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“How do you like being a cocksucker?” Jessica asked the question, but it was my voice that said the words.

I knelt in front of her wearing the lingerie she'd picked out for me. Feeling the carpet through the sheer stockings that encased my fresh shaved legs; the weight of my breasts pulling down on the white lace-trimmed bra that threatened to fall off my chest when the straps slid off my shoulders.

I wore half her load on my face. The rest got swallowed down in the excitement of the moment.

“I'm not … I didn't …” I struggled to deny my reality, but that was impossible with a spent cock hovering over my head.

“It's alright.” Jessica put a hand on my cheek. The side of my face not covered in semen. Her hand was rough and strong. Until a few weeks ago it had been mine. “You don't have to worry about putting up an act. You don't have to protect your masculinity; I'm keeping it safe for you.”

It was hard to think of Jessica as a she. Not with me staring up at her standing there in my body, dressed in my second favorite suit, with a cock dangling out of the fly, and a loving smile on the face I used to shave in the mirror. I was looking at Bill McGregor.

Only I was Bill. Wasn't I? I might be wearing Jessica's breasts and face; lace and leather, but under the makeup and shaved skin I was still the man I'd always been. Even if I did have to pee sitting down since the tranfer.

“It was ok. I guess.” The admission didn't come easy, but I couldn't lie looking into my old eyes. “I thought it'd be gross, but it wasn't so bad. Until the end. I'm used to getting rid of … that stuff. It's different being on the receiving end.”

“You swallowed. Most of it.” Jessica sounded proud. I could see her eyes beaming down on me. “Most girls who are born girls don't do that their first blowjob. Did you like the taste?”

“I don't know. It was over so fast I just kinda … It was reflex I think. I didn't really have the time to register anything except a little salt.”

The rough masculine hand worked its way to my other cheek. Fingers I used to call mine wiped my hot wet face until they were coated in white spunk. I told myself I only opened my mouth to say no, but I knew why I parted my lips.

Jessica slid her cum covered fingers past my lips and let my tongue wash them clean.

I had no idea how many times I'd nutted when I was a man. Ten thousand times? Fifty? A hundred? And every time there'd be this tiny white load I'd flush or wipe away or ejaculate into a willing orifice. I could've tasted it thousands of times, but my first taste came after I'd lost my penis.

Jessica waited until her fingers were clean before pulling them out of my mouth. She didn't need to ask me again; it was obvious from the way my tongue followed her out of my mouth I loved the taste. At least she spared me the embarrassment lying about it.

She helped me to my feet with her strong male arms. I'd gotten used to the heels she'd asked me to wear, but all the strength had been sucked out of my trembling legs. I doubt I could've stood barefoot without risking falling back to my knees or landing on my butt.

I stopped thinking of her as Jessica when he put one powerful arm behind my legs and the other along my back just under my bra strap. No one had picked my up since I was a child. He made it seem effortless as he walked us to our bed and lay me on Jessica's side.

His hands were surprisingly light as they stripped me. I heard the shoes thud to the floor before it occurred to me he was rolling down my stockings. My hips lifted up almost by instinct when he grabbed the waistband of my gossamer panties, giving him access I wasn't consciously sure I wanted to grant him. An odd combination of relief and disappointment washed over me when he pulled the panties down and tossed them in the hamper instead of ravishing me. He knew I was supposed to hand wash them, but that's the sort of thing Bill would've done so that's what he did. I'd have to fish them out in the morning and hope no stains had set in.

I knew I was wet and now he knew it too. Even if he'd somehow missed the dampness in my underwear he must've seen how my opening glistened in the light. And if he was blind I'm sure he could've smelled me. My lady parts smelled like a brothel in heat.

The bra was barely on; it didn't take much to pull it the rest of the way. I was naked in bed with a thin smear of my man's cum drying on my cheek. Was he going to fuck me? We'd talked about sex since the switch, but tonight's blowjob had been the closest we'd come. He was more into the idea than I, but even I had to admit I'd daydreamed what it'd be like to be filled. I'd experimented with a couple fingers, too scared to try one of Jessica's toys.

He, I could think of him as “he” but hadn't made the mental leap to calling him “Bill” yet. I was still Bill. Despite everything I was me. I was just with a man who could've walked out of the mirror to take my bra off and make me wetter than Niagara.

He took his time getting undressed. Like he was showing off his body to the naked prize that waited for him on the sheets. I shouldn't have had any reaction. It was all flesh I'd seen a thousand times before. But I could feel myself gush a little more with each piece of clothing removed and carefully put back; each inch of muscular skin exposed. I felt his growing nudity as much as I saw it. On my cheeks. On the pointed tips of my breasts. Between my legs.

He lay on my side of the bed as naked as I was. The penis I'd blown only a few minutes before was already quivering its intentions. It made me proud to know I had that effect on him. Proud that I'd sucked him off so good he couldn't quiet get it up even though he clearly wanted to.

Then I remembered I was Bill and felt ashamed at taking pride in something so girly.

He pulled me in close and pressed his lips to mine. I knew what was expected and let my lips part far enough he was able to slide his tongue inside. I'd Frenched a dozen women hundreds of times, but it was always my tongue invading them. I thought I'd hate the feel of someone else inside me, but I came to love being invaded.

He lay on his side and pulled me closer until we spooned together with my back pressed against the cliff face that was his chest, his chin resting against the top of my head, and his half-erect member poking my butt.

His skin threw off heat like a furnace; his heartbeat pounded along the base of my neck. In all my life I'd never been aware of life as strongly as I was at that moment. His life surrounded me. Cocooned me.

He turned off the light and let his arm fall over me trapping me in bed in the dark with a naked man who used to be me and maybe was my wife if any of that made any sense.

It was only after I couldn't get up that I realized I hadn't washed my face or gargled. I'd spend the night with his aftertaste in my mouth and his seed on my cheek. Then I realized he had cum, but I hadn't. The thought of reciprocity hadn't even crossed my mind until it was too late. I didn't think he was awake enough to go down on me. I wasn't even sure I was ready for that. And there was no way I could get myself off without him knowing. It felt like I'd be insulting him if I tried.

