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CHAPTER 1:

"You're going to love this, I promise you."

"So you keep saying."

"Relax and try to enjoy yourself. You look like you're being led before a firing squad."

"I might prefer that."

Rick Collins and his pal Blake Thompson were standing in a line of men outside a rather nondescript looking building. Blake was there reluctantly at Rick's urging but he was getting very cold feet at the moment.

"It's a totally amazing experience. Better than any virtual reality thing. Everyone should try it at least once," Rick insisted. "What have you got to lose?"

"Oh, I don't know...my dignity...my pride...my masculinity," Blake retorted.

"That's bullshit. No one who knows you, except me, is ever going to know you even did this. All of the guys in this line are here to do exactly the same thing. And the guys in line on the other side of the building will never know who we really are. Even if somehow you bumped into someone you knew they'd never know it was you unless you told them."

"Oh, God, what a horrifying thought," Blake said with a shudder.

"Now don't tell me you've never once thought about what it would be like to do it as a woman. Everybody thinks about that sometimes," Rick pointed out.

"How do you know what everybody thinks?" Blake shot back.

"It's totally natural. It goes back to our schoolyard days and playing doctor. You show me yours and I'll show you mine, only now you're not just looking at it you're finding out what it feels like to use it. It's healthy curiosity."

"Yeah, but it's so gay."

"It's not gay when you're a woman. You're not going to be pretending to be a woman or dressed up like a woman you're actually going to be a woman. So getting laid by a guy is as heterosexual a thing as you can do. Look, every guy's got some kind of a feminine side. This just lets you release it for a little while in an uncomplicated environment. You're not coming here to get a date or start a relationship. You're coming here to fuck," Rick explained as persuasively as he could.

"How is this even legal?" Blake asked.

"It's not a whorehouse, it's a private sex club. Everybody pays to be here regardless of which gender they choose to be in. There's nothing remotely illegal about that. Nobody is forced to do anything they don't want to do. It's just a gathering place for people who like to have a good time with no strings attached."

"Whatever made you come here in the first place?" Blake inquired. "I never thought you were into guys or anything like that."

"Actually it was a chick that suggested I try it. Insisted really. Smoking hot babe that I wanted to bang desperately but she told me that she only slept with guys who knew what it was like to be a woman first. Some shit about being able to understand her needs and desires better. So I went. I would have done just about anything to get in her pants. Well, long story short, I never did end up in the sack with that girl but this will be my fifth trip to the club. I'm actually thinking about getting a membership."

"It's that good?" Blake asked incredulously.

"It's that good. Trust me."

By this time they had reached the front desk and were ready to pay their admission. It was just going to be for one hour. Blake kept reminding himself of that. How bad could being a woman be for only one hour?


CHAPTER 2:

The mechanics of the process were fairly simple. The men who were there to become women were given a little pill in a paper cup and ushered off to a locker room area where they could store their clothes and other belongings. Then you filled your cup with water, took the pill, and waited along with everyone else for the change to happen. It wasn't that odd sitting around a locker room with a bunch of other naked guys as most men had experienced something like that at school or the country club or some place similar. Some people sat very quietly, trying to cover themselves up as much as possible and others were more jocular and talkative, especially the repeat customers, of which there seemed to be plenty.

"So what happens now?" Blake asked nervously once he had swallowed the pill.

"Just wait. It takes a couple of minutes and then it's done in a flash. We're sitting here as two guys but any minute now we'll both be two girls. Simple as that."

Then it happened just as Rick had foretold. There was a very tiny feeling of lightheadedness for a moment but it soon passed and Blake was astonished by what he saw. Rick was now a beautiful woman. In fact the whole room was filling up with beautiful women. Then he looked down and realized that he too was a woman, although he couldn't tell how beautiful he was. He certainly had a nice body, from what he could see.

"Go look at yourself," Rick insisted, now speaking in a higher and more feminine voice.

Blake got up and walked over to a mirror. It was hard to believe that he was looking at his own reflection. It was sort of like one of those old fun house mirrors where everything is totally distorted, only the image wasn't distorted at all. It was crystal clear. Blake was indeed a beautiful woman.

Now that the men were changing into women there was a lot of playful chatter going on. People were admiring each other's features or touching each other's boobs. It was like the fantasy of what a woman's locker room would be like, though it virtually never was in reality.

"Damn, I'm pretty hot," Blake exclaimed, suddenly embarrassed by his new voice.

"Of course you are baby. Everybody is. Some more than others but you seem to have hit the jackpot," said Rick a little enviously. "Now let's get out in the kennel and make the most of the time we've got."

"Why is it called the kennel?" Blake inquired a little suspiciously. "There's no dog leashes or any weird shit like that is there?"

"No it's called the kennel because so many people like to do it doggy style and once all the girls start squealing at the same time it sounds kind of like a kennel. You'll love it. Trust me."

"I guess I don't have much choice now," Blake said with a shrug, hiding the actual level of excitement that was building up inside him.

The so-called "kennel" was actually a large common room with cushions all over the floor and chairs along the wall. Anyone in there had to be totally naked. A girl could sit in a chair and watch until she received an invitation, sort of like being at a school dance, or she could just flop down on an open cushion and wait for whoever came along to bone her.

The men were all there to get laid. They paid a hefty fee to be there, even though there was no guarantee that they would have sex. A girl on a mat was fair game but there was no rule that said that the girl had to go through with the act if they really objected to their partner for some reason. The only rule was that if you volunteered to lie on a mat you had to copulate with whoever joined you or return to a chair and wait to be invited.

Consequently most of the men who were there were fairly confident types who tended to keep themselves in good shape and most of the women were curious and horny and anxious to get something for their money. It was not a place for the shy or the insecure of either gender.

Blake wanted to sit for a while and watch but Rick was anxious to get started so he found a mat and lay down on his back with his legs spread open as he fingered his pussy slowly and suggestively. A moment later a tall man, probably in his late 30's, sauntered over and got between Rick's legs. The man started to finger Rick for a while before Rick turned over and got on all fours. Blake then stared in total wonder as he watched his friend getting humped like a dog. The kennel, indeed!

"Hello. I've never seen you here before?" a kindly male voice sounded in Blake's ears, pulling his attention away from Rick.

"No, it's my first time," Blake replied shyly.

"Wonderful. Then hopefully you're in for a real treat," said the man. "Would you like to try out one of the mats? I see there's an open one in the corner?"

"Okay," Blake said softly as he followed the stranger to the open mat.

There were no names used in this part of the club. Everyone was assigned a color-coded wrist band that was time stamped. People were generally grouped together, hence the colored bands, so that it was easier to keep track of the time. It did cause some delay to get into the building, and on a busy night that could mean a fairly long wait in line, but usually things ran pretty smoothly and nobody was ever going to be dragged out in the middle of an orgasm for going a little over the time. You were just billed accordingly.

Blake lay down on the mat, kind of lying on his side, and the man lay next to him. Blake had no idea what to do next but the guy sort of sensed that, since Blake was a newbie.

"Your breasts are very beautiful," said the man as he began to fondle Blake's tits. "Perfect really. Just the right size."

"The right size for what?" Blake asked.

"The right size for me," the man replied as he placed his mouth on one of Blake's nipples.

The fight or flight impulse, also known as acute stress response, was the psychological reaction that most humans and other animals had when faced by a threatening situation. Some creatures stood their ground while others ran like hell. With his pulse racing and his head spinning Blake was ready to bolt from the room and never look back. Then the man switched over and started sucking on Blake's other nipple and instead of running the scared newbie started stroking his partner's hair.

"Would you like to touch my cock?" the man asked between nipple nibbles.

Blake just nodded yes and reached over to take the man's penis in his hand. It was so damn hot and hard. He could feel it literally throbbing in his palm. Every male instinct in Blake's body would have rebelled at this horror but for some reason it seemed rather pleasant and arousing even. Like Rick had said, it's not gay if you're a woman at the time. There was no reason to feel guilty about touching some dude's pecker. Women did it all the time.

"Would you like me to put it in you now?" the man asked.

"I...think so."

"There's no rush. I could play with these tits all night and be a happy man."

"No, I think I'm ready," Blake announced.

"Should I do it from the front or the back?" asked Blake's partner.

"Ah...the back I guess."

"Always a good choice, especially for the novice."

The man helped Blake get into the right position and then squeezed Blake's butt cheeks for a time, admiring the shape and firmness. Then very slowly that hard member that had been pulsating in Blake's hand began to slide its way into his pussy.

"Oh, wow," Blake gasped.

"It feels good, doesn't it?" the man said pleasantly.

"It's kind of big. I mean, you're kind of big."

"I won't give you more than you can handle, I promise you," the man chuckled. "I'll bet before long you'll be begging me for more."

Blake was transfixed. Off in the corner he couldn't really see a whole lot of what was happening around him but he could definitely hear it. Just the sound of so many girls being pleasured was an insane turn on. He wanted to see what Rick was doing but before long the only time he craned his neck was to look back at the man who was fucking him.

Presumably the "novice" preferred to be taken from behind to avoid having to look at a man but Blake had gotten over that fear rather quickly. His partner was actually a pretty attractive fellow, if one was being objective about it. That thought should have bothered him more than it did but at the moment it seemed like the most natural thing in the world to think.

Soon enough Blake was adding his own noise to the growing din around him and just as his partner had predicted he was actually begging to be fucked harder and deeper. It was all like some crazy, surreal dream, except that his senses were in overdrive and his body was as awake and alive as it had ever been.

"Oh my God! I had no idea it could be like this," Blake moaned. "Is it always this good?"

"I'm afraid you'll have to be the judge of that," the man laughed. "But I'm glad that you're enjoying it as much as I am."

"Keep going, keep going," Blake pleaded. "I don't want our time to run out before you finish."

"Don't worry baby, I'm not Superman. Frankly I don't know how I've lasted this long with such a gorgeous babe like you."

"Oh, oh, oh...I think you're making me cum."

"That's good baby. I'll be joining you soon enough."

Blake was really jerking his hips now, trying to squeeze every inch out of his partner, as the man began to finally shoot his warm jizz. The man made a sort of a primal, guttural grunt as he spent his shells and it seemed to echo around in Blake's head before traveling all the way through his body. It wasn't as noisy and sustained as the sounds Blake had been making but it was magical in its own way.

When they had finished they went back to the reclining position they had been in before and the man resumed fondling Blake's breasts and also let his hands wander around the rest of Blake's body.

"Five minutes for the orange tags. Five minutes. Please make your way to the locker room as soon as possible," said a voice over the speaker system.

"It looks like we just made it," the man grinned. "Hope I see you around here again sometime."

"Yeah, I'd like that too," Blake replied.

"They say you always remember your first," the man said with a wink as he turned and walked away.


CHAPTER 3:

"Oh, my God! That was the most awesome thing ever! Can we do it again?" Blake babbled to Rick as they sat in the locker room waiting for the change to happen.

"It's not a rollercoaster baby. And it's not cheap. We can come again if you really want to but take a little time. Let it sink in. Wait until you're a man again and see how you feel. Sometimes people have a delayed reaction," Rick cautioned.

Suddenly they were both back in their old bodies and after a quick shower they were dressed and headed for home. Blake had been a total chatterbox while they waited for the transformation but he had fallen rather silent since then. Rick was a little worried that his friend was having some serious regrets.

"I guess it wasn't as terrible as you thought it would be," said Rick, trying to break the ice.

"No, it was wonderful," Blake said without emotion. "Why do so many rookies want to take it from the back?"

"I think the idea is that it's easier to accept the notion of another man fucking you if you don't have to see him doing it," Rick replied.

"Then why do so many experienced girls want to do it that way? You went right for it and you've been here a bunch."

"Well, it feels really good for one thing. If a guy knows what he's doing he can really hit the spot. But there's sort of a...I don't know...submissive thing about it too, I guess you would say."

"Is that good?" Blake asked.

"You tell me. I saw you on your hands and knees. Did it feel good to have your guy taking charge? Being totally exposed and dominated?"

"Yeah, it did."

"Well, there's your answer I guess. It's the way nature intended it. Your instinct as a woman is to present your ass to a man so that he can mate with you. It tends to make you feel very female, which is probably what most people want when they go there."

"So that hot babe who talked you into going there. How come you never did her?" Blake inquired.

"Honestly, I kind of lost interest."

"You didn't tell me that up front."

"No, I didn't want to scare you off," Rick admitted. "I was just hoping that you'd have the same kind of feeling that I had. I would love to have somewhere to share this experience with because it's not the kind of thing you can talk about with just anyone."

"You should have probably warned me but I can't really be mad considering how that was the best sex of my life," Blake confessed. "I thought I knew what an orgasm was like but I was just kidding myself until tonight."

"Oh, you had an orgasm on your first flight? Good for you! That guy must have known his business. You can't always tell by looking at a dude. Even if he's cute and hung like a horse it doesn't mean he knows shit about fucking."

"So you thought my guy was cute?" Blake asked.

"Well, I didn't see much of him other than his butt, but his butt was sure cute."

They both laughed at the absurdity of the conversation.

"You know, it probably sounds a lot better to talk about this sort of stuff when we're both female," Blake pointed out.

"True, but I think you're on your way to being kind of female right now. So why not relax and try to get used to it?


CHAPTER 4:

Blake Thompson had never, ever thought of himself as remotely gay. He had grown up liking girls and lost his virginity at the high school prom, like a million others before him. He enjoyed sports and action movies and did all of the usual things that boys tended to do in their youth. Still there was absolutely no denying that he had thoroughly enjoyed being fucked by a man. He didn't really know how women thought or felt but at the time he had the distinct impression that he was thinking and feeling things like a woman. He was certainly not behaving like a man in any way.

He felt bad for his friend Rick, who was obviously going through some kind of an identity crises, but he hoped he could be supportive at least, even if he didn't share Rick's secret longing. It was like sky diving, to Blake. You might try it once for the thrill but even if you enjoyed it you probably weren't going to go out and join the paratroops.

