

THE VACATION CLUB

BY STACEY ZACKERLY

Copyright (c) 2021 By Stacey Zackerly

All Rights Reserved


CHAPTER 1:

“Have you ever heard of something called the Vacation Club?” my buddy Kent asked one day as we were having a couple of beers and watching a game on TV.

“No, is that some Groupon thing where you sign up to be a member and get discounts or something?” I replied.

“Not exactly. It’s a very exclusive group of bored housewives who get together and go on fabulous trips all over the world,” Kent explained. “My ex-wife used to go on those trips all the time.”

“You let your wife go on fancy vacations without you?”

“Sure. I was banging my secretary at the time so it just meant a couple of weeks of not having to sneak around or being free to go out and nail some cocktail waitress,” said Kent.

“Didn’t that cost you a bundle?” I asked.

“No, that’s the beauty part of it. Even though they stayed at first class hotels and ate at the best restaurants and took in all the sights it never cost that much at all. My wife just said that they had good relationships established with travel brokers and they got off peak booking and shit like that. I wasn’t about to complain. It made her happy and it gave me some freedom.”

“Weren’t you worried about some hot Euro dude banging your old lady?”

“Fuck no,” Kent replied. “I got the inside scoop on this thing from a friend of my ex, who also was a member, and she told me it was a big lesbian pussyfest. They’d all drink too much wine and then somebody would start kissing and before long it would turn into a bean licking orgy.”

“Wow,” I said, not knowing what else to say to something like that. “So why are you bringing this up now?”

“I had a brilliant idea,” said Kent.

Those were words that I had learned to be wary of. His “brilliant” ideas were often pretty off-the-wall and not always too successful.

“Go on.”

“I know a guy who knows how to get his hands on these temporary gender changing pills. You pop one in your mouth and bang, you turn into a woman. Pop another one and you’re right back to normal. Simple as that,” said Kent.

“You can’t seriously be suggesting what I think you’re suggesting,” I said aghast.

“Why not? We’ve got the inside track to membership. After the divorce I ended up with a bunch of boxes of canceled checks and paid bill receipts and crap like that and I was going through one of them the other day and found the paperwork for application for membership in the Vacation Club. It’s all right there. The only way you can get it is if a current or former member gives it to you so that’s one big hurdle out of the way,” said Kent enthusiastically.

“Go on,” I repeated, figuring that I would just shoot it all done after he was done making his pitch.

“You just have to fill out the application that has some basic questions about your interests and your favorite vacation spots and things like that and send them a couple of pictures. If you’re accepted you go on the list and they notify you of upcoming packages you can sign up for. And the real kicker is the pictures they ask for. One head shot, one full-length bikini shot, and one lingerie shot,” said Kent with a triumphant flourish that was lost on me.

“So?”

“So why would they want a bikini pic and the lingerie shot unless they wanted to make sure that you were hot enough to join their little clitty bang gang, or gang bang as the case may be?”

“Okay, I think I’ve got the gist of this. You want us to take some magic pill that will make us turn into women, snap some photos and fill in an application, send it off hoping to be accepted into this bored housewives travel crew where we would try to pass ourselves off as real women for two weeks on some Greek island or something while licking pussy and drinking Oozo,” I said, summarizing the plan as best I could.

“You forgot the cheap travel part,” Kent pointed out. “It’s a killer way to get a quality vacation at a cut rate price.”

“You know what...I’m not even going to argue against this. I don’t believe there’s a pill that will turn us into women, and even if there was I’m skeptical that this guy you know isn’t just full of shit and what are the odds that we’d end up attractive enough to pass inspection? If the membership is that exclusive they obviously are pretty picky about who they choose so what could we possibly bring to the table?”

“Okay, that’s fair enough. You let me sweat the details and all you have to do is go along for the ride. Just promise me that if I come through you’ll come through,” said Kent

“Fine, I promise. Now can we get back to watching the game? You fucking jinxed it with all this bullshit. We were winning and now we’re behind.”

I honestly didn’t give the subject another thought until Kent showed up one day with a bottle of pills that he jiggled in my face victoriously.

“Step one is complete my man. I’ve got the pills, and a pretty good supply of them too,” said Kent proudly.

“Oh, dude, you can’t be serious. You want us to try some crazy street drug nobody’s ever heard of that you bought from some guy that got them from who knows where?” I said.

“I’ve already tried it and it works...really well,” said Kent as he showed me a selfie of a very attractive naked woman standing in front of a mirror.

“Are you trying to tell me that’s you?”

“Of course it’s me. Look at the picture. That’s my room isn’t it?”

“Just because it’s your room doesn’t mean it’s you,” I pointed out.

“Oh, yeah, I just got this gorgeous babe to come to my place and strip so that she could snap a photo and I could show it to you as part of some elaborate prank. If I could get naked women who looked that good to come to my room I wouldn’t be wasting my time screwing around with some complicated scheme to hook up with housewives for lesbian sex,” Kent stated sarcastically.

“Well, that’s you, maybe, but it’s not me. There’s no way any pill is going to make me look like that,” I said.

“Only one way to find out,” said Kent, shaking the bottle at me again.

I knew I had to live up to my word, but I was a little worried that there might be some truth to Kent’s story. He wasn’t going to lie to me about testing the drug but I still couldn’t believe that was really him in the picture. Finally a figured there was nothing to do but take the damn thing and get it over with. If it was all just a big joke Kent had worked hard enough to get a laugh at my expense. I’d just have to work even harder to get even someday down the line.

I took the pill and in just a few seconds all hell broke loose in my body. Muscles were cramping and things were stretching and I was totally disoriented. When the dust cleared I knew something major had happened and from the look on Kent’s face it was probably not what I was hoping for.

“Fuck...you look even better than I did,” said Kent in awe.

I stumbled over to the mirror and took a glance. To my dismay the reflection was nothing like I had ever imagined seeing when I looked into a mirror. I was looking at myself, but myself as a smoking hot woman.

“So what do you think buddy?” asked Kent with a wicked grin.

“I think we better get some clothes and makeup and shit and take those pictures.”


CHAPTER 2:

Once I discovered that the pill actually worked I became a little excited about the whole scheme. I had my doubts about the lesbian orgy aspects but I did enjoy traveling and if I had to do it in a dress to save a substantial amount of money that didn’t seem like too much of a burden. Besides, I’d always had that locker room fantasy of being invisible in a room full of girls who were dressing and showering and whatever. This was probably even better than being invisible because I could get right into the middle of the action.

Because Kent had a bunch of the pills we could afford to blow a few in the process of getting our application in order. I took one and got my measurements and then did some online shopping for clothes. There was no point in going overboard since we only needed three outfits for the pictures and if we got rejected there wouldn’t be any need to waste any more money than that on clothes we’d never wear.

For the head shot I ordered a floral cocktail dress. It was bright and fun and looked like something one might wear on a vacation. For the bikini I went with a slightly more bold look opting for a leopard print string thing that I knew would show lots of leg. Finally for the lingerie I went all out and got a red halter corset outfit with matching panties, a garter belt, and sheer stockings. If we were going to be judged on our sex appeal I figured it was best to look as sexy as possible, without going over the top and being too trashy.

Kent and I compared notes so that we wouldn’t end up matching, or having too different an approach, and then we placed our orders and waited for the merchandise to arrive. In the meantime we tried to give ourselves a crash course in cosmetics. It took a little practice but pretty soon we were getting the hang of it. It wasn’t exactly rocket science, but it was unfamiliar to us so we didn’t want that to be a dead giveaway that we weren’t what we seemed to be.

It was Kent’s suggestion that once our clothing arrived we should have our hair and nails done professionally for the photo shoot. Once we had started down this path there was really no reason to not go all out, so off we trooped to the beauty salon.

Aside from making us look pretty the trip was also a good test for us. We would be going into an all-female world that most women would be completely comfortable in and trying to pass ourselves off as just one of the gals. If we failed here it would be a little embarrassing but not a total disaster. There were plenty of other salons we could go to, but we didn’t want to get accepted into the club and travel thousands of miles from home only to be exposed as frauds on the first night.

It turned out to be surprisingly easy. For one thing we weren’t men dressed up as women we were actually in women’s bodies at the time and people tend to accept the evidence of their own eyes and the prejudices of their expectations. We looked like two ladies having their hair done so nobody had any reason to think anything else.

I thought the salon would be more like going to the barbershop as a man but the whole thing was so ultra feminine. It was all “sweetie” this and “honey” that and I felt really pampered the whole time I was there. I let the beautician decide on a style for me, and she seemed pleased that I was putting it in her hands. I couldn’t have been happier with the results, although I wasn’t sure how I was ever going to manage my hair if I had to do it myself. I wasn’t used to having so much of the stuff on my head, but I sure liked the way it looked.

“Hey, we should get some kind of jewelry, don’t you think?” said Kent when we came out of the salon sporting our new hairdos.

“You think we need that?” I asked.

“Have you ever been out with a chick who didn’t wear earrings or something? It’s the little details that could make or break us.”

Since we were just posing for photos we didn’t splurge on anything too expensive and went with clip on earrings. The stuff probably wouldn’t pass muster at a luxury resort but it would hopefully do the trick for a few snapshots.

It was actually my idea to take the pictures in different locations. I figured it would be more convincing if it looked like we had taken these photos over time, like a real woman might normally have done, and the different backgrounds could accentuate the look we were going for.

For the bikini shots we went to the pool at my apartment complex, which was very nice-looking and could be photographed from different angles to look like different locations. When I first put the thing on I was so terrified of the thought of being seen in public dressed that way that I almost pulled the plug on the whole deal, but Kent assured me that I looked super hot in my bikini, and I had too admit that I agreed with him. My rather voluptuous figure really filled out the suit quite nicely and if we got accepted into the club I would surely need to wear a bathing suit in public at some point so I found myself striking a few poses next to the water or standing in front of a potted palm tree.

Kent also looked fantastic in his bikini and I think I might have gotten a little aroused taking pictures of him posing by the pool. It was just the craziest thing we had ever done and I still couldn’t believe it was actually happening.

The head shot was a piece of cake because we just needed decent lighting and a neutral background which just left us with the lingerie photos. Those were obviously bedroom pictures so we went to my bedroom and then Kent’s to finish the job.

I felt sexy at the pool but also a little self-conscious. Part of me wanted to be seen and admired and part of me felt like a total sissy for allowing myself to be talked into this kind of a thing. Now, in the privacy of my bedroom, dressed to kill in my new lingerie, I felt a kind of confidence I had never known before. It was the sense of feeling pretty. I had thought of myself a lot of different ways over the course of my lifetime but pretty wasn’t one of them. I never knew that being soft and delicate could feel so nice.

And my body was so darn attractive and looked so hot. I was never one of those guys with a ripped body and a ten-inch dick. I had certainly met women who found me attractive but I was not about to flaunt my physique if I could help it. As a woman I just had it all going on right out of the bottle. Sure the cosmetics helped, and the clothes helped, but I knew I could roll out of bed looking pretty terrific.

When it was Kent’s turn to pose in his bedroom there was no doubt in my mind that I was turned on. Even though I knew who he really was it was impossible to think about that when he was in that rockin’ female body, especially all dolled up in fishnets and sheer panties. For the first time I think I really started to see the possibility of some girl-on-girl action happening on one of these trips if we were lucky enough to get chosen for membership.

After finishing the photos in Kent’s bedroom I headed for home, still in my female body, and the moment I got there I pulled off all my clothes and flopped down on my back on the bed. My hand went straight down between my legs and I started rubbing my pussy all over. The first time I transformed I was in a state of shock over not having my cock and balls but I was starting to get used to that, and even kind of appreciating it in a way. Like the rest of my body I thought my pussy was very pretty, and it was definitely more comfortable than walking around with a package stuffed in my pants all day.

As I felt the little electric impulses emanating from my snatch I knew that it was functional as well as fashionable. I honestly couldn’t believe that just touching the outside was so freaking awesome, but my curiosity compelled me so I stuck a finger in just for kicks. Pretty soon it was two fingers and I was doing myself pretty aggressively.

I kind of regretted not having planned ahead by purchasing a dildo because I felt like my pussy needed something a little bigger than a couple of fingers but you work with the tools you have so I kept plugging away and eventually got myself off.

It was certainly the best jerk off session I’d ever had, but it was also kind of scary. Knowing how good it felt to stimulate my vagina made me feel a little let down by the thought of being back in my real body, but what can you do? It was actually surprising that it had taken me this long to get around to masturbating.


CHAPTER 3:

“What about...Jennifer Logan?”

“No...Jennifer Lockwood.”

“Yeah, Lockwood is better.”

“On the other hand Lockwood is kind of dirty. It’s going to make men think of a tight pussy locking down on their wood.”

“Shit, you’re right. Jennifer Logan.”

“Yeah. Jennifer Logan.”

We had been going around for some time with the name game, trying to decide what we were going to call ourselves. Kent had settled on Heather Randolph but it had taken me a bit longer to land on Jennifer Logan. They both seemed like pretty names that suited attractive women without being too cutesy like Bambi or Barbie or something like that.

