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CHAPTER 1:

Zippy was the most popular social media app in the world and I owned it. I know it’s a fucking stupid name but Google’s not exactly a winner either and they’ve done just fine with it. Zippy was supposed to mean “fresh” and “new” as well as “fast” and some marketing genius suggested that it sounded kind of like “yippee” and would make people think of Yahoo, which was a much big player at the time.

It was kind of Swiss Army knife approach with email and video posting and online chat and personalized spaces to fill with whatever junk you wanted. Some of the features worked better than others and the ones that didn’t were quietly phased out and what was left was given our full attention and somehow it all worked out.

I had become a millionaire at 24 and a billionaire before I was 30 and now at 32 I was one of the richest men on the planet. Everybody knew the name Christopher Chambers. Not bad for a computer geek from Wisconsin who dropped out of college to start his own company in a garage.

Everything in my life just seemed to happen at warp speed. You had to bust your balls to stay ahead of the game. Competitors were constantly trying to rip you off or build their mousetrap just a little better than yours. And the public was fickle. Anyone remember MySpace?

In that competitive environment it’s probably not that surprising that when rivals socialized they tended to be very competitive about that too. It was actually kind of an essential part of being a “tech bro” which was something we all wanted to be. Most of us had been nerds in high school with skills in math and science and a passion for science-fiction and comic books but very few social skills. I suppose that’s why the concept of social media was so appealing to us. It took genuine human connection out of the equation and allowed people to become “popular” for no reason other than the number of “friends” or “followers” they had.

Being a tech bro was a way for us to rewrite our images. The tech bro may not have had much dating experience in school but he could throw parties on yachts full of gorgeous women and have some famous rapper there to give him more “street cred” or at least make him seem more hip. Basically the tech bro strove to be super masculine in all things. They drove bad ass cars and did extreme sports and were never seen without a bevvy of hot babes at their disposal.

I freely admit that I was totally into that whole scene. The one-upmanship, the stupid dares, the crazy bets. But there was one guy in our circle who was a particular thorn in my side. His name was Marcus Trent and anytime he passed me on the world’s richest people list or his stock went up while mine went down he made sure that I knew about it.

Unlike most of us he wasn’t a self-made man, he had inherited his initial fortune and then increased it radically over the years. His business interests were always on the cutting edge of science and technology. He wasn’t a direct threat to me until he started buying up a bunch of different web apps and began merging them together with the express purpose of going head to head with Zippy. He bragged that once they launched their new site it would grind us into the dirt and we’d be out of business within the year.

To make matters ever worse, as far as I was concerned, Marcus was ruggedly handsome and naturally gifted athletically. Most of us had to work pretty hard to seem manly but Marcus just was. He was constantly badgering me to accept challenges from him, using my own site to do it, and trashing me publicly anytime I didn’t accept.

I knew better than to accept any challenge that I was certain to lose. No arm wrestling, no weight lifting. Sure he’d make fun of me for refusing the challenge but that was better than getting totally humiliated.

Traveling in the same circles it was pretty hard to avoid Marcus, although I certainly did my best to do so. It was at a charity fund raiser that I accidentally bumped into him at the bar. I was there with a very expensive “escort” that I was using as my “date” for the evening. Marcus came up to us with two gorgeous girls on his arms, both of whom I recognized as recent SI swimsuit models.

“Brandi, it’s good to see you honey,” said Marcus as he kissed my date on the cheek. “Since you’re with Chambers here I assume you’ve lowered your rates. Or maybe he’s a charity case since his stock has been tanking lately.”

“Very classy dude. Now why don’t you just piss off,” I said.

“If you pay for anal you might want to save your money ‘cause I’ve stretched her out with my big cock so many times your little pecker would probably just flop around in there,” Marcus whispered to me.

“Fuck you! You’re crude and disgusting and I don’t believe your dick is any bigger than mine,” I shot back.

“Oh really?” he said with a crooked grin. “Care to bet? Or are you going to be a little boy like usual?”

I probably shouldn’t have done it but I was seriously pissed off. First off he outed me for being with a prostitute and he did it in front of two rather well-known super models. And even though Brandi was a call girl she was still a person with feelings and there had been no need to insult her like that. And of course the ultimate blow was attacking my physical manhood. I had no idea how big Marcus might be but I knew that I wasn’t small by any means so I felt fairly confident that this might be a contest I could win.

“So what’s the wager?” I asked.

“You know I’ve got the absolute perfect thing for that. One of my companies has been developing this new gender changing pill. It’s mind-bending really. It’s so far ahead of anything that anyone else is doing, even in China. Since this is literally a test of manhood the only logical conclusion here is that the loser should give up their manhood and become the winner’s personal bitch for some limited amount of time,” said Marcus. “Agreed?”

“Well what sort of limited time are we talking?” I asked.

“I was thinking of making it something like two weeks,” said Marcus. “That shouldn’t be too hard on you.”

“Well if you’re so sure you’re going to win why don’t we make it really interesting. Say six months?” I suggested defiantly.

“Hell, you can make six years if you want, I was just trying to give you a break.”

We hammered out the exact terms of the wager and rounded up a mutual acquaintance of ours, a broker named Bill Bradshaw, to serve as the judge and referee. Then we retired to a public restroom, accompanied by a small crowd of interested bystanders who were making cash wagers on the outcome on the fly.

“All right gentleman, you know the rules so whip ‘em out and get ‘em hard,” said Bill.

When I caught my first glimpse of Marcus’s dick I was quite worried. He was much bigger than I was but I considered myself a grower more than a shower but as Marcus jerked his prick to hardness it was painfully obvious that he was the winner. We didn’t even have to measure I just conceded the match.

“Tough luck old boy...well at least I can call you that for the moment,” said Marcus. “But look on the bright side. Now that you’ve seen how big my cock is you have something to look forward to when I’m fucking your brains out for the next half a year.”


CHAPTER 2:

It was dreadful. If it had just been done in front of that small group in the bathroom with no larger stakes it still would have been humiliating. I had handed that asshole Marcus Trent the ultimate bragging rights over me. There was no recovering from this. No way of ever getting even.

I paid off Brandi and sent her home with ride share. Then I went home and started drinking. Somewhere around midnight I sent Marcus a text:

[me] Hey! How about I give you a billion dollars instead of being your bitch?

[Trent] Save your money, you’re going to need it when I put you out of business.

[me] Two billion.

[Trent] You could make it 20 billion and I still would turn you down.

I was totally screwed. If humiliating me was worth more than 20 billion dollars to him there was really nothing I could do but honor the bet. It had been totally legit and I was the idiot who suggested six months instead of two weeks. Of course he couldn’t force me to go through with it but that would be a major breach of etiquette in our society. But ultimately what drove me the most was the fact that losing that dick judging contest absolutely shattered my confidence and tapped into a lot of old insecurities. I felt like I deserved to be publicly humiliated so I accepted my fate and went through with the wager.

It wasn’t quite like I was going to the moon or something but for six months I would be living with Marcus Trent and available at his beck and call so someone else would have to take over the day-to-day operations of my business holdings. Fortunately I had someone I could trust to handle that so I felt that the company was in good hands.

Obviously my calendar had to be cleared completely for the next six months and instructions given for the care of my house while I was gone. Then I was to report to Marcus Trent and begin my service.

One of the terms of our wager was that the loser’s transformation would be live streamed so that everyone in the world would know that the loser was voluntarily becoming a woman for six months and see the actual process, which would verify that the loser had actually gone through with the bet and that Marcus’s new wonder drug actually worked as promised.

I was told to strip naked and then issued an ordinary hospital gown to wear throughout the process, since we were streaming it live and couldn’t show full frontal nudity. Then I read a brief statement into the camera explaining who I was and what I was doing and why and then I was handed a little pill and a bottle of water and I bravely swallowed the thing down.

Instead of being painful, as I kind of expected, a really wonderful sense of relaxation came over me and I felt really stoned. I was sort of aware of my body changing but the sensation was very pleasant and before long it was done.

Then I was asked a couple of questions about how I felt and what it was like to change your gender so quickly but I was still kind of doped up so I don’t even remember what my answers were.

Marcus appeared along with his personal assistant Sharon DeVol, a dark-haired beauty who ran his affairs with ruthless efficiency.

“Are we done streaming?” Marcus asked and was given confirmation that we were no longer on live. “Lose the gown sweetie. Let’s see what you got under there.”

I took my gown off and handed it to someone who came up to fetch it and stood there totally naked in front of Marcus and Sharon and a bunch of other people who had been there for the live stream.

“Wow, this may be the best one yet,” Marcus commented as he looked me over and kind of poked and touched me here and there.

“She is quite pretty,” said Sharon.

“Chrissy, this is Sharon and she’s going to show you all you need to know about being a girl...although you probably already know a lot about that anyway,” Marcus smirked, never passing up an opportunity to twist the knife into me.

“Somebody get me a robe,” Sharon called out.

“Don’t bother with that. Chrissy doesn’t mind being naked, do you?” Marcus asked.

“No sir,” I replied meekly.

“This is going to be the best six months ever,” said Marcus with a laugh as he walked off.

“Come on dear, let’s get you to your room,” said Sharon as she led me up the stairs.

My head was just starting to clear about the time I entered my room. I had just been riding a drug induced buzz but that was starting to wear off.

“Look, I don’t approve of this stupid wager you two made, and I have no idea why you decided to honor it, but since you’re here you’re kind of stuck and I’m kind of stuck looking after you,” said Sharon. “Now you’ve been given the version of the pill that has the birth blocker built into it so you don’t have to worry about getting pregnant but you will have periods, that’s just the way it is. You also have the body hair blocker, which is why you have no pubic hair right now and you never will. Thank your lucky stars for that one dear because believe me getting ready of body hair is not enjoyable at all using normal processes.”

She took my measurements and then handed me a robe that was hanging in my closet and I put that on.

“You can wear that until your things arrive,” said Sharon.

“You seem kind of mad at me,” I said.

“Well you’ve created a shitload of extra work for me that absolutely should not be part of my job,” said Sharon.

“I’m sorry,” I said sadly.

“No, look I’m sorry. I know you didn’t do this to make more work for me and I think it really is kind of amazing that you have enough integrity to make good on the bet. I fear that you are in for a very bumpy ride and I hope you can handle it,” said Sharon.

“Me too.”

Sharon left and there was nothing really for me to do but wait for future developments. It was a nice room but it looked like it had been made ultra-feminine. Very pink and frilly. It was sort of like living in Barbie’s Dream House or something.

The room had a private bathroom at least and when I went in there I got my first look at myself as a woman. It was incredibly hard for me to believe that I was looking at my own reflection. Sharon wasn’t kidding when she said I was quite pretty. I opened my robe up and looked at my body and that was just as amazing as looking at my face, if not even more so, because I had the kind of body that most women would kill for.

My boobs fascinated me because they were just so big and heavy and I wasn’t used to carrying that much weight upstairs or having big bags sticking out in front of me. They did look hotter than hell and I couldn’t resist the urge to jiggle them a bit.

I couldn’t see my pussy in the mirror very well but I did put my hand between my legs and rubbed it for a bit until I started getting aroused. Then I closed up my robe and went and flopped down on the bed.

Making that wager was the dumbest thing I had ever done in my life and I knew I was going to be subjected to all kinds of indignities but for some reason I was also just a little bit excited by that thought.


CHAPTER 3:

My first batch of clothes arrived within a couple of hours, which I thought was pretty remarkable. Perhaps my wardrobe had already been picked out and it was just a matter of waiting to see what size to deliver or something.

By that point my head was quite clear and the reality of my situation was really beginning to sink in. I was fascinated by the experience of being turned into a woman so quickly, and of being really physically attractive for the first time in my life, but it was also staggering to realize that I was there to be a servant, if not a slave. I was one of the richest men in the world and my social media platform made me powerful as fuck but at the moment I was at the mercy of a cruel dickhead who hated my guts and had a notoriously misogynistic attitude towards most women and I was at the absolute bottom of that pecking order.

