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CHAPTER 1:

What do you get the person who has everything? Hell if I know, I don't travel in those circles, but I do know this...if someone asks you what you want for Christmas give them a straight answer unless you want to run the risk of having your whole life complicated beyond belief. That's not actually the moral of the story that I'm about to tell, but it is a good piece of advice as I think you will see in due course.

My name is Joe Brown and my life is about as ordinary as my name. At least it was for the first 23 years of my existence. I was always a pretty average guy with perhaps an above average level of intelligence, but that never seemed to get me anywhere. I was working a pretty menial job as an assistant manager at a large electronics store, which allowed me to pay my bills on time, for the most part, and keep a small but functional apartment. If I had any real ambition I'm not sure what it was. Like anyone I would have liked to have had more money, but I kind of lacked the ambition to do much about that.

I was casually dating a girl named Kim, who was incredibly attractive if not all that bright. She was attractive in the cute and spunky way more than the hot and sultry way, but boy did that girl know how to fuck! She was up for just about anything. Pretty much any hole anytime any place. In that regard I suppose I would have to be considered as out of my league but like I said, she wasn't the sharpest knife in the drawer and we were hardly going steady or anything like that.

We also had very little in common. She was the arty, Bohemian type, and very outgoing all the time while I was more of a "Joe Six-Pack" character and very laid back. She was an aspiring actress, which meant that she had aspirations, which also put us on a slightly different playing field.

I had sort of "inherited" her from my friend George, who had caught her on the rebound from another one of our mutual friends, Barry. Where Barry met her I'm not quite sure but one day she just kind of turned up in our circle of friends and I just thought of her as Barry's girl, until she became George's girl, and then ultimately my girl, though as I said before it wasn't a very serious thing. I don't think it had been with Barry or George either. She was just kind of funky and fun and easy on the eyes but half the time I didn't know what the hell she was talking about. Sometimes I wondered if she did.

It was getting close to Christmas and Kim kept badgering me about what I wanted in the way of a present. Now things like Christmas and birthdays used to be the center of my whole world when I was a little kid, but now they just seemed like kind of an expensive hassle. I generally tended to wait until the last minute to do anything about the impeding gift giving experience and then bought a bunch of gift cards. It seemed practical and slightly impersonal than handing someone cash.

Kim was having no part of that. She was the artistic type and adored holidays. She wanted to get me something "special" for Christmas, which meant that I would have to reciprocate, and that sounded expensive to me. So when I finally got tired of trying to avoid the subject I uttered these fateful words:

"Hey, you're the creative one. Why don't you think of something original and unique and surprise me? Just don't expect me to come up with anything too imaginative. That's more your department than mine."

I felt rather proud of myself for handling the situation that way. She'd probably write me a poem, or some damn thing like that, and I was off the hook as far as giving her something similar. She had been warned that I would just buy something while being praised at the same time for her creativity. I felt a little like Alexander the Great must have felt when he unraveled the Gordian Knot. See, I told you I had a little intelligence.

Kim was spending the night at my place about a week before Christmas and I had no idea that she was already planning to surprise me with my gift. I hadn't even started thinking about gifts yet but Kim was anxious and enthusiastic. The only thing I was anxious and enthusiastic about that night was getting her naked as soon as possible and fucking her brains out.

We were smooching on the couch when Kim suddenly started giggling and jumped up to grab something out of the oversized handbag she had brought with her. Then she darted into my kitchen and came back with two wine glasses. She also had a bottle of what I assumed was some kind of wine with a little red bow tied around the neck of the bottle. Apparently this was my gift and she was too impatient to wait until Christmas to give it to me.

"Merry Christmas baby," she said cheerfully as she poured me a glass of whatever was in that bottle and handed it to me before pouring herself one.

"Oh, thanks sweetie, you shouldn't have," I replied. "I didn't know that we were exchanging gifts so early. I don't have yours yet."

"That's okay. I just couldn't wait to try this out," she replied.

We made some kind of a toast, as I recall, then we clinked our glasses together and took a sip of the brew. Even after I tasted it I still had no idea what the hell it was, but it tasted fantastic. Some kind of liqueur I figured. A little sweeter than the sort of thing I usually drank but it was tasty.

I was actually a little surprised by her choice of a gift. She had obviously put some thought into it, and tracked down something unusual that one couldn't pick up at the local store, and for all I knew she had dropped a bundle on it. I had been expecting something a little more "arty" and totally impractical but as it turned out the surprises were only beginning.

"Okay, now we've got to hurry up and fuck," Kim announced as she pulled off her top and started to unhook her bra.

I didn't know why she had phrased it quite that way but maybe the booze went to her head really fast or something, although I'd never thought of her as a drinking lightweight. Still I wasn't going to complain as this was the gift I really wanted anyway so I joined her in getting naked in some haste.

She had gotten me hard the moment she took off her shirt. Her tits weren't huge but they were just about perfectly shaped and sized, as far as I was concerned. I don't need gigantic boobs but I don't like feeling like I'm fucking a 13-year-old boy either.

We were sitting next to each other on the couch and as soon as she was nude Kim jumped up and positioned herself so that she was sitting on my lap, facing away from me, letting my aforementioned hard cock slide easily into her gash.

Then she started sliding, grinding, and bouncing like a wild thing, which I suppose she was. I'd never known any chick who seemed to love sex so much. Half the time I really didn't have to do much of anything other than provide her with a dick to play with.

"Oh, yeah...oh, yeah...that's it baby...fuck me...fuck me...fuck me HARDER!" she cried.

She may have had the face of an angel but she had the mouth of a sailor when she was in the throes of passion. I didn't know what more I could do to comply with her request, as I was just kind of sitting there with her ass in my lap, but I intensified my grunting to at least give the impression that I was working to fuck her harder as requested.

"Cum inside me, baby. Cum inside my pussy!"

That was probably not something that she needed to request, as I was inevitably going to cum in her pussy sometime very soon, but hearing her beg for it just increased the likelihood that it would happen sooner rather than later. I don't claim to have any special ability, where stamina is concerned, so I was ejaculating inside her shortly after she asked me to.

Just as I began to cum my head started swimming. I wondered whether that strange booze was more powerful than I thought. I think I might have actually blacked out for a moment but when I regained my senses I thought I must still be drunk. It seemed like Kim and I had changed places, and I was now sitting on her lap, except that I wasn't me and she wasn't her. I thought I could actually feel something hard sticking up inside me and had the weirdest sensation that I had become very heavy in the chest.

"It worked! It really worked!" a voice came from behind me, sounding remarkably like my own voice though I hadn't uttered a word.

"What the fuck?" I screeched in what sounded to me like Kim's voice, but this time I knew that I had articulated those words.

"Merry Christmas, baby. I wanted to surprise you with something really special. Are you surprised?"

Shocked was more like it but I was in no condition to quibble over semantics.


CHAPTER 2:

"What the hell just happened?" I stammered, still perched as I was on someone's lap.

"We switched places," said the voice behind me. "I'm you and you're me now!"

With that I suddenly realized why it felt like there was something sticking up inside me and I literally jumped up so fast that I landed on the floor. I heard laughter and when I turned to look back at the couch I saw what looked like myself, chuckling in amusement. To say that it was a very weird experience would be the understatement of the decade.

"What did you do?" I said in what ended up sounding more like a whimper than the stern rebuke I had intended.

"I thought it would be really cool if we could swap bodies for the night. Find out what it was like to be the other person. I got the idea from one of my acting classes where we had to partner up with someone and pretend to be that person while we acted out a scenario. It's not as easy as it sounds, but it's lots of fun. So that got me thinking that it would be even more fun if there was actually some way to become that person, not just pretend to be them. So I looked up this friend of mine who likes to mess around with the occult, and things like that, not that she's actually a witch or anything, but she definitely has some kind of mystic energy. Anyway, I told her what I wanted, and she whipped up this potion that we drank, and now I'm you and you're me."

For the sake of clarity I will refer to myself as Kim and to the real Kim as Joe, since it appeared that for some crazy reason that was actually the case at the moment.

In some small way it actually made me feel a little better that there was a reason for what had happened. It didn't make any sense, and it didn't put me back in my body, but at least there was hope. It would have been even worse if the change had just happened spontaneously and neither one of us had any idea how to fix it.

"But why in the world would you want to swap bodies?" I asked, still crumpled up on the floor where I had fallen.

"To see what it's like, silly. To feel what you feel when you're putting it inside me. To see my own body reacting to pleasure. To know what it's like to cum as a man. Everybody's curious about that kind of thing. Aren't you?"

"I don't know," I replied. "I've never given it any thought."

"Well, now you've got the whole night to find out what it's like to be a woman. It's a unique experience. I'll bet if you relax and give it a try you'll have a great time. I just love getting fucked. There's nothing better in the world than feeling a man's hard cock inside me."

Normally this line of dialogue would have turned me on, but since it was coming from a man, who used to be me, no less, it was rather disconcerting.

"How long does it take to get this thing working again?" asked Joe as he indicated his now flaccid penis.

"Uh...I don't know exactly. It varies. Depends on how horny I am, you are, I guess. Maybe ten or fifteen minutes. Maybe more."

"Well, there's plenty we can do until then. Let's get in bed though. I think we'd be more comfortable there," said Joe as he stood up and helped me off the floor.

"I don't know if this is such a good idea," I said. "I mean, it's kind of weird, don't you think?"

"Yeah, it's weird, but in a kinky sort of way. That makes it cool."

I followed Joe into my bedroom as if a sleepwalker in a sort of a trance. Joe had me sit on the foot of the bed and spread my legs apart, which made me feel incredibly open and vulnerable. Then he got down on the floor in front of me and started to finger my slit.

"I can't wait to find out what my own pussy tastes like," said Joe as he continued to play with my snatch. "You know I've never tasted pussy before. I used to kiss my girlfriend Julie, back in junior high, so that we could practice kissing for whenever we started kissing boys, but we never did anything really nasty."

"Maybe this isn't the best time to start," I protested feebly.

"Look at how pink it is," said Joe as he spread my lips apart for closer inspection. "And so wet."

With that Joe went down on me and I just sat there like a dummy and let it happen. I didn't really know what else to do at that moment. I was still a little dizzy and confused by the whole thing and I suppose hoping that it was just some kind of a weird dream or a hallucination, possibly induced by the strange liqueur we had consumed. I knew that there were drinks like Absinthe that could work sort of like LSD, although I had always been a little skeptical about that claim. Still it would explain things.

After a while I stopped looking for explanations and started marveling at how good my whole body felt. I had never been crazy about licking pussy but I was beginning to understand why girls seemed to like it so much. New Joe may not have done this before but whatever part of old Kim's brain was still in that body seemed to know exactly what I wanted to feel.

"Oh, shit! Oh, fucking shit!" I cried out as I clutched at Joe's hair and tried to drag him deeper into my cunt.

The open vulnerability that I felt sitting on the edge of the bed with my legs open now seemed like a very practical posture to adopt. The vagina was kind of nested away down below the pelvis and needed some help getting fully exposed, at least from the front. My legs had just been kind of dangling over the edge of the bed but I pulled them back as far as I could and let Joe really bore down on me.

"That is so fucking amazing," I moaned.

"It is, isn't it?" said Joe, suddenly poking his head up like a groundhog. "And it tastes pretty sweet, too, although I don't know exactly whose cum I'm tasting at the moment."

"I guess it's mine either way as I'm the only one who's gotten off so far tonight," I replied with a smile.

"Well that's going to change pretty soon. I think I'm just about ready to fuck you."

I expected Joe to just get up and dive into my waiting pussy but instead he kind of bent over and began to play with my tits. I always wondered whether girls got any kind of a kick out of that, but I soon discovered that they probably did. My nipples were rock hard, and as Joe began to pinch and suck them I felt like I was going to have another orgasm. Maybe I did, it's hard to remember.

Then I was flat on my back and Joe was inside me. I had the unique sensation of watching myself fuck me. I was shocked at how quickly I had submitted to this crazy plan, but once I was being penetrated there was no point in worrying about the trivial details. For one night I had a pussy and my girlfriend had a cock. I would never have agreed to let her fuck me with a dildo or something, but since I was actually female, for the time being, it was certainly turning out to be a blast.

I used to always think that I was getting the better end of the deal in the sack since Kim was so much hotter than I was, and my dick was nothing to brag about, but feeling how snugly it fit inside my pussy, and how incredibly energized my whole body was by the sensation I was beginning to wonder. If she felt this good all the time it was no wonder she was such a crazy bitch in the sack. I was already squirming and moaning and trying to lock my legs around Joe as tightly as I could.

"Give me that cock...give me that cock, baby!" I practically shouted.

"Yeah, it feels good, doesn't it?" Joe said with a chuckle. "I knew you'd like being me for a while."

Damn but she was right. She may not be a genius but this novel gift idea was a stroke of genius at any rate. It felt so kinky and dirty to have tits bouncing around while I got my pussy drilled hard. When Joe finally came inside me I was still ready for more and couldn't wait for the next round.

