiotic that would be, especially when I considered that I wasn’t angry at the potential slight to my manhood but I was pissed off by the idea that as a woman I wasn’t hot enough to get her hard. It was actually in my best interest to encourage Sharon so that she would be up to spending some more time at the club.

“I’m glad to hear it went so well. It sounds like we both had a good time,” I said. “Maybe we should try it again sometime.”

“Yeah, maybe we should.”

Having my cock and balls restored seemed to do absolutely nothing to diminish my increasing feminine desires. I read up on the latest fashions trying to find the perfect outfit to wear for my next trip to the club...or an  unsanctioned rendezvous with Armando. I poked through my wife’s lingerie drawer. I even wore panties under my suit in court once...and won the case.

What I was most concerned about was the fact that I was having difficulty getting excited about having sex with Sharon. It’s not that I didn’t want to make love to my wife anymore I just found it hard to get really motivated. Fortunately she had been very busy with work and often came home pretty late and tired and just wanted to sleep so the pressure wasn’t on me as much as it might have been.

And it wasn’t just my wife. I was usually the most horny man on the planet and ready for any wild thing to try but all I really wanted to do was take one of those damn pills and get my pussy stuffed by a big hard cock. It was kind of driving me crazy actually because I didn’t know what to do about it.

Sharon hadn’t mentioned anything about the club so I was afraid that maybe she had lost interest in that so I started thinking about venturing out on my own but there were practical and ethical considerations.

Sneaking around was not my strong suit and I didn’t have much experience with that kind of thing. And I’d never gone out in public as a woman. I was either in the bedroom with my wife or at the club. I didn’t even know of I could drive with heels on. And there was the question of fidelity. Sharon and I had swapped partners and participated in group sex and done the hotwife thing but we had always done those things together. It was out in the open. Now I was thinking about going out and having secret sex behind her back. Of course it wasn’t quite like me having an affair with my legal assistant or something because I would be a woman having sex with a man so I wasn’t sure whether that made things better or worse as far as cheating was concerned.

I suppose what kind of decided it for me was the fact that I needed answers. If I was going to actually decide to live my life as a woman it was going to put our marriage in serious jeopardy and probably end it. We didn’t have kids and we were both quite capable of being financially independent so why would Sharon want to stick around with a transgender wife when she wasn’t even a lesbian and I didn’t plan on being one either. We did a lot of crazy things together but this was life we were talking about and not just some fetish we wanted to experiment with.

When I couldn’t hold out any longer I sent a text to Armando and got a quick reply. We arranged to meet for lunch and then a little afternoon delight at a hotel near the cafe. I bought a new dress although I figured I’d only be using it for a very short time and wasn’t sure how I’d explain it to Sharon but I wanted something appropriate for casual lunch and a midday boning.


CHAPTER 9:

“My little beauty, how lovely it is to see you again,” said Armando as he kissed me on the cheek before we sat down at the cafe.

“And it’s lovely to see you too,” I replied.

“So have you been testing your wings since last I saw you?”

“No, not really unless you count binge watching Sex and the City,” I joked.

“Yet here you are now.”

“Yes, here I am now. And I have to admit that I’m feeling a little guilty. My wife doesn’t know about this and that’s not like me at all,” I said.

“Fortunately I don’t have that problem. My gay husband doesn’t care how many women I sleep with,” said Armando.

“That’s handy,” I said.

“So is the fact that he’s paying for this lunch and the hotel and anything else that strikes my fancy.”

I had freed up some time on my schedule and knew that Sharon would be busy all day so I had been able to take a pill and get ready for my date at home and I would be back in time to change again long before my wife returned. It was actually kind of thrilling to walk out of my house as a woman and get in my car and drive to a public venue, although I did take off my shoes before driving.

It felt good to walk around in a dress. Very comfortable and very natural although I wasn’t exactly sure how to sit properly. I’d seen women in dresses sitting down and getting in and out of cars my whole life but I never gave it a second thought, unless they were flashing their panties or something.

Things had been pretty low key at lunch but as soon as we were in the hotel room I literally threw myself at Armando and started kissing him. Now if you’re keeping score at home let me recap. I was a married man who had transformed into a woman to go cheat on my wife with a woman who had transformed into a man whose gay husband was paying for everything and didn’t give a shit. I had a hard time keeping all of that straight so if you’re a little confused don’t be too hard on yourself.

Perhaps because I had so much pent up sexual energy, or perhaps because we didn’t have that much time we didn’t do the slow buildup we had tended to do at the club. I got out of my dress pretty quickly and Armando had his shirt open and his dick out and a moment or two later I was bent over a table with my panties down around my ankles and Armando’s big cock in my pussy.

I kept trying to prop myself up with my hands but the table was very slick and I kept sliding across it until my boobs were squished on the surface and then I’d try it again until I finally found that if I rested on my elbows I could manage a little traction.

When Armando reached around me and did the nipple stretching thing I squealed with delight like a teenage girl who just found out her parents had gotten her tickets to her favorite pop star.

“Where did you learn that amazing nipple technique,” I gasped over my shoulder.

“I’ll tell you afterwards,” Armando replied.

Even though it was just a quickie in a hotel room I felt the same extraordinary sense of wonder and completeness I had felt before. Even at lunch when the waiter asked what the lady will have I almost giggled with glee. I loved being called the lady and I loved the way the waiter kept stealing glances at me even though he was trying his best not to make it noticeable.

Of course Armando had a few surprises for me even if we were in a hurry. He grabbed me by the hips and lifted me up so that my knees were on top of the table and my legs bent back towards him. I tried to get my top half upright again but I finally gave up and just curled myself into a little ball.

When Armando pressed his finger down on the opening of my anus I felt myself beginning to cum and just as I started to he pushed his finger all the way up my ass and my orgasm just exploded.

“Oh my God! Oh Jesus! Fuuuuuuuuuuuuuuck!” I cried. “Yes...yes...yes!”

He kept finger fucking my ass and pounding my pussy with his cock and I managed to get a hand between my legs and rubbed my clit. Each of the three triggers seemed to set off different waves that ran around in my body before joining up in my stomach before shooting up into my brain. Then I was reduced to a whimpering limp noodle. Of course there was nothing limp about Armando as he just fucked and fucked and fucked.

Finally about a week later, or maybe it just seemed like that, his hot load of cum was pumped into me and both finger and cock retracted. I just stayed in my little ball unable to find the strength to move.

“Are you okay?” asked Armando.

“Am I dead?” I asked.

“I don’t think so. You’re breathing and you’re talking which seem like signs of life.”

“I thought for a moment I had died and gone to heaven.”

“This is heaven my little beauty but you don’t have to die to go there you just have to take a pill.”

I wanted to stay but I knew I had to get back. I had a late afternoon meeting that would be very hard to blow off and I obviously had to get home first and turn back into Bob Patterson.