Of course there was a very powerful drug of some kind involved in this whole mess. Anything that could completely alter the chemistry and structure of your body had to be some serious shit. It might also be addictive. Perhaps what Rick was feeling was more the relief of getting his fix than the supposed joys of womanhood.

Still, Blake had no real regrets about having done it once. It was certainly a unique experience and far more enjoyable than he would have ever imagined it could be. True, at the time it felt like the best sex of his life, but so what? He might have felt that way if he had spent the money on a really expensive hooker or something. It was different and kinky and something most people would probably never experience. It might even help him in bed with women in the future he figured.

It all made sense and was rational and easy to explain. Why then was he having such a hard time shaking the image of that man's cock from his brain? Looking back it was kind of hard to figure why they hadn't kissed at all. They had spent a good 40 minutes or so touching and feeling and fucking but their lips never met. There were several times where Blake had felt the desire to be kissed but his partner never made the move. Maybe that was another thing that novices generally tried to avoid. If looking at a man was supposedly difficult than kissing one would be far more problematic. Funny that people would assume that having a guy ride your ass would be easier to cope with mentally than having him stick his tongue in your mouth.

No matter how much fun it had been it didn't seem terribly prudent to think about going back again. It was a dead end street. If you suddenly developed a taste for sushi you could always just go buy more sushi, you didn't have to change your whole lifestyle to enjoy your new pleasure. Getting too caught up in having sex as a girl was bound to be disappointing if you weren't really a girl and never would be. Damn expensive too, although Rick did say something about membership.

"So just tell me the absolute truth...are you gay or what?" Blake asked Rick directly the next time they were together. "Not that I'd be bothered by that in the slightest, but I'm just trying to make sense of this whole club thing and why you like it so much."

"Well that's kind of hard to say at this point," Rick said calmly. "I never thought I was gay but once I had sex with a man and found out how much I liked it I've been kind of forced to wonder the same thing myself. I liked it so much that I've gone back almost a half a dozen times already and plan to keep right on going back. I liked it so much that I didn't even bother trying to cash in on the invitation to that hot chick's bed that I told you about that started the whole thing in the first place. I liked it so much that I sometimes find myself looking at pictures of naked men or imagining myself in the female role when watching porn."

"And you never thought about naked dudes before?"

"No, not really. I mean you see them in videos all the time. I may have had some cock envy or something when I saw a really hung stud but I certainly didn't lust after them. I mean sure, there was some curiosity about what it would be like to be a woman, but I've also wondered sometimes what it would be like to be rich and famous."

"There must be something about that drug that messes with your head," said Blake. "You've got to stop taking that stuff."

"But I don't want to stop. Why shouldn't I look at pictures of naked men if they turn me on or think about getting fucked by them? I've been fucked by men quite a few times now and I'm just a pill away from doing it again. And to be honest with you it feels like this is something deeper. The more times I do this the longer the feeling of being feminine seems to stick with me after I've changed back."

"That proves it then. It's the drug. Your being brainwashed or something," Blake pointed out.

"So what? Maybe the drug is making me more feminine or maybe it's just helping me tap into another side of myself that I didn't know was there or didn't want to admit was there. If you hadn't gone with me the other night we wouldn't be having this conversation right now. It's not something two straight guys are likely to open up about. But I feel comfortable now exploring my feelings about this. And I like the way I feel when I'm in that feminine frame of mind."

"But...but...it's messing with your real life," Blake stammered. "You had a chance to sleep with some really hot woman and you turned it down. Isn't that enough of a warning that it's damaging your sex life?"

"Who cares? She was beautiful and she might even have been good in bed for all I know but I'll guarantee that the sex I've had since then was far better than anything I would have had with her. Honestly I wasn't even that crazy about her. It was the idea of her that turned me on. We didn't have much in common. I was just lusting after her body. So maybe I could have screwed her and gotten my rocks off. Then what?" asked Rick with a wave of his hand.

"You can't tell me you're getting some kind of a meaningful relationship out of screwing anonymous men identified only by a colored wrist band."

"No, but there's more to the club than just the kennel. And there's more than one club out there. There's a whole world of possibilities. Who can say where this might lead? All I know is that it feels so right when I'm doing it that I'm anxious to find out more. Unfortunately it sounds like it didn't have the same impact on you that it had on me so I'm not going to twist your arm and try to force you to come along with me again. It was just great of you to be a good enough sport to give it a try and to listen to me ramble on like this. I've had so much bottled up inside lately that I felt like I just had to tell someone. Maybe it's just me. Maybe I've been in some kind of denial all these years but if that's the case I need to find out who I really am and what I really want. I don't think you have to worry about me or plan some intervention. If having tits and a pussy is habit forming I can think of a hell of a lot worse habits to get hooked on," said Rick with a gentle smile that almost broke Blake's heart.

What a shame his old pal was going through such a messed up stage. That drug was obviously a very dangerous thing and probably should be banned. Thank God he had only taken it once, thought Blake.


CHAPTER 5:

The more Blake thought about it, which he did quite a bit, the more harmless the situation seemed to become. It wasn't like Rick was frothing at the mouth or prancing around in a dress. So what if he got a secret kick out of looking at naked men. That probably wasn't all that unusual, Blake figured. A man could certainly be sexy in his own way, even if that wasn't your normal cup of tea. Blake had even glanced at a few pictures after his experience at the club. It wasn't repulsive to see a man with an erection, as long as you thought of it in the context of being female.

So it was that when Rick purchased a basic membership to the club Blake agreed to come along as his guest, just to see what else the club had to offer. Rick was terribly enthusiastic about the benefits of membership and had been going on a pretty regular basis so Blake thought that if nothing else it would be a good chance to check up on his friend to make sure that he wasn't getting into any real trouble or going off the deep end.

Membership meant that you didn't have to stand in line, which was a nice perk, but hardly worth the hefty fee, in and of itself. Once inside you had access to all of the basic facilities that were available by the hour but you could also enter a more exclusive section of the building.

Unlike the rather institutional setting of the basic club this new area was considerably more elegant and luxurious. You still retired to a changing room to take the pill but it was much more like a fancy country club than a public swimming pool. You also had access to pills of longer duration. If you only had time for a "quickie" you could still take the hour long dosage but if you wanted to spend a little more time the four hour pill or six hour pill might be up your alley.

Another major difference was that instead of wandering around naked your changing room also included some wardrobe options, mostly of the sexy lingerie variety. Members who chose to provide their own clothing were certainly encouraged to do so and members often kept some things on hand in their personal storage space.

As for the men the dress code seemed to call for semi-casual upscale. Ties were optional but jackets seemed to be required. It was definitely not a jeans and t-shirt environment. Rick explained that the main room was sort of a "meet and greet" place but there were numerous other rooms that were available to holders of a basic membership. Supposedly "higher levels" of membership, with accordingly hirer fees, would grant you access to even more wonders and delights. As a guest of a basic member Blake would be allowed to take a four hour pill and enjoy any of the amenities available to his sponsor. Obviously the hope was that guests would enjoy themselves enough to want to purchase their own membership so there were limits on how often you could use your guest pass.

Because things weren't on such a strict hourly time table the actual transformation took place in greater privacy. And instead of the institutional wrist bands members had their choice of several rather attractive pieces of jewelry that electronically kept track of the time. You could go for a necklace, a bracelet or an ankle bracelet that you programmed, something like a digital watch, to set the amount of time that corresponded to the pill you had just taken. A small light would go off and a gentle buzz would be felt in three warning stages as you were nearing the end of your pill's duration. That gave you plenty of time to finish up whatever you were doing or to go take another pill if you wanted to keep on doing it. It sort of reminded Blake of the electronic pagers that crowded restaurants sometimes used to notify people that their table was ready, except that this were much small and prettier.

Rick had his own little wardrobe collection in his locker but Blake just took something off the communal rack. When the change kicked in both Blake and Rick looked exactly as they had done the time before. Apparently it wasn't some random thing or something you could customize as it involved altering your own genetic material to create the female version of you. Consequently some people looked a little better than others but beauty was always in the eye of the beholder anyway so there were many types of girls for many different tastes.

As they were slipping into their outfits female Blake couldn't help but be a little jealous of his friend's private wardrobe. Rick's clothes fit better for one thing and reflected his own personal taste. Blake didn't look half bad in a see-through teddy with crotchless panties but Rick was all decked out with stockings and garters and whatnot.

Once they were dressed and had finished admiring themselves and each other it was time to head back into the club.

"Okay, one of the big differences of being a member is that you have to choose a female name," said Rick. "You can keep your last name if you want or change it all completely, but once you choose you're supposed to stick with that name all the time. You're also expected to refer to yourself and the other women here by female wording. So if you're ever referring to another woman make sure you say she or her or whatever. And honestly, you're going to have a lot more fun if you think of yourself the same way. I'm Rachel Somersby, by the way. I know, it's kind of pretentious but I like it. You're not a member so you don't have to come up with a permanent name right now but you still have to be called something."

"Hell, I don't know," Blake said, mulling the concept over. "How about Shelley? Shelly Thompson? Probably sounds like a waitress at a truck stop."

"No, that's pretty. Well shall we make our grand entrance Shelley?"

"Why not?"

The two "girls" walked arm-in-arm into the main room and immediately attracted the attention of a number of men who were casually lounging around the place. Apparently it was pretty common to keep an eye on the door of the changing room to see what sort of fresh meat might appear throughout the evening.

It felt funny to be in such revealing lingerie while the men were all dressed. The first time everybody was naked and that tended to take away some of the self-consciousness of the situation yet Shelley didn't really mind the feeling at all. It was just a strange new experience that probably took a little getting used to.

"I wonder what they think about working in a place like this," Shelley whispered as a cute cocktail waitress in a skimpy little uniform walked by.

"I'm sure they think it's just fine and dandy. The waitresses are all members," Rachel whispered back.

"You're kidding."

"Nope. Some people get a kick out of it and you can make some pretty good tips, which helps offset the cost of membership. I've thought about doing it myself."

"Hello Rachel. Who is this enchanting creature?" asked a rather distinguished-looking older gentleman with graying temples and a salt and pepper goatee.

"This is my guest Shelley," Rachel replied.

"Pleased to meet you Shelley," said the man extending his hand. "I'm Alberto Marcus."

"Of Marcus Jeweler fame," Rachel added. "If you're nice to him Shelley you might get a good discount."

"If you're really nice to me you'll probably get a lot more than that," Alberto said with a grin. "My friend Gerald is supposed to meet me here but he seems to be running a little late. I was thinking about waiting for him in the spa. Perhaps you ladies would like to take a relaxing dip in the hot tub or maybe sit in the sauna?"

Rachel looked at Shelley who gave her a little nod and the two ladies were escorted by Alberto the spa room.

There were two different hot tubs, one very large one, presumably designed for groups, and a smaller version that was a bit more intimate. There was also a door leading to a sauna and an outdoor shower that was completely exposed.

There were also two changing rooms that were similar to the main ones only smaller. Outside of the changing rooms were tables stacked with towels, much like you might find at a hotel pool.

"I'll be right back ladies. Feel free to start without me if you get there first," Alberto said amiably as he headed off for the men's changing room.

"Well, let's get naked," said Rachel cheerfully as she indicated the other changing room door.

"Seems like kind of a shame to get all dressed up only to take everything off a few minutes later," Shelley commented as they headed off to change.

"Well darling, welcome to womanhood. That's what sexy lingerie is all about," Rachel chuckled. "If it works properly the whole idea is to get it off as quickly as possible."


CHAPTER 6:

Alberto was actually waiting for them in the smaller tub as they reappeared in the nude. Rachel's outfit was very sexy but it also took a little time to get in and out of, especially for one not totally familiar yet with the process.

They climbed in the tub and sat on either side as Alberto put his arms around each of them.

"There's no better way to unwind after a hard day of work than in a delightful pool of hot water. Especially when you're in the company of two such gorgeous women," said Alberto before he turned and kissed Rachel and then Shelley.

Shelley felt a tingle as her lips met a man's for the first time, even though he was a total stranger and presumably Rachel's "date" for the evening. They continued a little of this back and forth kissing while Rachel stroked Alberto's cock under the water and Shelley rubbed his chest.

Suddenly a very well-built young man was climbing into the tub and sliding up to Shelley.

"I figured I'd find you here, but I had no idea you'd have two babes already," the younger man teased. "I hope you can spare one."

"Ah, this is my young friend Gerald. Late, as usual, but hopefully a welcome addition to our little gathering," said Alberto with a smile. "I think you know Rachel and this is her guest Shelley."

"My goodness. If I had known what was waiting for me I wouldn't have been late," Gerald said as he stroked Shelley's cheek with his hand. "You're very beautiful my dear."

"Thank you. So are you," Shelly replied shyly.

"Yes, he's beautiful, you girls are beautiful, I'm rich and we're all naked. Let us see what sort of magic we can create with this combination."

That was apparently the cue to let the fucking commence so it did. Rachel swung over and positioned herself on Alberto's lap while Shelley and Gerald got down to some serious necking. After a while Gerald turned Shelley around, as they both stood up, and Shelley braced herself against the edge of the tub as Gerald took her from behind.

Gerald was probably not quite as facially handsome as Shelley's first man but he was very muscular and had a pretty big cock. Shelley's pussy seemed to accommodate it with no trouble, which came as somewhat of a relief.

A little while later Alberto jumped up on the edge of the tub and sat right next to where Shelley was resting on her arms. His erection was sticking straight up like a flag pole but she couldn't stare at it for long because Rachel had sidled over and gotten between the man's legs and looked like she was preparing to go down on him.

Shelley watched with a mix of envy, awe, fascination, and fear as her old buddy began to slurp at another man's love pump. She wondered whether Gerald would expect her to blow him as well. What would she do if he suddenly shoved his big cock in her face? It looked very tempting but she didn't know the first thing about giving head.

Rachel looked like she was really getting into it. Shelley felt intensely aroused from both the dick inside her and the view of her friend sucking cock so close by. Alberto looked so happy and content as he leaned back on both arms and let Rachel go to work.