When I was alone later that day I tried out my new name in a variety of ways in front of a mirror.

“Hello, I’m Jennifer. Jennifer Logan.”

“Hi! My name’s Jennifer but my friends call me Jenny.”

“Pleased to meet you. I’m Jennifer and this is my friend Heather.”

It was a small thing to have a new name but it made a huge impact on me. I wasn’t Ted Banks anymore, at least not when I had tits, I was Jennifer Fucking Logan. Different name, different body, different person. The proverbial blank slate on which to write any story I desired. And it was cool that I didn’t have to think of Kent as Kent anymore when he was a girl. The more distance I could put between myself and those other identities the better.

When we were ready for the application process we got together and formulated a game plan. We both wanted in so it was definitely a team effort.

“Okay, from what I understand most of these ladies are married or divorced, so we want to avoid saying that we’re single,” said Kent, a name I use now because we were both male at the time.

“Well that’s fine for you, you really are divorced but I’ve never been married,” I reminded him.

“And you never had a pussy before. Just lie. Say you’re married, or say you’re divorced if that’s easier.”

“But I don’t know anything about being married.”

“You’ve been in relationships. It’s like that only totally miserable and very expensive,” said Kent.

“Okay, I’m divorced,” I said with a shrug. “Man, I had no idea that you were so cynical about marriage.”

“Not marriage in general...just my marriage,” Kent replied.

“Okay, so we’re both divorced. What are our interests?” I asked.

“This part is important because we want to paint a picture of ourselves as fun and adventurous and sociable but not too conspicuous.”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“If you say you enjoy swimming it sounds like you lead a healthy, active lifestyle but if you say you used to be a lifeguard everyone will expect you to know CPR and shit and jump in the riptides if someone is drowning.”

“I get it.”

We each filled out the form and I think managed to present ourselves in a way that we could live up to. There was nothing too crazy but we tried to personalize it a little so that it wasn’t all just cookie cutter responses.

“So how well do you know this friend of your ex-wife that gave you all this inside information?” I asked as we were finishing the form.

“Oh, I was banging her for a while,” Kent replied.

“Before or after you were divorced?”

“The first couple of times before, but the marriage was on the rocks by then anyway,” said Kent.

“You know maybe if you didn’t cheat on your wife so much things would have turned out better,” I suggested.

“Are you kidding? That’s the only thing that made the marriage last as long as it did.”

“Well if anybody asks to hear my sob story about why my marriage failed I think I’ll just use you as my inspiration.”

“Glad to be of help,” Kent said with a laugh.

I was actually nervous as we sent off our applications. I had thought this was a totally ridiculous and hopeless plan at the beginning but now that we had come so far it would have been very disappointing to fall short. We had invested a lot of time, thought, and money into trying to gain membership and I was on pins and needles waiting for the response.

Fortunately we didn’t have to wait long and we didn’t have the awkward situation of one of us making it but not the other as we were both promptly offered membership in the Vacation Club and accepted right away.

We got dressed up and went out to celebrate. Somehow we had pulled it off, at least this far. Now we had to choose a vacation to go on and hope that our luck held up, but we were both feeling pretty confident in our lady skills.

“I’ve got to hand it to you...I didn’t think any of this was possible,” I said as I clinked my wine glass against Heather’s at the restaurant.

“And this is only beginning. Soon we’ll be on a fabulous vacation surrounded by hot and horny women,” said Heather. “Of which I’m sure we will be two of the hottest.”

“And horniest,” I added almost under my breath, which made us both giggle.

“So I take it you’ve given your pussy a test drive,” said Heather.

“Just with my hand,” I said softly so that no one in the restaurant would hear me.

“Shit, I got myself off just rubbing up against the bedpost.”

“It’s a lot better than I thought it would be.”

“You got that right,”Heather said with a chuckle. “And the best part is you can just keep going as long as you like and cum as often as you can.”

We hadn’t noticed that our cute waiter had popped by the table with our salads and was standing right there staring at us.

“Sorry...girl talk,” said Heather with a grin as the waiter grinned back and served us our salads.

“I’m so embarrassed,” I said.

“Why? That probably made his night,” Heather replied. “You know he’s been checking us out from the moment we walked in here. Hearing us talk about how often we cum is just going to fuel his imagination even more.”

It was nice to be noticed but still a little difficult to be comfortable with the fact that men were looking at me in a lustful way. It sort of felt like they all had x-ray vision and were looking right through my clothes at my naked body. Of course if you really had x-ray vision you would see all the way down to the bone structure not just past a layer of clothing but that wasn’t really the point.

The point was I was now a sex object and I was going to have to come to terms with that as well as come to terms with the fact that I saw the world a little differently through my female eyes. A prime example of that would be the fact that I referred to our waiter as “cute” without giving it a thought. He was cute so I had every reason to describe him that way but I had no reason to think of any man as cute...did I? Did simply being in a different body make that much of a difference? I was certainly still attracted to women so that hadn’t changed, but I was more than a bit concerned about this new development. Hopefully it was harmless, like doing a little flirting with a guy at the drugstore, and I wouldn’t get backed into any dark corners where my resistance would be tested too much. I had gone to too much trouble and come too far to mess the whole thing up by letting some man get his hands on me.


CHAPTER 4:

We had chosen the “Danube Waltz” package that would take us from Vienna, Austria to Budapest, Hungary, cruising the famous Danube River. Neither Heather nor I had been to that part of Europe before so it was going to be a new experience for both of us. I had gone to Amsterdam in my college days for the pot bars and sex shows, and done a little backpacking, but this trip would be a little more elegant. I could picture myself sipping cocktails on a terrace and licking pussy in a fourposter bed.

It was kind of funny but we had been sent a list of things to pack, like we were kids going off to summer camp or something, except that nobody was telling us to write our initials in our underwear or roll up our socks. The list did get kind of specific about some things, especially lingerie, which I found a little unusual, but I figured these ladies had been doing this for a while now and probably knew what they were talking about.

Since we were basically starting from scratch wardrobe-wise it was debatable how much money we were actually saving on the trip, but we figured the first one would be a push and our clothing investment would pay off on subsequent trips. By this point money wasn’t that big of a deal to us anyway, we were just excited to be going.

One of our hurdles was actually getting to Vienna because we were obviously going to have to fly and we couldn’t use our male passports. Fortunately you could travel from Austria to Hungary without a passport so we could leave America as men, arrive in Vienna and show our passports, then find a place to change into Heather and Jennifer before meeting up with the other ladies at the hotel for check in. It wasn’t ideal but it was the best solution we could come up with.

I wasn’t used to traveling with so much luggage but that really couldn’t be helped. There would be porters to handle that anyway so it wasn’t like I was going to be lugging my own suitcases all over the place but I had always prided myself on being able to travel light.

It was a long flight to Vienna and I think I went through every emotion imaginable. I was anxious to get there and start my vacation and I regretted having ever gotten myself into this farce. I was looking forward to having a chance to wear some of my awesome new clothes and I was ashamed that I was allowing myself to be emasculated just for a hotel discount.

Kent seemed a lot calmer so I tried to keep myself on an even keel, and eventually I was able to doze off for a good length of time. The closer we got to our destination the more my excitement won over and I couldn’t wait to be Jennifer again.

Our flight arrived on time and we sailed through customs. That left us with a big unknown variable, which was where to change into Heather and Jennifer. We sent our baggage on to the hotel in our female names and we had enough stuff to transform into women in our carry on luggage, including our precious pills, which fortunately looked almost exactly like a prescription medicine that I was carrying so they blended in perfectly.

We had our cab driver take us to a different hotel and headed straight into the men’s room, or toilet as public bathrooms were usually called in Europe. We each grabbed an empty stall and did our transforming trick and then tried to dress in the cramped little space the best we could. We used the tiny mirror in our compacts to put our faces on and then waited until it looked like the coast was clear to make our exit. Just as we hit the door a man was entering and he looked very confused but once he checked the sign on the door he just smiled and went about his business.

We didn’t need to look spectacular since we were people who had just gotten off a plane after a very long flight so hopefully everyone would be a little disheveled. As it turned out it didn’t really matter anyway because we just went straight to the desk and were shown to our rooms. We would all be meeting as a group in the hotel restaurant later to kick things off so we had a little time to ourselves to unpack and freshen up.

Heather and I had our own private rooms so we agreed to clean up and kick back for about an hour and then meet up in her room to go over any last minute details before dinner. It felt so strange to be a woman in a hotel in a foreign country. In a way that actually made things easier for me because it was all so new and unfamiliar that I could forget my old life completely, even though I had been a man just a few minutes before.

I took a nice soothing bubble bath and then flopped down on my bed naked after I had dried off. For a moment I thought I was going to fall asleep but I had the TV on in the background and forgot about how much nudity there was on European television, even in commercials sometimes. Suddenly there was a guy getting the shower with a naked girl on the screen and I woke up right away. I didn’t know a word they were saying but just that hint of sexuality had me scrambling for my dildo. It was embarrassing to have it in my luggage, especially since I was traveling as a man, but I didn’t care. I knew I’d want it sooner or later and now it appeared to be sooner.

The shower thing was just an ad and over in a few seconds but I didn’t need any more stimulus. I flipped on the switch and let the tip of my cock shaped vibrator gently caress the outer folds of my box. While I did that I lightly rubbed the hood of my clit until I was starting to squirm. Then I stuck the toy in my snatch and left it vibrating while I moved it very slowly in and out.

Once I built up a little speed I switched the vibrator on high and in a few moments tears were rolling down my cheeks and I had to stuff a pillow in my mouth to keep from screaming. Female orgasms weren’t just a relief, they were more like a religious experience or the best drug ever. It was total sensory overload and I felt like my brain was about to explode.

After a rather long period of cumming extremely hard I switched off the vibrator and slowed the pace of my thrusting back down again. I wasn’t quite ready to pull the thing out of me because I honestly felt more complete when I had something big inside me but I knew I had to get ready for dinner and meet up with Heather at her room before we joined the group.

There really wasn’t much for us to say once we gathered in her room other than to admire each other’s outfits and try to keep each other calm. We squeezed hands and headed down to the restaurant together hoping that we hadn’t made a tremendous mistake by joining this club. They had the advantage of seeing our pictures but we had no idea what the other ladies might look like and all we could do was hope that the screening process meant that most of the members would be at least reasonably attractive.

When we finally met the club we were definitely not disappointed but Heather seemed unusually nervous for some reason.

“What’s up?” I whispered, fearing that we had made some terrible mistake.

“See that woman over there?” Heather whispered back. “That’s Lydia Magnus.”

“Who the hell is Lydia Magnus?”

“That’s the friend of my ex-wife I’ve been telling you about.”


CHAPTER 5:

There was nothing to do but take our seats and introduce ourselves when our turn came around. There was a woman named Eva Montgomery who appeared to be in charge of the proceedings. She was a very elegant and sophisticated-looking woman that I guessed might be in her early forties but age didn’t seem to have diminished her beauty as far as I was concerned.

All of the ladies were quite attractive although most were a bit older than we were. I would guess that somewhere around thirty five would probably be the average age and since Heather was twenty eight, and I was twenty six, we were definitely on the younger side.

“Welcome ladies to another exciting Vacation Club adventure. We have two new members joining us so I hope you’ll make them feel welcome, and I’m sure they will be a fine addition to our group. Now tonight I want you to try and get some rest and reset your biological clocks. We don’t want to be jet lagged on our first working night, which as you can see on your itinerary is the day after tomorrow. So relax, enjoy your meal, and try not to stay up too late,” said Eva before we dug into our dinner.

I wondered what she meant by “working night” but I could see that on our itineraries there were a number of nights that were marked “!!!!!” instead of stating any specific location or activity. Perhaps that was the code they used for lesbian orgies or something I thought.

After dinner several of the other ladies in the group came over to us and invited us to join them for a drink at the bar. I was happy to go but since one of them was Lydia Magnus Heather was reluctant to join in.

“She’s not going to know it’s you,” I pointed out.

“Yeah, but I know it’s her. It’s kind of weird,” Heather replied.

“It’s all kind of weird but here we are. Come on, let’s go be sociable and have a drink with these bitches.”

Heather managed to play it cool and I’m sure Lydia had absolutely no idea that she was talking to a guy who she used to sleep with. I could certainly see the attraction as Lydia was very sexy, although I can’t say that I condoned Kent’s adulterous behavior. If he wanted to bang Lydia he should have at least waited until he was divorced, but I wasn’t really the kind of person who tended to judge the morals of others. I’d never been married or even in a terribly long relationship so I had no idea how difficult fidelity might be over time.

If these ladies were interested in pussy they were certainly also interested in men because they spent a good deal of time rating and discussing virtually ever guy who passed by. It was interesting because I honestly didn’t know that women sexually objectified men the same way men did with women, but it made sense. I kept my thoughts to myself, for the most part, but I’ll admit I did some objectifying of my own. It was just kind of a little game with me to see if I could figure out why I thought one man looked better than another.

