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				CHAPTER 1:
			

			
				 
			

			
				When my business partner buddy Clay Osborn sent me a link to a rather unique travel service with the only additional message being “thought you might find this interesting” I assume he meant it as a joke. The link was for a company called the Gender Travel Bureau: Love Quest, which was obviously a clever jumbling of the letters LGBTQ. Apparently this was some sort of travel agency that specialized in hookup adventures geared towards the “alternative lifestyle” community. There were gay and lesbian cruises and bisexual backpacking opportunities and a variety of other travel plans designed to cater to not only ones vacation desires but ones particular sexual desires as well.
			

			
				I knew why Clay had sent it to me. One time at a convention we had both gotten really drunk and shared some crazy secrets that we never told anyone else. I don’t even remember everything we said but apparently I had revealed that sometimes I had these erotic fantasies about being a beautiful woman, maybe like a trophy wife or something, and just living a life of luxury being pampered all day long and taking fabulous trips around the world.
			

			
				Honestly I was surprised that it had taken him this long to razz me about it but that was Clay. He wasn’t impulsive and he played a long game. I imagine he stuffed that information in his cheeks with the idea that someday he’d have the perfect opportunity to prank me when I had assumed he had forgotten all about it.
			

			
				“Just what I needed, thanks,” I wrote back. “Although I suppose I should ask why you have this link in the first place.”
			

			
				It was a harmless joke and I appreciated that he had waited to spring it on me so that was pretty much the end of it I thought. That is until I took a closer look at that web page a few days later.
			

			
				There was something there that caught my eye. It was under the Transgender Travel section and made the remarkable claim that they had the technology to change a person’s gender for the duration of the trip and then change it back afterwards. It was billed as “for the adventurous soul who wishes to explore new places and new sensations” and further claimed that it was a completely discrete way to indulge in your wildest fantasies.
			

			
				That kind of got into my head. I did actually have that sexy female fantasy thing and it had only gotten stronger recently. I suppose part of it was the stress of co-running a business that was really starting to take off. Clay and I were planning to build it up and then sell it off and then who knows? Maybe start another business or maybe retire young. It was hard for me to picture myself having a big pile of money but not really wanting to do anything with it so my fantasy may have been partly fueled by that dream notion of just hanging out by a pool all day in a skimpy bikini sipping cocktails or something.
			

			
				This website actually had a picture of a beautiful woman in a skimpy bikini hanging out by a pool sipping a cocktail with the caption “this could be you.” Maybe if I really could change my whole identity for a short time and just unwind and relax and clear my head I could come back to work focused and refreshed and not as burned out as I was feeling these days. Obviously it would have to be a secret and I would have to limit my communications to text and email since my voice would no doubt be quite different as a woman.
			

			
				I had been talking about taking a little time off recently, which Clay had urged me to do, although he knew that I was one of the least likely people in the world to ever take an actual vacation. Even when I tried I usually ended up with some kind of mobile communication center where I worked just as much only I got frustrated because I was away from the office and not able to take a hands on approach to things.
			

			
				It was a crazy idea, and definitely not cheap, but I had the money and I could easily arrange the time. Even so I was skeptical of their claim that they could perform some kind of temporary gender change procedure. Gay cruises took place all the time so there was nothing suspicious about them offering that sort of service but how could this travel service possibly have some kind of revolutionary medical technology breakthrough that I’d never heard of?
			

			
				I had a contact in the bio-chem field that I thought might know whether this thing was total bullshit so just for the hell of it I sent the link to him and asked him if such a thing as a temporary gender change was remotely possible. To my surprise he replied that it was and it existed only it hadn’t been approved for use in the United States yet and might never be due to the political and religious backlash. He suggested that the company probably performed the procedure in a foreign country or on a boat that was stationed in international waters.
			

			
				That made me feel a little more at ease about the legitimacy of the procedure itself and the company in general. These packages were pricey and I didn’t want this to turn out to just be some Internet scam thing.
			

			
				Having a bit more confidence in the reliability of the host I decided to glance over the packages they had available. There were certainly an interesting variety of options plus they claimed to offer a special service to their “elite clientele” to create custom packages designed to fulfill almost any fantasy.
			

			
				One that caught my eye was at a beach side resort in Mexico that offered golf, tennis, water sports and spa facilities. It was a week long excursion with rooms available in the main hotel or in private beach cabanas. That sounded like it might be just the ticket. There was plenty to do to keep me from getting bored or a perfect place to go and do absolutely nothing but relax if that’s what I wanted.
			

			
				I still didn’t jump at the opportunity but I was giving it some serious consideration. They had an optional additional service where you could send them a swap of your DNA and they would send you an AI generated approximation of what you would look like after the transformation process was complete. I wasn’t crazy about the idea of sending my DNA off to some travel agency but I was incredibly curious none-the-less. My fantasy had always been tied to an image of beauty and glamour so I was definitely hoping that if I did become female I would at least be a reasonably attractive one, although that’s obviously a highly subjective thing anyway.
			

			
				Ultimately I figured there was no harm in taking the test and seeing what kind of results it might produce. After that I just went back to my daily life and tried not to think too much about it.
			

			
				When the results came back I was stunned. The images they sent were so incredibly hot that I started to get a little suspicious again until I looked at them a bit closer. I could actually see myself in the renderings but more than that I could see my mother, who had actually done some modeling in her youth, and who was still a fine figure of a woman. This company had no idea what I looked like, let alone my mother, so it made me think that maybe the whole DNA thing really was the key. If they were taking my genetic information and rearranging it into a female form perhaps this is what I would look like based on my family tree.
			

			
				In any case I was sold. If they could get me even close to that appearance it would certainly be worth the money.


			
				CHAPTER 2:
			

			
				 
			

			
				“So I guess you did appreciate the link I sent you,” Clay teased when I informed him that I was finally going to take a long overdue vacation.
			

			
				“No, I’m just going down to Mexico to play some golf and drink some margaritas,” I replied. “That link just reminded me that I needed some time off, that’s all.”
			

			
				“Hey, I hope you at least considered that whole gender change option. Sounds like the perfect opportunity to live out your wildest fantasy,” said Clay.
			

			
				“Fantasies are just that...fantasies. I’m sure lots of people have weird ideas pop into their heads that they would be much better off never actually pursuing,” I said.
			

			
				“Hey, no kink shaming here man. Nothing wrong with having a healthy imagination, especially where sex is concerned.”
			

			
				“What makes you think that my fantasies have anything to do with sex?” I asked.
			

			
				“Everybody’s fantasies have to do with sex,” Clay replied. “Plus you got into some pretty graphic details.”
			

			
				“I don’t recall any of that.”
			

			
				“I do. It was pretty torrid.”
			

			
				“I’ll have to take your word for that.”
			

			
				In truth I didn’t remember telling him a lot of graphic sexual details but if I’m being completely honest I might have. I’d had a strong fascination with the idea of having sex as a woman for a very long time. Maybe it was the result of watching too much porn, where the women always seemed to be having a better time than the men, or my own rather disappointing sex life that never seemed to bring me much more than a momentary feeling of relief. Guys like Clay were always carrying on about how great their sex lives were, and I wondered whether they were just bragging or whether I was doing something wrong.
			

			
				Just because I was going to be on vacation as a woman didn’t automatically mean that I was going to get laid. I had never been much of a flirt or a social butterfly so it seemed far more likely that I would just pass my time peacefully and essentially alone, which would be just fine as far as I was concerned. If I could play dress up and adopt a glamorous image that would probably be more than enough to satisfy me, although I was planning to bring a dildo along to masturbate with because I was incredibly curious to know how that would feel.
			

			
				Travel would be easy enough since I would be doing it as a man and my passport was valid and since the hotel was working in conjunction with the travel bureau there weren’t be any problems with me registering with Daniel Prudhomme’s ID but actually staying there as Danielle DuMont, the name I had chosen for my female identity. I thought that Danielle was a very pretty feminization of my real first name and DuMont seemed to add a touch of elegance.
			

			
				One of the other benefits of sending my DNA sample, aside from the AI preview of my female appearance, was the inclusion of approximate size information so that I could bring along some clothing. For male clothes I only needed what I would wear on the trip there and back so I could pack my luggage with more appropriately feminine things.
			

			
				I definitely needed a bathing suit and a bikini seemed like the only real choice. I went with a very skimpy leopard print thing that tied on the sides of the bottom and on the back and had kind of a pretty heart-shaped brass ring holding the cups at the top together. If my body was really like the picture I had a feeling that I would fill that swimsuit out quite nicely.
			

			
				I felt that a black cocktail dress would probably be a good addition as well so I searched around until I found one that seemed to be chic enough to meet my hoped for levels of elegant sophistication. Obviously I needed a lot of additional stuff but I figured I could supplement my wardrobe when I was there if some specific need popped up.
			

			
				After that there was a lot of research about feminine hygiene and what women typically packed on a vacation. And of course I needed a dildo.
			

			
				When the day finally arrived to make my way to the resort I filled with excitement but also a good deal of anxiety. I always felt anxious when I left work for any length of time and now I had the extra pressure of wondering whether I had just dumped a ton of money on the dumbest plan I had ever conceived of.
			

			
				The trip was pleasant enough and I have no idea what the airport security people thought about the fact that I was traveling with a bunch of female clothes but it was none of their fucking business so I tried not to think about that too much. I probably wasn’t the first man they ever saw with a bra and panties in his suitcase.
			

			
				Once I was settled in I was driven over to the clinic area in a golf cart and signed some papers and had my vital signs checked. Then I was told to disrobe and given a hospital gown. After that I waited for a bit until they had me go lie on a table and before I knew it I was unconscious. When I woke up I had absolutely no idea how long I had been out but they had told me in advance that the procedure would likely take about two hours so I was assuming that they were correct.
			

			
				Honestly I wasn’t thinking much about the time I was kind of staring down at my chest which was not flat as it had been when I went to sleep. I still had my hospital gown on but it was quite obvious that I had grown tits that were sticking up rather noticeably.
			

			
				After a final checkup I was handed a bag that had my males clothes in it and provided with a robe to cover myself on my way back to my room and that was that. It wasn’t until I reached my cabana that I had a chance to actually see the results in the mirror and they took my breath away.
			

			
				I looked a hell of a lot like the AI generated images. A little better, maybe, but they had certainly nailed the look. Like my mother I had a fairly voluptuous body and the weight of my breasts kind of caught me surprise. I guess that was the price you paid for having a great rack.
			