I don't know how many times we ended up fucking that night, but it was the most spectacular sexual experience I had ever enjoyed. We both ended up collapsed, sort of entwined with each other, and I fell into a deep and restful sleep. Being a girl for a night hadn't been so bad after all. But then the morning came all too soon and some new surprises were headed my way.


CHAPTER 3:

"Well that was great, baby, but I think it's probably time for us to switch back," I suggested as we lay in bed together, neither of us really anxious to get up.

"Oops."

"Oops? What do you mean oops?" I asked suspiciously.

"I guess I didn't really think this through all the way. I got a potion to switch us, but I forgot to ask how we switch back," Joe said a little sheepishly.

"Well, I suppose we drink the potion again. There's still plenty of it left in the bottle I imagine. We each only had a glass," I pointed out.

"That wasn't actually the potion. That was an old bottle of some kind of wine or something that my friend gave me to put the potion in. She said it would mask the taste really well. I slipped the potion into our glasses when you weren't looking," Joe explained.

"Oh, that's just great. So now you have to call this friend and get another dose or something?"

"I can try that but she's not always that easy to get a hold of and I think she said something about going to visit relatives for the holidays or something."

"Did she say where these relatives live?" I inquired hopefully.

"Ah...Romania I think she said."

He might as well have said the moon. Tracking this woman down in Florida or something would be bad enough but she might be half way around the world by now. I was furious at Joe for being such a dumb air-headed bimbo, but instead of shouting at him I started to cry for some reason.

"Hey, it's okay. I'll find her somehow. It just might take a few days," said Joe, trying to calm me down.

"A few days!" I wailed. "I can't be a girl for a few days."

"Well...why not? We traded bodies for a night, maybe it wouldn't be so hard to trade lives for a few days...if we have to."

"I have to work. Christmas is our busiest time of the year," I told him.

"You can tell me what you do and I'll try to fake it the best I can. I do have acting experience, you know. I'm very good at being put into strange scenarios and improvising."

"Well what am I going to do?"

"For one thing you're going to appear in a production of A Christmas Carol at the Randolph Playhouse.

"Say what?" I stammered.

"Don't worry, it's a really small part. I can teach you your lines and your blocking in no time," he assured me.

"What the hell is blocking?"

"Oh, that's what you call the stage directions like where you enter from and where you're supposed to stand or sit or whatever," Joe explained casually. "It's really easy. I play Lily."

"Who the fuck is Lily?"

"That's Fred's wife."

"And who the fuck is Fred?" I practically screamed.

"Fred's the nephew of Scrooge. Haven't you ever seen A Christmas Carol?"

"Yeah, of course I have, I mean, I don't remember all the details," I muttered, starting to let my frustration get the better of me.

"It'll be fun. Something different."

"Having tits is different enough for me, thank you," I snapped.

"And pretty nice tits, too, if I do say so myself," said Joe as he cupped my breasts and began to fondle them.

"People will know it's not us. I mean, they'll know that something is wrong," I suggested as I started to feel kind of warm and tingly again.

"I doubt it. People see what they expect to see. I learned that in my acting class too. If you dress like a fireman people assume you're a fireman. When you show up looking like me everyone will assume that you are me. Who else could you be?"

For a dumb bimbo Joe seemed to be making some pretty good sense. Maybe I had been too quick to dismiss Kim's brainpower due to her bubbly and often silly demeanor, or maybe I was just feeling protective of the woman since I was living in her body at the moment. Either way she was probably right that no one would be likely to suspect anything as long as we kept a low profile and played it cool. If Joe showed up for work in a blue shirt with a store nametag claiming he was "Joe" everyone would naturally assume it was the same Joe that was always there.

My natural laziness also found the idea of someone filling in for me, especially during the Christmas rush, rather appealing. I'd still get credit for the hours without actually having to do any work. All I'd had to do was stumble through this silly play. Kim's family sent her money to live on so that she could pursue her dream of being an actress so I could probably just lounge around her apartment watching TV all day until she came up with the magic potion. That didn't sound too bad.

"Well, I guess you better tell me how to do this acting thing and I'll tell you how to do my job," I said with a shrug. "I can't see any other way around it."

"You know playing with tits is really kind of fun, isn't it?" said Joe, seemingly ignoring my comments.

"I've always thought so, but I didn't know how good it felt to have them played with," I answered with a grin.

"I might have to try that with another woman sometime once I've changed back into my old self."

"If you want to practice a little more my boobs are at your disposal."

Joe did want to practice and soon my nipples were in his mouth again, only this time he also put his hand between my legs and started to play with my pussy. Then we started kissing, very long and very deep. I didn't exactly know what "swooning" felt like but I think I got a little taste of it. My heart was definitely beating faster and I felt a romantic connection to the woman in my body that was deeper than anything I had felt when I was Joe and she was Kim. I think it was the eye contact. Joe gave me these really long looks, as if he was locked onto my gaze like a tractor beam or something.

"I'll bet you're secretly dying to know what it's like to suck a cock, aren't you?" said Joe, his eyes still fixed on mine.

"Ah...maybe. A little," I said softly.

"Well honey, I'm nice and hard right now. There's no time like the present!"


CHAPTER 4:

I'd heard that there were guys who were so flexible that they could suck their own cock but I wasn't sure if I believed that. In a world full of oddities it was probably possible, but I don't know if I'd ever have done it if I could. I have to admit that the idea is tempting on some weird sort of a level. In Kim's body I didn't have to deal with a lot of gymnastics or contortionist moves. I just put my old dick in my new mouth and sucked it.

I knew that I still had my old brain in that I knew who I really was and had all of my old memories and thoughts, as far as I could tell, but I also suspected that some of Kim's voracious sexual appetite had stayed with her old body. Now I've always enjoyed sex as much as the next man, but like I said, I'm kind of laid back. Somehow being in Kim's body seemed to bring out the animal in me. I didn't just suck Joe's cock, I devoured it.

Now Kim was a first-rate cock sucker, and I mean that as the highest compliment possible. She gave by far the best head I had ever known, and even though I had no experience with blowing another man I was licking and slurping and sucking like a pro in no time at all. I guess it was really all about the attitude...and the fact that Kim's body didn't seem to have much of a gag reflex. My enthusiasm was quite noticeable and Joe even seemed a little surprised by it.

"My goodness, what a little BJ queen you are," Joe chuckled. "Does that nice man meat taste yummy in your mouth? It sure feels fucking fantastic from this end!"

"I think I really like sucking cock," I suddenly blurted out, taking his prick out of my mouth for a moment.

"Well, why not? I always have. Maybe you should try it with another guy once you turn back," Joe volunteered cheerfully.

"Naw, I don't think I'd want to be gay. Not that there's anything wrong with that, I mean if you want to play with another woman's tits I think that's hot, but lesbians are much more of a turn on I suppose."

"That's okay sweetie, I was only joking. Lesbians are kind of a turn on, aren't they. I mean the pretty ones. But who knows? Maybe I'd like gay sex as a man. I might try to hit on some of your fellow employees when I'm at work."

I shot him an icy glare that would have frozen a volcano but he just laughed.

"Just kidding! Just kidding! I won't do anything to embarrass you while I'm in this body, I promise. Now wrap your pretty lips around my cock and get me off woman, I don't want to be late for my first day at work."

It was funny being talked to that way, especially by my old self, but I really didn't mind for some reason. It was kind of a kick, actually. I knew that Joe was completely in my power at the moment, but a man needs to feel like a man and part of that is acting like he's in charge. If I suddenly got up and left him hanging he would be in absolute misery, but I wasn't about to let that happen.

I went back to work on Joe's prick and before too long I got the feeling that he was about to cum. I wasn't at all prepared for how to deal with that so when it happened I just sort of let it happen. Kim swallowed all the time, which was one of the things that made her so fantastic at giving head, so I just did as she would have done and soon my mouth was full of hot sticky jizz. It felt like it was actually going to stick in my throat for a moment, and the taste was something I hadn't really imagined before, but it wasn't too difficult to get it all down and I felt rather proud of myself afterwards for having been so brave.

"Wow, that's a pretty wild sensation," said Joe as he flopped on his back on the bed.

"You can say that again," I replied as I sort of flopped down next to him.

"It's really fascinating seeing how the other half lives, isn't it?"

"Yeah, I have to admit that it is. I thought you were nuts for thinking of this stunt, but it's actually turning out to be a pretty amazing gift. I don't know that I'll be able to come up with anything quite so original," I said, almost sadly.

"Don't worry about it, baby. I think this gift is good enough for the both of us!"


CHAPTER 5:

We decided to swap apartments, cars. everything for the duration of our time in each other's bodies. It might not have been necessary but it did make some things easier, like having identification that matched our current anatomy. The real Kim had spent more time in my place than I had in hers but we were both familiar enough with our surroundings to get by for a couple of days, if it took that long to straighten things out.

New Joe seemed to grasp my limited work responsibilities right away and I had little doubt that he would get by just fine. I tended to try and do as little as possible anyway, and make myself scarce whenever I could, so it wasn't like the whole store would fall apart if Joe Brown wasn't at the top of his game, even during the Christmas rush.

On the other hand I had no idea how this whole acting business was going to work out. I really didn't want to ruin Kim's whole career by giving a lousy performance, but Joe just laughed and said it wasn't that big a deal. It was just an amateur production in a small theater and no one in the industry was likely to notice or care one way or the other. Kim was doing it for the experience, and because she thought it would put her in the Christmas mood to do a holiday play.

Perhaps the trickiest part for both of us was knowing how to react around people that we knew in our old lives but not the new ones. We tried to fill each other in on the various people we worked with or were likely to encounter and I confess that I ended up taking notes and keeping a "cheat sheet" with me that I could refer to discretely if I forgot who someone was or what my relationship with them was supposed to be. Again it would probably be easier for Joe because he wasn't a social butterfly and didn't have any close friends at work, but Kim was a popular little dynamo who seemed to have tons of friends and acquaintances. I figured if it got too overwhelming I could just pretend to be sick and go home.

Being alone in your sort-of-girlfriend's apartment seemed rich with possibilities for snooping, but of course I knew that she was now in my apartment and likely doing the same. It was no big deal, really. I didn't have that much to hide.

Her place was nicer than mine; cleaner at any rate, and the refrigerator was fully stocked. That was fine with me because although I didn't do much cooking I wasn't thrilled by the idea of going out in public like this any more than I had to.

I suppose it was silly to feel that way, considering what I had already done as a woman, but the idea of being "caught" kept running though my head, as if I was just wearing a wig or something that might blow off in a stiff breeze. I was a counterfeit woman. I looked the part, but I wasn't really female on the inside. At least I didn't think that I was. I wasn't really too sure how much of me was still there inside that hot little body I was walking around in. At times I felt just like my old self, but other times I found myself behaving kind of differently. Like when I cooked my first meal at home I was very careful about rinsing off all of the dishes and whatnot instead of just tossing everything into the sink and letting it sit there until I was motivated enough to clean up. I just seemed to have the desire to be a little more fastidious than usual.

Kim had a gigantic closet, jam-packed with clothes. Some I vaguely recognized, most I didn't. I had no idea what to wear in any given situation but I figured that I could always call Joe for advice if I had to. It was easier for Joe. He had kind of a uniform for work and could bum around the rest of the time in jeans and a t-shirt. There were some dressier things in my closet but they didn't get a lot of use.

I had been buck naked when we swapped bodies so putting my clothes back on that first morning was kind of a trippy experience. I fumbled with the bra until Joe showed me how to do it properly, and slipping into panties for the first time, especially panties that I knew had been worn by another woman, was kind of an erotic thrill in and of itself.

I didn't have a performance of the play that night but supposedly I did have an acting class. I thought I might just skip that, but on the other hand any acting help I could get might be useful so that I didn't make a total fool of myself, or Kim, when I made my big stage debut. Of course I was hoping that Kim would have tracked down the witch friend and gotten another potion before then but since she would be working as Joe all day at the store it didn't seem likely that she'd get the chance to do it right away.

I was sort of resigned to the fact that I would probably be living as Kim for at least a couple of days, and possibly even through Christmas. If Kim's friend was out of town, or even out of the country, for the holidays it might be a while before she returned. Since it appeared that I had nothing to do except drop in on the occasional class and show up for this little amateur theatrical production I tried to think of this experience as sort of a paid vacation. New Joe seemed excited by the idea of working in a store so he might even want to pick up some overtime or holiday pay. That would be fine with me, as long as I didn't have to do any of that extra work.

The first day I pretty much just hung around the apartment and watched TV or surfed the web. I had pretty much decided to go to the class so I sent Joe a text asking what I should wear. Apparently comfortable clothes were the order of the day so I went with jeans and a kind of loose sweatshirt thing with short sleeves. The jeans were snug and made my ass look kind of perky, but the shirt definitely didn't flatter my bust line. I thought it was kind of funny that I was thinking of things like that but I'd never had boobs before so I was thinking about them quite a bit.

When I got to the place where the acting class was being held I checked my notes first before going in. I wanted to see if I could identify any of these people from their description in case I didn't get a chance to hear their name. Finally I took a deep breath and walked inside.