"Your friend looks like she's really enjoying herself," Gerald grunted, making the not too subtle hint.

Shelley decided to go for it, even though she feared that it would be a disaster. She wriggled free from Gerald and turned around to face him. He grabbed her tightly and they kissed some more before Shelley lowered herself down in the water and took her man's throbbing erection in her grasp as he stood with his hands on his hips. She stroked him for a while, building up her courage, and then opened her mouth and let the tip of his dick enter.

The feeling was incredible, and like nothing she had ever felt before, with the warm bubbles of water bouncing all around her largely submerged body while a man's penis popped in and out of her mouth. She didn't even have to remind herself that she wasn't gay because she was a woman right now, it was almost as if she had forgotten that she wasn't a woman all along. It was just so sensuous and erotically charged to service a man like this and Gerald seemed like quite a man with his six-pack abs and thick hard cock.

"Suck it baby, suck it good," Gerald seemed to almost whisper.

She was trying. God knows she was trying to suck it good but wasn't sure what that entailed. Mostly she was stroking and just letting the first inch or so of his dick kind of slip back and forth between her lips. This was so dirty, she thought. So insanely dirty and arousing. It seemed like more than just sex somehow, it almost felt like a spiritual awakening or something, though that probably really wasn't the concept she was trying to describe in her head.

A lot of aspiring musicians find it very difficult to learn to play an instrument. It can be quite frustrating and even painful. But if they stick with it all of sudden there comes a day where it all just clicks into place and everything seems to make sense all at once. All the squeaks and scratches suddenly become music. That was sort of what she was feeling right now. Shelley felt like this was where she belonged. This is what she should be doing.

She felt bold. She swallowed more of his cock and started to used her tongue more aggressively while maintaining a steady stroking action all the time. Gerald grunted and one of his hands found its ways to the back of her head. Instead of being afraid it just turned her on all the more.

"Oh, baby that's good. That's so good. You suck that big cock baby. Show me how much you can take," said Gerald, this time in more of a groan than a whisper.

Shelley actually didn't get much more opportunity to see how deep she could take him as Gerald began to ejaculate in her mouth. It was hard to say which jets were hotter or harder, the tub's or the man's, but as Shelley wasn't drinking from the hot tub she would have voted for Gerald at that moment. He came in solid thick spurts of gooey essence. She kept sucking and stroking and simply guzzled down anything that wasn't spilling from her lips. There was a moment where she almost gagged but she got it under control quickly enough and was still sucking away long after the last drops of jizz had escaped from her lover's dick.

Then somehow she was propped up on the edge of the tub and found that she was seated next to Rachel. Both of their men were now between their legs and lapping at their pussies. This was all so crazy and wonderful. How could this be happening? More importantly, why didn't this happen all the time?

Shelley looked over at Rachel and smiled. She was so grateful to her friend for turning her on to this amazing new world. Rachel leaned over and the two girls kissed while their men continued to do their duty down below. That was another totally unexpected delight, but it felt right. They were friends, why shouldn't they kiss? It was just a way of expressing their fondness for each other. Men could be so stupid when it came to all that macho stuff, thought Shelley. People shouldn't be so uptight about things like that.

After a little more making out in the tub everyone decided to shower off and get dressed again. The men escorted the ladies into the dining area where apparently there was an ongoing buffet available most of the time. They just grabbed plates and served themselves before settling down at a table to enjoy a very pleasant meal and some equally pleasant conversation. It was still kind of funny to be in lingerie while the guys were fully dressed but it was no big deal. All the men and women were dressed like that so they didn't stand out or look odd.

Later they all adjourned to a sort of a lounge area that had various sofas and love seats and cushions about and some more serious necking went on and clothing was removed here and there and more carnal activities ensued. At some point the four of them got kind of mixed up in a tangle of bodies so that Shelley wasn't quite sure whose cock was where at any given time. She was definitely aware that both men were in her simultaneously for a while but it was sort of like a game of nude Twister. You just kind of grabbed, licked, or sucked whatever was in front of you, male or female.

All too soon the buzzer was going off in her bracelet and Shelley was astonished to realize that four hours had almost gone by. Not that she hadn't made the most of it, it was four hours of almost non-stop pleasure, but it was like watching a really good movie that you sort of hated to see end too soon.

The goodbyes were said all around and the girls retreated to their changing station and waited for the inevitable return to manhood, or at least male anatomy. Shelley sort of felt like her manhood had been flushed down the drain for good, but that was to be expected under the circumstances. When you're having so much fun and frolic it's easy to get carried away but presumably once the buzz wore off things would go back to normal.

They didn't.


CHAPTER 7:

Blake now totally understood what Rick had been saying. The thought of naked men seemed completely appealing. The thought of jumping on top of some poor girl and shoving his dick in her for a few minutes sounded really dull. Blake found himself browsing various lingerie stores online and trying to imagine what Shelley would look like in some of those outfits.

Even the fact that Blake and Rick had gotten pretty intimate with each other didn't seem like much of a problem since they were Shelley and Rachel at the time. Besides, in the heat of battle a certain amount of friendly fire was to be expected. They were friends. If being girlfriends sometimes meant that they could play around with each other a little in a way that they never would have done before that was all a bonus.

There was no doubt in Blake's mind that he was going to have to get a membership for himself. This was just too good to only sample here and there. The fact that everyone had names and personalities instead of just numbers kicked the whole thing up several notches. It was still just role playing, since Blake wasn't really a woman and didn't have a lifetime of female experiences to draw on or talk about, but for the most part the conversations had been pretty casual and comfortable. It wasn't all that different from having dinner with a client or something, except that he had been wearing a see-through teddy that showed off his shapely round tits.

Instead of feeling demeaned by the obvious male power display Blake felt kind of an ego boost from the constant praise and attention he had received. He also felt surprisingly happy to yield a lot of control to someone else, even if it was another man. Around men in general Blake tended to feel a sense of competition in a way. A feeling of needing to prove that he was more successful and that his dick was bigger and that he had banged more women. It was also kind of fatiguing to always be on the hunt for a date. The fear of rejection and the pressure of trying to impress a woman could get pretty stressful sometimes. It was a nice change of pace to be the one that men were trying to impress.

Of course it wasn't like he was exactly playing hard to get at the club but being physically attractive seemed to be more than enough to capture the interest of any number of guys. Nobody cared how much money he made or what kind of car he drove or how stable a provider he might be. All he had to do was wet his lips, look pretty, and be up for whatever sort of adventure came his way.

It seemed funny to Blake how quickly and easily he had adapted to the female role, especially in such an intense and intimate thing as sexuality. If someone had told him that he had to turn into a woman to go to work every day for a month that probably wouldn't have seemed like such a big deal. The job would have been the same, the work he was doing would have been the same, the only real difference he could see was in the wardrobe. Of course if he actually did try to do that he would probably find out that the office politics of sexual discrimination and harassment were still alive and well, although not as openly flouted as in years gone by. Still, had you asked Blake at the start what the worst thing about becoming a woman would be he would surely have said dealing with men, especially on a physical level.

It seemed crazy to him now as he pictured himself in a cute little pushup bra and fishnet stockings that he was sorely tempted to add to his online shopping cart. Men could be quite charming really. And strong and powerful and sexy. They just needed encouragement to really perform at their best. The more a man felt that he had "conquered" a woman the more confident he would become and the more likely he was to provide his conquest with a yummy girly orgasm.

Obviously membership was the way to go. The club had so much more to offer members and the atmosphere was much more refined. And it appeared that you could strike up relationships of a sort. Rick and Alberto had presumably had some kind of previous experiences together but Blake didn't sense any sort of a feeling of commitment there. It was just kind of nice to have some familiar faces...and cocks around he supposed.

Although sorely tempted to buy clothing Blake realized that he had no idea what his female size was. Rick must have taken measurements or something along the line. That was definitely a priority now. He could live with the stock stuff again if he had to but getting into something hot of his own choosing sounded very appealing.

Blake wondered what on earth they could possibly provide you at the club that was worth the additional price of even more exclusive membership. As it was now there were all sorts of amenities and options. It was hard to imagine ever needing any more than the basic membership. It was still just a hobby after all and you've got to draw the line somewhere.


CHAPTER 8:

"You look adorable in that outfit, darling," Rachel enthused once Shelley had her first lingerie purchase under her belt, or her garter belt in this case.

"It kind of makes my boobs stick up," Shelley replied as she examined her breasts in the mirror.

"That's what it's supposed to do, honey," Rachel chuckled. "Anyway, your boobs will probably be free enough in no time. You know the drill by now."

"I feel kind of bad always hanging around you. You probably want some privacy."

"Don't be silly! If the situation ever arises where we want to go off with someone we can just do it. Now let's go turn some heads," Rachel suggested.

"Or give some head," Shelley giggled.

"You little cocksucker! I had no idea you were so fond of salty snacks."

There was no sign of Alberto or Gerald at the moment so the ladies just grabbed a couple of drinks and wandered around a little. Things seemed kind of quiet tonight so a lot of people had already paired up. The club appeared to have numerous rooms serving various purposes and there were also some semi-private alcoves and hideaways tucked in here and there. There was no rule against fornicating in the main lounge but most people tended to use it more as a socializing area. There really wasn't any rule against fornicating just about anywhere but common sense seemed to dictate that fucking on the buffet cart was probably not going to be appreciated by your fellow members.

"You know, I love fucking but I really enjoy just strutting around in my underwear too," said Shelley as they nursed their drinks on a sofa.

"Me too. It's fun to get prettied up and just hang out with your gal pals," said Rachel. "I love the club but sometimes I wish I could do it in real life."

"Really? I think I'd be afraid to be like this somewhere else. I mean it sounds interesting but also kind of intimidating. I feel really safe here in this environment and I'm not worried that someone is going to recognize me or something. Plus it seems kind of surreal. Almost like a dream in a way. When the drug wears off you wake up and go back to your normal life. It makes it easier for me to keep the two worlds separated in my mind I guess," Shelley explained.

"Yeah, I felt a lot like that at first. I was still so worried about protecting my manhood and everything but lately my curiosity seems to be getting the better of me. You know I sometimes put on my female clothes at home, even though I don't have the body for it? I just like the way they feel. Sometimes I even sleep in a nightgown now."

"Wow, I bet that would be pretty comfortable," commented Shelley. "It would probably just make me horny though."

"You're such a slut, that doesn't surprise me," Rachel teased.

"At least I'm just a slut not a gold digger."

"Jealous, jealous, jealous," Rachel laughed as she held up her rather elegant bracelet that had come from Alberto's jewelry empire.

"He fucked me too at some point," Shelley pouted.

"You've just got to work a little harder to reel in the big fish darling. And your date was certainly an excellent consolation prize. You got the hunk but I got the rocks."

"Do you think it's wrong to take gifts from men for fucking them?"

"Hell no! I've shelled out a fortune in my life on women that I was hoping to fuck but never scored with so a few rewards for services rendered seems like karmic payback to me," Rachel said with a laugh.

"That's true. I've never bothered to count it all up but I'm guessing that all the dating I've done over the years would probably buy a decent car or at least be a sizeable down payment on a really nice one."

"I guess we just have to hook up with a couple of luxury auto dealers then."

They didn't hook up with auto dealers of any type that evening and actually had to wait quite a while before things heated up a bit. The girls had gone back to the hot tub, figuring that it was as good a place as any to wait for some action, and eventually they were joined by two men who they paired up with and enjoyed a pleasant fuck.

It hadn't turned out to be the most thrilling evening of sex but Shelley had enjoyed trying out her new lingerie in public and both girls really had a good time just hanging out together.

When Blake got home he thought about what Rachel had said about sleeping in a nightgown so he decided to try it for himself. He had to admit that the fabric felt wonderful against his skin and that even though he was back in his male body the simple act of wearing lingerie again made him feel pleasantly feminine.

In some ways this evening at the club had been somewhat troubling to Blake. He had assumed that his interest in body shifting was purely a kinky thrill to achieve sexual gratification but he had actually really enjoyed just being female without any sex involved. Had he gone home without getting laid he wouldn't have felt cheated or disappointed in the least. It was always a pleasure just to slip back into that sensuous body, feeling the curvature of his hips and the weight of his breasts.

Now that he had his female measurements he could begin to express himself through his clothing a little more, even if the dress code for girls was strictly nightwear and he ultimately ended up naked anyway. That didn't mean that he couldn't buy a few things and try them on in the changing room just to see how they looked. He might never get to use those clothes for anything but he could snap a few selfies for his own amusement. It would be kind of nice to have some pictures of Shelley just to remind him of his other persona.

Over the next few months Blake spent more and more time at the club and more and more time around the house dressed in his growing female wardrobe. Sometimes he went with Rick and sometimes by himself but it was always the highlight of his day. No matter how stressed out and shitty things got at work it was all forgotten once he was Shelley. Then everything was just pleasure and beauty and happiness. Blake still had to pay the bills and deal with the car when it needed servicing but Shelley just lived in a world of pampered ecstasy. She was pretty and admired and men wanted to be with her and buy her things and make love to her whenever they could. She had rapidly become a club favorite.

Blake even started to wear panties instead of his usual boxer shorts under his pants when he went to work. Of course he hoped to hell that he wouldn't get hit by a bus or something and end up in the hospital trying to explain why he had girly underwear on but he figured most hospitals saw weirder shit than that all the time.

Rick and Blake were closer than ever, either as women or men. They shared such a wonderful secret and it was great to have someone to talk to about the strange feelings and emotions that were growing inside them each day. Whether it was the drug or not they had no idea but they couldn't deny at this point that they were both totally in love with being female.

"I know it's pretty darn expensive but I think I'm going for the next membership level," Rick announced one day when they were having drinks and watching a game at a local sports bar.

"Do you think it's really worth it?" Blake asked, feeling slightly odd at having this conversation at this particular venue.

"Well I've been talking to some people and it sounds like things get a bit more intense," Rick almost whispered.

"How much more intense can it get?"

"For one thing you have access to longer duration pills. Much longer."

"How much longer?" Blake inquired.

"Like 24 hours or more."