“Was being a woman as good as you remembered it?” asked Armando.

“Maybe better, if such a thing is possible. Everything is such a new experience, even driving a car is different,” I said, “I had to take off my shoes and adjust the seat and all the mirrors and figure out how to get out in a ladylike way.”

“That’s something I don’t have to worry about. I have a driver,” said Armando.

“Just how rich is your husband?” I asked.

“Very,” he replied.

“So is your driver just sitting out there waiting for you to bust a nut?”

“Not exactly. He knows when to pick me up and he’s probably having a coffee or something,” said Armando.

“So about the breast thing where you squeeze and tug. Where did you pick that up?”

“I had a boyfriend in college who was obsessed with my tits. He just kind of stumbled on it one day and I thought it was marvelous and apparently so do you,” said Armando. “I didn’t think you probably wanted to think about my tits at that moment.”

“I think you’re right. Obviously I know we’re both not what we appear to be but it’s just so hard for me to think of you as a woman. Are you hot?” I asked.

“I’m probably the textbook example of a trophy wife so you can draw your own conclusion from that,” said Armando.

He was right that I didn’t want to think about him being a woman while we were in the middle of fucking. Later I could kind of wrap my head around those kinds of thoughts a little better but not when his dick was in me.

I got home and quickly changed back into a man and hurried off to my meeting. It kind of sucked that I didn’t get to savor the feeling of being freshly fucked in my female body but the experience was still very much on my mind and I had to really concentrate to stay focused on business.

I had just quickly put my dress on a hanger and stuck it in the closet with my wife’s clothes figuring that I would hide it later. Or maybe I was secretly hoping that she would find it and I’d have to explain what was happening to me.


CHAPTER 10:

I started seriously thinking about what my life would be like if I stopped living as a man and became a woman. Being a lawyer was somewhat helpful because I figured I could navigate the red tape and paperwork pretty well although I might need to consult a specialist since that wasn’t really my field.

It would blow a lot of people’s minds at work but I couldn’t see any reason why I couldn’t do my job just as well as a woman. I even started looking at some smart office clothes and picturing myself in them.

Honestly I couldn’t think of too much of anything that would be that hard to deal with except my marriage and that was the biggest thing to deal with of all. Sharon and I were very comfortable together and very much equal partners. We were both busy professionals and didn’t have any major conflicts and rarely ever got into any serious arguments. We had talked about kids a number of times but our careers were very demanding and our proclivity for wild sex was not exactly conducive to a wholesome family environment.

There really wasn’t any conceivable reason why I would want to break up with my wife aside from the fact that I wanted to have tits and pussy. Unfortunately that was the kind of thing that could very easily be a deal breaker.

It wasn’t even like I was in love with somebody else. Armando wasn’t even a man and seemed to have settled into a comfortable marriage arrangement with a rich gay guy. I was crazy about Armando the fantasy lover but that was just a character and I didn’t really know anything about the person behind it.

I suppose I was kind of hoping that this was a passing phase or that something would happen to get my head out of the clouds. Being a woman obviously was a lot more than just torrid sex with romance novel lovers. There was the glass ceiling and wage disparity and the always present misogyny that could range from subtle to extreme. There were periods and yeast infections and the terror of finding a lump in your breast. And in today’s society declaring yourself as transgender could literally put your life at risk with all the right wing religious nuts looking for any excuse to murder somebody for God.

I’d lived with a woman for five years and seen the ups and downs that went with being female but none of it had scared me off so far. Of course the thought of doing anything as dramatic as changing my gender was scary but big changes usually are. Going for the bar exam was scary. Getting married was scary. Life in general can be scary sometimes but it doesn’t keep you from living.

It seemed to me that I needed more experiences as a woman and I needed more sex partners. I couldn’t base everything on Armando because that was an unrealistic expectation. Even going back to the club would put me with another partner who wasn’t really a man and would have some kind of a female perspective. I’d take that in a heartbeat but I felt like I needed to know something about being with a man who was a man all the time. Someone whose perception of manhood wasn’t filtered through a woman’s romantic fantasies. The question was how to facilitate that?

I wasn’t single so I couldn’t just start hanging out in bars waiting to be picked up for one night stands or put a profile up on an online dating site. My wife was a busy woman but she would definitely notice if I didn’t come home at night. I knew I was being incredibly selfish. I should have told her what I was going through and what I was feeling and what I was thinking about doing. She would probably kick me out, and rightfully so, and I would then be free to be a woman as much as I wanted in my spare time until I made the decision to make it permanent or not. But that was the Catch-22 for me. I loved my wife and didn’t want to break up my marriage unless I was certain that I wanted to change my gender forever but it was hard to know whether I wanted to change my gender forever while I was still married to my wife.

I continued to agonize over my seemingly impossible situation until Sharon surprised me by suggesting that we attend the club’s upcoming slumber party, as it was called. I wouldn’t be meeting real men but at least I’d have a chance to be Kimberly again without having to deceive my wife and I would get to be with a variety of males instead of just being paired up with one. I tried not to seem too excited but I definitely made it clear that I was in favor of the plan so we signed up.

The main thing to me was that I would spend time in my female body again. Of course I was looking forward to the sex but there were times where I actually felt anguished over not being able to be a woman. I craved it like I had never craved anything before. It kind of reminded me of how I had lost my virginity a little later than many of my friends. I was curious, and I sometimes got ribbed by my buddies about it, but it didn’t seem like a very big deal to me. Then one day I got laid and realized what I had been missing and couldn’t imagine living without as much sex as I could possibly get. I had lived my whole life without being female and never imagined that it would be a big deal but now that I knew what it was like I couldn’t imagine being happy living any other way.

I kind of wondered what Sharon’s motivation was in wanting to attend the party. It certainly sounded like a lot of fun and it was a variation on what we had experienced at the club before so it wasn’t out of character for her but my paranoia was kind of getting to me. Did she suspect that I was obsessed with becoming female? Had she found the dress in the closet before I remembered to hide it? Could she have discovered my message to Armondo on my phone? Was this her way of being cool by letting me indulge my fantasy or was it some kind of trap to get me to confess my transgender longings?

Hopefully she just wanted to party.


CHAPTER 11:

The slumber party worked just like the other club function in the basic way that everyone arrived and departed. Individual cars picked us up and dropped us off on a staggered schedule so that nobody knew who anybody was or had any interaction with members while in their real bodies. The big difference was that instead of being paired up and assigned to a specific bedroom the party took place in a large room that was strewn with pillows and pads and sofas and everybody would be bunking together for the night in a sexual free-for-all.

Sharon and I were no strangers to orgies or group sex in general so we certainly weren’t shy about wading into a sea of flesh. It would be our first orgy in reversed roles but when it comes to orgies those lines tend to get a little blurred anyway.

