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CHAPTER 1:

My name is Tim Bradley and I had been working at a prestigious magazine based in New York for less than a year and hungry for any opportunity to move up the food chain. Yes, I know that print copies of magazines aren’t what they used to be but we still sold over a million of them each month even if our digital platform was far more popular. It wouldn’t have mattered if I had been writing for a local throwaway rag I still would have wanted to get my stuff on the front page. When my editor, Ed Thompson, called me into his office for a private meeting I figured I was either going to get my shot at a feature story or get my ass reamed out for something I had done wrong.

“Kid, I’ve got something for you that you might find interesting but you also might find it distasteful.,” Ed began once I had closed the door behind me and taken a seat.

“I’m up for just about anything,” I replied.

“Yeah, I know, that’s why I’m bringing this to you. We’ve been tipped off about a secret underground sex club that a lot of movers and shakers are supposedly involved with. It’s definitely not your run of the mill titty bar or whorehouse.”

“So what’s the angle?” I asked. “There’s got to be more to it than rich people like to have sex.”

“The angle is this...supposedly this club has access to some kind of wonder drug that can miraculously turn a man into a woman and turn them back again. Some guys are there to turn into girls and some guys are there to fuck them once they’ve taken the drug,” Ed explained.

“So I take it this is an illegal drug.”

“Well I’ve never heard about anything like that on the market, have you?”

“No, definitely not,” I said.

“So that would certainly be an interesting thing to look into. What is this drug? Where do they get it? Got to be a story there, but even without that you’ve got a private club where a bunch of bigwigs go to become temporary trannies and bang other bigwigs who get off on that sort of thing.”

Ed was definitely “old school” in many respects and using a word like “tranny” in a private setting like this was hardly the only offensive thing he was likely to say. As an editor was a total pro but he had a notoriously colorful vocabulary that would never make it to print.

“What is it you want me to do exactly?” I inquired as I sat forward in my chair.

“Go scope it out. Spend time at the bar and see if you can get anyone to tell you anything useful. Who actually goes to a place like that and what’s the appeal? What sort of man wants to turn into a woman for a night and screw like a whore? Are they all just a bunch a queers or is there something deeper going on?”

“You don’t want me to…”

“Hell no, I’d never ask that of anyone. Just mingle a bit and see if there’s anything there worth pursuing. Maybe the whole drug thing is bullshit and it’s just a front for prostitution or something. If you’ve got a nose for a story you’ll find out if there is one there or not. Just keep your eyes and ears open and see where it leads you,” Ed suggested.

I knew this was kind of a test. I had been pushing for some kind of major assignment and this was my chance to get onto to something good but I couldn’t let that cloud my judgment. If I tried to make something out of nothing Ed would spot it in an instant.

“So how do I get in if this place is so exclusive?” I asked.

“We have a contact, a former member, who can get you in on a guest pass. He’s the one who clued us in on this thing,” said Ed.

“So I take it he has some kind of ax to grind?”

“I’ll let you get all the details from him. Here’s his contact info,” said Ed as he handed me a card.

“I’ll get on this right away,” I said. “And thank you sir for this opportunity.”

“Remember there isn’t a story walking in there, you’ve got to figure out if there’s one by the time you leave. This may not be the big break you’ve been dreaming of,” Ed cautioned.

“Even so, sir, I’m glad you thought of me for this assignment.”

It was a good sign that I had been chosen but I also knew that I was expendable. Trying to expose the private sex lives of powerful people was not without a certain amount of risk. Obviously I couldn’t just walk in there and announce that I was a journalist so I’d have to come up with a cover story and a fake identity in order to seem like I belonged there and I didn’t have much acting experience. If I pushed too hard there was always the chance that I’d be exposed instead and the magazine could afford to throw me under the buss and wash their hands of the whole thing if they wanted to.

I had no idea whether there was a story there or not but it sure seemed like there might be. Anytime you get rich people together in a secret club setting there’s bound to be something going on and the added twist of gender bending sex just made it all the more intriguing.

Of course I didn’t want to get ahead of myself. I needed to meet with my contact and get as much information from him as possible and then I would have to plan my cover story. If nothing else it was kind of exciting to be involved in this sort of investigative journalism even if the subject matter was nothing more than kinky sex for rich weirdos.

My contact did not want to meet in person and wasn’t even willing to do a video conference so we set up an online chat session instead and I asked him my questions more or less in real time on my computer. He identified himself only as “John” and said that he was a “businessman” which didn’t mean shit of course, but he was my passport into the club so I had to go along with his wishes.

[ME] So what’s the deal John? What led you to the club in the first place?

[JOHN] I was having some marital problems. I was tempted to have an affair with someone in my office but decided that was too risky. Getting caught in an affair would have been very costly for me and painful for my family. I should also point out that I’m a deacon in my church so my image would be greatly tarnished by that kind of scandal.

[ME] What about professionals? Lots of men go to prostitutes for discrete sex.

[JOHN] I tried that once or twice but I found the sex rather uninspiring and there was still the risk of getting caught. I had heard about these unique clubs that were supposedly very private and catered to men like me who wanted sex outside of marriage with little or no risk involved.

[ME] Clubs? You mean there’s more than one?

[JOHN] Yes, several that I know about but there are probably more. They tend to cater to a specific crowd based on their location. New York is mostly business types, Washington has the political crowd, and Los Angeles appeals to the entertainment industry.

[ME] So you went to this club in New York because you were hoping to have sex in a discrete way that wouldn’t likely lead to any complications?

[JOHN] Yes, exactly.

[ME] But you knew that the women there were really men on some kind of drug?

[JOHN] Absolutely. That was actually a big selling point. Not that I had any interest in the transgender implications of the thing but it seemed like a pretty safe way to go. Since these “women” didn’t actually exist in the real world there would be no way of connecting me to anyone and since they were also men who were members of the club they were even more likely to want to protect their identity than I was.

[ME] So did you find the sex to be disappointing?

[JOHN] Exactly the opposite. It was mind blowing. The partners I was with were crazy for sex. Really, really, into it if you know what I mean.

[ME] Okay, so what went wrong? Why did you leave and why are you blowing the whistle?

[JOHN] I’m a man of faith, although it probably doesn’t sound like it from everything I’ve said so far, but I realized that what I was doing was morally wrong. I wanted to repent but I couldn’t confess to my wife without blowing up my whole life so I decided to atone for my sins the best I could by shining a light on this sordid enterprise. It’s just too easy to be caught up in that world. It’s addicting. I think the public would be better off knowing what was going on behind those closed doors.

We chatted a little more but I didn’t get much helpful information beyond what he had already laid out. I was kind of disappointed because it sounded to me like it was just a private sex club where consenting adults got laid. The fact that they were rich and famous was just gossip tabloid crap, not real news. There was still the whole drug-induced gender change thing that I needed to investigate, since that was probably illegal and possibly dangerous, but unless I could turn up some evidence of sex trafficking or minors being involved the whole thing was probably just a lot of nothing.

Even so I had a job to do and it sounded like it wouldn’t be dull at any rate no matter what I discovered. Everyone’s got to start somewhere and if this wasn’t my big break at least I was in the running now for something juicy as long as I didn’t screw this up.


CHAPTER 2:

I was going to pretend to be a hot young Wall Street type with an expensive suit and a serious bankroll. Of course the magazine was paying for everything, and I had to keep scrupulous records of my expenses, but hopefully I wouldn’t need to do much more than tip generously since the club had an open bar.

The club was located on a rather nondescript street in a rather nondescript part of town. There were some stairs leading down to a door that had no markings on it but there was a card reader, sort of like the kind you found in many hotels, so I swiped my card and heard a click so I tried the handle and found the door opened for me.

It felt like I had walked into one of those old speakeasies from the Prohibition era. There was a coat check girl near the entrance and pretty cocktail waitresses in skimpy outfits serving drinks to people seated on expensive-looking leather chairs and sofas. There were also people openly smoking, which was something you didn’t see much these days, which also added to the “vintage” vibe from the room.

John had explained that the entry lounge was sort of a meet-and-greet place. The guys who were here to become girls went off somewhere and did their thing and the guys who were here to pickup girls hung around and waited for the girls to appear. It was an exclusive club so there were probably people here as much for the contacts as for the sex I figured so I went up to the bar and ordered a drink.

The men in the lounge tended to be white and on the older side but it was a more diverse group than I had expected. The women, on the other hand, tended to be younger and rather attractive, which made me a little suspicious. I had an image in my head of transgender people looking sort of like men in drag so it was hard to believe that a bunch of random guys took some pill or something and became instant sex kittens. I suspected that might just be a front for something but I wasn’t sure what that might be.

If it was just a pricey bordello why invent the gender swapping story? Was it just a con? Did somebody figure out that some men would pay good money for the kinky thrill aspect of the thing? Anybody with money could get a hooker but this was a walk on the wild side. These gals were way too good-looking to just be here fucking middle-aged stock brokers for the fun of it. They had to be getting something in return.

Then it struck me that maybe this was a “sugar daddy” placement service of some kind. Men with bucks could meet potential mistresses and give them a “test drive” before talking terms. That made sense to me. Nothing illegal about that as long as no money changed hands on the premises but secrecy and discretion would be a top priority.

Of course if that was true it would imply that everything John told me was bullshit. Or maybe he believed the sex change story and never found out what the real deal was for some reason. Then I realized that I was making a big mistake by trying to draw conclusions without any actual evidence to support them. My job wasn’t to guess what was going on here it was to investigate and discover the truth, whatever that might be. Forming a theory and then trying to find the evidence to support it was bad journalism. I needed to keep an open mind and see where the facts led me.

I struck up a conversation with a younger guy who looked more my age and we had a drink together at the bar. I introduced myself as “Ted” and he called himself “Roger” although I assumed that was as fake a name as my own.

“Quite a setup they’ve got here,” I commented, trying to sound casually congenial.

“Yeah,” Roger replied. “New here?”

“First time actually,” I said. “I heard it was quite a unique experience.”

“It certainly is. Probably more so for the ladies I’d imagine but it’s a hell of a lot of fun for the guys too.”

“Well I’m a total newbie so I don’t quite get how this whole thing works,” I said.

“It’s pretty simple. The guys who are here to transform go off to a different area I guess and then they do whatever it is they do to become women and then they come out here and mingle. At that point it’s basically like any other single’s bar. People hook up and go off and do what people do,” explained Roger, who sounded a little vague.

“The girls seemed kind of outnumbered. Is that usual?” I asked.

“Not really, as far as I can tell. That’s kind of a random chance thing. Of course there’s a strip show going on pretty soon so some of the girls are probably getting ready for that. Plus that tends to attract a crowd,” said Roger.

“A strip show? I had no idea.”

“I was about to head over that way. Want to check it out?” Roger asked.

“Sure,” I replied.

We went over to an elevator and got in. Roger pushed a button and we went up a couple of floors and walked out into what looked like a very upscale strip club. There was a stage with a ramp running down the middle of the room and a pole near the end of the ramp as well as two others back on the main stage on either side.

The place was starting to fill up so we sat at a table along the ramp and a waitress took our drink order. There was music playing so conversation was kind of limited. Fortunately we didn’t have long to wait as a DJ announced that the show was about to begin and anyone who had been lingering around in the back moved in and seated themselves near the stage.

As the first girl, identified as Brandi, came out and strutted her stuff on the catwalk it was hard for me to keep my objectivity. I was no expert on strip clubs but I had been to a few bachelor parties and whatnot and the girl on stage looked for all the world like a professional stripper to me. She was really hot and seemed to have all the moves down.

The crowd was pretty raucous. Out in the lobby they may have looked like they were getting ready to go into a board meeting at Exxon but here it was more like a frat house. When Roger stuffed a twenty into Brandi’s garter I did the same, making a mental note to put that on my expense report.

As the show went on and different girls came out I realized I was getting pretty horny. It was pretty hard not to with a parade of hot babes stripping totally naked and shaking their tits in my face. It seemed pretty obvious to me that these women, at least, had to be the real thing, not that there was anything wrong with that. It was a sex themed club so hiring some strippers didn’t seem out of place to me regardless of what other activities they provided.

Unlike a regular strip club that runs all night this was a much more limited affair with fewer dancers. When the “show” ended I noticed that a number of men were congregating around a door next to the stage and I asked Roger about that.

“That’s where the girls will come out in a few minutes,” he told me.

“So are they members of the club...I mean...are they…”

“Are they really men? Absolutely,” Roger replied. “If anyone struck your fancy you can go over and meet them over there.”