A little later that evening Sharon appeared and told me to get dressed and what I was to wear. It was a very tight pink crop top that didn’t quite completely cover my boobs and a pink and gray plaid skirt that was so short it barely covered anything. I wasn’t allowed to wear any underwear so trying to keep myself covered was going to be somewhat of a challenge.

Sharon was all business as she helped me dress and did my makeup. A professional makeup artist was going to come and teach me how to do it myself but for the moment Sharon took that role on herself. I noticed that Sharon looked at my face in the mirror a lot but I assumed she was just trying to figure out if I was passable or not.

“Come on honey,” she said once I was ready to be presented. “This is probably not going to be a good thing but just keep telling yourself it will be over soon.”

Sharon took me into a drawing room where Marcus was holding court with six or seven other men, most of whom I recognized right away as various bankers and venture capitalists, some of which I had worked with. They were smoking cigars and drinking and as soon as I was brought into the room Marcus bounded right over and dismissed Sharon. Once she was gone Marcus produced a leather collar with a ring on the front and then attached a leash to it. With that he led me to the center of the room and invited the men to gather around me for a better look.

“Gentlemen I think most of you probably know Christopher Chambers, who for obvious reasons will now be known just as Chrissy if one feels compelled to use a name at all. I’m sure you’ve all heard about the wager and probably seen the streaming event but in case any of you thought that was some bullshit PR stunt I can assure you that it’s all very real,” said Marcus.

I just stood there and tried not to make eye contact with anyone. I think my knees were shaking a little but I made an effort to control my breathing so that I could remain as calm as possible.

“I’m actually quite proud of this little bitch for a couple of reasons,” Marcus continued. “For one thing it’s just too funny seeing the mighty Christopher Chambers reduced to such a worthless little nothing. But perhaps even more importantly she’s a walking billboard for the amazing potential of my gender changing products.”

Marcus then told me to take off my top but it got kind of tangled up in the leash so he removed that first before I was able to strip.

“Now look at those tits,” said Marcus. “There’s not a cosmetic surgeon in the world who could produce those at any price because they’re not cosmetic they’re real. Please feel free to examine them if you don’t believe me.”

I don’t know whether anyone was actually examining them to gauge their authenticity bit they certainly weren’t going to pass up the opportunity to cop a feel of such a great rack. It was very intimidating to have so many men pressing so close to me and touching my bare boobs. I felt like a lamb that had wandered into a den of wolves. For all I knew Marcus was going to let them gang bang me or something but after everyone had a grope they all kind of went back to their drinks and cigars.

“It’s impressive Trent,” said a man I wasn’t quite familiar with. “I assume the lower hardware is just as...spectacular.”

Marcus had me turn around and bend over, which caused my nothing of a skirt to ride up and reveal my bare ass. That prompted another round of inspection which seemed to include a lot of poking and prodding. To my dismay I suddenly realized that I was getting kind of moist between my legs, a fact that wasn’t lost on the men examining me.

“Certainly seems to be functioning like a proper little slut,” one man joked which got a few good laughs.

“Have you fucked her yet?” another man asked.

“No, but I probably will tonight if I’m in the mood,” Marcus replied.

Sharon must have been electronically summoned somehow because she suddenly appeared and handed me my short to put back on. Marcus offered her the leash but she gave him a pretty withering look and he just shrugged and tossed the leash aside.

Back in my room Sharon handed me a very pretty pink nightgown that was very sheer and she also handed me some very comfortable panties that I put on first before pulling the nightgown over my head.

“What did they do to you in there honey?” asked Sharon.

“Not too much,” I said. “They all kind of groped my breasts and then they sort of poked around my...ah...my...pussy.”

“Fucking pigs,” said Sharon contemptuously.

“It’s okay. I expected a lot worse,” I said.

“And you’ll probably get it. I should turn in my resignation right now,” said Sharon.

“Don’t do that...I need you!” I protested. “You’re the only friend I’ve got.”

“That’s sadly probably true. I keep trying to tell myself that you brought this on yourself and it’s not my problem if you’re a total idiot but then I see you looking so sweet and helpless and I can’t see the man I only see the woman,” said Sharon.

“I know I’m an idiot but please don’t quit,” I said as I threw my arms around her.

“What I suggest is that you try to make the best of it,” said Sharon as she gently held me in her arms. “Marcus wants to humiliate you and make your life as miserable as possible so the best way to fight that is to not let him see you cry or fall to pieces. He won’t expect you to make the best of things and that might make him bored and decide it isn’t worth dragging out for the whole six months.”

“Thank you Sharon. Thank you for everything, really,” I said.

After Sharon left I waited nervously to see if Marcus was coming to fuck me. I listened very carefully every time I heard footsteps in the hallway outside and wondered whether he would suddenly appear but he didn’t and finally I just fell asleep.

My first day as a girl had been full enough without adding the stress of having to have sex with a man but there was a tiny little part of my brain that I think was disappointed that I didn’t experience that because the idea wasn’t quite as horrific as I would want people to believe it was.


CHAPTER 4:

Sex had never been a part of my life until I became very wealthy, which was kind of okay because I was a little scared of and confused by the whole sex thing anyway. Being the computer nerd was actually a kind of convenient mask because I wasn’t expected to be popular with girls or dating all the time. You could be a brainy geek in school and people wouldn’t assume you were gay they would just assume that you were straight but couldn’t get any girls.

I assumed I was straight but there were times when I questioned that. Being a comic book fan I liked superheroes but sometimes it felt like they were promoting homoerotic impulses in me. Their muscularity and their overt masculinity was pretty hard not to notice...and admire.

Not being big or strong or particularly heroic it was easy to understand why that type of idealized manhood would appeal to me but it worried me when I would get a tingle that ran from my anus to the tip of my dick or even started getting an erection over a particularly hot image.

So basically I just kind of avoided sex in the real world for a long time. Then I got very rich very fast and stated doing what I assumed was expected of me and I tried to cultivate a playboy image. I liked beautiful women but I wasn’t entirely sure what to do with them. I once paid two random girls that I picked up somewhere $10,000 each to have sex with each other while I watched. I don’t even remember if I jerked myself off while they were doing it.

I knew that I could have sex anytime I wanted it but I also felt like I wasn’t very good at it. I tended to climax pretty quickly and I was kind of passive in the sack. That’s why I used hookers so much because I knew they probably didn’t give a shit how I performed as long as they got their money.

And I had other doubts and insecurities as well. Guilt was always hanging over my head. Why did I have so much when so many had so little? Why did my plan work so well when so many other plans that were just as good if not better completely failed? I hadn’t done it all on my own but I was definitely reaping the lion’s share of the benefits. I kept having this nightmare that I would be exposed someday and everyone would see me as a fraud and a failure. I didn’t know exactly what Marcus’s plan to destroy me would look like but it scared the hell out of me.

What made Marcus really intimidating to me was the way he could look to the future on a big scale. He was trying to do things that would change humanity. I had one pretty good idea that caught on and it made me enough money that I never really needed to have another idea again so I pretty much let other people within the company deal with updating the product.

Marcus was an innovator and as he pointed out I was a walking billboard for that. I mean my God, the man had developed a pill that change someone’s gender in a matter of minutes. Obviously he wasn’t in the lab holding test tubes and mixing chemical compounds together but it was his vision and his resources that put the thing into motion and drove it along. I would never have thought of that or considered what a boon it might be to millions of people. And that was just one of his enterprises.

When Marcus was using me to demonstrate the capabilities of his wonder pill I was obviously humiliated to be so objectified and reduced in status in front of men who normally would have kissed my ass for an appointment with me but I was also a little proud that I was helping in some small way to develop this extraordinary drug. And as my wet pussy demonstrated I was at least somewhat excited by having all those men touch and grope me.

The next day I was told to put on a bikini and report to the pool. Marcus was out there sitting at a table talking on the phone. There was a gardener puttering around the area and the pool service seemed to be doing maintenance. I went and stood by Marcus while he continued talking.

“Hold on just a sec Larry,” said Marcus into the phone before he covered it and spoke to me in almost a whisper. “This phone call is incredibly boring but I need to make it so why don’t you get down and blow me while I listen to this guy drone on.”

He may have phrased it as a suggestion but I knew it was an order so I just got down on my knees between his legs and started tugging at his shorts. He lifted himself up a little so that I could get his pants down and then I was confronted with the startling realization that he expected me to put his cock in my mouth.

The pool guy had been checking me out from the moment I walked out there in my bikini but the gardener didn’t seem to be paying us any attention at all. It was kind of weird because I had seen Marcus’s dick before, both hard and flaccid, so I wasn’t surprised by how big it was I was just surprised at how much bigger it seemed when it was right in my face.

That stupid penis was the cause of all the trouble I was in right now but what in the world ever made me think that I might have a bigger dick than Marcus Trent? He bested me in so many areas and now it looked like he might beat me at my own game in business as well. Of course he’d have a bigger dick. He was just better than me.

I knew I needed to get him hard before I could blow him so I reached out and started stroking his shaft. I started with one hand but then I wanted to see what two hands could do but in my little feminine hands it barely made a difference, there was still plenty of shaft to work with.

As I felt him getting bigger and harder in my hands it was kind of fascinating. I was making a man erect. He was distracted and on the telephone but I was still able to get him hard. Suddenly Marcus reached down and yanked at my bikini top so hard it came undone and just sort of fell off of me. With one hand on the phone he used his free hand to casually tweak my nipples without even looking at me and I could feel myself getting very turned on.

Now that he had a nice boner going I parted my lips a little bit and let them run along the side of his shaft. When I got up to the big purple helmet at the top I stuck my tongue out and licked the bottom of it while my lips rapped around him. Then I started licking his shaft but I knew I was just prolonging the inevitable. His giant prick was going to go into my mouth and probably down my throat as well and there was no point in trying to fight that. I thought about what Sharon had said about trying to show a brave face so I summoned all of my courage and opened my mouth to receive his cock.

I could feel his dick twitching and I noticed that Marcus kind of adjusted himself in the chair. Although I had no experience giving head I certainly understood how the process worked and pretty soon I was very caught up in the strange new sensation of having a dick in my mouth.

“Hey Larry something just came up I’m going to have to call you back,” I heard Marcus saying as he quickly hung up the phone and set it on the table.

“You dumb little bitch that was a very important phone call,” said Marcus.

I just looked up at him and kept sucking.

“But you are fucking good at that I’ve got admit. I think maybe we’ve finally found your true talent.”

He grabbed my head and I lost some of my control over the process but I tried to just stay calm and let things happen as they might.

“Damn that’s good,” Marcus moaned as he let up on his grip a little and let me go back to doing my thing.

Suddenly I got a little salty/sweet taste in my mouth and realized that he was about to cum. Although it freaked me out I just kept stroking and sucking as he began to pump his jizz into my mouth. I wondered whether the pool guy was watching or whether the gardener had finally tried to sneak a peek. Watching Marcus get blown by the pool was probably a pretty common occurrence I figured and might not be all that interesting.

When he finished I realized that I had a large pool of cum in my mouth and kind of looked around in a panic to figure out what to do with it. I couldn’t very well just spit it out right in front of him on the patio so I just gulped it all down and then stayed on my knees looking up at him.

“My God...you actually enjoyed that didn’t you?” said Marcus after giving me a very hard look. “Why you dirty little queer! You’re even more pathetic than I thought you were. Now go jump in the pool or something I have to get back on the phone and I don’t need to see your stupid slutty face looking at me with cum all over your lips.”

I knew I didn’t really have cum all over my lips because I had licked it all off but I did as told and headed for the pool. The pool guy was just finishing up so I flashed him a little smile before I jumped into the water topless. He probably didn’t even notice my smile because his eyes were riveted to my bare tits, and I couldn’t blame him for that.

As I paddled around a bit I kept looking over at Marcus, who was back on the phone but frequently looking at me. I actually felt kind of good about myself. I hadn’t freaked out or made a scene I just did what I was told to do and apparently did it rather well. Sucking another man’s dick was definitely the dirtiest and hottest thing I had ever done and I didn’t even mind swallowing cum.