I lay in the dark feeling the slick pearl between my legs throb in time to my man's heartbeat.

-----

“Did I drop some pepperoni on my pants or are you just happy to see me?” Dr. Shoy's jokes never made much sense, but she smiled each time she made one. “I swear you haven't taken your eyes off my lap since you sat down.”

Therapy had gone better than the last time. Dr. Shoy had been excited about our breakthrough. I told her we'd made the first steps to being intimate; Jesse bragged about how much I'd swallowed. After that I couldn't look her in the eyes.

The couples part of the session went on with Jesse doing most of the talking and me saying the occasional “yes” or nodding when it seemed appropriate. When I was Bill on the outside I used to be like that too. It took stepping out of my body to recognize how I used to dominate conversations.

Jesse was in the waiting room while Dr. Shoy had her turn with me. He'd go after.

Ladies first.

“I guess I'm a little jealous.” I looked her in the face for the first time since Jesse told her I was a cocksucker. “It's been forever since I wore pants. Even jeans.”

“Why's that?” Dr. Shoy was in full therapist mode.

“I said something stupid back when I … had the guy parts. After we decided we'd do the swap, but before all the paperwork cleared. Jessica got PO'd and said I wouldn't have the … bits to wear a skirt all the time. And I told her I would.”

“So you haven't worn pants in almost a month because you're stubborn?”

I shrugged. I knew how stupid it sounded.

“Am I correct in assuming Jessica didn't say 'bits'?”

“Yeah. It just feels weird hearing myself swearing in Jessica's voice. I still think the words, but when it comes time to cuss it just sounds better if I clean it up first. I've done a little dirty talk in bed, but that's even weirder.”

“Why do you feel that way? Jessica swore when she wore that body. She still swears in yours.”

“I don't know. It just feels right. I wish I had a better answer for you, doctor.”

“Let's put a pin in that for now.” Dr. Shoy jotted a note on her pad. “It sounds like things between you and Jessica have gotten significantly better since our last session. The last time we spoke it almost sounded like the only reason you hadn't killed each other was because you'd never get back to being normal. Now you're experiencing a level of physical intimacy we don't always see in our exchange subjects. How'd we get from homicide to hummer?”

“The fighting had just gotten so bad.” I closed my eyes and tried to focus on staying calm. “Even worse than when we were in our own bodies. It's like all the tricks we'd figured out to keep calm and social went out the window once we had to deal with each other's hormones. We were … all over the place.

“But what we kept coming back to was how much we loved each other. I mean most couples would've called the divorce lawyers instead of walking a mile in each others' skin.”

“You and Jessica are the first couple who've ever taken me up on my swap therapy.” Dr. Shoy nodded sagely.

“I wanted to show how much I loved … him. The next thing I knew he was dressing me up in his favorite lingerie and heels, he was in one of my best suits, and I was … you know.”

“Did you enjoy the experience?”

I took in a deep breath and held it for a few seconds before answering “yes”.

“Less than a third of all couples who undergo this therapy achieve that level of intimacy with their former bodies.” Dr. Shoy flipped her notebook to another page and read some figures. “The vast majority go on to have traditional penetrative sex. Are you and Jessica thinking about going all the way?”

“We've talked about it. A lot.” I crossed my legs in my skirt. I hadn't realized how much just talking about sex with Jesse was turning me on until I felt my panties squish between my closed thighs. “He's keener than me, but we're both a little freaked out about it. I showed him how to … masturbate. Not that it's rocket science, but I know what that body likes. What works.”

“Did he give you any return lessons?” Dr. Shoy gave me a sly smirk that made me feel more like I was gossiping with a girlfriend than bearing my soul to a therapist.

“He offered, but I … I'm not ready for that.” The slickness between my legs was getting worse. If it kept up like this I'd have to duck into the women's room and change into my spare panties while Jesse was getting his head shrunk. “I have experimented with the equipment. Alone.”

“Have you brought yourself to climax?”

“I don't think so.” The blush spread like wildfire from my face to breast.

“Can you vague that up for me?”

“Sorry. I … felt something. It was very good, but it wasn't as intense as what it used to be like in my old body. I've seen women get off. I've seen Jesse get off. It seems like it's a lot more than that, but I've never had a girl orgasm. Maybe they aren't as strong.”

“There's a lot of neurological research to say that's BS.” Dr. Shoy jotted something down on a sticky note and handed it to me. “Here's a website that should help you figure things out. Our parts are a little more complicated than what you're used to. If you're not comfortable getting help from Jessica go here and they should be able to help.”

“Thanks.” I put the note in my purse.

“Our time's almost up. Before I ask you to send Jessica in there's some business we need to attend to. After today your bodies will have settled down enough from the swap we can switch you back if that's what you or Jessica want. After your last session I thought you'd both jump at the chance to end this, but it sounds like you've found a way to make this work. I've got the termination papers all set if I'm wrong. Do you want to continue?”

“I can't speak for Jesse, but I'd like to go the full six months.”

“It doesn't have to be six months.” Dr. Shoy nodded. “You, or Jessica, can say the word at any time going forward and this will end.”

“I want to stick it out.”
“Have you been taking your birth control?”

“Yes.” I blushed a little at the admission.

“I can't stress how important that is. Especially with you and Jessica becoming closer. The technology that swaps you is dependent on a hundred different factors. Most minor shifts can be adjusted for, but a major biological change can't be compensated for. Pregnancy is one of them. If you get knocked up you're going to be a mother for the rest of your life. Do you understand?”

“What if we wait till after?” My tummy was doing flip-flops at the thought of carrying another life inside me.

“There's a reason we only let people swap for six months,” Dr. Shoy explained. “After seven the brain patterns become too ingrained to the new body to swap back.”

“Oh.”

“Jessica mentioned he's started socializing as Bill with your old friends. I didn't hear anything about you doing the same as Jessica. Any plans to do something with her gal pals?”

“There's something.” I had been planning on canceling, but it felt like I'd be disappointing her. “Coming up in a few days. I'm … looking forward to it. Honest.”