“You know I think I’m just going to look around the place a little. Get the lay of the land,” I replied.

“Well, happy hunting,” said Roger with a grin.

We shook hands and I walked alone back to the elevator. It was a little awkward walking around with the raging hard on in my pants but I managed to look as casual as I could. Frankly I was very confused. Both John and Roger seemed to genuinely believe that the women in this place were really men but what I had just witnessed made me more convinced than ever that they weren’t. Maybe a super effeminate man could pass for a woman under the right circumstances but not on a well-lit stage. And even if somehow it was possible to create that convincing a look why would any man want to degrade himself that way? Sure they got a lot of tip money but these were supposedly very successful businessmen who shouldn’t need the cash.

In the elevator I chose a floor at random and was whisked away. When I got out I found myself in a hallway that looked like something you’d find in a hotel. The main difference was that each door had a sign that said “occupied” or “unoccupied” like you might find on an airline bathroom.

Trying an unoccupied door I found that it opened up to a very nicely furnished room. Again it was pretty much like a room in a quality hotel. I sat on the large bed and found that it was very comfortable. For a moment I found myself thinking about being in here with one of the girls from the strip show and my fading erection sprang back to life.

Men get horny seeing hot naked girls didn’t seem like a story to me. If a bunch of rich guys wanted a private sex club to fuck quality tail so what? Even if the girls were prostitutes it wasn’t that big of a deal. Now if there were cameras hidden in the rooms and tapes were being made for blackmail that might be a story but there was nothing to suggest that such a thing was going on.

I decided that I needed to be talking to the women here more than the men. If there was a story they were the key. Who were they really and why were they here? Going back down to the lobby I noticed that the male/female ratio had balanced out somewhat. Spotting a pretty blonde girl sitting at the bar I decided to see if I could charm her out of some information...or at least have a drink with an attractive woman before throwing in the towel.


CHAPTER 3:

She called herself “Tara” and she had the most amazingly green eyes I had ever seen. She wore a low-cut cocktail dress and I could see that she had no bra on underneath it. I did my best to seem sociable and we made small talk until I felt ready to start my interrogation.

“I’m new here and I just wondered how one went about doing...well...what you’re doing I guess,” I said with a smile.

“Oh, what a shame. And here I was thinking that you were hitting on me,” she replied with a smile of her own.

“I wouldn’t rule that out, but I find this whole concept fascinating,” I replied.

“Well the technology is complicated but the process is pretty simple. You just go up to the second floor and walk all the way down to the end of the hallway. There’s a door there and all you have to do is go inside and they’ll take care of everything,” said Tara.

“I take it you’ve done this a few times.”

“Every chance I get, which with my schedule isn’t nearly as often as I would like,” said Tara.

“It seems kind of scary to me,” I said.

“Are you scared that something will go wrong or that you’ll end up liking it too much?” asked Tara.

“Scared of the unknown I suppose.”

“That’s a pragmatic answer,” Tara said as she reached into her purse and produced a cigarette.

I fumbled with my pockets but not being a smoker I didn’t have a lighter on me. Then I noticed a matchbook on the bar and managed to get one out without making her wait too long. I had always wanted to light a woman’s cigarette, like people did in the movies, but I’d never had the chance before. There was something very sexy about it even if I didn’t really approve of cigarettes myself.

“Thanks,” she said as she took a puff and I put the matchbook in my pocket.

“So what is it that you like so much about doing this?” I asked. “I mean, what’s the best part?”

“Cock,” she said as she placed her hand in my crotch and leaned over to open-mouth kiss me. “Cock is the best part of anything.”

With that she got up and strolled away. My poor dick had been going up and down all night like a pogo stick and it was definitely in the upright position at that moment. Tara just oozed sexuality and I had gotten a tiny taste of it, like one of those samples they give out in the grocery store. I thought about going after her and trying to take her to bed but as pleasant as that sounded it didn’t seem like the best way to spend my time if I was looking for a story.

Without going into any specifics Tara had certainly implied that she was a man who came here of her own free will and became a woman for sexual purposes. That still didn’t totally add up to me. Of course there were men who had gender identity issues, and men who might just have a fetish for changing their sex once in a while for kicks but could there really be enough to justify building a whole club like this around that kink? I supposed that people with too much money might be willing to throw it around on some sort of unusual thrill but it all seemed too weird to me to make any sense.

Being both cynical and pragmatic I was always looking for the strings attached to something. Once you scratched the surface of anything you tended to find something not so pleasant underneath. I knew this wasn’t any sort of petty crime, like luring a sucker into a room and then robbing him, but there had to be something sketchy going on behind the scenes.

The women were still the key and I knew I had to learn more about this alleged wonder drug so I went back to the elevator and rode it up to the second floor. The hallway looked a lot like the one with all the bedrooms along it but I could see a door at the very end and knew I had to go inside.

I didn’t really expect anything dangerous to be waiting for me on the other side of the door but my hand was still a little shaky for some reason. If there really was something sinister going on here it would make for a great story but it also might get me into a world of shit. Being young and ambitious I figured that was a chance worth taking so I opened the door and walked inside.


CHAPTER 4:

“Hello. First time?” asked an attractive woman in a smart business suit who was sitting behind a desk as I entered the small room beyond the door.

“Oh, I’m sorry, I think I must have wandered into the wrong room,” I said, suddenly getting cold feet.

“Don’t be shy. It’s completely understandable to be nervous the first time,” said the woman who got up from the desk and shook my hand. “If you have any questions I’d be happy to answer them.”

Being a journalist working on a potential story it was incredibly hard to turn down an offer like that. I had been hoping that the room would be empty and that I could do a little snooping around but here was someone willing to talk so I figured I should let her do so.

“I’m afraid I don’t know anything at all about the process. What kind of steps are involved?” I asked.

“First we take a quick scan of your body and then that information is represented in 3D on a screen. The first stage is to show you how you would look if you just took the base formula with no adjustments,” the woman explained.

“The base formula?” I asked.

“Yes. It’s sort of like mixing paint. The base formula is the genetic nuts and bolts. That’s what turns you into a woman. What you would see on the screen is a model of what you would likely look like had you been born female. That may be all you want to do, but a lot of people like to get in and customize the results a little more so additional components are added to the base and the screen will show you the approximate changes that those additions will create.”

“What sort of changes?”

“The most popular request is for breast augmentation. That seems to be something that people are very particular about but there are a number of parameters that you can adjust. Ultimately everything is build off of the base so how much or how little adjustment you want is entirely up to you. It’s like cosmetic surgery in a liquid form,” said the woman.

“So once this formula is all mixed up you shoot it into me with a needle or something?”

“Oh, no, you drink it. I’m told it has a very pleasant taste.”

“So you’ve never tried it?”

“No, unlike most of the women here I was born this way,” she said with a smile.

“How long does it take to...kick in?”

“Usually about five minutes, sometimes a few minutes longer. You just drink the formula and lie down and before you know it the magic is done.”

“Well it all sounds very interesting but I’m not sure that it’s what I want to do, at least right now,” I said.

“Tell you what. Why don’t we do the body scan and let you play around with the simulation?” the woman suggested. “If you find a look you’re happy with we can print out the settings and when you come back we can just dial it in and get you going right away.”

I was intrigued, and that sounded harmless enough, so I agreed to strip down behind a screen and step into the scanner. The machine took a couple of passes running red lights across my body and then I was allowed to get dressed and move to the simulator.

Looking at the nude female body on the screen it was hard for me to wrap my head around the idea that I was looking at myself as a woman. It was too abstract and reminded me of creating an avatar for a computer game. As I played around with the options I still couldn’t believe that there was any way that I could ever end up looking anything like the character on the screen. Even so it was kind of fun to tweak the thing and I just ended up building the kind of woman that I would personally want to fuck based on looks alone.

When I was finished the woman complimented me on my choices and printed out a series of numbers and letters that presumably meant something to the machine.

“Now try not to lose this,” said the woman as she handed me the printout. “I’ll put a copy in my desk but things have a way of getting moved around or misplaced so as long as you bring that with you next time we can just sail past these steps and get you into that body all the quicker.”

I thanked her for her time and put the printout in my pocket. At that point I had no intention of ever putting it to use but it was something tangible that I had gotten from my investigation, even if it didn’t mean very much on its own.

At this point I had to consider the idea that there really was a gender changing drug and that people were actually taking it and doing things in the club while in an altered body. The setup was so elaborate and the equipment looked very expensive so it was hard to imagine why anyone would go to that much trouble to create a facade if the whole thing was a hoax.

I wondered what would have happened if I had gone ahead with the next step and actually consumed the liquid. It may only take five minutes or so to make the transformation but those would be a very strange five minutes. What would it feel like to have your whole body morph into something new? Would it hurt? Would it play out gradually over the whole five minutes or just suddenly happen in a matter of seconds? And then what?

I hadn’t asked enough questions. Let’s say the process worked and I was suddenly the woman I had designed on the screen what the hell happened next? I didn’t have any female clothing and I knew absolutely nothing about cosmetics. Most of the women here looked very sleek and elegant and sexy. Tara had lipstick and eye shadow and all that other girly crap but it was tastefully applied and greatly accentuated her sex appeal. If someone handed me a bunch of makeup I’d probably end up looking like a clown.

And supposing I got past that point somehow what in the world would I do? Tara was obviously some kind of a queer who was attracted to men but that definitely wasn’t me. Cock may have been her favorite part of being female but for me avoiding cock would be a high priority. I wondered whether there were any lesbians in the club, or rather men who wanted to become women in order to have lesbian sex. That sounded kind of interesting. Like a lot of men I enjoyed porn videos where girls were fucking other girls. Doing something like that with a woman like Tara could be a rather exciting proposition.

I hung around the club a little longer and chatted with a few more people without really learning anything new. I decided that I shouldn’t press my luck because it might look suspicious that I was just asking a lot of questions but not really participating in the program.

By the time I got home I knew that I didn’t have a story yet but that there might still be one there. I also knew that I was going to have to go back and take that next step. Whatever that club was it obviously revolved around the whole notion that men could be changed into women so it seemed to me like that’s exactly what I had to do.


CHAPTER 5:

I gave my boss a rundown on my experiences at the club and submitted my expenses to the accounting people. While I strongly suggested that it would be worth a return visit it would be up to Ed to decide whether that was warranted.

“So you’d really be willing to drink that tranny juice and become a dame?” asked Ed.

It was actually hard not to laugh because I’d never heard anyone use the word “dame” before that wasn’t a character in some old movie.

“Yeah, I think it’s the only way to really see this thing through to whatever the conclusion is,” I said. “If it really works we’re talking about some pretty revolutionary technology that the general public is completely clueless about. I mean you’ve got a number of angles to work from just based on the tech alone like the legality of it, the ethics, the social implications and so on. The sexy stuff is the come on but I’ve got a feeling there’s something deeper to go into.”

“Well if you’re willing to subject yourself to that I say go for it. I have no idea whether you’ve got something there but I like your spunk kid.”

That was great praise indeed, as far as I was concerned. Ed liked people to be “plucky” and show initiative. Since I didn’t oversell my piece I felt like it wouldn’t be the end of the world if nothing really panned out. Hopefully he would appreciate the effort...and the spunk and give me another shot down the line.

When I went back to the club a few days later I recognized a few people from before but there were a lot of new faces as well. I wondered how many members the club actually had and how many people like me were just there as a guest of someone else.

I sort of wanted a drink to fortify my nerves but I thought it was better not to have any booze in my system when I drank the mystery potion. I assume they would have warned me if that was a serious concern but I wasn’t taking any chances. I also needed to keep my head clear if I was going to accurately document my experience.

Going up to the room on the second floor I was pleased to see that the same woman was working the reception desk as before. She remembered me and fished out the printout of my formula and I double checked it with the one in my pocket just to make sure we had it right. She asked me if I wanted to make any changes but I said I was happy with what I had drawn up before so I was ushered into a different room where my valuables were locked up in a box with an electronic PIN code of my choosing and I changed into a hospital gown before sitting on the edge of a bed.

Another woman, dressed like a nurse, came into the room and did a quick check of my vital signs then departed again. I was starting to get a bit nervous but fortunately the nurse came back with a glass of pinkish liquid and handed it to me.

“The formula is actually clear but we add a little pink coloring just for fun,” the nurse admitted with a pleasant smile.

I drank the liquid, which was hard to describe but kind of tasted like a mildly sweet juice. Then the nurse fluffed up my pillow and had me lie down on the bed.

