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CHAPTER 1:

I like to think I’m a self-made man, although it would be foolish of me to act like I didn’t have any privileges or advantages that helped me along the way. And of course luck always plays a part in most every aspect of every life.  The chance meeting. The spark of inspiration. The encouragement of others when you were having doubts. I had made it to the “top” and now ran a hugely successful company that I had founded and I still owned a significant majority of the stock.

It had meant a lot of hard work and long hours and scrounging for venture capital wherever I could find it but it had all paid off in a big way. I was flying high in business and making money hand over fist and I wasn’t even 30 yet. And of course I used money that I made with my company to make other investments and make even more money. I was rich, young and single, which is usually a pretty good thing to be but despite all my success I had certain needs that weren’t being fulfilled and it was kind of hard for me to even define what those were.

I had always been competitive. I felt the need to win, even if it was just a stupid board game or a silly wager. My ambition and drive had always been there, even as a child as I kept thinking up creative ways to make money. I was always the leader of any group I belonged to, the Class President, and the chair of any committee I was part of. “Take Charge Tony Thompson” is what people called me and it was very true and suited me perfectly except in one place...the bedroom.

I practically had “Alpha Male” stamped on my forehead but I had trouble playing the role. Being wealthy certainly gave me access to a wide variety of female companions but I could never really make it click in between the sheets. There was something about sex that made me crave the opposite of the rest of my life. I wanted it to be a fun release of stress, not just another project to be tackled and battle to be won.

Now obviously one doesn’t have to be some kind of super-aggressive, trash-talking, womanizer just because they’re a successful businessman but it does take a fair amount of confidence to be able to perform in the bedroom and I had a hard time finding that without drawing on my take charge personality, which was the very thing I was trying to get away from for at least a little while.

My first thought was that I needed to go extreme. If I was having trouble finding confidence maybe I could get sexual gratification from the exact opposite sensation by allowing myself to be humiliated.

I actually hired a professional dominatrix to come tie me up and say nasty things to me while she smacked my ass with a riding crop but I just felt silly more than humiliated. For one thing she was just an employee working for me and following my instructions. It was just an act and I couldn’t seem to get past that. I knew that I could have paid her whatever it took to get her to do pretty much anything I wanted so I still felt like I was in control the whole time.

My next experiment was to trying being a cuckold. I hired a black porn star with an enormous cock to fuck my current girlfriend at the time while I sat and watched. The guy tried his best to make me feel inferior while he banged the hell out of my woman but it was too stagy again. It wasn’t like I was deeply invested in a relationship with that girl or like I caught her in bed with another man. It was another show that I had paid for, and at least it was a good one. I knew my girlfriend wasn’t faking it and it was obvious that she was having the time of her life.

The guy had an incredible body and amazing stamina, but of course he was a pro who fucked on demand for a living. I also knew that he was “gay for pay” as they say in the porn business so I could have thrown him a few more bucks and had him suck my cock if I wanted to. I was still in charge, calling the shots, orchestrating the whole thing. There had been financial negotiations with the porn star and personal negotiations with my girlfriend and logistics to coordinate. It was all a business transaction that I was footing the bill for. The only one who was getting any genuine pleasure out of it was my girlfriend.

That’s when a light bulb went off over my head. I needed to be in her place, only not in some scripted playing out of erotic fantasies. I needed to be a girl and hook up with aggressive dominant males who would take charge in the bedroom and use me as they liked. As a totally different person I could hopefully adopt a totally different personality and get my kicks by being a submissive little slut.

Now ordinarily that would probably sound like just wishful thinking but as it happened I had a substantial investment in a pharmaceutical company that was developing a reversible gender changing drug for the transgender market. It would hopefully revolutionize the field by doing away with all of the surgery and other medical treatments currently required for gender confirmation. And best of all if for some reason you had second thoughts you could always go back to the way you were before. I thought it was a good company with a great idea so I backed them with my cash but I had never had any personal interest in the process before. I knew that it worked and had been thoroughly tested and it was just a matter of time before the government approved it but now I thought it might be a good idea to test the product myself.

Being a major investor it wasn’t difficult at all to procure samples of the drug and I didn’t have to explain what I was planning to do once I took it. They probably just assumed that I wanted to protect my investment by doing my own research and I gladly signed all the release forms and other paperwork so that I was officially enrolled in the test project. That would help if I ever got into a situation where I had to explain why my identification didn’t match my current gender or appearance.

The transformation process was remarkably simple. The pills came packed with a pink one and a blue one so it was pretty obvious which you took when you wanted to change or change back. It currently took about an hour for the drug to kick in and then your body would change in just a few minutes but they were working on cutting down on the wait time. Ideally you would take the pill and in a couple of minutes you would have changed bodies completely but I could afford to wait an hour for results.

The first time I took it was in their laboratory, which was a required part of the testing program so that they could make sure that everything worked the way it was supposed to. It was a little embarrassing to turn into a woman in front of a bunch of strangers in lab coats but I suddenly realized that it was also giving me the kind of thrill I was hoping for. There was nothing sexual about the thing, it was more like a doctor visit, but I still felt so helpless and vulnerable as I sat there naked while people poked and probed and examined me. Hopefully I would feel that way again soon when I hooked up with some random guy.

I was certified good to go and got my first look at my female self, and I have to say that I was pleased with the results. I had a pretty face, a nice body, and a good complexion. What more could a girl ask for?


CHAPTER 2:

Usually I had a very clear plan of action for whatever I was doing whether it was developing a new product, investing in something, or getting ready to go on vacation. I left as little to chance as humanly possible. I wanted to be prepared and to avoid any surprises.

My first inclination had been to do the same thing with my foray into femininity but then I decided to break from the pattern and to try and let things happen more organically. That’s not to say that I didn’t do any research at all. I knew next to nothing about being a woman so I tried to learn as much as I could as quickly as possible. Fortunately I had dated a lot of attractive women who had expensive tastes and impeccable style so I had some idea of what to wear in certain circumstances and what sort of handbags were “in” at the moment, and things like that, but I wasn’t certain that I wanted to present myself as that kind of woman.

I didn’t think about clothes much anymore. I had a tailor who made my suits and an associate who picked out my ties and of course the prerequisite expensive watch but I could remember when I was in college and trying to “dress to impress” wasn’t always that easy on a tight budget. This new female version of me wouldn’t necessarily be rich so I thought about off the rack options instead of designer clothes.

It would have been a lot easier to have a female mentor to answer questions and guide me along, and there were plenty of young women in my employ who would have been delighted to fill that post for a nice bonus or just a chance to get close to the boss, but I didn’t want anyone who knew Anthony Thompson to know anything about Toni Vitale, which was the name I had chosen for me female alter ego. It sounded kind of like an Italian porn star to me but it was just the feminized spelling of my nickname combined with my mother’s maiden name. I don’t think anybody would have connected those dots in a million years.

Once I felt pretty comfortable presenting myself as a woman I had to figure out what to do with this newfound identity. I started thinking that maybe I had just traded one kind of stress for another, potentially even greater one. Where did I usually meet girls? Parties, while traveling, pretty much anywhere I suppose. Of course these days I tended to hobnob with the rich and semi-famous and travel in style so I met a lot of models or aspiring models or actresses or high maintenance gals looking for a sugar daddy. That wasn’t me, or the new me at any rate. I wasn’t looking to become someone’s mistress or their trophy wife. I needed to get out of that world and into somewhere a little more gritty and simplistic. All I wanted was a one-night-stand with some alpha male stud and then I would probably realize that this wasn’t any more satisfying than any of my other sexual experiences and I could put it to rest.

Now it may seem like I’m glossing over a rather important fact. I was a heterosexual male planning on having sex with another man while on a transgender pill. I haven’t really mentioned that yet because it just wasn’t that big of a deal to me. I was looking to have a satisfying sexual experience by adopting a role that was completely foreign to me. Honestly, if thought that if I could feel half as good as my girlfriend seemed to be feeling when she was getting railed by the porn star that would be great. If that meant I had to fuck a man to feel that way so be it.

I won’t deny that the guy I hired was an impressive specimen of manhood. It wasn’t just his dick that was big he was a big dude with big muscles and big energy. I don’t feel ashamed to say that. As competitive as I was I knew I was never going to have a body like that and I appreciated the effort he must have put in to get that physique. It was very hot watching him basically destroy my girlfriend and turn her into a quivering bowl of Jell-O.

After going around in circles in my mind about the best way to meet the kind of guy I was looking for I decided to simplify the process and just use a hookup app. I had no reason to expect any great results from this experiment anyway so I figured I might as well just cut to the chase and get together with some guy who would just want to nail me in order to carve another notch on his bedpost. If I hated the experience that would be that and at least I would have actually had a chance to test the product that I had invested a lot of money in.

After a couple of quick selfies and a brief description of that kind of sex I was looking for Toni Vitale was open for business. I was actually kind of shocked at how fast people responded and by how many responses there were. I guess I shouldn’t have been that surprised that a lot of guys would jump at the chance to bone a cute chick who said she wanted submissive sex with an alpha male but it still caught me a little off guard. It was kind of flattering, really. I thought I was reasonably attractive as a woman but I had dated swimsuits models so my bar was set pretty high when it came to judging a woman’s beauty.

I settled on a guy who called himself Sam, which may have been his real name for all I know. He was a little younger than I was, but that was okay. I looked a bit younger as a female anyway.

Obviously I couldn’t meet him at my house, and I didn’t want to go to some strange guy’s place so a hotel was the logical answer. We’d meet up in the bar, have a drink, and if we both were still interested after meeting face-to-face we’d go up to our room and let the party commence.

I decided to wear a rather form-fitting dress that hugged my curves and showed a lot of leg and cleavage. It was backless too so a bra was out of the question, which was fine by me since I figured it would just be one more piece of clothing to deal with before and after.

“Hey, you’re looking sweet baby, even better than your pictures,” said Sam once we had both arrived at the hotel bar.

It was kind of a corny thing to say but I appreciated the compliment. We weren’t there to read poetry or discuss global politics. I thanked him and returned the compliment. We ordered our drinks and then sat at the bar sipping them while we made small talk and I was a little surprised by how laid back Sam was. He didn’t really seem like a guy who would pull a girl’s hair and slap her ass. It did make me feel pretty comfortable in what was otherwise an extremely unnatural position for me to be in so when the time came to choose between another drink or going upstairs I didn’t hesitate to opt for the latter.

As we got inside the room I felt kind of scared. Not scared because I thought he was going to put tape over my mouth and chop me up in the bathtub but scared because I had gotten myself into a situation that was completely foreign to me. Of course that was the whole idea and feeling a little frightened was okay. It was a perfectly normal emotion to be feeling, since I was technically a virgin as a female. I couldn’t remember the last time I had any butterflies in my stomach before sex.

“Why don’t you take that dress off honey so I can see what you got under there,” said Sam casually once we had closed the door behind us.

He was still laid back but it wasn’t preventing him from taking charge. I tried to get out of my dress by just shaking my hips a little but it was too tight for that so I had to peel it off of me. It wasn’t the graceful move I was hoping for but it got the job done and left me standing in front of him in just my panties and shoes.

“Nice...very nice,” said Sam as he unzipped his fly and pulled out his sizable dick.

I think my legs might have been shaking a little but it didn’t matter because Sam told me to get on my knees and get his cock hard. If it looked big from a few feet away it looked positively huge just a few inches from my face. I took it in my hand and started stroking and it wasn’t long at all before it was stiff as a board.

“Okay baby you know what to do,” said Sam. “Get that cock in your mouth and start sucking.”


CHAPTER 3:

I had assumed that a blowjob would be expected and done everything I could to prepare myself for that eventuality, both physically and mentally, but nothing really prepares you for the moment when you first put another man’s penis in your mouth. I thought about all the girls who had sucked my cock and wondered what they were thinking when they did it. Did they let their mind go blank and just shift into autopilot or were they actually turned on by it?

As for me I was finding it to be surprisingly arousing. I had always just sort of assumed that most girls did it, if they did it all, because they knew men wanted it, not because they took any pleasure from it. It was so intimate and visceral and such a savage violation of my personal space. I mean that was the guy’s penis for God’s sake and I could feel it on my lips, my tongue, and even the walls of my throat.