The class was run by a rather effeminate-looking bald man with horn-rimmed glasses named Mr. Carter. I thought I recognized him from somewhere and it drove me crazy until I recalled that I had seen him in a couple of TV commercials. I case that sort of elevated him in my esteem as I didn't know any other people who had ever been on television at all.

We started with some stretching and breathing exercises, which I thought was kind of funny. Breathing had always come natural to me, I never knew that people actually practiced it. On the other hand the exercises did make me feel more relaxed, which was a good thing because I was nervous as a cat.

Everyone seemed very friendly and there was a good mood in the room. Some of the things we did seemed kind of silly to me, but who was I to judge? I was in way over my head here.

At one point we had to partner up with someone and pretend that we were a couple in the backseat of a rideshare. We were supposed to have a conversation about whatever we felt like, and you just had to react to whatever your partner said. Most of the people were very good at it and some of them were quite funny but when it was my turn I almost froze with fright.

"I guess we're up," said my partner pleasantly as he led me to the two folding chairs that would serve as our backseat.

Most of the people there were rather attractive, which I suppose isn't all that surprising given that they were all actors and actresses, but my partner really stood out for his "movie star" good looks. From my notes I guessed that this must be Kyle. Tall, blonde, handsome, incredible smile. He checked all of the boxes.

I had no idea what to say but fortunately Kyle jumped right in and started making small talk. I managed to keep up with him and say some bullshit about my day but he suddenly threw a huge curveball at me.

"Don't try to pretend like you weren't seeing him," he said, suddenly turning all serious.

"I don't know what you're talking about," I stammered, genuinely unsure of what to say next.

"I followed you. You went to that sleazy motel you always go to. Honestly Virginia, is that any way for a married woman to behave? Haven't I always been good to you?"

Suddenly inspiration struck me from out of the blue. Maybe it was something in Kim but I totally felt like I could do this thing.

"Like you've been the perfect husband? What about all of those late nights at the office with your secretary? And the business trips? I've seen the lipstick on your collar," I told him indignantly.

I won't bore you with a complete transcript of our little scenario but I have to say that it went pretty well. By the end we were both confessing our transgressions and begging each other for forgiveness. When Kyle put his arms around me and we kissed rather passionately the rest of the class responded with a healthy round of applause.

"Very nice," said Mr. Carter. "Very nice, indeed. I didn't see that coming at the start."

I have to confess that I found the whole experience rather intoxicating. You never get any applause when you helped someone pick out the right phone and you rarely even got any praise for anything you did on my old job. It was pretty much a show up on time and don't be wasted kind of place. Anything more ambitious was seen as trying to "brown nose" your way into the good graces of the supervisors. That had always been okay by me since I wasn't ambitious enough to go out of my way to do much more than I had to, but it was kind of nice to feel appreciated for something,

I have to also confess that kissing Kyle was pretty nice, too. I know it was all pretend but how do you pretend to kiss somebody? His lips were on mine and it felt like a real kiss while it was happening. It's like I know that porn videos are usually just sex acts staged for the camera but if you're actually fucking someone you must feel something.

"Coffee as usual?" Kyle suddenly asked me as the class was breaking up.

"Ah...sure. Why not?"


CHAPTER 6:

Instead of going to some chain place, like Starbucks, we simply strolled across the street to a little cafe kind of thing that I never would have thought of visiting in a million years. It was kind of old, and a little shabby, but the atmosphere was warm and the coffee turned out to be really good. So did the company.

"You were pretty terrific tonight, but then I knew you would be. I wasn't sure if you were going to start the ball rolling or leave it to me," said Kyle as we sat sipping our coffee at a little table in the corner.

"That was a great idea you had. I'm just glad I didn't totally mess it up," I replied, feeling like I was blushing or something.

"I had no fear of that. You're by far my favorite acting partner in the class. We have such a great connection. I'll bet we'd be pretty good partners at whatever we tried."

Well that was a pretty smooth line, I had to admit. Especially when delivered with that smile. I don't think I've ever seen teeth that white before. It almost looked like they were spray painted that way.

"You know I've been terribly attracted to you from the moment we met. I never felt quite brave enough to say anything but when we were kissing tonight I thought I actually felt a spark of something from you. Something that wasn't just acting," said Kyle as he locked his impossibly blue eyes on mine.

I was on the horns of a dilemma...big time. If I were really a woman this would be just the kind of guy who would float my boat, I thought, but I was really a man only borrowing a woman's body for a few days. More than that, I was in the body of my girlfriend so if I did something with Kyle I would be cheating on Joe, which was basically the same as cheating on myself, and I would be putting Kim into a romantic situation with a guy I could never hope to compete with once I was myself again. It was insane to follow this trail no matter how horny I was becoming. I needed to excuse myself and go home at once.

"I know exactly what you mean. It didn't feel like acting to me either," I said as I leaned over and let him kiss me again.

We went back to his place, which wasn't too far from the little studio where the class had been held. The building was a bit rundown on the outside but Kyle's apartment was surprisingly nice on the inside. Definitely a cut above your average bachelor pad decor. I didn't want to go back to my place, or Kim's place as it was, just in case Kim, as Joe,  decided to drop by for some reason.

Kyle served some wine, that was also a cut above the kind of cheap supermarket variety that I was familiar with, and we sat listening to some music on the sofa while we talked about the things that had happened in class tonight. That was actually very safe territory since I had actually lived it and didn't have to make anything up.

After a while the wine glasses were put down and my shirt pulled off. I certainly didn't have to worry about my baggy shirt failing to show off my impressive rack. Kyle was getting a good view of it as I sat there and let him take my bra off.

"So beautiful. Your breasts are absolutely perfect," he said as he began to gently caress my bosom.

I had always thought so when I was appreciating them on Kim's body but it was nice to have a second opinion confirming my belief. It was also incredibly nice to be in possession of them now, especially as Kyle began to suck on my nipples. I was learning what a real treat it could be to have my nipples stimulated.

Kyle had been wearing a sort of pullover sweater thing and he took it off and tossed it aside as we embraced closely and did some more deep kissing. In all honesty this was exactly what I was sort of daydreaming about when we kissed during our scene in class. I liked feeling my soft breasts pressed up against his hard chest as our tongues intermingled freely during kisses.

He didn't just look good, he tasted good, too. I don't know what he used, because it didn't have that overpowering mouthwash taste, but it wasn't overly fruity either. He just tasted kind of clean, and fresh, and manly I guess. I wondered what I tasted like when I was a man. Probably like breath mints, since I usually carried some around with me. I probably tasted like coffee right now, since I hadn't really thought about the fact that someone would be sticking their tongue in my mouth that evening. Whatever I tasted like Kyle didn't seem to mind.

My only previous experience having sex with a man was with Kim in my old body so this was all very new to me still. It had actually been weirder to watch my old self fucking me as a woman than it had been to feel myself in a female body being fucked. This situation presented its own kind of weirdness. Kyle and Kim were obviously pretty good friends but he was a total stranger to me, and yet it seemed like they had never been intimate before despite Kyle's professed attraction to Kim. I wasn't doing this because it was what Kim would be doing, I was doing it because I wanted to feel this man inside me. I wanted it. That was a hard thing to wrap my head around.

When Kyle took off his pants I was half hoping that he would have a little dick. My male jealousy thought it wouldn't be fair for a guy who looked so handsome, and had such nice white teeth, to also be blessed with a huge cock. Apparently some guys do have all the luck as the removal of his shorts revealed a very sizeable package. My male jealousy quickly passed as I felt my heart beating faster and found myself slipping to the floor in front of him and taking his big cock in my mouth.

I still had my jeans on, but Kyle had unfastened them to get his hand in my panties, so as I sucked him off I shoved my own free hand down my pants and fingered my wet and squishy slit. I was insane with lust. I don't think that's just hyperbole. At that moment in time I wanted to suck and fuck and be filled in every hole and scream and moan and cry and whimper. My whole body was electrified and my brain couldn't concentrate on anything other than cock. Big hard cock. Manly cock. So fucking yummy. Before I knew it I was taking him down my throat balls deep. I thought I would gag for sure, but I didn't. I just kept sucking like my life depended on it.

I assumed he would cum in my mouth at any moment but Kyle had other ideas. When I let my head come up for air for a moment he kind of sprang off the couch and got on the floor with me. Then he grabbed my hips and kind of flipped me over so that there really wasn't anything to do but put my hands on the floor and rest on my knees. A moment later I felt my jeans and panties being yanked down just enough to provide access to my pussy. A few moments after that Kyle took full advantage of that access.

"Oh, fuck, you're so big," I cried as I felt the fullness of his erection plunge into me.

"I don't know about that," Kyle replied rather modestly. "I think I'm probably pretty average."

I didn't want to spoil the mood by telling him that he had a much bigger cock than I did, or anybody else I knew for that matter, so I just moaned softly as I felt his hardness sliding back and forth within my wet cunt.

As he started to fuck me harder I started to moan louder and when he suddenly grabbed my hair and tugged it a little I felt an  intense orgasm rip through my body.

"Oh, God Kyle...oh, God! Oh, God!"

"Oh, baby, you drive me absolutely wild!"

"Oh, God Kyle...you're so fucking big and so fucking handsome and you feel so fucking good inside me!"

"Should I cum in your pussy?" he grunted from behind me.

"Yes, but not yet. Try to hold on a little longer. I don't want this feeling to end," I pleaded.

"Well I'll try, but you're making it kind of difficult for me you know. You're the hottest girl I've ever known."

That was probably some bullshit line he fed every girl he humped but to me it was sweet music to my ears. I wasn't really a girl, but he thought I was, and he thought I was hot. Not just hot, the hottest. That made me feel even hotter.

"Yes, yes, yes! Give it to me! Give it to me! Give it to me hard!" I practically screamed.

Kyle was slamming into me with a powerful and steady beat. His balls were slamming up against my ass and you could hear the suction sound with each stroke. Finally he let out kind of a primordial cry and his hot cum began to fill me up. I was suddenly very grateful that Kim had made sure that I knew how to use her birth control pills because it would have been kind of hard to explain how I got her knocked up by some other guy, although the thought of being impregnated by a guy like Kyle really didn't seem to horrify me the way it probably should have. We'd probably make very beautiful babies.

When he finished we stayed right where we were for a time, both of us breathing quite heavily and not really saying anything. I was on my hands and knees on the floor in some strange man's apartment, and his cock was still inside me. A few days ago that thought would have been the kind of thing that nightmares were made of, but right now I felt like it all made perfect sense. Like it was completely natural. Like this was just where I should be.

Kyle tried to get me to spend the night, and tempting as it was, I thought I had probably done enough damage already. I wasn't sure if Joe was planning to drop by my place but I certainly needed to touch base with him and see how things had gone at my old work. I didn't know whether to mention what I had done with Kyle, but figured that I could let that wait. At some point the real Kim would need to know what a slut I was being in her body but I didn't feel like getting into some big scene tonight. I just wanted to relax and enjoy the sensation of being freshly fucked by a hot stud. Maybe that was selfish of me, but I'm not sure how clearly I was thinking anyway.


CHAPTER 7:

"I had no idea your job was so much fun," said Joe on the other end of the phone conversation we were having after I got home from getting my brains fucked out by Kyle.

"Fun? Really?"

"Yeah. I mean you've got all these people trying to find the perfect gift for somebody in their life, and they're all total strangers, but after I talk to them for a while I feel like we really know each other. It's a chance to make a connection with so many different types of people. And when I help them find just what they're looking for it's a total rush."

"Ah...yeah. Sure."

It sounded like Joe was really busting his balls on the job in my place, which was cool, but it also made me feel all the more guilty that I was just running around sucking cock like a whore and having the time of my life.

"So how did the class go?"

"Great, actually," I replied. "It was much more fun than I thought it would be."

I told him all about the exercises we did and how well I was able to pull it off, despite having no acting experience whatsoever. Joe seemed delighted that I had enjoyed myself and was far more concerned about that than whether I made Kim look good or not.

"So...did you go have coffee with Kyle?" Joe suddenly asked after I had finished my recap of the class proceedings.

"Well, ah...yeah, I guess I did," I replied.

"That's cool. We always go have coffee after a class. Sometimes it's a bunch of us and sometimes it's just me and Kyle. He's been trying to get in my pants for quite a while, but then again, he's already fucked just about every other girl in the class so I guess he needs me to complete the set," Joe said with a laugh.

"So how come you haven't fucked him?" I asked.

"He is awful good-looking, and I hear he's hung like a horse, but in all honesty I've just never felt any kind of a spark there. You know? And pretty boy actors aren't really my type anyway," she replied.

"So the fact that you were seeing me didn't enter the equation?"

"Of course it did, but we don't have any rules about that sort of thing. If I had really wanted to fuck Kyle I'm sure I would have fucked him. That's one of the cool things about our relationship. We're not all hung up on guilt and jealousy."

That was probably the ideal time to tell him that I had felt all kinds of sparks while Kyle was fucking me but I didn't for some reason. It would come out sooner or later. It certainly made me feel better to know that Joe and I were pretty much on the same page as far as our relationship went. Neither one of us really wanted anything serious in our lives so we had left the door pretty much wide open. I had no idea whether the real Kim had been screwing around a lot while we were dating or not, but I certainly hadn't been. More from lack of ambition and opportunity than anything I suppose. Kim was a total babe, and a lot of fun to be around. We didn't see each other all the time but I knew that she was there if I wanted some fun so it hardly seemed worth the effort to try and hit on someone else.