“We usually turn off the lights because some people get a little freaked out by watching their body change but it’s entirely up to you,” said the nurse.

“Leave them on I guess,” I replied. “It’s my first time so I’m pretty curious about the whole procedure.”

“If you feel a slight cramping in your stomach or your groin don’t panic, that’s perfectly normal. There’s a very mild sedative in there that should help you relax but it won’t put you to sleep or anything like that. You’ll be aware that you’re body is feeling funny but it shouldn’t be too unpleasant. Some people say they actually enjoy the transformation. Now you relax and I’ll be back in a few minutes.”

With that the nurse disappeared and I could feel the sedative kicking in. That was a very pleasant feeling and totally masked the first stages of the transformative process. When my boobs started to grow I wanted to look under the gown but I was too buzzed to actually attempt to do so. Even when my dick started shrinking away I didn’t feel any alarm or panic. I just kind of tripped out on the idea that I didn’t have a penis anymore.

I would guess that it took about three minutes or so to complete the change but later the nurse told me it was more like five but my sense of time was kind of messed up by the drugs. After the nurse checked my vital signs again I was led over to a full-length mirror and allowed to disrobe and examine myself.

Maybe I was still a little buzzed but I wasn’t as wigged out as I probably should have been staring at my new feminine reflection. It was truly amazing to look at myself and see someone I didn’t recognize, but in a way I did still recognize myself a little. I think it was the eyes mostly. That was still me. As for the rest it was exactly as I had designed, or perhaps even a little better. It was weird to think that I could have been this person if nature had flipped a few switches when I was born.

“My, don’t you look lovely!” said the receptionist as she entered the room. “I trust you’re pleased with the results.”

“I don’t know exactly what I feel,” I replied.

“That’s only the natural. It’s kind of a strange thing to process the first time you see yourself as a woman.”

“How is this even possible?” I asked.

“Some very bright people have been working on this for a very long time. I’m afraid I’m not a scientist so I can’t explain exactly how they do it. Now, let’s see if we can make you even prettier than you already are,” said the woman as she indicated another door.

I was still naked, but I didn’t think about that at all. I was speaking in a high pitched feminine voice but I hardly noticed at the time. I was just thinking about how awesome my tits looked and how smooth my skin was and how much I enjoyed being thought of as pretty.

The receptionist opened the door and I walked into what looked like a small clothing store. There were dresses and shoes and handbags and whatnot all around the room.

“Is there anything in particular that you’re interested in?” asked the woman.

“I have absolutely no idea where to start,” I replied.

“Well you can browse as much as you like or I can make some suggestions if you prefer,” suggested the woman.

“Any suggestions would be appreciated,” I said.

The woman helped me try on a few dresses, and they all looked good to me, but when we got to a kind of gold sparkly thing with a plunging neckline I knew it was the one. I couldn’t wear a bra with it but that didn’t bother me at all having never worn a bra in my life anyway. By the time the receptionist finished with me I looked positively gorgeous. Clothing had always just been functional to me but that dress was amazing the way the fabric felt against my skin and the way it moved when I walked and the way it made me feel so good about myself.

After I was dressed I was taken to yet another room where another pretty young woman was waiting to do my makeup. I honestly felt like a movie star sitting in that chair getting my face painted by an expert. I never imagined that I could possibly look so glamorous.

“When you’re ready to go home just come back here and we’ll change you back. Your clothes are in a locker and your valuables are in your personal safe,” the receptionist explained.

“Thank you so much,” I said. “But what do I do now?”

“Now you go have some fun.”


CHAPTER 6:

Have fun. How exactly was I going to go about that? Presumably most men who went through this process were gay or bi-sexual or at least open to the idea of having sex with men. Theoretically I wasn’t opposed to the concept on any sort of moral grounds, especially since technically I was a woman at the moment, but the fact that I wasn’t attracted to men made the idea of having some kind of physical contact seem unthinkable.

Of course that didn’t mean that I couldn’t have a drink with a guy and shoot the breeze. As a reporter I had been handed the greatest disguise ever. Nobody could possibly recognize me, except the people who had assisted me with my transformation. As a sexy woman I might be able to make men relax and open up to me.

When I entered the lobby I noticed a lot of heads turning in my direction. I wasn’t sure whether that meant I was especially attractive or just a new face but it made me a little uncomfortable at first. As a man I had been trying to keep a low profile and just blend in without anyone suspecting my ulterior motives but walking around in a sparkly gold dress cut down to my navel was definitely not low profile in the least.

I had barely seated myself at the bar before a rather distinguished-looking gentleman in his late forties or early fifties presented himself at my side. He said his name was Jim but I was pretty certain I knew his true identity. He was actually James Fenton, a billionaire developer I had actually seen at a press conference I had been sent to cover concerning his acquisition of some property downtown that was going to be renovated into upscale housing and retail. I had tried to get a question in but didn’t get called on.

Now I seemed to have no difficulty at all getting his attention. He was smooth and charming and supremely confident and I almost stumbled right out of the gate. When he asked me my name I totally froze. Stupidly I hadn’t thought about what to call myself as a woman so I just blurted out “Tiffany” because it was the first female name that popped into my head.

I must admit I was kind of in awe. As a journalist I would have been delighted to get an exclusive interview with the man but here I was having drinks with him while he stole glances at my boobs and rested a hand on my knee. This was a very prominent man and he was apparently a member of this very strange club and I had intimate access to him. Of course I only had that access because of the kind of intimacy that he was suggesting we share so I had to make a quick decision.

“You know I think we might be more comfortable in my room,” said Jim.

I thought it was interesting that he said “my” room instead of “a” room and I wondered whether certain members had more privileges or something. That seemed worth investigating even if I ultimately declined his advances. The fact that James Fenton was here at all was newsworthy on some levels so I let him take my arm and escort me to the elevator.

We went to the top floor, which opened to a somewhat different hallway than the others I had been to. This one was more elegantly decorated and there were only a few doors. The doors also didn’t have the occupied/unoccupied signs and instead had card readers. Jim slid his card into one of them and then we entered a rather impressive multi-room suite, which was quite a step up from the hotel-like room I had visited before.

“Very impressive,” I said.

“Not bad, but I’m afraid the view isn’t quite as spectacular as the one at home,” Jim replied.

“So is this your exclusive pad?” I asked.

“Yes it is. Of course I own the whole building so I got my choice of the penthouses.”

There was champagne on ice and we had a glass as we sat together on a love seat that probably cost more than my car. Jim didn’t seem to be in any rush which bought me some more time. I had already uncovered his financial connection to the club but now I needed to know why he was so involved with it.

“So are you the man behind this whole operation?” I asked.

“Not really. Just one of the more active you might say,” Jim replied.

“I would think that a man like you could have any woman he wanted. Why not just date supermodels and movie stars?” I asked.

“I have, but in all honesty there is nothing sexier or more beautiful than a woman like you who has chosen to be a woman,” he replied just before he kissed me.

That was the panic button and my signal to cut off the interview but I couldn’t bring myself to get up. Instead of repulsive the kiss was really pleasant and I felt myself getting a tingle of excitement.

“Look, I should tell you...I’ve never done anything like this before. This is my first time and I’ve never been with a man,” I said a little nervously.

“That’s all right my dear, I’m somewhat of an expert at groundbreakings and grand openings.”

He kissed me again and I felt myself starting to reciprocate. It was just a kiss and seemed harmless enough.

“So now you tell me, what attracted you to the club?” Jim asked.

“I...I heard about it and I was curious I suppose.”

“There are lots of lovely ladies here. What made you want to be one of them instead of being with one of them?” he pressed.

“I don’t know,” I replied. “Curiosity. I was skeptical that such a thing was possible.”

“Now that you know that it is have you lost your curiosity? Aren’t you interested in knowing what it feels like to make love as a woman?”

“I’m sure I’d be a big disappointment to you. I don’t know anything at all about making love as a woman,” I stammered softly.

“Don’t worry, I can show you,” he replied as he gently lowered the straps on my dress and began to caress my bare breasts.

I felt so exposed and vulnerable but it wasn’t an unpleasant feeling. Of course I was curious to know what sex would be like as a woman. Who wouldn’t be curious after undergoing a total gender change? A woman’s body was a thing of mystery to me. An object of lust. A work of art. Something to be admired or conquered but never to be understood. Now with a man touching my bosom I was lifting that veil of secrecy. This was probably the only chance I would ever get to know what it felt like being a woman so what kind of a journalist would I be if I turned that down? Plus I really liked the way Jim was tweaking my nipples.

“It’s not too late to change your mind if you have any doubts about doing this,” said Jim.

I stood up and for a moment I wasn’t really sure what I was going to do. Then I took hold of my dress but instead of pulling it back up I pulled it all the way down, leaving me in just my panties and heels.

“Show me how to make love as a woman,” I said.

Jim stood up and took my hand. A moment later we were heading for the bedroom.


CHAPTER 7:

Jim had me sit on the edge of the bed while he pulled off my panties. Then he told me to lie on my back and rest my feet on his shoulder. I did as he instructed and Jim rewarded me by burying his face in my muff. I tried to comprehend what was happening but it all seemed too crazy and unreal. A man was licking my pussy, but what was I doing with a pussy in the first place? And it wasn’t just some random man, even though it had seemingly been random chance that had brought us together, it was one of the richest men in New York.

Remain detached and be an objective observer I told myself. You’re a reporter and this could be a very big story for you. But...oh fuck...he’s toying with my clit and it’s doing incredible things to me!

I really did want to be detached but it was getting harder and harder to do so. As his tongue worked my gash I found myself touching my breasts and pinching my nipples while I moaned softly and tried not to squirm too much. I was completely naked and he hadn’t even taken his jacket off but he was making me feel things I didn’t know I could feel.

“Do you like that?” he asked at one point.

“Uh huh,” I replied.

“Good. I thought you might. I think you’re going to have a very good time tonight.”

He got me very close to climaxing but always backed off before I went over the edge. It was delicious torture. Eventually he had me sit up again and I watched as he took off his jacket and shirt and tie and tossed them aside. Then he told me to unfasten his pants so I did. Once I had unhooked his belt and unzipped his trousers he had me suck on his thumb. I couldn’t believe how much that simple action turned me on and I had to reach down and touch myself.

Next he kicked off his shoes and pulled his pants down and I could see the tent pole in his boxers. He had me pull his shorts down which caused his dick to hit my face, which I’m sure was his plan all along.

Cock was the best part of anything Tara had said...well now I was confronting another man’s cock for the first time in my life and wondering whether there was any truth in what she had said.

Jim took his dick in his hand and rubbed it around my face a few times. At one point he put the tip right up to my lips and I sort of kissed it but then he pulled it away.

“You see, there’s nothing to be afraid of,” said Jim as he finished taking his clothes off and sat down naked next to me. “You’re a beautiful vessel of pleasure. All you have to do is take what’s given to you...and let yourself enjoy it.”

Then we fooled around on the edge of the bed for a little while and I couldn’t believe how easy it was to be aroused. I shouldn’t be enjoying this, I said to myself, so why am I? When  I woke up this morning I was a heterosexual male and now I had my tongue in another man’s mouth while I stroked his hard prick. What the hell was wrong with me?

“Would you like me to fuck you now?” he asked very sweetly.

“Yes please.” I politely replied.

“Good girl. Now go lie on the bed and spread your legs. It’s time for your grand opening,” he said.

I don’t even know exactly what to say about the moment he penetrated me except that I felt a sense of excitement and erotic thrill like I had never felt before. I was going somewhere new and strange and off limits. I wasn’t supposed to ever know what this sensation was like but here I was discovering it for myself.

I told myself that sex was just sex and that it didn’t matter who was on top or on the bottom, inside or outside. It was just bare skin touching bare skin, lips touching lips, and friction being applied to key parts of the body. I suppose that was all true to some extent but I hadn’t anticipated how powerful the mental and emotional aspects could be. Being on the bottom and having a cock inside me wasn’t just a reversal of positions it was a euphoric revelation.

Everything inside me was popping and snapping like I was a machine being charged up and coming to life. James Fenton was the most powerful person I had ever met but I had a feeling that it wasn’t his wealth and prestige that was impressing me at the moment it was the power of his cock. He was just a naked guy named Jim at the moment, who could have been the bartender for all I cared. All I could think about was how good it felt to have him inside me.

“Are you having fun baby?” he asked.

“I had no idea I could feel like this,” I replied.

“You’re going to feel better and better I promise you.”