“Good girl. You like having that big dick in your mouth don’t you?” Sam commented.

It suddenly occurred to me that I hadn’t told him that I was a virgin and had absolutely no sexual experience so he no doubt assumed I was a very experienced slut. Who else would go on a hardcore hookup app and ask to be fucked aggressively? I hoped Sam wouldn’t particularly notice my lack of experience and increased my effort. What I lacked in skill I figured I could make up for with enthusiasm.

It seemed to be doing the trick because the more I got into it the more Sam got into it and I could hear his deep moans of pleasure. He grabbed the back of my head and made me start to suck him faster, which was terrifying and thrilling all at the same time. I had felt like I was in control, setting the pace and tempo and only taking as much as I dared to take at the moment but now I was powerless and get throat fucked. I felt saliva running out of my mouth and I gagged a few times but I let him use my mouth like it was a pussy.

“Oh, yeah bitch, that’s it. Take it all...take it all the way down,” Sam grunted.

It was sort of like being on a really scary thrill ride. I didn’t really think he was going to do anything too terrible to me but all I could do was hang on and hope for the best.

“Oh yeah...oh yeah...oh yeah…” Sam repeated several times before he suddenly yanked his prick out of my mouth and started jacking off furiously.

“OH YEAAAAAAAAAAAAH!” he exclaimed loudly as he began to ejaculate all over my face.

I was startled, almost stunned as his hot sticky goo started slamming against my cheeks and my nose and my lips. I instinctively opened my mouth and he seemed to aim a few shots in that direction. I don’t know why I was so anxious to taste his cum but I guess after having worked so hard to produce it I sort of felt like I deserved it.

The jizz that did get in my mouth was just as hot and sticky as the cum painting my face but it also had a tangy taste to it that was not at all unpleasant. It tasted like sex to me and I was relieved that it wasn’t as horrible as I had expected it to be. I could get used to that taste pretty easily I thought.

“We don’t you go get cleaned up honey and I’ll order some food. I think it’s going to be a long night and you’ll want to keep your strength up,” said Sam as he went over and flopped down on the bed, grabbing the TV remote as he did.

Sam seemed to have a passive/aggressive way of making suggestions that weren’t really up for debate. That was kind of cool because it let me know who was in charge without him having to be a total dick about it.

When I got in the bathroom I giggled when I saw my face. I looked like one of those girls in a porn video. I dabbed a finger in some of the wet stuff and licked it off. Then I washed my face thoroughly, which pretty much destroyed the makeup I had worked so hard to apply but fortunately I had very nice skin and the “natural” look was very appealing. I thought about retrieving my purse and at least touching up my lip gloss but in the end it didn’t seem worth the bother. Sam had seen me all dressed up but I imagined he was more interested in the slot between my legs at this point. Fortunately that was well-groomed.

As I returned from the bathroom I found that Sam was buck naked on the bed. His body looked just like his pictures but it was more impressive seeing it in person. He had really nice abs , which kind of turned me on for some reason, and he just had this aura about him that was so sexy yet so hard to define.

“I guess I’m a little over-dressed,” I joked, since I was still in my shoes and my panties.

“Come on over here and I’ll take care of that,” said Sam.

I went over and started to get on the bed but Sam grabbed me by the waist and pulled me over on my back. Then he took off my shoes and just sort of tossed them over his shoulder before he grabbed my panties and yanked them off of me. He looked at my snatch and smiled, which I hoped meant that he approved, and then he got beside me and started to feel me up.

“You’re nice and wet,” Sam observed astutely. “You must be anxious to get that big cock in your tight little pussy.”

The man wasn’t exactly eloquent but he did have a way of getting right to the point. I was anxious. I didn’t know what I would feel but I had a feeling I would feel pretty good. Just having my pussy probed by a couple of fingers was getting me pretty hot and bothered.

“I’ll bet you’re a clit girl, aren’t you?” said Sam.

I didn’t have any way of answering that question at that precise moment but when he started rubbing my clitoris my body gave him all the response he needed. I didn’t know that it was possible to be that sexually stimulated. I started making strange little noises and kind of humping his hand with my pelvis.

“Oh, yeah...you’re a clit girl alright,” Sam chuckled.

So I was a clit girl. I’d never thought to ask anyone if they were a clit girl. I wonder what they would have said if I had asked them. I knew the clitoris was supposed to be really sensitive and had like a billion nerve endings in it but I never imagined it could do the things to your brain that it was doing to me.

When Sam leaned down and started sucking on one of my nipples while still rubbing my clit it was game over. My legs were quivering and the muscles in my stomach were tied in knots.  I couldn’t believe that I was having an orgasm this easily or that it was possible to feel this good without being on some very powerful drugs.

There was a knock at the door but I didn’t even notice. I was gasping for air and praying my heart would slow down.

“Well you are one horny little slut baby but that’s going to have to hold you for a little while. I’m starving and the food’s here,” said Sam as he hopped out of bed and went to answer the door in the nude.

When the bellboy wheeled a cart in I was still sprawled on the bed naked as a jaybird but I didn’t have the strength to look for something to cover up with. Honestly I just didn’t care. It was a hotel. People had sex in hotels all the time. It probably wasn’t anything that he hadn’t seen before.

Sam encouraged me to eat but I was still too shaky to think about getting up, let alone having food. If he wanted to put a load of cum into my stomach later I would happily accept that meal but at the moment all I really wanted was Sam’s big cock in my tight little pussy, as he had so succinctly put it. Fortunately I didn’t have too long to wait.


CHAPTER 4:

“Okay slut you know what to do,” said Sam once he had wolfed down some food which seemed to make his dick grow hard like some kind of erotic version of Popeye and his spinach.

Of course I didn’t know what to do, or did I? I instinctively rolled over and got on all fours and kind of wiggled my ass at him. Apparently that was the correct decision because Sam jumped on the bed behind me and grabbed my hips.

“I told you you wouldn’t have to wait too long,” said Sam as he began to rub his dick up and down my still wet slit. “I can usually bounce back pretty quick.”

“So it seems,” I said, almost to myself.

Then a moment later his cock pressed inside me and I knew that my search was over but my journey was just beginning. Curiosity tinged with sexual frustration had brought me to this place where I was on my hands and knees with a man I had just met humping me like a dog but I just knew that it was exactly the kind of sex I wanted to be having.

Once I had become really successful I was always pretty certain that the women I went to bed with wanted something from me and that many of them wouldn’t have given me the time of day if I was just some wage slave praying that he wouldn’t lose his health insurance. Perhaps that was cynical of me but I had seen it prove out too many times to doubt my instincts.

Here it was totally different. Sam had no idea that I was some rich CEO. We hadn’t even asked each other what we did for a living. Sam just thought I was sexy and wanted to put his dick inside me and I felt exactly the same way. Ironically even though this was just a hookup arranged through an app it felt more personal and intimate than many of my previous sexual encounters, even with people who I identified as my girlfriend or at least someone I was dating.

I wasn’t in control here. Sam wasn’t some porn star I had hired, although he could have probably been a great one if he wanted to be. Nobody expected me to have all the answers or solve all their problems. I was just a horny little bitch who liked getting fucked by big cocks.

And speaking of big cocks I wondered how many other women lost their virginity to men who were hung like a horse. Of course Sam seemed like a guy who had probably popped a few cherries in his day so I wasn’t likely the first maiden he had ever bedded.

It was funny that the word “other” popped into my head so easily when talking about women as if I was in the club already. Maybe I was, at least as an “honorary” member or something. Biologically, at that moment in time, any doctor in the world would have declared me 100% female but I was just a girly day tripper and didn’t know if I really qualified as a genuine woman.

It didn’t matter, of course, because I sure as hell felt like a woman as Sam mercilessly pounded my cunt and I gasped and squealed in delight.

“Oh my gaaaaaaaaaaaawd!” I exclaimed, much to Sam’s delight.

Suddenly he grabbed my hair and pulled it back hard, which made me let out a yelp, but not from pain, it was from the intense arousal I got from the act. When the dominatrix tried to get me to feel weak and helpless and submissive my natural male impulses were just too strong to give in that easily. With that out of the way I was finally the obedient fuck toy I wanted to be. I definitely wasn’t thinking or feeling like a man.

“Oh yes, baby, yes...fuck me...fuck me harder!” I cried.

“Is this what you want you horny little bitch? You want me to fuck you harder?” Sam hissed as he tightened his grip on my hair and began to increase the pace of this thrusting.

“Fuck yes...fuck yes...oh my gaaaaaaaaaaaaawd you’re making me cum again!” I squealed.

“Fuck yeah I’m making you cum you dirty little slut. I’m going to make you cum so hard you can’t see straight,” Sam replied.

We were already past that point as I was literally having trouble focusing my gaze on the wall but I didn’t bother to mention it since I was pretty much past the point of articulate speech as well. I couldn’t believe how quickly I was having another orgasm, especially when I had read that a lot of women have difficulty getting off, but maybe it was beginner’s luck or something. It was certainly putting my brain in some kind of orgasmic overload.

Having never had tits before it was really something to feel them flying back and forth beneath me as Sam jack-hammered me from behind. I still wasn’t used to being so top heavy yet but I had the feeling that I could really learn to like it.

“Is this what you wanted baby...to be fucked like a whore?” Sam asked in a slightly bemused, slightly sinister voice.

“Yes...yes…” I panted. “Fuck me like a whore!” I replied.

That earned me a serious head jerk and three or four good slaps on my ass. As he pulled on my hair I had to sit more upright and that seemed to drive his cock even deeper into my gash. I think I might have been crying at that point but it’s all a little hazy now. My orgasm just didn’t seem to stop and I wondered if there was something wrong with the pill I had taken. No human could possibly be expected to be this stimulated and survive I thought.

Suddenly I went from being upright on my knees to plants face down on the mattress with my butt sticking up in the air. I had no idea what had prompted the switch but Sam obviously knew how he wanted to fuck me and when and I was just going to find out what the plan was when it happened.

“You hot little bitch, I’m going to put so much cum in your pussy,” said Sam in a voice that seemed almost far away to me even though he was leaning over my back.

A man was going to put cum in my pussy. It was all so surreal. Why did I have a pussy and why was I letting a man put his cock in it and why was this the greatest sexual experience I had ever known?

“OH YEAAAAAAAAAAAAH!” I heard Sam grunt in his now familiar cum voice.

Over 100 million sperm were now swimming upstream trying to find an egg to fertilize but they were shit out of luck because at this stage of development and testing of the product the reproductive process was not yet implemented. The plan was ultimately to have a permanent pill that would provide complete biological transformation in every possible way but that was still being worked on. I don’t know exactly why I remembered how many sperm were in a typical ejaculation, or why I was thinking about that, but I guess that was just a natural female impulse. If I could get pregnant than I would have thought a hell of a lot before letting a man put his penis inside me and I certainly wouldn’t have done it without some kind of birth control.

In any case I wasn’t going to get knocked up but it was kind of weird thinking about the fact that I actually could someday, not that I had any intention of making this female thing more than a casual hobby. Surprisingly the thought of having a baby didn’t seem horrible at all to me, but that was presumably because some maternal instinct was in me, even if I wasn’t physically capable of doing so.

What I was physically capable of doing was fucking and sucking Sam’s glorious phallus as often as he was able to get it up, which turned out to be quite often so I was very happily spent by the time my first female sexual adventure was complete. I didn’t know if that pill was ever going to get approved by the government but my investment was money well-spent either way since it gave me access to a wonderful world I would never have experienced without it.


CHAPTER 5:

The thing about having an awesome secret is that you really want to tell somebody about it but then it obviously wouldn’t be a secret anymore and a man in my position couldn’t afford to have it get out that I was taking a gender changing drug and having sex with men. Not that there was anything wrong with that, or illegal, but it still wasn’t something that I wanted known. My circle of friends and business associates tended to operate with a certain frat house mentality and anything that called my manhood into question would probably not be in my best interests.

Ironically I did find the idea of being humiliated and emasculated in front of my peers very arousing. It kind of reminded me of this girl I went out with a few times who was really into sex in public places. The risk of getting caught really did intensify the sex although I had absolutely no desire to actually get caught.