			
				It didn’t seem possible and yet it was true. I was finally the gorgeous sexy woman I had been dreaming about being, and I was in an exotic tropical resort with no schedule or obligations, free to enjoy myself however I cared to.
			

			
				My first inspiration was to try all my clothes on. Much to my delight they all fit rather well and they looked fantastic on my new body, if I do say so myself. I snapped some pictures of myself in various outfits as a keepsake of my adventure, although I didn’t know if I would actually keep them or delete them later.
			

			
				Now I had to decide what to do with this new body so I put on the bikini and headed out to the beach.


			
				CHAPTER 3:
			

			
				 
			

			
				Once of the first things I realized was that when you’re a really attractive woman with a great body people are going to look at you, especially if you’re wearing a very revealing bathing suit like I was. I wasn’t really prepared for that because I usually didn’t call a lot of attention to myself and liked it that way. Now the simple act of walking seemed like a display of sexuality as my hips kind of swung back and forth and my boobs bounced a little, even secured in my bikini top.
			

			
				I ordered a drink and went out to a deck chair that was set up next to a small table with an umbrella. When the waiter in his neat white uniform arrived to deliver it I could tell quite obviously that he was looking right at my jugs. There was a moment of self-consciousness and then I almost literally started laughing. This was exactly the kind of thing I had wanted to experience. If you’re going to build your whole identity around your physical appearance than you probably want to be as attractive as you can be.
			

			
				Fortunately I never for a moment worried that someone would realize I was not really a woman, or even worse recognize who I really was. Even if I slipped up somewhere and did something not totally “ladylike” it was doubtful that anyone would jump to the conclusion that I was just impersonating a woman.
			

			
				I certainly wasn’t the only object of beauty on that beach as the setting was spectacular and there were a number or other very attractive people either lounging around in the area or milling about closer to the water. Apparently there was a more public area of the beach down a little way from the cabanas so this spot was more of a private hangout.
			

			
				After my second drink I was feeling a little drowsy, which may also have been a touch of jet lag or the lingering effects of the procedure, so I headed back to my room, removed my bikini, and took a nap.
			

			
				My foray into the world as Danielle DuMont had been moderately successful I thought. I managed to walk in my new body without falling on my face, got a lot of lecherous looks, and actually relaxed without thinking about the office even once.
			

			
				When I woke up I was hungry but I was also feeling kind of horny for some reason so I dug out the dildo and tried to figure out the best way to use it. I had prepared for this by watching videos of girls masturbating with sex toys but it’s one thing to see someone do it on screen and another to actually make it happen in real life.
			

			
				It looked like the easiest way was to just get on my back, open my legs, and stick the thing inside me. Then I could move it around as I liked. It actually took a little effort to get the thing lined up and pushed inside me but once I got it there I realized it was a feeling like nothing I had ever known before.
			

			
				I had put my dick in plenty of pussies before so I understood the mechanics of the thing and how it would stretch to accommodate the intrusion but it was very different feeling that process from the other perspective. For one thing the pleasure sensation wasn’t limited exclusively to my vaginal area, the way it basically was with a penis. I could feel stimulation in various parts of my body and I started to get a glimpse of why women seemed to be having such a good time in videos when they were getting fucked.
			

			
				I hadn’t purchased anything elaborate so this thing didn’t vibrate or rotate or have any special attachments but it was doing the trick none-the-less. Instinctively I started rubbing the top of my slit with my left hand while I continued to work the dildo back and forth inside me with my right hand. That turned out to be a pretty powerful combination and soon I was moaning uncontrollably and feeling my pussy becoming wetter and wetter.
			

			
				Another thing that I discovered was that unlike male sex it didn’t seem like I was building to a specific, clearly defined, conclusion. Normally the pressure mounted like steam in a kettle until it finally had to be released in an ejaculatory blast. Almost immediately following that you knew you were done, relieved and probably a bit worn out. Here I couldn’t quite tell what I was working towards as everything was just constantly stimulating, with peaks and valleys, but mostly sustainable. I finally gave up when my wrist got too tired but I had a feeling that I could have gone on for hours and hours.
			

			
				I decided to take a quick shower and then put some clothes on and go have dinner. Somehow being in the shower and rubbing my body all over just made me horny again and I began to wonder if something was wrong with me. Surely women didn’t get aroused this often I thought. If they did then why did men seem to have difficulty getting laid sometimes?
			

			
				I didn’t feel like getting totally dolled up so I just put on one of my pretty floral print dresses that was cool and light and seemed appropriate for the beach setting. It still took me a lot longer to get ready than it normally did but I was pleased with the results when I was done and headed over to the hotel dining area.
			

			
				When they asked me if I would be dining alone I realized that it might seem kind of odd for a lady to be the only one at a table but it was a hotel and people travel by themselves all the time so I figured it wouldn’t stand out that much.
			

			
				I suppose in my fantasy mind a man would see me sitting alone and come up to light my cigarette and ask if the seat was taken and then I would invite him to join me and after some wine and a little small talk we’d go back to one of our rooms and make passionate love. Unfortunately I didn’t smoke so that wasn’t really an option but I figured if I got desperate enough I could go buy a pack and give it a shot.
			

			
				I finished my dinner, which had been excellent, and then went back to my room and realized that I was kind of tired again. I just took off all my clothes again and flopped on the bed and watched some TV. Before I knew it I was fast asleep but tomorrow would bring my first full day as a woman and who knows what adventures?


			
				CHAPTER 4:
			

			
				 
			

			
				In the morning I was too lazy to really get dressed up so I just threw on some shorts and a top and opted for the breakfast buffet instead of ordering off the menu. Even though I didn’t have a cigarette to light it didn’t take long for someone carrying a tray of food to notice me sitting alone and ask if he could join me. Since he was a rather attractive man I decided to let him.
			

			
				His name was John Cerenez and he said he was traveling with his grown son, a traditional father/son vacation that had been taking for a few years since his divorce.
			

			
				“It must be nice to be able to spend some time together like that,” I suggested.
			

			
				“It is, but he’s really at an age now where he’d rather jet ski and chase girls so we haven’t seen that much of each other on this trip,” John said with a laugh. “He met this ravishing beauty from Australia and now I have to basically make an appointment to see him. Not that I blame him, apparently she’s a swimsuit model or something so playing tennis with your old man probably doesn’t seem quite as interesting by comparison. Consequently I have a lot of free time on my hands.”
			

			
				John was very handsome, probably in his 40’s I guessed based on his looks and the fact that he had a grown child, but he seemed to have kept himself in good shape and from his tan I assumed that he spent time outdoors, aside from being here.
			

			
				“Well I have nothing but free time on my hands as well, aside from a spa treatment I was thinking about booking,” I replied.
			

			
				“Perhaps we could fill some of that free time together, if you’re interested,” said John.
			

			
				“I’d enjoy the company,” I replied.
			

			
				“Well, I brought my tennis racquet but it hasn’t gotten much use so far,” said John.
			

			
				“I brought a new one with me and I haven’t had a change to try it out yet,” I informed him.
			

			
				“Perfect. I’ll book a court after breakfast and we can have a go at each other.”
			

			
				I knew he meant playing tennis but I also suspected that he hoped to “have a go” with me later, a thought that excited and frightened me at the same time. Since masturbating with the dildo I had been filled with curiosity about what it would be like to be with a man, and John was a fine figure of one, even if he was a bit older than I was. Actually that was pretty normal in society, and I usually dated younger women, but now I was in the opposite position, so to speak, and needed to adjust my thinking accordingly.
			

			
				Fortunately I had packed with tennis in mind so I didn’t have to scramble to come up with something to wear, although I did buy a visor in the pro shop because my floppy sun hat would not have been appropriate for running around on a tennis court.
			

			
				I was a decent tennis player, although work had kept me from playing much in recent years, and I had no idea how becoming female would change my play. As I told John I had a new racquet but I had obviously not had a chance to use it yet. If he was a man who traveled with a tennis racquet he’d probably kick my ass but I wasn’t too concerned with the outcome of the match. I was playing tennis with a handsome stranger at a fabulous beach resort. It was just the kind of thing that I had fantasized about and it had all fallen into my lap so easily.
			

			
				As for the tennis I held my own but I think he was taking it easy with me. I wasn’t quite as strong, and my boobs were something I needed to adjust to, but I was quick and scurried around the court getting to some difficult shots even if I had trouble returning them.
			

			
				Afterwards he told me he was having dinner with his son that evening but suggested that we meet for drinks after that. I accepted his invitation without hesitation. All I had to do was figure out how to keep myself occupied until later that evening.
			

			
				After cleaning up I thumbed through the hotel directory and made an appointment at the spa as well as one to get my hair and nails done. I decided it was time to pull out all the stops since I imagined that drinks would lead to a suggested hookup and I wanted to look my absolute best if this was the night I lost my female virginity.
			

			
				The spa treatment was incredibly relaxing, and a whole new experience for me. I had no idea which one to choose but the one I went with was fantastic so I decided to check out some of the other options during my stay. This kind of self-indulgence was completely foreign to me but I was beginning to see the benefits.
			

			
				By the time my appointment with John arrived I had pretty much spent the day getting pampered and fussed over and made as beautiful as possible so when I walked into the bar I wasn’t really surprised at all that I turned heads.
			

			
				“Well, don’t you look lovely,” said John as he greeted me. “I guess my son isn’t the only one seeing a supermodel.”
			

			
				“Hardly that, but I appreciate the compliment,” I replied.
			

			
				We chatted for a while and I let John do most of the talking because I wasn’t sure how much I wanted to reveal about myself since this wasn’t my actual identity. Apparently John was a successful account representative for a firm in Chicago and a pretty avid tennis player on the side. He freely admitted that his marriage had fallen apart because of his philandering, which I thought was refreshingly honest of him to admit, although I wasn’t sure it was the kind of thing that most men would spring on a woman on their first date.
			

			
				Ultimately the conversation didn’t matter too much. We were both free for the evening and there was obviously sexual chemistry between us so I honestly would have been shocked if he hadn’t suggested that we hook up.
			

			
				“My son doesn’t usually stagger in until after breakfast,” John explained, “but it might be more discrete if we went back to your room.”
			

			
				I had assumed that would be the case and made sure my room was neat and tidy. It didn’t seem very ladylike to have a bunch of crap strewn about like I usually did when I traveled.
			

			
				“I have to warn you I’m a little out of practice,” he said as we began to kiss and caress each other.
			