When you’re rich it’s kind of hard to tell if someone’s praise is sincere or whether they’re just trying to kiss up to you for their own benefit but I was nobody now but I knew I was attractive and I knew that Marcus wouldn’t have praised my cock sucking skills if he didn’t mean it. Of course he had to add a bunch of insults on top of that but I knew he was surprised and impressed and it was hard not to feel kind of good about that.

I was going through something really strange and different and like nothing I had ever imagined experiencing before but that actually made me curious in a way that I hadn’t been in a long time. I had absolutely no idea where this was all going to take me but I knew it was going to be wild.


CHAPTER 5:

It was around dinner time and I was in the kitchen trying to scrounge up something to eat. The chef wasn’t supposed to cook for me but I was allowed to use the kitchen to make my own meals. Unfortunately my cooking skill was virtually nonexistent so I was just trying to find some bread and maybe a slice of cheese to make a sandwich with. Suddenly Marcus appeared and he didn’t look real happy.

“There you are you little cunt. I’ve been looking for you everywhere,” he sort of snarled.

“The rules say I get to use the kitchen,” I pointed out.

“Smart ass little bitch,” said Marcus. “Get over here!”

I put my bread down and came over and stood in front of him. He immediately yanked my tank top off over my head and threw it aside. Then he tugged at my bra until he got it off.

“You don’t wear a bra in this house from now on without my permission,” he said.

“Yes sir.”

I thought he was going to fondle my breasts but instead he spun me around and shoved my upper half down on the kitchen table. Then he pulled my shorts down, followed by my panties, and my hands were pinned behind my back. It was rather uncomfortable being face down on the table without my hands to prop me up at all but at least my big boobs provided a little padding.

“We’ll see how you like getting your brains fucked out like a filthy whore,” said Marcus as he pulled his dick out and shoved it into my gash.

Having a cock in my mouth had been exciting mainly because it was so strange and kinky but having a cock in my pussy was just as strange and kinky but it also felt incredibly good once I got over the initial pain.

“Is that what you like gay boy or maybe you only like it in the ass,” said Marcus as he pounded his big prick into me over and over again.

“Uh...uh...uh.” I moaned.

“Your ass is mine and I’m going to fuck it as hard and as often as I like, do you understand that bitch?” Marcus hissed.

“Yes...oh yes...hard...fuck it hard,” I replied.

I’m not sure exactly what Marcus was hoping for when he turned me into a girl but I got the impression I wasn’t giving him what he wanted even though I was giving him exactly what he was demanding from me. My position on the table was definitely not comfy, and my arms were getting sore from being held behind me, but I absolutely loved the feeling of his huge cock pounding my pussy and my brain into total submission.

It was just so different having sex as a woman. I felt things snapping and popping all over my body and it was fantastic to not be in control, to not have all that performance anxiety I usually had. He had me the way he wanted me and there was nothing I could do but enjoy it. My brain just kind of started to shut down I think because my surroundings vanished and the pain and discomfort vanished and everything was just about feeling. Feeling intense pleasure everywhere.

When I stopped being able to form words I just made noises and breathed heavily. I don’t know exactly how long we were going at it but Marcus obviously didn’t have my quick trigger problem. But of course he didn’t. He was a real man with a big cock and he could fuck little bitches like me for hours if he wanted to. I had always hated him but grudgingly admired him privately. Now I kind of still hated him for being an asshole but I was quite happy to show my admiration for his superior skills.

Eventually he let go of my arms and pulled out of my pussy. A moment later I heard him grunting like a beast and I felt hot jets of liquid landing all over my back and my butt. I was panting pretty hard but glad to have my arms back. I put my forearms on the table so that I could take a little pressure off of my chest.

I could tell that Marcus was breathing pretty hard to but I just stayed in my position until he made the next move. When I heard the sound of a zipper I figured he had put his prick away and I stole a glance over my shoulder to see what he was doing.

“That was so awesome!” I said.

He just gave me kind of a funny look and then walked out of the room seeming more confused than angry or relieved. All of the napkins on the table were cloth and no doubt very expensive so I wasn’t going to use one of them to mop up my jizz soaked back but there was a roll of paper towels over by the sink so I carefully got up from the table but kept myself bent over as I fumbled my way towards the dispenser and grabbed a few sheets. If anyone had been watching it must have looked pretty comical but it got the job done enough for me to straighten up without fear that I was going to drip cum all over the place.

I was still really hungry so I just left my top off and finished making my sandwich and ate it quietly by myself. Then I picked up my bra and shirt and carried them with me back to my room where I relaxed in a nice hot tub of water and thought about how cool it was that I wasn’t a female virgin anymore.

It seemed pretty obvious to me that trying to make the best of things wasn’t going to be all that difficult as long as I was getting plenty of big cock to enjoy. Even the insults didn’t hurt as much as they might have since I had so many self-esteem issues anyway. Marcus was saying things out loud that I had only thought about or wondered about myself. The homoerotic impulses had always been there but I had always managed to suppress them. Now that I was a girl and expected to have sex with men it kind of freed me to explore a side of myself that I had always been curious about.

Another surprising thing I discovered was what a relief it was not to have a busy schedule. I didn’t see Marcus for a couple of days, which gave me a lot of free time, and instead of being bored out of my mind I felt wonderfully relaxed and free of stress. Being the head of a big company meant that you were constantly going to meetings and reading documents and making decisions and being tugged at from all sides by people who wanted something from you. It was kind of refreshing to not have all that responsibility.

Of course it was quite a shock to go from the top of totem pole to the bottom in one big nosedive but feeling more like a “normal” person again wasn’t as bad as I thought it would be. Making my own meals felt like a challenge and reminded me of the days when I was working in the garage to get my business going and I lived on a diet of Red Bull and Cheetos.

Just being removed from my phone was an amazing sense of liberation. I thought about how flustered and annoyed Marcus became when he couldn’t focus on his phone call with his dick in my mouth. I understood that feeling all too well. The fire that had to be put out or the deal had to be made or the opportunity that was too good to pass up...everything was always critical.

On the other hand I had only been here for a couple of days so it had been basically like a weekend retreat. I had been to one of those in the Bahamas where hectic executives were supposed to relax and decompress. Phones and tablets were collected at the start and there was no Internet access. You did yoga on the beach and meditated. It was very relaxing for a few days but everyone couldn’t wait to get their phones back and return to the rat race they were supposedly trying to distance themselves from. Only time would tell whether I would continue to bask in the joys of the uncomplicated life or go completely out of my mind.


CHAPTER 6:

“I trust you’ll be on your best behavior tonight,” said Marcus.

“Of course,” I replied.

We were in the back of a limousine heading for a party and I wondered why Marcus was taking me along as his date. It wasn’t like the dynamic of our relationship had changed, I was still just a piece of ass to be used at his convenience, but maybe it was just an attempt to humiliate me further by parading me around in a dress in front of more people that I knew.

It was a really nice dress though so I didn’t mind being paraded around in it. It was a tight, sleek, sexy designer thing that really showed my legs and made my boobs pop. I had dated a lot of women who dressed like that but never imagined I’d be wearing the same type of clothes someday.

I hadn’t gone to a lot of parties in my youth because I didn’t have much of a social life but when you’re relatively young, rich and famous you get a lot of invitations. Sometimes you went to a party to network or because you were dating someone who expected you to take her to a lot of parties, or maybe you were dating someone that you wanted to flaunt in front of your friends and associates.

It was a pretty low key affair with people mingling and drinking and some guy playing the piano somewhere. Marcus made a point of introducing me as Christopher Chambers, which I’m sure was the main reason we were there, but I’m not sure he always got the reaction he was hoping for. When I was all dolled up like I was I have to admit that I was pretty stunning and I don’t think anybody was thinking of me as a man. It’s kind of hard for your brain to reconcile that idea when you’re so used to believing what you see with your own eyes. I was sometimes having that trouble myself.

“Oh, what a surprise...I didn’t know Carly Radcliff would be here,” said Marcus, which obviously meant he knew damn well she would be there and that we were coming to the real point of why I was there as well. “Let’s go say hello.”

Carly Radcliff was a beautiful socialite that I had dated for some time. She was long on charm and breeding but short on cash. Her mother had pushed her into going after me because she thought we’d make a terrific “power couple” but once we started dating we actually found that we weren’t a bad match, even if we had been setup as a business merger instead of a romance. Unfortunately she wanted to get married a lot more than I did and I think I kind of panicked at the idea and we mutually parted on fairly good terms.

“You look lovely as always,” said Marcus once we had cornered Carly. “Of course you know Christopher Chambers, or at least you knew him when he was pretending to be a man.”

“That’s quite a lovely dress you have on my dear,” said Carly very casually.

“Thank you, so is yours, but you always did have fantastic taste in clothes,” I replied.

Whatever Carly was thinking she was far too well-mannered to just blurt it out. It was an admirable quality, in many ways, but sometimes made it difficult to really communicate because I always had the feeling that she was trying to say the “right” thing instead of saying what she really felt.

“You ladies probably have a lot of catching up to do so I think I’ll leave you to it for a few moments,” said Marcus as he disappeared into the crowd.

We chatted casually for a while, as I assumed women who knew each other might do, but there was also a quiet level of emasculation that I felt underneath. This wasn’t just some business associate this was a woman I had been in a fairly serious relationship with and had even contemplated marrying. She would not have condoned the impulsive foolishness that led me to make the doomed wager and she no doubt knew that the reason I lost was because my dick wasn’t big enough. Maybe she wasn’t impressed by my dick to begin with but it wasn’t the kind of contest you wanted your former lover to know about.

I can imagine that Carly was probably pretty uncomfortable about having to stand there exchanging idle chit-chat with her ex-boyfriend who now had bigger tits than she did but she kept her composure as always and when Marcus came to fetch me we were both just pleasantly engaged in light conversation.

We left right after that so it was painfully obvious that the only reason we were there was to try and embarrass me in front of my ex but I don’t think Marcus probably knew how much he had actually accomplished in that regard since neither Carly nor I showed any signs of discomfort. In the limo Marcus sat quietly with a frustrated look on his face. Suddenly he ordered me to show him my tits but I guess I didn’t do it quick enough because he reached over and literally ripped my dress all the way down to my hips.

“What’s the matter? Are you going to cry because I tore your pretty dress?” Marcus smirked when he saw the sad look on my face.

“It was a pretty dress,” I said very softly.

“God you are such a loser,” he snapped. “Just shut up and suck my cock bitch.”

There was plenty of room in the car for me to get on my knees in front of him so I quickly positioned myself and pulled out his dick. Marcus let me start sucking him at my own pace but soon he was aggressively shoving his pole down my throat.

“I always thought you were kind of pussy but I never really guessed that you were so queer,” Marcus commented as he continued to ram my head down on his prick. “Or maybe you’re just trying to mess with my head, is that it?”

Instead of pushing my head down he suddenly jerked it up and held it so that I had to look him in the eyes.

“Are you just pretending to be cool with all of this? Did you think it would take all of the fun out of it if you weren’t humiliated? Maybe Sharon suggested that. It sounds like something that feminist lesbo would come up with,” said Marcus.

“No,” is all I replied very softly. “I want to suck your cock.”

“Then have at it bitch,” he said with a chuckle as he pushed my head back down on his throbbing member.

I was kind of blown away that he had figured out Sharon’s scheme but I honestly wasn’t sure how much I was faking and how much I was really enjoying. I actually had a good time at the party, despite being totally emasculated in front of Carly and only staying a very short time. It had been my first chance to get all dressed up and looking beautiful which made me feel really good about myself for a change. I had developed kind of a cynical attitude towards my appearance and dating where I basically thought fuck it, they just want me for my money anyway so I might as well just hand them my gold card and tell them to go out and have a good time. It would be easier than getting dressed up and pretending like I was trying to impress somebody.

I sucked him like a dirty little cock smoker until he was busting a nut in my mouth and I was lapping it up like a kitten with a bowl of cream. Then there we were back to silence as I got back on the seat and realized that there was nothing I could do to cover myself up with my dress so badly torn. When we got back to the house I just walked inside with my tits hanging out and what was left of the top of my dress just kind of hanging limply at my side.