For me the reversal just made everything all the easier. The thing about being a man at an orgy is that you have a big cock or a great sense of confidence in your masculinity and you have to figure on some down time. Obviously you can lick pussy or play with someone’s boobs while waiting for an erection but the ladies have kind of an advantage there because they’re operating at their full potential the entire time. Consequently women tend to get more attention at orgies. On the other hand as the evening wears on and erections potentially become more scarce a man with a sturdy hard on is much in demand.

Erection pills were certainly part of the modern orgy scene but it kind of amused me to think of a woman taking a pill to become a man who then took a pill to stay hard. Better living through chemistry I guess.

The dress code for the slumber party was not surprisingly sleepwear. There were also some practical recommendations to consider avoiding outfits with too many pieces or anything you didn’t want damaged or lost. It was just common sense really. You were there to fuck so clothing that got in the way slowed down the action and once the stuff was taken off it was kind of hard to keep track of it.

I opted for a very sheer babydoll with nothing under it. If you untied the bow in the front my boobs would tumble out and if you wanted to get between my legs there wasn’t much stopping you. It was also very comfortable and the silky material felt fantastic against my bare skin. If it stayed on for a while fine and if I just pulled it off and tossed it on the floor it was no big deal.

I had no idea what Sharon was going to wear or even what name she used at the club but since we had seen each other transformed for our practice sessions we would presumably recognize each other and try to stay out of each other’s way. I mean what’s the point of going to an orgy if you’re just going to fuck your date all night? I already knew that Armando couldn’t make it so I would be dealing with a bunch of fresh cock I had never sampled.

The party was held in a large and ornately decorated ballroom, which was a pretty accurate name for it considering all the balling that was going to go down. The room was a reminder of the mansion’s earlier glamour but with plenty of modern comfort devices added to facilitate the festivities.

It was interesting meeting other members of the club because we were all fellow travelers on this strange gender bending journey and whatever our individual motives for being there we were all also drawn to the raw carnality of the experience.

At the start there were just women there, and it looked like some of the members already knew each other, at least in these current roles, from previous club gatherings like this one. There was a bit of general mingling, and the praising of one’s sleepwear choice seemed to be a pretty common conversation starter. I felt good about my choice and honestly I felt pretty good about myself because I got a lot of praise not just for my clothes but for how pretty I was, and I probably was one of the prettier females there.

When the men began to filter in things started to get interesting. The sexual energy in the room went way up and everyone knew the real party was about to start. When I saw Sharon wak in I thought about going over and saying something but I was kind of flirting with someone by that point so I didn’t break that up. There was a little more mingling but once the last man had arrived and the doors were closed the lights were dimmed a bit and some music started playing from somewhere.

“Should we stake out a comfy spot before someone else grabs it?” asked John, the man I had been flirting with.

“Lead the way,” I said with a smile.

John took me by the hand and led me over to a plush sofa. As soon as we sat down he started kissing me and I put my arms around his neck and started kissing him back. John looked a bit older than some of the men there but that didn’t bother me. He was attractive and I wasn’t exactly a teenager either.

As we continued to kiss I moved my arms from around his neck and unbuttoned his pajama top. Then I started running my hands over his chest.

“You are so beautiful. I think you’re the most beautiful woman in the room,” said John.

“Well I’m certainly the most beautiful woman on this sofa and that’s all that matters at the moment,” I replied.

John reached out and untied the bow on my cleavage and my tits didn’t exactly tumble out as I had expected but they were quite accessible to John’s grasp which he took full advantage of. As I glanced around I could see that things were developing at different paces. People were in various stages of undress and not too far from us a couple of ladies were going at each other in earnest.

It didn’t surprise me that some of the women might want a girl-on-girl experience since they were all really men and men tend to have a lot of lesbian fantasies and women at orgies often mixed it up with other women, much more so than men with men. I would have no trouble at all getting frisky with a woman tonight although my primary appetite was for cock.

I was actually toying with the idea of trying to let Sharon see me doing some lesbian thing just to plant the idea in her head. I thought that maybe we could save our marriage by living together as a female couple but being free to see men. It might be really fun to share guys or double date. As Armando had demonstrated it was possible to have an unconventional marriage that could work if both parties were getting enough out of it. At the moment I had no idea where Sharon was and John was rubbing my pussy so I turned my attention back to the sofa.

After fingering me for a while John pulled his pajama pants down and I sat on his cock because...why not? I still had my babydoll on but my tits were hanging out freely and John had his unbuttoned top on and his pants almost off but not quite.

I did some slow sensuous riding and he did some more boob groping and that was how my first orgy as a girl got started.


CHAPTER 12:

As the evening wore on I got the impression that I was a pretty popular item on the menu. One guy even told me he had held off ejaculating because he wanted to give me his sperm. I was flattered and I took his sperm and swallowed it all down. I have no idea if it was because of my pretty face or my hot body or maybe because it was my first slumber party at the club and I was fresh meat. Possibly I just sent off a powerful “fuck me” vibe because a lot of people did fuck me, both male and female.

A lot of the time an orgy is basically a bunch of couples having sex in the same room. Sharon and I went to an “orgy” once where there was no group sex and everyone just fucked their dates. This was not that kind of a party. Picture naked Twister with full penetration and you’ll get the general idea of the scene.

I love that kind of organic dog pile where a guy is boning a girl from behind and then another girl sticks her snatch in the first girl’s face and then some guy sticks his dick in that girl’s mouth and before long it’s hard to know where one body begins and another ends. I gleefully waded into that chaos and just let people do with me as they pleased.

At one point I was on all fours at the edge of an open-ended couch getting drilled from behind by one guy while another guy on his knees in front of me fed me his dick. The man behind me finished but I was still working on the prick in my mouth but he didn’t last much longer so I was just chugging down the last of his spunk and getting ready to move on to some other location when a rather firm grip was placed on one of my arms. A moment later that arm was pinned behind my back and my head was grabbed by the back of my hair and held tightly in place.

I was kind of turned on by the aggressiveness of this new partner and tried to turn my head to catch a glimpse but that strong grip held me tight. Suddenly a hard cock plunged into my pussy and went as deep as it could go and then pulled all the way out again. I waited a few beats and then the cock plunged in again and again was pulled out. I had seen that in some porn video once and tried it with Sharon who seemed to love it. Now I could understand why. The penetration was so sudden and violent and complete and the feeling of emptiness in my snatch when it was withdrawn was a sort of exquisite torture. Part of the trick was for the man to keep the timing irregular so that the woman never knew when it was coming back in and this guy seemed to be well aware of that.

“You’re quite the tease, aren’t you?” I said.

The man said nothing and just jammed his dick back into me and held it there while he tugged even tighter on my hair. Just having him stand there with his cock parked in my pussy while he held me in his power was surprisingly delicious. He was using some of my own techniques but since he was bigger than I was I was probably enjoying it even more than Sharon had.

