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One

I needed something new in my life. A kick in the ass. An adventure. A… I don’t know. But I needed something. 


I’d just lost the love of my life. Again. Nothing beats your first heartbreak, but the second time isn’t any easier. Plus, you’ve now got extra emotional baggage. Everyone’s got more emotional baggage as you get older. It’s what life does. 


Sometimes, life grinds you down. Other times, it slowly wears you away. But I knew there was another way. I’d seen it in the faces of folk who still had that spark, that light. What did they do to keep it so bright? I had no idea, but I was no slouch when it came to research, so I set out to find out what to do in my situation. 


Where was the best place to have fun in my hometown? Where was the real action happening? It had taken far too long for me to get back out there after my first breakup, and I was determined not to let that happen again. 


I asked my friends. I asked my vague acquaintances. I checked the internet, forums, and anywhere I could find. After a weekend of research, one name kept coming up time and again: Grapes Wend. 


A club on the outskirts of town, Grapes Wend, not only had a strange name, but it had even stranger goings on inside. 


From what I could gather, it was a private club. Somewhere you could indulge in some seriously kinky fun, or simply kick back and watch others have the fun while you watch. What made this club stand apart from any other sex club was the experience they promised. An experience I could barely believe. 


At Club Grapes Wend, you could experience what it would be like to be a woman. Not through VR, or some other electronic or artificial way. No, it was offering the genuine thing—real life, physical, honest-to-god gender swapping. Your body changing. Your dick becoming a pussy. Your chest and hips getting softer, bigger and, well, you get the idea. 


I couldn’t deny it, I was interested. I’d loved playing the submissive whenever my ex would indulge me. I even went as far as taking a medium-sized cock in my ass once or twice. I’d come so hard when she’d taken control, whispered filthy things in my ear, and told me what a ‘good girl’ I was. 


Was full-on gender swapping too far? Researching as much as possible, I discovered that the transformation wasn’t permanent, and by the following morning, I would be me again. But what a night it would be as a woman. The things I could do, experience….


I pushed the thought out of my head, deciding it was probably a step too far. I should probably just dust off my old online dating profile and see what I could do to move on with my life with someone else. 


But the thought wouldn’t leave me. The fantasy of being a woman. Of feeling what it would be like to stare into the mirror and see a woman staring back. To touch myself as a woman. 


I knew I was on a one-way trip to heading to the club when I found some of my ex’s lingerie at the back of the drawer. It wasn’t anything special—just a pair of white cotton panties and a matching bra—but I couldn’t help myself. I just had to try them on. 


Sliding the soft material up my legs had me so hard my cock wouldn’t fit in them. Fastening the bra only made me wonder what if I had something to fill the cups with? 


Turning back and forth in the mirror, toying with the pretty ribbon at the front of the panties and running a finger along the delicate lace detailing, I couldn’t believe how good it felt. How much I liked the way I looked. 


I came hard, wrapping the soft cotton material around my shaft and fisting myself until I’d unloaded a massive load over my stomach and chest. 


A pang of guilt and awkwardness hit me as my post-nut clarity robbed me of my previous insatiable desires, but there was still something there. There was still a voice, a nagging voice that wouldn’t be denied. I had to know: what would it be like to be a woman?


I sent my application over to the club that very night. 


My hands were shaking when the options were displayed in front of me. Did I want to watch, participate, or be the center of attention? In parentheses next to the center of attention option was one word: genderswap. 


I clicked it without hesitation. 


I didn’t know what it meant to be the ‘center’ of attention, but I liked the idea. 


Up until this moment, I thought that you would go through the physical change and enjoy some time alone with your new body. I hadn’t even thought about sharing it with someone else—another man. I had to admit, the idea was… intriguing. 


I couldn’t sleep after that. My hands roamed over my body, wondering what it would be like if it were different. If all of it were different? What would it feel like to take a cock inside me? A real cock, attached to a real guy, fucking my very real pussy? 


I’d come twice more before the morning, each time imagining the load I was dumping over my skin wasn’t mine, that it was someone else’s, or multiple someones. That was an idea I liked more and more as I considered it carefully. 


I’d always felt invisible. Small. I was never the focus of the group, the center of attention, or any of it. Would that change if I were a woman—a hot woman? 


All I had to do now was wait for the reply from Grapes Wend. They could make my dreams a reality, and I could finally find out if it lived up to all the filthy fantasies in my head.




Two

The reply was waiting for me in my inbox when I got home from work two days later. They would be delighted to have me, and there had been a cancellation that weekend, if I was interested. 


I worried it was all happening too fast. Did I really want to go through with this? I knew things would never be the same afterward, but that only made me want to do it even more. I sat and stared at the message for far too long, weighing up the pros and cons, the ‘what ifs’, and everything else. 


Then, like I’d done way too many times recently, I checked my ex’s online profile. It was not the best idea I had—it never was—but this time was even worse. 


She was having the time of her life at some festival and living it up with her friends, draping herself over other men, and generally ‘winning’ the breakup. Here I was, no further forward. Still pining, still checking out her profile. 


I replied to the message immediately with a firm yes. I was going to have my adventure, and it was going to be a memorable one, goddammit. 

****


I went back and forth constantly for the rest of the week. Was this a bad idea? Did I truly know what I was getting myself into? Did I have to bring my own feminine clothing I found sexy? Was I even going to want to wear clothes, or spend my whole time naked? Would I be a hot woman, or just look like me, but as a girl? I mean, I wasn’t the worst-looking guy in the world, but I hoped that when I transformed, I looked hot as fuck. There was only one way to find out, though—I had to go through with it. 


I also wondered if I should dare to go it alone, or was this one of those times I should definitely take backup? I decided against the idea, on the off chance that things might be too weird between me and any of my friends after I’d changed. No one knew about this side of me, and I wanted to keep it that way—for now. 


Before I could rethink it or back out, the day in question arrived. Too late to change my mind now. 


My heart was racing as I approached the club. Nothing about the outside said anything other than fun underground rave club, but knowing what went on inside, I began to wonder. 


The procedure wasn’t cheap, but it didn’t look like any of the profits were going into making the exterior look any fancier than the buildings surrounding it. After giving my name and being buzzed in, I quickly discovered where all of the money was going. 


The place was downright decadent. 


Purple drapes, lined with golden embroidered shapes. A large staircase at the center, leading to the main body of the club. 


Letting my






























