All things considered it sounded like we both had a surprisingly good time living each other's lives for a day. Apparently Joe hadn't had any luck in getting a hold of the friend who had the potions, but that news didn't bother me quite as much as it probably would have earlier. The whole acting thing...and the fringe benefits that seemed to go with it, had been pretty darn fun and I was set to make my stage "debut" tomorrow night in A Christmas Carol.


CHAPTER 8:

I was as well-rehearsed as I could possibly be for such short notice. I felt reasonably confident that I'd remember my lines and I didn't have a lot of stuff to do onstage so hopefully I wouldn't be bumping into people or furniture or something. Joe had shown me how to put on my stage makeup and I had practiced and practiced it until I had a pretty good idea of what I was doing.

Despite all that preparation I was still terrified. I had never done anything like this in my life. Of course I had never done anything like playing a scene in an acting class before, and that went very well, so that gave me a little hope that it might not be as difficult as I assumed it would be.

Joe wouldn't be there to see my first performance as he had volunteered for overtime at work. I was kind of sad that he'd miss the show, but the overtime income he was earning me would certainly be nice, and I also had a feeling that I would be even more nervous if I knew the real Kim was out in the audience watching my every move. I really didn't want to fuck up anything for her.

The theatre was indeed small; probably no more than 100 seats I guessed, and the dressing area was tiny as well. All the girls crowded into one space and on the other side of a curtain were the guys. Even so there was a long dressing table with mirrors and lights, just like you see in the movies, and I noticed that Kim had a lot of cards and notes pinned to her mirror. I guess it wasn't all that surprising since she was such a popular girl, but I did take a little time to read some of them.

Getting into my costume was a funny feeling. I had only worn modern casual clothes so far but for the play I had to put on this heavy, long, dress. It felt like it weighed a ton but once I had my hair and makeup done I did look very Victorian, I thought, as I checked myself out in the mirror. What a strange turn of events. I should have been home drinking a beer in front of the TV, but instead I was pretending to be an actress in a Christmas play. Of course if I were still Joe I might very well be here anyway, but sitting in the audience waiting for the play to begin, not sitting at a dressing table trying to remember my few lines. It was kind of exciting, really, but definitely strange.

To make a long story short I got through the performance with no major gaffs. I remembered all of my lines and I honestly don't think anyone noticed anything odd about my performance. I looked like Kim, and I sounded like Kim, and I was doing what they expected Kim to be doing so everything was right with the world.

At the end we all took a bow for the curtain call and I had that rush again as I heard the applause and saw the happy faces of the people seated out in the audience. I'm no expert on these things but I thought it was a pretty entertaining show and Kim was definitely right that it helped put a person in the holiday mood.

There's a lot of energy backstage I discovered, and I kind of enjoyed that as well. Where I worked everybody was just looking at the clock all day and counting the hours until they could go home, but this was such a different feeling. Nobody was getting paid anything to do this, yet it was a million times more enjoyable than punching a time clock.

As I was taking off my makeup I glanced in my mirror and saw my old pal Barry, standing behind me grinning like a Cheshire cat, a bouquet of roses in his hand.

"What the hell are you doing here?" I kind of sputtered as I turned around in shock.

"You invited me to come, don't you remember? You're such a little scatterbrain sometimes," he chuckled. "Here...these are for you."

As he handed me the roses he leaned over and kissed me on the lips. I was still so stunned from the surprise of seeing him there that I didn't know quite how to react.

"Joe's not here tonight?" asked Barry as he looked around the room.

"Ah...no. Working overtime at the store," I answered truthfully.

"Then I guess it's just us. Like the good old days. Hurry up and get dressed. I'm taking you out."

So I hurried up and got dressed and wondered what "taking me out" meant to Barry exactly. As I said before Kim had come into our circle ostensibly as Barry's girl before passing on to George and then to me. I had no idea exactly how long they had known each other, or what the nature of their relationship might have been, but Kim was obviously still in touch with him if she invited him to the play. I got a tinge of jealousy for a moment, but then I realized that Barry had been expecting Joe to be there in the audience, so it didn't seem like they had planned any sort of a romantic encounter. If this switch hadn't taken place I might very well be here as Joe and the three of us would be going out for a pleasant drink.

I met up with Barry in the little lobby of the theatre and then walked with him to his car. Mine would be safe enough in the parking lot of the theatre while we were off doing whatever it was that we were going to do.

"Damn, I was hoping to catch a glimpse of some naked girls in that dressing room," Barry said as we began to drive off into the night. And that lobby is really tiny. It was sort of like being crammed in an elevator. Hey, remember that time we were stuck in an elevator and you started giving me head?"

"Oh, I don't really recall the details," I said nervously.

"Sometimes I think you'd forget your head if it wasn't screwed on, and it's such a pretty little head, too. Of course sometimes I think you're just kind of acting when you say you can't remember thing, you little actress you. You have very selective recall."

I thought it was a little odd the way Barry was talking to me, but then I realized that I had probably said many similar things to Kim. Somehow implying that a cute girl was kind of an airhead didn't seem like an insult when I was a man, but now it kind of rubbed me the wrong way. Whatever Kim was I knew she wasn't really dumb and I had probably been too flippant in my remarks. Well, live and learn. I would try to show her more respect once we were back in our correct bodies.

At the moment, however, I was still in Kim's body and I had the distinct feeling that Barry would like to be in it as well, only in a quite different way than I was. This was probably the weirdest thing yet, in a serious of weird things that had already happened to me.

When Kim fucked me as Joe we both knew who we really were and Kim had planned the whole thing as a sexy adventure for us to share. When Kyle fucked me he was just a handsome stranger who had never met Joe and might not even have known of his existence. Barry was an old friend of mine from way back. We weren't all that close these days, but we had a history. And we had hung out together sometimes when Kim was going with him, and also when Kim was going with me. Naturally he assumed that I was the Kim he used to date, and naturally that put me in a very odd position. Hopefully we'd just have a drink or two and call it a night and he would drive me back to my car and that would be that. Hopefully.


CHAPTER 9:

"God I've missed you so much," said Barry as he took me in his arms and started to kiss me passionately.

We were in the parking lot of a rather nice hotel that supposedly had an appropriately nice bar that we were going to go have a nice drink at. Barry had been a gentleman and come around to open the car door for me but once I stepped out he sprang into action.

Kissing was always nice, but I seemed to like it even more when I was doing it with Kim's lips, for some reason. It was an absolutely dreadful thought to be kissing one of my friends, but it was also kind of like the kiss in the acting class. It was hard to really fake it entirely. With my eyes closed and my mouth open I could have been anyone kissing anybody I thought. If it happened to be my buddy Barry that was simply because he was in the right place at the right time.

After we pried ourselves away from each other we went into the bar and had a drink. Barry seemed full of stories about the "good old days," most of which seemed to involve us fucking or me sucking his cock. It was painfully obvious that he was hoping to create some new memories of a similar nature. What terrified me was the fact that I was seriously leaning in the same direction.

I knew that it was probably a very bad idea, since I was really a man, and would be one again soon, and Barry was a friend of mine, and Kim should be making up her own mind about who to sleep with, especially old flames, but I really, really, really got off on having sex in this body. I have no idea whether most women are that sexually responsive, or whether Kim was just "hotwired" for sex somehow, but the thought of having another chance to get laid was incredibly tempting, even under these less than ideal circumstances.

When Barry suggested that he would be willing to spring for a room I happily went along with him as he checked us in at the front desk. Then we were in an elevator heading up to our floor and I thought about repeating that dick sucking experience he had referenced, but this elevator wasn't stuck and we were soon heading for our room. There would be time enough there to suck all the cock I wanted, I figured.

I was wearing a skirt for the first time. Since I was going to be wearing a dress in the play I thought I might as well try and get used to the feeling of walking around without any pants on. Of course my costume was full-length and the skirt I was wearing now was considerably shorter, but it had sort of prepared me for the sensation of having a dress on.

As soon as we were in the room Barry was up close behind me, kissing my neck with his hands on my hips. Somewhere along the line I became aware of the fact that my skirt had been unfastened and had fallen to the floor. I just stepped out of it and sort of casually kicked it to the side. It had done its job for the night anyway.

While Barry continued to nuzzle at my neck one of his hands slipped into my panties and found my snatch while his other hand cupped one of my breasts.

"You were always the best, baby. Absolutely the best," he whispered in my ear. "It's been way too long since we did this."

At least I knew that Kim wasn't still seeing Barry on a regular basis, but I also sort of wondered why Barry seemed so sure that I would be interested in going to bed with him. He had no way of knowing that I wasn't the real Kim and that I was totally hooked on the novelty of having sex as a woman. Of course he knew Kim quite well and knew how much she loved sex. Maybe he just figured that he'd get lucky...which it looks like he did.

Suddenly my panties were pulled down and Barry was grabbing my butt cheeks. He was actually pretty good with his moves. All the neck kissing and soft whispers sort of took my mind away from whatever else he was planning to do until he was already doing it.

"God I love your ass," he said as he gave my butt a good squeeze. "And I know how much you love it when I put my cock up there."

With that he stuck a finger in my anus and I knew exactly what "up there" was. Now I had done anal with Kim, and she did indeed seem to really enjoy it, but I certainly had never had anything up there before. As I stood there while my pal Barry finger fucked my asshole I couldn't help but feel a little gay...and extremely turned on. I had a hunch that I would be taking something much larger than a finger up my ass before this night was through, which scared and excited me at the same time.

It was kind of weird the way we had been standing, with him behind me the whole time, but it was kind of arousing, too. Keeping to our positions Barry dropped down to the floor and started licking my pussy from behind. I kind of instinctively bent over and put my hands on my knees so that he'd have better access.

Soon I was moaning with delight as he worked his magic on my wet box. He naturally had no way of knowing that it was actually easier for me to be with him this way, since I didn't have to look at his all too familiar face. That turned out to be only a temporary reprieve because after a bit of muff diving Barry too me to the bed and pulled off my top. Somewhere along the line he had taken off his shirt and we kind of sprawled on the bed next to each other, kissing and caressing.

His pants were the next to go, and then my bra, leaving just Barry's shorts standing between us and total nudity. When he finally pulled them off I had that flash of male jealousy again as I realized that my old friend was pretty well hung. I had never had the occasion to see his erect penis before but now that I had I had to admit to feeling a bit impressed. Of course the thought that he might be planning to shove that big thing up my butt made me even more scared, but I suppose even more exited too. I knew that Kim was quite accustomed to doing anal, and Barry's finger had slid into me with ease, so that gave me a little courage should things take a turn in that direction.

"Do you want to suck my cock, baby? You know how much I want to see your sweet lips wrapped around my shaft again," said Barry as he grinned at me and actually waved his dick around a little.

I didn't reply with words, I just crawled over to get in a good position and started stroking his hot tool.

"You have a very nice-looking cock," I suddenly blurted out without really thinking. "I mean, I've always thought you had a nice-looking cock."

"So you've said many times," Barry chuckled. "And you've also said how good it tastes."

I couldn't actually recall whether Kim had ever said anything about the taste of my cock before but I put that thought aside rather quickly. The truth was that I was actually anxious to taste Barry's prick so I wrapped my sweet lips around his shaft and began to blow him.

Conflicted is probably the best word to describe what I was feeling at that moment when my tongue met his dick for the first time. He was still the same Barry that I had always known, but now he was naked Barry and his very hard cock was in my mouth. And I was Kim, or at least I was in the body of Kim, but as I've said before my brain was still largely the same as it was when I was in my male body. Barry had all kinds of dirty memories of the things he had done with Kim but I had only memories of our male bonding experiences. He looked at me and saw his ex-girlfriend. I looked at him and saw my fellow male companion. Yet despite all of that I was hot to blow him and I savored the feeling of his cock going down my throat.

"Oh, yes, baby, yes. Nobody sucks a cock like you do honey," Barry said appreciatively.

I almost wanted to laugh or cry or jump up and tell him the whole story of how I was really Joe and this was all a big mistake but instead I just relaxed and took his mighty rod all the way down as deep as it would go. I was a good cock sucker. Sure, it was Kim's mouth and tongue and throat, but I was doing the sucking, and God help me, I was loving every minute of it.


CHAPTER 10:

I had blown Barry until he ejaculated after which he used his fingers and mouth to get me off. Then we had sort of just lounged around the bed, softly kissing and touching various parts of our bodies. I realized that this was familiar territory for him but for me it was entirely new. I found it interesting that a man's body could be sexy, even the body of one of my friends. It always seemed obvious that women could be sexy, with their softness, and curves, and those breasts protruding out in front so enticingly, but the sight of a naked man had never really done anything for me before.

There was nothing particularly special about Barry's body, aside from his rather nice cock, but I still found him attractive I suppose. Kyle was in much better shape, and obviously worked out to keep himself that way, but I still enjoyed letting my fingers explore Barry's anatomy.