When I was beginning to think that he was never going to pull out he suddenly did. This time when he entered me again there was no playing around and the thrusting started.

“Tine to fuck,” the man said in a raspy voice sounding a bit like every actor who ever played Batman.

This was all kind of a pleasantly surprising treat. The orgy thing is usually about taking a smorgasbord approach to sex. A little taste of pussy here, a dash of salty cum there, being bent into a pretzel and double stuffed. This was more like a gourmet meal for two and a welcome change of pace in the middle of all the frenzy.

“Yeah, you like that don’t you bitch?” the man hissed again in response to my increasing moans.

“Oh God yes,” I purred.

“I’ve been watching you. Such a dirty, dirty little slut.”

“I know, I know, I can’t help it.”

“Of course you can’t. You’re a cock crazed little whore and everyone can see it.”

“God...who are you?”

“My name is Patrick but you can just call me daddy.”

I had half expected him to say that he was Batman but that was just my own weird little fantasy thing. I was used to men being very polite and romantic but I was getting turned on by this whole domination thing. I never really thought that would do anything for me but I was definitely rethinking that now.

Maybe this guy was some super masculine woman who liked to wear a strap on and fuck her husband in the ass I thought. That would make sense. If so more power to her because she sure as hell knew how to fuck like a man.

“You’re getting real close now aren’t you baby?” said Patrick.

“Oh yes, so close! Make me cum daddy, make me cum!” I begged.

“You can’t cum until I do and I’m not quite there yet,” Patrick said.

“Please?”

“No, hold it bitch. Show a little self control.”

That was agony. Since I had become female I had never once thought about trying to control my orgasms I just let ‘em rip. If I thought about it at all it was to feel delighted that I didn’t have to worry about it like I did as a man. Patrick was really toying with me but I loved it despite the difficulty.

“Can I cum now daddy?” I pleaded after a few more minutes.

“Almost.”

“Oh, God...you’re driving me crazy!”

“That’s the idea.”

I couldn’t hold it any longer and started to cum but Patrick was right there with me grunting heavily as his big dick shot semen deep into my gash. The sensation was amazing but to top it all off he kept fucking me a little even after he had finished ejaculating.

When I finally felt my head and arm being released I rolled over on my back to see who this skilled practitioner was.

“Hey babe. Surprised?” said Patrick, the raspy voice now gone.

Shocked was more like it because I realized that Patrick was really my wife.


CHAPTER 13:

Patrick came and sat on the sofa next to me putting my head on his lap so that I was looking up at him while the rest of my spent body sort of draped over the side of the furniture like a rag doll.

“I hope I wasn’t too rough with you,” said Patrick.

“Jesus, where did you learn to fuck like that?” I asked.

“I thought you’d recognize some of those Bob Patterson signature moves.”

“I did, but I never did them as well as you did so it never crossed my mind that it might actually be you,” I said.

“You’re not mad at me I hope.”

“No I’m impressed. You’ve come a long way since those practice sessions.”

“And so have you. If there was an orgy queen award you’d be wearing a tiara right now,” said Patrick.

“Is it really that noticeable?” I asked. “I thought that people were kind of singling me out but I sort of figured that was just my ego.”

“No, you should hear the way people are talking about you,” said Patrick. “I think it’s that look you get on your face like you’re having a religious experience and some of those adorable little noises you make.”

“Oh fuck, now I’m going to be self-conscious,” I said.

“No you won’t because none of this is an act. You’re a very sexual being and you always have been and it doesn’t seem to have changed just because you’re in a different body. If anything that seems to have intensified it,” said Patrick. “Now if you’ll excuse me there is a major blonde with a seriously big rack that I’ve been waiting to get my hands on and it looks like she’s currently available.”

“Happy hunting stud,” I said as I sat up and watched my wife make a beeline for some hussy with balloon tits.

As for me I wasn’t quite ready to get back in the saddle because I was still trying to process what had just happened. I figured it was a good time for a bathroom break because if I sat out here alone for much longer somebody was bound to pounce on me.

It was fascinating seeing my own weapons turned against me and kind of flattering although I never tended to get that rough with my wife. Sharon was just not the “make me your bitch” kind of woman. That’s why it was very surprising to see her doing it to me. It seemed like one more piece of evidence that she was figuring out my secret longing to be female. Maybe it was a test to see how easily I could be emasculated.

On the other hand maybe I was reading too much into it. My wife was as horny a pervert as I was so maybe she just wanted to scratch “make someone your bitch” off her sexual bucket list. Or maybe she just happened to see my very exposed cunt and thought it would be amusing to see if she could fool me into thinking it was some stranger tapping my ass.

A sort of bent sense of humor was another thing we had in common. Sometimes something would make the two of us laugh while everyone around us kind of stared and wondered what drug we were on.

I certainly hoped that we could still be friends even my transition ultimately ended our marriage. I certainly wouldn’t blame Sharon if she found it too difficult to be married to a woman and didn’t want to try and work around it and I hoped that she wouldn’t hate me for it even if she couldn’t love me in spite of it.

I was in kind of a funny mood as I prepared to leave the bathroom and return to the ballroom. I could have gone home at that point and been totally satiated but I was committed to spending the night so I pretty much had to gear up to go back in. I was also kind of torn between seeking out Patrick or trying to avoid him.

As it turned out things were kind of winding down by the time I got back and people were starting to sack out, individually or in pairs or even groups. I looked around and saw Patrick getting cozy on a mat with the big-busted blonde and opted to spend the night sandwiched between two men who I simultaneously jerked off before we all went to sleep.

In the morning we were served breakfast and then the carefully orchestrated ballet of getting us all back to normal while preserving our anonymity began. Once Sharon and I were both home we kind of clammed up again about the club and just went on as if it were a normal day. I was kind of relieved by that because I had been a bit afraid that we might be headed for a showdown over my burgeoning femininity but it still seemed odd that we didn’t even discuss what we had done the previous night.

Maybe I didn’t have to go all the way with the female thing I thought. Maybe the club and the occasional tryst with Armando would be enough to keep me satisfied while keeping my marriage alive. Making a total gender change was a huge commitment after all and life is full of situations where you have to settle for compromises instead of getting exactly what you want.

At any rate the status quo was maintained for the moment because I wasn’t ready to force the issue and Sharon either didn’t know what I was thinking or didn’t choose to confront me about it. That was a temporary relief but it certainly didn’t solve my problem.


CHAPTER 14:

I still hadn’t been with a man who wasn’t really a woman on a gender changing pill and it seemed to me like that might be kind of an important step to take. I got the impression that like Armando a lot of these women chose to create a kind of idealized version of a man when they took that pill. They wanted to be the sort of man they fantasized about and probably had trouble finding in real life. I suppose the same was true with a lot of the men who swapped. I knew that I had certainly wanted to be the kind of woman that men would be crazy about and assumed that other men probably felt the same way.