And I did. The pussy licking and necking had gotten me to a state of arousal that was far more intense and sustained than I had ever known as a man but when I finally went over the top and started to cum it was almost more than I could handle.

When I had an orgasm as a man there was an overriding feeling of relief and completion. I was drained and spent and ready to relax but having an orgasm as a woman just kicked me into a higher gear. I started squealing and trying to drive his cock into me harder and faster. I wanted more. I wanted everything. We weren’t two people anymore we were one organic entity joined at the pelvis.

“Oh, God baby! God yes! Fuck me baby, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!” I wailed. “I need your cock so bad!”

Jim had good stamina, especially for an older man, and he fucked me literally senseless. When he finally ejaculated inside me I clutched at him and smothered him with kisses. It had been my grand opening in so many ways. He had opened my virgin pussy and opened my eyes to an understanding of what this club was all about and opened my world to new possibilities that I had never dreamed of.

Cock is the best part of anything. Tara was so damn right.


CHAPTER 8:

“So how do you feel?” asked Jim as I lay in his arms.

“I feel fantastic,” I replied. “You were wonderful. I had no idea...I mean...how can you know what something impossible feels like?”

“I have a feeling you’re going to want to do this again,” said Jim as he stroked my hair.

“I don’t know how possible that is. I’m just here as a guest. I don’t have the kind of money it would take to become a real member,” I told him.

“Don’t worry about that, I’ll take care of it. I want you to come here as often as you like. Your only concern should be looking pretty and having a good time.”

“Did I do okay?” I asked. “I mean, I’m not really fishing for compliments I just know that a man like you has probably had tons of women and I…”

“You were magnificent darling,” said Jim as he brushed a strand of hair off my face.

I felt like a cross between a girl on prom night who had just had her cherry popped and a queen. Maybe that’s what all women felt like when they lost their virginity. I knew that I felt special.

“I know that you’ll probably have many lovers here but I do hope that I’ll see you again,” said Jim.

“Of course, I would love that. But you’re not leaving now are you?” I asked.

“I’m afraid I have to. Early meeting, all that sort of thing. But you just relax and make yourself at home. Take a bath, get some sleep, whatever you want. This is my private domain,” he replied.

We cuddled a little longer before he got out of bed and started to dress and I really didn’t want him to go. I probably should have been the one who was in a hurry to escape but I felt no shame or embarrassment at all for what I had just done. Honestly I was just thinking about how much I wanted to do it again.

Before he left Jim gave me a card and said it granted me full membership. I hugged and kissed him and thanked him again and then he was gone. I was female, naked, and alone in a man’s apartment and kind of confused about what to do next.

The first time I saw James Fenton at that press conference I wanted him to call on me not because I had some great question to ask that needed to be answered but because I wanted to show my employer that I was doing my job. Now I had his sperm inside me and had temporarily forgotten all about my job. It had all been so easy to get caught up in the romance and the sex appeal of the whole thing. Looking pretty and having a good time seemed like a wonderful idea but that wasn’t why I had come here.

I poked around the penthouse a little but I knew I wasn’t likely to find anything too shocking. There was a closet with some very expensive clothes in it and the usual toiletries you might find in any bathroom. It was obviously just a fuck pad for a man rich enough to have a fabulous apartment that he only used for fornicating on special occasions.

There was a huge sunken tub in the bathroom, and I thought about taking a nice luxurious soak, but it seemed like I should really get my shit together and get out of there. I was supposed to be there doing a job although things had gotten incredibly cloudy on that front.

I had some basic information. Rich men had a private club in New York City where some of the members chose to undergo a radical instant gender transformation primarily for the purpose of having sex with other members. Members included major figures like James Fenton who even maintained his own private penthouse in the club building, which he also claimed to own. The gender changing process was a technological marvel that seemed like something out of science fiction, and from personal experience I could attest to the fact that it worked exactly as promised.

Those were the facts, but what was the angle? Did one marvel at the technology or question its legality? The sexual nature of the club? Not much of a story there. The transgender aspect? Certainly interesting and potentially controversial. Would LGBTQ advocates hail the development of this new science or condemn it for promoting trans sex as a fetish? Then I realized the real story was me. I had insinuated myself into the narrative.

There was nothing fundamentally wrong with that. It was like joining a cult or infiltrating a terrorist organization in order to get the inside story. I had parlayed my guest pass into full membership so now I was free to dig as deeply as I wanted to. But what was I going to dig for?

I was a heterosexual man who had undergone a temporary gender change and within minutes I was having sex with another man and looking forward to a chance to do it again soon. Was that natural? If I went to a Halloween party in drag I wouldn’t be interested in having gay sex no matter how convincing my costume was, but I wasn’t wearing a costume now I was actually genetically altered. Was that impulse to mate just wired into our DNA?

Being a naturally skeptical journalist I had to wonder if drugs were involved. I had ingested some sort of chemical substance that altered my gender. It also included what I was told was a mild sedative. What else might have been included? If they could make my tits bigger by tweaking the formula maybe they could also tweak my sex drive. Getting laid by Jim had been the greatest sexual experience of my life, which seemed hard to believe. I don’t think most women probably looked back on the time they lost their virginity as the highlight of their sex lives. Of course maybe I wouldn’t either once I’d had sex as a woman again more times.

Then I got a little paranoid. I worked for a magazine that knew I was at the club working on a story so if I disappeared the trail would lead right to the club. But what about other people? Say some guy was recruited to come visit and do the sex change thing. What if they didn’t change him back and sold him off as a sex slave or something? He’s just disappear and nobody would know how to even look for him because he’d be this woman who didn’t really exist.

Now that would be a hell of a story but I kind of hoped it wasn’t the case. I really liked Jim and hated to think that he was involved in something dreadful like that. Still it was hard not to think of a creep like Jeffrey Epstein who used his wealth and power and connections to shield his perverted crimes.

Finally I got dressed and decided to go home. The process for changing back was the same and in a few minutes I was a man again. I got dressed in my male clothes and was presented with a bag that contained the clothing I had worn as a woman. Apparently I got to keep that stuff and could use it again if I wanted to. They also gave me my size information in case I wanted to buy something on my own to wear at the club.

There was obviously a fuck ton of money in this place and wondered how much of it might be Jim’s money. Maybe when you’re super rich you just don’t care how much it costs to indulge your whims.

I had to figure out how I was going to explain things at work but for the moment I just wanted to go home and take that long bath I had passed up in Jim’s penthouse. Whatever I ended up telling Ed I knew that I would be back now that I had my own membership card. I was in the middle of a story that I had to follow, even if it was something that would never be published.


CHAPTER 9:

I didn’t give Ed the full story. I did say I had confirmed that the whole gender change thing wasn’t bullshit and that I was starting to make contacts within the club that were potential sources of information but I didn’t mention that I had actually become female and had sex with James Fenton.

“Well if you want to keep your nose in there on your own time that’s your business,” said Ed. “If you can dig something up we’ll put it together and run with it but for now it’s going on the back burner.”

That was fine with me. I didn’t want the pressure of having to make detailed reports about my activities at the club. Obviously I would keep my eyes and ears open but at the moment I was more interested in getting my legs open.

Turning male again had not really changed my mind about my female experiences at the club. It wasn’t like I was suddenly beating off to gay porn or something but I wasn’t turned off by the thought of getting laid by a man again.

The next time I went to the club I went straight up to the second floor and went through the process again. I had brought my gold dress with me but since I had the option to wear something new I opted for a sexy little black dress that showed a lot of leg. It was also my first time wearing a bra, and that was kind of a funny feeling, but I got used to it pretty quickly.

Instead of going right down to the lobby I decided to poke around the building a bit more. On one floor I was surprised to find a little cafe and a room with gym equipment. It was like the place was a mini resort except that there was no web page or printed brochures. I guess you were supposed to just discover things on your own.

After doing a little snooping I went down to the lobby and looked for Jim but I didn’t see him. I thought about going up to his penthouse but it would have been pretty embarrassing if he had been there with some other woman so I just mingled and waited for someone to come to me, which didn’t take long at all.

While it wasn’t Jim it wasn’t a total stranger either. It was Roger, the guy I had gone to the strip show with on my first visit to the club.

“Well hello Roger,” I said when he came up to introduce himself.

“I’m sorry, have we met?” he asked, giving me a hard look.

“Yes, but I wasn’t in this form at the time,” I replied.

“That makes sense. I’m sure I wouldn’t have forgotten meeting such a gorgeous woman,” said Roger with a smile.

We chatted a little bit about nothing special but I already knew that I was ready to fuck him once he got around to suggesting it. I would have loved to have been with Jim again but since he wasn’t there it seemed like it might be fun to be with someone more my own age just to see what that was like. The fact that Roger was pretty handsome also didn’t hurt.

“You know I was thinking about going up to the Jacuzzi room if you’d care to join me,” Roger suggested.

“That sounds lovely,” I said so off we went.

Apparently the Jacuzzi was on the same floor as the gym and the cafe but behind an unmarked door that led to a little locker room. From the locker room there was a door marked “Jacuzzi” on one side and “Sauna” on the other. There was also a cart with a large stack of very neatly folded towels.

Roger just stripped naked and put his clothes in a locker so I followed his lead. Seeing him in the nude was quite an impressive sight. He was very well-built...and well hung, even though he wasn’t erect yet.

We walked through the door into the Jacuzzi room and found the bubbly tub unoccupied. It was a very large one and looked like it could accommodate quite a few people and I wondered if it ever got filled. Roger and I got in and sat quite close to each other despite the ample space to spread out.

“So is this your first time as a woman?” asked Roger.

“No, it’s my second,” I replied.

“I assume that means you had a good time.”

“Absolutely. A very good time,” I said with a wink.

“I guess that puts a lot of weight on my shoulders to see that you have a good time again,” he said as he put an arm around my waist.

“Those are some pretty impressive shoulders,” I commented. “I imagine you can handle a lot of weight.”

We started kissing and I let my hands roam all over his hard body. I was never much good at working out and my diet leaned towards coffee and cold pizza but I always had a kind of grudging admiration for men who put the effort in. Now it was kind of cool because instead of being envious I could enjoy being with a guy who was jacked.

It was also kind of cool that I looked so good being naked. I liked nudity but was always shy about it because I felt kind of scrawny. Now I had such a luscious body that I couldn’t wait to show it off. That reminded me of the strip show Roger and I had attended my first night at the club.

“So did you get lucky after we watched the strippers the other night?” I asked.

“What’s that?”

“Oh, you introduced me to the strip club when we met. You seemed to have your eye on some of the dancers,” I reminded him.

“You know you should give that a try. I’ll bet you’d look fantastic up on that stage. I know I’d tip you generously,” said Roger with a grin.

“I’m afraid I don’t know anything about pole dancing and all that stuff,” I said.

“Well honey I’ve got a pole you can practice dancing on right here.”

Roger really did have quite a pole, and it was hard as rock by now, so I took his invitation and sat down on it. At first I really didn’t do much dancing because it just felt so nice to have his big cock filling me up while he squeezed my boobs and we continued kissing. Periodically Roger would suck on one of my nipples for a bit and then we’d kiss some more. All of that kissing and sucking was getting me horny so I started bouncing up and down on his dick a little more aggressively.

I wondered whether Roger had figured out who I was or even remembered me from when we met. I really didn’t mind if he knew. I always hated all of that “macho” bullshit anyway where you felt like you had to get into a pissing contest with every man you met to prove your manliness. I obviously wasn’t afraid to get in touch with my feminine side and I was hardly the only man in this club who enjoyed becoming female so why should I try to hide that?

After we had enjoyed a good length of fornicating in this position, and I had enjoyed a good length of manhood stuffing my box, Roger lifted me out of the water and plunked me down on the edge of the tub. Once I was there he got between my legs and went down on me. I was certainly discovering how nice a little pussy licking could be.

Roger was pretty slick with his tongue technique and liked to work his fingers in as well. I was still getting used to the whole idea of having a vagina but I was finding that discovery process to be quite exciting.

Suddenly Roger stopped licking and hopped up next to me. It was my first chance to get a good look at his hard dick and it didn’t disappoint.

“You’ve got a really great cock there, guy,” I said with a laugh.

“Thanks. You’ve got really great tits. Why don’t we put them both to work?” Roger suggested as he pushed me on my back and straddled my torso.

He had me push my boobs together so that my cleavage made a little tunnel and then he slid his prick between the soft fleshy mounds of my breasts. He was so long that every time he pushed forward his dick was up at my chin. It was sort of hypnotic watching that big monster coming at me and then retreating, only to repeat the process over and over.