I wondered why Barry and Kim had stopped seeing each other in the first place. It wasn't something that we had ever talked about really. Somewhere along the line Kim just started hanging out with George, and later with me. There didn't seem to be any big drama attached to any of it. Kim always seemed friendly around Barry or George, and they didn't seem uncomfortable at all in her presence. That was probably kind of strange. Relationships usually had a more definite beginning and ending and often ended rather poorly. It wasn't like anybody "stole" somebody else's girlfriend, she just kind of naturally gravitated from one guy to the other.

Obviously Barry was still very attracted to her, but I also wondered how deep his feelings went. Kim was sexy and had a great personality, but I had never really gone much deeper than that. She was a fun fuck. I think the fact that she was so fun and free probably kept me from thinking of her as "serious" girlfriend material. She had banged at least two of my friends before me, which didn't seem like the kind of thing you wanted on your steady's resume, but that was kind of crappy thinking on my part. It was probably the way Barry and George thought of her. She was a hot piece of ass and it was fun while it lasted.

It didn't take very long for Barry to get hard again, which brought about those mixed feelings of being both impressed and envious, and I was  positioned on my knees with the upper part of my body lying pretty much flat on the bed. Face down, ass up, as the song goes. That was a pretty apt description of the pose I found myself in as Barry got behind me and prepared to ass fuck me.

It probably sounds very calm and clinical now that I'm restating the events this way but my heart was racing and my mind was cluttered as all of this preparation was taking place. Kim was no anal virgin but did I really have the right to volunteer her anus for penetration? How would I ever look at Barry again and not remember the feeling of his dick inside me? Would Barry think that this intimacy meant that he and Kim were an item again? Would it hurt when he put it in me?

Once Barry had pushed his hard rod into my asshole there wasn't much time to think about any of those things, except whether it would hurt, but I was pleasantly surprised at how easily my ass seemed to accommodate his large pole. I still let out a gasp as it went in at the start but before long I was making a new sound that was something like "um" only dragged out so that it seemed to have several syllables.

"Man how I've missed your ass," Barry grunted. "It's just so fuckable."

My ass did appear to be quite fuckable, which made me feel a little better about the times I had done Kim this way. She always said she liked it but I was kind of dubious. It didn't seem possible that anybody could enjoy having anything shoved up their ass. That sounded more like some kind of torture technique that you'd use to extract information from a spy or something. It was different than being pussy fucked, but once I started to finger myself it sort of kicked both the intensity and the pleasure up a few notches. I found myself starting to cry a little for no good reason that I could see. It wasn't from pain and it wasn't from the humiliation of being taken in such a submissive way by one of my male friends. I think maybe it was because my senses were just so overloaded that I didn't know what else to do.

"Yes...yes...yes," Barry almost hissed as he pounded my ass even harder. "Baby really loves getting her tight little ass filled with big hard cock, doesn't she?"

"Baby loves it. Baby loves your big hard cock in her ass," I replied, feeling slightly ridiculous for saying it, but knowing that I was powerless not to.

I think I sort of screamed when I got myself off but I'm a little unclear on all of the details. Things were just deliciously out of control and I was mad with desire and lust and the ecstasy of sexual gratification. Barry grunted rather loudly as he finally deposited a big load of cum in my anus, and as he pulled out I could feel some of it seeping out.

Barry quickly flipped me over on my back and got right next to me as he once again started to play with my pussy to make sure that I was being satisfied. It was completely unnecessary at that point but I enjoyed it anyway, especially when we started kissing again while he was doing it.

Finally we both collapsed on our backs; tired but happy. I had never imagined that Barry had such a nice cock, or that he was such a good lover, but then again, why should I have? I didn't usually spend much time thinking about my buddies in that way. It kind of elevated him in my esteem now, and made me wonder whether I was man enough to really satisfy Kim.

"I think I should get a room like this somewhere and chain you to the bed and keep the room locked so that I can come and fuck you anytime I want," said Barry.

"You'd have to at least come and feed me sometimes. I can't live on a diet of sperm you know," I joked.

"Hey, speaking of food...do you want to order room service or something? I'm feeling kind of hungry."

Well, that was so typically male that I almost laughed out loud, but I was fairly hungry too so I figured if Barry was paying for it I might as well eat. It was in moments like this where I sort of felt more like the way I usually felt hanging out with Barry. Even though we were both naked, and his cum was probably still dripping out of my ass, we seemed more like buddies on a road trip or something. We even put the TV on while waiting for the food to arrive.

It was still very different, of course. Barry and I would never have even sat on the same bed, fully clothed, if there was any way to help it, and the idea of lounging around the room naked, even without any contact, would have been absolutely horrifying to both of us. I kind of liked the dynamic this way. We were casual and friendly as always but having added sex to the mix we were even more relaxed and open with each other.

So far I had done a pretty good job of conversing with him without giving away the fact that I was actually an imposter. I knew him well enough, and knew a lot of the stories he referred to from having been there as Joe, or having heard about it later, and the rest of the time I could always fall back on Kim's airhead reputation. It kind of bugged me that we had all sort of written her off as dumb bimbo, but it did come in handy in this situation.

After we ate we fucked one more time, and it was tempting to spend the night in such a nice room, but I really thought that I should be getting back home. Joe was probably anxious to hear how the show went, and I thought that spending the night with Barry might send the wrong signals. It was better that he just think of Kim as a party girl who wouldn't mind the occasional one-night-stand. No reason to get his hopes up that they would be starting their relationship again. And I suppose in a way it was for my own protection as well. I had the feeling that I could fall for Barry, if I let that happen, and that was something that just could not ever be.


CHAPTER 11:

"That's so awesome! I wish I had been there. I've got pry myself away from work and go see you in the play. It's just our busiest time of the year, and it's sort of an all-hands-on-deck thing, but you already know that of course."

We were seated at the kitchen table in my apartment, or Kim's actual  apartment I should say since things always get a little confusing when talking about our currently swapped lives. I was once again surprised that being Joe and working my old crappy job was proving to be so entertaining. That was a relief. God knows I was sure entertaining myself living as Kim.

"Barry was there," I said casually, trying not to make it sound like a big thing.

"Oh, cool, he made it," Joe replied. "I invited a bunch of people but you never know who's actually going to show up."

"Yeah, ah...we went out for a...drink afterwards," I told him.

"Cool. I wish I had been there."

"Yeah, it might have been better if you had been."

"Oh, yeah? Was he hitting on you all night?" Joe said with a grin.

"Sort of."

"Well, Barry's got a really big cock and he knows how to use it. Maybe you should have taken him up on the offer. It might have been fun."

"Maybe I sort of did."

"Really? You fucked Barry?" said Joe, sounding far more interested than angry.

"Well, ah...I guess I did," I confessed while trying to force a smile.

"Why not? That was the whole idea of changing places. You should experience what it's like being a woman as much as you can. Shit, if I had the time I'd probably want to fool around with some chick. There are some really hot women who work at that store."

"I guess as long as I'm clearing the air I suppose I should mention that I also fucked Kyle after the acting class."

"Now wait...you fucked me on the first night you were a woman, you fucked Kyle on the second night, and you fucked Barry on the third night?" Joe asked for clarification.

"Yeah, I guess that's the tally so far," I replied with a guilty shrug.

"And people call me a slut," Joe said with a chuckle. "Three different guys in your first night of womanhood. I was kind of hoping to fuck you again but it looks like I'm going to have to take a number or something."

"It's not like that, it really isn't. And people shouldn't call you a slut," I protested. "There's nothing wrong with a woman expressing her sexuality and her freedom to enjoy her body."

"Amen, sister, but you know how people are. I imagine you're getting at least a little sample of how people talk to me. I'm not totally dumb. I know a lot of people just see me as a silly little piece of ass."

"I don't! I mean, maybe I did, sort of, a little, but I certainly never would again."

"Babe, it doesn't really matter. I'm not a genius so I don't pretend to be one. I am what I am and I'm perfectly fine with that. Well I guess at the moment I am what you are, but I'm pretty cool with that, too," said Joe, laughing again. "The whole world just kind of looks different when you're looking at it through someone else's eyes."

That was very true, and kind of profound, even if it wasn't a terribly original thought. I was learning new things all the time, and just in bed. I was seeing how the world treated me differently just because I had tits and a pretty face. Sometimes better, sometimes not, but different at any rate. I knew I was still me on the inside but the outside was so different that it projected an entirely different personality I guess. I wasn't totally behaving like Kim but I was certainly less inhibited and far more interested in being part of things than I ever had been as Joe. I felt up for just about anything that came my way. It was almost a shame that this would end any day now.

"So any progress in tracking down that friend with the potion?" I asked, trying to sound impatient and a little annoyed, but secretly hoping the answer would be negative

"Not much. I'm pretty sure she did split for the holidays. I'm just not sure where she went," Joe replied.

"But you're sure you can track her down eventually?"

"Yeah, but I don't know exactly what "the holidays" means. She might be back right after Christmas, or maybe she won't be home until New Year's or something."

"New Year's?"

"Like I said, I don't know. I guess we have to just keep plugging along as we are until I get some better information. It's not too bad being me, is it?" asked Joe.

"No, not really. It has its moments I suppose," I answered casually.

"Yeah, I'll bet it does. Like when you've got a nice thick cock inside you?"

"That's definitely one of the better moments," I said with a smile.

Joe stood up from the table and started to unfasten his pants. A moment later they fell to the floor.

"Hey, what are you doing?" I asked, taken a little off guard by the suddenness of the act.

"I'm giving you one of those better moments," Joe replied as he pulled his cock out and began to stroke it. "Now get on the table and spread your legs."

I just grinned as I pulled off my shorts and then my panties and hopped up on the kitchen table. As instructed I spread my legs and began to finger myself in anticipation.

"You have no idea how fucking horny I am," said Joe as he lined up his dick with my slit. "I walk around all day with a freaking hard on. I have to jack off like four or five times a day just to get any relief."

"Oh, I know exactly what you're feeling. It sucks to be turned on all the time and have no way to relieve the strain," I said sympathetically.

"And masturbating as a man isn't nearly as nice as playing with yourself as a woman. I miss my toys."

"Well you don't have to masturbate now. You've got a nice wet pussy just waiting for you to get the relief you want," I reminded him.

"Yes I do. And I can honestly say that it's the best pussy I've ever fucked."

"Well stop talking and start fucking."

Joe did as I suggested and soon my butt was slipping and sliding all around the table as I got a good pounding from my own cock again. Strange but true...and oh, so much fun!


CHAPTER 12:

"So if I were to sleep with one of the chicks at work is there anyone you'd particularly want me to avoid in case she wanted more after you were changed back?" asked Joe.

We were cuddling on the couch after our breakfast table bang and probably looked a bit funny at the time. Somewhere along our screwing I had lost my shirt but I still had my bra, socks, and shoes on. Joe had his shirt, but no pants or underwear. We hadn't bothered to either get dressed or get completely undressed so we just sat as we were.

"I don't know. Who did you have in mind?" I inquired.

"Well, I think Amy Peterson is pretty hot," said Joe.

"Yeah, and pretty stuck up," I shot back.

"Really? She's been really nice to me so far. What makes you think she's stuck up?"

"I don't know. I don't really know her well at all. Maybe I just sort of assumed that she was since she was so attractive."

"But you don't think of me as stuck up do you?"

"No, as far from it as you can get," I replied.

"And you think I'm hot, don't you? I mean, you do when you're you and I'm me."

"Of course. Smoking hot."

"Well, maybe you shouldn't jump to conclusions about people. If you gave Amy Peterson a chance you might find that she's actually really cool," Joe suggested.

"Hey, if you can nail Amy Peterson be my guest. Hell, go for whoever you want," I told her with a shrug.

"We'll just have to keep notes so that we know who we've been fucking so that we can deal with people appropriately once we're back to normal. Although you've got quite a head start on me," Joe said with a chuckle.

"Well, this body kind of gives me an advantage there," I reminded him.

"It's my own dumb fault for not thinking this through all the way," said Joe. "I should have had the potion to change us back right from the start. And I shouldn't have spiked your drink without telling you. That wasn't cool at all."

"Hey, that's okay. It just slipped your mind. And you wanted to surprise me with a special gift, which you did. If we have to live like this for a few more days, or even a week or so it's not the end of the world," I told him as reassuringly as possible.

"I'm really relieved that you're taking it so well. Some guys probably would have been furious," said Joe.

"I'll admit I was kind of pissed off at the start, but it's all working out pretty well as far as I can see. As long as we don't get into too much trouble screwing around with other people."

"You mean like falling head-over-heels in love with somebody?" asked Joe.

"Yeah, I suppose. Or maybe having them fall head-over-heels in love with us."

"That's just part of life. Everything is an experience you know," Joe pointed out.

"So do you ever really fall in love with anyone, or do you just like partying too much?"

"I think I probably fall in love with just about everyone I'm with on some level. I just don't see the need to tie myself down at this point. I feel like I've only scratched the surface of life. I'm just getting started. I think people are fascinating and I love to be part of their world for a while. I'll bet it would be really cool to go live in a foreign country for a tear, or something. Maybe backpack around Europe and stay at hostels along the way. You'd probably meet all kinds of colorful people with interesting stories and different ideas about things. And it would probably be great to settle down and start a family someday. That would be a totally different experience, too, but one that I'm not at all ready for. I'm just having too much fun seeing what's out there."