			
				“So am I actually,” I replied.
			

			
				“I find that hard to believe.”
			

			
				“You’ll just have to trust me on that,” I said with a laugh. “So no big expectations here on either side.”
			

			
				“I promise I will try not to disappoint you.”
			

			
				As he said that I felt my dress falling to the floor and realized that he had unzipped me without me even noticing it. Something told me that a man who could do that would not be disappointing at all.


			
				CHAPTER 5:
			

			
				 
			

			
				John got me out of the rest of my clothing as effortlessly as he had extricated me from my dress while only removing is tie and his coat in the process. He had me get on the bed and then he just stood there looking at me for a while, which made me slightly nervous. I was a woman alone in a detached cabana with a strange man in a foreign country. I had never equated sex with danger but I realized that maybe that was something I should start doing.
			

			
				“Are you trying to figure out if you want me?” I teased.
			

			
				“You know I want you,” he said. “I wanted you from the moment I saw you. I’m just marveling at my good fortune. I’ve screwed up a lot of relationships because I couldn’t keep my dick in my pants and now I’m free to do what I like and I’m here with the most beautiful woman I’ve ever been with and it feels like I should be punished for my past sins, not rewarded like this,: John replied.
			

			
				“Well for a man who can’t keep his dick in his pants you’re doing a remarkably good job of it,” I pointed out.
			

			
				John just grinned and took off his shirt before unfastening his pants and letting them fall to the floor. I could see a definite bulge in his shorts but I guess I wasn’t totally prepared for what he was packing in there because when he pulled down his underwear what looked like a giant erection popped out and sort of vibrated for a moment, like a diving board once someone had taken the plunge.
			

			
				“With a dick like that I can see why you had trouble containing it,” I said.
			

			
				Having removed the rest of his clothing John finally joined me on the bed and I relaxed a little because I was pretty sure he wasn’t planning to murder me or anything like that, but I wasn’t entirely sure I would survive getting drilled by that humongous python between his legs.
			

			
				I had what I considered to be a fairly average-sized penis but I knew that there were men out there who sported poles like John had and it did have an impact on my overall confidence I think. Obviously I tried not to let that weigh me down but sometimes I did wonder what like would have been like had I been hung like a horse, or at least a bit bigger. All that Big Dick Energy might have changed the whole trajectory of my sex life.
			

			
				As John lay next to me we began making out in earnest. He seemed particularly enamored of my bosom, which wasn’t that surprising I suppose, and I was certainly fascinated by his cock. While he tended to my tits I began to stroke his pole and I couldn’t believe how incredibly natural and instinctive this all was to me.
			

			
				When you’re watching a porn video it’s easy to get caught up in the fantasy and to let your mind run wild with all kinds of ideas. Imagining myself being the female in one of those clips wasn’t hard to do at all, but like so many fantasies one often finds that the reality is far less exciting or even disappointing. Somehow that wasn’t the case at that moment. When John got a hand between my legs with my nipples still in his teeth I was aroused to a level that I don’t think I had ever known before.
			

			
				“I want you inside me,” I moaned softly.
			

			
				“Of course my darling,” John replied as he positioned himself between my legs and prepared to enter me.
			

			
				It had all been so easy and random getting to this point, well aside from the whole traveling out of the country and having a major medical procedure. This could have been anyone, or no one at all. At dinner the previous night I had sat alone but at breakfast someone had been bold enough to approach me and after a little tennis and a couple of drinks here we were about to fuck.
			

			
				Obviously it was going to be different when it came to hooking up with someone because men are still traditionally expected to be the instigators, something I knew quite well from personal experience. A woman might start the flirting or try to put herself in a position to initiate some kind of contact but usually the man had to step up and make his pitch to seal the deal. It looked like I would need to be ready with an answer if a guy hit on me because there was a good chance it would happen more than once on this trip.
			

			
				Fortunately in this case I had known the answer right away. The dildo experience had made me very curious, and horny, and John was the first good-looking guy who had made a move on me. He was pleasant company, and as it turned out had a pretty damn good body, so my choice was looking better and better.
			

			
				Obviously he had no idea that this would be my first time with a man and there was no possible easy excuse that I could think of to try on him so it would have to be my little secret, but it was kind of a big deal to me. How many times do you get to lose your virginity again?
			

			
				I didn’t have long to wait to experience my deflowering as John pressed his large member inside me and I gasped at the sensation of his size. It became apparent quick quickly that this was going to be quite different than masturbating had been.
			

			
				Fundamentally it seemed like it should have been largely the same. I had heard people joke that a man was really just a walking dildo, and the sensation of having a dildo-shaped object inside me was very similar but that’s kind of where the similarities ended.
			

			
				For one thing I wasn’t in control. John was going to go at his own tempo and pace and there wasn’t much I could do about that except offer suggestions or tell him to stop. I had no idea when he was going to go faster or slower or deeper or even pull out for a moment before plunging back in. And there was a definite weight on my pelvis and the feeling of his balls slapping up against me. Perhaps more than anything there was his presence, which I could hardly fail to notice because he was on top of me.
			

			
				I felt smaller and weaker than I ever had in my life, even more than when I was playing tennis and it was a new sensation. I had never realized how aggressive it was to penetrate someone, almost a violent act in a way, and now I was the one being penetrated. I guess if you let someone put their penis in your vagina you just have to kind of roll with it but John looked pretty intense as he hovered over me and slammed his dick into my box over and over again.
			

			
				Obviously the other major difference between a dick and a dildo was that a dick could ejaculate inside me, and under the right circumstances even impregnate me theoretically. That wasn’t going to happen on this trip but the idea that the whole driving force behind this experience was John’s instinctive desire to put his seed into me was something that I don’t think I could have ever prepared myself for mentally before being in this situation.
			

			
				It was all connecting for me, the physical sensation, the emotional contact with another human, the surprise embracing of a different sex role and the whole realization that my fantasy was coming true and better than I had ever imagined it could be.
			

			
				Finally, after giving me a serious going over, John began to cum inside me and I clutched at his back, perhaps a little harder than I should have. I wasn’t used to having long nails yet and I was just really aroused by the act of a man completing inside my pussy.
			

			
				“Wow, that was really something,” said John as he collapsed next to me.
			

			
				“You were pretty wonderful,” I said.
			

			
				“I was inspired honey. When I looked down and saw such a stunningly beautiful woman all spread open for me it really hit me what a lucky guy I was and how I better not mess it up,” said John with a laugh.
			

			
				“Well, the night is young. Hopefully you’ll get lucky again soon.”


			
				CHAPTER 6:
			

			
				 
			

			
				We fucked three more times that night before we fell asleep in each other’s arms and I knew that if this was all that happened on this trip it would have been worth every penny. Call me crazy but the idea that I was some kind of fabulous prize that someone would feel lucky to go to bed with was kind of an ego boost. I didn’t think I had done anything remotely snooty or standoffish but I guess my looks were good enough that it kind of put me in a class of women that men might sometimes see as “out of their league” or something. That idea was ridiculous but I understood it and I had seen plenty of times where it had been true.
			

			
				Fortunately that night was only the beginning of my fun on that vacation. I hung out with John for a couple of days before he had to leave and I even met his son rather briefly. I think John sort of wanted to show that the kid’s old man was still a chick magnet or something, and I did notice the son checking me out pretty hard. The apple probably didn’t fall too far from the tree I imagined and the son might end up a shameless skirt chaser like his dad, but that wasn’t my problem.
			

			
				Obviously I was in no position to even think about staying in touch with anyone or making vague plans to see each other again. Realistically I doubt if John wanted that anyway. It sort of sounded like he had come to the realization that what he really enjoyed most in life was fucking a variety of pretty girls and I was just one of those who had gotten caught up in his gravitational pull briefly before spinning away again.
			

			
				I ended up having two more sex partners before the week was over, Peter, a guy from Australia who had come with his buddies for the deep seas fishing and Anthony, a college senior who was traveling with his wealthy parents. That was kind of funny because it was the reverse of the situation I had been in with John and his son. Realistically I was probably a bit closer to the son’s age than I was to the father but because I was a woman that made me some kind of a “cougar” or something, which was an amusing thing to contemplate.
			

			
				It was with no small degree of sadness that I submitted to the transformation process when my stay was up and found myself heading for home as my old self. Surprisingly I had made no effort to communicate with anybody back home and basically given my work no thought at all. Of course once I was back in my male body I was immediately on the phone and desperate to get caught up on whatever had been happening in my absence but it actually sounded like things had been running pretty smoothly without me.
			

			
				When I got back to the office I was anxious for Clay to bring me up to speed but all he seemed to want to talk about was my trip.
			

			
				“So…” he said cryptically.
			

			
				“So what?”
			

			
				“So did you get laid?”
			

			
				“What? No, I mean, why would you ask that?” I replied.
			

			
				“Well what the hell did you do then?” he persisted.
			

			
				“You know...vacation stuff,” I said.
			

			
				“You don’t do vacation stuff and you sound awful evasive. Did you try to get laid but strike out?”
			

			
				“No!”
			

			
				“So you did get laid.”
			

			
				“Why are you so obsessed with whether I got laid or not?” I asked.
			

			
				“Well I sent you a link to a kinky travel service and shortly thereafter you announce that you’re going on a secret vacation and then maintain complete radio silence until you’re on the way back. It doesn’t take any great detective work to figure out that those things are probably all related,” said Clay.
			

			
				“Just for the sake of argument isn’t it possible that seeing that stupid link got me thinking about how badly I needed a vacation and so I went ahead and took some time off to relax and decompress? And isn’t it possible that I did such a good job of that that I didn’t feel the need to constantly check in with the office?” I suggested.
			

			
				“Yes that might be possible, even logical with anyone else but I know you dude. I know that you hate relaxing and you hate being out of the loop for even five minutes. Why else would you eat lunch in your office so often? I think you love that your secretary is out of the office so that you can answer your own phone,” Clay said with a laugh.
			

			
				“People can change, can’t they?”
			

			
				“Yeah, people can change. They can even change their gender according to that web page,” Clay chuckled.
			

			
				“Okay you caught me. I took one of those gender changing vacations and was too busy fucking men all day long to worry about the office,” I said as sarcastically as I could,
			

			
				“Interesting that you specifically mention fucking men. If I went on one of those vacations I’d be looking to have as much sex with hot lesbians as I could get.”
			