We actually got hit on several times in that bar and one of the ladies, who I think was named Carol, actually went off with the guy.

“Nothing cures jet lag like a mouthful of a stranger’s cum I guess,” one of the ladies quipped as Carol went off with her “date” for the evening.

We had a good laugh at that but I was again shocked that women would talk like that so openly. Heather and I had gotten caught talking about sex at a restaurant but we were still men underneath it all and not exactly up to speed on how ladies spoke to each other.

My jet lag hit me really hard and fast after I had downed a couple of drinks and I excused myself and went to my room. I noticed that Heather was staying behind and was actually sitting next to Lydia at the bar seemingly engrossed in deep conversation. I knew she wasn’t about to confess our secret so I thought little of it and just jumped in bed and was out like a light a moment or two later. It looked like the hard part was out of the way and now we could just relax and have fun.


CHAPTER 6:

After breakfast it was time for a little sightseeing. First up was the Belvedere, a major art museum that was housed in a Baroque palace that was a major work of art in itself. The star attraction of the museum was the collection of works by Gustov Klimet, possibly Austria’s most celebrated artist. I was definitely not an art expert but I had taken a few courses in college so I wasn’t a complete novice when it came to appreciating art. His work was erotically charged and frequently depicted the female body, something I was suddenly particularly interested in.

Heather didn’t seem nearly as interested in art as she was chatting it up with Lydia, which surprised me a bit since she had been so uncomfortable at the start.

“Hey, you seem to be hitting it off with Lydia,” I said when we had a chance to be alone.

“Yeah...we fucked last night,” Heather replied casually.

“Really? I thought you were trying to avoid her.”

“At first, but then I realized that I was in the perfect position to get into her panties. I know everything about her, but she has no idea that I already know that stuff. It’s better than a scouting report because it’s all first hand. I know exactly what to drop into the conversation, what subjects to avoid, and what buttons to push. To her I just seem like her lesbian soul sister,” Heather explained.

“Very clever...and sneaky,” I said.

“You have no idea what it’s like to fuck a woman as a woman that you’ve already fucked as a man,” said Heather.

“You’re absolutely right about that, and probably always will be,” I chuckled.

“It’s amazing what you can do when you don’t have to worry about your dick. It’s like I did all the familiar stuff I used to do with her; kissed, played with her tits, felt her up, licked her pussy and she did the same to me and we could just go all night because we didn’t have to wait for me to get hard again,” Heather said enthusiastically.

“Aren’t you a little afraid that you might slip up in the heat of passion and say something that might give us away? I mean it’s one thing to know her interests but there’s no way you should know personal details about her life. You’ve got to be careful,” I cautioned.

“I hear you, and I know what you’re saying...but damn...when you have the chance to have a chick you used to bang lick your pussy you just can’t turn that down.”

I had to take him at his word for that and trust that my warning had at least made him a little conscious of the risks. The ethics of screwing a former lover while pretending to be a total stranger of the same gender were a little sketchy to me but as I said, I don’t like to judge.

After touring the museum we did lunch at a nearby cafe called the Art Corner, which was delightful and friendly and offered surprisingly good Greek food for an Austrian bistro. I was having a wonderful time and found the other ladies to be very good company. I felt like this trip might help to broaden my horizons, and I also felt liberated because no one was going to think I was a pussy for wanting to look at art or go to a ballet.

Eva was an excellent tour guide and obviously knew her way around town. She also appeared to speak a number of languages fluently and kept us all moving without feeling like we were being herded from one place to another.

After lunch we did some more sightseeing, and a little shopping, then it was back to the hotel to freshen up and dress for dinner as we were going to a very fancy place that evening and needed to spruce up after all our trooping around town.

For dinner we headed to the Casino Wien, a four floor architectural gem that was built in the early 15th century. Today it houses a magnificent casino and restaurant and I was anxious to enjoy both. I had gambled in places like Las Vegas before but there was something about being in a swanky European casino that made me feel like I was in a James Bond movie or something.

This was exactly the kind of experience I was hoping for when I decided to try and join the Vacation Club. The fine dining and elegant surroundings and feeling very elegant myself in my appearance. I think Kent had been more attracted to the idea of fooling around with some horny lesbians but I was having a good time without thinking about sex much at all.

Then Eva invited me back to her room when we got home from the casino.


CHAPTER 7:

“You’re really quite beautiful, my dear, and very knowledgeable for someone so young,” said Eva as she placed a hand on my waist and held me close to her.

“I’m twenty-six,” I pointed out.

“To me that’s quite young. Almost like another lifetime ago.”

“It must have been a very quick lifetime because you look gorgeous to me,” I replied.

Eva put her free hand behind my head and kissed me. It felt familiar, yet strange at the same time, to be kissing a woman. The first kiss was more of a gentle getting acquainted kind of kiss but when she leaned in a second time I opened my mouth and our tongues entwined. I was very impressed by this woman and her sophistication and her beauty. She was the kind of woman I would want to be at her age were I really a woman.

“You’re so young and fresh and attractive and the new girl on the block so I’m sure you will have many callers knocking at your door before this trip is through but I wanted to make sure that I had you first. Rank has its privileges you know,” said Eva as I felt my dress falling from my shoulders.

The top of the dress got caught on my hips and just hung there as Eva removed my bra and began to fondle my breasts. There was no question who was in charge here, and that was a little strange for me since I usually was a man when I had sex with a woman and always tried to be in control of the situation, but Eva was obviously vastly more experienced with this kind of sex so I was happy to let her run the show.

“My goodness, they are real,” said Eva as she squeezed my tits. “You’re a lucky girl. A rack like that would cost a bundle.”

After working my boobs for a while Eva helped me get the rest of the way out of my dress and then had me go over and kneel down next to the bed with my upper body resting on the mattress and my back half still anchored to the floor. I couldn’t see behind me but I could hear the sound of a zipper going down and knew that Eva was getting out of her dress too.

I waited as patiently as I could to see what was going to happen next and soon I felt my panties being pulled down and a hand rubbing very lightly on my snatch. Eva then proceeded to rub, poke, stretch, and finger my pussy in just about every way that it could be done. Not being able to see what was going on back there I just closed my eyes and let the pleasure sweep over me. Suddenly Eva started to rub the opening of my anus before sticking a finger deep into my ass.

“You’re very tight,” she commented. “Make sure you lube up properly.”

I wasn’t thinking very clearly at that moment so I didn’t concentrate on the strangeness of that remark right away. Then I thought maybe Eva was planning to ass fuck me with a dildo and I panicked a little, but then I relaxed again. I was here to try new things. Eva wasn’t going to stick something up my ass if she didn’t think I would enjoy it.

After exploring me from behind for quite a while Eva had me sit on my knees on the floor and she came over and sat on her knees right in front of me. It was the first time I could see that she was naked too and I was once again impressed because her body was in absolutely terrific shape. Some people tend to let themselves go, especially if they’re married, when they start hitting middle age but Eva obviously wasn’t one of those people. Her skin was still silky smooth and her womanly body ripe and luscious.

She reached down and started fingering me again so I did the same for her. We just stayed there, our boobs pressed together and our hands busily at work between our legs, as we looked deeply into each other’s eyes. I think that might have been the most erotic moment of my life. Her eyes seemed to be probing me as carefully as her fingers had probed my pussy. For a moment I was afraid that she would probe so deeply that she would discover my secret identity but I think the only thing she probably saw in my eyes was a sense of wonder and delight and a burning desire for her touch.

When Eva broke our gaze she rolled on her back and stuck her legs straight up in the air. Then she gracefully pulled them back and to the side before grabbing her ankles. Her legs were straight as an arrow and I didn’t know a body could actually bend like that.

“You’re so flexible,” I commented.

“Yoga,” Eva replied. “You really should try it if you haven’t.”

I knew exactly what I was supposed to do with her in this exposed position and I didn’t hesitate to go down on her neatly trimmed muff. Her pussy was clean as a whistle but there was a heart-shaped patch of pubic hair that looked as immaculate as everything else about her.

Fortunately pussy licking was something I knew how to do rather well and soon I had Eva moaning softly as I lapped at her wet gash.

“I thought you might not be that experienced with women but you’ve obviously done this a number of times before,” said Eva appreciatively.

I thought about what Heather had said about how fucking Lydia was basically the same whether he was doing it as a man or a woman and I could definitely see what she meant, at least to some extent. Kissing, touching, and licking a woman was something I had done plenty of times before only it was very different when I was having my pussy licked or my nipples tweaked. And I agreed with her that it was much easier not having to deal with having a cock and all the pressure that went with that but this was still new enough to me to require some kind of a learning curve.

Eva had a husband, or at least she introduced herself as married. I wondered what kind of a man he was and whether he had any idea what his wife was really up to on these vacations. Was he just that trusting or was he banging his secretary like Kent and happy for the time away from the spouse? Maybe he knew all about her taste for women and enjoyed the benefits of that by banging both his wife and her female lovers at the same time. You just never know about people when you only know them on the surface. Your minister might be a cross-dresser, your boss might have a foot fetish, and the cop who pulls you over and acts all tough might be wearing a cock cage that his dominant wife locked him up in. I was certainly living proof of that theory. Eva probably saw me as a divorced bi-sexual woman when I was really a single heterosexual man.

I was certainly hoping that I would come out of this experience still being a heterosexual man but I had some concerns. So far I hadn’t come close to being with a man but the more I discovered how wonderful sex could be as a woman the more my curiosity built about what it would be like to have a guy fuck me. My horny pussy needed to be filled and men just sort of had the right equipment for the job built right in.

Hopefully there would be enough evenings like the one I was enjoying with Eva to keep me satisfied, and if all else failed I always had my dildo. Even if men might be handy for cunt stuffing it probably wasn’t worth the psychological trauma of knowing I had been with another guy.


CHAPTER 8:

The next day was pretty laid back, at least at the start. We had some free time after breakfast to do as we pleased but most of the ladies seemed to be planning on a spa day so I decided to join them.

It was heavenly having my body totally pampered and my skin cleansed to a level I don’t think I had ever known before. The massage had me so relaxed I was like a rag doll, and when it was done we all got mani-pedis before heading off to have our hair done. I looked, smelled, and felt fantastic as evening rolled around and I was about to find out what all the exclamation marks on the itinerary were for.

The first clue that it was going to be something sexual was the instruction that we were to wear sexy lingerie and heels and simply cover up with a jacket. It looked like we were going to some kind of pajama party and my head was swimming with images of all these fine-looking ladies lounging around in their hottest underwear.

When the time came we were driven to a very impressive mansion that was tucked away at the end of a long driveway in a yard surrounded by high walls. There were two men in tuxedos standing at the front door but we drove past them and around to a side door where another man in a tuxedo ushered us in.

Eva led us through what appeared to be sort of a private library and down a corridor to a room that resembled the dressing rooms one might find backstage at a theatre with mirrored tables strewn with various cosmetic items.

“Coats off ladies, it’s time to go to work,” Eva announced as she took off her jacked and revealed her very sexy outfit that had been hidden underneath.

Heather and I looked at each other but just shrugged and hung up our coats. We were obviously at some kind of party or gathering but I couldn’t quite figure out what sort.

“Last chance for a little touch up work,” said Eva as everyone crowded around the mirrors and checked their makeup.

“Everyone ready? Good, follow me. It’s time to make our entrance,” said Eva.

Eva led us through the corridor again and then to a room that had a smallish staircase which we climbed to the second floor of the mansion. When we came out another door we were in a hallway that had many doors, which I assumed were mostly bedrooms. With Eva still in front we made our way to the grand staircase, which was a huge marbled affair with dark red carpeting, and then we descended into some sort of a foyer.

I was so focused on trying to navigate the stairs in my high heels that I really didn’t notice much about the room we were walking down into until I got there and that’s when the panic started to set in. There were all sorts of men in tuxedos standing around the foyer watching us arrive and once we hit the ground floor we strolled through two large open doors and into sort of a ballroom where there were even more men in tuxedos. The only women I saw were cocktail waitresses who were all wearing very revealing uniforms with incredibly short skirts and see-through tops with no bras on underneath.

“What’s going on here?” I whispered to Heather.

“How the hell do I know,” she whispered back nervously.

“Ask Lydia. She must know,” I suggested.

Heather quickly walked over to Lydia and I could see them whispering back and forth briefly. Then Heather returned looking white as a sheet.

“So what’s the deal?” I asked.

“The deal is that we’ve all been rented for the evening,” Heather replied.

“Rented?”

“Yeah. Apparently we signed up to be prostitutes.”


CHAPTER 9:

When something seems too good to be true it usually means that there’s something seriously bad waiting to smack you in the face. If we didn’t make a run for it now I had a feeling that the something would be some guy’s dick.

“Why didn’t anyone tell us?” I asked Heather in desperation.

“Apparently the person who recruits you is supposed to explain all of that, according to Lydia. I couldn’t very well tell her that we weren’t recruited by anybody and just used some paperwork my ex-wife left behind,” said Heather.