-----

“This one's cute.” Caroline held two tiny strips of pink fabric against her chest. “What do you think?”
“Don't you have enough suits to try on?” I asked. There was a stack piled up on the floor between us.

“This one's for you, silly.” She flipped the hanger and pressed it against me. The top of the hanger poked my under the chin; her knuckles brushed my sternum. “You are gonna look awesome in this.”

Any part of me that was still masculine was dying a slow pink death. There are places men just don't belong. A woman's boutique is high on that list. One specializing in intimate wear, lingerie, and swimsuits was close to the top of that list. Even worse than a trip to the gynecologist. I should know, I took one last week. Being put in stirrups was bad, but no where near as emasculating as bikini shopping with girly-girl Caroline.

“I told you I've got suits at home.” I had to look up to Caroline to look her in the eye. That was a new experience. As Bill I was a head taller than her. “And I've got a couple to try on here.”

“A couple one piece suits?” Caroline took the suits out of my hand and gave them a sour look. “Victorians wore less fabric than this. No. You're putting those back and we're getting you something fun and sporty.”

“You mean slutty.”

“You owe it to yourself to show a little skin.” Caroline put my conservative choices back on the rack. “In thirty years you'll look back on the time when you were a hot young thing and regret never having any fun. You owe it to yourself, to that slab of man candy you're married too, and you owe it to me.”

“So I gotta show the world my butt cheeks to make you happy?”

“I'll be showing mine off with you.”

Caroline took my hand and pulled me to the changing room. I thought she'd plop a stack of bikinis in with me and find her own room, but she came all the way in with me and slid the curtain shut behind us. I wanted to tell her it wasn't a good idea. I wanted to explain I was really the slab of man candy husband she'd been talking about. I wanted to be home with a hot water bottle over my aching tummy. But none of that was happening. As far as Caroline was concerned it was still Jessica on the other side of my face. That was one of the terms of the swap; no one was to know other than Dr. Shoy, Jesse, me, and the people who actually made the swap.

“It's awful crowded in here,” I said. “Wouldn't you be more comfortable …”

“And waste time scurrying in and out of the room to get your opinion? Screw that. I'm not shy and you don't have anything I haven't seen at the gym a billion times.”

Caroline was already taking off her blouse as she said it. I caught myself looking at her breasts nestled in a white lace bra. Her boobs were level with my face as she unsnapped the hooks and let the bra fall forward and off. We were so close I could feel the heat rising from the empty cups as they slid down her arms and got tossed on the blouse.

A month ago I'd've felt guilty and hard and conflicted. I still felt guilt, but it was mixed with envy and curiosity. Her boobs were at least a cup size bigger than mine, but somehow firmer. I wondered if Jesse preferred Caroline's chest to mine.

“I like your bra,” I said. I meant it. Not the way a man would, but a woman. I didn't want to see breasts cupped in the lacy cups; I wanted my own boobs to be seen filling them out.

“It's Olga.” Caroline was already undoing her belt. “I got it here a couple weeks ago. Want me to ask Cheryl if they have one in your size? While we're here.”

“Yeah,” I said absent-mindedly. I was standing in a narrow dressing room with a gorgeous half naked woman and I wasn't feeling turned on. I was more interested in her clothes than the flesh underneath. What was wrong with me?

“This is a two player peep show.” The top of Caroline's head almost bopped me on the nose when she bent down to pull off her jeans. “I wanna see some skin.”

Caroline put her hand on my shoulder as she kicked off her shoes and stepped out of the jeans. She piled everything onto a shelf giving me a long look at her almost naked backside. She'd kept the matching panties on, but the white thong didn't cover much of her full butt.

I retreated into a corner and stripped. Jesse had told me what to do. What to expect. How I'd need to keep my panties on to try on swimsuits. The briefs I wore had double the fabric Caroline's had, but I felt more exposed, more naked than she did.
“What do you think?” Caroline had already gotten into her first suit, a little black number that left nothing to the imagination.

“That something's about to fall out or off.”

“That's the point.” Caroline pivoted and turned giving me a good look at every angle. “Men like that sort of thing. Ask Bill when you get home.”

I didn't need to; I knew she was right. I just wished I liked it the way I used to.

Caroline played with the fit while I pulled on the next suit in the pile. A black and white checkered thing that looked like someone had sewn four triangular flags together. One for each bra cup, one to hide my lady parts, and one to cover my butt.

“Me like-y.” Caroline looked me over from head to toe before spinning me around. “Word to the wise, don't let Bill see you in this before you hit the beach. You won't make it out of the house if he does.”

Caroline got down on her knees and started doing something to the back of my panties. I looked over my shoulder to try to see what she was doing, but I didn't have the best angle and her head was too close to my butt.

“What the heck do you think you're doing down there?” I had to fight to keep my voice from squeaking.

“Perving on you ass, what do think?” She gave my right cheek a gentle pinch. “I am rolling back the tarp so you can see what this'll look like without the granny panties.”
She stepped back and let me look at my butt in the full length mirror. The bikini bottoms weren't as tiny as Caroline's thong, but they were cut much less conservatively than anything I'd word since waking up in Jessica's body.

“I don't wear underwear that shows that much cheek,” I told her. “Everyone's gonna be staring at my behind.”

“You're welcome.” Caroline gave my butt a playful spank and pulled herself to her feet.

“I'm serious. I don't want to go out in public with my butt hanging out.”

“What's with the schoolmarm act?” Caroline pulled off her own suit in two quick gestures leaving her naked except for her thong.

“I don't know what you're talking about.” I examined my exposed bottom in the mirror. It looked enormous.

“You're not exactly wearing a habit, but you're rocking a pretty conservative look. We're bikini shopping and you don't want to wear a bikini. And you're talking like a … I don't know … stuck up librarian in a porn movie. Before she gets gang banged.”

“Caroline!”

“See?” Caroline picked up a yellow suit and started working her boobs into the top. “What's wrong?”

“It's … complicated.” I knew I sounded lame, but it'd be worse admitting I was really a man under all this femininity.

“Everything's complicated. If you don't want to talk about it just tell me to shut up. I'm lousy at keeping my mouth shut, but I can change topics.”

“I don't want to talk about it,” I said.