On impulse I lowered my neck, opened my mouth and stuck my tongue out. Now instead of poking at my chin the tip of his dick was gliding across my tongue. After letting it tease me like that for a while Roger stopped thrusting and left his pecker stationary in case I wanted to suck it. As it turned out I did.

I couldn’t get more than a couple of inches in my mouth, which was fine, because I was scared shitless by the thought of trying to blow his enormous trouser snake but I aggressively licked and sucked as much of his meat as was available to me at the moment.

I had sort of been planning to blow Jim, had he been there tonight, so I wasn’t totally unprepared mentally for the concept and getting a little practice in seemed like a good idea. After letting me taste his manhood for a while Roger pulled back and left it just out of reach.

“Ever given head before?” he asked.

“No,” I replied, shaking my head.

“Do you like sucking cock?”

“I think I could learn to,” I said as I took hold of his shaft, opened my mouth wide, and went to town on his incredible penis.


CHAPTER 10:

I was grateful that Roger didn’t grab my head or try to shove his dick down my throat. That let me comfortably experiment and take only as much as I could handle. I suppose it sounds kind of funny to say that I appreciated a man letting me suck his cock but he genuinely made my first BJ much more pleasant by offering me encouragement and letting me go at my own pace.

Giving head was actually a lot more fun than I thought it would be. And Roger’s dick was so big and beautiful and...well...tasty looking that I just wanted to wrap my lips around it. Plus it just seemed so naughty and I really got off on the idea of being a naughty girl. I mean, shit, why not? I’d never known what it felt like to be a sex symbol before so it was pretty exciting to be a wicked woman. Plus it wasn’t like I was saving myself for marriage or something.

“You’re doing great baby but I think I should warn you that I’m about to cum,” said Roger.

“You mean like in my mouth?” I asked.

“I can cum wherever you want me to honey,” said Roger.

“Ah...okay...why don’t you cum on my tits?” I suggested.

“Whatever you want baby.”

Roger scooted back down so that he was hovering over my stomach as he grabbed his cock and started furiously jacking off. I just watched in fascination as he began to paint my boobs with his sticky white goo. I had never seen a guy ejaculating in my direction before and it was a thrilling thing to witness.

“Stick it back in my mouth,” I blurted out suddenly as he was just finishing.

Roger slid back up and I tried to lick whatever essence might still be lingering there but it seemed like it had pretty much been spent. I sort of regretted having not taken the plunge and tasted his jizz but at least I got a tiny little sample.

“Next time I won’t be such a pussy,” I promised.

“Girl, you don’t have to swallow you know,” Roger laughed.

“I know, but I want to do it right,” I replied.

“Honey, you may not have been born a girl but you were sure born to be one.”

I knew he was just joking, and that it was only a figure of speech, but it kind of hit me right between the eyes. Just how feminine was my feminine side anyway? Was there something about me that naturally made me comfortable being female? I certainly hadn’t struggled with the concept much at all. I tried to chalk that up to being naturally inquisitive but was that really the whole story?

Sure, finding out what it felt like to have sex as a woman was extremely educational. I mean it’s something I never imagined I would have the opportunity to do. But now that I had done it a couple of times why did I want to keep doing so badly? And it wasn’t just the sex. I liked all of it. I liked getting dressed up and looking pretty. I liked flirting. I liked the way my hips swayed when I walked and how bouncy my boobs were. Hell, I even liked my female name even though it had just popped into my head without giving it any thought. It was just more fun being Tiffany than Tim.

With my cum coated tits I really needed a shower so I kissed Roger goodbye and sent him on his way to find some other lucky woman to receive the gift of his stupendous manhood. Unfortunately my glamorous makeup was kind of wrecked and I wasn’t sure if I wanted to impose on the club’s cosmetic expert again so I decided to call it a night.

I made my way back to the second floor, a little reluctantly, and prepared to make the transition back to Tim when the receptionist told me there was a package for me. She handed me a little gift wrapped box and I opened the card that was with it, which read as follows:

I thought you should have something pretty from your namesake store. Hope to see you wearing it soon.

Jim

Under the wrapping there was a box from Tiffany’s with a stunningly gorgeous necklace. I couldn’t even begin to guess what it might be worth but I knew it wasn’t cheap. I literally gasped when I opened the box. I had been thinking about Jim a lot but I had no idea he had given me a second thought. I knew that he was rich, and probably gave expensive gifts to women all the time, but who was I? I wasn’t even a real woman and we had only been together once. It seemed like he wouldn’t stay rich for long if he doled out swag like this to every piece of ass he nailed.

Obviously I couldn’t keep it...right? I mean, doesn’t it mean something when a man buys you an expensive gift? I’d never had the money to buy anyone an expensive gift but I assumed that it would mean something if I did. Maybe that’s just how things were around here. Most of these guys were filthy rich. Maybe giving a girl a nice necklace was just the sort of thing one did. I would definitely suck his dick now.

Wait! What kind of thinking was that? I wasn’t some kind of whore who could be bought with trinkets...even really nice and probably super expensive ones. Of course I was planning to blow him anyway so he wasn’t really paying me to do anything specific. The important thing was he was thinking about me and wanted to see me again. And if he wanted to see me in that necklace there was no reason to disappoint him.

I tried it on before turning back into a man and I gasped again when I saw how beautiful it was around my neck. I honestly didn’t feel safe carrying that thing around so I just locked it in my little valuables safe. If I was ever going to wear it I’d be wearing it here anyway so no reason to take any chances with it. With my luck I’d get mugged on the way home and have to explain how it got stolen.

When I got home I did some deep soul searching, or at least I tried to. Instead I found myself daydreaming about being James Fenton’s girlfriend, or at least his mistress. I wondered whether he would stash me away or want to show me off. I tried to imagine what being a “kept woman” would be like but I had no real frame of reference. I felt a little ashamed of myself since I had always been such a career-oriented go-getter but it was only a daydream so I tried to cut myself a little slack.

My story seemed to be going down the drain right along with my manhood but I found it hard to worry about either of those things. I had entered a fantasy world and was living a dream I never knew I wanted. Everything was so exciting and new and I couldn’t wait for my next chance to be Tiffany again.


CHAPTER 11:

It was Saturday, and I didn’t have to go to work that weekend, so I went out to a drugstore and actually bought some cosmetics. Then I came home and played some online tutorials while I practiced basic makeup application techniques. It was strange seeing my male face painted that way but kind of comforting too because it reminded me that I would be Tiffany again tonight.

I wished that I had some way to contact Jim and tell him that I would be there but I obviously didn’t. James Fenton was not the sort of man you could just get on the phone, and even if I did he would know he was talking to a man which would be kind of awkward. I’d just have to go to the club and hope that he’d be there.

When I got there that night I had a drink in the lobby first and tried to see if Jim was hanging around. I was disappointed that I didn’t see him but he was a busy man so I couldn’t expect him to be there all the time. After finishing my drink I decided to go up to the second floor and become Tiffany. The place was crawling with men and somebody would surely want to fuck me I figured.

There was a different receptionist there that night but she was very nice and told me that I had a message. It was a note from Jim asking me to meet him at his apartment. I sort of wondered how they knew that the gifts and cards were meant for me but they did have a file for “Tiffany” that had the formula for my transformation in it so presumably that’s how they identified me.

I chose a red dress this time with a plunging neck line that I thought would really show off my necklace. I couldn’t wear a bra with this one either but I knew that my firm round breasts could hold up just about anything.

When I put on my necklace, as the finishing touch, both the receptionist and the cosmetics girl couldn’t stop gushing about how beautiful it was. It sort of reminded me of how I felt when I got my first car back in high school, which wasn’t anything too spectacular, but made me feel like a big man on campus because I had my own wheels. Wearing that necklace made me feel very special and I was thrilled to know that I would be able to thank Jim properly for giving me such a wonderful gift.

My pulse was racing by the time I got up to his door and I think my hand was even shaking a little as I went to knock. When Jim answered the door I tried to be cool but my heart was pounding so hard that I could barely hear myself speak.

“I got your note...and your marvelous gift,” I said as calmly as I could.

“So I see. And I must say it looks even more lovely on you than it did in the store,” Jim replied.

He let me in and I wanted to throw my arms around him but he was apparently on the phone so I just stood and waited until he finished his conversation. Then he put his phone away and came back over to me.

“Let me get a good look at you,” he said with a smile. “It’s hard to buy things like that for a woman when you don’t know what her taste in jewelry is but I hope you like it.”

“I’m afraid I don’t really have a taste in jewelry,” I said.

“You’ll develop one I’m sure,” said Jim. “Are you hungry?”

“I could eat,” I replied.

“Good, because I’ve been working all day and I’m starving. I’m having dinner served up here if that’s alright with you.”

“Perfect,” I replied.

Jim went to the bar and fixed us both a drink and we sat together on the love seat again. It was all so classy and elegant but surprisingly comfortable too. I realized that I was just an accessory in Jim’s life but I could deal with that.

Dinner arrived and was wheeled in on carts like room service and we sat at a table and were served our meals. I knew there was a cafe in the building so they obviously had cooking facilities but I had no idea that they would deliver but Jim was obviously not just any guest so I supposed that he had all kinds of privileges and perks.

The food was delicious and I was somewhat relieved that it wasn’t some weird gourmet thing. It was kind of weird not having any say in what was ordered but since it was so tasty I wasn’t going to complain. If you went to somebody’s house for dinner they just served whatever they were going to serve so this was pretty much like that except that it was served by a waiter.

“So how are you enjoying the club so far?” asked Jim as we dined.

“I love it. Thank you so much for the membership card. I’m sure I could never afford to pay for membership on my own,” I replied.

“Well I want you to be happy and to have everything you need.”

“That’s very generous but I have to ask...why? I mean why me?”

“Call it a hunch,” he replied. “I trust my instincts when it comes to people. In business I’m all about the facts and figures, but with people I tend to go with my gut.”

“And what does your gut tell you about me?” I asked.

“I think you’re discovering something about yourself that you probably never knew or maybe even never suspected. For some people a place like this is a chance to fulfill a desperate longing but I have the feeling that you’re surprised by how much you embrace being a woman. You’re open and eager to experience that potential and I find that very exciting,” Jim explained.

“Well I’ve got to say that your instincts were right on target,” I said.

“I should also add that I find you extraordinarily beautiful and delightful company.”

“Now you’re making me blush,” I said.

“That’s okay, your cheeks will match your dress perfectly.”

I was completely charmed by this man. Of course I was impressed by his wealth and power but there was also a down-to-earth quality about him that I found appealing. It wasn’t like he was showing off he was just living his life, which was quite different than my normal one because of the difference in our relative positions. The fact that I seemed to hold some kind of special appeal to him made me feel very special indeed.

After dinner we sat on a very plush rug in front of the fireplace and sipped some wine before we started making out. Once again my braless dress came in handy as he only had to slip it off my shoulders to get to my bare breasts.

“I really do love my necklace,” said. “I don’t think I should keep it but I wanted you to at least see it on me.”

“Don’t be ridiculous. Of course you’re going to keep it. And it’s not a slave collar if that’s what you’re worried about. I don’t want to buy your affection but it pleases me to be able to do nice things for you,” he said as he nuzzled my neck.

“You’re not buying my affection. I find you very attractive and I genuinely want to please you any way that I can.”

To illustrate that point I unfastened his pants and pulled his dick out. After kissing and caressing it a little I opened my mouth and began to blow him the best I could given my limited experience. It felt a little strange to be in such a romantic setting, half naked, with a man’s cock in my mouth but I felt like I belonged there somehow. Or at least I could learn to be there without too much trouble.

The chemicals gave me the anatomy of a woman but everything else was a learning process. One one hand that put me at a disadvantage because I didn’t have a lifetime of experiences as a female but on the other it also meant I wasn’t jaded by a lot of preconceived notions. It seemed to me that while I had a lot to learn about being a woman I was free to become any sort of woman I liked and at the moment I liked the woman I was very much.

“Should we retire to the bedroom?” asked Jim as he gently stroked my hair.

“Are you in a hurry to leave tonight?” I asked.

“Not at all. I’m not planning to go anywhere,” he replied.

“Then go ahead and finish here,” I suggested. “I want to taste you.”

That seemed to do the trick because it wasn’t long before Jim started to erupt in my mouth. I held his shaft and milked him for every drop of his essence and managed to swallow it all despite the sticky texture and unfamiliar taste.

We stood up and I shimmied the rest of the way out of my dress, kicked off my shoes, and pulled off my panties. That left me naked save for the necklace.