“So what do we do now?” I asked desperately.

“I don’t suppose they can force us to do anything we really don’t want to do but that will mean getting kicked out of the club and having to call a cab to take us back to the hotel and trying to get the earliest flight back to America.”

“Fuck, I don’t want to do that after all the work it took in getting here,” I whined.

“Well then the only other thing to do is join in and hope it’s not as bad as we think it is.”

I was sort of glad that Heather didn’t seem as freaked out by the situation, as I assumed she would, as I really didn’t want to give up now and go home. There was actually something about standing around in sexy lingerie in a house full of men that was sending little tingles down to the base of my spine. I was curious about what sex with a man would be like and in some ways this was probably the easiest way to find out. It was just a business transaction with no romance or emotions involved. I didn’t have to make any choices I just had to do as I was told.

“I say we go for it,” I said in a surprisingly firm tone of voice.

“Really? I thought you’d have bailed out already by now,” Heather replied.

“We got ourselves into this mess I don’t see anything to do but go through with it.”

“Okay, I’m with you.”

Heather and I split up and started mingling with the male guests. After a few minutes Eva came up to me and took me off to one side.

“A little nervous your first time at bat?” she asked.

“Yeah, I guess you could say that,” I replied.

“Well it’s nothing to worry about, it’s just sex honey, only you’re getting paid really good money for it so try to at least look like you enjoy it. You’ve been married. You must know what it feels like to put out when you don’t really feel like it. There are some very interesting and charming men here. You might be surprised by how much fun you can have.”

A lot of things suddenly made sense to me. The pictures weren’t to screen us for the other members they were to screen us for male clients. The particular emphasis on packing sexy lingerie was also for “work nights” like this. And Eva’s comment about my anus needing a lot of lube wasn’t because she wanted to stick a dildo up my butt, it was because a paying customer might want to fuck me in the ass. I felt kind of stupid for not figuring out things sooner but it just never occurred to me that this was some kind of a prostitution thing.

After kind of hanging to the back for a little while a middle-aged man with glasses and a receding hairline came up and offered me a drink. I gladly accepted as I felt like I needed all the courage I could muster, even if it came from a bottle.

“My name is Heinrich,” the man said with a fairly thick German or Austrian accent. “I think you’re very beautiful. Would you care to go out into the garden with me?”

“I think that sounds lovely,” I replied, figuring that “yes” was the answer to just about every question tonight.

Heinrich took my arm and escorted me to a door that led outside. I was in my underwear, and he was wearing a tuxedo, but somehow in this crazy universe that all made some kind of sense.

Once we were outside we walked down a paved path past some impeccably manicured roses and came to a little gazebo sort of thing with a park bench in the middle of it. Heinrich began to kiss me and I felt a wicked mix of fear and excitement. I wasn’t just kissing a man for the first time in my life I was kissing a man who was probably going to fuck me at any moment and I was a whore and completely at his disposal to do as he liked.

After we kissed a little he pulled my boobs out of my bra without removing it and began to suck on my nipples. I gently stroked his hair as he suckled at my breast and I felt kind of proud that men would be willing to pay money to be with me. Sex was something I generally had to work for and I couldn’t imagine any girl I had ever been with offering to pay me for my services.

Heinrich moved over to the bench and unfastened his pants before sitting down. With his fly undone he pulled out his dick and started stroking it almost mechanically. It was actually a lot bigger than I thought it would be and as I looked at it I realized that I was getting aroused. Heinrich patted his legs and I got the message that I was to sit on his lap so I came over and straddled his legs with my back to him. I just wasn’t sure I could handle looking at a man while he had is prick inside me. Then I pulled my panties out of the way and lowered myself down on his rigid member.

“Oh, my God…” I gasped as I felt how truly big he really was.

“Do you like the big penis?” asked Heinrich.

“Oh...oh, my...yes...I think I do,” I replied.

“Some women do not like the big penis. It’s uncomfortable,” Heinrich commented.

“Oh, I think I’m quite comfortable with your big penis Heinrich. Very comfortable indeed.”

That wasn’t quite true because “comfortable” probably wasn’t the best word to describe what I was feeling but it was hard to find words that could do justice to my sensation so comfortable was probably as good as any. I felt stuffed, stretched and filled like I had never felt with my dildo. And his cock was this warm living thing inside me, which made a huge difference to my brain. I probably wouldn’t have picked Heinrich out of a crowd to pop my cherry, but he had chosen me out of a room full of hot women who were all free for the taking. That made me feel wanted.

“Oh, fuck...oh, fuck...oh, FUUUUUUUCK!” I cried as I felt my body shaking and my brain baking.

“I think you really do like the big penis,” Heinrich said with a laugh.

“The big penis is the best,” I replied. “Oh, Heinrich, you have no idea what your big penis is doing to me.”

“Should I cum with your pussy?” asked Heinrich.

“Ah...do you mean in?”

“Yes, in. Should I cum in your pussy?”

“I think that’s up to you Heinrich. You can cum wherever you want but I would love to have you cum in my pussy,” I told him.

A few minutes later that’s exactly what Heinrich did as I felt him unleashing little jerks of his prick, and with each jerk I knew a hot jet of sperm was being deposited inside me. I stayed seated on his lap for a moment or two before climbing off and straightening out my panties.

Heinrich then got up and fixed his pants before giving me a very polite kiss on the lips.

“You are a very nice girl and so sexy. Maybe I see you again sometime,” he said.

“I’d like that,” I replied before I kissed him on the forehead.

I had gone from virgin to whore almost as quickly as I turned from man to woman. It was a fast paced world I was living in now and I knew there was no turning back.

The rest of the night was pretty similar. I strolled around mingling with the guests until some man took me somewhere and had his way with me. I kind of lost track but I think I got fucked in the pussy about five or six times, gave three blowjobs, and took it up the ass twice. Of course some of those things were with the same guy who was switching things around so I didn’t actually bring eleven men to completion, although I think I could have had I been asked to.

The party ended around 3 o’clock in the morning and then we followed Eva back to the changing room where we grabbed our coats. Eva produced an enormous wad of cash and waved it around.

“Here’s a little spending money for you ladies. I hope you treat yourselves to something nice,” she said before she peeled off each of our shares and handed it to us.

I didn’t stop to count it and just stuffed it in my coat pocket before we all climbed back in the cars that were provided for us and returned to the hotel. I had been curious to know what sex with a man would be like and now I had a whole bunch of experiences to mull over and compare plus I had a pocket full of cash to compensate me for my research. All things considered not a bad deal at all.


CHAPTER 10:

“Did you have any idea that your wife was…”

“A whore? No, I never had a clue.”

Heather and I were back at the hotel comparing notes in my room after our first work night.

“That sucks.”

“What really sucks is all that undeclared income she must have had. I never saw a dime of that money and I’m still paying alimony to that cunt.”

“And obviously Lydia is a whore too,” I pointed out.

“That one doesn’t bother me as much. She never charged me anything so what the hell do I care what she does with her pussy the rest of the time?” said Heather with a shrug.

“And now we’re both whores.”

“True...but well-paid whores at least,” Heather said with a giggle as she fanned her stack of bills a few times.

“So not only do we get a really good deal on a great vacation it looks like we’re going to come home with a nice little profit.”

“It’s amazing how quickly we can put aside the fact that strange men were jerking huge loads of cum down our throats once we get our hands on some cash,” Heather commented.

“Well the loads weren’t all that huge but there was this one guy that I thought was never going to stop ejaculating. He just kept pumping so much jizz into my mouth that I couldn’t swallow it all and a bunch of it just kind of dribbled down my chin.”

“Yeah, well I had some jerk bust a nut all over my tits and that was a mess to clean up, let me tell you,” Heather retorted.

“Are we just that greedy or jaded or horny or what? How can we be sitting here so calmly talking about men cumming on us or in us or whatever?” I asked.

“Fuck if I know but to be honest with you I’d rather have it this way than be totally bummed out and suicidal,” said Heather. “Who cares what we do with these bodies? When we get home from this vacation we just pack them away with the rest of our luggage. Most of these ladies are probably worried about having to hide this from their husband or boyfriend or their children or co-workers or the PTA or something. We don’t have any of that shit to worry about because we don’t really exist.”

I saw the truth in what she was saying but I did worry that perhaps our risk wasn’t in being exposed as hookers but in the way we processed those memories once we were back to our old lives. Sitting on a bed in a hotel in Vienna as a woman everything seemed far away and exotic and unreal. The sex had been intense and crazy and totally unexpected but it had also been surprisingly enjoyable. I wasn’t complaining about having to swallow cum, I was complaining about a guy who had so much cum I couldn’t swallow it fast enough.

That may not seem like a major observation at first but it really is if you think about it. Since I considered myself a heterosexual male who never had any sort of gay fantasies before the idea of letting a man blast a load in my mouth should horrify me. It certainly would have a short time ago before I ever knew that gender changing drugs even existed. But once I did discover that they existed, and starting using them, I found out that my female self was capable of all sorts of things that I never would have imagined myself doing. So the easy rationalization is to say that female me is a different person than male me and apt to perform in a variety of different ways. All fine and good but I now knew what a man’s cum tasted like, and I wasn’t likely to forget that once I was back in my male self.

Obviously it wasn’t just the taste of cum that bothered me it was the magical thrill of having my pussy crammed with big hard cock. It was the amazing way that men took control of my body and used me for their pleasure. In short it was the fact that letting a man fuck me was the most exciting thing I had ever done in my life. Heather was right that once we got home we could pack away our female bodies and clothing and never see them again but the memories would remain, and quite possibly the temptation for a repeat performance.

“So why do you think your ex was turning tricks behind your back?” I asked Heather. “Do you think she knew you were cheating on her?”

“Hell, I know she suspected it, but she never had the proof,” Heather replied.

“So you think it was the money?”

“Probably not entirely. I may have cheated on her with other women but I was never cheap with her.”

“So why do these women do it?”

“I think it might be some kind of a female pre-midlife crisis thing,” Heather suggested. “They were probably all major babes back in high school and college and in their twenties but now they’re getting older and there’s a lot of pressure to remain young as long as possible.”

“But these women are still gorgeous.” I pointed out.

“Yeah, but no one is as hypercritical about looks as a woman. I’ve seen the lengths my wife would go to in order to stay young looking. All the creams and lotions and crap. Going on a diet the minute she gained a pound and half. She looked great. I told her she looked great but she never seemed to feel that she looked great. Maybe this was her way of feeling sexy and desirable. You’ve got to admit it’s kind of a rush getting paid to get laid.”

It wasn’t just kind of a rush it was a major rush. Of course being a sex object was a very new experience for me and I probably would have enjoyed myself at that party even if I wasn’t getting paid for it, not that I planned to give the money back.

In the morning everything seemed completely normal. The conversation at breakfast was focused mainly on the day’s sightseeing destinations. I suppose it was a good idea not to talk about having turned tricks the night before while you were dining in a public establishment but I sort of thought there might be more sly references to it or something. Perhaps these ladies had just done it enough that they didn’t need to talk about it anymore.

My favorite stop of the day turned out to be the Danube Tower, which was built in 1964 and recently redecorated to look like it was the 1960’s all over again. The elevator ride up took only 35 seconds and the view from the top was breathtaking. We had lunch in the restaurant at top of the tower that revolved around giving a different panoramic view whenever you looked  out the window.

Heather and Lydia were still hanging out together quite a bit but I wasn’t lacking for company. One woman, Helen Spencer, seemed particularly friendly towards me and I wasn’t surprised at all when she invited me to her room later that night.

Having tasted cock, literally, I wasn’t sure how I would feel about having sex with women again but once Helen slipped out of her dress and I saw her supremely sexy body I knew I had nothing to worry about there.

With Eva there had been a very different vibe. The age difference, and her role as the leader of the club, had put us in sort of a teacher/student kind of situation but Helen was closer to my age, and we were just two horny bitches who wanted to get off. As soon as we were both naked we hopped on the bed and started kissing and rubbing our boobs together.

“So did you enjoy your first working night?” Helen asked.

“Yes I did, very much,” I replied.

“I was so nervous my first time, but maybe you’re just a natural born whore,” Helen teased.

“I think maybe I am,” I replied with a sly smile. “But you must enjoy being a whore too or you wouldn’t have come back for more.”

“I love it,” said Helen.

“So I guess we’re both just a couple of dirty little whores,” I said as I stuck my hand between her legs and started rubbing her gash.

“Yeah, I guess so,” Helen agreed as she grabbed for my snatch.

“Then I guess we should fuck like the dirty little whores we are,” I suggested.

“I agree,” said Helen as she suddenly shoved me on my back and quickly sat on my face.


CHAPTER 11:

I was hungry for Helen’s cunt and happily let her grind her pelvis down on my face. My enthusiasm was not lost on her.

“My, did you skip desert or something sweetie? You act like you’re starving,” Helen chuckled.