			
				Fortunately our conversation was interrupted by a phone call that Clay had to take but I felt a little paranoid. Obviously Clay was absolutely right about everything, whether he was just trying to fuck with me, or actually had some real suspicions. Either way it made me nervous.
			

			
				The sad part of it was that I really wanted to tell somebody about my experience. It had been the most extraordinary adventure of my life and it was hard to keep that all bottled up. Clay knew me better than anyone but if I told him what I had done I figured I’d never hear the end of it. He knew how to push my buttons, as only a really close friend does.
			

			
				Over the next few days Clay seemed to have dropped the subject of my vacation but I was finding it harder to do the same. I felt like I had been changed in some very profound ways and being back in the grind wasn’t helping me forget about that.
			

			
				I had kind of stumbled my way through being a woman for the first time and yet somehow managed to come out of it feeling alive, fulfilled and totally exhilarated. My regular clothes seemed so boring and rather uncomfortable. The constant pressure to be on the phone with someone or in a meeting felt stifling. Even the simple process of taking a shower was incredibly dull compared to the sensuality I had known running my hands across my female curves. And of course there was cock.
			

			
				I had handled three different cocks and welcomed them inside me. They had all been different sizes, shapes and textures but each of them had been attractive in their own way and they all had brought me extraordinary pleasure. Clay was probably dead serious when he said that he would have gone looking for lesbian sex had he been in my situation, as most men would probably do or think of doing at the very least. I wouldn’t have been opposed to that but in all honesty I had gone there assuming that if I actually did have sex with anyone it would be a man, and that’s exactly what had happened.
			

			
				That had been my fantasy, but why? I’d never really noticed any sort of homoerotic impulses as a man. It had just always felt like I might be missing something wonderful by not being a woman in a sexual situation with a man and that had proven to be very true. I wasn’t saying that it was better to get laid as a girl but it did seem better for me. I had always known that something was a bit off with my sex drive and that my experiences rarely lived up to my expectations, but on that vacation it was like everything seemed to fall into place.
			

			
				It probably sounds crazy but there was a part of me that had been hoping that my trip would turn out to be a complete disaster. It would have been worth the money and the hassle to discover that being a woman totally sucked and that I hated having sex with men. Then I could have gotten rid of those fantasies once and for all and spent the rest of my life knowing that everything was just as it was meant to be.
			

			
				Of course that didn’t happen. The exact opposite had happened and now I was desperately trying to figure out how to make it happen again as soon as possible.
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				“Really, you want more time off?” Clay commented a month or so later when I floated the idea of taking another vacation.
			

			
				“I was thinking about it. I think I’ve earned that right haven’t I?” I replied.
			

			
				“You don’t have to convince me of that, I know what a workaholic lunatic you are,” said Clay with a chuckle. “But you’re going to have a hell of a time convincing me that you just want to go kick back on a beach again or whatever the hell you did last time. Are you having an affair with some high profile married woman so you have to sneak off to a secret rendezvous or something?”
			

			
				“No I’m not having an affair with anyone,” I told him.
			

			
				“Okay where are you going? I might want to tag along. I’ve been needing a vacation too.”
			

			
				“No! You can’t do that,” I said in a panic.
			

			
				“Jeez, now it really sounds suspicious.”
			

			
				“Look, I’m going to tell you something but if you ever blab this to another soul I will kick your ass, I swear it,” I said.
			

			
				“Okay, your secret is safe with me,” said Clay.
			

			
				“I did go on one of those gender changing packages and...well...I really want to do it again,” I confessed.
			

			
				“Not surprising considering what you said about your fantasies,” said Clay.
			

			
				“Not surprising?”
			

			
				“Well, not surprising that you planned something like that, totally surprising that you actually followed through with it but good for you, I’m glad you did, and from the sound of it you must have had a really good time.”
			

			
				“So now you know the ugly truth and you know why you can’t tag along,” I said.
			

			
				“Oh I’m definitely going to tag along. I really want to see what you’re like as a woman,” said Clay.
			

			
				“I can show you a picture if you want,” I said dryly.
			

			
				“Okay, show me.”
			

			
				I showed him a couple of the selfies I had taken and Clay literally whistled.
			

			
				“Damn. I’m beginning to see why you had such a good time. I’ll bet you were very, very popular,” said Clay.
			

			
				“So now you’ve seen what I look like so that should answer your questions,” I said.
			

			
				“No, you’re missing the point here. I don’t want to just know what you look like I want to see how you act and behave. That fact that you didn’t obsess about work the whole time you were gone implies that you must undergo some sort of a personality change when you’re female. I want to see what that’s like.”
			

			
				“Why?” I asked.
			

			
				“Are you saying you wouldn’t be curious if the situation was reversed? I know you about as well as I’ve ever known anybody in my life and the idea that there could be another version of you, a different you is beyond fascinating.”
			

			
				“How could we both go away at the same time?”
			

			
				“You know Teddy could handle things just fine. We’ve been on business trips together before and the world doesn’t fall apart,” Clay pointed out.
			

			
				“Well I hope you don’t have any sort of weird ideas about this,” I said.
			

			
				“Don’t worry I can find my own female companionship just fine,” said Clay. “And I’ll be in my own room. We can just get together for a meal or drinks or something periodically. I’m not going to get in your way.”
			

			
				I thought it was strange that Clay wanted to come along but I did hate traveling alone and now that I had revealed my secret there was no reason why I needed to worry about him knowing any more. I also knew that Clay could indeed find his own female companionship and that he’d probably be as freaked out about the idea of having sex with me as I would be, maybe even more since he would know that I was a man.
			

			
				“Alright, if you really want to come along let’s pick out a package. It just has to be one where they have the gender changing option,” I said,
			

			
				“Sounds like fun. Let’s see what kind of trouble we can get into,” said Clay.
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				Since I was already familiar with the resort in Mexico I suggested we just go there. Clay could get his own bungalow, and there were plenty of recreational facilities to keep him occupied in case he didn’t spend the whole time screwing every woman in sight, and I was really looking forward to availing myself of some more spa treatments.
			

			
				The first time Clay saw me as Danielle in person I could tell he was pretty blown away. He had seen the pictures, and knew what to expect, but he just couldn’t stop gushing about my beauty.
			

			
				“Down boy, I know you’ve seen a pretty girl before,” I said with a laugh.
			

			
				“Yeah but I’ve never seen one of my buddies turn into one before so it’s kind of a shock,” he replied.
			

			
				I gave him a tour of the facilities, since I knew my way around pretty well, I was actually kind of surprised at how comfortable I was walking around with Clay this way, as I had assumed that it would be kind of weird for both of us, but it was pretty much like normal except my voice was different and I had the feeling that he was probably tying to picture me naked.
			

			
				Afterwards we grabbed a bite to eat then split up to pursue our own individual desires. I was a little tired again, as I had been the first day last time, so I took a nap in my cabana. When I woke up I went and sat outside on the little porch and tried to decide if I was motivated enough to actually go and do something when I noticed something rustling in the bushes next to Clay’s bungalow.
			

			
				The lights were on so I assumed he was probably there and wondered whether he had gotten totally hammered and was having trouble getting back into his room. I got up and walked over towards the shrubbery when I suddenly heard what sounded sort of like chirping. That’s when I laughed and realized that there was probably a bird perched in the branches causing them to move back and forth.
			

			
				I quietly went forward to see if I could catch a glimpse of this bird before it flew away when I stopped dead in my tracks and realized that the chirping wasn’t coming from a bird, it was coming from a young woman who was on all fours semi-concealed by the plants. Clay was behind her with his face buried in her muff.
			

			
				I was going to tiptoe away as quietly as possible but Clay suddenly stopped licking pussy and hunched over her backside. A moment later he had entered her and the chirping got louder as Clay began to hump her rather vigorously.
			

			
				It was totally wrong to spy on them like that but I couldn’t help myself. I was surprised, and a little jealous frankly, that Clay had been so successful right off the bat while I was still kind of drowsy but I knew I could make up for lost time easily enough. Still it was impressive that he had scored right away and from the sound of it his partner was really enjoying herself.
			

			
				I couldn’t really see the girl very well since my view was from behind and because it was primarily obscured by Clay looming over her with his bare butt slamming up against her over and over again. I imagined she was pretty. Clay always seemed to attract attractive women, and there was almost a competitive feeling or a sense of jealousy that kind of sprang from nowhere. What did I care who Clay banged or what she looked like? I saw how Clay looked at me and acted around me. If I wanted him to fuck me I’m sure I’d be the one getting his attention right now instead the chirping little piece of ass he was plowing.
			

			
				I didn’t really like that feeling and resolved to finally make my retreat but I just couldn’t pry myself away. The combination of voyeuristic thrill combined with my natural curiosity to see how Clay performed with a woman was just too much to overcome.
			

			
				More than that it was making hot and I had even started to feel myself up as I watched, which made me feel even more guilty and made the whole thing more kinky and exciting. After a long time in the saddle Clay suddenly pulled out and the girl quickly adjusted her position so that she was kneeling down in front of him. From my angle it appeared that she had a very pretty face and nice tits too. I also took note of the fact that Clay’s erect penis was bigger than I might have expected it to be.
			

			
				The girl sucked his cock for a little while and then just jerked him off while he ejaculated into her mouth. I hadn’t given head yet and nobody had really pressed me to do it but now I was more determined than ever to add that to my arsenal on this trip. With my looks I could probably get away with being one of those girls that didn’t do blowjobs but why would I want to be one? Having a great body was one thing but sucking cock seemed like one of the places where a gal could really demonstrate some skill and have more control over the proceedings.
			

			
				I had tried sucking my dildo a few times but the rubbery taste wasn’t too appealing so I never did it for too long. Now I went back to my room and fished out my sex toy and really went to work practicing my BJ technique.
			

			
				If by any chance I ever did hook up with Clay, not that I was planning anything like that, he would probably expect me to know how to give a blowjob and I wouldn’t want to disappoint him or have him think that I was subpar in the sack.
			

			
				It was kind of stupid getting jealous about Clay having sex with another woman, but I suppose it was the fact that I saw it with my own eyes. There was Clay, all hot and manly, and boning that bitch like a champion right across the way from my cabana, out in the open for all to see. Well, largely concealed by bushes but outside at any rate.
			

			
				After giving a reasonable amount of time to BJ practice I masturbated, and yes I did find myself thinking about Clay while I did it. It was hard not to. The image of his bare backside and his big cock was kind of fresh in my mind.
			