"Jesus."

"I know. That thought makes my head spin. And apparently you can either stay in the club in rooms that are like a hotel or go out into the world if you want. You can even sign up for weekend excursions and stuff like that," Rick explained.

"Man that sounds appealing. I would love to have somewhere to wear all those damn clothes I've been buying," Blake said earnestly.

"And needless to say the men who are members tend to be more exclusive too. It costs them a hell of a lot more as I understand it. You get more business tycoons and movie stars."

"Okay, I'm sold. I may have to sell some stock or something but it sounds like it might be worth it. I mean what's the harm in trying it out? If it's not that much better we can always go back to the basic membership," Blake suggested.

"My thought exactly."

"You interested in seeing the end of the game?"

"Not particularly," Rick replied.

"Me neither. Why don't we head over to the club and see what this advanced membership thing is all about."


CHAPTER 9:

Advanced membership was definitely a step up the ladder and literally involved going up a staircase to get to it. The membership package they had received was full of information that helped prepare them for the change of atmosphere. There was a main reception hall, much like the basic membership, but this time it was all upscale attire for males and females alike. Suits for men at the minimum but tuxedos were recommended.

There was a full service beauty parlor available on the premises so that a woman could get her hair and makeup done professionally. There were even a few shops, much like a resort hotel might have, were you in the mood for shopping or needed something special on the spur of the moment.

The dining room was a bit more formal, at least during certain hours, but the buffet style option was always available for people who just wanted to grab a quick bite to eat. There were more themed rooms as well. The BDSM dungeon was well-stocked with toys and gadgets of all kinds and there was a disco for dancing that sometimes featured stripping as well, for those members who were inclined to strut their stuff on a stage. The private rooms were first-come-first-served unless you booked one in advance.

The place wasn't as crowded on a regular basis, which wasn't that surprising considering the cost, but there were a lot of scheduled events, particularly on weekends, where presumably the turnout was larger. Of course there was nothing to say that you would even want to remain in the club if you were taking a 24 or 48 hour pill. You might want to just get gussied up and go out on the town with a club member or on your own.

Both Shelley and Rachel felt their heads spinning as they walked around for the first time with their stylish evening dresses and tastefully applied makeup. This was a real dream come true. They felt like movie stars, or maybe even more like super high-class call girls at some resort on the French Riviera. It was a world miles apart from their ordinary lives, yet just a short drive from home.

"I feel like I should be smoking a cigarette from a long holder," Rachel whispered.

"But you don't smoke," Shelley reminded her.

"I know...but I bet it would look cool."

They walked around for a while checking out the various rooms that were now available to them and waited for something to happen. It didn't take long.

"Oh my God," Shelley whispered as she clutched at Rachel's arm. "That's Johnny James, the rock star...and I think he's coming over this way."

"Hello ladies," said the slightly aging guitar hero with a charming British accent. "Are you waiting for anyone?"

"No, just checking the place out. It's our first night as advanced members," said Rachel, trying to remain calm.

"That's why I haven't see you before. I think I'd remember two lovely birds like you. You up for a bit of fun then?"

"The three of us?" asked Shelley.

"Unless you've got some more friends on the way," Johnny said with a grin. "Although at my age I don't know that I can handle more than three or four at a time."

"No just the two of us tonight," Rachel giggled.

"That's fine. I can give you more attention that way," said Johnny. "I've got a room if you fancy a bit of privacy but I'm pretty much open to anything."

His room sounded fine so the three of them went off to Johnny's suite. They had no idea if all of the rooms were so nice but this one was definitely first class all the way.

"I pay extra for this pad but I think it's worth it," said Johnny, answering the question they had both been wondering. "I like to have plenty of room in case things get wild. Now I don't know what you like but I sort of like having an opening act before I come onstage, so if you ladies want to get things warmed up I'll just sit over here for a bit and have a watch."

This was not at all what the girls had expected but they just giggled and stripped down to their stockings and shoes. Then they got on the huge bed and began to hug each other. They honestly weren't exactly sure what to do next.

"That's nice. I like to see friends getting friendly like that but maybe you'd like to get even more friendly," Johnny suggested.

The girls just smiled at each other before they closed their eyes and locked lips. Soon their mouths were open and their tongues were in exploration mode. Then Rachel started to squeeze Shelley's boobs and sucked on her pert nipples. Shelley felt incredibly aroused, both by the feeling of her best friend playing with her tits and by the knowledge that they were being watched by a legendary rock star. It just didn't seem like it could be possible.

Shelley suddenly felt the urge to be aggressive and pushed Rachel on her back. Spreading her friend's legs wide apart Shelley began to finger Rachel's pussy before going down on it with her mouth. She had no idea what Johnny was up to at the moment, being fully preoccupied with muff diving, but had she taken a peak she would have seen the famous musician playing with his skin flute instead of his guitar.

Rachel was getting pretty wet and that made Shelley lap at her cream all the more enthusiastically. Shelley thought she heard the sound of something falling on the floor but she was still too focused to really take note.

It wasn't until she felt the bed bounce behind her and her ass being slightly elevated that she realized that the headliner had made his appearance. Johnny wasted little time in plunging his stiff tool into Shelley's moist gash. They had been part of a four way with Alberto and Gerald but this felt more intimate and clearly defined. That other time had been a cavalcade of body parts twisting and turning but there was no doubt now that a famous rock star was humping her doggy style while she licked her best friend's pussy. What a mind bender, thought Shelley.

Shelley had seen this guy in concert twice and remembered feeling jealous that his dates, on both occasions, seemed really turned on by the dude. Blake liked the band but the girls liked Johnny's tight leather pants and the big bulge in his crotch. How funny that those girls never got any closer than the 18th row but here was Shelley actually getting humped by the guy! Never in a million years would Blake have imagined something like this happening when watching the man perform. Blake had actually scoffed at the bulge in Johnny's pants, dismissing it as padding, but now it appeared from the way it felt inside her that it was actually the real thing all along.

Then it was Rachel's turn to taste Shelley's snatch as Johnny slid in and took a turn at boning Rachel. Shelley just rode her friend's face while she squeeze her own tits and made wonderful little moaning sounds. She started facing the other way but soon turned around so that she could watch the astounding sight of Johnny James drilling her best pal.

He definitely looked older than he did on TV but that was to be expected. He probably wore makeup on television. Still his signature hairdo was familiar as always and for a guy who was famous for his hard partying it looked like he was in surprisingly good shape. A guy like that probably had a personal trainer and whole gym in his house Shelley thought.

When Johnny was getting ready to strum his final chord both of the girls got on their knees and began to stroke and suck him to completion. As he ejaculated he tried to get it in their mouths but his aim wasn't all that great and they both ended up with kind of a messy facial. Shelley and Rachel just laughed and licked the excess cum from their fingers and even off of each other's faces.

"Why don't we have a bit of a rest," Johnny suggested as he flopped down between them. "Then maybe get a bite and have another go?"

That sounded just fine to the ladies who hopped off to the bathroom first for a little better wash-up.

"Can you believe what's happening?" Rachel whispered while they were examining their makeup in the mirror.

"Not really. I can't believe what just happened," Shelley said with a giggle. "I think I just licked Johnny James' cum from your face."

"I'll never wash this cheek again," Rachel said jokingly. "Oh...too late. I already did."

Johnny ordered room service, another perk that they didn't know was available, and after dinner and a bottle of champagne Johnny was ready to rock again. He may have been exaggerating about being able to handle three or four girls at once but so far nothing about the man had shattered his image in their eyes. He shot his wad two more times that night before they all passed out in a heap shortly before the sun came up.


CHAPTER 10:

Johnny had to get going but he let the girls stay in the room as long as they wanted and even had breakfast delivered before getting a quick morning BJ and heading off to do whatever it is that famous rock stars do when they aren't banging strange women in a sex club.

This was the life! Sure, they were probably nothing more than a couple of groupies to the man, but it had been an adventure for the ages.

"I'd like to tell people that I'd met Johnny James but the circumstances would be a little hard to explain," Rachel joked.

"Shoot! We didn't even get his autograph," Shelley said with a laugh. "Now no one will believe that we met him anyway."

"It must be nice being considered super rich even in a swanky place like this. I wonder if he keeps this room booked all the time or just rents it on occasion."

"I was wondering the same thing myself," said Shelley as she stretched happily and wandered around the suite.

"I wasn't sure if you were going to go for it when he suggested that we start without him."

"Not the first time I've had your pussy in my face, bitch," Shelley teased in return. "At least I assume that was you. The memory of that whole thing is a little cloudy."

"I enjoyed making out with you," Rachel admitted. "Isn't that kind of weird?"

"I enjoyed it too but nothing I do anymore really surprises me," Shelley replied. "I guess we're just a couple of horny sluts."

"It feels good to wake up like this. I mean when I sleep in a nightgown I wake up feeling sort of womanly but this is the first time I actually woke up as a woman."

"Yeah, I could definitely get used to this," Shelley nodded in agreement.

The girls still had about half a day of femininity left on their dosage so they decided to brave the outside world for the first time before they ultimately headed for home. After getting dressed and visiting the beauty parlor again they agreed to meet at a local shopping center they both knew.

They were definitely a bit overdressed so the first thing on their agenda was to pick out some more casual clothing that they could wear the next time they were in a similar situation. So far they had purchased all of their clothing online so this was their first chance to actually try things on and they had a blast doing it. Tight jeans, pretty dresses, cute tops...it was almost overwhelming trying to limit their purchases with so many options. Men's clothing seemed so boring to them now. About the only time a man was allowed to wear anything pretty was if he was on some tropical beach wearing a Hawaiian shirt. In the animal kingdom it was the male peacock who had the beautiful plumage in order to attract a mate but for humans it was definitely the female of the species who got the prettiest feathers.

Of course they wanted shoes and accessories too, although they ended up with so much stuff that it seemed unlikely they would ever actually get the chance to use it anywhere except at home. And that was probably okay too. For both of them cross-dressing at home had become a pretty regular part of their life. Of course there was always the panic of someone coming to the door and having to scramble to cover up or get out of the embarrassing attire but that wasn't a huge problem since they both lived alone and didn't have to worry about someone coming home early or anything like that.

After their extensive shopping foray they had lunch and then decided to head back to their respective homes. Shelley changed into one of her new purchases and decided to continue shopping on her own, this time for more practical needs like groceries.

At the club she was quite used to the way men checked her out all the time, which was perfectly natural since she was usually just wearing lingerie and everybody was there to get laid, but it felt kind of odd to be getting the same appraising glances from men in the supermarket. She wasn't wearing anything inappropriate or slutty but she felt the male eyes roaming all over her body. At first she worried that maybe someone recognized her but that seemed next to impossible so she chalked it up to being a pretty woman and kept pushing her cart around the produce department. She tried to put herself in Blake's position and realized that he would probably be looking at her too. It was just a natural male reaction when encountering an attractive female.

She realized that most of those guys were trying to undress her with their eyes. They wondered what she looked like naked. They were trying to figure out how big her tits really were. They probably secretly wished that they were cavemen and that they could just run over and hump her up against the avocado bin before finishing up their shopping and going home to their wives and kids.

Shelley wondered whether she had fucked any married men, and if so, how many? There was nothing on the club membership forms that asked about your matrimonial status. Some of the men were undoubtedly married and probably some of the women too. That was a weird thought. Blake had never been married and wasn't seeing anyone recently so letting Shelley loose to do the fucking for the family was just fine and dandy. It seemed like this kind of a double life would be hard to get away with if you were coming home to a wife.

Thank goodness she wasn't tangled up in any sort of a relationship, thought Shelley. That would make this whole thing so much more complicated and probably confusing too. Blake's sex drive for women had fallen off steadily, which seemed a little ironic since Shelley had just enjoyed getting it on with Rachel, but Shelley guessed that it wasn't so much a decrease in interest in girls as much as it was a decrease in interest to fuck anyone while being a man. Well, that was probably no great loss really. That constant craving for pussy and the aching disappointment that so often went along with it was not something that would be missed.

Of course it would be strange to go through life without ever having a relationship again but you could have sort of a relationship at the club by hooking up with someone on a more exclusive basis. Some girls probably did that. Shelley certainly had a couple of "regulars" by now who she tended to spend time with if they were there. And this advanced membership appeared to open up all sorts of possibilities in that regard since you had access to private rooms and pills that would allow you to change for longer periods of time. It was quite conceivable that she might hook up with someone at the club and then go off and spend a weekend with them somewhere or something. That sounded like fun.

What also sounded like fun was the upcoming stripper competition at the club. Shelley had absolutely no idea how to strip, or even how to dance like a girl for that matter, but she was determined to learn. There were actually some pretty decent cash prizes and you could get tips as well which certainly wouldn't hurt right now as the old bank account was getting kind of strained!


CHAPTER 11:

The Internet is famous as the great bastion of all things pornographic but do a search for videos on "how to strip" and you'll actually find more information on how to strip a car to the frame, how to strip old wallpaper off your walls, or how to strip wood for resurfacing. Apparently "exotic dancing" was a preferable term in this day and age where everyone wants the word "engineer" tacked onto their title. It made sense to Blake. Stripper probably had a negative connotation in many people's minds. Since he was still at the phase where he rather enjoyed being thought of as a slut, bimbo, whore, or fuck toy, stripper actually sounded like a promotion. No matter. Exotic dancing it was.

Problem number one was that trying to practice the moves he saw on the videos felt kind of physically awkward. He didn't care how silly he probably looked trying to arch his back and shake his ass but his female body just seemed to be jointed differently or something. He just didn't have much in the way of hips to be swiveling and no boobs to juggle either. Still it was an opportunity to learn some of the basics and Blake was a quick learner.

Blake had a couple of girlfriends over the years who liked to go dancing but he had never invested much effort in it. They kind of shimmied around and he sort of put his hands on their waist or something but there was no way in hell he was going to bust a move in front of a bunch of strangers. Girls, on the other hand, always looked cute when they were dancing around, even if they weren't terribly good at it he thought. He liked the way they would throw their arms over their head and shake their hips, seemingly unconcerned with what anybody thought of them. That was the kind of uninhibited joy he was hoping to unlock within himself. And winning some money would be nice too.