It had been a strange evening full of mixed emotions and sensations but on the whole I was actually feeling pretty good as I stripped out of my clothes and went to bed.


CHAPTER 7:

I wondered whether Sharon really was a lesbian or whether Marcus had just called her that to be insulting. Sharon was certainly attractive and I could imagine how much fun it might be to play with her but she hadn’t shown any signs of wanting to take things in that direction so I didn’t really dwell on the thought.

At first I had assumed that she was sleeping with Marcus but her attitude towards him, and his disparaging comment, made that seem less likely. Perhaps it was strictly a business relationship but knowing Marcus and his appetite for beautiful women it did make me wonder why he wouldn’t just hire some hot young babe who was eager to do whatever the job called for. Maybe he was just a smart enough businessman to know that Sharon was very good at her job and that he could get all the pussy he wanted elsewhere.

Marcus, not surprisingly, was a very busy man, just as I had been before taking my six month sabbatical. Sometimes he worked from home, as I also often did, but many times he spent long hours in the office. Those were relaxing times for me but also kind of dull although I was starting to learn how to cook.

I was surprised one day when I was issued a rather smart-looking business suit, although the skirt was a bit shorter than might have been considered appropriate for office attire, and driven over to the corporate headquarters where Marcus had his primary office. As I walked through the building I felt a little like a spy behind enemy territory but I suppose I was really more like a prisoner of war because everybody knew who I was despite my female disguise.

It actually sort of reminded me of the old days in ancient Rome when a conquered warlord or chieftain would be bound in chains and paraded through the streets, usually before being publicly executed, so that the Roman people could see for themselves the triumph of their armies. To add to the humiliation the vanquished foe would often be stripped naked as well as being bound. Of course I wasn’t naked or chained but I knew that most of the people in that building were quite aware of who I was and I got some strange looks, along with the usual male leering, as I walked though the office.

I was ushered into a boardroom where Marcus was sitting at the head of a very long table. He actually looked quite intimidating sitting there all alone in that big room and I wondered what he had in mind for me. I was certainly in a familiar setting but in a very unfamiliar position.

“We had a very good meeting today,” said Marcus as I stood at the opposite end of table looking at him.

“That’s nice,” I said.

“Nice for me, not so nice for you honey,” Marcus said with a chuckle. “Things are progressing very nicely in my bid to wipe you out.”

“Congratulations,” I said rather flatly.

“Undo your blouse,” Marcus commanded and I obeyed. “Now pull your tits out of yoru bra and crawl down the table to me.”

I pulled the cups of my bra down exposing my bosom and then climbed up on the table. It was a fairly long distance to go to reach Marcus but I just got on my hands and knees and started crawling towards him with my boobs sticking out even more than usual with the bra underneath them pushing them up.

It was actually very exciting to be on that table getting closer and closer to the man that I knew was going to put his cock inside me. He was my rival, my enemy, the man who was trying to ruin me but I didn’t care. His masculinity was just too much for me to resist.

When I finally reached the other end of the table Marcus just kind of sat there looking at me while he casually tweaked my nipples and squeezed my breasts. Then suddenly he pushed his chair back and stood up. A moment later he had lifted me off of the table and set me down on my feet on the floor.

“I could tell you what I’m going to do to your company but I thought a more explicit demonstration might be in order,” said Marcus as he spun me around so that my back was facing him.

I heard the sound of his pants being unfastened and my breathing started to get a little more rapid. I could also feel my pulse racing as I waited in anticipation of his next move.

“I’m going to bend you over, like this,” said Marcus as he pushed my hands down onto the table. “And then I’m going to fuck you in the ass.”

That was all the warning I got before his big dick was sliding into my anus. My outfit had been conspicuously lacking in panties so there wasn’t much keeping him from his target. I let out a little yelp but the wheels were set in motion and I was ready for anything, even an ass fucking.

“I’m going to destroy you bitch,” Marcus grunted.

I didn’t know whether he meant destroy my company or destroy my asshole or maybe both but it was shockingly arousing to hear him talk like that. My life’s work was being threatened by this man but that just made him all the more appealing to me. I know that probably sounds kind of crazy because it seemed crazy to me too but I couldn’t help what I felt. I had created this thing that got lucky and caught on and made me filthy rich but now I just didn’t have the strength or the energy or the drive to defend it in some big corporate slug fest. It was so much easier to literally just bend over and take it up the ass. I knew that it made me seem like a total pussy but somehow that just didn’t seem so bad to me.

“Oh my God...oh my God!” I suddenly blurted out when I realized that I was building up to an orgasm. “Oh...oh...oh...I think you’re making me cum! I didn’t know that was even possible.”

Apparently it was quite possible to have an orgasm from anal penetration. I needed both hands on the table to keep from doing a face plant on the hard wood so I definitely wasn’t touching myself but I knew what an orgasm felt like by that time and I was certainly having one.

“You little freak,” Marcus muttered under his breath as he started fucking me even harder.

Pretty soon he erupted inside me and pulled out quickly. I could feel his semen dripping out of my stretched asshole but there was nothing I could do about that. I stayed where I was panting heavily and feeling so turned on that I was practically hoping that Marcus would call a bunch of his flunkies in and tell them to gang-bang me.

“That was amazing,” I said while still bent over the table.

“You should go now,” Marcus said rather quietly.

I turned around and smiled at him. I’m not sure he even noticed.

“Should I straighten up or do you want everyone to see me like this and know what you did to me?” I asked.

“What? Fuck...I don’t know...just get out,” Marcus kind of mumbled.

I simply shrugged and walked to the door with my tits still hanging out and my hair probably looking pretty messy. I had planned to stroll confidently through the building but after the pounding my butt had gotten I walked a little funny. Needless to say people stared but I didn’t care at all. I knew I had great boobs and didn’t mind if everyone else knew it too.

When I got in the elevator to go back down to the lobby I finally pulled myself together the best I could. I didn’t need to get arrested for indecent exposure or something and I had already made my statement by walking through the office. I probably should have stopped in a rest room and cleaned up a bit but it would have spoiled the impact of my presentation.

Things were changing in ways that I could never have anticipated nor ever would have desired but it seemed like I was moving past the point of being surprised by much of anything anymore.


CHAPTER 8:

The external changes to my body were obviously quite dramatic but I think the internal changes might have been even more so. My thoughts, wishes, hopes and desires were all kind of getting swirled around in my brain so that I wasn’t quite sure what I really did want anymore. Strangely I knew that I wanted Marcus to, if not like me, at least appreciate me for the fine piece of ass I was. I knew that I was attractive, and that I could even be really beautiful with a little effort, and it didn’t seem like too much to ask that he occasionally act like that was something he valued.

I also felt more and more at home in my new female identity. There was something about being feminine that just seemed to suit me well for some reason. I didn’t try to dig too deeply into my past to see if there were signs that I might have missed that would explain this because it really didn’t matter. Whatever repressed homosexuality I might have had or not had in my life didn’t change the fact that I was currently craving cock.

I don’t know what a gay man feels when he has a dick inside him but I sure as hell knew what a woman felt and I knew that there was no better feeling. Words like “full” and “complete” kept coming to mind. As a man I’d never really thought about the act of penetration being such an aggressive thing, I just knew I needed to stick my dick in a hole to get myself off, but as a woman you couldn’t help but feel the sense of being taken, even if you gave your consent.

Somehow I had a feeling that Marcus always understood the violently aggressive aspect of poking his cock into a woman. I think that was probably a big part of the appeal for him, which was why he was a very different kind of man than I was...well...used to be….still was? It was hard to even remember being male sometimes and I hadn’t been female for all that long.

Generally speaking life was pretty good. I got a little lonely sometimes but I got along well with the staff and always treated them very nicely so they seemed to like me. The chef even gave me some cooking lessons and would sneak me some pretty kick ass meals on the sly. It kind of made me realize how few close friends, if any, I really had. That was kind of the problem with meeting people when you were rich, which I was at a very young age. It was hard to know for sure whether they really liked you or just liked you for your money.

Sharon was friendly, and I totally appreciated her advice on “female stuff” since I was clueless going into this enterprise, but I hadn’t brought up the lesbian thing yet and she hadn’t made any sort of moves that led me to believe that she was interested in me sexually. I was kind of hoping that she would because I was curious to know what making love to another woman might be like but I wasn’t going to press the issue. She worked for Marcus and that was where her allegiance needed to be.

One day I was sitting in the living room with the TV on without really paying much attention to it when Marcus suddenly appeared.

“Get over here and suck my cock, bitch,” kind of snapped at me.

I dutifully got up from the couch and came over to where he was standing and dropped to my knees. In a few moments I had his trousers undone and his prick in my hands. Once I had stroked him to a nice state of firmness I began to give him a blowjob.

“So is this all you do all day? Sit around watching The Real Housewives of Bumfuck while waiting to suck my cock?” he chuckled.

I didn’t say anything because I had my mouth full of dick but he was kind of on the mark. I did kill a lot of time rather aimlessly while waiting to service him. I sort of assumed that that was what I was expected to do? What did he want me to do, take up knitting?

After a while he tired of the BJ and bent me over so that my hands were on the cushions of the couch and my head was basically slammed into the upright portion as he began to hammer my pussy from behind. It was kind of an awkward position but I didn’t mind because I enjoyed getting stuffed by his huge prick in just about any position imaginable.

The more he fucked me the more angry he seemed to become and the insults were really flying even more than usual. I often whimpered and made little crying noises when I was getting really horny but this time I felt like I was actually going to cry. When he finished he just pulled out and I could hear him zipping his pants back up. Usually I just waited in whatever position he had left me until he exited the room but this time I turned around and slumped down on the couch.

“You know you don’t always have to be so mean to me,” I said, trying to fight back my tears.

“What? What was that?” Marcus replied.

“Look...you won. I surrender. I don’t have your big dick or your hard body or your masculine confidence and I never will. And you probably will wipe me out in business too. But I don’t care anymore. I love having your cock inside me and all I want to do is please you don’t have to emasculate me every single time you see me. I am totally emasculated. I’m a pussy and I’m weak compared to you but that doesn’t make me a bad person. I think you’d enjoy yourself a lot more if you relaxed and let me take care of you the way I want to,” I said in a flood of words before the floodgates of tears opened up.

Marcus just stared at me before turning and walking out of the living room. I had been wearing a short skirt with no panties underneath so I didn’t have to do much straightening up but I did what needed to be done and then went straight to my room where I sat on the bed feeling like an idiot.

I didn’t regret the things I had said because they were all quite true, I felt stupid because I let myself get too emotional about it. I didn’t really mind being more emotional than I used to be but I didn’t want Marcus to see me crying. Maybe that was totally stupid and some sort of holdover from my male brain but I had hoped to come across as totally calm and rational even though I was kind of pouring my heart out.

After a while there was a knock at my door and I was surprised to see Marcus standing there. He usually just sent for me if I was wanted.

“Can I come in?” he asked rather quietly.

“It’s your house so I guess you can go wherever you want,” I replied.

Marcus came in and shut the door behind him. Then he just stood there looking kind of sheepish as I went and sat on the foot of the bed.

“Look...I uh...I guess I’ve been kind of an asshole,” said Marcus looking down at his feet. “It’s just that...well...I never expected this to get this far. I thought that the first time I tried to put my dick in you you’d freak out and call the whole thing off. Then when you didn’t, and it seemed like you might even be enjoying it I figured you were trying to steal my victory by pretending that you were fine with everything and that got my competitive juices flowing and I was more determined than ever to degrade and humiliate you and prove that you were just faking it.”

“Was it that hard to believe that I might actually enjoy it?” I asked.

“Frankly, yes,” Marcus replied. “Because I’m not gay or queer or whatever I couldn’t imagine any man enjoying the things I was doing to you.”

“But you’re really good at it you know. You have a huge cock and you know how to use it,” I said.

“Like I said I couldn’t imagine the thought of any size cock being stuck in me and finding it the least bit enjoyable.”

“Well I thought about faking it early on but then I didn’t have to because I discovered how incredibly awesome it was to be fucked as a girl, especially be a man so well-hung and virile.”

“I know I said a lot of things about your manhood but I never really meant to do this much harm,” said Marcus.