I just kept licking and after a little while Helen leaned forward and resumed rubbing my pussy with one hand while she supported herself with the other. That was soon followed by another angle adjustment as she got her face right down between my legs and we 69’d each other till we were both about to go nuts.

Helen again made the next move as she left me lying on my back while she turned around and got on her knees between my legs, with her right leg draped over my left. Then she got her pussy right on top of mine and started thrusting and sliding with her pelvis. We were both still riding the buzz of our previous orgasms but this new stimulation triggered me again and suddenly I was jerking my pelvis up and down so hard that I was afraid we were going to end up injuring each other.

“God, I’ll bet my husband would love to fuck you,” Helen gasped.

“Doesn’t that thought bother you?” I ask.

“Not at all, baby. I’d love to see him plow your wet snatch with his big cock,” Helen replied. “Of course I’d want in on the action too.”

“Of course,” I said rather absentmindedly.

“When we get home you should come over and join us sometime,” Helen suggested.

“Sounds good,” I said.

I obviously knew very little about the world that some people seemed to live in. Happy housewives who were part-time prostitutes and enjoyed sharing their husbands with other women were something that I never would have guessed even existed. Now one such woman had just invited me to participate in a three-way with her spouse and I had more or less accepted the invitation.

To me relationships meant that you dated different people until you found someone special and then you dated that person exclusively until you decided to get married. Pretty old fashioned thinking, I know, but that was just the way I tended to think of things.

Since there wasn’t anyone special in my life at the moment it was much easier for me to gender swap and whore around and think about doing bi-sexual threesomes with married couples but I think I was still basically a romantic person at heart and longed to someday have a meaningful relationship where I wouldn’t feel compelled to stray all the time. At least I was getting some of my wildness out of my system should the right person ever come along.

I spent the night with Helen and we had much more sensuous sex later before we fell asleep in each other’s arms. I felt like Heather was probably onto something with her pre-midlife crisis theory. Helen was very attractive but she probably did obsess about her looks and worry about them fading. I can remember a number of girls I had dated saying something about how unfair it was that men got distinguished-looking with age but women just got old. If attractive young women in their early twenties were thinking like that I could only imagine how much that sort of worrying might intensify ten or fifteen years down the line.

And also you had to consider the theory that women tend to reach their sexual peak much later than men. Supposedly more mature and experienced women had orgasms more frequently than younger women and often with greater intensity. Perhaps these ladies were just at a particularly horny stage in life and craving sex more aggressively.

It wasn’t something that I needed to concern myself with personally since there was a very good chance that I would never be female again once this trip was over but I had certainly gotten a taste of the competitive nature of beauty and the almost fanatical attention to detail that women obsessed over in an endless attempt to live up to some pretty unrealistic standards.

Even though I had only been a woman for a very short time, and a temporary one at that, I felt like I was at least partly bonded to the sisterhood of women everywhere. Maybe it was my altered DNA that made me think and feel more feminine but I didn’t mind the feeling at all. I was proud to be female and almost a little envious of my club mates who actually were women and would always be.


CHAPTER 12:

As our time in Vienna was winding down we had another working night that was similar to the first one but with a twist. We were still going to a private mansion covered by our coats but underneath we were buck naked.

Helen had clued me in about naked parties and what to expect, and I had passed the info along to Heather, so we were both prepared for what was in store for us, as much as one could prepare for that sort of thing.

When we arrived we left our coats on and stood in a semi-circular line. Instead of an open house party kind of feel, with people wandering about the premises, it appeared that this shindig was going to take place entirely in one large room that was full of couches and chairs and cushions all about.

Once we were lined up the men at the party sort of clustered around in front of us. Instead of tuxedos this crowd was more informally dressed in things like slacks and a sports shirt. I had a feeling the idea was to keep the clothing to a minimum because it probably wasn’t going to be on for very long anyway.

On cue we all allowed our coats to fall to the floor so that we presented ourselves naked to the guests. Servants came along and scooped up our jackets as we waited for someone to make the first move.

A tall man with jet black hair and a neatly trimmed beard walked up to Heather and pushed her down to her knees. He then pulled his dick out of his pants and stuck it in her mouth. There was no mingling or chitchat here, it was just a fuck party and we were the party favors.

We had been told to stay in line until someone claimed us and put us to work so I just stood there and watched my pal getting throat fucked rather aggressively. I felt bad for her, in a way, because it was so blatantly degrading to have a man just shove his prick in your face without saying a word, but I was also turned on because Heather looked so sexy with a cock in her mouth and I wondered how long I would have to wait to taste some man meat that night.

Once the ice had been broken men started grabbing women and taking them off to different parts of the room to perform various sex acts with them. Some men stripped naked first, or took off some part of their clothes, or basically just walked around with their dicks hanging out.

One naked guy came up to me and grabbed me by my wrist rather forcefully. He was probably about thirty or so, and not the most handsome dude I had ever seen, but his body was a sight to behold. This guy was so chiseled he might as well have been one of the statues we had been admiring during our museum visits and his big pecker was so hard it looked like you could jack up your car with it.

Men had become much more interesting to me once I had crossed the line and accepted the fact that it could feel really good to be fucked by them so I had been taking note of the various types of men I saw around me all the time now. I didn’t know what a muscular male physique could do to me until I saw this guy but now I knew that it made me go weak at the knees.

“You’re a pretty little whore but I’m going to make you work for your money,” said the muscleman as he had me lie down on my back on the floor.

Once I was down there he grabbed me by both legs and yanked me up so that I was completely upside down. I put my hands on the floor to support myself and to keep my head off the ground as my guy slid his enormous cock into my gash and started fucking me.

That was a position I couldn’t recall ever having even seen in porn and with the blood rushing to my head I was feeling a crazy kind of buzz. Muscle guy was really giving it to me hard and I was starting to babble nonsensical bullshit almost right away. I wasn’t quite formulating words but I felt like I was trying to and what came out instead probably made me sound like a lunatic.

After hammering away at me for quite some time I was finally released and my legs fell to the floor. Of course I wasn’t getting my freedom because he hadn’t cum yet but even a change of position seemed like it might be welcome.

While still lying on the floor I was flipped over face down and my legs grabbed again and hoisted up bruskly. This time I extended my arms out full in front of me so that my head was at least more or less level with the ground.

I had barely gotten myself supported when the drilling resumed, but this time he was plunging into my asshole. I was still very new to anal sex but I had enjoyed it once I started to relax and get the hang of it but his dick was just so fucking huge that I was reduced to a whimpering little ninny.

“Oh, yes...yes you little bitch...I’m going to fuck you so hard,” the guy growled savagely.

I didn’t know how much harder he could fuck or how much more my ass could take but I was going to do my job without complaint even if it killed me. Fortunately he didn’t stay in my butt nearly as long as he had in my pussy and I was unceremoniously dropped to the floor and then yanked to my knees by my hair. A moment later his cock was going down my throat.

When he finally started to cum I only got a brief little taste as he pulled out and jacked off all over my face while holding my head back so that I had to look straight up at him as I received my sticky facial.

“Yes, baby...now you look like a real whore,” he said almost contemptuously. “Now lick it.”

He released my head and I tried to get his cock in my mouth but he slapped my face.

“I told you to lick it bitch,” he snarled.

I licked him as clean as I could and waited for some sign of appreciation from the man but he just turned and walked away leaving me on my knees with cum dripping from my face.

Now I wish I could tell you that I became indignant and called a halt to this whole sordid business but I didn’t. I’m a little ashamed to admit that I actually got off on the humiliating way he dominated me completely. If I had ever wondered what an alpha male was like I had just seen one firsthand and I was impressed. I honestly think that every woman should probably get fucked like that at least once in their life because it makes you feel things that are beyond your control or reason.

I was going to go try to clean up but before I could even get off the floor two more men had walked over to me. One was naked and one was shirtless but had his fly down.

“Looks like you could use another coat,” said the naked guy as he just jacking off towards my face.

I grabbed his shaft and took over for him before I started sucking his cock. When I realized that the other man had his dick out I reached over and began stroking him while I continued to blow the first one. Then it was just a matter of stroking both of them simultaneously while I went back and forth between them with my mouth.

Shirtless dude started cumming while I still had the other guy’s cock in my mouth so he just shot it all over my face. I tried to turn around and capture some of that jizz but I was too late.  In the meantime the naked guy was getting ready to pop but he wanted to shoot it over my tits so I just sat there and watched those pearly ropes flying out of the tip of his dick and splashing all over my big boobs. I scooped up as much of that semen as I could and licked it off my fingers and the shirtless guy handed me a bottle of champagne to drink from.

That was basically the kind of night it was, and that was only the beginning.


CHAPTER 13:

I got fucked just about every way a girl can get fucked that night but there was one particular moment that sort of threw me for a loop. It was pretty late in the evening and I happened to see Heather on all fours sucking some guy off so I just kind of stood there and watched her pretty lips as she worked the dude’s pole with her mouth.

All of a sudden I was grabbed from behind and thrust down on the floor right behind Heather. A moment later my face was pressed into her butt and I figured someone wanted to see me licking Heather’s pussy so I started to lick. I had no idea whether Heather knew it was me at her back gate but she started to respond to my tongue bath rather enthusiastically.

I guess the guy got tired of watching or got so aroused by it that he needed to join in because I felt my rear end being lifted up so that I was on all fours too as a big cock penetrated my box and started probing my depths.

As I said I had just done every nasty thing imaginable but somehow going down on my buddy’s muff seemed sort of weird and wrong, especially since she probably didn’t know I was the one getting her off. We were friends and not lovers and had managed to hook up with different partners when we were off the clock. I figured we were sort of avoiding any intimate contact because in another week we would be turning back into men and taking that long flight home and it might be uncomfortable to know that we had done something sexual together, even if it had been when we were both women.

I kind of hoped that my guy would just put a load into me and walk off so that I could make a graceful exit without Heather ever knowing who her mystery bean licker had been but she had gotten quite a head start, so to speak, and her man ejaculated into her mouth while mine was still humping me vigorously.

Without hesitation Heather suddenly whipped around and grabbed the back of my head. A moment later we were open mouth kissing and I realized that she had stuffed her cheeks with jizz and was now sharing the wealth with me. That seemed to be enough to make my guy finish pretty quickly but I barely noticed because I was so deeply engrossed in kissing my pal.

When my guy pulled out and walked away Heather and I started rolling around on the floor, kissing and feeling each other up. That seemed to attract some attention so it wasn’t long before we each were pulled away to service some more cock but I was still thinking about Heather the rest of the night until we were both back at the hotel, tearing our jackets off and throwing our naked bodies together with passionate abandon.

“God, I really want to fuck you,” said Heather.

“Isn’t that what we are doing?” I joked.

“No, I mean fuck you as a man. I want to put my cock inside you.”

“Huh?”

“Ever since the first time I saw you turn into a woman I’ve been aching to have you. I was glad I was female when I was taking those pictures of you because otherwise you would have seen a tent pole in my pants.

“Come on, you just want to fuck every girl you meet,” I chided him.

“Not entirely true but I am desperate to fuck you,” Heather insisted.

“Is that a good idea?” I asked nervously.

“I don’t know, but I don’t even care. Watching you with all those other men is driving me crazy. You obviously love cock so maybe you’ll love mine.”

I tried to change the subject but Heather was insistent and finally I gave in and agreed to the plan. Since we had smuggled the pills in we didn’t have a ton of them with us but it was obviously something that Heather/Kent wanted very much so it seemed worth dipping into our supply to make it happen.

Heather went into the bathroom but Kent walked back out of it. He was just as naked as Heather had been but he was sporting a rather impressive erection. Even though I had my doubts about the wisdom of fucking my buddy, especially when he was male, I couldn’t help but stare at his dick. I had certainly been fucked with bigger cocks but there was something about Kent’s that really turned me on.

I was on the bed lying on my side as Kent came over and sat on his knees next to me. Then he pulled me across his lap so that I was sort of half draped over his body and half on the bed looking up at him as he bent his neck down to kiss me. The first time we had ever kissed, just a few hours ago, he had been a she with her mouth full of cum which we shared. That seemed like a different world, which I suppose it was in a way. There was nothing about the way Kent was kissing me now that seemed remotely feminine. I felt small and soft and snug in his manly embrace.

“You’re so beautiful, and sensual, and womanly,” said Kent.

“But you know who I really am,” I cautioned.

“I know who Jenny is, and that’s all the matters right now,” said Kent as we kissed again as his hand slipped down between my legs.

We continued to kiss while he fingered me for a while and then he put his mouth on one of my tits and began to gently bite and suck on my nipples. I moaned and squirmed a little as I was starting to get really excited about the idea of him putting his cock in me. Maybe I did love cock. I hadn’t really thought about that before. It certainly had been surprisingly easy for me to embrace my role as a prostitute, and I had to admit that even though it was just a job I did really look forward to those working nights.

“Have you really been hot for me all this time or are you just bullshitting me because you feel like you need to get your rocks off as a man again?” I asked. “Remember, I know you and your history with women.”