One day he called in sick at work and went to the club, which he knew would be pretty dead this early in the day. He asked if he could practice on the stripper poles in the disco and since nothing was going on in there anyway he was given permission to use the stage as he liked. Then he popped a four hour pill, became Shelley, changed into her "dance clothes" and hit the stage.

Pole dancing was incredibly hard to practice without a pole but Shelley figured that if she could work that into her routine she might have a bit of an edge. She had no idea what the experience level would be for the competition but at least it was limited to members who hadn't danced for pay at the club before.

She had brought her training videos along on her laptop and gave the first one a quick review before approaching the pole and trying to put her lessons into action. The beginning was very basic, just learning how to move around the pole while striking attractive poses. Shelley knew she would be trying this in heels eventually but for now she worked with bare feet, although she did try to stand on her toes a bit here and there.

The pole had obvious phallic connotations so stroking it periodically was one of the easy recommendations to get things heated up without much dancing required. The pole also provided something solid to hang onto to so that you could arch your back or lift a leg without fear of falling down. She knew her leg extensions were probably terrible but she was working on trying to get them straight and graceful.

Spinning around the pole was a bit trickier. The easiest was to just grab the pole and strut around it in a circle but squatting down or standing back up while doing it took more practice. Shelley was really amazed at how much fun she was having and wished that she had an actual dance teacher to help her instead of just running back to her computer monitor periodically to get the next moves.

She felt like she had some natural sense of rhythm in this body, which was encouraging, and helped to give her the confidence to try increasingly more difficult maneuvers. After a while she could actually lift herself up on the pole a bit and sort of spin to the ground without completely falling on her ass, which was a good start.

After working the pole she took advantage of the empty stage to go through some of her other dance moves. Heels were still a challenge just to walk in properly but she gave them a try and found that it wasn't impossible to dance in them, just a lot harder. She hadn't chosen her music yet or planned out a whole routine but she was learning some basic steps and poses and those she practiced over and over again.

It was amazingly fun and she even tried a little actual stripping during the process though her main focus was still on her moves more than anything. While shaking her bare breasts she heard clapping coming from somewhere in the back of the dark room and suddenly felt very self-conscious. She had no idea that anyone was watching her.

"Very good," said a man's voice. "Are you one of the new dancers?"

"Not hardly. Just practicing for the contest," Shelley replied as she went to retrieve her top.

"Please, don't let me interrupt you. I just wanted to say that I think you've got a lot of talent."

"Thanks, but I kind of doubt that. This is the first time I've ever been on a stage in my life."

"All the more reason to think that you're talented. I would have guessed that you'd been doing this for some time."

The voice had now come up to the front of the stage and Shelley could see a very handsome man in what she guessed was his mid 30's to early 40's. He wore a black suit and a black turtleneck sweater and his hair was jet black as well.

"I'm Kyle Landry, by the way, and now that I've seen you a little closer I see that you're not only talented you're incredibly beautiful as well. That is a delightful combination."

"Thank you again," said Shelley pulling her top back on. "My confidence can use all the boosting it can get."

"As I say I hate to interrupt your work but if you'd like to take a break perhaps I could take you to lunch or something," Kyle suggested.

"I was just about to wrap it up anyway. This dancing business is harder than it looks."

"Yes it is. So have you worked up an appetite?"

"Absolutely. Just let me grab a quick shower and change clothes."

Shelley wasn't sure what to wear exactly so she chose a nice dress that wasn't too flashy but would probably be suitable in just about any situation. She was surprised when Kyle escorted her out of the club and up to a waiting car with a driver. It wasn't quite a limousine but it was sleek and black, like Kyle's wardrobe and hair. Apparently they were going to go somewhere "off campus" for lunch. It would be her first date outside of the club and she suddenly wished she had taken more than a four hour pill.

"Do you like seafood?" Kyle asked once they were both seated in the back of the car.

"Love it," Shelley replied cheerfully.

"Good. One of my favorite places is not too far from here."

Presumably the driver already had his instructions because the car sped off and Shelley wondered who this guy was. He obviously had money and he was very attractive so it seemed like a winning situation all around.


CHAPTER 12:

"I really should get to the club more these days," said Kyle as they were waiting for their meal to arrive. "It would be tragic to have missed out on meeting someone as lovely and gifted as you are my dear."

The restaurant was at the top of a tall building not terribly far from the club and had a spectacular view of the city below. Shelley sort of gasped under her breath when she saw the prices on the menu but it looked like Kyle could handle it so she went ahead and ordered what she wanted without worrying too much about the costs.

"I haven't been an advanced member for very long," Shelley explained. "And I somewhat suspect that you don't have any trouble meeting attractive women in or out of the club."

"Well, you've got me there, I do have an eye for pretty girls but I'm also not an idle flatterer. I think you honestly do have the makings of a good dancer. Not just an exotic dancer but a dancer in general. Are you telling me you have absolutely no training or background in dance?"

"None whatsoever."

"Then you're a natural, which is always the best. Some people train for years and get their technique down but never have any fire or passion in their work. Your body seems responsive and you move well instinctively. I'm anxious to see your performance."

"Okay, I'm probably an idiot because I don't know who you are but you obviously know something about dancing," said Shelley directly.

"Well I'm not offended. I'm hardly a household name but I've been in the business quite a few years. I actually started out as a dancer on Broadway. Then a dance captain and then a choreographer and then a director before I sold my soul and moved to Hollywood. So yes I do know a little something about dancing," Kyle chuckled.

"As long as I'm laying my cards on the table there's something I'd like to ask. You're a member of the club so you know who I am and what I really am and what I'm going to turn back into in a couple of hours when this pill wears off. Why does a guy like you, who I'm guessing has access to all kinds of real women, even bother with a place like the club?"

"Don't you think of yourself as a real women?" Kyle asked.

"Right now, absolutely," Shelley replied.

"We only exist in the here and now. Right now we're eating lunch. Perhaps sometime later we'll want to go to bed. Or perhaps we'll want to take a trip to Tahiti. If all you need to feel like a real woman is another pill I've got a whole box of them in my pocket."

Their food arrived and the conversation shifted to more general topics. Shelley was very interested to hear Kyle's stories about show business and he seemed very interested in hearing anything at all that she had to say, especially about what motivated her to join the club.

"I had a friend who had been a few times and kept encouraging me to try it," Shelley explained. "I thought it sounded crazy but I figured one time wouldn't kill me."

"And your friend visited the club as a man or a woman?" Kyle inquired.

"As a woman. Although honestly if he had said that he knew of a place where there were all kinds of naked women just waiting to have sex I wouldn't have needed any prodding to go along. It was the fact that we were going to be the naked girls that bothered me."

"And you never had any leanings in that direction before?"

"Not at all."

"Yet you found something about it appealing I assume since you've since gone on to purchase membership."

"It was a bit of a shock to find out how quickly I embraced being female," Shelley admitted. "Now I don't know how I ever lived without it."

"It appears that you're a natural at womanhood too," Kyle said with a warm smile. "I'm glad. I think it's wonderful when people discover who they really are instead of trying to live the life they're expected to live. My father hated the fact that I was a dancer. Hated the thought of his son wearing tights. He even enrolled me in boxing lessons, which I wasn't half bad at since I was quick on my feet. He assumed that I was gay. When I moved to New York to dance everyone there assumed I was gay. I've had several analysts tell me that that's the reason why I seem to have such an obsessive desire to bed as many beautiful women as possible. That I'm constantly trying to assert my masculinity. They may be right...but I think I may just be really horny. Am I going to bed you my gorgeous new companion?"

"I hope so," Shelley replied. "But it's going to have to be a quickie unless you want to pop one of those pills in my mouth."

"I would be delighted to pop whatever you like in your mouth but first let's start with a taste of this salmon. I think you really ought to sample it. It's quite delicious."

Kyle offered his fork and Shelley took a bite as requested and agreed that the salmon was the best she had ever tasted. Of course her meal was spectacular too so she didn't regret her choice but she promised to give the salmon a try if she ever happened to be here again.

Then it was off to Kyle's house up in the hills. It was a bit of a drive and Shelley was worried that her time was running out so Kyle produced a what looked like a solid gold cigarette case, or something like that, and there were numerous little pills that looked exactly like the ones at the club.

"I thought this was an exclusive thing at the club," Shelley said.

"Technically it is. That's where I usually get them. It's one of the perks of having the top level membership. I enjoy the atmosphere at the club but there are times where I'd rather plan my own entertainment so I try to keep a good supply on hand for situations just like this. How long a duration would you like my dear?" Kyle asked.

"Well I just called in sick at work today so maybe I better just start with another four hours and see how it goes," Shelley suggested.

"Very prudent. I like that. Don't worry, I have plenty more if you decide to call in sick tomorrow as well."

Kyle picked out a four hour pill and gently placed it on her tongue. He was about to reach for a bottle of water but Shelley just gulped it down dry and began to suck on his finger as if she was giving head. Kyle added a second finger and she sucked that as well until she decided to unzip his pants and go to work sucking on something a little bigger.

There was plenty of room in the backseat for her to get in a good position and his cock was nice and hard as she pulled it out of his pants. She had wanted to fuck him almost from the moment they met but she worried that the limited time she had would prevent that from happening right away. Now that she had her batteries recharged she was hungry for the taste of his manhood.

She was still blowing him as they arrived at his house so she didn't get a very good look at it as they drove up but Kyle somehow managed to extricate himself from her embrace and tucked his dick away as they both got out of the car. Now she could see what a fabulous spread it was, which didn't surprise her in the least considering everything else about the guy seemed to scream wealth and elegance.

Inside it was tastefully decorated but had kind of a homey feeling as well, with a lot of show business memorabilia all around and a variety of awards on display. She didn't get the grand tour right away as Kyle couldn't wait to pull her dress off while she scrambled to get him out of his clothes. He was still kicking off his shoes and she still had her bra on as they both collapsed on the nearest couch but it didn't long for those items to hit the floor as well.

Kyle went straight for the boobs, as so many men do, and Shelley contented herself with rubbing his shoulders and kissing him on the top of the head. Then she was on her back and they were both kissing properly and with great passion. The kissing continued as Kyle entered her and soon she was clutching at his back so tightly that she feared it would leave a mark. Kyle didn't seem to object and just started fucking her harder.

Her lower body was moving faster than she had ever felt it move before during sex and Kyle was keeping up with her in perfect harmony. She tried to lock her gaze on his eyes, which were sort of an exquisite shade of emerald green, but as she began to climax she threw her head back and closed her eyes against her will.

Kyle lifted her up a little and the sudden change of angle seemed to kick her senses into even a higher gear. She began making noises that were strange even for her and she felt like she was on the verge of passing out. While she was still in throes of her intense orgasm Kyle began to erupt inside her and they finished in the same wild frenzy that they had started, only Shelley actually felt kind of relieved to be done as well. Usually an orgasm just meant that things were heating up but this one had been so violent and draining that it was almost more like having sex as a man. When Kyle collapsed on top of her she was more than ready to take a break too.

"I don't know if this means anything to a big womanizer like you but that was the best fuck I've ever had in my life," Shelley told him in between deep breaths as she tried to get her body under control again.

"Yes, that means a lot to me," Kyle panted, equally spent, "and while I don't usually like to compare sexual encounters that was certainly the best first time with someone I can recall. I find that sex tends to improve greatly with familiarity and shared experience. It's like dancing. You only reach your peak when you and your partner are so close that you think as one."

"Well I hope we get the chance to explore that theory in greater detail," Shelley said with a smile.

"Oh, I have a very strong hunch that we will indeed. Now, as soon as you feel up to using your legs again I'd be happy to show you the rest of the house."


CHAPTER 13:

The house was actually bigger even than it looked from the outside. It was just amazing. Blake hadn't done badly for himself, hence his ability to finance his habit, but Kyle was in another league. On a deeply subconscious level Kyle's material success made it easier for Shelley/Blake to comfortably surrender to his masculine superiority. Everybody likes money and having nice things so the fact that he was loaded was a definite plus for Shelley on a conscious level as well, but she really wasn't that greedy. It was sort of like penis size. A big cock was nice in and of itself but when it was significantly bigger than Blake's the lingering internal shreds of masculinity all but disappeared.

Kyle just seemed like a "real" man to her. Everything that Blake might have dreamt of being once upon a time. Of course she didn't really know the man at all and was basing her observations on some pretty superficial things but she was drawn to Kyle in a way that she had yet to be drawn by any other man so far.

Johnny James was a celebrity that she already knew and was a hoot to be in a three-way with but she felt something for Kyle even when she thought he might just be an employee of the club coming to turn on the lights or something. The fact that he was a professional dancer who had stumbled on her purely by chance at the precise moment she was becoming interested in dancing also felt a little like fate. He was a self-professed womanizer so this was probably just how he got his kicks but she honestly thought she saw something in those gorgeous green eyes. She knew she was developing a crush on him already, although she also knew it was a foolish game to play that could only lead to heartbreak in the end.

It felt funny, in one way, to walk around a stranger's house in the nude, but it also felt amazingly comfortable and freeing. Shelley was anxious to learn more about Kyle's past and he, being a show business person, was delighted to talk about it. It seemed that every poster and photo on the wall had some amazing story behind it.

"This is me when I basically just got off the bus in New York," said Kyle as he handed her a framed black and white photo of himself in a leotard.

"Wow, you were really cute. Not that you aren't now of course, but you must have driven the girls wild in that outfit," Shelley said admiringly.

"Sadly it seemed to do more to the boys than the girls," Kyle chuckled. "I can't tell you how many times men hit on me. And when you told a girl that you were a dancer they usually just jumped to the conclusion that you were a homosexual. Of course it did have it's advantages too, like being the only straight guy in your dance class. Once those girls found out that I wasn't gay I pretty much became the rooster in the hen house. Although that can get you into trouble too once they compare notes and realize that you're banging your way systematically through the whole class."