“You haven’t done any harm. Quite the opposite really. This has been an awakening for me. I’m truly enjoying sex for the first time in my life,” I said very sincerely. “I’m good at being girl. Damn good for someone with so little experience. I just want to know that you think so too.”

“You’ve got me all confused,” said Marcus. “I’ve spent the last two and a half years of my life and countless millions, if not billions of dollars trying to figure out what makes your stupid app so popular. I never cared that much about social media but the challenge of trying to bring you down was too tempting to resist. I’m obsessed with competition so when you made that bet I couldn’t pass it up even though I hadn’t really thought it through.”

“And now I’m swallowing your cum and asking for seconds,” I said with a smile. “It must be kind of confusing to a man like you.”

“I keep trying to see your angle, to figure out what’s in this for you.”

“Just mind shattering orgasms.”

“What is it you want anyway?” asked Marcus.

“Just mind shattering orgasms,” I said again.

“No, I mean why are you still here? There’s no legal contract binding you to this arrangement.”

“True, but I gave my word, and that’s always been pretty important to me. I’ve never been big on having a bunch of lawyers haggling over things, although that’s impossible to avoid sometimes,” I said with a shrug. “What confuses me is why you seem so angry about it all the time. The deal was that the loser would be the winner’s bitch for six months. Well you’ve made me your bitch. I can’t help it if I like it. Isn’t that better than just having me miserably go along with it to honor a bet? Like I said before, you won. I surrender to you completely. I want you inside me. I want you to ravish my body and do what you want with it...just try to enjoy it for a change.”

A moment later I got my wish.


CHAPTER 9:

Marcus tore his clothes off in a frenzy and then pounced on me knocking me on my back on the bed. My top came off and my bra with it and my legs were suddenly spread open wider than I knew they could go. My little skirt was no impediment as Marcus plunged his throbbing manhood into my pussy, pinning my arms down in the process.

It was quite a treat being in a bed, seeing Marcus totally nude, and being able to look at his face as he fucked me. It sort of felt like the first time I was having “normal” sex with a man, even though Marcus had me pinned down and was totally dominating me. Just being able to look in his eyes made the whole thing so much better. I knew how hard it was to stay in good shape once you were out of your twenties and working an incredibly time consuming and stressful job but somehow Marcus looked more like a college athlete than a high-level executive, and he was several years older than me to boot.

“My God you have a gorgeous body,” Marcus commented so I guess he was admiring my figure as much as I was admiring his, although I couldn’t really take any credit for my shape.

“You made me this way you know,” I replied.

“I know, but none of the other test subjects ever looked this good.”

It was such a fucking small thing but it made me very happy to hear him praise my body. Having never been especially attractive it had become kind of special for me to feel pretty now. I really wanted to have the opportunity to dress up more but usually I just wore the bare minimum so that I would look like the slut Marcus expected me to be and so that there wouldn’t be much inconvenience if he decided to take me.

There is something about the repetition of a cock thrusting back and forth inside you that’s sort of hypnotic. I’d never really experienced that as a man because I was always concentrating so hard on what I was doing but now that I wasn’t driving the car I could just relax and enjoy the ride. Well relax is probably the wrong word because every nerve in my body was tingling and I was frantic with lust but at some point my brain just kind of drifted off into a wonderful haze.

“Oh my God yes...yes...yes baby...keep fucking me...fuck me like that...yes...yes...oh baby fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!”

Like I said my brain was in no condition to put articulate sentences together and frankly I was kind of surprised that I was still forming words at all. Most of the time I just whimpered.

“You swear that you’re not faking?” asked Marcus.

“I don’t think I’d know how to,” I managed to reply.

“I’ve never heard a woman make sounds like that except maybe in a porn film,” said Marcus.

“Maybe I should be a porn star then.”

That actually sounded like a hell of a lot more fun than my real job. Just go to work everyday and have men with big cocks fuck me for hours. Maybe some big black stud. I always thought that interracial porn was incredibly hot. And best of all I’d actually be getting paid to get fucked. Not paid as well as my current job paid but what the hell did I need to worry about that, I had all the money in the world already.

Suddenly Marcus stopped thrusting and pulled out of me, although he remained hovering over my body with my arms pinned down. I hoped it was just a momentary slip and that he’d dive right back in but instead he just held his position with his twitching rod so tantalizingly close to my gash.

“Had enough?” he asked with a grin.

“What? Are you crazy?” I replied.

“I mean you have climaxed already, right? That wasn’t an act?”

“Of course it wasn’t an act!” I sputtered. “And I can have more than one you know.”

“You look pretty satisfied to me.”

“Marcus whatever your middle name is Trent you stick that big dick back in my cunt this instant or else!” I demanded.

“Or else what?” asked Marcus. “You don’t seem in a very good bargaining position to me.”

“No, but I’m in a good fucking position...and don’t you want to cum?” I said, trying to negotiate from my position of weakness.

“You do make some valid points there,” said Marcus as I felt the tip of his prick poking into the opening of my slit, only to be pulled back a moment later. “On the other hand I could just go finish in the bathroom.”

“You want to waste all that perfectly good cum in the bathroom when you could easily put it in my pussy? Or my mouth if you’d rather.”

“You really want my cock, don’t you?”

“Oh, God yes! Please baby...put it back in me!” I pleaded.

Marcus just chuckled and then rammed his pecker in so deep I thought he was going to break my pussy or something but it held up just fine and I was delighted to be back in my pink pussy dreamworld.

“You like torturing me, don’t you?” I moaned.

“It is kind of entertaining,” he replied. “And you did say that you wanted me to enjoy myself.”

After being fucked for quite a while in the “spread eagle” position I was in Marcus mixed it up and put my legs together and pushed them back against my torso so that I was literally folded in two. Then he had me wrap my arms around my legs to keep them in place and dragged me to the edge of the bed. He got on the floor, for better traction I guess, and proceeded to go to town on my snatch. I don’t think my pussy could have been more exposed than it was this way and Marcus took full advantage of that to plunge deep inside me.

We didn’t stay that way for too long because Marcus began to put his seed in me and I knew I had done my job, even if it didn’t require too much thought or effort on my part.

Instead of leaving right away Marcus sat on the foot of the bed kind of absentmindedly running his hand along my leg. It was nice to not have him screw and run for a change, although I wouldn’t have minded a little cuddling at that point.

“So did I really make you my bitch, aside from winning that bet I mean?” he asked.

“Of course you did,” I replied. “How could I get fucked like that and not want to be your bitch?”

“You’re a very strange person,” he commented.

“Well...duh. You’ve got me all hopped up on girly juice. This is not exactly how I would normally be spending my day you know.”

“Do you miss that other life?” asked Marcus.

“Not especially. I’m learning to like this one more and more all the time.”


CHAPTER 10:

I felt very proud of myself for having had the balls to stand up to him and admit that I was a totally pussy. I know that sounds ridiculously contradictory but it’s basically the truth. It was also kind of an eye-opener for me. It showed that I could still have valid thoughts and opinions and ideas that were my own even if I was willing to yield my body to someone else totally. I knew what I was doing even if I didn’t know exactly why I was doing it.

What really excited me was the fact that it hadn’t just been the first time Marcus fucked me on my back it had also been the first time we had any sort of real communication going on. Usually he just said disparaging things about me and I just moaned and took his words along with his cock but it was fun feeling more like a partner and not just a toy.

I thought it was kind of cute that he seemed really concerned that I wasn’t just messing with his head and had actually been fucked into submission by his manliness. That seemed like such a Marcus thing to me. When I fucked call girls, and a lot of other women who weren’t prostitutes, they all went out of there way to act like I was the greatest stud who ever lived but I knew it was all bullshit and I didn’t really care. It was just part of the package. I knew I wasn’t great in the sack but Marcus actually was and yet he still had insecurities about it and really needed validation that he actually was a raging bull.

I wasn’t quite sure why I felt the need to tell Marcus that he had actually fucked the manhood out of me, and that I wasn’t just honoring a bet, but it seemed like something I wanted to confess. I suppose I figured it would make him feel better, and maybe I also figured it might make him feel better towards me, but part of it was probably just a declaration on my part that I embraced my femininity and accepted it as a part of my life now.

Ultimately I figured I had nothing to lose by telling him. He was going to fuck me whenever and however he wanted anyway and I only had about five months to go so whatever our relationship was it was only temporary, although I knew that some things had changed within me that would probably never go back to the way they were completely.

It was hard to imagine going back to my old life but it had been hard to imagine becoming a woman so it was probably just a matter of making some adjustments. Once you’ve made that sort of dramatic change you’re probably prepared for just about anything life might throw at you.

I did wonder if I’d become a gay male. It seemed quite likely that I’d at least experiment with that although I had no idea if I’d feel as good with a cock inside me as a man as I did as a woman. One thing that was certain was that I found cocks to be very arousing and if I had to pay some well-hung male escorts to satisfy that craving so be it.

The bigger question was how would everyone else perceive me. As the “boss” nobody was going to make fun of me to my face but I could imagine the kind of office humor that would probably swirl around behind my back. My emasculation had been a very public affair so a great many people would know the story and I wondered how that might impact my business relationships and social standing. Of course what did that matter now anyway? Marcus was probably going to ruin my company or at least drain a good part of our resources away trying to keep up with whatever whiz-bang shit he was planning to implement. I had to hand it to him, the guy was good at getting whatever he went after. I just didn’t know how much energy I had to try and fight him off.

So on the one hand you had Marcus the ruthless businessman who was hell bent on toppling me from my position as “King of Social Media” and on the other hand you had Marcus the stud who I had pledged to service sexually at his beck and call. Since I was living in his house it looked like however things played out I’d at least have a front row seat.


CHAPTER 11:

“Now try not to rip this dress you big savage. I really like it,” I said.

“I make no promises,” Marcus replied with a grin.

“You really are such an animal,” I quipped. “But fortunately I’m just a little bitch in heat so it works out pretty well.”

We were going to another social function and I was both pleased and surprised that I would be going along too. Maybe it was another trap to throw some new humiliation on me but things had been going rather well between us lately so I kind of doubted if that was the case.

The basic dynamic of our relationship was still in place, I was still his submissive little slut, but the meaner edge seemed to be gone. Marcus enjoyed the power he had over me but I think he also liked the fact that I enjoyed it so much too. He generally made a point of waiting to make sure I’d gotten off before finishing inside me, although there were still times where I just dropped to my knees and sucked him off without any concern at all for my own pleasure, but I was fine with that. Getting a hot load of his cum pumped down my throat was pleasure enough for me.

The event we were attending was a charity auction, which was basically where a bunch of rich people donated some expensive crap that other rich people would bid on with the proceeds going to the charity that sponsored the event. It always seemed kind of convoluted to me because the people involved were rich enough to just give whatever amount of money was needed for the charitable cause but that’s not the way it worked.

I had been to tons of these events but not one for the specific charity in question so there weren’t as many familiar faces as I expected. Marcus, to his credit, never ditched me or tried to embarrass me by pointing out my true identity and I really appreciated that. It was nice to just be out among people, enjoying a drink, and complimenting other ladies on their hair or their dress or something. There wasn’t a whole lot more I could really talk about without getting into the weirdness of who I was and why I was now a woman so I kept my conversation pretty light and casual.

During the auction portion of the evening Marcus didn’t seem terribly interested in the merchandise being sold until a rather stunning antique necklace went on the block.

“What does your female sense tell you about that necklace?” he whispered to me.

“Well personally I think it’s fucking gorgeous, but I’m hardly an expert,” I replied.

Somewhat to my surprise Marcus opened the bidding and stayed with it unflinchingly until he had won the necklace, for a price that seemed a bit excessive, but as I told him I was no expert on the subject of antique jewelry. I didn’t know whether he had bought it for some lady in particular or just wanted to have it handy the next time he was seducing someone special but whoever was going to be the recipient was a lucky girl as far as I was concerned.

“Do you mind if I put it on you now?” asked Marcus once we were back in the limo and on our way home.

“Put what on me?” I asked blankly.

“Your necklace dummy,” Marcus replied.

