The Metamorphosis
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(Disclaimer: This story is purely a work of fiction. Any resemblance with names, situations and incidents, etc. would be only co-incidental. The story also contains at some places descriptions of adult nature and is, therefore, not suitable for readers below the age of 18 years).
Just 5 years ago I couldn’t have imagined that life would make such a big change to my being – as if the soul itself got replaced. How could have one? 

I was born as the fourth child of my parents and had two brothers and a sister as my elder siblings. I also had two younger brothers when I was three and seven years old, respectively. Ours was a small town extended family with two of my father’s elder brothers living with us and an aunt would often come to stay with us for months together with her three children. So we had a team of siblings and cousins to share the childhood.

I was genetically weak having come to this world about a month too soon. So, my parents, especially mother, bestowed special care on me. Perhaps I was breastfed the longest in the family, until the age of 7 years; my aunts also sometimes breastfed me when Mom was not around. Mom had made it a mission to make me healthy and strong. She would repeatedly instruct my elder brothers and cousins not to rough treat me ever and to protect me from other boys. They did also. However, somehow I was friendlier with my sister and cousin sisters and would spend more time with them. It was a great fun for me to don my sister’s clothes even as a teen in doing which she also obligingly joined. But after a few occasions Mom sternly dissuaded us. I also liked to be in the company of women and would take much interest in their dressing up and other affairs. Often they would ask me to leave particularly when they discussed very intimate matters or bared body parts before each other. On such occasions, I would feel dejected having been denied knowledge about some pleasant mystery. 
By the age of 16 years I had developed some womanly features – soft limbs, large hips, absence of Adam’s apple, no trace of moustache, and a feminine voice. My brothers would sometimes tease me calling ‘sissy boy’ which was angrily objected to by Mom and aunts. A treatment for hormonal imbalance was started but did not benefit me much and even as a youth I continued to have only soft sparse hair on my face and a feminine voice. I could not participate in athletics and strenuous sports. The girls did not generally find my company agreeable much to my disappointment. For sexual relief I sometimes masturbated - not thinking about girls but about strong boys making love to me as a girl. At school, I had a crush on a handsome and strong boy, Stefan. He had more sexual experience than me and introduced me to pleasures of the same sex. But our association ended with the school lasting about two years during which he made love to me frequently. But could I ever forget him and the unwinding he used to do to my body?
At college, I did quite well in studies and was acclaimed a meritorious student. This earned me the friendship of Pinky, my present spouse – a bright student and also an extrovert and vivacious girl. She had strong views on women’s liberation and equality with men in all matters. Soon we fell in love which, I realized later, was more than anything an attraction for the opposites. I am introvert and docile while she is extrovert and assertive, I try to evade confrontation while she relishes problems and competition, I am easy going and peace loving while  she likes to exert and claim her rights, I enjoy to be alone while she loves company and friends, etc. But we have one thing in common that we discovered soon after our marriage – eroticism. Both of us relish the erotic feeling derived from sex - both normal and kinky.  We have been very frank about it and have a flare for experimentation. Barring my homosexual experience at school, I was a virgin till marriage, while she was not. She had lived with a boy friend, Neil, for a few months and had even become pregnant at the age of 18, but they fell apart and she aborted the three month old fetus. Since then she had several short-lived flings and protected herself by taking pills to avoid getting knocked up.
Both of us were 20 when we got jobs after graduation and got married. I became an architect and she joined an interior decoration firm. I was curious, not jealous, about her experience with Neil and why could they not continue their relationship. “I will be frank, Chris,” she had told me, “Neil satisfied me fully insofar as the physical aspect is concerned and I could also cope with his monstrous libido, but then he was over possessive and wanted to control me all the time. This is what I could not put up with. We were about to be married and I was pregnant from him but he started checking out my fidelity. That made me say quits. How can you spend life with a person who not only expects you to be faithful but also behaves all the time like a suspecting police constable? What do you think? Actually I have taken revenge from him by making it with several men thereafter.”  
“I think you did the right thing, darling”, I said, “And we were ordained to be together after all.”