I had been so wrong about Kim. Of course she wasn't a genius. And she did tend to forget things or not "think them through" as she said. Nothing ever seemed to be too serious to her, and that made her cheerful, which in turn made her fun to be around. It was so easy to hang labels on her like "slut" or "bimbo" or "airhead" because she was so unconventional, but she was really just living her life by her own philosophy. One that was a little strange to me, but also one that I was warming up to.

Maybe Amy Peterson really was a nice girl. I had always just lusted after her when she walked past me in the store, or stared at her ass if she bent down to pick something up. That was probably a myopic view, and possibly misogynistic as well, but I had been rejected by hot chicks often enough to know that it was usually better to just stay away. Kim was an exception, of course. Kim was fun and down to earth and approachable. I already knew her from when she was seeing Barry and George. I just figured that Amy was probably a bitch, but if new Joe could actually get in her pants so much the better. I probably wouldn't mind cashing in on that later.

I suppose the fact that new Joe was actually a woman was probably an advantage when it came to picking up girls. I didn't have to really worry about that because I had Kim's hot body that so many men already wanted. I hadn't needed to make any effort at all to get laid so far. And as far as my knowledge of what men liked in the sack that was pretty obvious, and Kim already knew exactly how to provide that. I just followed her lead.

This body swap had made me feel a lot closer to Kim than I had before, but because of the configuration we were currently in it wasn't really manifesting itself in any sort of changed behavior. I felt much stronger about Kim, but I also felt really great being her. It was kind of a strange conundrum. Maybe I felt closer to her because I was her. Or maybe I was just learning to appreciate her more while having this unique opportunity to live in her place. Ironically it didn't make me any less interested in fucking other people. I was already quite certain that my list of lovers would grow before it was finally time to come home to my real self.


CHAPTER 13:

Later that day, after Joe had gone to work, I had a very strange experience as I received a phone call from Kim's mother. I had never met the woman, but she seemed like a very nice lady, and fortunately she also seemed rather talkative and dominated the conversation. I pretty much just filled her in on what I had been doing, leaving out the more explicit details, and I don't think she had any reason to suspect that she wasn't talking to her daughter.

That was actually the weirdest thing I had come across so far in my short time as the proxy Kim. Something about fooling men into thinking I was the real deal sort of added to the kinky excitement, but pretending to be someone's daughter felt slightly underhanded, not that I had any choice in the matter. I couldn't very well tell anyone what had happened. No one would believe me even if I did. For as long as I was Kim I was just going to have to roll with the punches and be the best Kim I could be.

After that phone call I was feeling kind of in a weird mood and I actually went shopping for Christmas presents. I was tempted to drop into the store where I worked and surprise Joe, but opted against it. I was actually looking for more personal gift items, for some reason, and found myself poking around some smaller boutiques and whatnot. Somewhere along the line I suddenly realized that I might still be Kim by Christmas and that I should be buying for the people on her list and she should be buying for the people on mine, but then I figured that Kim had probably already gotten all of her gifts so I could just have temporary Joe deliver whatever I picked up for my friends and family.

It was surprising how much being in that play made me enjoy Christmas more this time around. I suppose the fun I was having pretending to be Kim might have also had something to do with it. I was just in a really good mood all of the time. Somehow her bubbly personality was carrying over even with me at the controls.

The play went really well again, and I was starting to feel much more comfortable in that strange environment. Everyone was so friendly and upbeat and supportive. It was a great group of people to be around, I thought.

Apparently Kim had invited a bunch of the gang from her acting class to see the show and I noticed with some aroused anticipation that Kyle was among them. Even though we all decided to go out for drinks afterwards as a group I had a feeling that Kyle would make some time for me alone if I wanted him to, and I did want him to. Very much.

After a couple of drinks I thanked everyone for coming to the show and there were hugs all around before I made my exit. Kyle had already left a little while earlier but we had arranged to meet at his place again so I just drove over there and prepared myself for what I assumed would be another nice fucking.

This time we didn't waste any time on preliminaries and Kyle just took me straight to his bed, which was fine with me because that's where I really wanted to be anyway and there was no need for formalities at this point.

We sat on the bed and sort of undressed each other while we kissed and caressed and I could feel my heart beating faster and faster as I knew the moment would soon arrive when his awesome cock would be on display again. I wasn't disappointed. It was just as big and manly and beautiful as I remembered it. I couldn't wait to get my hands on it and feel its warmth again.

"You were really terrific tonight," said Kyle as he nibbled on my ear while I stroked his member.

"If you blinked you would have missed me," I joked. "But thank you anyway for the compliment."

"No, I mean it. You weren't on a lot but you have real stage presence. And you know the old saying, there are no small parts, only small actors."

I didn't know the old saying, and I had no idea what "stage presence" meant, but it all sounded good coming from him, especially while I held his twitching manhood in my hand. I let my palm savor the feeling of running over each bump and vein and let my thumb very gently rub the underside of his helmet.

"Would you like me to suck your cock?" I asked sweetly, already knowing the obvious response.

"Yes, very much. But I want in on the fun, too."

For a moment I almost panicked. I knew that these actor types were often gay, or swung both ways at any rate, and I had this sudden vision of another man popping out of the closet. Now I probably wouldn't have minded that at all if they were both going to double team me, but I wasn't crazy about the idea of seeing my gorgeous male lover with another man's dick in his mouth. Fortunately my fears were unfounded and all Kyle meant was that we should get in the 69 position so that he could lick my pussy while I gave him head. It was an excellent suggestion and soon we were both orally pleasing each other with much enthusiasm and passion.

Damn, but I enjoyed sucking cock way more than was probably good for me in the long run. I didn't really want to go through the rest of my male life salivating at the thought of a juicy prick between my lips. Hopefully this was all the result of being in a notorious cock hound's body. Kim seemed absolutely built for sex, from her perfectly perky tits to her gaping asshole that was primed to handle even a well-hung gentleman caller.

I had never displayed even the slightest homosexual tendencies, as far as I knew, so I tried to relax and just enjoy the time I had to fuck and suck hot men without guilt. If this turned me gay at least I had some experience under my belt now so it wouldn't all be totally new and shocking to me.

Kyle made me cum very hard before he ended up giving me the sticky cream I was longing for. Yes, I even liked the taste of cum now, as crazy as that seems. At least I think I liked it. I certainly liked the idea of it. There was something incredibly magical about making a man ejaculate, although I had made myself do it constantly for years without ever feeling anything remotely magical. It was different when I was doing for someone else. The whole sexual experience seemed better when I focused on my partner's pleasure far more than my own. My men would get me off, I had no fear of that, but I was far more concerned about getting them off. And if I had to slip a hand between my legs sometimes to finish the job that wasn't so bad. It was kind of fun to touch my pussy.

"You know I love Christmas in California, but it is kind of nice to be somewhere with snow," said Kyle as we cuddled afterwards, waiting for the next erection to sprout.

"Not much chance of that here," I said with a laugh.

"No, not right here in town, but up in the mountains there's plenty of snow. Do you ski?"

"I've never tried it," I replied.

"It's a lot of fun, I think you might like it. But even if we never set foot outside of the room I think we could have a lot of fun too," Kyle suggested.

"The room?"

"Yeah, I was thinking we might get away to this nice ski lodge I know. It's pretty cozy and would let us enjoy a white Christmas, at least for a day or two."

"Gosh, that sounds like fun, but let me think about it, okay? I've got to check my schedule and stuff. We've still got a few more performances of the play, for one thing."

"Sure, honey, I understand entirely. Maybe the week after Christmas would work better. I'm sure we'd still be in the holiday mood."


CHAPTER 14:

I absolutely loved the idea of going away to a ski lodge with Kyle for a couple of days, or whatever length of time he wanted. He was so fucking handsome, and so pleasant and polite, and he was an absolute master in the bedroom. I wondered why the hell the real Kim wasted so much time hanging around with me when there was a stud like Kyle wanting to plunk her down on skis and fuck her brains out. Still that was a pretty big step that went a bit beyond a one-night-stand, and there was also the possibility that I wouldn't even be Kim by the time the planned trip rolled around. I certainly didn't want to commit the real Kim to something she might not have any interest in, plus I'd probably be jealous as hell knowing that she was up there in the mountains with him, engaging in endless torrid sex. I wondered whether I would be more jealous that Kim was with another man or that Kyle wasn't with me. That was probably kind of a tossup at this point.

"Do you want to go with him?" Joe asked when I told him about the offer.

"Yeah, kind of," I replied, trying not to sound too eager.

"Then you should totally go," Joe suggested. "Why not? You must like being with the guy if you've seen him twice now."

"Yeah, but what if we change back before then?"

"Well, nothing says that we have to change the minute my friend comes back into town. I've got a date with Amy Peterson that I'm kind of looking forward to. If you're not in a big hurry to swap back I'm certainly not. And after Christmas there's going to be a lot of work at the store with returns and people coming in with gift cards and all. I already volunteered for more overtime if they need me."

So I was going out with Amy Peterson. Well, my body was at any rate. That idea kind of floored me. Would I have had the same success had I asked her earlier when I was still Joe or was there something about Kim being me that made me more attractive? It didn't really matter. The important thing was that Joe was happy waiting a while to switch back and I'd have the time I needed to become Kyle's little snow bunny up in the snowy mountains. I started obsessing about what to pack almost immediately.

I knew I wanted to take some sexy lingerie along, and while Kim certainly had an abundance of that in her wardrobe, I sort of had a hankering to have something of my own. This wasn't an old flame that I had inherited from her, I had developed this relationship all by myself so it seemed appropriate that I should have my own underwear for the occasion.

I ended up buying two outfits; one all pink and frilly and impossibly girly, and the other all black and sheer and sultry. I figured I could let my mood decide which one to wear when the time was right.

When I came back from shopping I tried both of the outfits on and then stood in front of the mirror trying to strike what I hoped were alluring and seductive poses. Dressed in that gear it probably didn't really matter what my posture was like because I was sure to have Kyle's eyes popping out of his head. I looked incredibly hot, and I'm not too modest to say so. I would have fucked me. Hell, I have fucked me so it's actually not just a figure of speech.

Kyle made the reservations for the day after Christmas and December 26th couldn't come soon enough for me. I wasn't sure if I was actually going to jump on a pair of skis and risk breaking my leg or something, but I sure as hell was going to jump on his big ski pole every chance I got.

Of course there was a much bigger risk than breaking my leg. I was pretty smitten with the guy already and had a feeling that being cooped up with him in the mountains for a couple of days with nothing really on our agenda except sex would probably only intensify those feelings. It wasn't just his perfect hair and fabulously white teeth that got to me, I genuinely liked the guy. With Barry I already knew that I liked him as a friend so it just came as kind of a surprise that I enjoyed him as a lover so much. With Kyle it was the other way around. It had started with pure lust but I was beginning to develop some feelings for the man, and that was definitely not in anybody's best interest, as far as I could see.

I had no idea where his heart was on the matter. He might easily just be playing me for the dumb bimbo. I spread my legs for him at the drop of a hat and lapped up every little compliment as greedily as I lapped up his sticky cum. He obviously liked the way I fucked and wanted some more of it, but I wondered if his intentions went any further than that. Best if he had no other intentions, but kind of sad, too. It sort of felt like there might actually be something there between us that went beyond a mutual fondness for the way we copulated.


CHAPTER 15:

Kim had already delivered most of her Christmas presents so there wasn't much work for me to do on my end. Her parents lived back east so their packages had been mailed long ago and she had made the rounds of all her friends way earlier than any normal human would do. I gave her my list and my pile of goodies to be distributed and she agreed to play Santa in my stead.

I was sad to see the run of the play coming to an end but Joe finally made it to the final performance and I invited him along as my "date" to the cast party, although he had to take off pretty early to get to his other date with Amy Peterson. I had to "introduce" Joe to everyone, which was kind of funny since they all knew him as Kim, but Joe took it in stride and played along with the gag. I wondered how closely Joe was watching me to see how I acted in Kim's place around people, but he certainly didn't let on if he was displeased in any way.

Joe and I were going to spend the night together on Christmas Eve and then Joe was going over to my parents house for dinner on Christmas. That was such a weird idea to me, and I suggested he pretend to be ill or something, but he said that he actually looked forward to the experience. I felt off enough talking to Kim's mother on the phone but at least I didn't have to sit down at the holiday table with her whole family or something. I wasn't sure I was that good of an actress yet.

It was while we were undressing for bed on Christmas Eve that I suddenly realized that despite my newfound interest in thoughtful gift giving I had totally forgotten to get Joe anything.

"Doesn't surprise me at all, you scatterbrained little bitch," Joe teased. "You've been too busy thinking about cock too much. It's a wonder you even remembered that we were getting together tonight."

"I am so sorry. That totally sucks of me, especially when you gave me the most incredible gift ever," I said as apologetically as I could. "I should crawl over there on my hands and knees and beg for your forgiveness."