"So I'm still not sure I understand why you like being with girls who are only girls while they're under the influence of a drug. Have you already banged every starlet and super model in town or something?" Shelley teased.

"That's a very good question, and one I've asked myself many times. My analysts have tried to tell me that it implies latent homosexual tendencies in that it gives me a way of having sex with men without confronting the reality of it openly. Everybody in my life seems to be hung up on trying to convince me that I'm really gay but I honestly have never been able to generate any enthusiasm for it."

"You mean you've tried?"

"Sort of I suppose. Once when I was young I went to a cast party after a show that was getting pretty wild. We did a lot of drugs in those days and kind of an orgy broke out. As all the body parts were flying around a guy kissed me and I didn't fall to pieces but when another guy grabbed my cock I knew it was time to go home," said Kyle with a wistful laugh. "And later I actually tried one of those pills that I carry around. That's why I first came to the club, to experience what it would be like to be in a woman's body. I enjoyed the sensation of changing into someone new but I never could bring myself to actually have sex with a man so I found a willing female partner and went down on her until my pill wore off. I never tried the pill again but I was intrigued by the facility and by the people who went there so I became a member."

"I'm glad you didn't get hooked on being female like I did," Shelley joked. "You've got one gorgeous cock mister and you know how to use it. It would be a shame if you traded it in on a pussy."

"You don't mind having traded your cock in on a pussy?"

"Not in the slightest. Certainly not with men like you around."

"I wonder what my analysts would think of you," Kyle said with a grin.

"Sounds like they'd probably think I was gay and they'd probably be right...although I haven't completely lost my taste for women when I'm on the pill, so I guess that makes me sort of bi or something."

"That is an interesting note to log away for future reference, but at the moment I think I want you all to myself."

"That's good, because I feel the same way."

"And behold...our tour has dramatically concluded in the master bedroom. Perhaps we would be more comfortable carrying on this conversation in a reclining position," Kyle suggested in mock theatrical grandeur.

"And perhaps I can get back to sucking your big cock. I didn't get to properly finish the job in the car."

"My dear, I find your direct honesty incredibly refreshing and in that spirit I will say that I would be happy for you to suck my big cock for as long as you like."

Shelley decided that she would very much like to suck his big cock for a very long time and gave it her absolute best effort. She was pretty seriously fond of giving head by this point and giving head to a man she liked this much only spurred her on all the more. She was getting good at the attack and release technique where the object was to get the man as close to ejaculating as possible then backing off enough to let him cool down again. It was probably kind of a form of torture in a way but an exquisite one and the man could always end it any time with an abrupt stream of jizz in her mouth.

Kyle seemed quite willing to let Shelley control the action any way that she pleased. Like most theatrical directors he was a bit of a control freak and tended to dominate his partners in bed but he realized that he was in the hands of a true cock sucking artist and allowed her the creative freedom she deserved.

When Shelley was finally ready to let him off the hook the spasms he felt were earth shaking. Even though he had just cum not that long before he seemed to find some secret reservoir of essence that just kept flowing down Shelley's throat in huge sticky waves. His volume actually caught her a little by surprise as well and there was some inevitable seepage from her lips but trooper that she was she finished him like a pro.

"Okay, I'm not even going to bother protesting the decorum of comparing women because that was the best goddamn blowjob I've ever had, bar none," Kyle sighed heavily with relief and joy. "Where did you learn how to do that?"

"Just practice as much as I can," Shelley said, trying to sound casual but beaming with pride inside.

"You are definitely a natural. There's no doubt about it. I have no idea how you feel about being a man in general but I suggest that you seriously consider trading that male body in for good!"


CHAPTER 14:

It had just been a silly thing to say in bed so Shelley tried not to think about it too much but she sort of wondered why he had said it. It was obviously meant as a compliment for her sexual prowess as a woman but he knew that she didn't have the option to go female fulltime Or did she? Was that possible somehow? Theoretically one could just keep popping pills she supposed but then what? That couldn't be good for your health. And how would she explain that she was suddenly a woman to the rest of the world? There must be laws about that sort of thing. Rick was the only person from her other life who knew what was going on and he was doing the same thing she was so he obviously wasn't going to object or condemn. No, it was foolish to let her little romantic fantasies run away with her. Kyle's philosophy was that we only live in the here and now so that was all she should be thinking about. Right here and now she was very happy to be curled up in this man's arms in his super comfortable huge bed.

She actually dozed off for a while but Kyle gently nudged her awake. It took a moment for her to regain her senses and realize where she was.

"I hate to disturb you because you looked so beautiful sleeping there like that but you did only take another four hour pill and we're getting rather close to the end. I didn't know whether you wanted to go home now or would like to spend the night or just wanted to stick another four hours in the meter," Kyle said softly.

"I don't want to go anywhere. Don't you have big, important show business stuff to do?" she replied rather sleepily.

"Well I might have to make some phone calls tomorrow but that's not absolutely necessary. I'm far more interested in spending time with you right now."

"Well pop in a 24 hour pill, if you've got one, and I'll just call in sick tomorrow," Shelley said with a grin.

"Then that leads to the question of dinner. Would you like to go out or should I have the chef prepare something?" Kyle inquired.

"Holy shit! You mean there are people in this house?"

"Well, yes, there's the basic staff."

"And I was strolling around buck naked like we were the last two people in the world."

"That's exactly how I want you to feel in my home. When you pay people to work for you they know better than to barge in at inappropriate moments."

"I feel so comfy and warm that I can't imagine wanting to get out of this bed right now," said Shelley as she stretched her arms contentedly.

"Then I'll have something sent up to us and we can eat here whenever you feel like it."

"Is it fun being rich?"

"It has its moments. When I started out I was dirt poor, and those were actually some pretty good times because there were a bunch of us together, all striving for the same thing and dreaming of success. We ate a lot of cold pizza and noodles in a cup but it didn't seem so bad to starve for your art. Now I eat a little better and I don't have to worry about paying the rent."

"So would you give all of this up to go back to those carefree days?" Shelley said slyly.

"Fuck no! Are you kidding? This is what I starved for and worked for and now I'm reaping the fruits of my labor. The delicious, soft, sweet, fruits," said Kyle as he began to kiss her all over.

"So what's for dinner?"

"I was thinking maybe bacon wrapped filet mignon with a tossed Caesar salad?"

"That sounds a lot better than cold pizza or noodles in a cup but you've already provided me with a very tasty and filling meal."

"Believe me my dear I would like to go right on filling you up as much as possible but first you better take that pill!"

Shelley lost track of how many times they fucked that night. They ate and then they fucked and they took a bath together and fucked some more and then they talked for a while and did a little more fucking before they both finally fell asleep. It was all just a fairytale but she liked playing the princess.

The next day, after breakfast, Kyle showed her his dance room. Apparently he still liked to use dance as a workout to stay in shape so the place was fully equipped with mirrors and a dance floor and whatnot, although no stripper poles in sight.

"Too bad you don't have a dance pole," Shelley joked.

"I'll have one installed immediately if you like," Kyle replied, seemingly in all seriousness.

"I don't want you to go to any trouble on my account," Shelley laughed, trying to make light of it.

"Would you be interested in training with me?"

"Are you kidding? Why would a big professional like you want to waste his time on a total amateur?"

"Because I love dance and I think you might learn to love it too," he replied. "I'd like to show you some basics and work up a little and see what you're actually capable of."

"You don't have to do me any favors to make me want to blow you, you know. I'll suck your cock anytime anywhere for the pleasure of it."

"I will probably take you up on that often but as I said before I'm not an idle flatterer and I think you have natural talent. Perhaps I can help you win that contest, if that's something you would really like to do, but I'd like to see you try some other styles as well."

Shelley had left her dance clothes at the club and Kyle offered to either send someone to pick them up or go out and buy her something new but she was happy enough to just put her bra and panties back on and dance in her underwear. Kyle certainly moved like a professional dancer and they spent the better part of the morning going over a variety of steps and styles. It was thrilling. Under his expert guidance she actually felt like she was dancing halfway decently.

Between all the sex and the dancing it was pretty obvious that hanging out with Kyle was good exercise at any rate so chowing down on some bacon wrapped steak probably wasn't going to ruin her girlish figure. Later they stripped naked again and jumped in his swimming pool to cool off. If there were other people there they were either really discrete or invisible because she still hadn't caught a glimpse of anyone other than the people who served them their meals.

Kyle did need to tend to a little business later so Shelley asked if he had any tapes of his work that she could watch, which of course he did, and she kept herself entertained by catching up on the man's rather impressive career. Later they had more sex and Kyle tried to persuade her to stay even longer but she didn't think it would be a good idea to miss another day of work so she reluctantly declined, although she did promise to spend the weekend with him.

When she finally got home that evening she literally pinched herself to be sure that this wasn't all just a dream. She definitely had a crush on the man and she was probably falling in love with him too. Bad idea or not it was wonderful to feel the way she did right now. The fun wouldn't last forever but it was happening in the here and now so she was going to enjoy the moment.


CHAPTER 15:

Shelley was worried that Rachel might be disappointed by the solo time away from the club that she was devoting to Kyle but that didn't seem to be the case. Rachel was thrilled that Shelley had a man in her life and wished her all the luck in the world.

The first weekend that Shelley and Kyle spent together was kind of a combination of fooling around, dancing, going out on the town, and a lot of just sort of hanging out. Kyle took her to see a touring production of a big Broadway musical and Shelley was enchanted. Musicals were not something that Blake had ever particularly been exposed to or developed a taste for but Shelley found the whole thing marvelously entertaining.

It had also been kind of a shock to the system to be on the arm of a man who was obviously very well-known in these circles as she was introduced to countless friends and associates of his as well as watching while many autograph seekers had him sign their programs or posed for pictures with him. She had fucked Johnny James, who was probably a more familiar name to millions of people, but nobody knew about that. Here she was the mysterious woman in a long slinky gown being escorted by a man who had dated some of the most beautiful women in the world. People were very curious to know who Shelley was and how Kyle had found her.

Just going out in public as a woman was taking some time to adjust to but suddenly being thrust into the spotlight like this was something she was ill-prepared for.

"Do you ever get tired of all these people bugging you all the time?" Shelley asked Kyle when they had a rare moment to themselves.

"Depends on the situation and my mood I suppose. Fortunately I'm not that big of a celebrity outside of the theatre world so the paparazzi doesn't usually follow me around. Ironically it's more often the woman I'm dating who's the big celebrity so I kind of stand off to the side holding her handbag while she signs autographs and poses for pictures. You just kind of get used to the ritual after a while I suppose," he replied with a shrug.

"Well you don't have a handbag so I guess I got off easy," Shelley joked.

"I hope this didn't make you feel uncomfortable. I should have thought about that more in advance."

"No, it's exciting. And it makes me proud to be with a man who's so accomplished. It makes me want to tear your clothes off and jump on your hard dick."

"Well if you can hold that thought until we at least get to the car that would probably be best," Kyle chuckled.

"I'll try, but it won't be easy."

Shelley did manage to control her lust until they were both in the backseat of the car but then Kyle's pants were immediately yanked to the floor and Shelley's gown was hiked up above her waist as she plunked herself down on his lap. She still had her panties on but they were easily pushed to the side to allow Kyle access to her moist slit.

Kyle cupped her breasts, which were still covered by the upper portion of her dress and slipped his hands inside the front to cop a better feel before redirecting his attention a little lower. He was able to reach around and soon found her swollen clit, which he began to manipulate with his middle finger. It was alike a spaceship in a science fiction movie going into hyperspace. She could practically see the stars racing by her at light speed, even though all she could really see was the back of the driver's head.

"I love having you inside me baby," she whimpered. "I feel so alive when you're in me."

"Can't think of any place I'd rather be," Kyle grunted in a raspy voice. "I think you're the horniest girl I've ever met."

"You make me horny darling. You make me so goddamned horny I can't control myself! But I thought you didn't compare women."

"Yeah, well I think you're establishing a new benchmark. You're kind of beyond compare."

They just drove around seemingly at random and Shelley had no idea where they were, not that it mattered in the least. His cock was in her pussy, that was all that mattered. Whether Kyle had instructed the driver to just cruise around or whether the driver just knew the drill by now Shelley didn't know but they were getting plenty of time to enjoy the ride.

After Kyle deposited his load inside her he pulled her up onto the seat and she clasped her arms around his neck as they kissed very deeply. Her gown was still hiked up so Kyle let his fingers play with her wet pussy while they necked and nuzzled. She wanted to tell him that she loved him but that was stupid and would probably just ruin everything. What they had going was just too wonderful to mess with right now.

The weekend went by way too fast and soon it was time to go back home, and then to go back to being a man, and then go back to work. It was always a drag to go back to work after enjoying a couple of days off but now it was even more of a drudgery. Being male had become a bit of a drudgery too. It took more and more effort to be Blake than it used to. Even when his thoughts weren't drifting off in a pink haze of girlish romance his brain seemed to still be in female mode most of the time.

It was hard for him to put his finger on exactly what that meant but he was definitely aware of a change. He sort of looked at the world differently and processed information in a slightly different way. Things that he would never have been interested in or taken notice of were suddenly getting his attention. Blake tried very hard to keep these changes secret but he feared that some people probably had detected something strange about him. Even the way he spoke seemed slightly different than before. He wasn't overtly effeminate yet but he could feel himself slipping that way all the time.

The dichotomy was that Blake loved this feeling of sustained femininity but hated the fact that he had to fight so hard to hide it. At this point it was all about hiding it because he had fully surrendered to the idea that Shelley was his true nature.

He had been spending several nights a week at Kyle's house, which was logistically challenging, but so very satisfying. The pills had to be timed carefully so that Blake could always be home and dressed and ready for work in the morning but it was worth the hassle if it meant being able to spend that much more time around Kyle.

Kyle had actually installed a stripper pole in his dance room for her to practice with and Shelley was making amazing progress with his expert help. One evening he even brought in a stripper from a local club who gave Shelley a lot of good tips and pointers. The three of them eventually ended up in bed together that evening, although Shelley didn't know whether Kyle had paid the girl for that "extra" service or whether she had just joined them on her own, but either way it had been a very fun romp.