She kissed me passionately, “I knew from the beginning that you would be so humane. But don’t you ever feel jealous towards Neil as I talk a lot about the time spent with him and I also don’t feel bad about it? After all I was about to marry him.” 
“I never feel jealous, dear, especially considering your circumstances. I strongly believe that we should live as things come to us, if we do not want to burden ourselves with the past and the missed opportunities. Each event or episode has relevance only at a given moment or period of time. Once it passes the intensity of the event or episode also vanishes. Actually all humans – both men and women – are by nature promiscuous; they desire more than one partner for sex, whether or not they admit it. The society allows only one but tolerates another or even more at different times. I am not able to see why one can’t have more than one partner at the same time, if it is agreeable to all concerned? Will it not bring much more happiness to everyone?  Well, one may not agree with me but this is my thinking. From my side, therefore, I won’t mind if at any time you go back to Neil or even be with someone else so long as you do it willingly. If you are happy, so would be I.”

She kissed me again, “I have married an angel. I am sure our married life will be soulful and open. We shall share new partners too and explore fresh blissful dimensions.” 
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We had several repetitions of such conversation and confirmation of an open marriage, but we swore to keep each other fully informed and share the experiences. We dreamt of a closed poly relationship with two or three partners at home and occasional opening up with common consent outside. We thought this would ensure both stability and variety in life as well as the happiness of sharing. I also told Pinky about my homosexual experience at the school and a feeling of elation in donning women’s garments. Even later on I had sometimes secretly wore women’s undergarments and experienced thrill out of it. She felt amused but took it positively, “Darling, you are special. Now I realize why I always felt natural and safe with you; it is your effeminate nature. Well, you can continue to do whatever excites you.  At times we can swap roles or make love like lesbians do. I never had a lesbian experience but would love to try it; women are after all most beautiful creature on earth.” Since then, in the seclusion of our home she would often dress me up in women’s clothes along with the make up; she would even sometimes make me wear sanitary pads during the days she herself menstruated. Quite often she would fondle my hairless chest for several minutes, and pinch, bite, twist and suck my nipples which soon started responding to the new pleasurable sensation. After initial soreness and pain, within a couple of months my chest became softer and fuller with large areola and nipples, following her regular ministrations. Pinky surprised me even more when she procured a dildo from somewhere and began inserting it into my anus first by hand and after sometime wearing it in a contraption around her upper thighs so that it firmly jutted out good eight inches from her pubes. Soon she became an expert in using it and could keep it inserted into me for long periods alternating between lying still and humping rhythmically for several minutes. In school days I had experienced such insertion of a real penis from the hard muscular teenage body of Stefan; the sensation that Pinky provided was painful in the beginning but soon I became used to it and even started liking it. In normal sex Pinky would often assume woman-above position, placing my legs on her shoulders and make love to me like a man until I came into her. Accompanying my marked psychological change I was invaded by female hormones that resulted in further suppression of my undeveloped male characteristics. The hair at my face became visibly scarce, my legs became somewhat rounded and hips became heavier. Even at the prime of youth there was a noticeable change in my sexual performance – erectile dysfunction, difficulty and sparseness in ejaculation, etc. Sometimes I wondered what was happening to my body; was I growing womanly breasts? And why instead of worrying about my condition I was longing for a faster change? Was I really turning into a full woman? Pinky even started teasing me that I no more needed pads for putting inside the bra for my cross dressing games with her and that we had already become wives to each other. Though much puzzled, I often took such remarks as compliments while I continued to experience pleasure in sex with her in spite of my shrinking penis and testes. The new pleasurable sensations were precious additions.  
I started trying the new pleasures more and more in which Pinky participated with a pioneering zest. During one such kinky session she expressed the desire to make love to a woman and said that she also fantasized to see me doing with a man. It was obvious that she wanted to open up our marriage. The very listening of her proposal made me tingle with desire. We started looking for partners discreetly but had to reject several proposals in which others considered me a queer and did not want to have any long-term relationship involving me. Good six months passed during which I was diagnosed for serious hormonal imbalance and an undeveloped testicle. By then I had also started experiencing some discomfort in having normal sex with Pinky. She encouraged, rather coaxed, me to see an obgyn – Dr. Erin Ruth - who was known to have dealt with problems of transsexuals too, psychological issues included. After several sittings and tests Dr. Ruth concluded that mine was going to be a case of MTF (male to female) transformation and, particularly in view of my brain condition, I might better consider having an early sex-change surgery that actually meant several operations. She said that I might need only vaginal reconstruction (vaginoplasty) and had good chances of leading a normal sex life as a woman although bearing a child would be ruled out. But later on progesterone treatment might help inducing some lactation if I valued it, that is. She also prescribed a program of estrogen (Estinyl) treatment. This resulted in enhancement of my breasts, aureole and nipples. On the other hand, my testes experienced marked reduction and softening; my testosterone level came down. I started wearing sports bra with lose thick material shirts that keep the elevation at my chest concealed during the outings, but at home Pinky insisted that I should wear ordinary bra or nothing for helping the blood circulation, “plus I want to have an easy access to your 34Bs and help them grow further”, she would sometimes say light-heartedly. Initially I felt devastated not so much for the journey to sex change but thinking that my marriage and association with Pinky would end. But surprisingly, she stood like a rock behind me. She expressed her firm resolve to continue living with me as a wife even after my gender change. A timely help also came from my employer who agreed to continue me in the job and to meet half of the expenses of the surgery.