			
				The next day I suggested that we meet for cocktails on the beach and made sure to arrive slightly late so that he could watch me strut up in my ultra sexy bikini. That girl in the bushes was cute enough but I wanted him to see me really displaying my assets.
			

			
				“I’m impressed you can walk in that thing and keep everything covered up,” Clay joked.
			

			
				“Believe me, walking in even low heels is much more of a challenge for me still,” I said with a laugh.
			

			
				“You know when I read about that gender change service on the website before I sent it to you I was trying picture what kind of results that would produce. I have to admit that I would never have guessed that the process worked that well. You’re an absolute stunner,” said Clay.
			

			
				“Well it’s all based on your DNA apparently. I sent them a sample and they sent me some AI generated images of what I’d look like. So I guess this is basically how I would look if I had been born female instead of male,” I explained.
			

			
				“I’ll bet you’re kind of wishing now that had been the case,” said Clay.
			

			
				“Or maybe that’s what you’re wishing,” I said with a sly smile.
			

			
				“Are you hitting on me?” Clay asked.
			

			
				“No, of course not,” I replied.
			

			
				“You’re kind of sending out that seductive vibe.”
			

			
				“Just because we’ve been friends for a long time doesn’t mean that you can read my mind,” I pointed out.
			

			
				“Maybe not, but I know when a woman is signaling,” he chuckled.
			

			
				“I assume it doesn’t really matter anyway. Won’t you be seeing your friend again tonight?” I said cattily.
			

			
				“What friend?” asked Clay.
			

			
				“The one who kind of chirps like a bird.”
			

			
				“What the hell did you see?”
			

			
				“Nothing much. I was just sitting on on my veranda last night and I couldn’t help but hear some interesting noises,” I said. “Sound travels well at night.”
			

			
				“Yeah that was Angie. She’s a college student from LSU, here on a break with a bunch of her friends. I met her in the bar last night,” said Clay.
			

			
				“I didn’t know you were a cradle robber. I sort of assumed you preferred more mature women,” I said.
			

			
				“I like all kinds of women.”
			

			
				“Obviously.”
			

			
				“I’m trying to get her to bring along one of her friends for a three-way. Care to join us?”
			

			
				“No that’s fine, I don’t need to be part of your midlife crises orgy,” I said with a laugh.
			

			
				“Suit yourself.”
			

			
				I was frightened at how easily I could be bitchy, and also how tempting it sounded to be part of a three-way with Clay and a college co-ed. That wasn’t really me, was it? I didn’t have any claim on Clay, aside from our long-standing friendship and business partnership. And I really didn’t want to complicate that anyway by getting mixed up in some vacation love affair thing.
			

			
				I just needed to go get dick. Clay was a free man and could do what he wanted. My focus was on sucking someone’s cock so that I could put my training to the test.
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				My quest had been easy enough to accomplish. I had gone to a barbecue being held on the beach and hooked up with a guy named Ramon, I think. I didn’t get much of a backstory on him I’m afraid but his body was totally jacked and he seemed like he wanted to cut to the chase pretty quick. I’m sure whether I was relieved or disappointed that Clay wasn’t there but it didn’t end up matter since I was soon walking down the beach to a somewhat secluded spot that I’m not sure was even on the resort property.
			

			
				“It’s a beautiful night, is it not?” Ramon commented.
			

			
				“Yes it is,” I replied.
			

			
				“I’ve heard that some women find the sea air a very sensual stimulant while providing oral pleasure.”
			

			
				“I hadn’t heard that but I suppose we could give it a try,” I said.
			

			
				Ramon pulled down his swim trunks and revealed what I already assumed would be a fairly spectacular piece of meat. I got down on my knees in the sand and took his cock in the moonlight. I stroked him for a bit but he certainly didn’t need to get any harder so I stuck my tongue out and began to lick the underside of his shaft near the tip like it was an ice cream cone.
			

			
				I don’t know how much the sea air contributed to my sensual stimulation, having nothing to really compare to, but I was certainly about as stimulated as I could be. The beauty of the scene, the sound of the waves, the feeling of my knees resting on the moist sand, the taste of a man’s cock in my mouth and yes, the scent of the sea breeze put all of my senses in high gear.
			

			
				“Show me your tits,” Ramon instructed so I pulled my bikini top down and let my boobs pop out.
			

			
				“Magnificent,” he said in an approving tone.
			

			
				I resumed my BJ after exposing my bosom and felt surprisingly comfortable about the submissive posture I was adopting. I had thought that giving head would put me in control, and it did to the extent that I could decide a lot of the technical details about the process, but being on my knees with a man’s dick in my mouth did seem to be a bit on the subservient side, especially since Ramon had just commanded me to expose my breasts.
			

			
				Instead of being angry or humiliated I actually found it refreshing. One of the great things about being a woman sexually so far had been the fact that I didn’t have to be the boss. Nobody was waiting for me to come up with answers to problems or presenting me with challenging propositions that I had to consider. I just had to be a willing vessel ready to receive a man’s cock into my body, whether that meant spreading my legs, opening my mouth, or bending over. I could participate with my hands and my lips and the movement of my body but none of that required any thought. I could set the stage by fussing over my appearance and putting myself in an ideal position to find a suitable partner but once the action started I could just rely on my instincts and react to whatever pace and tempo and style of sex the man wanted to engage in.
			

			
				Returning my attention to Ramon’s prick I found that giving head was rather tricky but an enjoyable challenge. A smaller man would no doubt be easier to accommodate but the manliness of his tool was a huge part of the appeal and made me want to suck it all the more.
			

			
				I didn’t get to finish Ramon in my mouth because somewhere along the line he decided it was time to fuck so I ended up on my hands and knees with my bottoms pulled down and my tits still hanging out as he rode me hard from behind. The tide had been creeping in steadily so water was beginning to lap up against us which gave the whole thing kind of an From Here to Eternity vibe that was very erotic.
			

			
				It was totally stupid, and highly unlikely, but for some reason part of me was secretly hoping that Clay was somewhere, concealed in the rocks or something, watching me fucking and sucking this big stud on the beach. I could picture him getting aroused, as I had done, and slipping his hand into his trunks.
			

			
				I guess when you start living in a fantasy world all of the old rules are kind of thrown out the window and your mind is free to go places it never would have gone before. Danielle DuMont was a window into a part of my being that presumably always existed but could never really manifest itself. The disturbing part of that was the question of whether I’d ever really be able to squeeze all of this toothpaste back into the tube or whether I had unleashed a poerful force that would compel me to make some incredibly hard choices.
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				Clay and I did stick to our plan to meet up periodically for drinks or something and we even ended up playing a round of golf together. And I would see him around the resort, usually in the company of another attractive young woman, and wondered how he was so damn successful at seducing the ladies. But that was just Clay I guess. He was always more of a people person than I was.
			

			
				Not that I was lacking in companionship by any means. As I said before when you put yourself out there as an attractive woman you’re going to get offers. Actually having Clay come along and get to meet me as Danielle had been a very nice thing. There hadn’t been a moment where he razzed me or tried to kink shame me or patronized me in any way. If anything I had been kind of a bitch towards him for all the sex he was having.
			

			
				One evening, as we were nearing the end of our stay, I found myself out just kind of aimlessly strolling around and as I was heading back to my cabana I passed by Clay’s. The lights were on and I sort of assumed that he would be entertaining someone but I found myself going up to his door and knocking on it anyway.
			

			
				“Oh, this is a pleasant surprise,” he said when he saw me standing there.
			

			
				“I hope I’m not interrupting anything,” I said.
			

			
				“No, I was just kind of kicking back with a beer and a bag of potato chips watching TV. Want to join me?”
			

			
				“No, that’s okay I just...well honestly I don’t know why I came here. I was just walking by and thought I’d knock,” I explained.
			

			
				“Well I’m glad you did,” said Clay.
			

			
				“I guess I’ll...leave you to it,” I said.
			

			
				“Okay then. Have a pleasant evening.”
			

			
				Clay closed the door and I turned to go and possibly even took a step before pivoting back and knocking on his door again,
			

			
				“Change your mind about the beer and potato chips?” he asked.
			

			
				“Do you want to fuck me?” I blurted out.
			

			
				“Yeah, why wouldn’t I?”
			

			
				“I know I’m not in my twenties anymore and I don’t have any cool female friends who want to do a threesome but I am attractive, aren’t I?” I asked.
			

			
				“You’re quite possibly the most beautiful woman I’ve ever known,” he replied.
			

			
				“You haven’t made any move on me so far,” I pointed out.
			

			
				“You told me not to.”
			

			
				“I know, but I didn’t know you’d listen to me.”
			

			
				“Come on inside.”
			

			
				I went inside and sat on the edge of the bed. I felt like a total idiot. I was so sure that I wanted to avoid any kind of confusing sexual activity happening between us and here I was practically begging him to put his cock in me. Clay handed me a beer and I sipped it kind of mindlessly.
			

			
				“I take it you want me to fuck you?” asked Clay.
			

			
				“Yeah, I haven’t been able to stop thinking about it since I saw you boning that chick in front of your bungalow,” I said.
			

			
				“How much did you actually see?”
			

			
				“Enough. I saw your big dick for one thing.”
			

			
				“Now this is getting interesting,” Clay joked.
			

			
				“We can’t have sex, can we? I mean we’re friends and business partners, and we’re both men,” I said.
			

			
				“We can do whatever the hell we want, but I see your concern about how this might impact our relationship going forward,” said Clay.
			

			
				“Look you decide. Whatever you want me to do I’ll do it,” I said with a shrug.
			

			
				Clay got down in front of me and removed my sandals and then my shorts and my panties. He started rubbing my pussy all around with his hand before putting his head between my legs and licking me. I still had the beer in my hand so I finished it in one big swallow and tossed the bottle aside so that I could lean back and enjoy the tongue bath I was getting.
			

			
				“I can’t even imagine what you think of me. I made a total fool of myself just showing up on your doorstep begging to get laid. I think that...oh yeah...that’s nice...that’s very nice. Oooh...you’re kind of good at this,” I purred.
			

			
				As he continued to work his magic I took off the light floral shirt I had been wearing unbuttoned on top of a tank top and then took the tank top off as well. I hadn’t been wearing a bra so I was totally naked, save for my jewelry, and I began to fondle and squeeze my breasts.
			

			
				He got me very close to getting off but then stopped and took off his own clothes. He stayed on the floor and pushed my legs back even further than they had been as he placed his cock in my slit and let it glide into me.
			