“Oh.” The way she was staring at me was unsettling. Or maybe it was because I wasn't used to having a woman stare at my crotch.

“What?” I looked down, but couldn't see much past my breasts.

“Honey, you should've told me.”

“Told you what?” I pushed my boobs down with one hand and stuck my hips forward to see what she was looking at.

“Aunt Flo comes for us all,” Caroline said sympathetically. “If I'd known you were this close I'd never make you go swimsuit shopping. I think we're gonna have to buy the checkered flag number.”

I couldn't see it until I looked in the mirror. The thin lines of red flowing from the elasticized edge of my panties down the front of my lap. I dumbly put my fingers on the edge of the flow. They tasted like iron and something else when I put them to my mouth.

“You going Germaine Greer on me, babe?”

I had no idea what Caroline was talking about, but I didn't have time to think. In that moment I knew what I was tasting was blood. My blood. I knew what it meant. I knew where it was coming from.

I freaked out.

-----

I was a flaming mess in the ladies room of the boutique. I don't remember when I started crying, but the tears were flowing hard and fast as I sat on the toilet, Caroline hovering over me trying to figure out what was wrong.

I didn't have anything in my purse to deal with the waves of blood pouring out from the alien flesh between my legs. I wasn't supposed to get periods. The pills were supposed to take care of that. Jesse had called me a wuss for not being willing to go through what she did every month, but there was one part of my manhood that overrode any pride or stubbornness I might've had. It may've been a cop out not having a period, but I wasn't going to have one.

Only I was.

Very publicly and intensely. The pain in my tummy got worse, not better with every ounce of female blood that leaked out of me. The cramps spread to my lower back before Caroline navigated me to the toilet. I didn't even want to think about what the saleslady or the other women customers must've thought when Caroline drug me half-naked and melting down out of the changing room into the bathroom.

“I've got a tampon right here.” Caroline pushed a Tampax into my hand.

“No.” I dropped it like a vampire touched by a cross. There was no way I was sticking anything up inside me. Not with … that coming out.

“Jessica!” Caroline shook my shoulders and forced eye contact. “You are 27 fucking years old; this is not your first period.”

“But it is.”

“What?”

“I'm Bill.” The confession just fell out. It didn't seem to matter any more. Nothing mattered other than stopping the red flow.

“Bullshit!”

“No. Me and Jessica … our therapist thought it'd be a good way for us to get through our … They used machines to swap our brains. I'm not supposed to tell you this, but I think I'm gonna die.”

“You are not gonna die, you giant pussy.”

“I want to die.”

“No you don't.” Caroline paused to think. “Are you serious?”

“I'm Bill. Ask me anything.”

“You're bleeding like a stuck pig, Bill, why don't you use the damn Tampax?”

“It's gross.”

“Now I know you're a man.” Caroline didn't sound angry, but she didn't sound happy either.

“I'm sorry.”

“You're right about that. Now I need you to listen to me, Bill. I'm going to go out there and try to explain why my friend had a mental breakdown in the changing room. I'm going to pay for the bikini you bled through. I'm going to get our things, take you home, and get you sorted out. But I need you to man up and take this like a woman. You think you can do that?”

“A ha.” I nodded my head through my tears.

“Good boy.”

-----

“How're you doing?” Caroline asked.

Getting out of the boutique had been a nightmare. Through the bathroom door I heard Caroline explain how me and Bill had been trying for a baby. How getting my period meant another round of failure. How it was kicking my ass (her word) cause of all the fertility hormones.

I got so many sad looks from the women when Caroline walked me out of the store. The Pamprin she gave me took the worst edge off the cramps. She grabbed a towel from her car; I was wearing that under my skirt instead of panties. It felt terrible, but it was better than bleeding over everything.

Her home was closer so we went there. We stopped at a drug store along the way. I waited in the car while Caroline went inside for pads. She loaned me a pair of clean underwear when we got to her house and showed me how to fit a pad into the panties.

I lay on her couch clutching a hot water bottle to my uterus.

“Better,” I answered. “Thank you.”
“I should be pissed at you.” Caroline put a cup of hot tea on the end table by my head. She had her own cup. “I don't like being tricked.”
“I wasn't trying to trick you.”

“Tell that to my tits, Bill. You sure as hell got an up close look at 'em.” Caroline took a seat and sipped her tea.

“I tried to get you to go into another changing room.”

“You did.” Caroline nodded. “You could've been more forceful about it.”

“I'm having a lot of trouble being forceful about anything.” I squeezed the hot water bottle tighter to my cramping body.

“I can see that.” Caroline took another sip.

“I'm on the Pill; this isn't supposed to happen.”

“Those things don't always work. And you're a guy so maybe you weren't thinking and missed a day.”

“No. I took it when I was supposed to; the day after the swap.”

“You only took one? What kind of birth control are you on?”

“I don't know.” I eyed the tea. I wanted to take a sip, but couldn't bear to take my hands away from my womb. “The one that starts with an 'a'.”

“Alesse?” Caroline asked.

“That's the one.”

“Dude? You're supposed to take that daily.”

“Dang!” I used a much harsher word in my mind.

“Have you … have you and Jessica been bumping uglies? Since you Freaky Fridayed yourselves?”

“I'd rather not say.” As miserable as I was I could still feel myself blushing through the cramps.

“And I'd rather not have given my best friend's husband a free strip show, but here we are.”

“No. Jesse and I haven't had sex.” I covered my eyes with one arm like that'd shield me somehow.

“Any kind of sex?”

Why did she have to ask a followup?

“Come on, you've gotta spill,” Caroline said after I'd been silent far too long. “A great big manly body like yours has to have a huge … libido. Has Jess made you give her a hand job?”

I gave no reaction.

“A blow job?”

I rolled over and refused to even look in her direction.

“Oh, my god.” Caroline's face was behind me, but I could hear the gloating smile in her voice. “You gave her a blowie. You took your own cock into your mouth and you sucked her off. That is totally worth flashing you a little nip.”

“I didn't even enjoy it,” I said to the couch cushion.

“Smoking Jess's dick or getting a look at my bodacious ta-tas?”