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It was around that time that in response to a tip from one of our contacts Homar and Lena approached us for a trial relationship. We met at a restaurant. Like us they were a working couple (both were accountants in a commercial firm) in their early twenties but were more experienced than us. Homar was quite muscular and at 5’11”was two inches taller than me; Lena too was around 5’7” – an inch taller than Pinky, but apparently not so well endowed. They told us that they had been living together for the last four years, had experimented a lot in having relationships with others but had not thought seriously about getting married. They were a bi-sexual couple and dealt only with those who had a similar outlook. They also had a liking for naturism and had been to two nudist camps. Further, they did not believe in any kind of contraceptive. We too made a clean breast of our position to them, including that Pinky had gone off the pill only recently as she wanted to get pregnant from me before I went for the sex-change operation (though we had also  planned to preserve my frozen sperm in a bank), but her fertility would return after a couple of months. In the meantime, if our arrangement clicked she would not discriminate between me and Homar in getting first impregnated from.
 As if with a prior understanding Lena and Pinky got up together and went to the powder room while Homar and I kept talking. We discovered our mutual interest in skating and bowling, among other things, and decided to spend the next afternoon at the rinks together. I felt strangely attracted to him. When the girls returned we apprised them of our plan. They approved it immediately provided we gave them dinner thereafter. 
Our date the next day brought us much closer as quite a lot of necking and petting took place. The girls frequently kissed each other on the mouth and so did I and Homar. Bowling and skating had left me and Homar quite tired while the girls shopped on other floors. For dinner we went to a small eating place as we were informally dressed.  Lena and Homar occupied the sofa facing me and Pinky. While chatting Homar casually put his hand around Lena’s right shoulder and cupped her breast. With an initial smirk of amusement she kept cool allowing him to press and play with her breast for quite some time. Her fat nipples became prominent through the bra and fabric of her top. We realized that it was time for initiating further intimacies. As another day of the weekend was remaining and none of us had any engagement for it, I invited them for drinks and for a nightcap at our place. “Provided you lend us pyjamas too… that is if required”, Lena giggled accepting the invitation. 
About an hour later, we were taking shower at our flat. To save time, Pinky and Lena went in together and later on Homar and me. I noticed that besides being physically much stronger than me, Homar’s organ was almost double the size of mine in both length and girth. Unlike me he was circumcised. Seeing my breasts his penis had an instant erection. As I bent down to discard my underwear he came from behind, his arms encircled my back and he cupped my breasts; he kept me pressed down, “please allow me”, he was insistent, “I can’t wait.” I was stupefied, but it was too late to stop him; he used his saliva to lubricate my anal entrance, fingered me for a while and then slowly thrust his monster into me. It was painful, but he was a guest and was in the throes of passion; notwithstanding the tearing pain I felt proud in making him to make love to me.  After a few thrusts he disengaged himself and kissed me for a while out of gratitude.
 We had provided pyjamas to Homar and Lena for the night. Snacks and fruits were served with the drinks. We felt cozy and quite exclusive and uninhibited in the privacy of home. I and Homar enquired whether the girls felt sexually attracted towards each other too. “You guess,” Pinky said as the girls kissed and looked into each others’ eyes for a moment too long.  Starting from there, the conversation soon switched over to sexual experiences and feelings. Except me the other three were sexually active since their mid teens. Like me both Homar and Lena have had homosexual thrills at school level but unlike me they had continued such relationships thereafter too. As a couple it was their third experience with us. The first one desired to retain their own basic relationship and wanted to treat them as secondary. The second couple was also not found satisfactory by them as both of them were quite senior to them in age with teen age children and were interested only in very temporary involvement– in the nature of flings, whereas both Homar and Lena fantasized a long run foursome relationship preferably with an option of informal group marriage. This is what they had thought they would explore with us. They were enamoured by the notion of a poly arrangement with absolute equality and love amongst partners. They had not thought about having children until our last meeting and were certainly not averse to becoming parents. Actually, Lena was especially keen and felt inspired from Pinky’s idea to get impregnated from me before the sex change operation. They had actually already factored in the probability of my sex transition; to them it was not an impediment in our future relationship. But they proposed that if the need for another male was felt later on and the choice of the individual met the approval of everybody, a suitable male could also be invited to join the ‘family’. I and Pinky found their attitude very reassuring and quite in line with ours though somewhat idealistic. But we thought that if we decided to continue the relationship, as it appeared, our sincere effort would be to make their model work.   