			
				“Oh Clay, it feels even better than I imagined it would,” I said.
			

			
				“I’m just thrilled you’ve been imagining my cock inside you.”
			

			
				“Well it is a really impressive cock. You can’t blame me for thinking about it.”
			

			
				“Oh I don’t blame you, I’m just pleasantly surprised. I’ve seen some of the studs you’ve been pairing up with,” he said.
			

			
				“That doesn’t mean anything,” I said. “They’re just some random strangers I fucked because I was horny.”
			

			
				“But this does mean something?”
			

			
				“I don’t know, what do you think?”
			

			
				“I think we should have been doing this from the day we arrived,” said Clay as he grabbed my legs and threw them over his shoulders.
			

			
				“I like the way you fuck,” I said.
			

			
				“I like fucking you,” he replied.
			

			
				“I think I especially like it because I like you so much and I like thinking that I’m making you feel good.”
			

			
				“I feel exactly the same way.”
			

			
				“Oh, God...oh, God...I’m starting cum!” I wailed.
			

			
				“That was the impression I was getting but it’s nice to have confirmation,” said Clay with a chuckle.
			

			
				“Don’t be so smug you bastard. I’ve had other men make me cum you know,” I shot back.
			

			
				“Glad to hear it,” said Clay. “Now if you stop insulting me and let me work your hot little body that won’t be the only time you cum tonight you crazy bitch.”
			

			
				That just made me cum so much harder. I didn’t want Clay to hold back I wanted him to fuck me like any other cock crazed slut he got in the sack. I wanted to worry about the dynamic of our relationship, personal and professional, going forward from this but I was having an orgasm and loving the way his prick felt inside me. If a simple switch had been flipped at birth this might have been us all along, but more likely I would have had a very different life and may not have ever even crossed his path. This was who we were in this moment, in this place, and that’s all I could focus on.
			

			
				Clay suddenly pushed my legs off of his shoulders and bent them all the way back so that they were pinned down by my head. Then like some wild animal he pounced on me and started hammering away like he was trying to break concrete with his dick.
			

			
				“I’m going to cum inside you baby, I’m going to put so much cum in your tight little cunt,” he grunted.
			

			
				“Do it...cum inside me!” I practically yelled.
			

			
				I clutched at the back of my legs, folding myself in half to let him get even deeper inside me, if such a thing was possible. Clay was really huffing and puffing but kept up his assault for as long as humanly possible before he finally let out a primal groan and began to unload in my box. Even before he had finished, or regained anything resembling normal breathing, I had pulled him down even more on top of me and was kissing him like my life depended on it.
			

			
				We had a little uncoiling to do before I could release him and allow him to flop down beside me. Then I turned my head and just looked at him hard, trying to figure out what he might really be thinking at that moment.
			

			
				“Damn, that was an incredible fuck,” he said.
			

			
				I took that answer to be the truth because it was exactly what I was thinking.
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				“Did we just do something stupid?” I asked.
			

			
				“I don’t know, define stupid,” he replied. “Stupid like leaving your sunglasses on the table at an outdoor restaurant or stupid like leaving the water running in your bathtub with the stopper in while you go on vacation?”
			

			
				“Probably closer to the second one,” I said.
			

			
				“I don’t know. I put my penis in your vagina and we both seemed to enjoy it a hell of a lot. If that’s stupid I’m sure I’ve done a lot of things that were much more so,” he said with a laugh.
			

			
				“You know what I mean,” I continued. “You called me baby and I begged you to cum in my pussy.”
			

			
				“Sounded more like a command then begging,” Clay continued to joke.
			

			
				“Come on, be serious? Did we just fuck everything up?”
			

			
				“That seems a bit dramatic. A man and woman had consensual sex in a hotel room on a vacation. We’re both single and not in any sort of a romantic relationship as far as I know. We’re both professional in our attitude towards work and we’re both friends who have seen each other in a lot of compromising situations and know where the bodies are buried. I don’t see any reason why this should cause any extreme alteration to our friendship or our business partnership if that’s what you’re worried about,” said Clay very rationally.
			

			
				“Are you just saying that now because you want to fuck me some more and don’t want to scare me off?” I asked.
			

			
				“Possibly,” he replied with a sly grin. “I really do want to fuck you some more pretty badly. That was the best lay I’ve had in a long, long time.”
			

			
				“Come on, better than a three-way with a couple of college cuties?” I teased.
			

			
				“Yeah, it was pretty magical making love to you and your body is so hot I can practically cum by just looking at you naked.”
			

			
				“I’m not sure if you’re making this easier or harder for me,” I said with a sigh.
			

			
				“Go back to your room if you’re that worried that this is going to ruin your life,” Clay suggested.
			

			
				“I don’t want to go back. I want to lie here naked with you. I want you to get hard again and I want to suck your cock,” I said.
			

			
				“Then try to relax and stop worrying so much Dani. Let’s enjoy what we have for as long as we can,” said Clay before he kissed me.
			

			
				I felt kind of helpless. I didn’t have the willpower to break away from that idyllic scene and flee to the safety of my room. I suppose I also knew that the damage was already done, at least from my perspective. To Clay I’d just be Daniel Prudhomme again when we got back. The sexy Danielle DuMont that he’d had a fling with would just seem like a mysterious stranger but I would still see Clay, the man who had been my lover, who had touched me in intimate ways and even put his sperm inside me. That would be a hard image to shake.
			

			
				Ultimately I figured it wasn’t the end of the world if I knew what it felt like to have my business partner’s cock inside me. So far my sex drive when I was male had pretty much reverted to normal, which is to say far less than it was when I was a woman.
			

			
				We stopped talking about it, at any rate, and just cuddled and let our hands and lips explore each other’s bodies until Clay was hard again and then I got down by his crotch and took his dick in my mouth.
			

			
				“I guess you weren’t kidding about wanting to suck my cock,” Clay commented.
			

			
				“Why would I joke about that?” I replied. “Don’t you like having your cock sucked?”
			

			
				“Oh, I like it a lot, don’t let me distract you,” said Clay with a laugh.
			

			
				As I happily went to town on his prick I thought about how much fun we could have been having all week if I hadn’t been so reluctant to admit that I found Clay attractive. I was actually jealous of other women being with him but I just couldn’t bring myself to admit it openly. That was so foolish since our time was so limited. I knew Clay would probably be interested from the way he reacted to my pictures but I was still trying to prove something, although it was getting harder for me to even remember what that was.
			

			
				“You do this really well for someone who hasn’t been female very much,” said Clay.
			

			
				“I practice with a dildo a lot,” I took time to reply.
			

			
				“I think I just got harder, if such a thing is possible.”
			

			
				I didn’t have a lot of experience with a real dick in my mouth but I had certainly enjoyed what I had experienced so far way more than I would ever have imagined likely. I’d never looked at a guy before and thought that it sounded like fun to suck their cock but it was pretty damn awesome really. Fortunately I had the advantage of knowing how much a man enjoyed it that it made feel that my efforts would be appreciated, even if my skill wasn’t exactly at an expert level yet.
			

			
				It was especially nice to be able to show Clay that I knew how to please him and would willingly do so for as long as I was able. You can buy your buddy a beer or give him a pat on the back or even pick out something extra nice for a Christmas present but a blowjob really showed you were trying your best to make someone happy.
			

			
				I wondered whether Clay would cut the BJ short and start fucking me again but I was rather pleased that he let me take it to completion. I wanted to show him that I could swallow his load without hesitation, and he gave me a pretty sizable quantity to demonstrate with, but I got it all down and then licked his prick clean.
			

			
				“How much money would I have to pay to get you to stay this way forever?” asked Clay once I had finally finished servicing his manhood.
			

			
				“I don’t know, maybe your half of the business,” I joked.
			

			
				“I would seriously have to consider that,” he said.
			

			
				“Come now, you bang chicks and get blown all the time. What could possibly be so special about me that you’d throw away your fortune just to be able to stick your dick in me?”
			

			
				“I can think of a lot of worse investments,” Clay replied as he took me in his arms.
			

			
				I was really moved by the fact that he would even joke around about something like that and it made me feel pretty special. It also made me feel better about our situation because I was feeling something more than just lust for him and it seemed like maybe he felt something for me too. I liked that more than the thought of having just emasculated myself for his sexual gratification. I hated the idea that he’d just see me as some degenerate sissy from now on and use that knowledge to try and minimize me back at the office or something. Fortunately I knew that Clay wasn’t that kind of guy and that what we had shared on this trip was probably pretty special to both of us.
			

			
				I spent the rest of that night in his room and we spent the rest of our short time left on the trip being constantly together. The sadness that I had felt when the time came to turn back into a man was even more intense this time around but Clay and I had made one decision quite clear. We had to do this again...and fairly soon.
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				It would be a strange thing that both Clay and I would both be gone from the office at the same time again, and it might make people wonder whether there was some kind of a big shakeup coming like the sale of the company or something, but we had worked hard and built something that could run without our daily input so we figured that it was really unlikely to threaten our business if we took some more time off.
			

			
				On the surface it seemed like we had gone back to our old roles rather effortlessly but things had definitely changed in some subtle ways at least. For one thing Clay used to always call me Dan but now he started calling me Danny, which is what he had been calling me on our trip, although I spelled it in my head Dani. We also exchanged emails sometimes where we would write to each other as Clay and Danielle and I always included a picture of myself as a woman at the start of the message so that he knew it was going to be “one of those” emails.
			

			
				We got pretty torrid in some of those messages and I always ended up jacking off with thoughts of Clay in my mind, imagining that I was stroking his dick instead of my own.
			

			
				For our next excursion we decided to try one of the other packages and spent some time mulling over which one to choose. This time around we were going to be going as a couple from the very beginning so something romantic seemed appealing although all that was really needed was the process to turn me female. Wherever we went after that I had a feeling we would find a way to entertain ourselves.
			

			
				We finally decided on a Mediterranean package where we would travel on a luxury yacht to various destinations and then stay there for a couple of nights before jumping on the boat and sailing to a new port. There would be numerous other couples traveling with us, and I had no idea how many of them might be part of the gender change program or just wealthy tourists. That was the thing with these packages, they kind of blended things together in a smooth way. Most of the guests at the Mexican resort, for example, had no idea that there even was a gender changing clinic on the property so one just assimilated naturally into the environment.
			

			
				Clay actually volunteered to pay for the trip, which I thought was gentlemanly but kind of silly since I was the reason the thing was going to be as expensive as it was. I felt a certain obligation to pay for my own pussy, even if Clay was going to be spending a lot of time inside it.
			