Sharon had been the most aggressively alpha type male I had been with and that was largely because she knew who I was and was kind of pranking me. I had no idea what I expected to find hooking up with men who had been men their whole lives but it seemed like valuable data to compile before making any final decision.

My first plan to date a male who had been born that way was possibly not the greatest idea in the world but it was one of the easiest to pull off so I went with it. I had an old acquaintance from law school named Jake Tucker who had been considered kind of a ladies’ man back then. We hadn’t been terribly close in school and hadn’t kept in touch very much but I thought he might be receptive to my unusual proposal.

I contacted him and told him in the strictest confidence about the pill and the club and my discovering a feminine side I hadn’t known about. I also told him that he would be doing me a favor if he would be willing to have a discrete rendezvous with me since I couldn’t openly date men while still married to a woman.

He was intrigued by a little hesitant at first but as soon as I sent him a selfie I had taken of me as Kimberly he was 100% onboard. Sharon had told me that she was going to be working very late on Friday so I should make my own dinner plans and not wait up for her. Taking her advice I made arrangements to go to dinner with Jake.

I had felt a little guilty having my afternoon quickie with Armando but rationalized that we weren’t doing anything different than we had already done at the club with my wife’s consent and that Armando didn’t pose any threat to my marriage since he was actually a married woman in an arrangement that he wasn’t likely to break.

Jake, on the other hand, was single, an actual male, someone from my past that I thought I might like to date and I initiated the contact. It was hard to spin that so that it didn’t sound like cheating.

Even so I was excited as I always was about the chance to be Kimberly again and fussed over my looks for way too long before finally prying myself away from the mirror and meeting the man for dinner. He looked good and was one of those guys where a few years actually improved his appearance.

“I can’t believe that you’re actually Bob Patterson,” said Jake when we were seated at the restaurant.

“”Actually I’d prefer it if you call me Kimberly,” I said.

“Oh, yeah sure, sure. I just meant that when I’m sitting here I just see a beautiful woman and have a hard time associating her with someone I knew in school,” Jake clarified.

“Please do just think of me as the woman you see right now,” I said. “Treat me like you would any other woman in a similar circumstance.”

“I don’t think we’ll have any problem with that,” said Jake with a grin.

It seemed pretty obvious that Jake was trying to impress me with all his accomplishments since graduating from law school, which was kind of interesting because I had already told him that I would go back to his place after dinner but that I couldn’t spend the whole night. Other than providing him with a written list of the sex acts I would be willing to perform with him that night I don’t think I could have been much more clear about my intent to have him fuck me.

I suppose it was just a natural male response to any pretty woman to try and make yourself look good. After all I had obsessed over trying to make myself look perfect even though I knew it wouldn’t be necessary since I was offering myself up as a sure thing.

Jake had a very nice apartment so he probably hadn’t been exaggerating too much about his accomplishments and we enjoyed a glass of wine out on his balcony before he put his arms around my waist and kissed me.

“I wish you had looked like this back in law school,” said Jake.

“As I recall you didn’t have much trouble getting women,” I reminded him.

“Yeah but they weren’t all as gorgeous as your are.”

“Somehow I suspect you’ve used that line on a lot of women,” I teased.

“Perhaps...but it doesn’t mean it wasn’t true.”

This time the kiss was a lot longer and more passionate and his hands were on my back possibly probing for the location of the top of my zipper. Instead of waiting for him to find my zipper I crouched down and unfastened his. Then I pulled out his cock and went to work.

“Wow, I thought you might be kind of shy about the whole sex thing,” Jake commented.

“I can always stop if this is more than you had in mind,” I teased.

“No I think I can cope with this turn of events,” said Jake. “In fact I encourage it.”

“I thought you might,” I said with a grin before I resumed pleasuring his tool.

It was kind of interesting to reflect on what Jake had said about how he wished I had looked like this back in law school. How different things might have been. Not so much from the idea that I might have sucked Jake’s cock sooner but that everything in my life might have been very different. Would I have even been in law school? I knew that I could practice law as a woman as well as I did as a man but would that have been my career path or would I have been drawn or steered in another direction?

Surely I never would have met Sharon and I’d probably have married some guy somewhere along the line, whether it would have lasted or not. Maybe I’d even be a mother by now. Of course none of that really mattered because I couldn’t go back in time and change my past I could only deal with the future and the present and at the present I was dealing with a fairly big dick being forced down my throat as Jake had grabbed the back of my head and was now controlling the action.

“Oh that’s good honey...you really do want to be a girl don’t you?” said Jake as he continued to throat fuck me.

After a while he took his hands off my head and pulled me to my feet. He kissed me aggressively and then told me to take off my dress. I stepped back and got the zipper down and then shimmied out of it.

“Now why don’t you show me your tits?” he suggested, or perhaps instructed.

I unhooked my bra and let it fall to the ground with my dress. Jake looked at me and then nodded approvingly.

“Very nice honey. Very, very nice,” he said. “But I’ll bet it would be even nicer if you took the panties off too.”

I smiled and took my panties off and then struck a little pose with one hand on my hip.

“Satisfied?” I asked.

“Oh I’m delighted with the view but I won’t be satisfied until I’ve busted a nut in that hot little body of yours,” said Jake.

And so commenced the fucking.


CHAPTER 15:

There was a table on the patio and Jake plunked my butt down on it. Then he started rubbing my pussy while he leaned over to kiss me. That didn’t last too long and pretty soon he pushed my legs back and stuck his cock in my slit. It was one of those clothed male/naked female things again that I sort of liked and his dick felt really good inside me.

He mostly had his hands on the underside of my thighs but periodically he would reach out and grab one boob or the other and kind of squeeze it a little before going back to holding my legs. I think the bouncing of my tits attracted his attention but made it somewhat difficult to really get a grip on those babies. To paraphrase Newton a titty in motion will stay in motion at a constant velocity, unless acted upon by an unbalanced force. Hey, I may be a slut but I’m not a completely brainless bimbo.

As Jake continued to drill me I wondered whether I was really accomplishing anything by this, other than having some pretty good sex on a patio table and catching up with an old school chum. He had been a little bossy and a little aggressive but he hadn’t insulted me yet or anything and certainly made me feel good about my appearance and attractiveness.

I don’t know what I was expecting. To find out that men were jerks who would just use you and never call you again? I was a man and I already knew there were men like that. Jake was probably one of them back in the law school days. He certainly showed no interest in commitment, which probably hadn’t changed that much since he still wasn’t married, but so what? This was probably a one-shot deal for me anyway and I certainly didn’t want him sending any roses to my house or office.