Now just because something is arousing or intensifies your sexual experience doesn’t mean that you should automatically do it. Some fantasies are probably best left to the imagination. Of course a few people at the lab knew I was testing the product but they had no idea what I was doing once I transformed into a woman, not that they cared one way or the other aside from the scientific aspects of it.

Not telling anybody what I had done was one thing but not thinking about it constantly was another. I just couldn’t help it. I’d be trying to concentrate on work but my mind would drift off to thoughts of big hard cocks.

I couldn’t wait to try the app again and followed the template I had created with Sam. First a little online chatting to make sure that everyone was on the same page, then a meet and greet in the hotel bar, and if all systems were go we’d head up to the room and blast off.

My date was named Ramon and he said he was half-Cuban, although I thought he looked Italian. He never said what the other half was but it made no difference to me. He was hot and jacked and had a wicked-looking cock that was all veins and bulges and looked like there should have been steam rising up from it.

Ramon wasn’t as chill as Sam but that was okay. I wasn’t there to make a new friend I was there to be an obedient little slut that a dominant male could use for his pleasure, which was exactly what Ramon did with me from the moment we got into the room.

He had me undress while he sat on the edge of the bed slowly jerking his dick and then told me to dance a little. I was a little thrown off by the request but I started swiveling my hips side to side and kind of playing with my hair, which I had seen girls do in videos when they were dancing. Pretty soon I started to really get into it and even came over and stuck my ass near Ramon and shook it, which got me a pretty hard slap on the rump and the goosebumps that went with it.

The dancing, if you could really call it that, was surprisingly fun. It was interesting to see just how different it felt to move around like that. My female body seemed to be hinged a little differently and it felt very sensual to explore that, especially when there was a man sitting there watching me with his dick in his hand.

It didn’t stay in his hand for too long because he had me get on my knees between his legs as he continued to sit on the bed and soon that dick was between my lips, gliding over my tongue, and then diving down my throat. Ramon let me tease and toy with his prick for a little while but then his hand was on my head and my head was headed for his balls.

“That’s it bitch...suck it you dirty little whore,” Ramon snarled as he fucked my face rather aggressively.

I thought it was interesting that Sam had asked me if I wanted to be fucked like a whore and Ramon was calling me a whore as well. Was it just a figure of speech or were girls who advertised themselves on that type of hookup app considered a type of prostitute? I suppose I was behaving very much like a hooker in that I was giving myself completely to a strange man and he knew that he could do pretty much whatever he wanted with me and then never give me a second thought if he so chose. The only real difference was that this wasn’t illegal because I wasn’t getting paid. Funny how a few dollars left on a table could make such a big distinction with the law.

I had been with prostitutes twice in my life. The first time was in college when some buddies and I went to Las Vegas for spring break. We went out to one of the legal brothels in Pahrump, which is about an hour from Vegas, and it was expensive but the girl I chose certainly knew how to suck a prick and it was the kind of dumb adventure you were hoping to have on spring break.

The second time was a few years ago in Paris. A friend told me about a super high-end escort service that only catered to the most exclusive clientele, which I certainly was. It really couldn’t have been more different than my first foray into the world of prostitution. Basically I “rented” this stunning French beauty for as long as I wanted and she was on my arm wherever I went and in my bed whenever I wanted.

She was very good at making me feel relaxed and gave a great back rub, as well as a great BJ, although the hooker in Pahrump would be hard to beat in a contest. I wondered how good I was at giving head. It was harder to tell from the female perspective. Ultimately I suppose it doesn’t matter that much since a big part of the appeal is finding a girl who’s willing to put a penis in her mouth. Ramon certainly wasn’t looking for any fancy tricks or technique, he just wanted a wet hole to shove his cock into.

People were such weird creatures when it came to sex, myself being a prime example of that. I could afford to be with the most expensive escort in Paris but I chose to be in a hotel room on my knees with a half-Cuban cock slamming against the back wall of my throat. And guys like Sam and Ramon presumably wouldn’t have much trouble getting women to date them but they had opted for the easy piece of ass and the quick ego boost that probably went along with having your way with a submissive little slut like me.

My evening with Ramon was pretty rough and tumble with me doing my best rag doll impression as Ramon simply molded me into whatever position he desired at the moment. When he put his big dick in my ass I squealed and thought about protesting but once he started thrusting I couldn’t really think of any objections. Why not let him fuck my ass? I had surrendered any control I might have had a long time ago.

Sam had kind of switched the alpha male thing on and off, depending on what we were doing at the time, but Ramon just used me as a cum bucket and didn’t make any effort to let me think otherwise. Both experiences were equally satisfying, although my butt did feel a little sore for some time after.


CHAPTER 6:

The hookup app was perfect, it was just what I wanted...so of course I started thinking that I wanted to try something different.

I was a bit curious to see what it would be like to just go out as a woman and let things happen instead of having it all planned in advance. I had no idea what kind of guys I might meet or whether anyone would try to pick me up but that’s what made it kind of exciting. The “sure thing” app was always there when I wanted it but I wondered how I would do out in the world on my own as a woman.

I figured it couldn’t be that much different than meeting up with Sam or Ramon in the hotel bar before sex. We had a drink and made a little casual conversation about nothing. That didn’t sound too difficult but I was a little worried about what I would do if I ran into a talker.

The app kept things pretty anonymous. I knew that Sam and Ramon probably weren’t really named Sam and Ramon, and they both went by handles on the app, but meeting somebody spontaneously in a public place might mean that some more detailed personal conversation would be expected.

Aside from calling myself Toni as a girl I hadn’t really given much thought about creating any sort of fake female biography. I decided it was probably best just to stick to the basic details of my real life and feminize it a little if I needed to. I could say that I worked for one of my companies without revealing that I actually owned it and some kind of desk job would be suitably boring enough that no one would pry for any more information.

I wasn’t sure where to go, which was the dilemma that prompted me to use the hookup app in the first place, but I kind of lucked out when I overhead some junior executives in my office raving about some new club that was supposed a great pickup place. That sounded promising, since my goal was to get picked up by somebody, so I did a little online research on the place to figure out what to wear and made sure I had the proper attire to hopefully attract a little attention.

The thought that someone might want to ask me to dance would have intimidated me before but after doing my improvised nude shimmy/shake for Ramon I was actually kind of looking forward to the chance to shake my booty again.

The place was jumping when I got there, and there seemed to be a lot of hot women who were dressed just as sexily as I was, so my hopes of standing out kind of dimmed upon arrival but then I figured the hell with it. I was there to have a good time so I was going to drink and dance and flirt if I got the chance and if no one wanted to take me home and bone me it would be their loss.

As it turned out I didn’t have to worry about attracted attention because the moment I sat down at the bar I heard a male voice offering to buy me a drink.

“Yes, thank you, that would be lovely,” I said as I turned to see who was attempting to use free booze to get into my panties.

To my utter dismay I realized that it was one of the junior executives I had overheard talking up this place. His name was Jim...something.

“Hi, I’m Jim,” he said, confirming my partial identification as he sat next to me at the bar.

“Toni...with an ‘I’ at the end,” I replied.

“Cool place. Do you come here often?” asked Jim.

“No, first time. I just heard some buzz about it and thought I’d check it out,” I said truthfully.

“It’s loud, but they’ve got a great DJ,” Jim commented after we had ordered our drinks.

I felt like I had gotten in a time machine and gone back to my college days, not that they were that far behind me. I knew that I looked even younger than I was as a woman and I wondered how old Jim thought I was. He was probably not that much younger than I was and I tried to search my memory to see if I could think of anything about him that stood out from work. I had a lot of young ambitious men working for me who tended to see me as role model. It created a healthy sense of competition that was great for productivity.

I was trying to think of a polite way to extricate myself from his company, as I couldn’t very well go to bed with one of my employees, but then I realized that Toni Vitale didn’t sign his paychecks, Anthony Thompson did, so it was hard to say that there was any sort of professional ethics violation at risk here if we did end up hooking up tonight. There was certainly no abuse of the power dynamic here. There were probably a number of guys in my office who were normally straight as an arrow who would suck my dick if they thought it would put them on the fast track to promotion but if there was any dick sucking going on tonight I’d be the one with the cock in my mouth.

Because the place was as loud as Jim had mentioned we didn’t do much talking, which was fine since it meant that I didn’t have to bob and weave around a shaky life story, so we finished our drinks and hit the dance floor, and had another drink and danced some more, and then I think we had yet another drink before he worked up the courage to move in for the kill.

“Want to go back to my place?” he asked. “I don’t live too far from here. You can follow me over if you want.”

“I knew I’d be drinking so I took a ride share,” I replied.

It wasn’t true but I hadn’t thought this part out and I didn’t really want him to see my rather expensive car, which would have raised a few questions I wasn’t prepared to answer. Hopefully my car wouldn’t get ripped off or towed away while I was gone but that was a risk I was willing to take.

I got into the passenger side of his car as carefully as I could because I hadn’t really mastered the art of doing that gracefully in a super short skirt, not that it really mattered because he’d no doubt be seeing my slinky thong panties soon enough anyway, but because I knew that a real woman would know how to keep her skirt down.

Jim’s pad was pretty much as I expected it to be. Neat enough to entertain female guests but pretty functional in its furnishings. He wasn’t blowing his money on fancy décor but I did notice the prerequisite gaming rig set up with various controllers and pedals and whatnot. I figured that when he wasn’t picking up girls in nightclubs he was probably hanging with his buddies pounding a few beers and being just as competitive at home as he was in the office.

It was a different experience for me because I realized that Jim had no idea how far I’d go or what I’d be willing to do. Unlike Sam and Ramon he thought that he had to work for it and getting me back to his apartment was a big step in the right direction but he hadn’t sealed the deal yet. When we sat on the sofa, quite close together, I realized that he was going to try to seduce me and I remember thinking...this could be a lot of fun.


CHAPTER 7:

It was a lot of fun being seduced, even if it was totally unnecessary. I was horny as hell, and I wanted dick, but I didn’t feel compelled to share that information with Jim right away. He started slow with a fairly sweet kiss then followed that up with a little more serious kissing and some nuzzling of my neck. A hand may have brushed across one of my breasts but it didn’t linger for too long. Then some deeper kissing and a hand caressed my inner thigh. He was probing, not to find some specific part of my body but to test my response to his touch. When I allowed him to keep his hand down there I knew it would soon be working its way up and under my skirt.

I’d been in his shoes enough times to pretty much anticipate his moves. Obviously he wanted everything, pussy, ass, mouth, tits, but he was afraid if he moved too fast he might blow it and end up with nothing. The urge in his body was to rip my clothes off and hump me like a savage but his brain was trying to keep things a little more 21st century.

When I felt his hand slip under my skirt I think I smiled a little smugly. Men were so easy to read I thought. My thong offered little resistance to his eager fingers which were soon rubbing my pussy all over and darting inside for a little exploratory poke.

This was the first time I’d ever had foreplay as a woman and I liked it. I suppose you could call the little dance I did for Ramon a type of foreplay but this was more the sort of pre-fuck warm up I was used to, albeit in the other role.

“God, you’re so hot,” said Jim as he fingered me up.

I didn’t say anything and just let my soft moans do the talking for me. After a little more kissing I pulled off my top and started to reach for my bra but Jim’s free hand beat me to the clasp and rather neatly flicked it open.

“You’ve had a lot of practice at this I see,” I said with a smile as I pulled my bra away and exposed my righteous jugs to him for the first time in the flesh.

“Damn! Those titties are absolutely perfect,” Jim sort of whistled between his teeth as he took his hand out of my snatch and went to work toying with my boobs with both hands free to operate.

After some tit squeezing and some nipple sucking and pinching Jim pulled off his shorts and I was pleasantly surprised to see that he had pretty nice abs. Good thing I had that gym installed for the employees I thought. Money well spent.

I had been letting Jim move things along at his own pace but after seeing his impressive torso I just couldn’t wait any longer and got my hands on his pants. Then I sat on my knees next to him as I pulled his dick out and started to stroke it. It felt good to have a warm cock in my hand again and I knew it would taste even better.

I had no idea how long Jim would last so I didn’t do too much stroking. I scooted back just a little so that I could bend over his crotch and then went down on his throbbing manhood.