“You bought that necklace for me?” I gasped in wonder.

“You said you liked it.”

“Well...yeah...but I never assumed you were asking whether I’d want to have it,” I stammered.

“Well do you want to have it?”

“Of course I do, it’s beautiful. But you must be out of your mind buying a necklace that expensive for someone who’s only going to be a woman for another five months,” I pointed out.

“You can sell it after that, or give it to someone else, or donate it back to charity, or keep it as a souvenir or something,” Marcus suggested. “Haven’t you ever made a crazy impulsive purchase?”

“Sure I have. One time I was really drunk at an auction and bought a dinosaur egg. I was so wasted I thought the fucking thing was going to hath like Jurassic Park or something,” I said.

“A dinosaur egg?”

“Well...Johnny Depp has one so I figured they must be cool.”

“Johnny Depp has a dinosaur fossil named after him. Nicholas Gage bought a dinosaur skull but had to give it back when it turned out to be stolen,” said Marcus.

“Oh...I guess I got things a little confused,” I said suddenly feeling very much like a dumb bimbo.

“That’s okay honey...when you’re as pretty as you are people don’t mind of you get a little confused sometimes,” Marcus chuckled.

I was tempted to be mad at him for the sexist nature of his comment but I really liked that he called me “honey” and said I was pretty. I suppose being an attractive girl did tend to get you out of a multitude of sins, especially if you played the pretty card. Being rich was a lot like that too but you had to be careful. You couldn’t usually just bribe a cop directly because there was a chance that you might make things worse but a pretty girl couldn’t help being pretty and there was no law against crying.

“So do you want this damn necklace or not?” Marcus teased.

“Of course I want it,” I replied.

“Well I think you’re going to have to earn it now. Show me your tits,” said Marcus.

“Fine...just let me take the top of my dress down, don’t go ripping shit apart again,” I cautioned him.

I got my dress down enough to expose my bosom and sat there in the back of the moving car looking straight into his eyes. I thought he would be staring at my boobs but he was actually looking right back into my eyes. I felt a little flutter in my stomach and couldn’t break his gaze no matter how hard I tried. Then he leaned over and took my face in his hand and kissed me. We had never kissed before, and of course I had never been kissed by a man before, so the moment was kind of special to me. I was 32-years-old and my first kiss made me feel like a little schoolgirl.

After the kiss Marcus very sweetly put the necklace on me and then pulled out his phone and took a picture so that I could see how I looked with it on. I had obviously seen myself in the mirror but I had never seen a picture of myself as a woman and it was hard to wrap my head around.

“Is that really me?” I said.

“Oh yeah, that’s really you,” Marcus replied. “The real you.”


CHAPTER 12:

Naturally I gave Marcus a BJ on the way home because it seemed like the most appropriate way to show appreciation for such a lovely and expensive gift and it wasn’t like men ever got tired of having their dick sucked. I think I also got his cock in my mouth as quickly as possible because I was scared to keep looking in his eyes with all those mushy feelings churning in my stomach.

I’d only been a woman for a month but somehow it felt like I had always been female. Was that possible? Had I just been living a lie all these years? When you’re born with a penis you’re told you’re a boy and you usually just kind of take that for granted. Or maybe I was just in the unique position of getting to see what I had been missing.

The fact that I might be developing some feelings of affection towards Marcus was horrifying. The guy was a real asshole who was trying to destroy me, but he had definitely been acting a little differently towards me since our little chat, and tonight he had been the perfect gentleman.

If I were just any woman it would be easy to see the attraction since he was handsome, well-built, super rich, had a big cock and knew how to use it but there was no reason for me to go all weak at the knees just because he was nice to me one time and bought me an expensive necklace and looked at me with a look that turned my legs to Jell-o.

The feeling only intensified when we got home because Marcus took me up to his bedroom. I had been there a few times, usually summoned in the morning to take care of his early wood, but I had never been there as his lover for the evening, which it appeared as was about to be.

Marcus had me take off my clothes, slowly and seductively, and I could feel my skin tingling as I did my best to comply with his wishes. Then he had me sit on the edge of the bed and play with myself while he watched from a chair. It was exactly the kind of commanding behavior that I craved from him and soon I was moaning with deep pleasure to my own touch, knowing that Marcus was getting as turned on as I was.

“So what are you thinking about when you’re doing yourself like that?” Marcus asked.

“Your big cock,” I moaned in reply.

“No, seriously, I’m just curious to know what you would fantasize about when you’re masturbating,” said Marcus with a chuckle.

“I am serious,” I moaned again. “I’m always thinking about your big cock when I’m masturbating.”

Marcus chuckled again and came over to where I was leaning back on the bed fingering myself like mad. He opened his fly and pulled out his dick , which definitely got my attention.

“So this is what you fantasize about,” he said as he kind of waved his prick in my direction.

“Ahhhh...fuck yeah,” I groaned loudly.

“Do you just fantasize about my cock or the rest of me too?” asked Marcus.

“Well it’s attached to you so it’s kind of hard not to think about the whole package...so to speak.”

“So even though you’re really a man, and I’ve treated you like dirt sometimes, you still have sexual fantasies about me?”

“You’re hotter than hell, what can I say? Now are you going to fuck me or what?” I whined.

“Not yet, but you can suck it a little if you like,” said Marcus as he rested one knee on the bed and brought his beautiful stick closer to my face.

I had to lean over to reach him but one of the advantages of being with a well-hung man is that he didn’t have to get all that close to put his penis within reach. I just kept fingering myself with one hand while I grabbed his prick with the other and soon it was in my mouth and my masturbating reached a new high I hadn’t experienced before. I wasn’t just thinking about his cock this time I was actually tasting it too and it was almost too much excitement to handle and I began to cum almost immediately.

“That’s nice honey, you just suck on that big cock you like so much and if you’re a good girl I just might put it in your pussy,” said Marcus as he stroked my hair.

It was true that I masturbated while thinking of Marcus. Of course usually I was watching some porn so there was an element of that mixed in there as well but I really did fantasize about Marcus, perhaps because he was the only man I had ever been with or perhaps because he was the only man who was fucking me now.

When Marcus finally did decide to screw me I got a real treat because he lay don on the bed and I got to be on top for the first time. I had always wanted to try that position and it didn’t disappoint. I tried slowly grinding my cunt on his pelvis and I tried bouncing up and down and either way was fantastic. I got to use his tool for my pleasure by changing speed and angles in a way that I never had before. Don’t get me wrong, I absolutely adored the way Marcus usually fucked me where I had no control and was just a helpless sex doll, but as a change of pace getting to ride his dick was delightful.

After that pussy pleasing sensation things just got even better as Marcus invited me to spend the night with him. Notice that I emphasized the word “invited” because he didn’t tell me to stay or just expect that I would he actually asked me if I’d like to you. Obviously I said I would and I think he might have regretted it because I just wanted to make out and cuddle all night long. I couldn’t get enough of hugging and kissing and touching and feeling the warmth of his body against mine. I had never felt so passionate before and I didn’t know where it was coming from but I was certainly going to enjoy it while I could.

So there I was, literally sleeping with the enemy, but I couldn’t be happier. I didn’t feel guilty or embarrassed. Openly surrendering my manhood had been the best decision I had ever made in my life because it freed me to explore this other side of my nature. And Marcus was turning out to be not such a bad guy after all. He obviously enjoyed the spell he had cast on me, but why shouldn’t he? I was enjoying it too.

Marcus was off to work early in the morning, even though it was a Saturday, but he told me to kick back in his bed as long as I wanted and even kissed me on his way out the door like a husband might have kissed his wife before heading to the office.

It was a nice bed, and I had nothing special to do as usual, so I just lounged around for a while. I got another surprise when I discovered that Marcus had arranged for me to have breakfast served to me in his bedroom and I didn’t even think about the fact that I was buck naked as they set up my meal on a table they wheeled in, like room service in a fancy hotel. There probably wasn’t a member of the staff who hadn’t seen me bent over something getting my brains drilled out or on my knees in every room in the house with a dick in my mouth so I didn’t feel the need for too much modesty.

I was tempted to just stay naked in his bed until Marcus came home but I thought that might be pushing my luck too much. Spending a leisurely morning was one thing but I didn’t know how he might react to me still lying there when he got home so I finally got up and went back to my own room and waited to see what the world had in store for me next. So far it had all been going pretty good, as far as I was concerned, but I had no idea whether Marcus and I had entered some new stage of our relationship or whether that was just one beautiful night that I would treasure forever.


CHAPTER 13:

Over the next month or so little changes started to happen. The ban on the staff serving me food was lifted, although it had been largely ignored by that time anyway, and once in a while Marcus would even invite me to have dinner with him. The only part of that that was kind of weird was that he obviously wanted to discuss his work with me, but since I was technically his big rival, at least in the social media field, he had to keep things close to the vest. It was obviously getting harder and harder for him to see me as Christopher Chambers, just as it was for me to see myself that way.

Sometimes I got a little bored but I was really enjoying the cooking lessons I was getting from the chef and I spent a lot of time reading everything I could find about being a woman. It’s funny that when you said something was a men’s magazine it usually meant pictures of naked women but a women’s magazine could be about weddings, parenting, cosmetics, fashion, feminism, bedroom tips, or any number of subjects without being pornographic at all. I found it all quite fascinating and soaked it up like a sponge.

One day when I was lounging by the pool enjoying a copy of Vogue and drooling over some of the gorgeous clothes Sharon came up to me with a bemused look on her face.

“Hey, got a minute free?” she asked.

“If Marcus doesn’t have his dick in me I’ve got all the time in the world,” I joked.

“Speaking of Marcus he’s rather insistent that you and I have a spa day on Thursday,” said Sharon.

“Okay. Why?” I asked.

“I don’t know exactly but he made it clear that it needed to happen.”

“I’ve been reading about spa treatments and thought it sounded like something that might be fun to try,” I said.

“Oh I think you’ll enjoy it, I know I will, especially since Marcus is paying for it so we can go all out if we want to,” said Sharon.

“You don’t have to twist my arm,” I said with a grin.

“Great. I’ll make the appointment.”

I had kind of a general idea of what a “spa day” was, at least I had paid for women to indulge in them more than once, and I had been reading up on the subject. It really ran the gamut from a simple massage to a whole “New Age” kind of quasi-spiritual experience, depending upon your taste, budget, and the services available at the spa in question. Carly enjoyed going to the spa so I got plenty of bills for that but never pressed her too hard for any details about what all that money was really going for and I imagined that Marcus was probably in kind of the same position. It was going to be interesting to be the one getting the spa treatment while someone else footed the bill and I was really looking forward to it.

Naturally the spa that Sharon chose was tasteful, luxurious, and no doubt very expensive. It catered to very successful women and the women who dated very successful men. I wondered whether I could figure out which was which but most every woman in the place was really attractive so spotting the trophy wife from the corporate CEO was not very easy. I kind of chuckled to myself when I realized that I was sort of both the super rich CEO and the “kept” woman of a powerful man.

The actual spa treatments were kind of beyond my imagination. There was sort of a ritualistic approach to most of it which I found very good for the soul. This female body that I had been forced to inhabit as a humiliating punishment for losing a bet had gone from being a source of shame to one of pride. I felt like I was celebrating my womanhood by being pampered and treated like a queen.

I had no idea whether any of this stuff actually did what it was supposed to do but I didn’t really care because it all felt so wonderful and relaxing. I could completely understand the appeal and why women would enjoy this so much.

“You seem very relaxed,” Sharon commented when we were sitting together in the “towels optional” sauna.

“I didn’t know what relaxation was until I came here,” I replied dreamily.

I was used to being naked around people so I didn’t mind going without a towel even in a semi-public place but I had been curious to know what Sharon would look like in the nude from the day I met her and now I was finally getting to satisfy that curiosity. She was gorgeous, perhaps even more than I had imagined.

“So you seem to have made quite an impression on Marcus,” said Sharon. “He talks about you all the time.”

“Really? He talks about me?” I said hopefully. “Nice things or mean things?”

“Nice things,” Sharon said with a chuckle. “Does that please you?”