Basically I had contacted this guy out of the blue, told him I was thinking about becoming a woman, and asked him if he could clear up a few hours to fuck me before I ran home to my wife. I obviously wasn’t going to learn anything about how the world would treat me as a woman since he knew who I was and that I was using a drug to experiment with body changing. And when he saw what I looked like as a woman of course he wanted to have easy no strings attached sex with me.

I felt a little silly about having concocted this scheme but I loved having an excuse to be Kimberly again, and I needed to get dinner on my own that night anyway and the restaurant Jake took me to was nice enough, and I was getting laid. Those were all on the plus side but I had now exposed my secret to someone who was supportive because it meant he was going to get his dick wet but might just be something he’d gossip about to people who knew me that might be shocked, amused, or titillated to discover that I was a closeted queer who liked to suck cock.

Personally that didn’t bother me so much because it was true and if I ultimately decided to become female everybody would know about it. I worried about mostly because I didn’t want it getting back to Sharon. I guess part of me was still hoping that I could get this out of my system and Sharon would never have to know and nobody would be hurt.

Suddenly Jake flipped me over and started doing me from behind and I tried to stop thinking so much. The weather was fine, there was a nice view from the table, and I loved hearing the sound of a man’s balls slapping against my ass.

When he finished up inside me he kind of slumped over my back keeping my bent over the table. He was breathing hard and I knew that he had really worked to last as long as he did and I appreciated that but I also felt kind of weird and dirty for cheating on my wife.

“If you ever make this permanent baby you’ve got to let me know because I’d love another crack at you when we’ve got more time,” said Jake.

“I’m sure you’ll know all about it,” I said. “Now if you can get off me that would be great because I’ve got to get my clothes on and try to get home before my wife does.”


CHAPTER 16:

For some people cheating is the best kind of sex. It’s good for the ego because it shows you’ve got options and you’re not limited to just your partner or if you’re the one who is having an affair with someone who is cheating you feel superior because they are choosing you over their supposed significant other. And there’s and element of excitement and cloak and dagger stuff that some people really get off on combined with the danger of potentially getting caught. I wasn’t one of those people.

Hard to understand, perhaps, because my wife and I frequently had sex with other people but it had always been an open thing that we were sharing. If I slept with someone’s wife Sharon was sleeping with that woman’s husband or we were all in bed together. From a theoretical standpoint there wasn’t really any big difference between that and one of us individually going out and having sex outside of the marriage but psychologically there was a huge difference and I was struggling with that.

I could feel the tension in our marriage and wondered if Sharon’s recent habit of working longer hours was a way to avoid having to be intimate with me because we weren’t really doing much of anything in that way together outside of the slumber party we went to at the club.

The idea that somehow I could “test drive” my womanhood in secret somehow and make a potentially gigantic life changing decision without my wife being involved in the process was pretty ridiculous. Finally I decided that I had to tell her what I was doing and thinking and feeling and let her have her say even if it didn’t go well. It wasn’t the easiest decision and it wasn’t a conversation I was looking forward to having but when we finally had some time alone together I mustered the courage.

“This is such a hard thing to talk about, and I’ve been trying to avoid it, but I just can’t go on hiding it anymore,” I began. “Something really profound happened to me as a result of joining that swapping club. Something that went way beyond finding out that I really liked having sex as a woman. I discovered that it’s not just the sex I like it’s the idea of being a woman all the time that I especially like. Well, love actually.”

“I see,” said Sharon in a non-committal tone.

“Obviously it has nothing to do with my feelings towards you and I definitely am not in love with somebody else. This is really about my strong feeling that I won’t be truly happy going forward in life if I’’m not doing it as a woman but I think I might need some time to explore that more thoroughly before I can make the right decision. I’ve been trying to do that in secret but not doing it too well I’m afraid,” I admitted.

“That’s very interesting,” said Sharon, again not tipping her hand.

“And I’m ashamed to admit that I have cheated on you with other men, which are words I never expected to hear myself say to anyone.”

“So what are you suggesting we do about this?” asked Sharon.

“Well I was kind of hoping that maybe we could work out some kind of arrangement where I would start living as a woman or at least spend more time as a woman so I wouldn’t have to hide it or sneak around behind your back,” I said. “I mean I’m open to anything that keeps our relationship going. If you want me to sleep in another room, or you want to have lovers, or whatever you think is fair I would argue. I just don’t want to make this decision alone when you mean so much to me.”

“You know it’s kind of funny that you mention this because I’ve been having similar thoughts along those lines,” said Sharon.

“You mean you’ve been thinking about me living as a woman?” I asked.

“No dummy, I’ve been thinking about me living as a man,” she replied. “Where do you think I’ve been all the time?”

“Ah...working late,” I said feebly.

“Yeah, working on getting as much tail as I can,” said Sharon,

“Well why didn’t you tell me you wanted to be some swinging dick ladies’ man?” I asked.

“Well why didn’t you tell me you wanted to be some little bitch?” she shot back.

Of course I had never thought about Sharon sleeping around behind my back because I was so guilt-ridden about doing it myself. And I never thought about the possibility that she might have had some gender epiphany at the club because I was totally wrapped up in my oen gender dilemma.

“So are you planning to come out and live as a man now?” I asked.

“I don’t know. It’s a very intriguing idea but like you I think I need to give it a little more time and experience more things. Fortunately it looks like we’re both kind of on the same page here so whatever we do we might as well do together.”

“So you’d be the husband now and I’d be the wife?” I said.

“I’m willing to give that a shot...unless it’s too much of a blow to your manhood or something,” said Sharon.

“No that’s music to my ears,” I replied. “I want to take a sledgehammer and smash any shred of manhood that might still exist in me. But am I like your type when you’re a man? Do you really want to be my husband?”

“Are you kidding baby? You’re a smoking hot piece of ass,” said Sharon with a laugh. “Now why don’t you get that pretty little ass of yours into the bathroom and take a pill and I’ll do the same and I’ll show you how much I want to be your husband.”


CHAPTER 17:

What was happening was so fantastic that I worried that I might be dreaming. I literally pinched myself, although I have no idea whether that really works, but I didn’t wake up so I tore off my clothes and grabbed a pill. I kind of wished that I had something sexy to put on before I came back into the bedroom but there was something kind of appropriate about presenting myself naked too.

When I came back into the room Sharon, or I guess I should say Patrick, was already lying naked on the bed. He looked so good to me I couldn’t wait to scamper over and crawl into his arms. We kissed for a long time and I couldn’t stop staring into his eyes.

“God I love you like this...I mean I love you the other way too but this is seriously cool,” I said.

“I know, but it’s weird though,” said Patrick. “What were the odds that we would both have the exact same reaction from spending one night at a swapping club?”

“I don’t know but if I didn’t want you to fuck me so bad right now I’d suggest that we head for the nearest casino.”