How funny, I thought, that the only reason we were here like this was because I had overheard Jim talking about some new nightclub that was great for picking up girls. I certainly hadn’t gone there specifically to get picked up by him, or any of my employees, but he was just in the right place at the right time.

I couldn’t even begin to imagine what he would think if he knew who I really was. I was supposed to be the great Anthony Thompson, boy genius of the business world, who squired starlets to movie premieres and dated super models. Jim would probably be shocked to discover that I was really a little queer who liked manly men to treat me like a slut. That would be some great water cooler conversation if my secret ever came out. I could even picture what it would sound like:

“Are you trying to tel me that the boss was sucking your cock last night?”

“Yeah, that’s exactly what I’m telling you.”

“No way that guy’s a fag. Have you seen the women he dates?”

“He’s not a fag, stupid, he’s a tranny. He takes some kind of pill or something and turns into a hot chick. Do you think I’d let some dude suck my dick?”

“No offense but he must be gay if we likes being a woman and giving blowjobs.”

“I can’t believe he turned out to be such a sissy. It’s hard to believe I used to look up to that guy, but you can’t really look up to someone while you’re looking down at them on their knees with your dick in their mouth.”

Then they’d probably have a good laugh at my expense and the story would spread throughout the office like wildfire. Obviously I couldn’t very well let that happen but the thought of it sort of excited me anyway. Everybody would look at me so differently and there would be whispers and jokes behind my back. I’d be exposed and vulnerable, the way that I felt when I was pinned on my back with my legs spread open and my gash waiting to be penetrated. There would probably be a whole line of junior executives like Jim who would be jockeying for a chance to bang the boss, either for career advancement or just the bragging rights.

Why that kind of thinking always seemed to turn me on so much I have no idea. Those thoughts should have been my worst nightmare but something inside me craved that kind of humiliation.

“Aaahhhh, that’s nice girl, you really know how to work it,” said Jim as I continued to shower his pecker with oral devotion.

Damn right I know how to work it, I thought. Shaft, balls and tip. Put a prick between my lips and watch me go to town. I might not be as good as a professional yet but I knew what I was doing and I loved doing it.

Jim gave me a hot load of cum to digest before we moved to the bedroom where he proceeded to give me two very good fucks before we called it a night. Fortunately my car was still parked where I left it and undamaged in the morning. I had been tempted to stay a little longer but decided it was best to get out of there fairly early. A one-night-stand should end as soon as that night is over. I didn’t want Jim getting any ideas about a future booty call.

It wasn’t until Monday, when I was back in the office, where the reality of what I had done kind of sank in. I saw Jim, with a couple of other guys hanging around him, and I had a pretty good idea what they were talking about. It was so tempting to try and eavesdrop on their conversation but I didn’t make the effort. It was Jim’s moment to revel in his conquest and probably gain some respect from his peers. I was pretty sure that he would speak highly of me since I had been an eager and willing little slut who drained his balls three times in one evening, or at least I hoped he would.

It seemed so wrong to fuck one of my employees, but since he didn’t know he was my employee that sort of made it okay. Of course he didn’t know that I wasn’t really a woman so that made it kind of dishonest, if not unethical. In any case what was done was done and I couldn’t do anything to change that even if I wanted to.

For the rest of the day I was pretty distracted, as I tended to be after getting railed by hard cock, but perhaps even more so since that cock was in the same building with me. I kept having this vivid fantasy of me bent over my desk while every guy in the office took a turn pumping a load of jizz into my box.

Fucking an employee might not have been the best idea in the world but it did lead me to another idea that I suddenly found very appealing.


CHAPTER 8:

I couldn’t share my secret with anyone openly but that didn’t mean that I couldn’t share it secretly. I had gotten a fantastic rush from getting fucked by an employee even though he had no idea who I was. I knew who I was and who he was and that made it all the more exciting and wicked and forbidden. And I liked the fact that Toni Vitale probably had a little reputation around the office now. Other men were probably inspired by Jim’s tales of lustful adventure and would head to that club hoping to hook up with me or some other piece of ass just as good.

If I came out as trans to my employees they would be shocked but nobody was going to quit their good-paying job over it. Whatever they thought they weren’t going to say it to my face but there was a group of men who would have a field day mocking me openly and often. They were the other men in my circle.

These were the men who were my rivals in business, or business associates, and they were also competitors in pretty much everything else as well. Most of them were younger guys, like me, who had either inherited their wealth or found a quick path to the top. They tended to live large and spend freely. If someone bought a 35-foot yacht the next guy would have to buy a 40. They were the guys that you played golf or tennis with, and always for money.

That kind of competitiveness may not have been healthy but it tended to serve one well in the business world. We were always kind of pushing each other to do more, achieve more, make more. And when it came to women it was pretty much like sports cars; you wanted to enjoy being in the driver’s seat but you also wanted to show off your newest toy.

If those men knew my secret I’d be the laughingstock of the business world. The only foursome anyone would want to have with me wouldn’t be on the golf course. The were professional frat boys with way too much money and power. It wasn’t like they were all great friends of mine but they were important contacts and people with influence. Being kicked out of that club could be a very damaging move from a career standpoint.

I couldn’t tell them my secret but I could interject myself as Toni Vitale into their world and present myself as one of the trophy girls on the “Hot Bitch Circuit” as we sometimes rather shamefully and disparagingly put it. These were women you might call sort of semi-professional escorts or “gold diggers” to use an old phrase. They were attractive and sexy and available for whatever purpose you had in mind.

They weren’t paid directly, like a prostitute, but there was usually a transactional element to the arrangement. Now these weren’t the supermodels or movie stars that my crowd tended to gravitate towards, these were gals who enjoyed the celebrity lifestyle without actually being a celebrity themselves. They looked great in a bikini or on your arm in a formal gown at some important gala or social function. Sometimes they dated one guy exclusively for a time but they tended to make the rounds, and believe me we compared notes.

While I might not have been quite as beautiful or glamorous as some of these ladies I had a big advantage over them in that I knew these men quite well and knew what they thought and what they wanted. Plus I would be “fresh meat” so there would be a curiosity factor about what I had to offer.

To put myself in that environment I knew I would be sexually objectified at every turn and the submissive little plaything of my rivals and peers...in other words...exactly what I wanted.


CHAPTER 9:

I knew that I needed the right wardrobe and accessories. Most of these ladies weren’t rich, at least not at the start, but they traveled in rich company so it was important to look like you belonged there. As I mentioned before I had some idea of what was considered stylish but I needed to do a little more research. Fortunately my wealth was another advantage in my favor. If I wore really expensive clothes and shoes, yet I didn’t seem to have any visible means of support, the implication would be that somebody paid for that stuff and didn’t do it as an act of charity. God, it all sounds so crass and cynical and misogynistic looking at it from an outside perspective but that was just the way things tended to be. For my personal, highly kinky purposes, it was simply the information I needed to do what I wanted to do.

There was a dirty little part of me that was also very curious to know some secrets about my associates. Not trade secrets, like industrial espionage, just stupid personal things like what their cocks looked like and how they actually performed in bed. There was a lot of bragging and swagger in my crowd but you had to take that with a grain of salt. I would be in a unique position to learn any number of intimate details about these men that I would never know without hitting the sheets with them.

I decided to make my debut at a country club mixer where I knew a lot of my crowd would be in attendance. Being a member of the club I simply gave myself a guest pass but as it turned out nobody asked to see my credentials. The club was not about to chase away hot women in expensive clothes. That was really a big selling point at these gatherings anyway, although lots of business talk also took place. It sounds like a cliché but more deals really are done on the golf course than in the boardroom.

Getting in was easy but once I was there I wasn’t exactly sure what to do. I had been to these things plenty of times as a man, and usually I’d kind of circulate for a while and nurse a drink while eyeing the female talent and trying to decide if I wanted to get laid that night.

As juvenile as it sounds a dirty joke that no one had heard before was just as valuable as a work of art in my circle. If I was armed with what I hoped was a good one I might look for a cluster of three or four other men and casually slip it into the conversation. Once it was told it would make its way around but the initial telling was where you’d score the most social points.

Tonight I was part of the “female talent” and I assumed that there would be men like me checking me out but I had never really given any thought as to what those women were doing while waiting for some guy to hit on them.

Interestingly the first person who approached me was not a man, it was a woman, and a woman I actually knew fairly well. Her name was Caroline Dansby Morgan, although I always sort of suspected that was a name she chose to sound more regal. She had been part of the Hot Bitch Circuit for some time and I had fucked her more than once. Shit, everybody had fucked her more than once. I don’t know what her long range goals were but she seemed to have parlayed her physical assets into some kind of a career.

“Nice shoes,” Caroline commented as she came over to me with a drink in her hand.

“Thanks. It’s nice to have a place to wear them,” I replied.

We made polite introductions and I could tell that Caroline was sizing me up. I had no idea whether she wanted to offer friendly advice or try to scare me off as a potential rival but as we chatted casually I could tell she was definitely trying to assess my ambitions.

“Well sweetie I think you’ll do very well here,” Caroline finally announced after some seemingly pointless chitchat. “But I have a feeling that you do quite well wherever you are.”

I liked Caroline. She had never been the prettiest of the bunch but she was very comfortable to hang out with, and sometimes that was more important than the sex, although she certainly knew what she was doing in that department. It felt kind of nice to get her seal of approval since the last thing I wanted to do was get into some sort of big cat fight with anyone for trying to muscle in on their territory.

After Caroline departed I waited to see what would happen next but nothing did. I felt like I was just loitering in a place I didn’t belong so I decided to take the bull by the horns and interject myself into the proceedings. I grabbed a glass of champagne from a passing waiter and found a group of three or four men gathered in what looked like conspiratorial conversation. I stood just a little to the side where I could overhear them but I wasn’t particularly conspicuous.

Gerald Portman, a guy who was literally my fraternity brother from college, and now a rising star at an electronics firm my company sometimes did business with, seemed to be holding court. He was one of the masters of the dirty joke, a trait which had made him a fantastic salesman when he was just starting out after school.

“Okay, I’ve got a new one for you,” Gerald announced as he prepared to regale his buddies (my buddies?) with a new dirty zinger. “What’s the difference between being horny and being hungry?”

He waited to see if anyone had heard that one before and was about to deliver the punchline when I beat him to the...punch.

“Where you put the cucumber,” I said in a loud and clear voice.

It was a pretty good joke and should have gotten a laugh but everyone was so stunned to hear a female voice joining in their vulgarity that they all just turned and stared at me. Then there was a hearty guffaw and I was practically dragged into their circle.

“That takes some doing, young lady, to beat Gerald Portman at a punchline,” said Stan Rothman, a rich playboy who wasn’t really interested in business but liked the company of other rich men and the women they tended to attract. “Where would a sweet thing like you hear such a dirty joke?”

“Was that a joke?” I asked in mock innocence. “I thought it was a serious question. I mean it’s true after all.”

That got another laugh and everyone suddenly wanted to know all about me. It appeared I had made my entrance into their society in a grand fashion, which was exactly what I was hoping for. The shy wallflower might get picked up with the rest of the stragglers at the end of the evening but I wanted to be bold and brazen and maybe just a little too naughty. It worked. I knew they all wanted to fuck me, and maybe they all would in time, but the question was who was going to bed me first?

Since my frat brother Gerald had been denied the honor of introducing a new dirty joke I think he figured that bagging the fresh pussy would be a pretty decent consolation prize so he made up some dumb excuse to get me away from the others and I happily went along with it.

Gerald had always been a great salesman. He was attractive without being intimidatingly handsome, was outgoing without being too obnoxious, (except when he was really drunk) and had the kind of personality that just made people feel comfortable around him. I wondered what kind of a sales pitch he was going to use on me.

“I don’t get bested at joke telling very often, and never by a woman. I like a girl with a dirty mind,” said Gerald once he had me alone on some false pretense.

“And a dirty mouth too I would guess,” I replied.

“What makes you say that?”

“Most men do don’t they?”

“And do you have a dirty mouth?”

“Fucking filthy...especially when I’m having sex.”

“Care to prove it?”

“Anytime stud.”


CHAPTER 10:

“Oh fuck yes! That’s it baby...fuck yes...fuck yesssssssssss! Pound my little pussy with your big hard cock you stud!”