Past midnight, after the drinks, we decided to go to bed in a swap, but in the same living room on the carpeted floor. In the dim night light I and Lena watched the sitting silhouette figures of Pinky and Homar at a distance of just fifteen feet. They were locked in a long kiss that did not break for well over a minute. As they continued the kiss Homar divested Pinky’s pyjamas and then removed his own.

“He is a fast worker,” I whispered to Lena.

“Yes, he has a way with women,” she whispered back. We heard Pinky squeal and then giggle with a muffled ‘you rogue’. 
“He must have caught her breast… he is a breast-man, you know, and Pinky has a dream set…..but to whom am I telling?” Lena whispered again.
“Who is not a breast-man? Do we follow the leader, baby?” I asked her.

“Yes, love, you have a point there; let’s play. Come show the mom that you too are a breast-man,” she said enthusiastically unbuttoning her frilly top as we kissed. Soon we discarded all our clothes. In contrast to her thin face her breasts appeared too large with prominent thick nipples set on a large areole. A hitherto unfamiliar body and smell of another woman with whom I was going to have sex for the first time, aroused me indescribably.  I kissed and sucked her breasts which immediately aroused her. Lena had heavy set legs and broad hips. She was quite hairy and unshaved. She bent down her and engulfed my penis in her mouth. I looked into the direction of Pinky and Homar. They panted and grunted as they smooched and embraced and changed positions. Lena presently raised her head, “Darling you are so ready there ….,” she started nibbling at my nipples as she simultaneously threw a glance at Pinky and Homar. Fully excited Lena put her arms around my neck. Her shifting embrace made her long erect nipples repeatedly graze and poke into my ‘breasts’ and taught nipples. The sensation I felt was explosive; perhaps to her also as she kept undulating her torso to continue the friction at our breasts for several minutes until her nipples lost their erection with temporary satiation. She giggled, “Darling, your ‘breasts’ are driving me crazy. I am not sure whether to regard you a ‘she male’ or a ‘he-female’ but you can enslave any woman.” She brazenly caught hold of my erect penis and played with my balls for a several minutes.
 In the meantime, as we watched, Homar cut short the foreplay, made Pinky lie on her back and placed her kegs on his shoulders; thus making her fully accessible he entered her. Pinky’s somewhat muffled shriek “Oh….ah…ah….ah” confirmed penetration. Lena found it too much for her; she pushed me down and mounted me with dexterity. She moved her left hand behind to secure penetration and stopped for a while. She then began frictional movements. She was warm, wet and thickly matted there. I crooned my head to check out Homar and Pinky. Homar had already built a stroking rhythm; soon swishing and slurping sounds emanating from them became audible. 
“My wife seems to be enjoying it thoroughly”, I whispered to Lena