“So do I call you Kimberly or Kim or what?” asked Patrick.

“You decide.”

“I think I like calling you Kimmy.” said Patrick.

“And what about you? What do your bitches call you? Patrick or Pat?” I asked.

“I told you, they call me daddy,” said Patrick with a laugh as he slapped my rump.

“Well I’m not introducing you as daddy at any cocktail parties or formal dinners,” I replied.

“I should warn you that the way I behaved at the slumber party wasn’t just all an act. One of the things I’ve discovered about myself while being male is that I have a pretty aggressive streak sometimes that just sort of comes out, especially when I’m aroused,” said Patrick.

“I don’t think that will be a problem,” I said. “I’m beginning to discover a kind of submissive streak that just sort of comes out, especially when I’m aroused.”

“Maybe we should hold off on the sex and book a quick flight to Vegas,” Patrick joked. “Our luck seems to be running really strong.”

“No way mister. You can’t dangle that big cock in front of me without sticking it in my body somewhere,” I said. “Because if you don’t do it soon I’m just going to start sucking your dick and then what will you do?”

“Probably cum in your mouth...unless I decide to pull out and shoot it all over your face and mark my territory. You are my woman now,” Patrick teased.

“God I love hearing you say that...well the part about me being your woman...actually the other part too come to think of it.”

“Well there’s going to be plenty of time for that but I think right now you should just roll over on your side and let me get nice and close behind you,” Patrick suggested.

“Like this?” I asked as I turned on my side.

“Just like that,” said Patrick as he pressed his body up against my backside.

We kind of spooned for a while and Patrick ran his hands over my body and kissed my neck and the side of my face. All of a sudden I felt something kind of flexible and rubbery sliding into my snatch.

“What the hell is that?” I asked.

“Just one of my favorite toys,” Patrick replied. “I figured you’re going to get more use out of them now than I am.”

“Well I know you didn’t have it in your pocket so where did it come from?”

“I hid it under the pillow. I thought you might enjoy it.”

“Oh I do, I do,” I purred happily.

“I’ve got a lot of fun toys you can play with.”

“I wish I could reciprocate but I didn’t know we were exchanging gifts tonight along with our sex roles,” I said.

“I’ll let it slide this time but don’t make a habit of it,” Patrick chuckled as he slapped my ass.

“You sure seem to like spanking me,” I pointed out.

“Well yeah, I mean look at that perfect round butt...it just needs to be spanked.”

“When you put it that way…”

Patrick poked around inside me with the dildo a little longer and I really did like the interesting texture and flexibility. I hadn’t played with any toys yet but it seemed like it might be a whole world of fun. Suddenly I felt my pussy getting filled again but there was nothing rubbery about the object snaking its way inside me. It was rock hard and all man.

“Now that’s my favorite toy,” I moaned happily.

It was crazy how much better I liked this new dynamic and I was really hoping that Patrick felt the same way. Was it really possible that we could not only keep our marriage going after switching genders but maybe even improve it? As an adventurous couple we had tried a lot of wild and unconventional things to see if we liked them but nothing had ever made us want to actually change our lives in any substantial way before. An adventurous diner might try a vegetarian pizza for the first time and like it but they probably weren’t going to become a vegetarian because of that one pizza. Yet somehow something about changing gender had spoken to us on a very deep level almost from the first time we had tried it.

Finally, as was so often the case with me, I managed to stop thinking and analyzing everything and just went with the flow of my husband’s cock gliding back and forth inside me. We were so snug and tight and warm together, working as a unit in perfect harmony. It was like changing roles hadn’t caused us to miss a beat, despite the fact that we had spent more than five years getting to know each other’s bodies as intimately as one could. That process would probably start all over again but we were in sync enough mentally to do a pretty darn good job right off the bat.

“I love you baby,” I moaned softly.

“I love you too darling, and I don’t think that’s ever going to change even if we change,” said Patrick.

I thought he was probably right about that and certainly hoped so at any rate. At least we were both moving in the same direction and working towards the same goal. That’s more than a lot of married couples can say without the complication of trying to become completely different people in the process.


CHAPTER 18:

I think the biggest fear that we both had was that one of us would be completely committed to making the change and the other would get cold feet and not want to do it. That seemed like it would be tragic because we would have gotten so close only to have it all fall apart.

Almost immediately we were faced with logistical questions. We had to decide how often we would be in our new roles and who, if anyone, would be aware of what we were doing, and how long we would wait before addressing the subject at work or in other public activities.

We decided to start kind of slow and just changed on weekends but that proved to be too limiting. We were really anxious to explore our new sex life and didn’t want to have sex in our old bodies because that sort of clouded the issue. That led to the pop a pill as soon as you get home from work policy which was a major improvement. It was kind of weird for whoever got home first because they would have already changed so you would have a brief situation where we were both male or both female at the same time.

Us, being the way we were, it was sometimes tempting to consider having lesbian or gay sex when we were configured accordingly but again we didn’t want to distract from our main purpose. It was encouraging that we were both open to the idea of exploring that in case it did turn out that only one of us wanted to change gender forever. I would never have imagined being in a gay relationship before but since I was in love with Patrick already and had sex with him all the time I saw no reason to be reluctant about having sex with him even if I was a man.

I would guess that we lived this secret double life for about three months before we decided that it was time to take it to the next level. The first step was to inform our coworkers of our intention to come to work as Kimberly and Patrick instead of Bob and Sharon. Since Patrick was in private practice it was a little easier for him because his staff were all his employees and if your boss wants to change their gender there’s not much you can do about it except quit if it bothers you. Having to re-introduce himself to all his patients was another matter but he had sent all of them an email explaining the situation so that they wouldn’t be shocked and could find another doctor if they didn’t want to be seen by him.

I was a partner in law firm so I couldn’t just say deal with it or quit. It was more like if you can’t deal with it than I have to quit. Like Patrick I had sent an email to everyone explaining what I was doing but even so I still got a pretty surprised reaction when I walked in as a woman the first time. Fortunately for me it was a positive surprise because I think people were assuming that I would look like a man in a dress. The fact that the pill could make me indistinguishable from someone who was born female made it easier for people to just see me as a woman and not even think about it. The fact that I was also attractive helped I’m sure but also added a new layer because the men at the company seemed to be checking me out quite a bit.

That was kind of a weird thing to deal with because it cut across status lines. I got the definite impression that from senior partners to junior paralegals there were men in that office waiting for me to drop a pencil or cross my legs. There might be some advantages to that but I had the feeling that I probably wasn’t going to be part of the “old boys’ club” anymore. It certainly might hinder my career but at least I was in the same boat as the other female attorneys at the firm. They had to work twice as hard to make half as much progress as the men but they didn’t quit or run from the fight and I was proud to be one of them now.