"Well you can crawl over here on your hands and knees but don't be surprised if you find my cocking waiting to go down your throat."

That was more than enough inducement for me to humble myself and literally crawl over to where Joe was standing. His cock was indeed waiting for me and I wasted no time in taking it into my mouth.

It was kind of funny but Joe seemed to be becoming more instinctively masculine everyday and I seemed to be becoming more feminine. At the start of the swap we were basically our old selves in new bodies but now it felt like we were sort of two entirely new people. Kind of composites of our old nature and the new personalities we were crafting in our switched genders.

The new Joe tended to be more aggressive and assertive than I had ever been and I found myself rather enjoying the feeling of allowing a man to feel like he was in control, although I had learned right away that the woman is almost always really in control of the situation because she has what the man so desperately wants. It's up to her to decide how to dole it out and when. I suppose the real artistry was in letting a man feel like you were completely powerless in his embrace, and sometimes I suppose I kind of was, but I knew how much men enjoyed that feeling of power and I always tried to find ways to give that to them.

It was also a sign of how much I had become Kim that I didn't really feel like I was sucking my own dick this time. The first time I was fucked by my old body was a complete mind-bender, and a little hard to handle in some ways, but as I loving took Joe's prick in my mouth and gave it my best oral attention I wasn't thinking about it being my old prick. It was just a guy named Joe's prick, and I was just a girl named Kim giving him a BJ.

Joe didn't finish in my mouth and moved me over to the bed for some serious pussy licking, which I always enjoyed and appreciated very much. When I was finally on my back with my legs open wide I was more than ready to be fucked. I think I was actually dripping wet by that point and I practically yanked the poor man into my gash.

"Give it to me, Joe! Give me that cock! I want your COCK!" I babbled like a madwoman.

"Relax, girl, we've got all night and you're going to get all the cock you can handle," Joe chuckled as he grabbed my ankles and lifted my legs up in the air as he slowly began to thrust inside me.

"I don't know if that's possible," I moaned.

"Well, I'm going to give you all the cock I can at any rate."

"You're too good to me. I don't deserve it after forgetting to buy you a gift."

"Think nothing of it, honey. This is all the gift I need."

How funny, I thought. That was basically my attitude not so very long ago. Getting my rocks off was a gift suitable for any occasion. It was also funny that I was so incredibly fond of Joe, but also anxious to run off to the mountains with Kyle. And I knew that Joe was banging Amy Peterson now so it wasn't like we were getting more committed or something. If anything we were getting further from that, yet getting closer in other ways. It was all too much for my bimbo brain to concentrate on, especially while getting boned.

"You know I really love you," I suddenly blurted out. "Not like we should get married or anything, but I do love you Joe. You're an amazing friend and a super fuck buddy!"

"I love you, too, baby, and I feel exactly the same way. We've always been close but now we're sort of related I guess."

"That would make this incest," I pointed out.

"Well, maybe not that closely related."

I hadn't planned to say it, but I was kind of glad that it had come out. The fact that it was Christmas Eve made it all the nicer and more memorable. I did love Joe, in a way, just as I imagined that I would love Kim once I was Joe again. The fact that we took other lovers didn't seem strange at all anymore for some reason. I had a feeling that we would be linked forever by this experience, even if we ended up living totally separate lives with other partners.

It was a really strange thought that once I went back to being myself I might already be in a sexual relationship with Amy Peterson and Kim might be in one with Kyle. Of course nothing would obligate us to keep those relationships going but it might present some tricky situations down the line.

Lying on my back, stuffed to the brim with Joe's cock, it was incredibly hard for me to think of being with Amy, or any other woman, unless it was in a three-way or a girl-on-girl scenario. Hopefully once I had my old equipment back I'd be just as horny for pussy as ever but that seemed a million miles away right now. Right now I was just as horny as I'd ever been as a man but I had the pussy and that seemed just fine to me. I didn't mind being on the receiving end of the cock experience one little bit.

When midnight rolled around and we realized that it was Christmas we exchanged holiday greetings and poured a glass of wine. We had been fucking for hours by that point it was kind of nice to slow it down and just cuddle for a bit. I felt warm and wonderful and happy, just the way you always hope you will on Christmas but don't always accomplish. It was certainly a Christmas that I was going to remember for a long time. Presumably the one and only Christmas I would ever spend in my life as a woman.


CHAPTER 16:

Apparently everything went swimmingly well with Joe filling in for me at the family Christmas gathering. Hell, he probably did it better than I did. I usually went to those things rather grudgingly, not that I was a total Scrooge or anything, but I wasn't often in a good mood when work got too crazy. New Joe seemed to thrive on that for some reason and still had a lot of Kim's bubbly good nature to spread around. It was just another link in the chain of luck that seemed to surround us on this crazy adventure. Things could have been a total disaster all around, but instead it seemed like everything just sort of fell into place naturally.

Despite the incredibly warm and loving holiday Joe and I had spent together I still couldn't wait to hit the slopes with Kyle, not that I cared much about the idea of skiing one way or the other. I just wanted to be alone with that man and have a chance to wear my sexy lingerie.

When he picked me up I was almost giddy with excitement. It was kind of silly, really, because we could have stayed home and fucked just as easily, but going off to a snowy mountain chalet just seemed so fun and romantic. The long drive up there would also give us a good deal of time for conversation and getting to know each other a little better.

Like most actors Kyle tended to talk about himself a lot, which was fine with me since I was curious to learn all about him and I wasn't really in a position to reminisce about a lot of childhood memories or anything. He also liked talking about acting and shows and auditioning for things which I found suddenly fascinating. I just been grandfathered in with this part but I was actually a little curious to know if I could win a role for myself sometime.

The ski lodge was a little rustic on the outside, as you might imagine it would be, but on the inside it was all comfort and luxury. I had no idea what it was costing Kyle for us to stay here but I got the impression that his family might be rather wealthy from some of the comments he made along the line.

Once we were in our room I couldn't wait to get my heavy jacket off and let Kyle feast his eyes on the sight of my boobs stuffed into a very tight sweater. He didn't fail to notice and a moment later he had his arms around me.

"The snow is nice for the Christmas mood but maybe I should have suggested that we go to the beach," Kyle joked. "I think I like it better when you're not all covered up."

"I like it, too," I said as I pulled off my sweater.

"Don't you even want to unpack or anything?" he asked as he stared at my bosom.

"No, I want to fuck. Don't you?" I asked in my innocent and sweet voice.

I didn't wait for an answer I just unhooked my bra and tossed it aside, then casually slipped out of my jeans and went to recline on the bed.

"Aren't you dying to get in my pussy?" I cooed seductively as I let my finger pull my panties aside to reveal a glimpse of my pink gash.

"Jesus," Kyle said as he stared at me with an open mouth.

"And don't you want to play with my titties?" I continued as I squeezed my breasts and pinched my own nipples.

He managed to get his pants down somewhat but almost tripped in haste to reach the bed. Once he got there I managed to pull off his shirt before he attacked my boobs hungrily. I felt so wonderfully sexy and appealing. I felt like I was really driving him wild with desire.

"God, you're driving me wild with desire," Kyle said, confirming my suspicion.

He reached to pull off my panties but I swiveled over on my side frustrating his efforts. He lunged for them again and again I was able to evade him. I managed to squirm and roll and wiggle around on the bed for a bit of time before Kyle overpowered me and tore my underwear off. He then immediately flipped me over on my stomach and gave me a good spanking for being so naughty.

"Would it make you feel better if you fucked me in the ass?" I asked as I pushed myself up on my knees and wiggled my butt at him.

Apparently he thought it would as a moment later his cock was plowing into my anus.


CHAPTER 17:

With two whole days and nights together I figured we'd get around to anal somewhere along the line but I hadn't really expected to offer up my ass as the opening act. I had thought about blowing Kyle on the ride up to the resort, and figured I'd probably start by sucking his cock, no matter what else followed it, but I was in an especially kinky mood and the spanking inspired me to invite him in the back door right off the bat.

This time I didn't wait to start fingering myself, and gave my clit a good deal of attention. In no time at all I was shaking as the first of what I assumed would be many orgasms shot through my body like a hurricane. It was probably the fastest I had ever gotten off as a woman.

"I think you're a very naughty girl," Kyle grunted.

"Oh, I am, I am. I totally deserved that spanking."

That prompted a few more whacks on my butt and I felt like I was building up to another orgasm, or maybe it was just a continuation of the first one.

"Oh, yes, fuck my ass, baby! Fuck it hard!"

"You like having a big cock up your ass?"

"Love it. Especially your big cock."

"I'll have to remember that."

"Oh, God, I think I'm going to cum again," I wailed.

"You just keep cumming, honey. I'll catch up to you when I can."

Does getting ass fucked really feel that good? I don't know for sure. It's a unique sensation. Rubbing your clit while you're being ass fucked certainly helps, but I think a lot of the appeal is mental. It's something most guys want to try and kind of a big deal to most girls so being willing to offer up your asshole for penetration is kind of like giving someone a gift. Whatever the real reason I did certainly enjoy it on a number of levels and was very happy to spread my cheeks for a man like Kyle.

When he started ejaculating it felt like he was never going to stop. I felt spasm after spasm of his cock as it jerked out another load of cum. When he finally pulled it there was no question that a lot of his cream was leaking from my anus. It made me think of filling up a car with too much gas so that some of it started spilling out on the pavement. Kyle had definitely topped off my tank this time. I just hoped that he had plenty more of that jizz for me over the next couple of days but figured that his potency probably wouldn't be a problem.

Being an actor, and very concerned about his appearance, Kyle tended to live a fairly healthy lifestyle, compared to most of the guys I knew around the same age. He watched what he ate and exercised regularly and didn't over indulge in any sort of harmful vices. I had stretches where I was basically living on cold pizza and a beer but that was not Kyle's thing and consequently he was one virile mother fucker, much to my delight.

As a man I had been largely indifferent about cuddling after sex, but as a woman I was definitely developing quite a taste for it. There was something super special about basking in the afterglow with your mate. Sometimes you opened up and talked about anything and everything, and sometimes you didn't say a word, you just lay there feeling your lover's warmth. As we lay in bed after our first round of coitus Kyle seemed in a mood to talk.

"That first time...after coffee, when we got together, you said that you had sort of a boyfriend," said Kyle.

"Yeah, I still do, but it's all cool. We're in a very open thing. He knows that I'm here with you and I know that he's seeing this chick named Amy from the place where he works."

"So are you like swingers, or into free love or something like that?" asked Kyle.

"I don't know exactly how you would define it. We're really good friends and we both like each other and we like fucking, but we're not into making a commitment and we both like fucking other people...as you have clearly seen demonstrated this afternoon."

"That sounds very open-minded. I can see where you wouldn't want to be tied down so early life, especially if you're career-minded."

"You know you have quite a reputation, young man," I pretended to say scolding. "I've heard that you've fucked just about every girl in that acting class, and God knows how many others outside of it."

"Well, I've been taking that same class for quite a while," he said with a chuckle. "Are you afraid that you were just next on the list or something?"

"No, I'm not worried about that. It seems like a fine list to be one no matter when your name gets called," I joked.

"I've been trying to get your attention for ages. What made you finally agree to go with me?" he asked.

"I don't know. Maybe I was playing hard to get, or maybe I just had a change of heart."

It was certainly true that I had literally had a change of heart when I swapped bodies with Kim, but it was my brain that had decided that I was attracted to this man and wanted to be with him. So far that had seemed like a really good idea. Kyle was an actor, which made him a professional liar, and had a reputation as a playboy, so I was a little cautious about taking anything he said too much to heart, but the more I knew him the more I liked him, and that was always a good sign. And damn if he didn't turn me on like I had never been turned on in my life as either a man or a woman.

But I wasn't the woman he thought I was. I wasn't really any kind of a woman at all. There was that nagging thought chewing at my brain again. I was just a 23-year-old man named Joe Brown who worked at an electronics store. For all I knew the new Joe would be waiting with the potion by the time I got back from this trip. These might be the last couple of days that I ever spent as a woman, and certainly the last couple of days I would ever spend making love to Kyle. It was a sad thought and almost made me cry but I was determined to enjoy my final days as Kim to the fullest and I couldn't think of any better way of doing that than what I was doing right now.

Maybe Kim would actually want to pick up where I left off, once I explained how awesome Kyle could be, or maybe she'd make up some excuse and cut it off. I'm sure she had plenty of experience letting guys down and knowing her she probably was pretty gentle about it. Likewise I'd have to figure out what to do with Amy Peterson, although since I had always found her attractive I was pretty sure that I would want to bang her at least once, just to see if it was as good as my imagination had always projected it. Anyways, that was for another day. Right now my man was starting to get hard again and I wasn't going to let that happy opportunity slip away.


CHAPTER 18:

I did take a skiing lesson and actually did a couple of runs on the beginner's slope. It was kind of terrifying, but exhilarating at the same time. Sort of the way I used to feel about having sex as a woman at the start. Of course being the dirty little cock slut that I was I couldn't keep sex out of the equation for too long.