She bent down a little further her heavier breasts invading mine, “say ‘our’ wife now onwards, darling. And her bliss is guaranteed the way Homar does a woman.” Lena thrust her thick tongue into my mouth; her warm sweet-smelling breath entered my nostrils. She started thrusting and gyrating like a man making my upward pushes only supplementary. She continued like that for several minutes then nudged me to turn over, “your turn now”. As I settled down to pump into her she wrapped her legs around my waist and took my left nipple into her mouth kissing and nibbling at it. “Faster baby,” she said. The two girls had become more uninhibited by then and made no attempts to suppress their moaning. Their rapturous ‘aah’, ‘ooh’ and other sounds alternated rhythmically. We all finished in quick succession after almost an hour and fell asleep exhausted and contented.
The next morning Homar and Lena left shortly after the breakfast but not before they invited us for the next week-end ‘lock in’. But the girls decided to meet earlier also to discuss the preparations.

“What is ‘lock-in’?” I asked.

“I shall tell Pinky about it when we meet next”, Lena replied.  
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Later, I and Pinky had a roaring sex. There was much to narrate and share. The whole episode had brought us close like an identity. After three days Pinky and Lena met at the hair-dresser’s and afterwards spent sometime at the shopping mall. They bought something costly and special but Pinky would not tell me about it, “nothing of use to you and Homar. You will see it in due course,” she said. Later Pinky had told me that ‘lock-in’ meant that we would be spending the entire week-end at Homar and Lena’s flat cut off from the rest of the world. For this purpose, all the necessary supplies, etc. would be stacked there beforehand and the answering machine of the telephone loaded to return ‘Not Available Till Monday’ reply. Further, we would also be required to suitably take care of our expected callers and appointments although it would always be possible to make outgoing calls from their flat. “That nightcap at our place had made possible only swapping; at their place we shall be having full week-end to enjoy and may, therefore, expect much more including you with Homar that I am very keen to see”, Pinky told me. The entire program sounded exciting as both of us had never been in such a situation. 
Pinki was insistent that I should dress up like a girl, with suitable make up while going to Homar’s place, “you should start practicing, darling, as Homar and Lena are willing to accept you as a girl. It is a matter of just about an hour of car-drive in the evening. Nobody outside will be able to recognize you”. Ultimately, we settled for jeans and a deep-cut flowery top, medium healed sandals, dangler-earrings, light lipstick, penciled eye brows and mascara. Pinki spent hours in using hair removing creams on my legs and arms along with hers, “you should soon be on your own in doing these basics”, she said. Before final dressing up she sprayed a soft smelling feminine perfume at several places on my body.
Pinki’s labour was not wasted. As we pressed the bell of Lena-Homar flat, Lena who answered the door had a look of genuine astonishment as she cast her look at me, “why, is it you Chris? Oh love how wonderful you look! How pretty and how charming! Look how amazing ‘she’ looks, Homy?” she shouted for Homar who was not far behind. As we entered the flat, Lena took me in a warm embrace, our breasts fusing; she kissed me on the mouth. In the meantime Pinki and Homar were tied in a long embrace and unending kissing. Suddenly Pinki squealed and jumped back giggling pushing Homar away, “Already?” We saw that Homar had pushed up her top and bra and her large right breast hung out loose shaking seductively in the air for sometime. A queer smile – a mixture of surprise, titillation, bashfulness, admonition and carelessness - got fixed on her reddened face as she locked her gaze with that of passion in Homar’s eyes. She did not care to cover her breast till we got seated in the living room. Lena walked up to her, “we haven’t yet said hello to each other”. The girls locked themselves in a long embrace kissing. Homar sat by me complimenting me for the dress and make up. The girls went out after some time to fetch drinks and starters for the supper. “After supper we would be requiring some time to ourselves to check a costly purchase we made the other day”, Lena winked at Pinki. We spent about an hour eating and talking. 
After supper, the flat was properly locked from inside for the weekend and the window-blinds also secured; the phones were placed on recorded message. Lena announced that dress was optional. We all agreed to be au natural – whatever was removed would not be put on for the next two days. Lena and Pinki excused themselves for some time. As they left Homar switched on the TV and selected an adult channel that showed a women’s rugby match. The rough game soon left several of the girls in various stages of undress, their bruised, bleeding and muddy body parts swaying as they ran and fell. A ferocious passion, grunts and shrieks dominated the play as the girls openly twisted, scratched and tore the naked limbs of the opponents. Most of them were tall and healthy girls with strong legs, large thighs, flat stomachs and prominent breasts. The scene suddenly shifted to the showers and the dressing room where a lot of caressing, licking and kissing to pleasure each other were in progress in pairs and groups.