“Yeah, I guess so. I mean I felt like we were getting along a lot better these days.”

“Are you in love with him?” Sharon asked.

“Oh fuck, I...I...don’t think I’ve ever really thought about that,” I stammered.

“Sometimes you don’t have to really think about it it just hits you,” said Sharon. “I think Marcus might be falling in love with you.”

“Oh my God,” I squealed.

“Wow, you’re actually blushing,” Sharon said with a laugh.

“I just wanted him to not hate me, I never thought it might go so far in the opposite direction,” I said.

“For what it’s worth I think you’re a good influence on him. He seems much happier and easy to be around these days.”

“Well he definitely is a great lover, well, as far as I can tell since he’s the only male lover I’ve ever had, but the sex is the best of my life,” I admitted. “Hey, I hope I’m not stepping on your toes or anything. I have no idea whether you and Marcus ever…”

“No worries there. Our relationship has always been totally professional,” Sharon replied.

“I think he thinks you’re a lesbian.”

“And I don’t do anything to discourage that notion,” Sharon chuckled. “And in this case he happens to be partly right because I am bi-sexual, but men always want to assume that any woman they can’t bed must be a lesbian. And don’t worry, I didn’t suggest the towel optional sauna because I was planning on hitting on you.”

“That certainly wouldn’t bother me if you were,” I said with a grin. “I think you’re incredibly hot, and remember, I’ve been with women a hell of a lot longer than I’ve been with men.”

“Well thank you sweetie, you know I think you’re totally adorable but I’m in a committed relationship at the moment otherwise I would definitely be interested in having some fun with you. And honestly I have a feeling that right now you’re way more into Marcus than you probably care to admit,” said Sharon.

“But what if I am? What good could possibly come from that? The clock is ticking on my time as a woman, and outside of the bedroom Marcus should be like my worst enemy,” I pointed out in frustration.

“Well honey, like I said, sometimes it just hits you. Right now you’re a woman and you have feelings for a man, maybe a man you shouldn’t have feelings for, but welcome to womanhood sister. Sometimes it’s the one you shouldn’t want that you want the most,” said Sharon with a shrug.

I suppose I always knew that, or at least assumed that women often fell for the “bad boy” since I had seen it happen many times before, but I never understood it until now. And the thing was Marcus had been very cool to me lately, even springing for this lovely spa day out of the blue. Maybe I was worrying too much about nothing. Marcus may have simply taken my suggestion to lighten up and have more fun with me, there was nothing to say that he had any romantic interest and other than Carly Radcliff I couldn’t remember the last time I had any sort of a serious relationship with anyone.

There was nothing much I could do about things anyway. I was determined to play out my time as a woman and fulfill my obligation to Marcus. As long as I just stayed a handy piece of ass I really had nothing to worry about.


CHAPTER 14:

I wasn’t sure when I would see Marcus next but I knew I would have to thank him sincerely for his generosity. Much to my surprise he was literally waiting for us by the door when we got back from the spa.

“Well, did you girls have a nice time?” he asked pleasantly.

“Terrific! Thank you so much,” I said. “I’ve never experienced anything quite like it.”

“I’m so glad, I wanted you to enjoy yourself,” said Marcus taking both of my hands in his.

“I think I’m the proverbial crowd here,” Sharon joked. “Enjoy the rest of your evening dear.”

Once Sharon had left Marcus took me into his study, which was different than his office. The study was a more formal room that was kept very neat and tidy whereas his office was a more practical working space. The study was also where Marcus posed for pictures when he was being interviewed at home. I wasn’t sure why he had chosen to take me here but I assumed that I would soon be bent over the large antique desk.

“I wasn’t sure if you’d feel like going out again tonight after spending all day at the spa so I made reservations for dinner or we can stay in if you’d prefer,” said Marcus.

“Wow, you’re really knocking yourself out today, what’s the occasion?” I said with a smile.

“Ah...it’s your birthday...isn’t it?” Marcus replied with a confused look on his face.

“Holy crap! It is my birthday. It never even crossed my mind,” I said. “How did you know?”

“I looked it up on Wikipedia,” said Marcus. “I wanted to do something nice for you after all the crap you’ve put up with from me.”

“That’s so sweet of you! And thoughtful too,” I said happily as I gave him a quick kiss which turned into a much longer one once Marcus took me in his arms.

Since I spent most of my time cooped up int his house I was more than happy to go out again, especially when I saw the new dress that Marcus had sent up to my room. It’s kind of crazy I know but I couldn’t remember the last time I was as excited about it being my birthday. Probably not since I was a kid.

Another funny thing was the fact that Marcus was able to impress me with things other than his sexual prowess. I was as rich as he was and ate at the fanciest restaurants and drank expensive wines but Marcus seemed to have a lot more sophistication in his tastes. When you have way too much money buying things becomes kind of boring most of the time but Marcus made it more of an adventure to go out again, sort of the way it was when I first started making money and was going places and doing things that I had never been able to afford before.

He even had a cake waiting for us when we got back from the restaurant and also gave me a gorgeous pair of earrings. I was honestly overwhelmed by the whole experience and felt like I was about to cry.

“What’s the matter darling? You don’t look very happy right now,” said Marcus, reading the expression on my face.

“This is all too much,” I gushed.

“You know I can afford it,” Marcus chuckled.

“It’s not that, it’s the thoughtfulness of it all. Why are you being so nice to me? I’m your bitch, not your girlfriend. You should just throw me down and fuck me in the ass or something.”

“Well maybe I’ve come to think of you as more of my girlfriend than just my bitch,” Marcus replied. “Doesn’t that please you?”

“Of course it pleases me baby, but this is a totally insane idea,” I said. “You know who I really am. Not just a man but a man you’re trying to put out of business. And if this is some kind of elaborate plan to gain my trust so I’ll reveal my business secrets just be honest and I’ll tell you whatever you want to know. Don’t toy with my affections because I really love you and I don’t want to get burned.”

“I’m going to burn you, I’m not trying to get any of your secrets, I know who you are and I don’t care. I love you more than any other woman I’ve ever known,” said Marcus as he stared straight into my eyes.

That was too much for me and I began to sob in his arms. He tried to comfort me but I had a lot of tears welled up inside me I guess because they just kept flowing.

“This is fucking crazy Marcus,” I managed to sob.

“It probably is, but it feels right, doesn’t it?” he replied. “And don’t you ever just trust your instincts even when the odds don’t look good on paper?”

“No, not really, but I’m kind of a pussy and I don’t have your big balls, even when I have balls,” I said.

“Then trust my big balls and go with it because I have a feeling it’ll all work out alright,” said Marcus.

“I do trust your balls...and I’m really turned on by them too. They’re so fucking huge and filled with all that hot sticky cum that I love so much,” I said as I reached down and cupped his crotch in my hand.

“Now about that ass fucking thing you suggested…”

I quickly pulled off my panties and tossed them on the floor. Then I went over to the desk and rested my forearms on the surface. It didn’t take Marcus long to get behind me with his dick out and suddenly my anus was being probed in little stabs before Marcus let me have some serious meat that had me moaning and whimpering.

It was so much easier to just be bent over a desk taking it up the ass than trying to wrap my head around the fact that Marcus Trent and I had just openly professed our love for each other. That should never have happened for too many reasons to list and yet it had. I did love the man who was pulling my hair and drilling my ass with his big hard cock while giving me the occasional slap across the bottom. I loved him because I knew he was the kind of man I never could be and that I was so much better off being the woman who benefited from all that masculine virility. And I loved him because he had changed right before my eyes from a mean-spirited misogynistic asshole into a kind-hearted and thoughtful lover. And I loved him because my heart told me to and I couldn’t help myself.

Maybe it was a train wreck happening right in front of me but the wheels were in motion and I felt powerless to stop it.


CHAPTER 15:

I moved into the master bedroom after that night and life became like a wonderful dream. I was the lady of the house now and living the lavish lifestyle I was accustomed to as a man, only now I didn’t have all the responsibilities weighing me down. Marcus gave me a car and insisted that he pay for anything I might want to buy, which was pretty silly considering that I was a billionaire in my own right, but I appreciated the gesture.

It was strange being free to go wherever I liked and do whatever I wanted to do and even more strange that what I wanted most was to be at home making love with Marcus, or actually doing anything with Marcus, although I liked making love the best.

Perhaps even stranger was the fact that I could have gone into my office to at least put in an appearance and check up on things but it never really crossed my mind to do so. And it wasn’t because I was ashamed to be seen there as a woman it was just that I had lost interest in the whole corporate thing and it sounded like a lot of work whereas shopping sounded like a lot of of fun.

Now I don’t in any way shape or form want to suggest that becoming female made me less ambitious or that women were somehow not cut out for the corporate world. Sharon was certainly a perfect example of a dedicated and highly competent career woman and there were tons of others that I knew personally or by reputation. For me it was a very personal thing. My priorities had been shifting for some time already anyway and I knew I didn’t have the same spark of energy for business that had propelled me to success in the first place.

There was absolutely nothing about becoming female that hindered my ability to continue running my company but because of the way I had become female I had been shown another path. I had started out as a non-person, virtually a sex slave and a prisoner, albeit a voluntary one, so I had been forced to divorce myself from my business enterprises or pretty much any aspect of my “real” life. With nothing but time on my hands to reflect on things I found that I really liked having time on my hands to reflect on things. The pace that I had tried maintain for years had been grinding me down.

Things became so simple and clear. My job was to look pretty and service my master whenever he commanded it. I was merely a collection of holes to have his dick stuffed into. Instead of having to make hard decisions all day I simply had to be obedient and do as I was told. The initial humiliation had broken down my ego and my obvious preference for sex as a woman had finally brought clarity to my sexual ambiguity.

It was a rough patch, no question about it, but without that kind of harsh treatment I don’t think I would ever have emerged quite so strong in my newfound femininity. I would have been desperately clutching at my manhood and fighting every step of the way and denying myself the opportunity to be truly happy.

And I was truly happy now. The happiest I had ever been in my life. I was only so-so at being a man, propped up largely by my wealth and fame, but I totally kicked ass as a woman. I had style and a natural flair for fashion. And I was learning how to be clever rather than just taking my authority for granted. I had been cast into a strange world that I had absolutely no control over whatsoever and within months had managed to completely turn the situation to my advantage.

The truth of the matter was I was actually dreading the six months being over and having to return to my old life. It just didn’t seem to have all that much to offer me anymore. In many ways I felt like I was the perfect woman for Marcus. Smart and savvy enough to be good company, very presentable for social occasions, and willing to do almost anything to stoke his massive masculine ego in the bedroom, which was actually still my favorite part of the experience.

The elephant in the room was Zippy...and the fact that I wasn’t really a woman. Running Zippy was a full-time job that I no longer had much enthusiasm for and Marcus had made it a target for destruction. Things seemed to be going along fine without me but I knew that there was nothing really being done to ward off the threat from Marcus or any of our other rivals and competitors. We had become kind of stale in an industry that’s constantly reinventing itself.

I needed to be clever and call upon my feminine wiles while I still had them to come up with some kind of brilliant solution to all of my problems. Unfortunately that was easier said than done and most of the time I was lost in a pink haze of romance and not really focusing on any heavy thinking. I liked to think about Marcus and how strong he was and how manly, and yet how gentle he could be when he wanted to. I never felt as secure as I did in his arms nor as complete as I was when his cock was inside me. Sometimes I felt like the silly schoolgirl I never was, but that was okay, because it was a nice way to feel.

Then Marcus dropped a bombshell on me.


CHAPTER 16:

“I’ve been thinking that maybe we should call off the bet a little early,” said Marcus one day when we were just lounging in bed enjoying a little time to cuddle and chat.

“What? Why? Did I do something wrong?” I asked in a panic.

“No of course not, you’re perfect. You’re wonderful. You’re the best thing that’s ever happened to me but in another few weeks you’re going to go back to being a man and my rival and all of this will just be like a dream,” said Marcus.

“Does it have to?” I said, feeling tears starting to build as they often did when I got emotional these days.

“Well, what are you saying? Are you suggesting that you don’t want to turn back into a man?”