“No bullshitting. I think about you all the time. I don’t think I’ve ever wanted a woman as badly as I want you,” said Kent.

“Okay...then you should probably fuck me,” I said.

Kent put me on my back again and spread my legs. I had just spent the entire evening getting boned by one man after another so this could have felt like just one more, but it didn’t. I realized that this was the first time in my life I was about to have sex with a man because I wanted it and not because I was getting paid for it.

A few moments later Kent was inside me and I felt a little ashamed that I was letting him fuck me. Whatever we had been doing before we had been doing together. We had both decided to take the pill and try to get into the club, and we had both decided to stick around even when we found out what the club was really all about. We had been forced to see each other performing various sex acts with men so we were both in exactly the same boat. Now I was letting Kent fuck me as a man which could only lead to the inescapable conclusion that I was willing to let him emasculate me.

“Oh, God...yes...yes…” I purred, kicking myself all the while for allowing him to think he was doing something special to me.

“Oh, baby, this feels so right,” said Kent.

Damn me but it did feel right. It felt really good too. I had no idea that Kent was such a good lover, or had such a beautiful cock. I genuinely liked being a girl, especially when it came to sex, but Kent obviously had a burning need to assert his manhood again. The funny thing was I enjoyed fooling around with Heather while I was female but the thought of taking a pill and doing her as a man never entered my mind.

I wondered whether my manhood was slipping away from me. Obviously I could go back to fucking women when I got home and returned to my old self and none of them would ever know that I had once been a woman myself, but Kent would always know that he had fucked me and that I enjoyed it. How was I ever going to live that down?

When I started to cum I knew there was no way I was ever going to play that off as no big deal. I was wiggling all over the bed and making the most intense noises of pleasure. I clutched at Kent’s hair and yanked him down to kiss me and we were rocking our bodies together so hard and fast that it felt like we had become some piece of machinery joined at the hips.

“Fuck me...fuck me baby...oooooo…oooooo….yes, that’s so good...so good,” I wailed.

“God woman, you’re so amazing!” Kent grunted. “I’ve never been with a girl who fucked with so much passion.”

Despite being denied access to his penis for a whole week Kent managed to keep it up for a crazy long time before he popped his wad inside me and we both collapsed into heavy breathing.

“It’s late. I should probably get back to my room,” said Kent.

“Please don’t go, I want you to stay,” I said.

“Really?”

“Yes. We don’t have to fuck again if you’re too tired but I want to be with you.”

“Then I’m not going anywhere,” said Kent with a grin as we cuddled up and held each other tightly.


CHAPTER 14:

We were both incredibly tired that night and fell asleep in each other’s arms rather quickly but in the morning I knew that I really wanted to suck his cock before he had to turn back into Heather so he woke to find me sitting next to him on the bed, stroking his shaft slowly but firmly.

“Good morning,” I said cheerfully.

“Well it certainly looks like it’s going to be,” Kent replied with a chuckle.

“I hope you don’t mind. I thought you might like a nice wake up BJ before breakfast.”

“I can’t think of a better way to start the day.”

“Me neither.”

His cock was soon in my mouth and snaking its way down my throat. In the short time I had been giving head I had gotten very good at taking a man deep. I think a lot of it was mental because you had to really relax and want every inch you could get. It was really easy to get by just sucking the first couple of inches, or stuffing some in your cheeks while you stroked the shaft but a deep throat blowjob showed that you weren’t messing around.

“You know how many blowjobs my wife gave me after we were married? Three. Three fucking blowjobs in nearly five years of marriage,” Kent commented.

“I’m sure you’re exaggerating,” I replied, taking a moment to free my mouth for speech.

“Well if I am it’s only slightly.”

“That’s just silly. I like sucking your cock.”

“I may just have to remind you that you said that if you ever try and get snooty with me,” Kent teased.

Had I really said that? What the hell was wrong with me? I know Kent was only joking but he made it sound like we were going to have some kind of a future together in a male/female way, which was absurd, but kind of an interesting concept to mull over.

The cat was obviously out of the bag now and I had shown myself to be far more infatuated with the female lifestyle than he was. And it was pretty clear that I found him attractive as man. I seemed quite happy to defer to his masculinity, which I had to admit was superior to my own even at the best of times. In short, Kent was more of a man than I was. Conversely I was really good at being a woman, and getting better at it all the time. Maybe it wasn’t completely crazy to consider the idea of hooking up this way sometimes when we got home.

“I’d love to cum in your mouth honey but I certainly don’t have to. I know we do what we have to do on the job but this is your free time so if you want me to pull out or something…” Kent said, letting his voice trail off at the end.

I just looked up at him and kept my eyes locked on his while he pumped a healthy volume of his seed down my throat. The look he gave me when I’d finished swallowing his load kind of sent a little shiver down my back. He stroked my hair very gently and gave me the sweetest little smile.

“Thank you baby, that was fantastic,” he said.

“Well, I am a pro. I sucked you like a whore,” I joked.

“No, you didn’t. You sucked me like a kick ass girlfriend,” he replied as he kissed me.

I wasn’t sure what the difference might be since I had never paid a whore to blow me and I’d never had a kick ass girlfriend, but I took it as a compliment.

“Now I really do need to get out of here and I don’t want to change back in your room and spoil the mood,” said Kent.

“But you don’t have any male clothes,” I reminded him.

“No, but I walked in here wearing nothing but that jacket so that’s how I’m walking out,” he said as he squeezed himself into Heather’s coat.

It wouldn’t fasten in the front so he had to hold the lapels together enough to cover himself as much as possible and then after taking a peek down the hallway he made a run for his room. I stuck my head through the door and watched him go and noticed that he stopped to blow me a kiss before he disappeared inside.

It seemed to me like Kent might have a little crush on me or something and that made me smile...until it started to make me nervous.


CHAPTER 15:

Cruising up the Danube to Budapest was a very pleasant distraction. I actually liked it better than being on an ocean cruise because there was something to look at along the way aside from vast stretches of open water.

Heather and I hadn’t exactly been avoiding each other but there was some kind of “vibe” between us that seemed different than before. I was afraid that we had messed things up by screwing as a male/female couple but I wasn’t sure whether that was the issue.

For my part I would have loved to have shared my bed with Kent again but that was tricky. There was nothing wrong with me having sex with a man on my own time and plenty of the ladies in the group had enjoyed male companionship along the way, despite all the lesbian activity that was also part of the journey. Unfortunately Lydia knew who Kent was so he couldn’t just pop up in Europe and be seen coming and going from my bedroom or something.

It seemed like Kent had enjoyed our experience together but maybe he had some second thoughts or regrets. Or maybe he just realized that it was a dead end street and didn’t want to run the risk of getting emotionally involved with someone who wasn’t really a woman.

In any case I was very excited to be visiting Budapest. Vienna evoked Old World charm but Budapest had that as well as a sense of mystery and intrigue to it. It had been behind the Iron Curtain back in the days of the Cold War and a lot of espionage stories and movies were set there.

One of the most impressive features that jumped out at you right away was the Hungarian Parliament Building located right on the eastern bank of the Danube. It was the biggest building in Hungary when it was constructed in 1902 and still is to this day.

Budapest is one of those cosmopolitan cities of the world like Paris or New York with spectacular architecture from the very old to the very new and a vibrant night life when you got tired of photogenic buildings and impressive museums. Someone had told me that Budapest had the most beautiful women in the world, which was hard for me to believe coming from California, but just walking around for a short time I could see what they were talking about. The women there just had this real sense of style that was hard not to appreciate. It really made me want to up my game.

Our hotel was very modern and catered to an English speaking crowd which was good because I had gotten nowhere with my Hungarian words and phrases book. The language seemed very difficult to me but of course Eva seemed to handle it with ease. I was determined to improve my language skills when I got home even if I had to go back to school to take some classes.

Our first night in town we attended the opera at the historic Hungarian State Opera House. The richly decorated building opened in 1884 and while smaller than some of the great opera houses of the world it claims its place along side them for its beauty and its legendary acoustics.

Since we had ordered a block of tickets we could seat wherever we wanted to within our section so I sat next to Heather, who seemed very uncomfortable.

“You don’t dig the whole opera thing?” I teased during the intermission when we were getting a drink between acts.

“What? Oh, I don’t know. I’m not really paying that much attention,” Heather replied.

“I kind of gathered that. You seem a little distracted,” I pointed out.

“Yeah...I mean, I guess so.”

“What’s wrong?”

“Tomorrow’s a working night,” Heather replied.

“Yeah. So what?”

“So I don’t want to do it.”

“You didn’t seem to have a problem with it before,” I reminded her.

“Well now it makes me feel like a big fag,” Heather whined.

“What are you talking about? No one knows who you really are.”

“I do...and so do you, and I don’t want you thinking of me as some kind of a queer,” said Heather.

“Is this because of what we did the other night?” I asked.

“Of course it is. Being with you as a man just felt right. Like the most right thing ever.”

“I agree it was fantastic but it shouldn’t mess with your head. You’re Heather now, not Kent. They’re two totally different people. I went to bed with you as Kent right after coming back from a working night where we both did all kinds of things that our male selves would never do but I didn’t associate you with those things.”

“That’s nice of you to say but it doesn’t change the fact that I feel totally messed up having sex with men now. I would much rather be with you and put all of this weird shit behind me,” said Heather.

“Well they can’t make you do something you don’t want to do. Just tell Eva that you gave it a shot but it’s not for you and you don’t want to do it anymore,” I suggested.

“They’ll probably kick me out of the club and expect me to go home,” said Heather.

“So what? Just don’t go home. Take your going home pill now and just stay male. You’ve got plenty of money to get a room at a different hotel. I’ll slip away every chance that I get and come see you. It’s not like they have guards in the lobby keeping us from coming and going. Just make sure that I know where you’re staying so that we can coordinate our schedules,” I said.

“That actually sounds like a pretty great idea,” said Heather. “I mean if you don’t mind finishing up the trip as a woman. I’m the one who got you into this so I feel bad about bailing on you.”

“Don’t worry about that, I’m having a good time but if you’re not happy it would be ridiculous to stick it out. I’ll quit right now and go home with you if that’s what you want but I’ll bet we could have some fun with you being my secret lover,” I said with a wink.

So that was that. Heather did go and talk to Eva, who seemed to understand that international prostitution wasn’t for everyone and accepted Heather’s resignation from the club with some sadness. I think both Heather and I had been welcomed as nice additions to the group, but it was an exclusive club and there would always be someone else waiting to get in.

Heather didn’t stay for the second act of the opera and was gone from the hotel by the time I got there. Fortunately there was a message giving me the name of another hotel and a room number so I knew that Kent had gotten situated.

It was going to be a little strange not having Heather around but I had a feeling that having Kent available might not be a bad trade at all.


CHAPTER 16:

Our first working night in Budapest was similar to our first in Vienna. Fancy house, men in nice suits or tuxedos, us in lingerie. The difference was that the men took more time socializing, getting to know us, before taking us upstairs to one of the many bedrooms in the mansion. Nobody was fornicating in open spaces or in front of anyone else. It looked like once we were paired up we were going to stay with that same guy for the duration.

My man was a rather handsome fellow named Lazlo, who apparently was some sort of diplomat. He spoke English very well, which was a relief, and he looked quite good naked, which was a treat.

He got me down to my garter belt, stocking, and heels pretty fast and then I squatted down and went to work on his dick.

“You know I’ve had women all over the world but American women just have a unique spirit that I love,” said Lazlo. “Your country is so outwardly repressed about sexuality but that just seems to fuel the fire all the more.”

He was probably right about that. The so-called “Bible Belt” publicly condemned everything that hinted at immorality but they were the biggest consumers of pornography in the nation. There was the public face of righteous indignation that masked the more sordid reality of what was going on behind closed doors. Perhaps it wasn’t that surprising that so many high profile televangelists had been undone by their many extramarital affairs. That “do as I say, not as I do” attitude was very American indeed.

I was quite happy to represent my country as a cock crazed little slut with wanton desires but I was actually thinking about Kent a whole lot, even as I sucked on Lazlo’s big cock. I would do whatever Lazlo wanted and play whatever game he desired because he was paying good money for the experience, but I wanted to give myself to Kent and show him that I was just as eager to do whatever he wanted without compensation or demands.

Lazlo finished in my mouth and then we both got completely naked and climbed on the bed together. Lazlo went down on my pussy and finger banged my ass so I was kept quite entertained while we waited for his prick to bounce back to life. Cunnilingus, at least with a man, had not been a very common thing so far. I suppose most guys didn’t really want to pay for eating pussy, but it did keep my motor running until he was ready for round two so it was a practical choice at any rate.

When he was ready to resume copulating I discovered that the anal fingering was a foreshadowing of things to come. Lazlo had me pressed up against him while we were both lying on our sides sort of spooning. He had been reaching over and fondling one of my breasts when I suddenly felt his stiff member poking at my anus and then sliding inside. There wasn’t any chitchat about it, but there didn’t have to be. When you pay a whore for full service treatment for the evening you don’t have to give any warnings or ask for permission.