“I’ll be in the bedroom whenever you’re ready,” I said as I strutted off feeling like a combination of a princess and a very high end call girl.

I figured I could play either role or both if necessary. I was in no hurry to slap a label on myself yet.


CHAPTER 12:

Making love to Jim that night was so wonderful it was hard to believe that it was actually happening. He didn’t have Roger’s enormous cock but he was very skilled and very attentive in bed. The way he fucked me made me feel more like a lover than a whore, although I did my best to service him as well as any prostitute could have done.

I had one advantage and that was that I knew what men wanted in bed and I wasn’t hesitant about giving it. I knew from experience that encouragement and enthusiasm were often the most valuable traits in a female partner. Jim was rich, and a king of business, but he was still a middle-aged man who had to maintain an erection so it was important for me to make him feel like a king in bedroom as well as the boardroom.

I had been with girls who acted like they were doing me some huge favor by going to bed with me or showed a general sense of indifference to the whole enterprise, which made it very difficult for either of us to have a very good time. I wasn’t going to be that kind of girl. That’s not to say that I was faking anything but good sex required a certain amount of creativity and imagination and a willingness to attune yourself to your partner.

Another part of that magical evening was the time we spent in between his erections. Sometimes we just cuddled but sometimes we would engage in very interesting conversations. Of course he had lived a longer and much more colorful life than I had, and I was somewhat reluctant to divulge too many details about my other life, but I enjoyed discussing philosophical issues with him, or religion, or politics...all the things that one is supposed to avoid in polite conversation.

I fell asleep in his arms and felt a sense of intimacy and warmth that I had rarely known. When I awoke in the morning Jim was already dressed and on the phone. I went to the bathroom and found a robe waiting for me which I slipped on over my naked body.

“Good morning darling, I hope you slept well,” said Jim after he finished his phone conversation.

“Yes, thank you, although it looks like I overslept.”

“Not at all. I’ve got to dash off but feel free to do as you like. Breakfast will be up in a few minutes.”

“Maybe I should get going to. I feel kind of funny being here in your apartment when you’re not here,” I said.

“No reason for that. In fact you’ll find that your membership card will unlock this penthouse. There’s plenty of closet space so if you’d like to leave any clothes or personal items here I’m happy to accommodate you,” said Jim.

“Just like that? No strings attached?” I asked.

“Well I’d prefer not to walk in and find you in bed with another man but other than that I can’t think of any requirements. Come as often as you like and stay as long as you please. In the dresser you’ll find a phone that you can use to text or email me if you wish. That way your other identity doesn’t have to come into the picture,” said Jim.

“Are you sure you want to go to this much trouble over me? It’s hard for me to understand why I’d be worth it,” I said.

“My darling, it’s worth it to me if it makes you happy. If it doesn’t I understand that completely. You’re just beginning to bloom into womanhood and there are plenty of young bucks out there who would kill for your company. I’d love to try and pamper and shamelessly spoil you if you’ll let me so these little tokens of my affection are just the beginning of what I hope will be a very pleasant relationship for both of us.”

He left me with a kiss and I went to look at the phone he was offering me. It was a good one, not surprisingly, and had a couple of phone numbers and an email address in the contact folder. I had a direct line to James Fenton but I didn’t think of that as a reporter. He was just Jim...my lover.

Breakfast arrived and I gobbled it down because I was really hungry and then I just went back to bed and lay there for a while staring at the ceiling. It felt like I was being offered a sort of part-time mistress position tailored around the unique fact that I was really a man most of the time. The idea of hanging my clothes in his closet and putting my toothbrush in his bathroom was kind of thrilling yet bizarre. So was the idea that he wanted to pamper and spoil me. I’d never heard anyone say that to me before but maybe that was fairly common territory for pretty girls who didn’t mind putting out.

I figured that I really didn’t have anything to lose by playing along with this game. If either one of us got tired of it so what? He knew my obvious limitations so nothing could ever get too far out of hand. And I was only a woman out of his good graces in covering my membership, which he had done without demanding exclusive rights to my pussy, even though he would be totally justified if he did.

Then I got a little frustrated with myself. I had always felt like I was an ambitious young man with a lot of talent who could work his way up the ladder. Could I really justify getting special treatment and expensive gifts just because I was willing to put a man’s cock in my mouth or spread my legs and let him fuck me at his convenience? I wasn’t a charity case. I certainly couldn’t afford a life of luxury yet but shouldn’t I have to earn that because of my talent and not just because I had great tits?

And then I thought why make such a fuss over it? It wasn’t like I was quitting my job. This was just a hobby, or a side hustle at best. Jim didn’t want to marry me he just wanted a hot tranny he could fuck whenever the mood struck him. Maybe he really did have some kind of feelings for me, or the me he saw in this club at any rate, or maybe this was just how he got his kicks but it didn’t have to interfere with my “real” life.

I didn’t fuck men or give them head because I wanted to get anything out of them except their hot sticky cum. If there were perks that went along with that so be it. I was hardly the first woman who ever got gifts from a male admirer. The fact that my admirer was a billionaire, so he tended to give expensive gifts, was really beside the point. When I was with Jim I was only thinking about making him happy, which I seemed to be doing. And he had made me very happy the first time we were together without giving me anything other than his cock.

I decided that I would take him up on his offer and move a few things into the apartment. I had no idea where that might lead but it was kind of cool to know that Jim wanted to share his love nest with me.


CHAPTER 13:

When I started texting with Jim it was a funny feeling at first because I was male while doing it but communicating with him as Tiffany. Much to my surprise I found that I could be very comfortable engaging in flirty conversation with him even in my normal body. The first time I exchanged messages with him I felt very gay, but then I put that aside because I really didn’t care whether I was gay or not. And it wasn’t like I was trying to catfish him, he knew I was only a woman when I was at the club.

I knew Jim was an incredibly busy man and there must be millions of people wanting a piece of his time so it always made me feel nice that he would carve a little of that time out for me.

Although we had made no rule about it I found that I only went to the club when I had made an appointment with Jim. It was easier that way and I didn’t have to worry about missing him. I only spent the night if I had the next day off because there was too much hassle involved in transforming back to my old self and I didn’t want to have to rush off to work.

One night Jim surprised me by actually taking me out to dinner instead of eating in our room. It was the first time I had ever been female outside of the club and that made me a little nervous. Of course he had a very fancy car, and a driver to go with it, and I felt very elegant being escorted into the restaurant by one of New York’s most prominent figures.

I wondered if he’d order for me but he let me choose my own meal. At the club he always ordered for the both of us but he took note if I wasn’t especially excited by anything.

“I’m not used to being out with anyone so famous and having everyone look over here,” I said.

“I’m sure they’re looking at you, not me...at least the men at any rate. You look absolutely stunning tonight,” said Jim.

“You’re just buttering me up because you want to do anal,” I teased in a whisper.

Jim had been finger fucking my ass but he hadn’t suggested putting anything bigger in there so far but I knew he wanted to. That was actually fine with me because I wanted my whole body to be at his disposal and I was curious to know what it would feel like.

“I’m not buttering you up, you really do look stunning my dear,” Jim replied.

“Well, you’re going to have to literally butter me up if you’re planning to stick that big cock of yours up my ass,” I giggled.

When we got back to the apartment I told him to get ready and wait for me while I went into the bathroom. I had purchased a sort of leather harness thing that looked very BDSM and left my tits and ass open. I also had some boots and a collar and looked very wicked when I went into the bedroom. I had also lubed the hell out of my anus and brought the bottle with me which I casually tossed to Jim who was lying naked on the bed.

“Here you go lover, I’m all buttered up and ready to be banged,” I said as I jumped on the bed and got on all fours.

Jim got his dick as slippery as he could as fast as possible and bounced on my butt.

“Are you sure you want to do this?” he asked as I felt the tip of his dick poking at my asshole.

“Of course I do baby. I want you to fuck me in the ass with your big hard cock,” I replied.

When he pushed it in there was a brief moment of regret because it was just such a strange feeling but I got passed that and tried to relax, which made things much easier.

“You’re certainly in a wicked mood tonight,” said Jim as he worked his rod in my behind.

“I am. I’m feeling very primal,” I grunted.

Suddenly Jim grabbed my hair and pulled it rather hard. I was caught off guard but it sent shivers of excitement running through my body.

“Do you like that?” asked Jim, leaning over my back.

“Yes...fuck yes…”

“And do you like getting fucked in the ass?”

“Oh, God...fuck, fuck, fuck!”

“I’ll take that as a yes,” Jim said with a chuckle.

“God I’m such a slut,” I moaned.

“Is that a bad thing?” Jim asked.

“No...not as long as I’m good at it,” I replied.

“You’re a very good little slut,” said Jim.

“I’m your little slut...if you want me to be.”

“I want you to be whatever you want to be,” he said.

I think I believed him but I wasn’t sure exactly what I really did want to be. Of course trying to contemplate weighty issues while getting your ass reamed was not the best idea so I just whimpered and played with my clit until I was practically screaming.

Jim came very hard and then immediately pulled out and rolled me over so that I was lying on top of him while we kissed almost frantically. The sex had been way better than I had anticipated but his reaction to it was worth the price of admission.

As suddenly as he had pulled me on top of him he rolled me off and had me on my back. Then he leaned over and we resumed kissing while he brought his fingers to work on my pussy.

“I truly adore you my darling,” he said while he finger banged the hell out of me.

“I adore you too,” I moaned.

“Can you get away from work for a few days?” he asked.

“I have some vacation time, but I’d have to put in for it in advance,” I said.

“I’d love to take you somewhere. Get away. Just the two of us.”

“That would be wonderful...as long as I don’t need a passport,” I joked.

“You really do like me, don’t you?”

“Of course I do. I practically begged you to fuck me in the ass, didn’t I?”

“But you like being with me, despite the age difference,” he said very seriously.

“Yes, darling, I think you’re the most wonderful man I’ve ever met but I’m about to cum so I can’t even see straight let alone think straight.”

True to my word I started to cum and Jim dove between my legs and lapped up my cream. Then we just held each other tightly, even though I still had on my bondage gear. I felt really touched that a man like Jim would care that much about whether I really liked him or not. Who was I? I was already his little slut, and happy to be so. I wasn’t even a real woman. As long as I was happy with our arrangement why should he care what I really thought or felt?

Then I realized I had been making a lot of assumptions about him because of his wealth and fame. I thought of him as a sort of celebrity who could have anything or anyone he wanted but he was still just a man that human connection of intimacy, even if it was with an unlikely partner.

We were coming to a dangerous point in our relationship because I knew I could fall in love with him and that seemed like a hopeless proposition. Be that as it may I couldn’t imagine walking away from him now just because I was afraid that I would get hurt in the long run. I was just a moth and his flame was too great to fly away from no matter how badly I might get burned.


CHAPTER 14:

I’d never been to the Hamptons, that collection of beachfront villages on Long Island that has long been a favorite getaway of the elite of New York, but it didn’t surprise me that Jim owned a house there. What did surprise me was that it wasn’t one of the gaudy super mansions I had seen pictures of and was instead a very lovely multi-story home right on the beach. It still seemed crazy to me that somebody would own something like that just for occasional use but I guess if you’ve got billions you might as well spend it on something.

It seemed to suit Jim and I loved how relaxed he appeared to be. Unfortunately I was much less relaxed. I had only been outside of the club as a woman once before, and that was just for an hour or so for dinner. Now I was going to be female around the clock for several days and not only was that unfamiliar enough but I was also very much out of my element being in the playground of the very wealthy.

Jim had sprung for a new wardrobe for me for the trip and I had let him. I needed his advice desperately on what to pack for such an excursion and I also needed his money to pay for it. Compared to some of the gifts he had already given me I’m sure my clothes were basically pocket change to him but it still took some getting used to the idea that my needs and desires could be taken care of by someone else.

It was a little frustrating because I didn’t know how to reciprocate. There was nothing I could buy him that he couldn’t get easily for himself and I wasn’t a terribly arty person who could whip up a painting for him or something. All I really had to offer him was my affection and my body, but I got as much pleasure from that as he did so it was hardly a sacrifice on my part.

After we settled in we went for a walk along the windswept beach. Jim held my hand and I felt like I was living in a romance novel. It just all seemed too perfect to be real.

“I’ve never asked you but I’ve always wondered...how come you’re not married?” I asked.

“Well, I’m sure you’ve Googled me and found that I was married once for about four years,” he replied.