“You weren’t kidding about that filthy mouth, were you?” Gerald said with a chuckle as he continued to bang the hell out of me from behind. “I guess that’s because you’re such a dirty little slut.”

“I am. I admit it. I’m a dirty little slut,” I moaned. “Oh, fuck yes...you feel so good inside me.”

I had given Gerald a bit of a hand job in the car while he drove me to his place, and I had given him a bit of a BJ once we were inside, but he really want to fuck I guess because he had grabbed me and bent me over a table, knocking a lamp over in the process. I was pretty excited by his aggression and his enthusiasm and his big thick cock was filling me perfectly.

The same traits that made Gerald such a good salesman had also made him very popular with girls. Even so I had always chalked up a lot of his bragging about his sexual exploits to typical male exaggeration but now I was beginning to wonder. His dick was big, and he knew how to work it, and he certainly wasn’t shy about getting what he wanted.

This was kind of a new and strange experience for me because Gerald was someone I had known for a long time and thought of as a friend. Of course he didn’t know that he knew me so as far as he was concerned I was a total stranger he had just met but I couldn’t help but think about the old days in college when we were sometimes competing for the same girls and proving your manhood was kind of a big deal.

Well I had obviously lost that competition because Gerald was fucking me like the horny little bitch I was and it was pretty obvious that I was loving it. I wasn’t swearing and carrying on just to impress Gerald I was pretty much out of control almost from the start.

When he had bent me over the table I had thrown my hands out in front of me and had been resting on my forearms but I guess Gerald thought that looked too comfortable because he suddenly grabbed both of my arms and pinned them behind my back. My titties were squished against the tabletop but at least they were big enough to keep me from banging my face on the hard surface.

After a little more hard thrusting he suddenly stopped and I felt his face pressed up against my wet gash. My arms were still restrained so there was nothing I could really do but moan and cry as I started to cum on his tongue. Then he stuck a finger in my snatch for a quick lube job and proceeded to poke that finger into my asshole.

“Do you take it up the ass? Is that the kind of a slut you are?” asked Gerald.

“Sometimes,” I gasped in reply.

“Do you want my cock in your ass now?”

“I just want your cock back inside me baby. You put it wherever you think best,” I replied.

Not surprisingly he thought the best place to put his cock was up my ass so the fucking resumed in the same position just in a tighter hole. I can honestly say that back in college I could have never imagined any scenario where Gerald’s dick would be up my butt, no matter how drunk we both were, but now that it was I was perfectly happy to have it there. Not that it was an easy fit but in my heightened state of arousal comfort wasn’t at the forefront of my mind.

“Ooooo, yessssss…” I moaned several times while my brain was turning to mush.

My God, I thought, I really was addicted to this. I figured it would be like all the other things I had tried and I would tire of it soon enough but I just couldn’t seem to get enough cock. I know it probably sounds like some porn cliché but it was true. I didn’t even want to fuck women anymore. No matter how beautiful she was or how talented a lover it was never going to compare to the raw intensity of the kind of sex I had as a girl.

“Oh, fuck baby I’m about to cum,” Gerald groaned.

It was funny how men often seemed to announce that they were about to ejaculate. I was pinned down on a table so it wasn’t like I could suddenly jump out of the way or something. I could understand it more if they were just being polite and wanted to give you a chance to give them some instructions or to be ready to spit it out if swallowing wasn’t your thing but I think it was just kind of a natural impulse to blurt it out. I had probably done it a million times without ever thinking about it.

One thing I was kind of pleased about was that so far nobody had ever had to ask me if I had finished. I had big, hard, loud, bone shaking, orgasms and quite frequently more than one before my guy had popped his cork. I don’t know, maybe they thought I was faking but I tend to doubt it. For one thing I didn’t squirt but I got really, really wet and for another my nipples turned into pink granite. I knew I was a very lucky girl to be so orgasmic but I wasn’t doing anything special.

After Gerald fulfilled his prophecy and filled my anus with sperm that was pretty much the end of the evening. I knew how this game was played so I wasn’t at all surprised. The first fuck was usually sort of a test drive. If he wanted to fuck me a second time there would likely be an expensive gift for me, but not over-the-top expensive. If you made it to the third round than anything was possible.

When Gerald drove me back to the club, where my car was parked, he had kind of a smirk on his face, which I thought was a little odd.

“You know, I think you just got lucky with that dirty joke. How’d you like to up the stakes and try it again?” he asked.

“What did you have in mind?”

“You start a joke and if I can’t finish it I’ll buy you a very nice necklace,” he suggested.

“And if I lose?” I inquired.

“I get to handcuff you to the bed and do whatever I feel like,” he replied.

“Sounds like a win-win to me,” I said with a grin. “Okay, you’re on. What did Cinderella do when she got to the ball?”

“Oh, fuck...I feel like I should know this,” said Gerald.

“Give up?”

“Yes, I give up,” said Gerald with a heavy sigh.

“She gagged.”

“Well I guess I owe you a necklace,” said Gerald. “Although I probably should tell you that I would have bought it for you anyway.”

“That’s cool. You can put it on me right before you put my handcuffs on,” I said as I leaned over and kissed him goodnight before getting out of the car.


CHAPTER 11:

I was feeling really good about myself, which might seem like a funny thing to say considering that I had just been fucked in the ass by a friend and college fraternity brother. Certainly sitting at my desk as a man I realized the utter shame and humiliation I would be subjected to if that fact were ever known but that was a big part of the fun for me and the novelty still hadn’t worn off.

What I was really feeling good about, however, was the way I was becoming a whole new person as Toni Vitale. I hadn’t had a whole lot of practice being female out in the world, and I had walked into a lion’s den of potential pitfalls and come out of it unscathed...aside from a sore asshole that had been fucked none too gently.

I felt like I was pretty good as a woman. It was easy being a fuck toy, especially since I had discovered that giving head was a major turn on, but it wasn’t so easy picking out the perfect wardrobe and getting my makeup just right, let alone walking, sitting, standing, and talking like I had been a woman all of my life. Caroline Dansby Morgan could have demolished my deception, not that she would likely have guessed that I was a man, but she might have seen me as a country bumpkin way out of her league in high society.

Perhaps the fact that I took satisfaction from my ability to convincingly become female should have worried me but I always strove to be successful at whatever I did so if I was going to be a woman sometimes I wanted to be really good at it.

Naturally I had set myself up with a dedicated Toni Vitale phone and email account, since I needed contact info when setting up my profile on the hookup app, and also to have a way to give out my number without anyone being able to connect it to the real me. Now that I was on the Hot Bitch Circuit I knew that my phone would be filling up soon with male contacts, many of whom, of course, I already had in my regular phone.

Of course my number would be passed around as casually as my body was, which was just the way things worked. I felt a little ashamed of myself that I had never given this kind of arrangement much thought. Women were just sort of a “perk” that went with success. Back in the old days I’m sure I would have had a hot secretary and banged any cute girl that worked for me but these days that was a lawsuit waiting to happen. The girls on the Hot Bitch Circuit kind of filled that gap.

I really had no idea how these girls paid the bills. If a guy gave them an expensive piece of jewelry they couldn’t very well sell it since the man would expect to see her wearing it in the future. I knew that sometimes they got set up as more of a full-time mistress where someone would pay for their apartment and give them an allowance or something but I had never done that so I wasn’t sure how that usually worked.

A few times I had “loaned” a girl some money, knowing that it would never be paid back, and I had given cash on occasion and told them to go treat themselves to something nice. It was always done in the spirit of being a “gift for a friend” instead of a direct payment for services rendered, which I guess was the only thing keeping it from being prostitution.

Maybe they had real jobs on the side. It was kind of funny thinking of someone working at Target or Starbucks during the week and then jetting off to sunbathe on the French Riviera for the weekend but I suppose it was possible. It was lame of me to have never shown any interest or concern about that but it’s very easy to lose touch with reality when you make too much money too soon in life.

Obviously I didn’t have any trouble supporting myself which made me feel a little guilty. I hated the idea that I might be taking away opportunities from girls who really needed them but realistically that wasn’t really my problem. There were always new girls turning up and presumably they didn’t all just hang around the same small group of men all the time. If you went to a lot of parties you probably met a lot of different people who might open different doors to you. I was fine just hanging out in my usual haunts and having some fun with my friends and associates but I’m sure that if I needed to I could have been resourceful and figured out a way to make things work the best for me. Hopefully some of these girls had that same entrepreneurial spirit.


CHAPTER 12:

The next time I saw Gerald he made good on his promise to buy me a necklace, which was really quite lovely. I knew a little something about jewelry, having bought so much of it for various women over the years, but I never totally saw the appeal. As Toni I thought it was really pretty and I couldn’t wait to show it off.

After taking me to dinner at a fancy French restaurant, that I was well-acquainted with, it was off to his place and my turn to make good on a promise. I had no idea that Gerald was into all that bondage stuff but he seemed quite prepared to restrain me with a variety of devices.

First he had me strip naked and cuffed my hands behind my back. Then he shoved me down on my knees as he pulled out his cock and proceeded to fuck my mouth, since I wasn’t able to use my hands. It was a little scary, because he was pretty big, and a little disappointing, because I couldn’t demonstrate any of my technique, but it was exactly the kind of debasement that seemed to drive me wild. We were equals in college, and I had far exceeded him in the business world so far, but at that moment he definitely had the upper hand.

It was sloppy and I could feel myself drooling but I wanted that cock so bad that it didn’t matter. When he really shoved it in deep I could feel myself started to choke a little and made a weird “glurping” sound.

“Well I guess Cinderella isn’t the only one who gags when she gets to the ball,” Gerald said with a chuckle.

I guess it was sort of “payback” for having bested him, especially in front of his peers, and I could actually understand that logic. Being smacked down by a woman he probably saw as little more than a glorified prostitute he wanted to put me in my place, which presumably meant on my knees, helpless, and gagging on his big dick. It seemed like a pretty small price to pay to soothe his damaged ego and to establish his absolute dominance over me.

Of course that may have just been his kink because the face fuck was only the start of a pretty rough evening. He had one of those kind of old-fashioned brass beds that had plenty of rails and posts to secure me to and he took full advantage of the design.

I was cuffed so that both my ankles and my wrists were fastened to the headboard, which made me feel very much like a human pretzel. I knew I had more flexibility in my female body but I had never taken it to this extreme before.

He “warmed me up” with a big rotating vibrator that he kept on my clit so long that I was  practically screaming. That’s when the ball gag went in my mouth and his cock went in my pussy. I was trussed up so tightly I couldn’t even squirm as a crazy intense orgasm ripped through my body delivering one amazing gut punch after another.

When Gerald was ready to ejaculate he pulled out and jerked off on my pelvis. My cunt was so wet already that I figured I was probably soaking the bed and now some of his cream was mingling with my own. Then he just got up and left me there, shackled in the awkward position and drenched in jizz.

There was a voice in my head telling me that I was an idiot for allowing myself to be used like that but there were other voices too making my thoughts kind of jumbled. There was a part of me that thought that this was getting to the heart of who I really was; a weak, helpless sissy who was completely at the mercy of any powerful man. And then there were simply the voices telling me that this was the hottest sexual experience of my life.

When Gerald came back a while later he was sporting an enormous erection, which thankfully he had produced fairly quickly. I was released from my bondage but I didn’t even have time to stretch before he got me turned around and on my knees as he cuffed my hands to the rails at the foot of the bed.

Then he got behind me and took me in the ass. It was a sturdy bed but he was railing me so hard that I wondered if it would hold up to all the violent vibrations. Of course I kind of wondered whether my ass would hold up to all the violent vibrations as well but there was nothing I could do but make muffled squeals since I still had the gag in my mouth.

I think I would have literally given him a million dollars if he had let me have one hand free to reach back and play with myself but I obviously wasn’t in any position to make such an offer and I’m sure he would have scoffed at the idea that I even had such wealth.

This time when he finished he blasted his load all over my back. I wondered if he was going to leave me again while he recovered but instead he took the cuffs off me and the removed the gag from my mouth. Then he threw a wad of bills on the bed and told me to get out. I thought he was kidding, at first, but it turned out he wasn’t.