That was actually something I kind of liked about being a hooker. It sort of absolved me of all responsibility. The client needed to get what he paid for and it wasn’t my place to question his desires. As long as it doesn’t crush your self-esteem it’s not too hard to be a fuck puppet.

Anal sex got easy each time I did it, and as it got easier it also got more enjoyable. I could actually cum from a good ass fucking, although I usually had to rub my clit at the same time to guarantee results. I could imagine that Kent would probably love to fuck me in the ass, since that wasn’t something that all girls did, and I was glad that when he did take my anus I would be ready for him. I wanted him to have the same freedom with my body that these strangers did.

Apparently it was a much shorter work night than the others I had done so far because it wasn’t long after Lazlo had filled my ass with his hot jizz that we were all getting dressed and heading back to the hotel. I had absolutely no idea how these bizarre parties were arranged or how the prices were negotiated but Eva seemed to have it all worked out quite nicely. The rules varied slightly from night to night, as did the pay, but the money was always good and more than enough to justify whatever lewd things I had to do to earn it so I didn’t concern myself with the details.

Having gotten back to the hotel earlier than I anticipated I thought it might be fun to go see Kent so I gave him a call.

“Hey baby, I just got in. Is it too late to come by for a visit?” I asked.

“Are you kidding? I’ve just been lying here watching reruns of international cricket matches or some shit like that,” Kent replied.

“Well I’ll jump in a cab and be right over.”

I just kept my coat on over my underwear and hopped in a taxi that took me to Kent’s new hotel, which was only about a ten minute drive, if that. The doorman gave me kind of a hard look as I headed for the elevator and I imagine he assumed that I was a call girl, which was sort of true but not in the way he was probably thinking. I actually got kind of a kick out of the idea that I was being thought of as a hooker but I certainly didn’t want to get arrested or even questioned by the police, especially considering the way I was dressed. I decided that in the future I should probably put some clothes on before coming to visit Kent.

The look on his face when he opened the door really warmed my heart. He looked so happy to see me that I couldn’t wait to be in his arms kissing. Fortunately he had the same idea so I didn’t have to wait long to feel his lips on mine.

“This is kind of early for working night isn’t it?” Kent asked.

“Yeah, it was different. One guy for the whole evening,” I replied.

“Lucky guy.”

“No rich guy,” I corrected him. “You’re the lucky guy because I like you enough to come straight over here in the middle of the night wearing nothing but lingerie under my jacket.”

“So true,” said Kent as he unfastened my coat and pulled it from my shoulders. “I am definitely a very lucky guy.”

Kent had been kicking it in boxers and a tank top so it wasn’t hard at all for me to get him half naked right away by pulling his shirt off over his head. He then removed my bra and we resumed necking but with our bare chests pressed together, which was a very nice feeling. My soft pillowy boobs just melted into his hard manly upper body as our tongues danced circles around each other.

“So you’re not too burned out on sex tonight I take it?” asked Kent.

“No, not at all. In fact I didn’t even get my pussy fucked,” I said in kind of a childish whine that I hadn’t really intended to use.

“Really? The guy had you all night and he didn’t touch your pussy?”

“Well...I didn’t say that. I just said he didn’t fuck it,” I replied continuing to use my girlish tone.

“Oh, I see. Then I guess we have to do something about that,” said Kent.

“That would be awesome,” I said.

“Well I would love to fuck your pussy. The only question is how should I take you?”

I hopped up on the bed with my rear end facing him and wiggled my butt while I looked at him over my shoulder.

“Yeah…that will do quite nicely,” said Kent as he pulled off his shorts and headed for the bed.


CHAPTER 17:

“Oh, fuck yes, baby...that’s so good...you feel so good in my tight little pussy,” I moaned as Kent drove into me from behind. “It’s so much better when you fuck me.”

“Better than what?” asked Kent.

“Better than anything,” I replied.

“Better than getting paid for it?”

“Way better. I should be paying you.”

“Well you may have to now that my income has been cut off and I have to pay for all of my own expenses,” Kent joked.

“Does it bother you...I mean, that I was with some other guy tonight?” I asked.

“Maybe a little...but knowing that you rushed right over here afterwards sort of makes up for that,” said Kent. “It’s not like we’re going steady. Hell, we haven’t even been on a date yet. Would you like that or is this just about the sex?”

“I’d like that very much,” I said.

“Cool, we’ll make that happen, but right now I just need to fuck my little slut until she’s squealing and begging for more,” said Kent as he slapped my ass a few times.

It seemed funny that he was the one who brought up dating. The first time we fucked I assumed it was purely about the sex and his need to reassert his manhood. And tonight I had just shown up after an evening of whoring myself out and thrown myself on him as soon as I came through the door. We already knew each other as friends so it wasn’t like we had to go to dinner to get acquainted and since our time together was limited I figured he’d probably want to spend as much of it with his cock inside me as possible.

I kind of liked the idea that he might think of me as more of a girlfriend than a fuck buddy, although that seemed like kind of silly idea since we both knew that ultimately I’d be back to being a man soon, but vacations can be pretty romantic, especially when you’re far from home and that world seems like another life.

“I think I like being your little slut,” I moaned. “It seems to bring out the beast in you.”

“God honey you have no idea. You’re so fucking hot it drives me wild.”

It pleased me to hear him say that and I was so happy that I was able to give him what he wanted freely and without expectations. Although I had never considered it before I thought he was pretty fucking hot too, although that wasn’t really the driving motivation to go to bed with him.

Kent and I had been friends for a long time but when he got married things naturally changed quite a bit. His wife Audrey was the kind of woman who preferred socializing with other married couples, which left me out of a lot of their plans. I think she also suspected that I was a bad influence on her husband, which was ridiculous because nothing could have been further from the truth. I never did anything to encourage Kent to indulge in bad behavior and I doubt if I could have even if I wanted to.

Kent had a much stronger personality than I did and I was the one who tended to get dragged into things that I was sometimes reluctant to do. I had always been sort of his sidekick, a loyal companion who was there to back him up whenever he needed me. It hurt that Audrey made it difficult for me to see Kent as much as I would have liked and it also made me sort of resent her.

While I never did anything to encourage Kent to cheat on his wife or break up with her when they got divorced I certainly didn’t mind the fact that I was getting my buddy back and I had been really enjoying spending more time with him again.

Now I suddenly realized that I had been jealous of her and that becoming a woman had given me a way to directly compete with Audrey and Lydia and Kent’s secretary and all the other women who had staked some kind of a claim on Kent’s time and attention. As the object of his sexual desires I suddenly occupied the unique position of being both his friend and lover, something I couldn’t do when I was male.

When Kent told me the other night that his ex had only given him three blowjobs while they were married I felt a smug satisfaction in knowing that I was being compared with her and coming out on top. She never wanted me hanging around with Kent but now she was gone and I had Kent’s cock in my pussy. Take that bitch. Maybe he wouldn’t have cheated so much if you had done your wifely duty and sucked his dick.

What made me even angrier at Audrey was the fact that she had tried to make Kent feel guilty while she was off being a whore behind his back. I was a whore but Kent knew that and I was doing everything I could to make him see that it was totally different when I was fucking him.

“Uh...uh...uh...uh...uh,” I repeated over and over each time I felt his balls slapping up against my ass.

“I can’t last much longer,” Kent groaned.

“Don’t even try baby. My pussy is ready for your cum,” I replied.

“Aaaaaaaaaaaarrrrrrrrrrrrrrrgggggggggggghhhhhhhhhhh!” Kent growled as he started to fill me with his hot sticky essence.

“That’s it baby, cum inside me. Cum inside my pussy,” I pleaded.

When he finished Kent grabbed me around the waist and rolled us both over so that we were lying on our backs.

“You were wonderful,” I said as I lightly rubbed his chest.

“So were you honey,” he replied.

“I didn’t do anything. I just gave you a target to aim for,” I joked.

“You’re crazy. I’ve never seen a woman so responsive before. Your body is like the ultimate fuck machine.”

“You’re my fuck machine baby. You’re the Energizer Bunny of sex. You just keep going and going and going,” I said with a laugh.

“Being with you is like having the best of both worlds. You understand how guys think and what they really want and it’s so easy to hang out with you but you’re all woman too, and a fucking amazing lay. Usually hot women are insane, or a pain the ass, or high maintenance or something and you put up with it the best you can for the sex, but you don’t have all that bullshit swirling around making everything difficult,” said Kent.

“Well you don’t know how high maintenance I might be,” I teased. “I do like nice gifts.”

“And I’ll be happy to get them for you baby,” said Kent as he kissed me.

“Am I really a fucking amazing lay or are you just saying that to be nice?” I asked.

“Honey you are the most fucking amazing lay I’ve ever had, and you know I’ve gotten laid a lot. Scout’s honor.”

“You never were a Boy Scout,” I pointed out.

“No, but I banged enough Girl Scouts to get the gist of the whole honor thing,” Kent replied.

“It’s a good thing I can’t ever get really serious about you because I don’t know how I’d ever be able to trust you around other women,” I said semi-jokingly.

“Hey, you’re the one who fucked half a dozen guys tonight before getting around to me.”

“Just one, but I get your point.”

It flattered me to think that maybe I was such a great lay that Kent wouldn’t feel the need to stray but maybe fidelity wasn’t that big a deal as long as what we had together was special. I had fucked another man tonight, and I enjoyed it physically, but it didn’t mean a thing to me. The difference between that sex and the sex I was having with Kent was crystal clear in my mind. Maybe if Kent felt the same way it wouldn’t be so bad if he boned his secretary sometime or had a one-night-stand on a business trip.

I suppose that was about the time that the wheels started turning in my head and I began to wonder whether there might actually be some way for me to continue living as Jenny often enough after we got home to keep Kent satisfied and to satisfy my own desire to be female which was growing stronger each day. It was kind of a crazy idea but if I hadn’t pursued the crazy idea of joining an all-girl travel club I would never have known the joys of being a woman, nor the extreme pleasure of being my best friend’s lover.


CHAPTER 18:

I got back to the hotel quite late but still managed to show up for breakfast despite being dog tired. I wasn’t breaking any rules by being out with a man in his hotel room but I didn’t really want the scrutiny of others if they knew what I was doing. Since I couldn’t tell anyone that the guy I was seeing had been Heather before reverting back to his true male identity I thought it was better to just not call attention to my extracurricular activities. Obviously if someone got too nosy I’d have to make up a story but I didn’t really want to deal with that hassle. I knew how much the girls liked to gossip and had no desire to draw that kind of attention to myself.

Despite feeling like a nap would do me some good I went sightseeing at Buda Castle on the other side of the Danube. The palace was once the home of Hungarian kings but was now a major cultural center with the Budapest History Museum and the Hungarian National Gallery. The view from Castle Hill was spectacular and the whole area around the castle was filled with charming houses, churches and other buildings reflecting medieval, Baroque, and Neo Classical style architecture. Ordinarily it would have been one of the highlights of my tour but I couldn’t stop thinking about Kent. Finally I slipped away from the group and called him at his hotel.

“Hey baby, aren’t you supposed to be sightseeing right now?” said Kent.

“I am, but I’m not focused. I keep thinking about your cock too much,” I replied.

“Honey, you can never think about my cock too much. You should be thinking about it all the time.”

“Are you thinking about my pussy?” I asked.

“Actually I was thinking about your tits and how perfect they are,” he replied. “But I can think about your pretty little pussy instead if that would make you feel better.”

“You should think about my booty,” I suggested.

“Gladly. Any particular reason why?” asked Kent.

“Because I want you to fuck me in the ass.”

“Oh, God...you know I’m stroking myself right now.”

“Wish I was there to do that for you.”

“Just keep talking baby and it’ll be the next best thing to having you here.”

So I stayed on the phone talking dirty to Kent until I heard him start to ejaculate. I had to pause a couple of times as I wasn’t in a totally private place and hadn’t anticipated engaging in phone sex but I was delighted that I was able to get him off.

“How about that date tonight sweetie?” asked Kent once he had finished jerking off.

“Sounds great,” I said.

“Wear something nice but sexy and meet me at my hotel,” Kent instructed.

I knew I had been away from the group long enough to create some questions but I just said that there was a line for the bathroom and nobody seemed to doubt my excuse.

So it appeared that I was going to go on a date with my old friend Kent, which was weirder than fucking him in some ways. We had been all sorts of places together over the years so I wasn’t sure how this would be any different, other than the fact that I would be wearing a dress, but it was bound to be fun whatever he had planned.

When I got back to the hotel I thought about calling him again to see if he could return the favor and get me off over the phone but I decided that taking a nap at last would probably be a better idea in the long run. I wanted to be refreshed and ready for my big date night...and the anal sex that was sure to follow.

Kent was still playing it close to the vest when I got to his hotel that night and even after he told the cab driver where to take us I still wasn’t quite sure what was on the agenda. As it turned out we went to a place called Instant Fogas, which was the most crazy massive nightclub I had ever seen. There were seven different floors featuring a variety of musical styles, enormous dance floor space, and eighteen bars so no matter how crowded it was you never really had to wait for a drink.