“My darling there isn’t a drop of manhood left in me...except maybe your manhood that’s still fresh in my pussy. After what I’ve done and what I’ve become how could I ever go back to living as a man? And more importantly how could I ever give up wanting to be your woman?”

“I can’t tell you how happy that makes me to hear that, but it doesn’t change the fact that I’m still trying to bring down the creation you built,” said Marcus. “Would you still love me once I’d ruined your dream?”

“Well I can always get new dreams,” I said with a smile as I wiped a tear away from my cheek. “Besides, maybe you’ll fuck up and not take my company down the way you think you will. There’s a reason we’ve been on top for so long.”

“You may be right there. It’s proving to be a lot more difficult than I anticipated. Social media isn’t my field of expertise so I just assumed I could apply my usual business model to this and figure out how to beat you by gathering up superior components and then slapping them all together.”

“I should be happy to hear you say that but I hate the thought of you being disappointed. I guess it’s kind of a classic conflict of interests,” I said with a sigh.

“But you’ll still love me even if I kick your ass?” Marcus asked with a grin.

“Well, you can spank my ass but I don’t think I’d really enjoy being kicked,” I replied.

Suddenly Marcus had me over his knee and my bottom was being paddled like an errant child.

“Hey, I didn’t mean right now,” I protested.

“No time like the present,” Marcus replied.

“I didn’t do anything wrong,” I whined. “I told you that I love you so much I want to have a pussy for the rest of my life so that you can fuck me whenever you want.”

“That’s not exactly how you put it but I guess that was the general message you were conveying. And since when did I need an excuse to spank you?”

“Never,” I replied softly.

“That’s right,” said Marcus. “I just wanted to make sure that the rules hadn’t changed.”

“I’ll be happy to tell you if they do,” I said with some relief as he rolled me over on my back so that my head was in his lap looking up at him.

“I’m sure you will. I probably shouldn’t tell you this because it puts me at a disadvantage but you’ve totally got me wrapped around your little finger,” said Marcus.

“Of course I do. I’m perfect and wonderful like you said, and you’re never going to find a better woman to be your girlfriend,” I said with a smile.

“Or wife?”

“Well of course I’d be the perfect wife for you. Who else would put up with your shit?” I teased.

“And the mother of my children?”

“Hey, you said I couldn’t get pregnant. You said the pill had a birth blocker built into it,” I pointed out.

“And it does, but don’t you think I’ve got another pill that removes the blocker? Or you could turn back into a man for a few minutes and then take the pill the hasn’t got the blocker built into it,” Marcus explained.

“Holy shit. I thought the whole pregnancy thing was off the table for me,” I said.

“It is unless you want to change that. Do you think you’d like to have me put a baby in you?” asked Marcus.

“Well, yeah, in theory but I’m in my thirties, I’m not a kid anymore. My biological clock must be ticking away like a time bomb,” I said.

“You’re well within your childbearing years I assure you,” said Marcus.

“Wow, that’s a heavy thought lover. Of course I dreamed of it. Dreamed of being your wife and starting a family with you. Like I said I can always get new dreams to replace the old ones and being your mate sounds like a pretty awesome dream to me,” I said.

So the conversation that started with Marcus suggesting that we end our relationship early so that I could return to being a man had ended up being a discussion about us getting married and having a child. Honestly I was much happier with the ending part than the beginning part and I showed my happiness by sucking his cock all the way down to his balls, which was never an easy thing to accomplish but something I was just beginning to get the hang of.

The challenge of motherhood sounded much more exciting to me than the challenge of going back to work and running my potentially doomed company, although it sounded like Marcus had some problems of his own. I was so fucking conflicted about that. I any other business endeavor I would have tried to be the most supportive woman in the world and offer any constructive advice that I could but I couldn’t very well do that now without cutting my own throat.

It was my employees that I worried about the most. I was set for life already but I had a lot of people working for me who depended on that paycheck. If we started to go under that would mean large scale layoffs and if we collapsed entirely the whole workforce would be out of a job.

Be clever, I kept telling myself. Use your wits to find a solution that works for everybody. There has to be one. Everything that had happened to me so far since I had become a woman seemed like a step in the right direction and I was putting together a beautiful puzzle that only had a few more pieces to go. I just had to find those last pieces and put them in place to finish the picture.


CHAPTER 17:

“Oh, fuck baby, fuck yes!” I squealed. “When you knock me up this is how I want you to do it, fucking me like an animal.”

Marcus was doing me in a hard doggy style that had the bed rocking and my tits swaying beneath me. It was several days after our big conversation and there still seemed to be no perfect solution to our business problem. I wanted to marry him very much but he was obviously torn because he didn’t want to abandon the project he had devoted so much time and money to but he didn’t want to harm me either. Suddenly, just as my brain began to melt into a serious orgasm the light bulb went off over my head and I was shocked back into consciousness.

“Oh fuck baby! I’ve got it! I’ve got it!” I practically screamed.

“Huh?” was all Marcus could manage to say.

“I know how to get rid of the barrier between us,” I gasped as he continued to pound me.

“Really? You just thought of this now?”

“Yes! Just this moment. I’m hanging on the edge of an orgasm right now and it’s sort of like an acid trip or something. I suddenly had a profound moment of utter clarity,” I said.

“Do you want to stop and talk about it?” asked Marcus.

“Are you insane? I just told you that I’m right on the bring of an orgasm. You just keep fucking and I’ll do the talking,” I said.

“Okay,” said Marcus as he resumed his steady thumping at my rear end.

“Just buy my company,” I moaned. “Buy Zippy. I’ll take any fair offer.”

“How does that solve the problem?” Marcus grunted.

“Don’t you get it? You’re not an expert at social media but I am and I’ve got a great team of people who would love to get excited about a new direction. You have all these different apps you’ve acquired but you aren’t sure exactly what to do with them. If you’ve got something that’s a major upgrade to what we’re doing or some new feature just integrate those parts into the existing framework<” I managed to say in a relatively clear voice.

“That’s not a bad idea,” said Marcus.

“Of course it’s not a bad idea, it’s fucking brilliant,” I shouted over my shoulder. “Oh fuck...fuck me...oh I really wanted to hold off but I’m starting to cum! Give it to me baby. Give me all of that big dick right NOW!”

The words had barely passed my lips when I heard Marcus let out a sustained growl as he began to drain his balls into me. I was too far gone with my own orgasm to make any sort of coherent speech so I just gasped and moaned and twerked my ass on his cock until he was finally spent and we both collapsed next to each other on the bed.

“I don’t think I’ve ever been as horny or cum as much as I just did,” said Marcus. “Fucking you while discussing corporate acquisitions was the hottest thing I’ve ever done.”

“I know exactly what you mean baby,” I said as I put my hand on his chest. “But think about it. If you go head-to-head with Zippy you’re still starting from scratch. Maybe people will love your platform more than mine but it could take a lot of time for you to built up a following. I’ve already got that. I’ve got a brand name with millions and millions of users already. All that data we’ve accumulated and all the algorithms we’ve developed.”

“That’s very true and believe me it’s been keeping me awake at night,” said Marcus.

“Well I think my hot sexy body has been keeping you awake but I believe that you’ve been worried. I’d be worried if I were in your shoes. Let’s just take the best of both worlds and combine them into one super app,” I said.

“So if we’re keeping Zippy why don’t you buy me out?” asked Marcus.

“Because I don’t want to run a company anymore. Obviously as your wife I’d still have a vested interest in the company, and I’d help the transition any way that I could, but you should take over the reins. I think that we make a really good team and that everyone wins this way. Although I’ll only sell with a written guarantee that you won’t fire a bunch a people immediately when you take over. There has to be some warning about impending layoffs and a very generous severance package.”

“Whatever you want darling,” said Marcus. “We can have the lawyers get on it right away.”

“Good. Then I hereby accept your proposal of marriage,” I said.

“Did I make one?”

“Not exactly in so many words but I guess that was the general message I was conveying,” said Marcus.

“Well I accept so we should probably also get some lawyers working on making me a legal woman while I start planning the wedding,” I said. “Then you can give me a big pile of money for buying my company, which I’ll add to my already big pile of money while the new and improved Zippy makes us both a big pile of money, it is a community property state after all darling, and then when you get tired of me and start screwing around with some 20-year-old secretary I’ll take you to the cleaners in the divorce and easily be the richest woman in the world.”

“You’ve got it all figured out haven’t you?”

“I’ve got the brains and you’ve got the balls. It’s a nice match don’t you think?”

“Well don’t bet on me ever getting tired of you,” said Marcus.

“You know that’s not such a bad idea. If you do end up cheating on me I’ll take all your money and if you don’t I get to stay married to the man I love for the rest of my life,” I teased.

“And what do I get if I win?” asked Marcus.

“Honey you’ve already won. You’re getting the greatest wife a man could ever ask for,” I replied. “And I promise you can still fuck me in the ass even after you’ve put a ring on me.”

“Like you could stop me from doing whatever I wanted to do to your body you weak little pussy,” Marcus joked.

“Now there’s the man I fell in love with. I don’t want you to ever forget that I may be your wife but I’m also your bitch.” I said. “Your dirty, horny, slutty, little bitch who wants you to dominate her like the alpha stud you are.”

“Damn, I think you’re making me hard again already,” said Marcus glancing down at his stiffening member.

I rolled over on my stomach and then lifted my ass in the air.

“Well, what are you waiting for? An engraved invitation?” I said with my head flat on the mattress.

A moment later the bed bounced a little as Marcus got behind me and then my anus was being stuffed wit his huge prick like it was just a spare pussy. I didn’t have any more brilliant flashed of inspiration that time but I did have an anal orgasm which was good enough for me. We can’t always be the crafty manipulative woman, sometimes we just need to be a hole for our man to get his rocks off in.


CHAPTER 18:

It was a complex business transaction that took a hell of a lot of time to complete but finally all of the details were hammered out and all of the money changed hands and the company that I had created out of thin air in a garage no longer belonged to me, aside from a healthy amount of stock that I retained because I expected it to go up in value considerably after the takeover. Of course the company now belonged to my husband, and I still had a seat on the board, so it wasn’t like it was completely gone from my life but I was at least free from the daily pressure of running the damn thing. That gave me plenty of time to think about more enjoyable things like where we would go on our honeymoon and picking out baby names.

It’s surprising what you can learn about yourself if you’re suddenly stripped of your identity and thrust into an entirely new world you never expected or wanted to find yourself in. I thought losing that dick judging contest would be the worst thing that ever happened to me in my life but instead it brought me the greatest joy I’ve ever known. So if you think I’m just some kind of a weirdo and that it could never happen to you all I can say is don’t bet on it. Or maybe you should? You might end up as happy as I am...although probably not as rich.


AUTHOR’S NOTES:

Fans of my work who have read a lot of my books may notice that this story is similar to “From Top to Bottom” in a number of ways and I apologize for that. I often do similar themes but try to spread them out more. This story just took off because of real life events that were too tempting not to explore.

The inspiration for the story came from the ridiculous news that billionaire Elon Musk had challenged billionaire Mark Zuckerberg to a cage match fight. As of this writing the fight hadn’t taken place but if it ever does my money is on Zuckerberg because he’s gotten totally jacked and has actually won some mixed martial arts battles. Instead of a fight I had my rich “tech bro” rivals hold a dick size judging contest with their manhood literally on the line. Then when I was about half way through the book Elon Musk actually did challenge Mark Zuckerberg to a dick size judging contest which made me fall out of my chair laughing. I was afraid it might be too silly an idea to take seriously but then life imitated art and I was totally vindicated. I have no idea who has the bigger cock or what they might put up as the prize for winning the wager but it would be interesting if they had the option to follow my plot.

Oh...after just finishing these notes I saw that Elon Musk was changing the name of Twitter to X which makes my story even more prophetic. The brand name is often more valuable than the commodity itself. McDonald’s probably doesn’t make the best hamburgers but everyone knows the name. Marcus is trying to make an “everything app” like Musk is but he doesn’t have the brand name until he marries Chrissy. Obviously these tech bros need to stop fighting and get in touch with their feminine side so that they can make better business decisions.
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