“The wives are perhaps up to a similar thing”, Homar observed, “look.” He directed and switched on the remote towards a large closed circuit TV that showed Pinky and Lena in the adjacent room. “We have installed cameras and TV monitors at several places here, bathrooms included. You would see that the flat is very well lighted. There should be absolutely nothing to hide between the spouses, we believe, and they should be able to see each other whenever they want,” he added in a low voice as he increased the sound volume on the monitor. Both the girls were buck naked. Pinky perched on a large bed with arms folded beneath the head, the nipples of her large full breasts pointing up towards the ceiling as Lena laughingly got up to fetch something from the cupboard. Her large breasts and hips swayed with her movements. She immediately returned with a box-like packet that she proudly placed near Pinky and jumped into the bed by her side. The girls giggled and quickly opened the box and took out a large dark brown object. They cooed and giggled more as they kissed the object and also each other, their passion mounting visibly. Lena then got up again and produced a large tube and smeared it at the two ends of the object.
“What is that thing, Homy?” I asked Homar, “And can they also see us?” 

“Perhaps it is the automatic double- edged dildo they bought recently…. And yes, they too can see us, love; don’t you see the side of the monitor near the door? It is lighted and is, therefore, on. They can also hear us if they increase the volume, but presently they seem to be busy with themselves”, he chuckled as he removed my top and bra. I saw he had already taken off the clothes and his penis was fully erect. He then pulled off my jeans and the frilly underwear and massaged my small penis and balls in his right palm. Still sitting he embraced me from behind and snaking his hands from under my arm-pits cupped my breasts, “you are no less seductive than our wives,” he kissed me from the side.” 
On the TV screen I saw Lena and Pinky frantically kissing, licking and touching each others’ breasts, stomachs thighs and hips. When they embraced their breasts merged and flattened against each other and spilled out from their sides; I could imagine the sensation they must be having at their nipples. I was mad with desire and wished to have been with them. Suddenly Pinky rolled over Lena and after kissing and nibbling at her breasts kissed down her way to Lena’s inner thighs. “Oh God…oh...Where did you learn this? … You said you had never done with a woman?” Lena asked. Pinky gave an inaudible reply but continued to kiss and lick Lena there with long strides her head bobbling. My viewing was distracted by Homar wetting my anal opening with his saliva and after inserting and moving his finger in and out for some time placed the glans there. He forcefully stretched the opening using his thumb and forefinger and gained some entrance. I could not help yelling in pain that perhaps drew the attention of the wives to the TV screen near them. They exchanged a few comments in hushed voices, then laughed and waved to us encouragingly on the TV screen. With a grunt Homar gained a near full entry that made me yell again, but then he lay still allowing me to become used to the insertion. Thus connected he lay behind me so that we could also see whatever was going on the TV monitor. I saw the wives looking at the screen once again and then resuming their activity as Homar started slow thrusts.
I was wonderstruck by the lovemaking of the two women and the graceful movement of their bodies. Their faces were flushed, eyes dilated and hair disarranged; their thighs, buttocks and breasts appeared potent and strong. Both of them were relishing each and every care caused by the other and were in intense throw of passion. Homar had stopped thrusting into me and lay still watching the wives on the screen. Lena picked up the dildo and slowly pushed an end into Pinky’s slopping entrance. Sitting in front of her she raised her hips to secure the other end into her own vagina, and placing her both hands by the sides of Pinky she slowly pressed forward. The distance between them started reducing as the two ends of the equipment slid into their bodies. Both of them moaned enjoying the pleasure of slow insertion. Somewhat bended dildo vanished between them and then a humming sound started as they embraced each other.