“I was trying to think of something interesting for us to do as a couple that would be different from anything we had ever done together before,” explained Kent.

“This is fucking awesome baby! You read my mind,” I said as I kissed him. “Can you read what else is on my mind?”

“I can, but we’re here now so we might as well have a drink and hit the dance floor first. Your ass has survived for twenty six years without my cock inside it so it can probably wait a couple more hours,” Kent joked.

I’d never really been a huge fan of nightclubs and wasn’t much into dancing but I was definitely in the mood to cut loose and party that night. I had really enjoyed every aspect of the historical, artistic, and cultural enrichment that this trip had provided but it felt like it was time to enjoy the experience of being a hot babe on a hot date with a hot guy in a place that totally blew my mind.

Just as my female body had seemed built for sex it also seemed built to boogie. My boobs were bouncing and my hips swishing and my butt twerking in time to the beats that were pulsating throughout me. After a couple of drinks I was probably about as loose and uninhibited as I had ever been in such a public setting and I liked that feeling.

Kent was a pretty good dancer, which was something that I would never have known. We tended to do our drinking in a sports bar surrounded by football on multiple television screens. Our other club hopping had happened before Kent was married and we’d go out sometimes looking for chicks. That wasn’t really my favorite thing to do because more often than not he’d end up with some hottie and I’d end up going home alone. Now it was a very different situation because I knew that if I’d come here without Kent I’d have no shortage of male company if I wanted it.

Whenever Kent got lucky and took off with a girl I always felt kind of abandoned. I suppose it was another example of me being jealous of the women in his life, although I wouldn’t have admitted that back then. Instead I would just complain about not getting laid but the truth was I would have been fine with both of us striking out and just grabbing a pizza and playing some Xbox.

In some ways having tits and a pussy didn’t change things much but in other ways it changed everything. I still wanted to hang out with Kent as much as ever but now I had the tools to keep his interest, even in a place like this that was packed with smoking hot girls. There was no way he was going to ditch me when he knew that my ass was free for the taking.

We danced and had a few drinks and walked around the place taking it all in before we called a cab and went back to his hotel room. I hoped that I hadn’t built up the whole anal sex thing too much because there wasn’t much I could do to make it especially good, like giving a super BJ. Basically I was just giving him a tight hole to stuff his dick in but hopefully that would be enough to make the experience enjoyable and memorable for him.

“So you really want to do anal?” asked Kent as he climbed on the bed next to me.

“Absolutely. I mean, if that’s something you think you might want,” I replied.

“Honey, can you imagine a man turning that offer down, especially when we’re talking about such a fine ass?”

“I just want you to know that my body is yours to enjoy as you see fit. I don’t want to be one of those women who makes a man beg for something or only doles out the special treats on holidays. When I come to your bed you don’t have to ask...you can just take what you want,” I said.

“I like the sound of that, but women say all kinds of things before they get that wedding ring on. Then it’s like they’ve slipped on a chastity belt at the same time,” Kent said with a laugh.

“Then you’ve got nothing to worry about because I don’t imagine you’re planning to pop the question with me anytime soon,” I joked back.

“You should never close the door to any possibility, no matter how crazy it seems,” said Kent as he pulled me over to the edge of the bed and pushed my legs back.

Kent got off the bed and grabbed some lube from the nightstand and worked a bunch of it into my anus before getting his prick nice and lubricated too. Then he pressed the tip of his dick into my ass and I tried to remember to relax but I was too excited and let out a little gasp.

“You sure you’re okay with this?” he asked.

“I’m more than okay with it, I’m craving it you big stud.”

With that I felt the full length of his manhood plunging into me and I gasped again but this time Kent just kept fucking.


CHAPTER 19:

It had never crossed my mind that Kent would fuck my ass while I was on my back. I just assumed that he’d get behind me, but I was really happy to be looking at him while he butt fucked me. It was kind of hard to make intelligent conversation with a cock up my ass but I hoped he would see the passion and longing in my eyes.

I knew we had just been joking around about marriage but it was hard to shake what he had said from my mind. He was right that one should never close the door to any possibility no matter how crazy it seemed. Everything about our situation was living proof of that. There was no logical reason for us to be where we were, doing what we were doing, yet it was happening. Even within the realm of crazy ideas we were supposed to both be women on a group vacation with other women but somehow Kent was back to being a man while I was still a woman and it felt very much like we were having some kind of love affair.

Realistically I suppose I had been acting very much like a lovesick female. I thought about Kent constantly and made all kinds of declarations about how my body was his for the taking. I was jealous and competitive about other women in his life. I was more turned on by him than anyone I had ever known and in my deepest fantasies I dreamed that he would fall in love with me and that we’d share a home together.

“I love you baby,” I suddenly blurted out, possibly because I had been thinking that and the ass fucking was so intense that I just said the first thing that came to mind.

“I love you too honey,” Kent replied.

That quickly led to an anal orgasm so we didn’t do any more talking about the nature of our relationship for the time being. It wasn’t until Kent had filled my ass with cum and we were snuggling later that the topic came back up for discussion.

“Do you really love me?” I asked.

“Of course I do. Why would I say it if I didn’t mean it? It’s not like I’m trying to talk you into having sex or something. We’re already way past that point,” said Kent.

“Doesn’t that kind of...complicate things?” I suggested.

“When you’re married and you fall in love with the boss’s wife, that’s complicated,” Kent said with a chuckle. “When you’re single and you fall in love with a beautiful woman who’s also your best friend that’s a dream come true.”

“Even if that woman is really a man?”

“Let’s be honest here, honey. You gave up on being a man as soon as you discovered how much better you were at being a woman,” said Kent.

“It’s true. I am better this way. And I’m happier too, especially when I’m with you. It’s like the missing ingredient that was keeping us from having the perfect relationship.”

“At least that part of it is easy enough. You want to be a woman, I want you to be a woman, so you should be a woman.”

“Just like that?”

“Well, I’m sure there are some logistics to overcome but I doubt that they’re insurmountable,” said Kent.

“What about my job?” I asked.

“You could come work for me. Nobody would ever know that you hadn’t always been female and I could bang you instead of my secretary whenever I was feeling horny at the office,” said Kent with a grin. “Or you could take some time off and let me support you for a while. Didn’t you say you were thinking about taking some language classes? Maybe this would be a good time to think about what you want your new life to be.”

“You mean move in with you kind of support?”

“Yeah, if you want to. You probably have your doubts about my ability to be faithful, and I don’t blame you. This is going to be a big change for both of us so why don’t we take it easy and see how it goes? I’ll happily marry you anytime you want, but we should probably both be really sure of that first because divorce can be a pretty nasty thing and I don’t want to mess up our friendship,” said Kent.

“Baby you really can read my mind,” I gushed. “All of that sounds wonderful. It doesn’t really matter whether I go back to work or take care of the house or marry you or just live in sin, as long as we’re together. I think I’ve probably been in love with you for a very long time but I didn’t want to admit it. Now I’m free to love you openly and with all my heart and I’ll do everything I can to make you happy.”

“So I guess that leaves the question of what you want to do about the rest of the trip. You can quit the club and we can fly home right away or you can finish the tour and we’ll leave when we were planning to. It’s entirely up to you. I’m fine being hunkered down in my little hotel room for a few more days, especially if you can manage to sneak over here sometimes.”

“I’ve still got another working night scheduled,” I reminded him.

“Whatever you want to do, baby. After all the women I’ve fucked in my life I can’t hold it against you if you want to keep being a whore. Besides, you make damn good money doing it. Maybe I should be your pimp when we get home and you can support me,” Kent said with a laugh as he slapped my ass.

“Well it’s something to consider if you ever lose your job,” I teased.

“Let’s just promise that whatever we do we don’t keep secrets from each other. I can say from experience that it never works out well in the end.”

“I promise. And it wouldn’t do me any good anyway because you can obviously read my mind.”

“And you can read mine too I bet. Like what am I thinking right now?” asked Kent.

“You’re thinking about how much you want me to suck your cock,” I replied.

“See, you can read my mind. Of course you could give that answer and probably be right just about anytime.”

“Lucky for you I like sucking your cock so much then,” I said with a grin as I grabbed his shaft and started stroking.

“Believe me I know how lucky I am. So many things had to fall into place just right for us to have gotten where we are now, and you know me from way back and know what a philandering asshole I’ve been yet you still love me and are willing to give me a chance and...oh...oh that feels so good. Baby, I don’t know how you learned to give such great head but just keep giving it and I’ll be your slave for life.”

That was nice to hear, although I didn’t really need Kent to be my slave, at least not in the bedroom. I had certainly discovered that I liked a man to be a man between the sheets, but it probably didn’t hurt to have a few weapons to keep a man like that in line from time to time.


CHAPTER 20:

We finished the trip as scheduled and I did my prostitute thing one more time and collected some more cash. It was actually pretty easy to get through because I knew I was going to be seeing Kent afterwards and that we would be home soon and starting our new life together.

I didn’t plan on resigning from the club right away. There wasn’t really a need to. I just didn’t have to book any more vacations for the time being. If they dropped me from their rolls for inactivity so be it. I had a feeling that the next vacation I took would probably be with Kent but one never knew for sure how things might work out.

Making the change legal didn’t turn out to be as difficult as I thought it might, and even telling people about my decision wasn’t some big disaster. The majority of the people in the world had no idea I had ever been a man and no reason to suspect it so I just went about my life with a different name and a much better wardrobe.

I certainly enjoyed the attention I got from men but Kent was more than enough to keep me satisfied and I hoped he felt the same way about me. Of course if things ever turned sour with us I could always book another trip with the Vacation Club and lift my spirits while banking some good money in the process. To quote an old advertisement membership has its privileges.


AUTHOR’S NOTES:

I must be thinking about summer coming up or something because I’ve been working on several books that involve travel. I know that I love stories where a guy becomes a girl and falls in love with his best friend but I swear to you this story didn’t start out that way. I had a lot of different directions I was thinking of going but somehow I couldn’t resist the urge to see Jennifer and Kent get together. I think there’s something incredibly erotic about the idea of a somewhat submissive man giving up his manhood to be with his more dominant male buddy.

It was also fun to mention Budapest, Hungary, which is one of my favorite cities in the world. I’m actually surprised I haven’t used it more in my writing because it’s such a colorful and intriguing place. (And does have some incredibly beautiful women although I have to stand up for my fellow California girls and claim bragging rights.)


ALSO BY STACEY ZACKERLY:

Confessions of a Cybersex Slut

The Transformation

The Virgin Whore of New York

Free Love

Unchained

Borderless Desire

Sweet Dreaming

Not Really Me

No Turning Back Now

The New Roommate

Only One Exit

Pink and Blue

The Ultimate Punishment

The Role of a Lifetime

Buried Treasure

The Halloween Party

The Fairy Godmother

In the Name of Science

Second Time Around

Buried Treasure 2: Secrets and Longings

The Dude Ranch

Becoming Penelope

At the Crossroad

Rejuvenation

Rotation

All for the Best

The Slut Squad

Girl of my Dreams

Weekend Woman

Try Before You Buy

Reform School

A Christmas Karol

Pinup Girl

Weekend Woman 2

The Project

The Stand-In

The Experiment

Welcome to the Club

Chemistry

Trans Travel, Inc.

Metamorphosis

Star Power

The Castle

Just Enough Magic

A Happy Accident

The Unlikely Princess

Cheerleader Camp

Corporate Takeover

Stress Relief

Business as Usual

Destiny

The Hitchhiker

Going to the Mat

Paying the Price

Where There's A Will

Transplendent Resorts

The Girl Next Door

The Initiate

Max

Stand-In Bride

Turnabout Is Fair Play

Last Minute Christmas Swapping

Is This Real?

Sharing It All

Getting the Job Done

Two Roads to Womanhood (Co-authored with Jenna Braveheart)

My Lucky Day

The Mistress

Following In My Son's Footsteps

Taking A Break

No Place Like Home

The Chastity Belt

A Cozy Arrangement

Bewitching

Exclusive Membership

Office Politics

Santa's Helper

The Comeback

Photographic Memory

Think Pink

Getting Even

You First

The New Cougar

Greener Grass

The Proxy Girlfriend

The Unknown Planet

Topsy-Turvy Halloween

No Rules

Secret Santa

Answering the Call

The Surprise of My Life

Higher Education

A Friend In Need

Swap Island

Bikini Season

FOR MORE INFORMATION ABOUT THE AUTHOR:

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

https://www.goodreads.com/author/show/7391028.Stacey_Zackerly

http://staceyzackerly.blogspot.com

I usually have a link here for my videos but I’m afraid Porn Hub changed their policies and made it much harder for users to upload content and took a ton of existing videos down so at the moment I don’t have a regular location for my 3D videos. Watch this spot for future developments.

OEBPS/image_rsrcVV.jpg





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