“Honestly, Caroline, I didn't get off looking at you.” I rolled back around and looked her in the face. “When Jesse and I first swapped I still thought of women that way. Heck, I got … excited looking at myself in the mirror the first week.

“But the longer I stayed a woman the harder it was to think of girl parts as sexy. It's like there's a switch in my head that's slowly being flipped. You've been so kind getting me out of there. You've done so much for me. I don't want you to think I was perving on you.”

“What happens when you're Bill again? Body and soul. You gonna fap thinking about my titties and ass then?”

“I'll think you're a hot woman. Cause you are. But I promise I will never do that.”

“Thanks.”

“Thank you. This has to be super weird for you, helping a guy through his first period.”
“Drink your tea, Bill.” Caroline handed me the cup this time. “Then we'll check your pad and get you home to your husband before he gets too worried.”

-----

“How does it feel wearing a Kotex?”

Jesse had a poop eating grin on his face.

“You know exactly how it feels.” I gave him my best withering look, but that only made him smirk harder.

“Maybe, but I want to hear it from you.”

“It feels like I'm wearing a diaper.”

“You are so adorable when you pout like that.”

“This isn't funny.” I crossed my arms over my chest. It probably made me look even more pouty, but I didn't care. “My uterus is trying to murder me.”

“I know.” Jesse's smirk melted into a warm smile. “Come over here, babe and I'll do what I can to help.”

Jesse and Caroline had a hushed conversation after she'd dropped me home. I caught enough to know she'd told Jesse she knew the truth. He sent me to the bedroom to change into something comfy while they finished their talk.

I stripped everything off except for the borrowed panties. I didn't want to deal with changing my pad again; it'd been fine when I left Caroline's. It could wait another couple hours till bedtime. I put on a pair of flannel pajamas. Caroline was gone by the time I made it back to the living room. She'd left me a care package of pads, Pamprin, and a note telling me to call her if I needed any help.

I made my way towards Jesse. I started to sit beside him, but he patted his lap. The man inside me wanted to say no, but the cramping, bloated, scared woman I'd become needed the comfort. Jesse's lap was warm and welcoming; I lay my head on his chest and listened to his heart beat.

“You're going to want to drink a lot of fluids.” Jesse rubbed his hand gently over my tummy. “You may be feeling bloated now, but you're gonna need to. It'll help flush you out and keep you from getting dehydrated.”

Jesse must've felt me nod against his chest.

“I'm sorry I didn't explain the birth control better,” Jesse said. “I know I was thinking about going on one that wasn't daily, but I didn't make that clear when I was going over your new parts. This whole thing's my fault.”

“No it isn't.” I buried my face into his chest. “I was stupid. I shoulda read more. It's my body now; I need to take responsibility.”

Jesse ran his muscular fingers through my hair. I never imagined such a simple gesture could feel so comforting. I was a miserable wreck, but at least I had him.

“This does mean we're going to have to hold off on sex for a little while.”

“I'll start taking the pills tonight.”

“That's great.” Jesse's voice was calm and soothing. “But it takes time for the hormones to kick in. You know what'll happen if you get pregnant.”

“You could wear a condom.”

“You know they aren't as reliable.”

“No,” I said softly into him.

“And I'm going to be a little selfish when I lose my boy virginity.” Jesse put his fingers on my chin and lifted my face until I was looking in his eyes. “When the time comes I want to feel you against me. My cock inside your walls. Not some piece of plastic I slide over my dick. And when I shoot I want to shoot inside you.”

“Why?” I asked.

“I don't know. Ever since I came in your mouth I've been thinking about it. I don't know why, but it turns me on knowing you liked it. That you swallowed. I've been thinking about our first time. Our new first time. The more I think about it the more I know I want to fill you with my load. But only if you're ok with it.”

“ok”

Jesse kissed the top of my head and let my face fall back onto his chest.

“You know what always helped me when I was cramping bad?”

“What?”

“A good long cum.”

“I can't. I tried … before. And it's too gross now.”

“I can help.”

I could feel his member, my former penis, stir under my butt.

“It's disgusting. I'm disgusting.” I buried my face in his chest too embarrassed for him to see me.

“Because of the blood?”

“Of course because of the blood.”

“Women bleed all the time,” Jesse said. “We have to get on with our lives. You've got to get on with yours.”

“Can't I just stay here forever?”

“I wish we could, but …”

“I know. That was stupid of me.”

“No it wasn't; it was sweet.”

“I'm not ready for sex toys. Even if I wasn't perioding.”

“OK.” Jesse's tone sounded reasonable. “I don't think I'm ready to go down on you. Even if Aunt Flo wasn't visiting.”

“I don't want to put my fingers down there. And I sure as heck don't want yours there. Not now. Maybe after it's over.”

“Do you trust me?” Jesse asked.

“I gave you my willy, I better trust you.”

“Alright then. I'm going to bring you into the bedroom. I'm going to give you your first real orgasm. I'm going to give you a bath, put you in a fresh pad, and tuck you into bed. How does that sound?”

“That sounds great.”

It wasn't the first time Jesse had casually lifted me up, but it felt different this time knowing, at least in general terms, what he was going to do to me once we got to the bed.

He lay me down on my new side of the bed and stripped himself naked faster than the last time I'd watched. This time he was hard. He lay beside me on the bed and my hand found its way to the tip of his shaft. His pulse throbbed against my palm.

“Later,” Jesse said, taking my hand away. “Now it's about you.”

I was still in my flannel. I didn't feel attractive. I must've been light years from sexy. That didn't stop Jesse from kissing me. I welcomed his conquering tongue as he pulled me closer to his strong naked body.

Jesse brought his upper leg between my thighs. My first thought was I was going to bleed on him, but there were pajama bottoms, panties and pad between us. There was no chance he'd get any on him. His left arm hugged me close to him while his right hand rested on my quivering bottom. I wasn't sure what he was doing until he gripped my butt and thrust forward with his leg.

I gasped.

The sensation was alien and familiar at the same time. Like I had the same nerve endings I had as a man only laid out over different flesh. Like I was eating my favorite meal made by a stranger using another recipe.

I stopped thinking about analogies with the next thrust.