“Yes, I’ve done my homework on you, but that doesn’t explain why you haven’t been hitched again by this point,” I said.

“I was disappointed that my first marriage didn’t succeed. I really hate failing at anything so I think I’ve always been a bit gun shy about going back to that well.”

“I suppose being a billionaire playboy isn’t the worst way to spend your time,” I joked.

“What makes you think I’m a playboy?” he asked.

“I’ve seen the list of women you’ve dated.”

“You have done your homework.”

“It’s a pretty impressive list,” I commented.

“You can’t believe everything you read online,” he said with a smile.

“No, but I’m very good at research and I have my sources.”

“Does my past bother you?” he asked.

“Hell no. The fact that your dick has been in a princess is about as close to royalty as I’ll ever get,” I teased.

“Well I’m here with you and you’re all the princess I need,” he said as we stopped walking and he took me in his arms.

“You do make me feel like a princess, and I thank you for that,” I said as I kissed him.

“So let me ask you something. Why did you want to come to the club in the first place?”

My heart stopped beating for a moment. Jim had never pressed me about my life in any sort of detail. I feared that being honest with him might bring this whole fantasy crashing down around my head, but I didn’t want to lie either.

“I came to the club because I’m a journalist and I had a tip that there might be a story there.”

“You mean a shocking tale of lurid sex and twisted science?”

“Something like that.”

“But you didn’t write that story. Or are you still doing research?” he asked.

“No, I didn’t write that story because I wasn’t interested in that. What did interest me was the gender changing process. Whether it was real or some kind of a scam and what happened to someone after they went through it.”

“Yes, you told me you were curious when we first met but I didn’t know it was a professional curiosity. So you didn’t have any fantasies or desires about being female?” Jim asked.

“No, not that I was aware of. But I was fascinated by the concept and thought that the only way I’d know what it was all about was to try it myself,” I explained.

“You must be one dedicated journalist.”

“Well I was at the start but something happened to me that I never expected. I fell in love with being female. I had all the information I could ever want to write about the remarkable experience of temporarily changing gender but that didn’t seem to matter to me anymore. Especially when I met you. Being with you as Tiffany was really all I cared about.”

“So my instincts were right and this has been a great discovery for you. I knew you were special.”

“Yeah, but I’m not really special am I? It’s not like I worked out to get this body, I just drank some pink juice. And finding out that I liked being a hot sexy girl who enjoyed sex is hardly like finding a cure for cancer,” I pointed out.

“You’re being too hard on yourself darling,” said Jim. “You’re special because you’ve discovered a powerful truth about yourself and been brave enough to embrace it. I don’t think a lot of men would accept the fact that they were comfortable switching gender even if they were. The idea of anything questioning their manhood would be too difficult to cope with. And I’m sure it wasn’t easy for you to rethink all of your old ideas about sexuality but look at you now. You’re growing into this new female identity more and more each day. And you’re so good at it, even though it’s all so new and different. You really love being a woman don’t you?”

“Yes I do. And everything you said is true. I kept fighting the guilt and worrying that there was something wrong with me because I adapted so easily to being female. It seemed like I should have struggled more to hang onto my manhood but then I realized I don’t really give a shit about my manhood. I’ve found something much better that makes me happy in ways I can’t even express properly. Which leaves me in kind of a fucked up position because I can’t really be this girl I want to be. At least not as much as I want to,” I said as I felt myself starting to cry.

Jim held me tight and I rested my head on his chest. I had probably just ruined our vacation but those were things that needed to be said and I couldn’t take them back now.

“Don’t cry darling. It’s all going to work out fine, I promise you. I told you I want you to be whatever you want to be and you will,” he said softly as I trembled in his arms.

When I stopped sobbing like a ninny we held hands again and walked back into the house.

“God, I must look terrible,” I said wiping my eyes and my cheeks.

“Never. You always look marvelous my dear,” said Jim.

“So did those princesses and supermodels you dated ever get all emotional like this?” I asked.

“More than you might suspect. And I swear I wasn’t always the cause,” Jim replied.

“I always figured women like that only cried when they won an Oscar or got trolled on Instagram.”

“There were plenty of moments like that too,” Jim said with a chuckle. “But forget about those women and try to have a good time. You are who you are and your emotions are part of that equation. This is our time to be together and let our hair down and laugh and cry or whatever we feel like doing.”

“And hopefully doing lots of fucking. I really, really like fucking,” I said.

“Fortunately so do I so I imagine there will be lots of fucking.”


CHAPTER 15:

And there was lots of fucking. I mean we did go sightseeing and shopping and ate lobster and took long walks on the beach but usually there was some fucking in between, if not during our other activities.

One time we went for a scenic drive but I didn’t catch much of the view because I decided I’d rather lean over Jim’s lap and suck his dick. He got so distracted that he was having a hard time keeping the car under control so we ended up pulling over to the side of the road so I could finish him safely. Then we took off but Jim wanted to get even so he started feeling me up but that created another travel hazard so we pulled over again and he fingered me to climax. At that point we were tired of scenery so we just drive back home and started fucking before we even got in the front door.

I kind of felt sorry for the guy because I was insatiable and once we got started I just wanted to go and go and go and his poor dick was getting quite the workout. Of course he didn’t complain, because what man is going to argue with a horny babe who wants to screw all the time, but I had a feeling his prick probably got pretty sore.

I wondered whether it was normal for a girl to be that horny or whether I still had some kind of male sex drive or whether there was something in the chemicals that increased my libido but whatever it was I was constantly a bitch in heat. Fortunately Jim was up to the challenge of keeping me satiated so I could be as lustful as I wanted.

Now that Jim knew I was a professional journalist I wondered whether I should just tell him everything about who I really was and where I worked and so on. He had been so open with me about his life that I felt like I needed to be more open about mine, although that would remind him of the fact that I was really a man and that might be a bit of a buzz kill.

When I told him about my other life he seemed very interested and not uncomfortable at all about discussing it with me. Of course he always knew I was a man but he only saw me as a woman and I certainly didn’t go out of my way to think about my male self when I was Tiffany.

“So what’s your plan?” asked Jim. “I assume your story about the club was supposed to be your big break but what will you do now?”

“Keep looking for another story I guess. Since this one didn’t pan out I don’t know how anxious they’ll be to assign me something good but I can hang in there,” I said.

“Is that your dream, to work for the magazine, or do you have other ambitions?”

“Well, like every writer I’d love to be the author of the Great American Novel but I like journalism and I’ve got to pay the bills,” I said with a laugh.

“I want you to know that I’d be happy to support whatever endeavors you desire,” said Jim.

“Look, you’ve given me so much already I…”

“I’ve told you, I want to spoil you, but I certainly don’t want to crush your spirit or your ambitions.

“I appreciate that,” I said, “but I’m not sure exactly what you’re suggesting.”

“I just want you to seriously think about what you want out of life. What you want your life to be. You have a very powerful friend in your corner who would do anything to make you happy. Please believe that and don’t be too proud to ask for my help,” said Jim.

We were in bed after having had sex, big surprise, and I felt myself getting kind of emotional again. I put my head on his chest and he stroked my hair and I somehow managed to hold back my tears for the most part.

“Oh, darling, you know what I want more than anything is to be a real woman but I’m only an illusion. When I’m Tiffany I feel like I exist, like it’s the real me, but I know that eventually I have to drink that potion again and go back to the way I was born. And I’d be very happy to be your full-time girlfriend or mistress or fuck toy, whatever you wanted me to be really, just as long as I could love you in some fashion,” I said softly.

“Well, we’ll have to see what we can do about that then,” Jim replied. “You know I’ll take care of you.”

I really didn’t know much of anything about the chemicals I was putting into my body, which I’m kind of ashamed to admit, but it did seem to me that since I needed to take them twice in order to go from male to female and back again I could presumably stay female by simply not taking the second dose. That was how I had remained female during this whole trip but I didn’t know if it would eventually wear off or something.

And it was obvious that I wasn’t restricted from leaving the club as a woman since I had gone out with Jim several times now so it did seem possible that I could stay female and live a fairly normal life except for the fact that I wouldn’t really exist. I could just walk into work like this and tell everyone that I was really Tim Bradley, they’d probably call the cops, assuming I was able to even get in the building.

Everything in life would be complicated like baking or driving a car because I wouldn’t match my ID. I would need Jim to support me, which I was pretty sure he would do, but what if we had a falling out? I would need access to the club to turn male again, and after giving up my job and my apartment and living as a woman for who knows how long would I even want to go back? I’d be stuck as a woman without an identity. I’d probably have to work as a hooker to make money under the table, but how long would that last? And then what?

What did I know about living life as a woman anyway? This trip was the first time I had actually been female for several days in a row and I was constantly in Jim’s company. He drove me around, he paid for everything, and aside from taking a couple of short walks on the beach by myself or using the bathroom I was never alone. Was I really prepared to handle being a woman on my own?

I don’t think I was lying when I said I could be happy being his mistress or his fuck toy or whatever but I was in bed with the man, his cum freshly in my pussy. All I could think about was the next time he’d be hard enough to penetrate me again. But Jim was a busy man who wasn’t going to just hang around all day waiting to get an erection for my pleasure. I’d have to have some kind of life of my own outside of our bedroom.

Jim could obviously provide a fabulous life for me, as long as we were together and happy in our relationship, whatever that was. What I wondered was whether or not I had the courage to take a leap of faith and go with my heart or whether the long term risks were just too great. I had daydreamed about being Jim’s mistress but I never seriously considered the possibility that it could actually happen. Now I had the distinct feeling that if I said that’s what I wanted Jim would do whatever he could to grant that request. So was it what I really wanted?


CHAPTER 16:

The first time I made the journey from male to female it felt very strange to be in my female body. I suppose I always sort of took my body for granted. When I got up from a chair and walked across the room I knew how it felt even if it would have been hard to describe it. You wouldn’t likely think about it unless you were in pain and your back hurt when you got up or you limped when you walked. As a woman I could tell that things were moving differently and my my tits were a force to be reckoned with when I was moving my arms sometimes.

After doing the transformation for a while it became more and more comfortable and I knew what to expect so it was more like flipping a switch and going into girl mode. When I came back from the Hamptons and transformed back into Tim it was the first time that my male body felt strange to me, even though I had only been female for a few days.

When I was back in the office everything felt familiar but that wasn’t necessarily a good thing. I was still nobody on the pecking order, and my failure to deliver anything at all concerning the club hadn’t increased the value of my stock. I didn’t really feel like I was doing anything all that important or productive, but maybe that was just what I was telling myself because I kind of liked the idea of sleeping late and going out with my billionaire boyfriend.

Growing up male I’d never had any thoughts about being supported by a partner. As sexist as it was I always assumed that girls were more comfortable with the idea of having a man take care of them whereas it wouldn’t be manly to have things the other way around. I’m sure women weren’t be specifically instructed to go out and find a rich husband but it probably wasn’t discouraged either.

In a way I think I wanted to at least believe that people wouldn’t think it was terrible of me to let a rich man provide for me. I did genuinely love him after all so it wasn’t like I was just into it for the money I was just in a unique situation where I was going to have to make huge changes to my life in order to be with him as a woman on any sort of regular basis. It’s not every man who would give up his penis to be with another man.

Of course Jim was a man, and the idea of new pussy was always appealing, but I wasn’t really sure what kind of a shelf life I might have. I certainly didn’t have a great rack record of long term relationships and I had never even been in a relationship as a woman before so I had no idea what to expect. I was all about career and it was kind of nice to have a girlfriend to hook up with when I had the time instead of looking for a date but Jim’s career was considerably more demanding and time consuming than mine had ever been so I wondered if I’d just end up being the lonely girl sitting by the phone hoping her man would make a little time for me.

In the meantime I had come up with a plan to give Jim an unexpected gift. Since I didn’t have much that he didn’t already have access to I thought it might be fun to learn how to strip and perform for him at the club. It would take a lot of work and practice to be able to pull it off, and I didn’t have any kind of dancing background at all, but I thought he might enjoy seeing me celebrate my femininity as a way of expressing my appreciation for the new body and life that he had provided me with. Of course it could all backfire miserably and he would think I was a shameless hussy and be embarrassed that his woman would flaunt her body like that but I had a feeling I knew him well enough to know that he’d gt a kick out of it.

I watched videos about stripping at home, which was less than ideal because I didn’t have the right body to properly facilitate all the moves, but it was a good starting point for a complete novice. I also started going to the club on days where I wasn’t hooking up with Jim and practiced shaking my booty with a proper booty to shake.