“They have taken good eight inches each and are now fully joined. The pressure at the middle of the surface has triggered the battery switch on and the bally thing will automatically churn and produce jerking strokes,” Homar informed. The girls shrieked uninhibitedly and clung to each other for the dear life. After twisting at the fulcrum of the dildo for several minutes they perhaps experienced orgasms as Pinky sobbed urging Lena to stop it. Lena was in a similar condition but managed to pull out as she was above Pinky. The dildo stopped humming and Pinki finally removed it and threw it by her side. The girls loosely embraced satiated and catching their breath.  I felt Homar spurting inside me – a sensation I used to get from Stefan several years ago. We lay still for some time after which Homar sat up combing back my hair with his fingers; he kissed me on the mouth. “Let’s go, they are calling us”, he drew my attention to the screen after some time. “I will go to the washroom first. You proceed, I’ll join you soon”, I had an urge to clean myself of his gooey semen first. 

I joined them after a few minutes. The room reeked with the odour of saliva and the smell of feminine sex. Homar lay by the side of Pinky while Lena sat facing the two. There was a common expression of languor on their faces. I perched on the other side of Pinky. 

“Are you bruised there?” Pinky asked me with concern in a hushed voice. 

“No, only a little smarting there that I will get over in no time,” I replied. 

After a few minutes Homar began touching Lena’s bare breasts which looked extra large and somewhat drooping at that time. “Oh not just now, macho man, you can’t afford it immediately,” Lena turned him towards Pinky with a show of effort and playfully tied his wrists behind his back with a discarded bra lying there, “your hands need some disciplining.” His head was now near Pinky’s navel. He flicked it there a couple of times with his tongue which gave her a start, “ouch, naughty.” Feeling encouraged, he slid his head down and moving his torso a little bit reached the junction of her stretched thighs. His tongue started kissing and licking there.
“No. no. no…..Lena told you just now,” so saying Pinky suddenly folded and closed her thighs catching his entire head in between them. She tightened her grip so that he could not remove his head from there. While doubling up her heavy round white thighs swelled and the stretched skin-pores exuded voluptuous strength. The girls giggled as the match continued for a minute or two. 
“Loosen your grip….please…I am suffocating” said Homar. In response, Pinky tightened her vicious hold.

“W..h..a..t?.. I c..a..n’t.. bre…a.t.he….pleee..eese. Y.o..u  arrr st..iff…li.ng mee.”, he panted.

“Why this must be a familiar ground to you ….A similar place you came from into this world” Lena taunted.

“Aah.. a.a.a.h….p..l..e a se.. a..ir..” he squirmed uncontrollably. 

Realizing that his hands were tied on his back and he could not use them to leverage his freedom, Pinky relaxed her grip a bit. Homar quickly retrieved his head and fell backwards heavily panting to catch his breath. His mouth and nose were smeared and shone with her juices and his own saliva. 
“Y..o..u…y..ou…a.l..m.o..st  k il.l..ed m.e” Homar complained to Pinky as soon as he was in a position to speak. She looked at him a little amused as well as with slight consternation. “I am sorry, I never knew that you would lose breath so soon,” she said. “Why you can crack a nut with that grip,” Homar had become his self. Lena untied his hands and dragged his head to her lap, “come to momma, baby, time for milky”, she said mockingly and nudged a nipple in his mouth. She then hid his face with an abandoned blouse. But he quickly threw away the blouse and got up laughing, “For this you will have to wait for several months”. Later in the night she was very tender in making love to me. Near us Pinky and Homar had a long passionate session.