I'd watched porn like this before. Where women ground themselves into each other. I thought it was fake. A show to get guys off. And I was cool with it being make believe back when I had the penis and I was the one getting off.

Only this wasn't pretend.

Jesse knew this body better than I ever would. Knew what it liked. How to make it react. She played me like a puppet using her leg and hands as strings. Playing my pussy like a concert pianist would play a baby grand.

I thrashed and fought. I wasn't sure if I was fighting against my oncoming climax or against it. I bit my lip until that didn't help and then I bit Jesse neck. I didn't break skin. I lost track of the thrusts though I was sure I'd started thrusting into him at some point.

We slammed together until everything else fell away. My period. My former manhood. The humiliation of what had happened at the boutique. There was nothing but Jesse's body and my need.

Jesse rode me until I was spent. Until the last quivering ounce of need had been wrung out of me and I collapsed limp and satisfied on our bed.

“That's how girls do it,” Jesse said and gave me a kiss on the nose.

“Thank you.” The words weren't enough, but they were all I could get out.

He was still there when I could breathe again. This time I was the one who kissed him. I let his tongue dance with mine for a little while before working my way down his chest. We were both sweaty. I could taste the salt on his skin as I kissed my way down his chest, over his belly, to the furnace between his legs.

I didn't wrap my hand around the base of his shaft out of obligation. I didn't take him in my mouth out of gratitude. I wanted to give him this as much as he wanted to give me my gift. I wanted to be his woman. Maybe not forever, but for tonight.

I tasted wet salt on the tip. Similar, but different from the white flood that exploded into me the last time I took him in my mouth. I wanted that taste again. I wanted to feel him shoot into me. To fill me belly with his warm salt seed.

His skin was so smooth in my mouth. Soft but rigid. Like a steel bar wrapped in warm rubber. I took him deeper until my lips touched the fist I'd wrapped around the base. The tip throbbed against the back of my mouth. I wanted to feel it in my throat. To keep on going until my nose was buried in the forest of his pubic hair and I could smell his lust straight from the source just as I was about to taste his seed.

I let my hand and mouth go further until I couldn't fit any more without choking. I wanted to choke on him. I was disappointed I couldn't take it all. I promised myself I would before we traded back.

Jesse may have known everything about my new body, but I knew his just as well. I swirled my tongue around the head letting the tip glide under the helmet. I worked a hand between his legs and stroked the sensitive spot below his balls.

I played him as well as he played me and was rewarded by jet after jet of his semen being blasted into the back of my throat. This time I wasn't surprised. I knew what was coming and I managed to keep from automatically swallowing the load he was gifting me.

I licked until the last drop had been fired into me. My body still ached and cramped, but the pain was a distant thing compared to the immediacy of what I held in my mouth.

I climbed my way back up his body until my face was level with his. Jesse made to kiss me, but I stopped him with my hand before his lips met mine. He could kiss me after, right now I had to show him my prize.

It was all there when I opened my mouth. Every salty gram of his ejaculate. I left myself open long enough to see his gift to me. For him to understand what I was doing. What it meant. It pleased him that I swallowed. I wanted to please him again.

I made a show of closing my mouth and contracting my throat. When I opened up again my mouth was empty. The sort of magic trick I knew Jesse would love.

“I don't know if I like being a cocksucker,” I finally answered his question. “But I like being your cocksucker.”

-----

“See, I told you it wouldn't kill you.” Caroline wrapped her arms around in a warm friendly hug before I had time to let go of the door. “Now you tell Caroline all about your big bad period.”

“You're enjoying this aren't you?” As I swung the door shut I noticed Caroline was carrying a few bags. I probably didn't want to know what was in them, but I was genuinely glad to see her.

“A guy having to put up with all the shit women have to deal with everyday? Clothes that put us on display. Uteri. Mansplaining. Has anyone mansplained something to you yet?”

“I don't think so.” I nodded my head towards the kitchen. “Want some coffee?”

“Aren't you the perfect little hostess. Caffeine sounds lovely. I haven't got much sleep the past couple nights thinking about you and Jessica. The implications of what you're going through …”

Caroline knew her way to the kitchen and started walking there. I followed.

“Sorry,” I said. “I was a real mess the other day. I shoulda done a better job of keeping it together.”

“For someone bleeding out her vagina you are being such a dude.” Caroline took a cup from the cabinet and poured herself some of the coffee that I'd started when she texted. “It's ok to break down. Sometimes. The important thing is pulling yourself back together afterwards. You're looking pretty decent for a man on the rag.”

“Thanks.” I wasn't being sarcastic. “What you did for me got me through the worst. Jesse made the last couple days a lot better than they coulda been.”

“Where is Jessica anyway?” Caroline got the creamer from the fridge and took a seat at the kitchen table. “We talked a little when I brought you home, but I've got questions for her … him.”

“Jesse had to go into the office today.” I fixed my own cup and joined her at the table. “It sounded like he won't be back till late.”

“He went into the office as Bill?” Caroline asked.

“Yep. We're not supposed to tell anyone about the swap. What happened with you … I'm in a lot of trouble if that gets out.”

“Sounds like we've got ourselves a secret.” Caroline gave me a smile. “So Jessica knows you well enough to pass as Bill? With other people? Doing your job?”
“That was part of the therapy. We both took two weeks off for 'family leave' after the swap. We pretty much put each other through boot camp so we could pass as the other. We work in the same field so that wasn't too hard, but the rest … It took forever for me to sit like a lady.”

“I bet.” Caroline took a sip of her coffee. “Have you gone into Jessica's office yet?”

“Her job's been fully remote since they reorganized. Once in a while I had to do a Zoom meeting, but other than that the only people I talk to are Jesse, our therapist Dr. Shoy, and the bagger at the super market. I know I'm not Jessica and we don't really know each other at all, but I'm glad you came over. I've been getting a little stir crazy. And it's nice to have someone else to talk to.”

“So the only man you've had to deal with on any kind of serious basis used to be a woman?”

“Pretty much,” I admitted.

“No wonder no one's mansplained anything to you; you're two degrees shy of going full on hermit. We're gonna have to do something about that.”