			
				The medical procedure would take place on a boat out in International waters and then we would spent the night in a little hotel along the coast before boarding the luxury yacht that would take us on the first leg of our journey. Clay volunteered to go with me to the offshore clinic but I preferred that he just check into the hotel and wait for me so that we could get things started on the right foot once I was female again.
			

			
				Actually I was off my feet, and out of my clothes, rather quickly as Clay threw me down on the bed and started making love to me almost the moment I walked into the room. I was so happy that all of the bullshit was out of the way and that we would be spending our time as a couple. I rather enjoyed pretending I was Clay’s girlfriend, or lover, or mistress or whatever people thought I was. I could legitimately say he was my partner, since we actually were partners in business, but when a woman says that about a man she usually means something more romantic.
			

			
				For the moment we were both kinds of partners at once, which was a pretty special feeling. We had been able to skip over some of the more tedious aspects of the getting to know one another phase and get right to the fun stuff.
			

			
				Clay slipped it into me when I was on my side and he was behind me reaching over to fondle my breasts. I hadn’t totally expected it in this position but I welcomed it enthusiastically. Fortunately Clay was big enough that he could still get a decent portion of cock into me despite not being in an ideal situation to do so. I didn’t want to be a total size queen but I had to admit that it was nice when a man could drive deep and totally stuff you or give you a decent fuck in even an awkward position, and Clay was well-equipped to do either.
			

			
				“Nice to have you back the way you belong,” Clay commented.
			

			
				“Oh, is this how I belong?” I teased.
			

			
				“You know it is,” said Clay.
			

			
				I didn’t argue with him. From the moment I had gotten home from our last trip I had been obsessing about when we would have another chance to be together as lovers. Now we were in bed at the start of a new adventure and everything felt like it was exactly where it was supposed to be, or where I preferred it to be at any rate. My old life seemed so tedious and stressful compared to the exhilaration I felt being Danielle.
			

			
				On the other hand I was realistic enough to realize that Danielle only existed in an idealized world. She was a creature who inhabited fabulous resorts and strutted the sands of postcard perfect beaches. She had room service, and maid service and people cooking for her. Her biggest responsibility was making sure that she looked fabulous and she could spend her time sipping cocktails or having her body pampered at a spa or enjoying other leisure time activities. On top of all of that she had fabulous sex virtually on demand. It would be hard not to feel exhilarated living that kind of life.
			

			
				After Clay had spooned me for a while he pulled a move I had not anticipated and rolled over on his back taking me with him. We were still plugged in but now I was on top and I put my arms out to elevate my upper body a little. Clay’s big dick was still able to handle sufficient penetration despite the less than ideal angle but I soon changed all that because propping myself up on my arms felt too fatiguing.
			

			
				Instead I managed to wiggle myself into more of an upright position, supporting myself on my knees, and I was finally able to let the entire majesty of his staff fill me to the brim. What had started as a casual, almost leisurely act, soon turned into a manic frenzy as I was free to bounce and grind to my hearts content and took full advantage of the control I now had.
			

			
				“You make me so horny, you make me so fucking horny you big stud,” I cried out.
			

			
				“That’s a good thing isn’t it?” Clay teased.
			

			
				“It’s the best thing ever and you know it. You don’t have to be a dick and gloat about it,” I said.
			

			
				“Gloat about what?”
			

			
				“About how you drive me wild with desire.”
			

			
				“Well the feeling is mutual honey, believe me,” Clay said with a laugh.
			

			
				“Oh God, Clay, why are you so good at fucking me and why don’t I have any self-control?”
			

			
				“Would you prefer it if I was a lousy lay?” he asked.
			

			
				“I don’t know, maybe. Maybe then I wouldn’t love riding your cock so much.”
			

			
				“We don’t have to have sex you know,” he pointed out.
			

			
				“Are you insane? Of course we have to have sex. We have to have as much sex as possible with what little time we have together,” I practically shouted.
			

			
				“Okay, but don’t get mad at me if you enjoy it.”
			

			
				It was ridiculous to call him insane when I was the one acting like a complete lunatic but I was going through a lot of emotional shit and it was hard to be totally rational while bouncing up and down on his giant dick. Even though it was the third time I had gone through it there was still something kind of weird about being a man one moment and a woman a few hours later. I had just come back from the clinic and hopped straight in the sack so I may not have been thinking clearly yet. From that point on I decided to stop thinking, or realistically my brain just stopped thinking on its own, and I let the pleasure take control of my senses.
			

			
				We hadn’t even seen the yacht yet or started the official part of the tour but I was being rocked to my very foundation. If this was just the beginning it looked like we were in for a pretty wild ride.
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				The yacht was just as fabulous as advertised. There were a number of other couples of varying ages and appearances but the overall impression was of a fairly glittering and glamorous assemblage. Introductions were made and compliments exchanged over sparkling glasses of champagne and then we were off.
			

			
				As I looked around at the other passengers I tried to guess whether any of the ladies were participating in the same package I was but that was totally impossible to figure out. Just as there was nothing obvious about my appearance that would give away my secret there was nothing about the other women there that would lead me to believe that they hadn’t always been female.
			

			
				Even though our company was very successful, and I lived quite comfortably, I had never really indulged in any sort of luxuries before booking these travel packages. Drinking champagne on fancy yachts and traveling the world had never been my thing. I’m not sure that I even really had a thing before this, but if I did this definitely wasn’t it. As Danielle DuMont I warmed up to it all surprisingly quickly. It sort of felt like I was finally cashing in on all the hard work I’d done to get my company off the ground and make it successful. The fact that I was sharing this reward with the man who had been with me every step of the way just made it all the sweeter.
			

			
				Our first trip on the yacht was going to be a fairly short one so we mostly just socialized and enjoyed a light meal and plenty of drinks, although it seemed like some people might have slipped off to one of the cabins for a little more intimate fun. Nothing really crazy was happening on deck and fairly soon we were at our first port of call.
			

			
				The fatigue that I always seemed to feel after jet travel and the gender transformation was long gone and I was ready to have fun. Of course by the time we got to the hotel it was a little late to do much sightseeing other than taking a little stroll around town to the restaurant where we had dinner but we had a room with a bed so it was quite easy to manufacture our own fun that evening.
			

			
				Our trip began in Sicily then we would sail up the Italian coast before crossing over to some Greek islands and sailing back down, stopping for a couple of nights in each destination port along the way. It was a much more active kind of vacation than just checking into a resort and hanging out until it was time to go home but it was a lot of fun visiting all those different places and getting a taste of a variety local cultures and of course the travel time between those ports had its own adventures on that luxury yacht.
			

			
				We had been kind of palling around with a couple named Nico and Christie. Nico was basically a Greek playboy in his early 40’s and Christie was, as far as I could tell his younger American trophy wife. They were both very attractive and outgoing and since Nico spoke Itlaian and Greek, as well as English he kind of became our interpreter and guide.
			

			
				It was kind of fascinating to me because Christie seemed to be the embodiment of the fantasy that I had always had about being a beautiful woman who belonged to some handsome rich guy who spoiled her and showed her off. I was pleasantly surprised to find that Christie was very happy with that arrangement and that the couple seemed to be genuinely in love despite the superficial appearance of the relationship.
			

			
				Christie had done some modeling and gone to college for a couple of years studying art before she met Nico while on a break from school. He had charmed her and swept her off her feet and the thought of going back to Minnesota to learn about Rembrandt on her way to a degree with dubious financial value made her jump at the chance to hook up with him and join the “jet set” society, as people used to say. I certainly couldn’t blame her for that decision and actually felt kind of relieved that my fantasy wasn’t necessarily as dumb as I had always assumed it was.
			

			
				Being a workaholic who wanted to build something and help it grow I had always assumed that becoming some kind of accessory on a man’s arm would be like a death sentence and only appealed to me when I felt extremely stressed out or tired of the grind. Now that idea seemed more and more appealing, especially when I saw how happy and carefree Christie seemed to be.
			

			
				I suppose it wasn’t that surprising that somewhere along the line that Nico and Christie suggested that we might enjoy some quality time together that didn’t involve sampling the local cuisine or hiking around ancient ruins. We were all sufficiently lubricated on champagne during one of our yacht voyages and ended up in a cabin together.
			

			
				Clay and I had talked about the possibility of something like that happening, since it was fairly obvious that our new friends were a pretty horny pair, and we had both decided that it might be fun to get into a little mischief with them if the opportunity ever arose.
			

			
				When we got to the cabin we just casually switched partners and soon I was in Nico’s arms kissing him while Clay was making out with Christie on a chair. I was just wearing a bikini with a light top covering it so it didn’t take long at all for me to be naked from the waist up and Christie was in a similar situation. Nico was giving my boobs a lot of attention, which I was certainly used to by that point, and I could catch glimpses of Clay fondling Christie’s breasts as well, which also made sense as she had an impressive rack of her own.
			

			
				I wasn’t crazy about the idea of “cheating” on Clay, or catching him in bed with some other woman, but since we were both in the same room merely swapping partners it was kind of erotic. My first thought kind of reinforced my fantasy about being a “kept woman” who was equally interchangeable with any other quality piece of ass but I soon reminded myself that the men were being just as interchangeable as we were. It wasn’t like we had been ordered by our men to switch partners it was just a kinky sex thing.
			

			
				After a while I became rather curious to see what kind of package Nico was concealing so I took matters into my own hand and dropped down in front of him so that I could remove his shorts. It came as absolutely no surprise to me that he possessed a thick and juicy cock because those seemed to be the kind of men who felt most comfortable hitting on beautiful ladies, although since he was also rich I figured that would compensate for any shortcomings in the dick department. In this case it looked like Christie had the best of both, which made me feel kind of good for her. She seemed like a really nice girl and the fact that she was already giving my boyfriend a blowjob didn’t diminish my fondness for her in the least.
			

			
				As I sucked Nico’s throbbing member I wondered how often he and Christie did this kind of swapping thing. I certainly had the feeling that this probably wasn’t the first time. Maybe it kept things interesting for them by having different partners sometimes. I could see how that might be. I was finding this very interesting and Clay and I were far from bored with each other.
			

			
				It was funny but I felt like I really wanted to do an especially good job of cock sucking, both to please Nico and for the sake of Clay’s reputation. I guess I wanted Nico to see that Clay not only had an attractive woman he also had one that was good at sex. I wondered whether Christie was thinking the same thing or whether that was just my special brand of craziness.
			