The next day, we relaxed and saw two adult movies. In the night we slept together and exchanged partners during love making. Homar suggested that we move to their flat so that we may start in earnest the experiment of living together as a family. As their flat was generally better equipped than ours we agreed subject to the proviso that all the resources and liabilities in future shall be pooled and made common. It took a few days before the shifting was completed. 
*

*

*

*

*

*
         *


Pinky and I found Homar and Lena very likable persons. Frequent foursome and same sex sessions made us soon get over the feeling that I and Pinky were formally married and were a primary unit. She started treating and referring to Homar as her husband. Pinky and Lena became co-wives. I was still being referred to as both Pinky’s and Lena’s husband and a co-husband to Homar, but it was understood that I shall become a ‘co-wife’ to Pinky and Lena and ‘wife’ to Homar after my sex change. No apprehensions were felt in this respect. 

For a couple of months we had roaring and kinky sex in the closed poly arrangement that we had established. Then the routine of ordinary family life got set. The willing and caring availability of spouses worked as a check on too much sex and we started thinking about other things and started pursuing personal hobbies making our lives richer. To everybody’s excitement both Pinky and Lena became pregnant. Our attention shifted to progress of their maternities during the remaining months of their pregnancy. Dr. Ruth had become our family doctor. She was also monitoring my condition. When Pinky and Lena were in their seventh month of pregnancy, Dr. Ruth suggested that I should not delay my operation. The castration surgery was eventually performed a month thereafter. Although anticipated for the last several years, it was an occasion of great psychological upheaval for me. But I kept a brave face as I was especially concerned about the anxiety it would have caused to both Pinky and Lena. Fortunately all went well. The vaginoplasty was followed soon thereafter. Shortly before Lena was hospitalized for the child birth, I was discharged from the hospital to recuperate and organize a new life. Technically my transition to a female body was complete; the best possible was done given the then existing knowledge in the medical science. Like a relay race, as Lena gave birth to a daughter, Pinky was hospitalized for her delivery. She gave birth to a baby boy. It was a miracle that both the babies had the colours of my hair and eyes and other facial remembrances. It was obvious that both the wives were impregnated by my sperm though they used to have more regular and vigorous sex with Homar. Lena told me that she used to wonder why she had not conceived from Homar all those years. Although Homar did not feel depressed by the fact that both the babies were sired by me, he went for a sperm test. It was found that he had a very low count that almost negated the possibility of fertilizing a female egg. Fortunately it could be treated and he immediately chose to go for the same.

Six months have passed since we became parents and I had sex change. We have returned to the routine of family life. Ours continues to be a happy 
family.
The babies are a great source of joy to all of us. Lena and Pinky have resumed their jobs. With the generosity of their respective employers they have staggered timings of work so that the babies don’t miss attention. The two mothers have taken to cross-nursing the babies and also pump and store sufficient milk so that they get the best possible nutrition. I also regularly nurse the babies with the help of the lactation aid which is reckoned as a great support by them. All three of us have recently resumed having sex with Homar and with each other, but it is not that heavy and kinky as it used to be. Both Lena and Pinky wish to have the next set of babies from Homar in due course, but that will have to wait. Interestingly we do not miss the kinky sex that had such a thrill only a couple of years ago. 
Sometimes I think that my whole existence has had a metamorphosis. But others in the family have gone through major changes too. We all are in a closed poly arrangement. Pinky and Lena have become mothers biologically – the pinnacle of womanhood. Homar is undergoing the fertility treatment and would hopefully be able to father children within a couple of years. The babies have come to this world which is the biggest metamorphosis. Change is, indeed, one of the basic laws of nature; we all are swimming along with it.
*

*

*
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