“I don't know if I'm ready for more.” I stirred the sugar into my coffee. “My first real test didn't exactly go so hot. I don't know if I'll be that lucky again.”

“I'm talking about getting you socialized, not thrown to the lions. I'll be there. You'll be fine. The worst that'll happen is some random dude makes some moves on you.”

“We both know there's a lot worse things that can happen to a woman.”

“I think I'm getting ahead of things. First things first. What should I call you and Jessica? It feels weird calling you Jessica when you're not. And people are gonna ask questions if I call you Bill.”

“I've been calling Jessica Jesse. Like Jesse James.”

“I noticed. What's he been calling you?”

“Billie.”

“Like Billy the Kid?” Caroline asked.

“No. With an 'ie'. Like Billie Piper.”

“I have no idea who that is. Is she girly?”

“Pretty girly.”

“Ok. Unless we're with people who know you I'll call you Billie.” Caroline started looking through one of her bags. “You've been using male pronouns for Jesse; you comfortable with me using female ones for you?”

“I'm cool with that.” I tried to peek over the corner of the table to see what was in the bags, but Caroline wouldn't open them wide enough for me to get a good look. “What's in the bags?”

“A few more things to help you settle into womanhood.”

“Jesse's already got that covered,” I said.

“I've known Jesse since she was ten. She was a tomboy then; she's a tomboy now. That's gonna help you pass, but you're not exactly getting the full girly experience.”

“I'm not sure I want that, Caroline. I'm going to go back to being a man eventually. I don't wanna spend two weeks trying to figure out how to be a boy again.”

“Masculinity is pretty fragile.” Caroline nodded her head and took another sip.

“I didn't say that.”

“Look, if you're too much of a pussy to be a little feminine …”

“I see what you're doing.”

“You know what we are, Billie? You and me. Right now?”

“Arguing?” I felt lost.

“We're two c's in a k,” Caroline said it like I'd have any clue what she meant.

“I don't understand.”

“Back in Madmen days that's how ad execs used to talk. K was for kitchen. C was for cunt. That's how they talked about us then. Two c's in a k.”

“That was a million years ago,” I said. “Why are you even bringing it up?”

“Cause it's gross and unfair and that kinda thinking's still around. Things may have gotten better, but it's like a glacier; two steps forward, one step back. You're supposed to walk a few miles in Jessica's heels. You're not dealing with half the shit she has to.”

“Is that what you and Jesse talked about the other night?”

“No. We played 20 questions till I was sure it was Jessica in there. I don't know what he thinks about the job you're doing living her life, this is all me. And to me it looks like you're on the sidelines.”

“That's … fair,” I had to admit.

“See, you don't have to be such a dude.” Caroline got up and grabbed the pot. “Top you up?”

“I'd give you the finger, but I'm a lady.” I lifted my cup up to her.

“That's not how it works.”

“Is this gonna devolve into some kind of makeover?”

“Better.”

“Better?”

“Consider yourself officially enrolled in Girl University.” Caroline put the pot back and went straight for her bag.

“Girl University? Not Female University?” I tried to sound as dubious as I felt.

“Think of the initials.” Caroline pulled one of the bags onto the table.

“Yeah.”

“And as the dean, head teacher, and chief disciplinarian of Girl University let me welcome you with this token of our esteem.”

I saw the colors coming at me before I had time to register anything else about the package. Pink, yellow, and shades whose names I didn't know, but were equally feminine. I caught the plastic tube they were in with both hands. It wasn't hard to tell what the colors were once they stopped flying through the air.

“Panties?” I asked.

“Check out the label.”

I turned the tube around until I saw the gold label with its black lettering.

Big Girl Panties, it read.

“Pull up a pair and we'll get down to your first lesson.”

-----

I hadn't planned on Jesse walking in on me sunbathing, but he got off earlier than he'd thought and I was too engrossed with my book to notice the time. All I knew was the sun was still out and it felt amazing on my mostly exposed skin.

“New suit?” Jesse asked as he crossed the lawn to where I lay on the beach blanket I'd spread out.

“Caroline cleaned the one I stained at the shop.” I rolled over to kiss him hello. When I lowered my sunglasses I saw how his eyes shifted briefly from my face to my boobs. “She dropped it off this morning.”

“It looks … good.” Jesse pressed his lips to mine. He teased me with a bit of tongue, but we were outside; the neighbors might see. “Real good.”

I could just make out the erection starting to tent the front of his pants.

“We had a great talk,” I said. “She wants to come by sometime when she can chat with you too. I told her you'd like that.”

“That must've been some talk. I didn't expect to see you … like this. Not that I'm complaining, mind you. It's just you haven't shown this much skin. And you're still …”

“On the rag?” Was that a wave of discomfort I saw on his face? I smiled at the thought of my “husband” getting squeamish about my time of the month. “Caroline walked me through tampons. These bottoms are a little too small for pads. It's just for insurance at this point. It's pretty much over. Yay, me.”

“I could've done that.”

“Yeah, but it's less weird this way.” I put the marker in the book, closed it, and sat up. “There are much more interesting things I want you to do with my lady bits.”

“Fifty Shades?” Jesse made a face when she saw the title of my book. “I didn't think we had a copy of that. God knows I never read it.”

“A gift. From Caroline. She thought I'd appreciate some more female-centric literature.”

It was actually my homework for Girl University. I had to read the first book; Caroline left the rest with me in case I liked them. I hadn't thought I'd make it through the first chapter, but I was already halfway through book one and planning on devouring them all.

“Literature isn't the word I'd use to describe it …” Jesse let the sentence trail off. “How you feeling?”

“Better. Not perfect, but light years ahead of a couple nights ago. The fresh air and sunshine's done me a world of awesome.”

“Room for one more?” Jesse asked eyeing the empty spot on the blanket.

“Not dressed like that.” I took in a breath and watched Jesse's eyes follow my rising breasts. “I laid out a suit for you on the bed. Get changed and get back here; we're burning daylight.”

“Yes, ma'am.” He gave a mock salute, but I was thinking more about the salute he was giving me between his legs.

I watched him strut inside.