I wasn’t really sure which was harder, executing the moves or actually taking off my clothes without looking clumsy. Putting on and taking off a bra was still an adventure for me even when I wasn’t moving and had all the time in the world. Trying to take it off in time to the music in front of a room full of men was a greater challenge for me than it might have been for a woman who had been wearing one of those damn things since puberty.

To someone who had been a woman all their life stripping might seem degrading and embarrassing but to me it felt like a celebration of my femininity. Like here’s my body. I love it, I’m proud of it, I know it’s sexy and I’m not ashamed to show it off.

When the time came to actually perform I suddenly realized that I was going to be up on that catwalk under the lights being watched by a bunch of guys and I got a little stage fright. Still when they called my name, and I heard my music start, all my practice just kicked in and I went for it.

I had wisely procured a bra that hooked in the front so that I could unfasten it with relative ease and hopefully look sexy while doing so. Even that was a challenge but I felt great when it came off and I got an appreciative reaction from the crowd. Actually the more clothes I removed the more comfortable I felt because I didn’t have to worry about the technical aspects of the routine and could just let my body be the focus.

Jim had been told when to go to the strip club but I hadn’t told him that I would be dancing but I imagine he probably figured that out. He was certainly there and I made eye contact with him and blew him a kiss but I didn’t want to concentrate on him being there too much. I was afraid if he looked pissed or walked out I’d go to pieces and start crying right there in front of everyone so I didn’t really want a public meltdown.

Fortunately I got through my stripping debut with a really great round of applause and a shitload of tips. I wanted to run right out and find Jim but we were all supposed to wait until the show was over and then go out as a group. I was getting to be a nervous wreck but it gave me time to get dressed and when we got to go out into the crowd there were quite a few men waiting for me. I tried to be polite and excused myself as quickly as I could and raced over to where Jim was sitting.

He stood and applauded for me and I jumped into his arms. I was so relieved that he seemed to enjoy my little demonstration.

“Oh, baby, I’m so happy that you’re not mad at me for doing that. I wanted to think of something I could do for you to show you how much I love this wonderful new world you’ve opened up for me,” I said.

“You were marvelous my dear. I had no idea you had that kind of talent,” said Jim.

“Oh, God, I don’t. I just worked my ass off,” I said.

“That makes it even more impressive,” Jim commented. “And from the amount of admirers waiting for you by the door I’d say I wasn’t the only one who was impressed.”

“I did it for you baby, I don’t need any other admirers,” I said.

“Well come on up to the room when you’re ready and I’ll admire you more closely.”


CHAPTER 17:

I did stay and chat with some of the guys in the strip club because I had never been any sort of a performer and it was kind of a rush to get praised for that sort of thing. I flirted and lapped up their compliments but I was anxious to be with Jim so I made my way up to the apartment.

“You asked me what I wanted to be and what I want most of all is to be a woman all the time. And I want to be your woman in whatever way you’ll have me, but I’m scared of the future,” I said before we got down to any fooling around. “I’ll quit my job and give up my old life and love you any way that I can but I’m worried about what will happen if you get tired of me or we just drift apart or something. I think you’ll have to admit that we’re kind of an unusual pair.”

“That’s perfectly understandable my dear,” said Jim. “And I want to give you everything you want. I’ve already talked to my lawyers and they’ll take care of all the paperwork of making your transition legal. Now do you want your own apartment to maintain your independence or do you want to come live with me?”

“You mean like be your live in girlfriend?” I stammered.

“Well that would be my preference but it’s entirely up to you. Either way I’ll set up a trust fund so that you have financial security no matter what happens between us. I hope that alleviates some of the anxiety,” said Jim.

“Why are you so good to me?” I asked, fighting hard not to burst into tears of joy.

“Because I love you like I’ve never loved any other woman. Maybe it’s because we’re such an unusual pair. My usual dating practices haven’t been terribly successful.”

“But you’ve dated everyone,” I pointed out.

“Yes, I know, but you’re not like everyone else, and I don’t need everyone else, I need you,” he replied.

That was too much and the tears flowed and I clung to him while he stroked my hair and whispered sweet things in my ear. I knew I was making the right decision, with or without financial security, because I just loved this man so damn much.

“I’m sure you’ll want to see my place before deciding whether you want to live there or not,” Jim suggested.

“I don’t have to see it, trust me. I’m not living with you for the furniture,” I replied.

“Well, why don’t we go there right now? See if you think you can be comfortable there.”

Jim was a down to earth billionaire, but he was still a billionaire, and you can probably imagine what kind of penthouse he lived in. I tried to wrap my head around the idea that I might be living here too but it was just too hard to comprehend.

“So what do you think?” asked Jim after giving me the grand tour.

“I think my whole apartment would fit in your bedroom,” I said.

“Our bedroom...if you’d like it to be so.”

“Well if you plan to spend a lot of time there I’d like it very much,” I replied. “But I should probably check out the bed first, just to make sure it’s comfortable enough.”

I slid out of my dress and took off my shoes before climbing on top of the enormous bed and stretching out as seductively as I could.

“It’s very nice, but I think it’s missing something,” I said as I put my hand in my panties and started touching myself.

“You really need to see how it feels with two people in the bed,” said Jim as he quickly stripped down to his shorts before climbing up next to me.

“Well there’s definitely plenty of room for two,” I said as I reached into his shorts and started stroking him. “But I need to see how bouncy it is.”

I yanked Jim’s boxers off and then got out of my own underwear and positioned myself over his very hard member. Then I let myself slowly slide all the way down and just there for a moment looking at him.

“So what am I? Your girlfriend, your mistress, your whore? Be honest because I’ll happily be any of those things,” I said.

“Well girlfriend sounds nice to me, if you must have a label,” Jim replied.

“It sounds fan-fucking-tastic to me!” I said with a grin. “I’ve never been a girlfriend before, obviously. I think it’s going to be fun.”

“I’m sure it won’t be dull at any rate,” said Jim.

“Yippee! I’m riding my beautiful boyfriend’s big beautiful cock in a big beautiful bed in a big beautiful bedroom with a kick ass view,” I said as I began to bounce happily up and down on his dick.

“I’ve got the best view in town right here,” said Jim as he grabbed my boobs and tried to squeeze them while I was gyrating around on top of him.

“I have tits and a pussy and I always will so you can fondle and fuck me anytime you want, day or night.”

“Since we’re going to be living together I’ll probably need to sleep sometime,” Jim pointed out.

“That seems fair, but you’re not going to get much sleep tonight because I’m super horny and wild for your cock,” I said.

“Well, when you put it that way…”

I was a girlfriend. I was a billionaire’s girlfriend actually, which only made the whole thing even crazier.

“So what do I do as your girlfriend? What’s the job description?” I asked.

“I don’t know, I guess you go shopping and buy things you like and go to the spa and do all of that beauty stuff that women seem to like to do. And pretty soon you’ll make female friends and go to lunch with them and throw parties or whatever you like. You do whatever you would normally enjoy doing you just do it as the best-dressed woman in New York,” Jim replied.

“I think I can handle that. But what can I do for you? Shouldn’t a girlfriend be supportive of your efforts?”

“This is certainly supportive,” Jim commented.

“Oh, you’ll get all the sex you can handle, but I should do more for you like help you with your work or learn how to give great full body massages.”

“Right now why don’t you just have fun and treat yourself to a lot of nice things and we’ll figure it all out as we go. It’s not a vacation this time, it’s actually living our whole lives together.”

“I can work with that,” I said.

Then I let myself go off into my happy place as my pussy and Jim’s cock melded into one and I squealed and gasped and rode him until neither one of us could take it anymore and he put his load in me. I lay on top of him and left his prick inside me for as long as possible. It was our first fuck in my new home and I wanted to savor every last drop of it.


CHAPTER 18:

I don’t know what the difference is between being married to someone or just living with them, having never done either before, but it was a big change for me in a lot of ways. I didn’t have a lot of stuff from my old apartment to move in but I did need my computer and a few other personal items. I gave all of my male clothing away to charity, which was kind of a weird feeling because it underscored the fact that I would never be needing them again.

There was a staff so I didn’t have to do any sort of household chores, which was good because I definitely wasn’t a neat freak so having someone make the bed and do the laundry meant the place was a lot tidier than it would have been in my charge.

And speaking of charge I had a purse full of cards, with God knows what kind of limit, although I was still too uncomfortable shopping at the super upscale places that I could now afford. I usually insisted that Jim accompany me if I was going to get some fancy dress, and not surprisingly we were always treated like royalty. I deferred to his taste, for the most part, but I was beginning to develop some sense of style of my own.

When all of the paperwork was done, and I was legally a woman named Tiffany Bradley, it all kind of hit me at once. I had actually decided to leave my old identity behind and whatever my new life had in store for me I would live it as Tiffany, a name I had just chosen on the spur of the moment but had learned to love.

My parents were dumbfounded but I was rich and seemingly happy so it was what it was. I was still getting used to the idea so I could imagine what a shock it must have been to find out that there son was now their daughter and living with a famous billionaire.

The fact that I didn’t have a job to go to anymore wasn’t really a problem. I thought I would get bored with nothing to do all day but instead I had everything and anything to do. The difference was I was just doing whatever I felt like doing. And there was certainly nothing stopping me from going back to work, now that I was legally transitioned, but I just didn’t feel any burning desire to do so. I was keeping busy enough.

The funny thing was I finally got my big story in the magazine only I was the subject instead of the author. Because of the paperwork that had been required to change my gender legally it wasn’t very hard for the press to figure out that James Fenton’s new girlfriend was transgender and that Tiffany Bradley was the same Tim Bradley who used to work for the publication. I had sort of been getting used to the paparazzi attention Jim and I often got when we went out in public together but that was just tabloid stuff trying to get a picture of the rich playboy with his latest fling. This was an actual sit down interview about my life and my decision to transition and how Jim and I got together.

According to Jim’s lawyers the “official” explanation for my dramatic and radical change was that I had been part of a clinical trial for a new procedure that wasn’t yet available to the general public, which I guess was kind of true although I certainly hadn’t gone into it thinking that way. Ironically I avoided mentioning the club at all in my interview and simply said that we met at a bar and hit it off and started dating.

I was a little nervous being the one being interviewed instead of being the one doing the interview but I think I handled myself pretty well and I didn’t spill the beans about the club because I felt a fond and loyal attachment to it. In the end it was pretty much a puff piece but I actually got my picture on the cover, which was something I never imagined happening in a million years, but it also outed me completely so anyone who ever knew the old me knew I was now a woman.

As time went by I did make new friends and adapted to my new life as a Manhattan socialite much easier than I would ever have imagined possible. What made things even easier for me was the way Jim just let me grow and discover myself on my own, but always with his support and encouragement. He didn’t try to push me in one direction or another or to mold me into the “perfect” girlfriend. Of course I was so eager to please that I don’t think he had any need to push me at all. I loved Jim with all my heart and soul and making him happy was one of my great joys in life.

Eventually I did return to writing and started working on a novel, which I pecked away at for the longest time before realizing that it wasn’t going to be the masterpiece I had hoped it would be so I chalked it up to a learning experience and started another.

After three years of living together I figured things were what they were going to be so it came as a total surprise when Jim popped the question and asked me to be his wife. Once I stopped crying it took me about two seconds to say yes and we were married in a beautiful ceremony and honeymooned in Paris like something out of a movie.

I thought back to John the informant, the so-called “man of faith” who had brought the club to my magazine’s attention, and wondered what he would think if he knew that the reporter who interviewed him had joined the club, switched genders, and married one of the club’s founding members. He had warned me that the club was addicting and easy to get caught up in, so I suppose he was right about that, but fortunately I didn’t have the same “pearl clutching” reaction to it and instead I was living my best life on my Parisian honeymoon with my billionaire husband.

Although I never did write the sex and scandal story that I had been sent to uncover I did think that my tale might be decent material for a book someday. Probably not the Great American Novel, but maybe a sexy romance with a twist, which might not be too profound but could be a fun read and best of all it had a happy ending.


AUTHOR’S NOTES:

I’m not really sure what inspired me to write this story. I think I just liked the idea of a reporter getting caught up in the world he was planning to expose. Like a lot of my books this one kind of took on a life of its own. Sometimes I don’t know if characters are going to fall in love or not. I introduce a character as a sex partner and then I like the pairing so much that I fall in love with them as a couple and they fall in love in the story. It’s kind of fun that way because it lets me build a relationship instead of just assigning a label to it and it can lead to some unusual love matches, which are often the most interesting kind.
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