I wasn’t allowed to clean up, or even put my clothes back on. I had to just scoop up everything and go out his front door buck naked. I knew that my very expensive dress was probably getting thrashed from all of the cum that was still on my back but there wasn’t anything else I could do. I put my clothes on hurriedly and called a ride share to come take me home.

Honestly I was kind of shocked by the way things had gone. Could he really have been that upset by the fact that I showed him up in front of the guys? Then I wondered if it was some kind of a test, like an initiation to see how much I was willing to take.

The rough sex I could handle, although I was left sore and bruised and had red marks on my wrists and ankles where I had been cuffed, but the way he was so dismissive of me at the end was a little harder to take. Throwing money on the bed was obviously his way of showing that he thought of me as a whore and kicking me out naked meant he might think even less of me.

It was hard to believe that this was the same guy I had known for years. I never would have guessed that he was into all that hardcore domination stuff, but then again he probably would never have guessed that I’d be letting him apply those techniques on me someday. You never really know what kind of secrets people might have, especially when it comes to sex.

Although I obviously didn’t need the money I had just scooped it all up anyway. It was a couple of grand, which at least was decent pay. I actually got a little shiver of excitement running down my back knowing that I really was a whore now, there was no “semi-professional” about it.

I didn’t know whether that was it between us or whether Gerald would be in touch with me again knowing that I was available to abuse and degrade. Sexually it certainly wasn’t a one-way street. I’d had some fucking intense orgasms and the fact that I was willing to go back for more certainly indicated that at least on some levels I found the experience enjoyable.

In the meantime I got another invitation quite out of the blue.


CHAPTER 13:

Aiden Carpenter’s pool parties were sort of a thing of legend. He had made a lot of money investing in movies but his name was never on the credits. Supposedly his specialty was coming in at the last minute with “finishing money” for productions that were in desperate need of cash to be completed and he always got a sizable chunk of the gross profits even if his investment wasn’t all that large. Consequently unlike most of the investors who only had participation in the net profits Aiden knew that he would at least get some of his money back as long as the film was actually completed and distributed. Whatever his trick was it seemed to work because he was a very rich man and lived quite lavishly, often surrounded by various Hollywood types; some on the way up, some on the way down, and some just hanging around the fringe hoping for the best.

His pool was more like a private lagoon with waterfalls and secret grottoes and palm trees all around it. His pool parties always started at noon and began as a fairly typical social event but when the sun went down the bathing suits came off and a full on orgy broke out.

I don’t know who gave Aiden my contact info, but as I said before it was inevitable that my number would get passed around. Maybe it was Gerald or maybe it was someone else but whatever the case I knew I was going.

I had been to his pool parties a few times but only stayed for the orgy once. Getting naked in public had never been my thing before but now I had no compunctions at all about baring it all and letting it rip. Most of the “respectable” women and the bigger name movie stars usually departed early leaving girls like me and aspiring starlets who were desperate for a break to stick it out so that the boys could stick it in whatever hole they fancied.

Having never been eye candy before I wasn’t quite sure how to go about it. Fortunately it was a large area and there were a lot of people there, and plenty of hot women in skimpy bathing suits, so I knew I wouldn’t stand out too much. I figured the best thing to do was just find a nice recliner somewhere, stretch out, and look beautiful.

“Didn’t I see you in Dirk Dawson’s last picture?” I heard a male voice inquire.

“No, it couldn’t have been me. I’m not an actress,” I replied looking up and recognizing the man as someone I had seen in a lot of movies and TV shows, although I couldn’t quite recall his name.

“You should consider it. You’ve certainly got the looks,” said the semi-famous actor. “I’m Tatum Albie, by the way.”

“Toni Vitale. Now I know I have seen you in lots of things,” I said.

“Can I get you a drink?”

“Something fruity and refreshing would be nice,” I replied.

“Coming right up.”

After Tatum Albie fetched me my fruity and refreshing drink, we chatted casually for a little while. He kept talking about how I should be an actress and I thought it was kind of funny that everyone in the movie business just sort of assumed that everyone else wanted to be in it too but I suppose there’s some truth to that. Who knows what sort of career path I might have taken had I been born this way. As liberated as women were these days little girls still tended to take ballet lessons and learned how to twirl a baton. Whatever I did I probably wouldn’t have followed the same path and I wondered whether I would be happier, despite all my success as a man.

“Well It was delightful to meet you Toni but I need to go circulate because I need a job and this is as good a place as any to find one. I hope you stick around for a while. Things tend to get a little more exciting later in the evening,” said Tatum.

“Oh, I’m not going anywhere, believe me,” I said with a wink.

I spent the afternoon catching some rays, nibbling at some food and nursing a few drinks but then the moment arrived that I was really looking forward to. It was always a big production with Aiden to announce that the “real” party was about to begin.

Right on cue Aiden appeared, accompanied by two very lovely young ladies, and took a wireless microphone from the DJ who had been spinning tunes. Then he walked over to an enormous brass gong, that he always claimed came from a Tibetan monastery though I always suspected that it was just some prop left over from cheesy movie he had invested in.

“Boys and girls the time has arrived to let the partying commence in earnest,” Aiden announced. “When I strike this gong everyone who wishes to participate in the adult part of this evening’s festivities must remove their swimsuits. So ladies if you’re naked you’re up for grabs.”

The DJ cued up some sort of a fanfare and Aiden struck the gong. His “assistants” immediately stripped naked and pretty soon it looked like everybody who was still there was nude as well.

It was so different being naked this time than it was the only other time I had stuck around for the orgy. I didn’t feel shy at all, in fact I was actually very happy to let everyone see what I had. The music had started up, and there was some dancing going on, so I decided to join in and shake my ass a little.

While I was dancing I felt someone putting their hands on my hips from behind and looked over my shoulder to see a very attractive dark-haired woman. She smiled at me and I started swiveling my hips a little more aggressively for her entertainment. She pressed very close to me and reached around and started rubbing the hood of my clit. I really hadn’t thought about having sex with a woman when I was Toni but this babe was certainly making me horny as hell.

“You’re cute,” said the girl at my back. “I’d like to lick your pussy.”

“Okay,” I replied cheerfully over my shoulder.

My new friend, who I learned was named Cassandra, took me over to one of the recliners and had me get on my back. Then she lowered the leg portion of the deck chair and lifted the leg portion of my body and had me pin my legs back against my chest by wrapping my arms around my thighs. I had a momentary flashback to being hogtied in a similar position at Gerald’s place but this wasn’t nearly as uncomfortable.

With a nice exposed view of my snatch Cassandra got down and went to work rather expertly I thought. I had licked a lot of pussy in my time, and thought I was pretty good at it, but Cassandra was on another level. I suppose that made sense since she was presumably a lesbian, or bi-sexual at any rate, and probably did this sort of thing all of the time. In any case I was enjoying it very much.

She got me off but I never got the chance to return the favor because our little bean licking demonstration had attracted some attention and we were both dragged off in different directions to start a new chain of lust with some horny men.

After doing a couple of group things I decided to take a dip in the pool, just to cool off a bit. I knew that one of Aiden’s private grottoes was behind a waterfall so I slipped in there hoping it wasn’t occupied already.

My hopes were quickly dashed when I found that it was not only occupied but occupied by someone I knew very well. Someone I really did not want to see.


CHAPTER 14:

“Sorry, I didn’t know anyone was here,” I said as I was about to make my quick escape.

“Don’t run off...or swim off I guess I should say. Come sit with me for a bit,” said the man I was trying to avoid.

David Hawthorne was my closest competitor in business and my not-so-friendly rival in just about everything else. He was six years older than me but handsome as hell and like me he really liked to succeed at everything. The problem was he was so damn smug about it. He was good at business, he was good at sports, and by all accounts he was good with the ladies, but that was something I wasn’t planning on finding out for myself.

Now given my penchant for being turned on by being humiliated, especially by those I knew well, you might think that David Hawthorne would be the biggest turn on of them all since he was the one man in the world I would most want to hide my secret from but I really couldn’t stand the guy and the thought of him having his way with me sexually was unbearable. Or so I thought.

“I had to slip in here to smoke some weed,” said David. “Aiden doesn’t mind hosting orgies but he’s got a stick up his ass about marijuana for some reason. Hell, pot’s legal. So what are you hiding from?”

“Who says I’m hiding?” I replied.

“Well you came in here by yourself so I assume you weren’t planning on fooling around and even if you were I saw you getting banged out there on the patio so you’re obviously not shy.”

“Just came to take a little break, that’s all,” I said.

“I’m glad you did. I was hoping to get a chance to talk to you in private,” said David.

“Why?” I asked suspiciously.

“Because you’re very beautiful and I heard about you embarrassing the shit out of Gerald Portman,” David replied.

“I don’t think he was that upset,” I said.

“He’s a sore loser, even if it’s something stupid like a dirty joke. Personally I like a woman with spirit.”

I don’t know why but for some reason I kind of lost my desire to flee. Maybe it was the weed making David unusually mellow but he seemed very different to me. Of course I was a different me so maybe that was part of it but I was intrigued.

“So are you going to bogart all the pot or were you planning to offer me a hit?” I asked.

“Be my guest.”

David was smoking a vape pipe, which made sense since we were in a swimming pool which is not the best place to roll a joint or something. I came over and sat on the little rock ledge next to him and took a hit.

“That’s some good shit,” I said.

“Only the best,” he replied.

I was feeling very relaxed from the first hit and after a little more idle chitchat, and another toke I realized that David’s arm was around my shoulder and he was looking at me quite intently. When he leaned in for a kiss I just closed my eyes and opened my mouth and before I knew it we were in full on smooch mode.

“I want to make love to you Toni Vitale,” said David, which kind of caught me off guard.

“Well, like the man said, the naked ladies are up for grabs and I’m very definitely naked,” I joked.

“I don’t want to take you because you think you have to screw anybody that comes by,” said David. “I want to make love to you because you’re as turned on as I am and you really want to feel me inside you.”

I was not used to this kind of conversation and it was making my pulse race. I was a sure thing, a one-night stand, an easy lay, a whore even and I got off on being the dirty girl who lived only for sex but David was actually asking me if I wanted to do it with him and despite thinking that I despised the man I couldn’t think of a good reason not to let him make love to me.

“I do want to feel you inside me,” I said very softly.

“Then come sit on my lap so that I can look at you,” said David.

It was a little tricky to position myself so that I was facing him on the ledge but since the lower half of our bodies were underwater the weightlessness helped me get myself lined up properly.

I couldn’t see his cock but as I slid down onto it I could certainly feel how impressive it was. I draped my arms over his shoulders and he held me at the waist and I slowly moved myself up and down his mighty shaft. David leaned forward and started sucking on my nipples and I kind of rested my head on top of his. The little grotto had mood lighting and the sound of the waterfall behind me was very relaxing. This was so different than the wild and woolly sex I’d been having earlier tonight. Different really than any sex I’d ever had. David really was making love to me, not just fucking me, which I guess is kind of a hard thing to define except that you feel the difference.

“I’m glad we bumped into each other like this,” said David, once his mouth was free of nipple.

“Me too,” I crooned, actually meaning it.

“Sometimes these chance meetings turn into lasting friendships.”

“Sometimes...oh...oh my...you’re really big, aren’t you? Every time I think I’ve hit the bottom there’s just a little more of you to go,” I said.

“Feel free to use as much or as little as you like,” David replied with a chuckle.

“I’m having a little trouble going as fast as I would like in this water,” I commented after riding him the best I could.

“Here, let me help,” said David as he took a very firm grip of waist and began to bounce me rather effortlessly up and down on his dick.

I’d had my pussy licked and been fucked in every hole tonight and gotten off several times but this time seemed so different and it certainly ended differently too. Just as David was about to ejaculate I could feel myself on the verge of climax.

“Oh God I’m starting to cum,” I moaned.

“Mind if I join you?” asked David.

I couldn’t think of anything witty to say because my brain was melting and my body was exploding from the inside and when David put his cum in me it felt like gasoline being thrown on a raging fire.

I grabbed his head and kissed him for dear life, as if somehow that would bring my body back to normal but that only made things worse because he was a really good kisser.

“I’ve never done that before,” I said in amazement.

“Come now, I know you’re not a virgin,” said David.

“No, I mean had a simultaneous orgasm like that,” I said.