I was kneeling when he finally came back outside, warming the suntan lotion in my hands. He looked nervous stepping outside wearing so little. I knew exactly how he felt. I hadn't worn the black speedo since college and it didn't cover much then.

“You'll make friends dressed like that,” I told him when he made it to me. He plopped down on the blanket before anyone but me could make out his growing erection.

“I was about to say the same to you,” Jesse joked.

“How you feeling, sport?” I gave him a quick kiss on the cheek.

“Weird. Super weird. This is the first time I've been outside topless since I was ten. Even then I got angry looks.”

“I'm on the opposite end of that spectrum. Feels weird having to cover up. Mr. Panthas almost had a heart attack when I forgot and walked onto the lawn with my ladies bouncing in front of me.”

“You walked out topless?”

“I'm teasing.” I rested a lotioned hand on his chest. “Now let me take care of you before you burn to a crisp.”

“I've got a reputation to maintain.” Jesse let me start rubbing sunscreen onto his flat muscular chest, but he wasn't letting things go. “When I'm Jessica again I don't want to have to wonder if every guy in the neighborhood's seen my tits.”

“I'm saving it all for you, tiger. Cross my heart and hope to die.” I made a cross over my chest. I don't know if my promise or the gesture was enough to satisfy him, but he dropped the subject.

“Your face looks different,” Jesse said.

“Thanks. I love you too.” I applied pressure to his shoulders to signal I wanted him flat on the ground. “Down, boy.”

“I don't mean it like that. I mean … you look pretty, but different.” Jesse was a good boy and followed my orders.

“Caroline and I did a little experimenting with makeup. I'll tell her you liked it.”

“Please don't. She's always trying to get me to play around with that stuff. I don't need to encourage her.”

“I guess I'm a little more pliable” I squeezed another dollop of lotion into my hands.

“I like your suit. A lot.”

“I can tell.” I lay my hands on his thighs where the speedo ended. The tips of my fingers brushed the hard flesh trapped within. “Are you happy to see me or is there a banana in your hammock?”

“The neighbors can see us, Billie.”

“And all they see is a loving couple enjoying a bit of sun in their backyard.” I ran my hands down his legs away from his aching need. “Now flip over; once I'm done with your back you can give me a second coat.”

I'm not gay. I don't think I'm trans. A month ago I'd have been freaked out thinking a man's body could turn me on. Or that I could see Jessica's hot friend Caroline essentially naked and not register anything more than curiosity about the brand of bra she'd shed. And a little jealousy.

The more female arousal I experienced the more I thought about it. Was this attraction hardwired into Jessica's body? Is he getting hard looking at my breasts because that's how my … his body was conditioned to react? Was I getting wet rubbing his powerful muscles because of some chemical or pheromone my new female body couldn't help but respond to?

Did it matter?

I may have been born a man. In five months I'd go back to being one. But for now I was a woman and this was my partner. The fact that he was a man was irrelevant. I loved him. He loved me. And that love wanted to express itself.

“Ready when you are,” I whispered onto the back of his neck when I was done and rolled over.

I could've easily applied sunscreen to my front, but what was the fun of that? I stretched out and let my man pamper me while feeling me up at the same time.

Jesse took his time. He started with my left hand, holding it in his much larger paw before working the lotion into my fingers then working his way teasingly down to my torso. He did the same thing for the other arm. Then each leg. The tips of his fingers brushed the bikini line I'd shaved smooth that morning. I knew when I removed the hair I wanted his touch.

We were still outside. Still under the watchful view of the invisible neighbors behind their shrubberies or behind their windows. Jessica still had a reputation so Jesse didn't linger long. Not in the places I most wanted his touch.

“Speaking of being happy to see me.” Jesse's eyes flashed from my nipples to my eyes. I didn't need to look to know they were straining hard against the racing flag cups.

Jesse worked the lotion into my cleavage with one huge hand, letting his fingers slide under the cups just far enough to bridge my twin erections between his thumb and pinky.

I let out a moan of disappointment when he pulled his hand back.

“Let's go inside.” Jesse's voice was desperate sugar.

“It'll be better if we wait.” Even I didn't believe it, but it's what I said.

“I'll make it worth your while.”

“When we get inside I'm going to take you in my mouth as far as my throat will let me,” I told Jesse. “I want to feel you balls on my chin. I want my face covered in your sweaty short hairs like Fall leaves on a lawn. I want to kiss the base of your shaft.

“What are you bringing to the table?”

“I can get you off. You liked it before.”

“I want more than your leg.”

“I can't fuck you,” Jesse said. “You could get …”

“I've given you my mouth twice a day for the past three days. And every time I push myself to take another inch of you inside me. What can you do to push yourself?”

“You want me to go down on you?” Jesse asked.
“You've got my attention.”

“Did Caroline put you up to this?”

“I'm going to get off this blanket and walk inside. You're going to be a good boy and stay right here until I'm in the house. You can watch me go; I plan on putting on a show. When you join me you can show me just how far you're willing to go to please me. And I'll decide how far I'm willing to go.”

“That's blackmail,” Jesse said.

“No, that's extortion, honey. I think the blood must be running out of your brain.”

I took my time getting to my feet and made a big deal adjusting my skimpy bikini. I walked like Caroline had taught me. Slow. Crossing one foot in front of the other. I'd seen in the mirror how much it made my hips sway and my butt jiggle. I knew what effect it'd have on Jesse because I knew how it would've effected me. A part of me wondered if any neighbors actually were getting a look at my display. Part of me hoped they did.

I dropped the sexy strut once I'd closed the door behind me. If I was guessing right Jesse would be here fast and I wanted to be in position once he crossed the threshold. I sat my butt down on the stairs about a third of the way up, spread my legs, and lay back.

Jesse opened the door to see me splayed before and a little above him. He didn't bother trying to hide the massive bulge in the front of his suit.

“You know what I want, Jesse.”

He didn't say anything, just climbed the first two steps until his head was level with my waist. He knelt on one leg like a Disney prince in front of his princess. Only instead of offering me a glass slipper he pulled my bikini bottom to the side and offered me his mouth.

“How do you like being my cunt lapper?”
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