I had always pictured ski lifts as those sort of open-air benches you sat on, rather precariously, as you were lifted up to the top of the mountain. At this place they were actually enclosed gondolas, more like an aerial tram. As we boarded I realized that we were the only people in the car and that got my mind racing to filthy thoughts, as usual.

"Show me your pole," I said with a wicked grin.

Kyle looked a little confused and then started to hand me one of his ski poles.

"No, I meant the one between your legs," I told him. "And hurry up, I don't think we've got much time."

Kyle got a goofy grin on his face but managed to whip his dick out and I pounced on it with glee. I probably should have been enjoying the beautiful scenery below us but the view I had on my knees was no less beautiful as far as I was concerned.

Usually I liked to take my time when I was giving head and try to let the anticipation build so it was a new challenge to try and get a man off as quickly as possible. I had no idea exactly how much trouble we might be in if we got caught in the act but I admit that potential did add considerably to the excitement. I wasn't ashamed at all to be seen with a man's cock in my mouth but there are laws about that sort of thing being done in public places and we'd probably get kicked out of the resort, if nothing else.

Now cold weather is generally not the friend of the penis, as any man who has ever taken a cold shower will attest to, but Kyle managed to still sport an impressive erection, even if there was steam coming from my breath as I sucked and licked his cock.

"Oh, God...you're totally out of your mind, you know that?" Kyle groaned.

"You want me to stop?" I asked innocently.

"No, no! Don't stop. Don't stop! Keep right on with what you're doing."

There was a little smile on my lips as his big cock slipped back between them again. There was no way in hell he wanted me to stop now, even if we both ended up in jail. That was how bad a man wants to get his rocks off; something I knew all too well from my own personal experience. Fortunately I was able to really concentrate on the sweet spot on the rim between the head and the shaft of his penis and just before we reached the top he was slamming a hot load of cum into my mouth. I suppose because of the cold weather it seemed even hotter than usual, and while it probably didn't taste as good as a cup of cocoa would have tasted, it tasted pretty damn sweet to me.

We actually did ski our way back down to the bottom, and I'm happy to say that I didn't fall down for a change, but once we were back at the lodge there was only one thing on our minds. We practically ran to our room and stripped out of our warm weather attire as quickly as humanly possible. Actually I didn't quite make it as I was still in my boots and tights as Kyle grabbed me and flung me to the bed.

I got on all fours and Kyle hiked my tights down and shoved his cock into my pussy before I even knew what was happening. I kind of liked that. It was a kick to bring out the animal in a man. My bare behind was there for the taking and he took it...hard.

"It's true that I've had sex with a lot of women," Kyle confessed as he pounded away at my cunt. "But I can honestly swear on a stack of Bibles that I've never met anyone who turns me on like you do."

"That's nice," I replied casually, literally biting my lip so as not to laugh.

"No, I'm serious," Kyle protested. "You're just not like anyone else I've ever known."

That was so true, but not in the way he meant it. The previous owner of this body had been a big horn dog, so I probably wasn't doing anything all different than real Kim might have been doing, but there was also something about myself that craved cock so rabidly. I guess it had just come as such a surprise to me that having sex as a woman could possibly feel as good as it did, or that I could ever be so completely satisfied having a man stick his dick inside me. Now I almost felt incomplete when there wasn't a cock stuffing me somewhere. I know that sounds pretty ridiculous, but I actually sort of felt that way.

Fortunately I didn't need to have that feeling very often for the remainder of the trip as Kyle and I copulated as often as humanly possible. Yes, being in the winter wonderland during the holiday season had been marvelous, but being in bed with that man gave me more holiday cheer than any snowy mountain. If only it didn't have to end so soon.


CHAPTER 19:

The day after I got back from my trip Joe informed me that he had finally tracked down the elusive friend and had the potion that would change us back to normal. I suppose a part of me felt relieved but there was another part of me that was deeply saddened. I walked around feeling kind of depressed as I looked at all the lovely clothes in my closet that I would never get to wear again and thought about all the lovely cocks I would never have inside me. I also thought about how much fun my little taste of acting had been and wondered whether I would still have any interest in pursuing that once I was a man again. I wondered a lot of things actually.

I guess the main thing I wondered was how much of me had been present in Kim's body and how much of Kim had still been there all along. Trading places with her had restricted me, in some ways, in that she already had a life established and I was just trying to live it the best I could, but it had also been liberating in many ways. I was free to explore a totally different side of my sexuality and found myself behaving differently in certain situations and even feeling differently about many things. It was like a whole world of possibilities had opened up, only now they were about to shut down again. I would soon be Joe. I would soon go back to the crappy job I didn't care for. I would be back in my drab little apartment. Even if new Joe had managed to catch Amy Peterson's fancy I had my doubts that I'd be able to sustain it for too long once I was me again.

We had decided to make the switch on New Year's Eve. We were going to go to a party together in our current bodies, which at least gave me a chance to dress up in something nice, and then come back after midnight and drink the potion. It seemed like a perfectly appropriate way to ring in the new year by going back to our old lives.

I stupidly went out and bought a sparkly silver dress that I knew I would only wear once, but hopefully Kim would find some use for it later. It obviously would fit her perfectly. I guess I just wanted that last little thrill of going home and posing in my new dress in front of the mirror.

I wondered whether we were going to fuck once we changed back. It would probably be a pretty good idea, just to help make the transition as smooth as possible, but I honestly wasn't looking forward to that as much as I normally would have been. I think I would actually have preferred a farewell fuck in Kim's body before we downed the brew, but I had no idea what Joe was thinking or how anxious he might be to get his old body back.

"You look stunning," said Joe when he saw me all dolled up for the evening. "And I love what you've done with your hair."

"Your hair I think you mean," I joked. "Hopefully I didn't do any permanent damage that you can't correct."

I had gone all out getting my hair and nails done and every other damn thing that a woman spends way too much money having done to her to make herself more attractive. It was probably a waste of time and cash but if I was going out as Kim tonight I was at least going out in style.

It was the real Kim who had been invited to this party some time ago so it was kind of funny to act like I knew the host, and had to introduce my date, but I was kind of used to the drill by now. I had been clued in as to who the host was and how I supposedly knew them so it was just another little acting job to play along with the ruse. It was actually surprisingly easy to pass myself off as Kim most of the time. I don't think anyone ever suspected a thing.

I had a good time at the party and actually danced quite a bit, something I never did before, and at midnight Joe and I were ready with champagne in hand for the big countdown. After everyone called out "happy New Year" we shared a very lovely and intimate kiss, and I noticed that Joe's hand strayed down and cupped my ass while we were doing it. That gave me some hope that he might want to put his cock to good use one more time before returning it to its rightful owner.

We stayed a little while after midnight and I think we were both kind of nervous about what was ahead of us but eventually it was time to go and soon we were on our way to Joe's apartment, which would be my home again in just a little while. Neither one of us said much of anything on the drive. I guess we were both kind of lost in our thoughts.

When we got there Joe went and produced the bottle which contained the magic formula which would supposedly restore us to our original state. I noticed that he hesitated for a moment. It made me wonder if he was as reluctant as I was to make the change.

"Well since we have to sex right after drinking this stuff we might as well get naked first," Joe suggested.

I had totally forgotten that sex was part of the formula. It appeared I would at least get one last chance to feel a cock in my pussy. That was some consolation. We both silently got undressed and stood looking at each other in the nude. Suddenly a burst of inspiration struck me.

"Oh, Joe, could I please suck your cock one last time?"

"I think I have to cum in your pussy for this stuff to work," Joe pointed out with a chuckle.

"Pretty please! It just looks so yummy hanging there. Just let me suck it a little bit."

"Well, it's hard to say no to such a request, and you did ask so nicely. Just remember not to get too carried away." he said with a laugh.

"I promise I won't make you cum in my mouth."

I lied. I used the same basic technique I had used on Kyle in the ski lift and before he knew what hit him the back of my throat was being hit with hot jets of sperm. I giggled as I looked up at him, cum dripping from my lips.

"Oops." I said, reprising  the real Kim's fateful expression when she realized that she had forgotten to get the potion to turn us back.

"You naughty little bitch. You did that on purpose, didn't you?" Joe said, trying to sound annoyed but not succeeding too well.

"I did. I confess. I am a naughty little bitch...and I wish I could stay that way a little longer."

"Well there's no law that says we have to change back tonight," Joe pointed out. "That was just the plan we made. We could always make a new plan."

"Seriously? You mean you wouldn't mind staying Joe a little longer?" I asked, my heart suddenly pounding in my chest.

"I don't mind at all. Being Joe has been an eye-opening experience. People don't automatically think of me as a dumb bimbo or call me a slut for the way I dress. And I've never had to work for a living before. My parents have always just given me whatever I needed. It actually makes me feel kind of good to be more self-reliant. Plus I think they want to promote me to Assistant Manager, which means I'd be making some decent money. Then there's Amy. Things have been going pretty well with us and I rather enjoy the feeling of being more of the aggressor in bed. Actually I feel like I'm learning something new every day and kind of growing as a person in a way that I wouldn't if I were still my old self."

"Joe, that's fantastic! I can't begin to tell you how much I love being a woman! I thought it would be hell, but it's absolute heaven," I said, starting to cry tears of joy.

"Well you haven't had your first period yet, or been to the gynecologist, or gotten a painful bikini wax," Joe said with a grin.

"Ooo...wearing a bikini! That would be totally awesome!"

"Scatterbrain. You didn't hear a word I said until I mentioned bikinis."

"I know, I know, it's not all going to be fucking and wearing pretty clothes, but it will be so worth it, whatever I have to put up with. There are just so many things that I want to do and try and experience as a woman."

"Well, now you can."

"So how long should we do this?" I asked.

"I don't know. It might be kind of interesting to spend a whole year this way. We could shoot for next Christmas. That would sort of bring the whole thing full circle. And if for some reason we want to string it out a little longer we can always pick another date. Nothing needs to be carved in stone. But I think we should make a pact that if either one of us ever really wants to change back we'll do it right away. Agreed?"

"Agreed!" I said happily as I jumped into his arms. "I love you so much Joe!"

"What about Kyle?"

"I think I sort of love him, too. And I think I could probably love Barry if I gave him a chance. I guess there are probably lots of men that I could love. Probably some that I haven't even met yet."

"Go for it girl! It's hard to have too much love in your life. Now do you still want me to cum in your pussy even though we don't have to do it anymore?"

"Of course I do, Joe. More than ever. I want you to cum in me whenever and wherever you please. I'll always be your absolute best fuck buddy, I promise."

"Then hop in bed like a good girl and let me try to work up another hard on. We can just put this bottle away for safe keeping. We can always stick to champagne if we feel the urge for having a nightcap somewhere along the line."

"Baby, you already gave me the kind of nightcap I crave," I said licking my lips.

"Hopless. Just a hopeless sex-addicted little cum slut, aren't you?"

"Uh huh," I said in a girlish voice.

"Good. That's just the kind of girl I want to spend the night with."


CHAPTER 20:

I suppose the most difficult aspect of prolonging our switch was our families. Kim's folks lived 3,000 miles away so any visits to or from them were kind of big planned trips, but my family lived locally so new Joe would probably have to deal with them more often. He didn't seem to mind at all, and I felt a little guilty about the fact that not seeing my family for a while didn't bother me as much as it should, but Joe pointed out that we could always go to any family gatherings as a couple and at least be part of the experience, even if we were viewing it from a different perspective.

I was thrilled that I was going to be able to continue seeing Kyle but I was also keeping my options open. Who knows what sort of a man I might meet tomorrow, or next week, or three months down the line? Men were still very intriguing to me and it was definitely much nicer to be in bed with one than to be one myself.

It was also going to be exciting going to my first audition as an actress, once I had decided what I wanted to go after. I found myself pouring over the online casting notices as eagerly as I used to watch porn, not that I didn't watch porn anymore. I just watched with a very different outlook on what I was seeing. Same videos, different fantasies. It wasn't hard at all to flip that switch.

Maybe it was all just a novelty and I would suddenly burn out on the whole thing and come crashing down to earth, but I didn't think that was likely. Not anytime soon at any rate. I had at least another year to explore and play and discover the wonders of womanhood. And who knows? Maybe next Christmas we'd both be so entrenched in these roles that we'd decide to let it ride to the next Christmas. Or beyond. In any case I knew that Christmas was always going to have an extra-special place in my heart because I had received the greatest gift I had ever been given. The gift of being female. I just had to make sure and get something really special for Joe next year. No more last minute Christmas shopping for this gal!


AUTHOR'S NOTES:

This is only the second Christmas book I've ever published, as far as I can recall, and it actually started with just the title. I thought it was a kind of cute play on words and started thinking of a body swapping story with a Christmas theme and suddenly it all just fell into place.

I know it's a little more romantically ambiguous than many of the things I write but I think that makes it kind of interesting. Joe and Kim obviously have a great deal of love affection for each other, no matter who is which at the time, but they're both very curious (and horny) people and enjoy the freedom to explore and experiment and discover.

It's actually October as I write these words but the story definitely put me in an early holiday mood. I don't expect to be giving or receiving any gifts quite as magical as the one in this tale but you never know!

Happy holidays! (If you're reading this around the holidays, and what the heck, even if you're not.)
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