What made Shelley especially happy was the fact that she got over her initial wave of jealousy very quickly. There was a defensive moment where she worried about sharing her man with another woman but of course they were both sharing the experience together so it made her happy to see Kyle having a good time. Shelley had no desire to become obsessive and possessive about men. They ha d made no declarations to each other or spelled out any sort of rules, and why would they? Shelley only existed as long as there were enough pills handy to keep her alive. Why would any man make a commitment to a phantom?


CHAPTER 16:

When the night of the stripper contest finally arrived Shelley was as prepared as one could possibly be. She had worked hard and had a Broadway choreographer help her with her routine and her music and lighting cues. It was actually kind of unfair but there were no rules against being professionally coached.

Despite all of the preparation there was a moment where she was waiting to go on where she felt her knees getting wobbly and feared that she might throw up. It was crazy, since she knew her routine backwards and forwards, but she had never performed in front of an audience in her life. She guessed that this must be what they called stage fright and for a second or two she thought about calling the whole thing off but as soon as she heard her name being announced as the next contestant and the sound of her music starting up everything just locked into gear and she strutted onto the stage like she had been doing this her whole life.

Kyle had given her the steps that he knew she would be able to handle, even in high heels, and the stripper had given her the looks and poses of a professional but it was Shelley's attitude that would ultimately have to shine through the most. She was oozing sex appeal and charisma and it turned her on to think that so many men out there in the crowd were all getting erections because of her.

Even the pole work, which still worried her a bit, went like clockwork. She lovingly stroked the post and let her tongue slowly glide across it before she pulled herself up and did an impressive spiral, pausing for a moment to hang upside down and spread her legs before wrapping them around the pole and sliding to the ground so that she could finish her routine.

When she finished, clad only in her shoes and a leather collar around her neck, the room erupted into wild cheers and applause. She tried to keep her composure but she felt like she was going to cry. After scooping up her many tips she ran backstage and straight into the arms of Kyle who was waiting for her with a grin a mile wide.

"Oh darling that was so much fun but I was so scared at first and I thought I was going to forget everything but it suddenly all came back to me and I did!" she gushed in one long ramble.

"Welcome to show business baby," Kyle said as he wrapped his arms around her. "You were absolutely wonderful, as I knew you would be."

"Oh Kyle, I wanted you to be proud of me. I wanted to show you that all your efforts hadn't been a total waste of time. I know it's just a silly strip contest and that you've directed big Broadway shows but I've never done anything like this in my life."

"I know, which is why it makes this all the more special. You didn't have to win to impress me. I was impressed by your desire and your work ethic."

"Did I turn you on?" she asked hopefully.

"Of course you turned me on. Me and everyone else in the building," he joked. "I'm hard as a rock."

She grabbed him by his belt and pulled him off into a dark corner of the backstage area. Then she bent over some boxes that were piled up there and looked back over her shoulder at him.

"Show me how horny I made you," she instructed.

Kyle didn't hesitate to comply and soon his pants were down around his ankles and his cock was buried deep in her box. The competition was still going on but Shelley didn't even care about the results anymore. She had won in her own mind. She had actually gone through with the whole thing and felt great about her performance. Winning a prize would just be the icing on the cake but she had impressed Kyle, and that was the only judge she had really been worried about.

"This certainly brings back memories," Kyle chuckled as he humped his little starlet. "I haven't had sex backstage in years but there were some colorful times in the old days."

"Did I really please you? Was I really good? Don't lie to me! I need objective criticism in order to improve," Shelley moaned.

"You were fantastic. I never lie to anyone about talent. It doesn't do them any good. You can definitely be a dancer if you want to be but with your determination I think you can probably be just about anything you set your mind to."

It was kind of strange sex talk but it was working wonders on Shelley. She had totally gotten bitten by the show business bug and having her ego stroked was almost as nice as feeling the strokes of a hard cock in her pussy.

Suddenly she realized that they were calling the contestants back on stage. It was time to announce the contest results. Shelley jumped off of Kyle's prick in a panic and tried to stuff herself back into her costume.

"Don't lose that thought, I'll be right back," she whispered as she kissed Kyle for good luck and raced back onstage.

Kyle just watched her go and waited patiently with his dick in his hand as he heard her declared the winner of the grand prize, as he knew she would be. A few minutes later she was back and apologizing profusely for leaving him hanging.

"I'm so sorry baby, I didn't mean to run off like that but I just lost track of the time and when I heard my name being called I didn't know what to do but I actually won, thanks to you, and now I'm back and I'm all yours and I'm going to make it up to you by giving you the best blowjob ever!"

Then she happily dropped to her knees and sucked Kyle's cock with her usual degree of skill and enthusiasm. It wasn't long before he was treating her to a very respectable mouthful of hot cream and then she was hugging him and sort of laughing and crying all at once.

She won a trophy, a rather sizeable cash prize, and raked in a ton of tips as well as being offered a chance to dance for money at the club disco if she wanted to do it on a more regular basis. It couldn't have gone any better.

In all of the excitement she almost forgot about Rachel, who had been right there in the front cheering her on the whole way. She was planning to spend the rest of the weekend with Kyle but she realized how much she missed her friend's company. Rachel was naturally delighted that Shelley had won but Shelley worried that she might be feeling kind of left out of things. Then an idea popped into her head and she quickly checked with Kyle to see if it would be all right. He had no objections so Shelley invited Rachel to join them and after rummaging around for some extra clothes the two girls went arm-in-arm to hop in the car with Kyle seated happily in the middle.

These were Shelley's two best friends and she wanted to share her happiness with them. Certainly they would all end up in bed together and Kyle would stick his dick in Rachel but Shelley didn't want that to be a problem. Of course it's always a risk when you introduce someone else to your bedroom that they may end up supplanting your position and you end up losing both of your friends at the same time but Shelley was reasonably certain that she could handle whatever happened in the long run.

The key phrase was the "long run" because she still couldn't see anything of the sort ever existing in her female life. Kyle liked women and he had been with a ton of them. Right now Shelley was able to hold his attention somehow but it was presumably inevitable that he would tire of her, as he had tired of countless others, and this whole crazy experience would just be a happy memory.

No one was particularly hungry when they got to Kyle's house so they just had some wine and cheese as they sat around and got better acquainted. After a while Kyle suggested that they take their wine out to the hot tub and continue the conversation out there, which gave them all a convenient excuse to get naked, which was presumably his plan all along.

As they were stripping out of their clothes Shelley sort of flashed back to her first day in the membership area of the club as Rachel's guest. Rachel was the experienced one who had a male acquaintance ready to jump in the tub with them and Shelley was the nervous tag-along waiting for her blind date to show up. Shelley had been so impressed that Rachel had made friends with a guy who gave her presents and looked for her when she was in the club. That wasn't that long ago but it seemed like a million years away now.

As they settled into the tub both of the girls sat on either side of Kyle, pressed quite close to him, which naturally made the man feel pretty awesome. Not that he hadn't been in this situation numerous times before but it always made a man feel kind of special to be the ruler of his own little harem, and these girls weren't here trying to get a job or hoping to land a sugar daddy. Kyle had seen plenty of that too. They were girls who just loved the idea of being girls, and that always appealed to Kyle. There was something magical about many of the women at the club, perhaps more so with Shelley than anyone he had met before, but there was a spark of happiness in the simple act of being that most genetic women took for granted. It wasn't really innocence, since most of these club girls liked to fuck like demons, but there was definitely something of a childlike wonder in the way they were discovering everything for the first time through female eyes.

"I know you ladies are good friends but just how close are you?" Kyle asked as he took a sip of his wine.

That was the cue they had been waiting for. They were both delighted to show him how close they were and had a pretty good hunch that he would enjoy it too. It was time for the real fun to begin.


CHAPTER 17:

Shelley and Rachel put down their wine glasses and leaned over Kyle's torso so that they were right in front of his face as they began to kiss. It gave him an excellent view of their tongues entwining and their lips interlocking and soon he had to join in. It was a carousel of kisses as they each took turns, forming a tight little circle on Kyle's lap.

Then it was time for the tits to come into play. Shelley had almost forgotten how much she really loved touching Rachel and feeling her pressed up against her own naked body. She adored Rachel. Blake would never have used that word in association with Rick but of course they would never have been naked in a hot tub rubbing their chests together as men.

Shelley and Rachel started by cupping their hands under their breasts and then rubbing their nipples together before they took turns sucking on them instead. Kyle was back in spectator mode for the most part, although that was a perfectly fine place to be when the show in front of you is so entertaining. He did reach out and grab a handful of boob here and there but it wasn't until Shelley lifted Rachel up and plunked her down on Kyle's lap so that she was facing him that Kyle could get a real taste of the action as well.

Blake had always been a jealous and possessive man where women were concerned and that wasn't a pleasant feeling. The insecurity of worrying all the time that his woman might be sneaking off with someone else used to drive him nuts. And he definitely had a double standard in many ways. Had one of Blake's girlfriends brought another woman to bed he would have happily enjoyed a three-way but had she suggested the presence of another man he would probably have flown off into a rage. Shelley wanted no part of that feeling. She was crazy about Kyle and delighted to be getting so much of his attention but she also wanted to show that she valued their friendship more than any arbitrary possessiveness so she actually managed to look on with pleasure as her boyfriend devoured her best friend's nipples right in front of her eyes.

Shelley had been orchestrating the event so far but Kyle decided to take the initiative and got both girls bent over the edge of the tub standing up and resting on their elbows with their forearms extended flat on the tile. Then he stood behind Rachel and put his cock in her while he used the hand closest to Shelley to finger fuck her at the same time. At random intervals Kyle switched places so both girls got a healthy portion of cock while no one was left unattended while waiting for their next turn.

The girls began kissing quite a bit at the beginning but before too long they were both getting kind of worked up and found that they needed their mouths free for heavy breathing and other auditory exclamations. It wasn't as crowded as the kennel had been but even two girls in a high state of sexual arousal can make a pretty good racket.

"I don't think I can hold out much longer ladies. What do you want me to do with my cum?" Kyle asked.

"I want to see you come in her mouth," Rachel said out of the blue.

So Kyle jumped up and sat on the edge of the tub while Shelley moved over and began to suck him off. One of the good things about having a three-way with a well hung man is that there's plenty of cock to go around so Rachel was able to lean in and get a few good licks on his shaft while Shelley concentrated on his head. Before too long Kyle was beginning to spray his fluid so Shelley backed her head off just enough to give Rachel a view of the steaming ropes of jizz that were now dancing merrily into the back of her throat.

As he was finishing Shelley grabbed Rachel by the hair and pulled her over to at least get a taste. Rachel did a very admirable job of licking up the remaining moisture and soon the three-way kissing was back in motion.

Once they had dried off a bit the party moved upstairs to the bedroom and Shelley and Rachel had a little time to play with each other while Kyle waited to recover. He wasn't a passive observer by any means as he used his hands and his mouth wherever an opportunity presented itself and eventually his erection was up and running again.

They fucked hard and frantic for the most part. There was just so much electricity in the air. It was only after Kyle's second climax, inside Rachel's pussy this time, that things started to slow down and get a little more sensual before everyone finally went to sleep.

At one point, prior to their total exhaustion, Kyle briefly excused himself to use the bathroom and Shelley squeezed Rachel's hand tightly.

"Thank you so much for making this possible," she whispered.

"You're the one who thought of it," Rachel pointed out.

"No, I mean made it possible for me to become the woman inside me. I fought you kicking and screaming but you were right about everything. I love who I am and I love who you are and I love Kyle and I love life more than I've ever loved it before. Did you know somehow that it would go like this or did you just want the company?"

"Honestly sweetie, I had my suspicions, but you put up a pretty strong front. I don't think I would have suggested this to just anyone if I didn't at least have a hunch that they would find something appealing about it. It just makes me so happy to see how happy you are, because I feel exactly the same way. This is the real me. This is who I was meant to be."

"Now what are you two girls whispering about?" said Kyle as he returned from the bathroom.

"Just girl talk," said Shelley.

"About me?" Kyle asked.

"Egomaniac! Do you think that we have nothing else to talk about but you?" Shelley teased. "Although, yes your name was mentioned."

"In a good way I hope," Kyle laughed as he jumped back in bed.

"Always darling. You have yet to give me any reason to do otherwise," Shelley said proudly as she kissed him on the forehead.

"You obviously haven't known me long enough," Kyle chuckled. "You could probably fill an auditorium with women who could speak at great length about how I'm a cad and a philanderer and a general all-around son-of-a-bitch."

"Well I don't think I'll be attending that particular gathering if it's ever arranged. I know what a horny beast you are and I'm happy to see that you remain entertained," said Shelley with a look of honest determination in her eyes.

"Yes I believe that completely which is why I'd be a fool not to marry you someday. Now I'm exhausted ladies so if you wish to carry on without me please feel free to do so but if you hear me snoring it's no reflection on your sex appeal, I assure you."


CHAPTER 18:

Married. They were just joking and tired and saying silly things off the top of their heads but he had actually mentioned marrying her! She hadn't been angling for that. It wasn't even possible so why would she have done any more than daydream about the prospect? Maybe Kyle was just trying to reassure her that she was still the top woman in his life right now, even if he did obviously have a very good time fucking Rachel.

Kyle was rich so Shelley could obviously give up her job as long as he was willing to support her but how could they make that work? People would wonder where Blake went to. She wouldn't have any identification. Most significantly she was only a she when she was popping pills. How many of those damn drugs did Kyle have in his pocket? What was the long term health risk? What if it stopped working some day because she built up a tolerance or something? It was a crazy idea but it had made her very happy to even hear him talk about it. He must really like her. Maybe he even loved her in a way. That was such a lovely thought.

After breakfast the three of them just sort of hopped around town with no real agenda. They stopped in an art gallery here and browsed an antique store there and ended up having lunch at a restaurant on a hill overlooking the ocean. Kyle bought them both little knickknacks whenever something pretty caught their eye like a bracelet or scarf. Nothing fancy but fun to put on.