Once the work thing was out in the open it was a great joy to just be a woman all of the time. He constant switching back and forth was less than ideal but at least we had that option. We were able to take our time and get a real feel of what our lives would be like if we stayed this way. Thankfully I think we both knew pretty quickly after making the switch complete that we would never go back to the way it was before. By staying female 24/7 it just became the new normal. All that was really left to do was to make it legal and official, and being the lawyer in the family that was my job.

I just waded in and hammered through every piece of red tape and bureaucratic bullshit and we finally came out at the other side as Mr. and Mrs. Patrick Patterson. Since Sharon had taken my last name when we married we talked about changing our last name to her old maiden name, which seemed only fair and I was fine with now that she was the husband, but in the end we felt like we’d had enough upheaval as it was. To our friends we were still the Pattersons, just Patrick and Kimberly instead of Bob and Sharon.

Once it was official we decided to do a renewal of our wedding vows ceremony. It was something I especially pushed for because I wanted to have my friends and family see how happy I was to be Patrick’s loving and devoted wife, and it even gave me a chance to have a taste of the wedding experience from the female perspective. We even dug out Sharon’s old wedding dress and had it altered to fit me so there was a wonderful sense of continuity to the whole thing. It seemed wonderfully symbolic to wear that dress since I was literally stepping into Sharon’s shoes as the female half of our marriage.

Since we both had busy schedules we just took a mini honeymoon that was basically a weekend getaway. Even so we got the bridal suite and I made sure to pack some appropriately sexy white lingerie for our second wedding night.

“You know I think you wore that dress better than I did,” said Patrick when we were in our suite.

“No, you were a beautiful bride and that dress suited you perfectly,” I said. “We were just lucky that I could stuff my big boobs in there without having a major wardrobe malfunction.”

“Are you bragging about your bigger tits?” Patrick teased.

“Absolutely,” I replied, “as I’ve heard you brag about your bigger cock.”

“I guess things kind of worked out better for both of us,” said Patrick.

“I couldn’t agree more,” I said as I crawled into bed with him.

We had a very long foreplay session before I managed to get myself into position on all fours.

“I take it you want to get boned from behind,” Patrick joked.

“Well I hear this is one of the best positions if you’re trying to get pregnant,” I replied.

“Are we trying to get you pregnant?”

“Not tonight, but I’m open to the discussion and I don’t think there’s any harm in practicing,” I said.

“Practice makes perfect,” said Patrick as he got behind me and prepared to mount my ass. “But are you seriously thinking that you might want to be a mother?”

“My biological clock is ticking honey and I don’t want to wait until it’s too late,” I said.

“I think you’ve got quite a way to go before it’s too late but I’m certainly open to the idea of having a child...especially since you’ll be to one carrying it around instead of me,” said Patrick.

“That really doesn’t scare me for some reason,” I said. “Maybe I’m just weird.”

“That I will attest to but I think it’s wonderful that you’re so open to the idea,” said Patrick.

“Okay so let’s pretend that we’re trying for a baby and you try to fuck me as deeply as you can and shoot that sperm into my cervix.”

“Wow, you’ve been reading up on this haven’t you?”

“Maybe a little,” I replied.

“Well hold on to your uterus because I’m going in and I’m going deep.”

I frequently thought about mating anyway when we were having sex and it always gave me a really warm feeling. Discovering my deep maternal instincts was one of the more exciting things about becoming a woman and I was pretty sure that I would become a mother someday when we both decided the time was right.

Patrick was certainly doing his part because I could feel every inch of his manhood drilling deep inside me. The fact that I was a lawyer came in handy for the legal transition and the fact that he was a doctor would come in handy if I got pregnant. I certainly knew he wouldn’t wuss out in the delivery room.

It was such a beautiful night of lovemaking anyway after renewing our vows but adding the element of starting a family just made it even better.


CHAPTER 19:

As a bit of a postscript to this story I’m very pleased to say that things seem to have worked out very well for us in our new roles. Interestingly we became less and less interested in pursuing kinky sex outside of our bedroom. We still kept things spicy by playing around with a little bondage or role playing with costumes but for some reason we just liked fucking each other the way we were much better than the way we used to be. We never sat down and had a big discussion about it or anything it just kind of organically fell that way.

And yes I did become a mother and it was the most extraordinarily wonderful experience in the world. Again we were very lucky people because my husband made more than enough money for me to put my job aside for a while so that I could focus on motherhood. Of course we also saved a bit of money by dropping our membership in the swapping club because we really didn’t fit in there anymore. Joining that club had been the best thing we could possibly have done but it worked so well for us that the thought of swapping again never entered our minds.


AUTHOR’S NOTES:

Frequent readers of mine will have surely noticed that I like stories about clubs or resorts or secret societies where gender swapping is the focus of the place. Sort of a TG Fantasy Island sort of a thing. It just seems like such a cool idea that I keep coming back to it.

And once again I tried to just write a nice dirty immoral book about partner swapping and cheating and wicked behavior and once again the hopeless romantic in me took over and turned it into a story of a married couple rekindling their passion and renewing their vows as the result of both of them changing their gender. That’s just me I guess. I can be slutty and as you can probably imagine I have a terribly filthy mouth in bed but I’m also very faithful and romantic and I have a hard time glorifying infidelity.

After having written so many books and no doubt repeating myself at times I would really love to hear from you and find out what you really like. Do you like when a man becomes a submissive woman or would you rather see a stronger female protagonist? Is there a setting you think might make a good location for a story? Do you have a personal favorite fantasy that you’d like to see written about. If you have any suggestions please visit my blog, which you can find a link to on the next page. I write what I like but I also like the challenge of going in a new direction sometimes. Hope to hear from you!


SOCIAL MEDIA

I’ve recently started trying to establish some kind of more substantial social media presence. What I’m really hoping for is to get people to engage and communicate with me so that I can better understand what my readers want to see in the future. And I would like to use things like my blog as an outlet for some of my other artistic endeavors that I hope you will find entertaining and stimulating.

At the moment the two that I’m concentrating on are:

https://www.facebook.com/pages/Stacey-Zackerly-Author/1433132996914960

http://staceyzackerly.blogspot.com

There’s a lot of fun stuff starting to happen at the blog like my new cartoon/caption series called “Stacey’s World” that is a surprisingly honest and generally amusing look at my life primarily from a sexual perspective.

I would love to hear from you guys and make this relationship more of a two-way street. The fans that I’ve met online have been absolutely awesome and I can’t wait to make some new friends!


NEW VIDEOS!

I’ve been having some fun making a few short 3D animated videos using the 3DXChat game. I also discovered a cool video site that I really like called Hypnotube that is packed with sissy hypno and other TG videos. You can find my new videos there at:

https://hypnotube.com/video/the-beach-house-by-stacey-zackerly-43647.html

https://hypnotube.com/video/the-club-by-stacey-zackerly-42938.html
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