“I guess we’re really in sync with each other,” David suggested.

“I guess,” I said, probably sounding a little bewildered.

What in the hell was I doing sitting naked on David Hawthorne’s lap in a swimming pool with my arms around his neck and my tongue in his mouth? (Not to mention his dick which was still in my pussy.)

There was a three day holiday weekend coming up and David invited me to spend it with him, which I impulsively agreed to do. It’s hard to say no to a man when he’s just made you cum like a volcanic eruption.

I had just ducked into the grotto to take a little break before heading back out for more banging but after making love to David so sweetly and yet intensely I had no more need for cock that night. I rounded up my clothes and headed for home, feeling strange emotions churning in my stomach.

It wasn’t until much later that the horror of what I had done, and what I had agreed to do over the holiday weekend really sank in. I can honestly say that I haven’t had many enemies in life. People that I didn’t get along with I just tended to avoid but David Hawthorne was kind of the exception. I was always hoping he would just crash and burn, even if it was just on the golf course, but that fucker seemed to live a charmed life.

Now I had his sperm in me and that was a hard thing to wrap my head around. He had seduced me, and without much effort. I had willingly climbed on his cock and moaned and squealed like a bitch in heat. And now I was going away with him for three days. What the fuck was happening to me?

It had to be the pot, I figured. I didn’t smoke much these days, and that was some really potent stuff. I was already in a sexually charged atmosphere from the orgy and the weed just obviously made me loose my senses. I was just going to have to come up with some excuse to blow him off. In fact I thought that maybe it was time to call a halt to this whole female business before I made some kind of big mistake that I would really regret.


CHAPTER 15:

I didn’t blow David off or call a halt to my penchant for changing gender. Instead I packed my bags and met him at the yacht club. An excessively large boat was kind of a mandatory status symbol in our crowd so I was sort of expecting David to have something resembling a cruise liner but to my surprise he had an actual fucking sailboat.

“This was not at all what I was expecting,” I said as David helped me onboard.

“Not disappointed I hope,” he replied.

“No, actually I’m kind of impressed.”

“She was built in 1929. I did all the restoration work myself. Of course I added modern safety and navigation features but otherwise I tried to stick to the original design as much as possible,” David explained.

“Now I’m really impressed,” I said with a smile.

I was actually impressed. The boat was gorgeous and the fact that he did the restoration himself showed that it was a labor of love. Anybody with money can have nice things but this was obviously something he cared about quite a lot. To me that showed a surprising amount of depth that I never would have suspected David possessing.

There were just the two of us onboard so David had to do all of the actually sailing, but I helped out as much as I could. I didn’t know much about sailing but David was obviously an expert and handled the craft beautifully.

He had been a little mysterious about our destination other than saying that we’d be staying at some beachfront property that he owned. I sort of assumed we’d be sailing up or down the coast but we were headed out into the ocean.

Watching David expertly handle that craft was kind of a turn on. He just exuded masculine confidence and control. And even though he was giving the orders I enjoyed the fact that we were doing this together. It was all such an unexpected and pleasant surprise.

We sailed for several hours before dropping anchor seemingly in the middle of nowhere and David broke out the picnic lunch he had brought along. It was another charming experience and would have been very romantic had we been different people in different circumstances I suppose.

After we ate we started necking. I don’t even remember how it began exactly except that we were sort of joking around and the next thing I knew we were kissing. We had eaten lunch on some cushions that David had placed on the deck so we were already in a reclining position when the smooching started.

David took off my bikini top and gave my tits a good deal of attention, which I thoroughly enjoyed but I was also very anxious to see him with his pants off. I knew what he felt like inside me but I still hadn’t gotten a good look at his prick and I was getting really anxious to do so.

“Would you mind showing me your dick?” I asked as David fondled my breasts.

“You know I don’t think I’ve ever had a woman ask me that before quite so directly,” he said with a laugh.

“Well I didn’t get to see it the other night. It was either underwater or in my pussy,” I replied.

“I’d be delighted to show you my dick honey,” said David with a grin as he pulled off his shorts and his huge erection popped up like a fast growing tree.

“Wow...I think that may be the best-looking cock I’ve ever seen,” I said appreciatively.

“It’s all yours for the next three days so enjoy it as you will.”

“Well I know exactly how I want to enjoy it so just relax and let me see if I can make you enjoy it too,” I said as I got on my knees next to his crotch and began to stroke his bulging shaft.

When I decided to go through with my agreement to go away with David I still had a lot of trepidation. I had a lot of preconceived ideas about the man but honestly I didn’t know him all that well since we weren’t friends and didn’t socialize any more than necessary. Part of me wanted to keep it that way since we were business rivals and it was easier to keep my competitive edge when I couldn’t stand my adversary, but there was a part of me that was curious to see what he was really like.

I had enjoyed his company in the pool, and absolutely loved the sex, so I tried to tell myself that Toni Vitale was an entirely different person with different moods and interests and a very different personality. She was the one who was attracted to men so maybe she would like a man that I wouldn’t like.

In any case any resistance I might have had going in was completely dissolved when his prick came out. A cock that beautiful just needed to be worshiped, I thought in my crazy dick obsessed brain. I had a feeling it would taste as good as it looked and I wasn’t wrong.

The gentle rolling of the waves didn’t present much difficulty for me, although I could probably have just opened my mouth and let the ocean bring his dick to me but I wanted to take advantage of being in control of the situation while I could. David might grab my head at any moment and throat fuck me but I was going to do my best to show him what a good little cocksucker I could be if he just left me to my own devices.

Fortunately David seemed quite content to let me do my thing and I was rewarded with a hot and salty treat that really hit the spot. Once you got used to the taste cum could actually be quite yummy. It was sort of like drinking a diet soda. The first few times it seems strange and has a definite aftertaste but eventually you get used to it and enjoy it.

After I had licked up every bit of his essence David took over and finger banged the hell out of me while we kissed and embraced. Once he had gotten me off he returned the favor and lapped up my girl juices before putting his shorts back on and casting off again. Then we sailed on until land finally came into view in the form of a small island.

Once again David had surprised me because I was certainly not expecting anything quite so distant and remote but so far all of his surprises had been delightful treats so I had no reason not to trust him at that point. Besides, we were in the middle of the ocean on a boat only he knew how to pilot so I was just along for the ride.


CHAPTER 16:

“This place used to belong to the Navy,” David explained as we got closer to the shore. “Back in World War II they used it as a base to keep an eye out for Japanese ships and submarines, not that any ever came anywhere near this island. It was decommissioned a few years ago and I picked it up at auction.”

“The whole island?” I asked.

“Yeah, it’s not very big and there wasn’t much left standing of the old Navy base but I thought it would make a nice getaway with some improvements.”

“Let me guess, you did all the construction yourself,” I teased.

“No, not hardly. It’s still kind of a work in progress but I don’t really have the time to do all the things I’d like to do. I do like carpentry and construction and things like that. I guess I’m just good with my hands,” said David.

“My pussy can attest to that,” I said with a laugh.

David’s island “getaway” was just amazing, as far as I was concerned. The house was like his boat, classic and tasteful. He could have built some gaudy mansion but instead it was more of a comfortable bungalow that blended in with the natural environment. There was fresh water on the island, and the Navy had done some plumbing, but David had upgraded and modernized all the infrastructure. There was solar power with a backup generator so we certainly wouldn’t be roughing it too much.

There was only one regular inhabitant of the island, a caretaker who lived in his own bungalow and looked after the place when David wasn’t there. There were also some very large guard dogs who looked ferocious but turned out to be very sweet. Everything was just so cozy and comfortable that I could certainly see why he had put the work in to make it just right.

He had told me that I could pack light and plan mostly for beachwear but I hadn’t taken any chances and brought way too much stuff along. Like everything else the weather was perfect so I imagined I’d be spending a lot of my time in a bikini...or less.

I was a bit worried about how much time we were going to spend together, not because I thought I wouldn’t enjoy his company but because I had never spent that much time with a man and had managed to avoid too much conversation. There were just the two of us killing time together and even if we fucked like bunnies as much as possible there were bound to be other moments where two people in a situation like this would be expected to try and get to know one another.

I had decided to stick to a feminized version of my life story as much as possible. Where I grew up and went to school, for example, could easily be applicable to either gender. As far as work went I decided to say that I had a trust fund that had been setup by my great aunt, which was actually true. Knowing that I was a Hot Bitch David would probably assume that I supplemented my income by dating rich guys like him. If he started to press too much I could always grab his cock and start sucking. That was a pretty surefire way to distract any man.

After getting a quick tour of the house and a little of the surrounding island area it was starting to get late in the afternoon and the sun was going down. David broke out an excellent bottle of wine and we sat sipping it on the veranda which had a marvelous view of the spectacular sunset.

“I love coming out here when the sun is just disappearing over the horizon,” said David.

“Did you orchestrate the sun to go down in just the right spot?” I joked.

“No, but I did situate the house so that there would be a great view of the sunset from the veranda,” he replied.

Of course he did. David was obviously a man who wanted to get things right, or at least the way he thought was right. He kind of reminded me of me in that respect, although I wasn’t always that diligent about some things. It was interesting how much he was impressing me since unlike most people he couldn’t really impress me with how much money he had since I probably had as much if not more than he did. In my crew the biggest, fastest, newest and most expensive was the goal but David actually seemed to have good taste and wasn’t throwing his money around just to show people how much money he had to waste.

After enjoying the sunset David announced that he was going to make dinner and I was once again kind of floored. I don’t know what I expected us to do about eating since we were basically alone on an island but I hadn’t pictured David in the kitchen preparing our meal.

“You know how to cook?” I asked in amazement.

“When I was just starting out and living on my own for the first time I realized how much money I was wasting on takeout food and restaurants. I also thought it would be healthier to make my own meals instead of relying on junk food all the time so I taught myself to cook,” David explained.

“Thank God one of us can cook,” I said with a laugh.

“You can help me. Come on, I’ll show you.”

Much like on the boat David was the skipper and I was there to follow his lead. I kind of liked it that way since a big part of the reason I started turning female in the first place was because I was tired of being in charge all the time. Of course I sort of assumed that I would only enjoy relinquishing control in the bedroom where dominant men were very sexy but I actually like the fact that David had some skills that I didn’t possess and I enjoyed learning from him and being a helpmate.

Making dinner together was a lot of fun and the meal itself was quite tasty. I even felt a little touch of pride in knowing that I had contributed to its creation, albeit in a very small way compared to David.

After dinner we cleared the table and washed the dishes together, once again operating as a team and then we took a lovely moonlit stroll along the beach. As we walked I kind of instinctively took his hand and I was excited because I knew that we would soon be making love.

David told me about the first time I came out to this island after purchasing it and how there was really very little there in the way of comfort. It was just him and a sleeping bag and some dehydrated camping food. It must have felt kind of scary, I thought, to be all alone on an island, even an island you owned. But David seemed like a man who could pull off the modern Robinson Crusoe thing. He was just manly, there was no question about it, and at least for the next couple of days I was quite happy to be his woman. I could worry about how much this was probably going to fuck up my brain later.


CHAPTER 17:

As I lay on my back, with my legs wrapped around his neck, I just gazed longingly into his eyes as I felt the steady thrusting of his cock inside me. Oddly enough I rarely had sex like this, usually taking it from behind or riding on top, but it was very beautiful and passionate and David was an exquisite lover.

Also oddly enough I didn’t feel humiliated by being fucked by my biggest rival. It should have been my greatest act of degradation so far but I wasn’t thinking about that at all. I think I felt kind of guilty about how close we seemed to be coming when I knew that there was no future for us, not that I imagined David wanting anything too serious or too permanent. I just felt like I wanted to be honest with him but I knew that I couldn’t.

Our time on the island was like a dream. We were naked most of the time and we made love everywhere, indoors and out. We did a little sailing, and David taught me more about how to handle his boat, and we cooked all our meals together, and David taught me more about how to handle myself in the kitchen.

When the time came to head for home I was genuinely disappointed. Obviously we couldn’t just stay on that island forever fucking and frolicking in the water but if we could have I might have signed up for that. I loved the island and I loved the house and I knew that I was falling in love with David.