Rachel was nearing the end of her pill duration and despite Kyle's offer to up the dosage she felt like she had intruded on them long enough so she trundled off for home after a round of kisses was shared by everyone and Shelley and Kyle were left alone in the house.

"There's something on your mind," Kyle said while they were relaxing in the living room.

"What do you mean?" Shelley asked.

"I mean I can tell. I can see the wheels turning in your brain."

"Okay, you got me. I know you were just kidding but why did you mention marriage when you know that it's not even possible?" Shelley blurted out.

"Who says it's not possible. Anything is possible if you've got enough money," Kyle replied.

"But how?"

"I don't know for sure. I'd have to do a little research," he said casually. "Is that something that would interest you?"

"How can you ask that? Don't you know how much I love you?" Shelley practically groaned with inner agony.

"You've never mentioned it," Kyle teased.

"Neither have you!"

"True. I was waiting for you to bring the subject up I guess."

"So you do love me?" Shelley asked hopefully.

"Of course I love you. Madly, passionately and with all my heart. You're the most intriguing woman I've ever known. Sometimes I can read your mind like a book and other times you completely throw me for a loop. But I find it really hard to lie to you, which makes me nervous, because I have a tendency to lie to women all the time," he confessed freely.

"So let's not ever lie to each other," Shelley suggested. "You have no problem being honest about people's talent because you say it won't do them any good in the long run. Surely the same might be true of relationships. I can handle the thought of you being with another woman as long as you still want to come home to me. I'd probably rather that I was included in the deal but as long as we're both honest about things I don't see why that should mess anything up."

"You're absolutely right, and that's probably the only thing I've never tried with a woman before, which may account for why I'm still single despite my many affairs. Honestly darling, I'm getting kind of worn out on that life anyway. Tap dancing through meaningless one night stands isn't quite as much fun as it used to be. If there was ever a woman who could tame me and make me settle down I think it's you."

"Well I don't want to emasculate you darling, it's one of your more endearing features," Shelley said with a laugh. "But I promise I'll do everything I can think of to keep you from ever feeling the need to stray."

"What about you? Are you that convinced that you can be a one man woman that easily?" Kyle asked.

"I didn't say that, now did I? You might have to put a little effort into keeping me happy as well," said Shelley with a wink. "Maybe I'd like to have two thick cocks in me at the same time. Who knows? But I'll give you first crack at being one of them at least!"

"Pull up your skirt and pull down your panties," Kyle suddenly instructed.

"Why?"

"Because I want to lick your pussy."

"Not as romantic as giving me a ring but it sounds like a good plan none the less. Now less talking and more action. This pussy isn't going to lick itself."

"You're the dirtiest little bitch I've ever met, you know that don't you?"

"I know. That's why you love me so much."


CHAPTER 19:

Shelley had no idea whether Kyle was seriously looking into the possibility of marriage and she wasn't going to get her hopes up too high because even if he was trying the odds of him succeeding seemed fairly slim to her.

Life pretty much went back to "normal" for the time being with Shelley spending most of her weekends with Kyle and usually two or three evenings a week in between. Sometimes Kyle had work to do that interfered with their schedule but Shelley was dancing at the club now so that kept her busy on many of her free nights. She certainly had plenty of offers for sex but at the moment she was happy enough with her arrangement with Kyle, not that he would have likely objected to her getting it on at the club, but she really wasn't in the mood for that right now.

She did have sex with Rachel a couple of times with no men involved and that was always a very pleasant experience. She had a feeling that no matter where the road may lead them in the future they would always try to find a way to keep their friendship alive. They had such a unique bond between them that it seemed to be unbreakable. They were more like sisters now, aside from the fact that they enjoyed fucking each other on occasion.

Then one day Kyle laid his master plan on Shelley and she was completely stunned by it..

"Okay, here's the best idea I've come up with yet," Kyle began. "At the moment the strongest dosage of the pill available is one month, so you'd have to take one approximately every 30 days, but that's easier than birth control pills if you look at it that way. If you just keep taking them indefinitely you should remain female for as long as you like. I'm told they're working on an annual pill so that may be option down the line but for now it's one month at a time."

"And it's not going to kill me to take this thing that often or turn me into some kind of a junkie?" Shelley asked.

"No it won't harm you physically but apparently the longer you take the pill the harder it is to go back to being male so you might want to consider that before signing up for an extended hitch," Kyle explained.

"Don't see that as a problem."

"Now for the trickier part. Technically you'd have to be sexually reassigned from a legal standpoint. Usually that's a long process and involves doctors and medical procedures that you obviously don't need so what we would do is disappear overseas for a while, pay some less than scrupulous people money to give you the appropriate paperwork, get married, and come back to the good old US of A where my lawyers will see to it that all of your documents are changed to reflect your current gender. Then you're a woman in the eyes of the law and God and whoever else is looking at you. As long as you keep taking those pills. If you suddenly decided that you didn't want to be a woman anymore you'd turn back to a man as soon as the last pill wore off. But you'd be a man who was now classified as a woman and back in the same boat you're in now only in reverse."

"I can't imagine ever wanting to go back," Shelley stated firmly.

"Well I have to ask, have you thought this through all the way?"

"What do you mean?"

"I mean are you planning to have the old you just disappear? Don't you have any friends or family that would wonder what happened to you or miss you or worry about you? If you tell them that you're having a sex change and marrying a man you're pretty much coming out to them and that can be kind of hard to do. As far as your job or your apartment or whatever you can just give notice and move in with me. After that whatever you do going forward you can do legally as a woman and no one will ever need to know about your past unless you want to tell them, but it's just a matter of tying up loose ends to get there."

That was something that Shelley had not really considered very carefully since she didn't think it would ever come to that. Her parents were still alive and they would definitely have to be told and she did have a few male friends who should probably be informed as well. Rachel obviously would be no problem but she wasn't sure how it would go down with everyone else. It wouldn't be easy, especially telling her parents who would no doubt both be shocked as hell, but it would have to be done.

There were so many appealing things about the idea that it was hard for her to be objective and concentrate on the possible negative ones. She could quit her boring job and become rich overnight. What she would do with herself after that was anyone's guess as they had servants to look after things so she wouldn't be a conventional housewife. Lounging around the pool waiting to fuck her husband sounded appealing but even that might get tiresome eventually. Maybe she could actually try to become a professional dancer or find some other way of helping Kyle in his work. She was fascinated by show business and would be happy to take any kind of a job that he could provide her, even if it was just some sort of a personal assistant or something.

She would be married for the first time in her life and totally dependent on Kyle for everything until she could establish some kind of a foothold of her own. Kyle had never been married either so this was going to be kind of an experiment for both of them. If the marriage didn't last too long she might get a settlement of some kind but she'd be all on her own. That was kind of a scary thought but she had to be practical.

Then there was the fact that he was providing the pills. She didn't even know exactly how he got them from the club or what they cost. She might be a woman in name only if she couldn't figure out how to keep herself constantly supplied.

And the pill wasn't a fountain of youth drug. Right now she was still young and pretty but she would presumably age like any other woman. So much of the appeal of being female was wrapped up in the sexual power that she had. Was Kyle a man who would really love her so much that he would want to grow old with her? Would she be happy as a mature lady once she wasn't able to swing around a stripper pole anymore? Most people don't ever have to think about that because they realize from birth that they're going to age in their own bodies but it was strange to have a choice. Was it better to be an old man or an old woman? Of course she could always go back. There was that escape clause. If Kyle dumped her someday and she wasn't happy with her prospects perhaps dealing with the hassle of becoming Blake again would be worth it, but she honestly hoped it would never get that bad. She loved being a young woman so hopefully she would love being a woman for the rest of her life.

In her heart she knew there wasn't any way that she was going to turn down this opportunity but she felt obligated to try and think it through as much as possible now that it was a tangible reality. It was all such a big change taking place at once that it was hard to really wrap her head around it but being a woman had given her a real sense of confidence that she'd never really had as a man. She was more outspoken, more comfortable in strange situations, and around new people. Even though some of the steps along the way had been terrifying at first she had overcome the fear and embraced the challenge.

Most importantly she was in love with a man who appeared willing to go to great lengths to share his life with her even though he knew that she had been born male and could turn back right in front of his eyes sometime if she forgot to take her pill in a timely fashion.

Perhaps in the future the technology would make it possible for her to become permanently female. If they were working on an annual pill maybe they were working on even longer doses. As comforting as it was to have a net to fall back on she really would prefer to just make the choice and never look back. Maybe that would be an option eventually but for now the deal she had on the table looked pretty sweet.

She agreed to marry Kyle as long as he proposed properly, which he naturally did in grand style. After that she spent the next few weeks wrapping up her old life, which included a trip home to show her parents both her new body and her shiny new engagement ring, and nobody had a heart attack so she figured it went pretty well. It probably would take a little time to sink in but it didn't appear that she was being disowned or anything.

Then it was off to a small island in the Caribbean where a very accommodating clinic had been located that was more than happy to go along with the plan for the right price. Shelley had always thought that it sucked that rich people didn't have to play by the same rules as everyone else but in this case it definitely worked to her advantage.

Since she was going to be traveling as a man under her old passport she insisted on traveling alone and meeting up with Kyle at their destination once she had time to change back into Shelley. Kyle didn't ask for that but she had no desire to have him ever see Blake. She wanted to always be Shelley in his eyes.


CHAPTER 20:

"Darling, why in the world did you want to go through this much trouble to marry me?" Shelley asked as they were getting ready to consummate their marriage in a charming little beachfront cabana.

"Because you're beautiful and talented," said Kyle as he took off his shirt.

"But I'm a beginner. You've dated some of the most beautiful and talented women in the world. And they already came equipped with tits and a pussy," she pointed out.

"You're right, I should look some of them up and see if they're busy this weekend," Kyle joked as he started to re-button his shirt.

"Don't you dare," Shelley teased. "I haven't had time to show off my wedding ring to everybody yet."

"I'll tell you the absolute truth as well as I can figure it out," Kyle said, suddenly becoming more serious. "I think it's partly because you wanted this so badly. I don't mean me, or the money, or the lifestyle, you wanted to be a woman because it felt so right to you. It seems to bring you so much joy. I honestly believe that even if I didn't have a glamorous job or a fancy house you'd still be just as joyful as long as you had those pills to keep you the person you are now. Because I fell in love with you right from the start and ever since then I've been more interested in making you happy than worrying about myself for a change. That's a talent that none of those other ladies from my past seemed to possess."

"Well then we've got a good thing going because I'm totally obsessed with your happiness. So as long as we just keep knocking ourselves out to make the other one happy we're probably in pretty good shape," Shelley chuckled as her new husband climbed in bed to join her.

"You know we've done just about everything imaginable sexually already. How are we going to make the wedding night memorable?" asked Kyle.

"Oh, I figured we'd just go to sleep for a change, like an old married couple," said Shelley as she faked a yawn and turned over on her pillow as if ready to sleep.

"Not a chance of that happening," said Kyle as he pulled her up out of bed and literally ripped her nightgown off her body.

Then he took her by the hand and the two of them walked out onto the moonlit beach, both stark naked. The evening was warm but there was a gentle breeze and the smell of tropical flowers in the air. Shelley broke free and started laughing as she ran and skipped in the surf that was lapping up on the shore.

Suddenly Kyle caught up with her and tackled her to the ground. As she wriggled to free herself from his grasp she found that he was holding her down with remarkable strength. Those damn dancers and all that exercise she thought. He was way stronger than he looked.

Now helpless in his grasp he pulled her up on all fours and pressed his rigid member inside her as the waves continued to splash around them.

"You didn't think you were going to get out of your wifely duties that easily," Kyle teased.

"I hoped not," Shelley replied. "But you ruined my new nightgown."

"I'll buy you a new one," Kyle grunted. "Besides, I plan to be keeping you naked quite a bit over the next few days."

"Excellent plan."

It was a beautifully erotic and highly symbolic moment and Shelley appreciated the raw, primal, passion of a man taking his mate in the great outdoors. The moon was bright enough that anyone could have seen them if they passed by but it was highly unlikely in this remote location and Shelley could have cared less anyway. A man should be able to fuck his wife on the beach she figured, especially on their wedding night.

Everything was happening so fast in her life right now. So many major changes to absorb all at once but in this moment the only thing she could really think about was how happy she was to be in this position, being mounted by the man she loved, her womanly breasts swaying in time with his thrusts and her sweet pussy filled with his heat. She was a woman, there was no doubt about that in her mind, but then there hadn't really been any doubt about it for quite some time. Only now it was legal and official and she was Shelley Landry for all the world to see. Well, they didn't all have to see her quite like this but if they did it wasn't the end of the world. She had been doing a lot of stripping after all so she was hardly shy about showing off her body.

Whatever had led to this outcome was pretty irrelevant now. Maybe it had been the drugs and maybe it had been something inside her all the time but whatever it was she was just so thankful that she had found it and that Kyle had found her and that they were beginning this marvelous adventure together in such a wonderfully memorable way. Now she just had to find a guy for Rachel so that she could enjoy the same kind of happiness full-time. It was the least she could do for the person who made it all happen. Maybe they'd even double date! Life was full of so many possibilities and her new life was just beginning.


AUTHOR'S NOTES:

This was one of those ideas that just grabbed me out of nowhere and took off. I was actually in the middle of another book when I suddenly got inspired and jumped over to this one. I'm not even sure what triggered it but I liked the idea of a club with increasing levels of membership and how it could lead to an ending that seemed improbable at the start.

I often have stories where two male buddies get involved in transforming into women but usually they end up having some kind of male/female sex with each other along the way so it was kind of unique for me that this time they only had sex with each other as women. (Although of course they have sex because that's what friends are for!)

If I don't come back to this story I'm happy with where it ends but I could possibly see following Rachel's adventures or maybe picking up somewhere down the line but it seems like a happy, romantic ending so I might just leave well enough alone.
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