Nobody has said the word “love” but I couldn’t help feeling what I was feeling, and I had a feeling that David was feeling it too. I mean the look in his eyes and the tone of his voice all seemed to suggest some sort of romantic interest but maybe that was just my foolish womanly heart projecting some kind of fantasy. It had been so much easier to just be a piece of ass and a whore because there was no emotional depth involved. It was just bending over, spreading my legs, or opening my mouth so that some random guy could stick his cock in a hole. I didn’t feel that way with David and I hadn’t even back in the pool when we just met and hooked up.

Being with my buddy Gerald had worried me a little since we were already friends I feared I might develop some kind of deeper affection for him but he had turned out to be kind of a jerk really, while David, my supposed enemy, was pretty wonderful. It was all kind of hard to take in.

Of course it had just been an idyllic long weekend. Like a summer romance or a vacation fling it was easy to be carried away by the romantic setting or the “holiday vibe” of travel. Once we were home we would be rivals once more and I had no idea whether I would ever even see David when I was a woman again. We had made no plans and discussed no future together. We did talk about the future but more in terms of what our hopes and dreams were rather than how many children we wanted to have or something like that.

When I went back to work I was actually kind of relieved that I didn’t feel disgusted about what had happened or the feelings I had for David. It was such a beautiful experience that I sort of wanted to at least be able to cherish the memory of it long after my days of pretending to be a woman were over.

I actually thought that I might be done with my days as Toni Vitale. The casual sex had been great fun, and even the humiliation factor was exciting, but after making love with David it all seemed kind of shallow. Plus I didn’t really want to show up at events and gatherings that I knew he might also attend. I didn’t like the idea of him thinking of me as a girl who would suck any guy’s cock for a new bracelet.

Then out of the blue David got in touch with me and asked me out on a date. I felt like a high school girl who had just been invited to the prom by the captain of the football team. David wanted to see me again! I actually kind of danced around the room a little before getting a grip on myself again.

Love is a very powerful force that can do strange things to you, both good and bad. It can make you feel warm and secure and it can make you feel paranoid and jealous. It can fill your heart with joy or crush it in an instant. I had been in love as a man, a few times I suppose, but nothing had ever really lasted. This was the first time I had been in love as a woman and it felt so different it was like I didn’t even know what love was before.

I had tried to play it cool and sort of dance around the whole idea of love. I tried to use words like “smitten” or “infatuated” which didn’t carry as much emotional weight but something about hearing from David after wondering whether I ever would again had just made the glitter bombs go off inside my girlish head, even though I was in my male body when I got his text message.

When you take a journey into experimental gender changing there are a lot of things that you’re curious about. Your own body is a mystery to you and it takes some time to get used to it. You wonder how people will treat you, and how you’ll feel walking around in strange clothes, and of course what sex will feel like. I had experienced a lot of things in a relatively short amount of time but I hadn’t experienced love as a woman and it seemed to be making me a giddy little ninny.

I obsessed, no that’s not strong enough of a word, I agonized over what to wear and how to do my hair and what accessories to include. It was all kind of ridiculous because it wasn’t like a man was going to fall madly in love with me because I had picked the right shade of blush or something but I really wanted to look nice for him.

The date really couldn’t have gone any better as far as I was concerned. We had some dinner, which was quite nice, went to a club and listened to some excellent Jazz, which it turned out we both were rather fond of, and we had some kick ass sex, which just seemed to be getting better and better the more we got to know each other’s bodies. Despite all that the really great part of the date was the fact that we planned another one right after.

So that’s really how it began. A random encounter at a pool party followed by a weekend in paradise followed by a conventional first date. We might have gotten the order of things a little mixed up for tradition but it didn’t matter in the least. We started dating regularly to the point where I was introduced as his girlfriend.

I was the happiest woman in the world...other than the fact that I really wasn’t a woman. I was madly and passionately in love with David but I felt kind of helpless in figuring out what to do about it.

Ultimately I knew I had to tell him the truth and hope that somehow he’d be able to forgive me for deceiving him. I really couldn’t claim to love him so much and then go right on stringing him along in a hopeless cause. Maybe he’d take some satisfaction in knowing that he had completely emasculated his biggest rival. I’d probably become the laughingstock of the industry but that didn’t matter. I had to come clean no matter what the consequences.


CHAPTER 18:

We were in David’s bedroom after making dinner together at his house. I was really beginning to enjoy the experience of cooking with him, and each time we did it I seemed to learn a little more. I had this little fantasy of getting really good at cooking and making him some surprise meal but it was very likely that this was the last time we’d be having dinner together so I was a little off my game.

I had instructed David to leave his clothes on while I popped into the bathroom where I stripped totally naked. When I came out he was sitting on the side of the bed so I had him stand up as I got on my knees in front of him and fixed my gaze on his.

“I am humbling myself before you my love because I’ve got something to tell you that makes me feel so ashamed,” I said, trying to keep my voice as steady as possible.

“I was hoping you were going to give me a blowjob,” David joked.

“Stop that! I’m trying to be serious here,” I protested.

“Sorry.”

“I’ve been living a lie with you and I can’t let it go on any longer. I’m not the woman you think I am. In fact, I’m not even a woman at all,” I said bravely.

“Yeah, I know. You’re Anthony Thompson,” David said quite casually.

“Uh...yeah. How the hell did you know that?” I stammered.

“I kind of stumbled into by accident,” said David. “I know what a savvy investor you are so when I got wind of the fact that you were pumping a lot of money into that pharmaceutical company I decided to check it out. I’ve followed your lead on more than one occasion and profited greatly for doing so. At first I wasn’t quite sure what the appeal was but when they started talking about this gender changing drug I could see how that might be a revolutionary breakthrough.”

“You actually went to the lab and talked to people there about the drug?” I asked.

“I like to do my homework when it comes to investing. The really interesting part was when a tech guy let it slip that one of the big investors in the company was also in the clinical trial, testing the drug himself.”

“That motherfucker.”

“These people are obviously very enthusiastic about their work and not too great on their social skills. Once he spilled the beans about a big investor testing the product I had a pretty good idea it might be you. So I bullshitted around with this guy and told him I might be interested in testing it too but I wanted to see what the results were like. He showed me some before and after pictures with black bars on the eyes, like I still couldn’t tell who it was,” said David with a chuckle.

“That motherfucker,” I repeated. “So you knew all the time it was me?”

“Yes, but I didn’t know what to do with that information,” David replied. “At first I thought you were probably even more diligent about doing your investment research than I was and you were just testing the product in your home but then to my surprise you turned up on the Hot Bitch Circuit fucking all your friends and business associates so I knew there had to be a sexual motivation behind your interest in the product.”

“So why didn’t you out me?”

“I was just kind of amused that my biggest rival was actually some kind of a queer that liked to slut around but I kept that in my pocket, in case I ever wanted to use it against you some day. Then I met you at that party and I realized that you weren’t just doing this as some kind of a kink, you were actually trying to explore your feminine side,” said David.

“You could tell that from getting high with me in a swimming pool?”

“It actually seemed pretty obvious. And I was terribly attracted to you from the moment I saw you. I was very intrigued to try and find out why a man like you would want to be a woman so badly.”

“Did you figure that out?” I asked.

“Not entirely, but I’m sure glad that you do want to be a woman because I really want you to be my woman,” said David.

“Oh my God, David...you don’t hate me for trying to deceive you?”

“Well we were both keeping a pretty big secret from each other,” David pointed out. “You could just as easily hate me.”

“My darling I could never do that.”

“Well now that we’ve got the big truth session out of the way you’re in the perfect position to suck my cock if you were so inclined,” David suggested.

“Baby, I couldn’t imagine a situation where I wasn’t inclined to suck your cock,” I said joyfully as I reached for his trousers and pulled out his magnificent manhood.

I felt like a tremendous weight had been lifted from my shoulders but I did sort of wonder what David meant about wanting me to be “his” woman. Since I was already his girlfriend I figured it had to be some kind of a promotion.

It was later, after I had finished sucking David’s cock, and he had gone down on me, when we were cuddling in bed that the subject of the future came up.

“So what did you mean by saying that you wanted me to be your woman?” I asked.

“Pretty much like it sounds like I suppose. I’m tired of chasing tail and meaningless relationships that don’t go anywhere. I want to settle down and start a life with a real partner like you,” David replied.

“But in real life we’re competitors, not partners,” I pointed out.

“I’m proposing a merger. We join our businesses together and run them jointly. I know there’s a lot of paperwork and legal issues to resolve but why not?”

“Won’t people think it’s kind of odd that two healthy businesses suddenly just merge out of the blue?”

“Not if we’re man and wife. Why shouldn’t a married couple combine their assets? We’d be a pretty unstoppable power in the industry,” said David.

“But I’m only female temporarily.”

“That’s what you’ve been doing but you could be female all the time if you wanted,” David suggested. “It’s just more paperwork and legal issues.”

“But...but...everyone would know,” I sort of sputtered. “I’ve fucked a lot of people, baby. People we both know. They didn’t know it was me but they sure as hell would know if I came out.”

“So what? I didn’t expect to be marrying a virgin. Who cares what anybody thinks as long as you’re happy?”

He was right. What difference did it make if everybody knew I was transgender? I used to go looking for humiliation as a kink but I really had no reason to be humiliated by choosing to embrace my femininity. I liked who I was as a woman and I would be proud to be one for the rest of my life, especially a woman who had such a fantastic man at her side. The decision was surprisingly easy to make once it was all out in the open.

“Okay. I’ll become a woman full-time and marry you and when they perfect the drug I’ll be the mother of your children. In the mean time we’ll just have to practice you knocking me up,” I said with a grin.

“Yes, we should practice that a lot,” said David as he got between my legs and prepared to enter me. “We want to make absolutely certain that we do it right.”


CHAPTER 19:

After a bit of legal work made everything official I became Antonia Veronica Thompson, but not for long because soon after I became Mrs. David Hawthorne. I had stayed away from work while the process was happening and just sent a memo out to everyone in the company telling them about the change and that I would be returning as a woman. I can only imagine the jokes and speculation that went around but that was just human nature. Your boss doesn’t usually change gender seemingly overnight.

When I got back I had a private talk with Jim, the junior executive that I’d hooked up with, and explained how the whole thing had happened and assured him that his job wasn’t in any kind of jeopardy. I also informed him that I was engaged to be married so there couldn’t be a repeat performance between us and we’d have to keep our relationship professional, as it probably should have been all along.

Fortunately David and I worked very well together, something we had discovered on the boat and in the kitchen, and I suppose you could say the bedroom too because we seemed to really be in sync sexually almost all of the time. We both had our strengths and weaknesses in business but as partners we were able to create a dynamic leadership force that allowed us both to do whatever we did best.

I kind of drifted away from my old pool of companions, although some of them I was still compelled to do business with, but I obviously wasn’t the same frat boy I was before, nor was I on the Hot Bitch Circuit, so I spent most of my free time with David and figured that we’d probably start to make married friends, as married couples tend to gravitate towards each other.

For our honeymoon we could have gone anywhere in the world but I knew that I wanted to spend it on David’s island, or our island I guess you would say now. I wanted that idyllic feeling of being the nature girl again, spending most of her time in the nude and in the arms of her man.

When I started my gender jumping experiment I thought that being a woman was really the most humiliating thing I could think of, and sexually I had certainly gone from being a top to a bottom, but it turned out to be the real answer to what I was searching for. With David everything just clicked and fell into place. Outside of the bedroom there wasn’t a top or a bottom, we were a team. And when your man’s got as great a cock as David had there’s no shame in getting on your knees and worshiping it.

These days when I think of tops and bottoms it’s usually a bikini I’m thinking about...and the awesome tits and ass I now have to fill them.


AUTHOR’S NOTES:

As my regular readers know I like to look at the way a gender change can alter the dynamic of a relationship. If you suddenly changed gender people would no doubt treat you very differently, in a variety of ways, and you would probably see people in a different light. Someone who seemed like a buddy might turn out to be a jerk and someone you thought was a jerk might turn out to be the great love of your life. (Especially if he had a fantastic cock.)

When I started writing this story I thought that Anthony’s rival would be his ultimate humiliation and that he’d find happiness with one of his old friends but it kind of got turned around and flipped on its ear, and I’m glad it did because I like the way it turned out. I hope you like it too!
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