			
				The BJ turned out to just be a warm up, as it so often does, and I found myself on the bed on all fours as Nico mounted me from behind. I noticed that he made sure to position me so that I could see Christie grinding on top of Clay in the chair, or maybe he just wanted to see her. Either way it did make things all the more stimulating.
			

			
				It certainly looked like Christie knew what she was doing as she basically gave Clay a full penetration lap dance. I made a mental note of that and decided that it was something I needed to add to my arsenal.
			

			
				Apparently Nico liked to get a little rough as he frequently punctuated his attacks with sharp slaps to my rump and as I was getting close to the edge he started pulling my hair. I adored Clay, and felt like we were really making a great personal connection in bed these days, but that scene on the yacht was incredibly exciting and I started to cum very hard. Nico kept going a while longer, which just kept me buzzing the whole time and gasping for air, but he finally deposited his sperm inside me around the same time Clay was ejaculating into Christie. It was rather good timing, I thought, and I was impressed by the stamina they both displayed.
			

			
				There really wasn’t time for another go before we reached our next destination so we basically just got dressed and went back up. The first thing Clay did when we got up there was to take me in his arms and kiss me deeply. Then we just held hands and stood by the rail enjoying the view.
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				“That was an interesting experience,” Clay commented as we were settling into our hotel room.”
			

			
				“Yeah, very kinky. I think I liked it,” I replied.
			

			
				“You seemed to be liking it,” Clay pointed out.
			

			
				“Well sure, physically it’s hard not to enjoy getting an orgasm,” I said.
			

			
				“But mentally you have reservations?”
			

			
				“Yeah, because I don’t want you thinking that some hot guy with a cool accent and a big dick could turn my head. You’re all the man I want or need so I don’t like giving off the impression that I’m just interested in whatever cock I can get or something.”
			

			
				“That’s very flattering but it also sounds kind of serious,” said Clay.
			

			
				“My feelings for you would be serious, if they could be. But you know the situation we’re in. We’ll spend this lovely time together and then go home and I’ll be a man again and all we can do is look forward to another vacation somewhere down the line. How many expensive travel packages can we book and where will that lead us in the end?” I asked.
			

			
				“So what would be your ideal scenario?” Clay asked.
			

			
				“I don’t know, I suppose somehow I would stay female and I would be your woman, however that was defined, and we’d be together like this all the time,” I told him.
			

			
				“That sounds like a pretty ideal scenario to me too.”
			

			
				“Do you really feel that strongly about me Clay, because I love you very much. I’m not kidding around here.”
			

			
				“I never thought you were,” said Clay who came over and sat next to me on the bed. “Of course I feel that strongly about you. I’m madly in love with you.”
			

			
				“Fuck,” I muttered.
			

			
				“Don’t you want me to love you?” Clay asked.
			

			
				“Of course I want you to love me, but I was also kind of hoping that you’d tell me to stop being ridiculous and trying romanticize a situation that was purely sexual,” I said. “If this was all just physical then it wouldn’t mean anything and nobody would get hurt when it ended.”
			

			
				“So it seems to me that we need to figure out how to make sure that it doesn’t end,” said Clay. “We know the technology exists to make you a woman so all we have to do is figure out how we can make that a permanent and legal thing, if you’re sure that’s what you really want.”
			

			
				“Of course that’s what I really want,” I replied. “It’s astonishing how much I want that. But what would people think? I just show up at work one day and tell everyone I’m a woman now?”
			

			
				“Who cares what they think, they work for us?” said Clay. “I don’t think they’ll care that the person signing their paycheck has tits and a pussy. Probably turn some of them on once they get a look at you.”
			

			
				“You make it all sound so simple.”
			

			
				“I don’t know how simple it will be but we’ll do whatever it takes,” said Clay. “I just want you to relax and be happy and enjoy this trip. This isn’t your last chance to be a woman or anything like that, you’re going to spend the rest of your life being female, and I hope to spend the rest of my life with you. We’re just a happy couple on vacation. There’s no point in trading the stress you feel at work with stress over something else.”
			

			
				“I thought it would be humiliating to have you know that I liked being a woman but I’ve never been more proud of anything in my life. You’re such a good man Clay, I don’t know how I ever thought you might mock me or think less of me as a person because of my desires. I was just so paranoid.”
			

			
				“Darling, I don’t think less of women as people so I couldn’t possibly think less of you as a person,” said Clay. “I’m sure that becoming female must change some things about the way you think or process information or react to certain stimulus…”
			

			
				“Or makes me crave your big cock,” I interjected.
			

			
				“Or makes you crave my big cock,” Clay continued, “but there’s no reason I would think less of you for any of that. Especially that part about my big cock.”
			

			
				“I trust you darling, and I hope you’re right, and I’m going to try not to let anything get in the way of our fun,” I insisted. “I just get so emotional thinking about us and the way we are and how much I want it to always be this way.”
			

			
				“And it will, I promise,” said Clay. “This is the most amazing thing that’s ever happened in my life and I’m not going to let it slip away.”
			

			
				It was funny because Clay and I had always been friends but hadn’t always socialized that much, especially once our company had gotten started. We were both ambitious and shared a vision of something that we wanted to create and build so that tended to dominate our conversation. I could remember those late night sessions of planning and debating about how we should do things and some of the daydreams about what life would be like once we were successful. Of course none of those daydreams had involved us falling in love and possibly even getting married.
			

			
				In general Clay seemed to have enjoyed the fruits of our labor more than I had. While he never shirked his responsibilities he was far less reluctant to take time off or spend money on things he wanted to buy. He had a far more active social life as well, which kind of made me wonder why he would consider giving that up to be with me, although based on our experience with Nico and Christie there was nothing that said that either one of us would necessarily have to give up on a more adventurous lifestyle no matter what our status was.
			

			
				And speaking of our horny new friends we did have another more extended session with them, on land instead of on the yacht. We had spent the day sightseeing and shopping and dining with them, and at various points we had just kind of casually switched partners, not that we were doing anything sexual. It was more like I would be walking next to Nico and he would put his hand around my waist and Clay would do the same with Christie. It was just a kind of subtle hint of the sort of swapping that was to come later.
			

			
				After dinner we ended up in Nico and Christie’s room. The wine had been flowing pretty freely most of the day, and there wasn’t any question about what we were all doing there, so the clothes starting flying pretty quickly and I soon found myself on my knees blowing Nico while Christie had her back to me with Clay’s prick in her mouth. It was kind of exciting knowing that my man was getting blown by another woman but not being able to see it happening. It kept my focus on Nico’s cock while allowing my imagination to run wild.
			

			
				After some dick sucking we switched it up so that Christie and I were on all fours facing each other while the guys humped us from behind. Now I could clearly see Clay drilling Christie but not see Nico working my backdoor. Suddenly Christie put a hand on my cheek and started kissing me, a new turn of events I hadn’t anticipated but welcomed without hesitation.
			

			
				There was kind of a strange electricity that shot through me when we were all connected like that. These people were total strangers a few days ago, and there was a very good chance that we’d never see them again after this trip, yet here we all were, buck naked, getting about as intimate as you could get.
			

			
				As exciting as that was things got even spicier once the boys had deposited their loads inside us and we had some time to kill between erections.
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				There wasn’t any sort of announcement, and nobody made the suggestion, but Christie and I just kept kissing after our men had finished and somehow we ended up on the bed kissing some more while we fingered each other. It was actually an extremely handy way to fill the time since I usually enjoyed cuddling with Clay in between rounds but since we were swapping partners it might have felt a little funny.
			

			
				Oddly enough I didn’t feel funny at all fooling around with another woman while our men looked on but that was just the nature of this kind of sex I guess. I mean I liked Christie a lot, and she was the only female friend in the world I had as Danielle, but there was nothing romantic about making out with her.
			

			
				Even though I had spent my life being with women I realized that I hadn’t actually been with one in quite a while. Once I had started turning into Danielle I seemed to lose interest in my old dating habits. It certainly seemed like I still found women attractive and I had no trouble at all getting into this new way of fornicating, although it was completely different for me. Kissing a girl and feeling her up was familiar but it was also different since she was doing the same to me and sucking on my nipples and so on.
			

			
				Although I started out feeling like I had the advantage, since I had been making love to women for years, it became pretty apparent that Christie knew a thing or two about girl play. It made me wonder how often she did this sort of thing. I had certainly heard that girls were far more likely to have fooled around with other girls than guys were to have made out with other guys but I didn’t know if that was just sort of an urban myth or not. A lot of men certainly found it very hot to see two gals going at it and it certainly didn’t appear that our men had any objections to it.
			

			
				When I went down on Christie’s muff I realized that her pussy had been freshly filled with Clay’s cum, and I doubt that I could really taste it, but it did add a little touch of excitement thinking that I might be sucking my lover’s seed from another woman’s snatch.
			

			
				Both of our guys seemed to get hard again around the same time, which was kind of a neat trick I thought, and once they were ready for action they joined us on the bed and we began to copulate in close proximity. It was kind of more like an orgy with all of us in the same bed where everyone kind of just grabbed a target of opportunity and there was a lot of mixing and matching going on. Having broken the lesbian barrier Christie and I continued to be aggressively intimate only now we were also getting filled by cock in whatever orifice was available at the moment.
			

			
				It was a rollicking good experience, at times kind of funny and at times kind of a sensual overload. Having sex with one person tends to be a very focused thing but when you have two or three other people potentially touching you at the same time it’s hard to focus on anything. You start getting in a groove with something but then someone suddenly switches it up and you’re enveloped in a new sensation.
			

			
				As fun as it was I had to admit that I didn’t enjoy it as much as I did just making love to Clay. I liked our new friends a lot, so it wasn’t like banging total strangers, but there was something so special about being locked in with Clay, totally connected both mentally and physically, expressing my love for the man in the most intense and intimate way possible. Maybe if I didn’t love Clay so much and we were more like friends with benefits the sex wouldn’t mean so much to me but that wasn’t the case.
			

			
				I wondered whether I had always been in love with Clay or only just discovered it when I became female. We had been close friends and partners for a long time but this was definitely a very different feeling. Or was it really all that different? Take the sex out of it and we were still friends and business partners who traveled together and enjoyed each other’s company. Obviously the sex added a huge dimension to our relationship because it made us want to be together all the time, instead of having separate social lives, and it was kind of the logical extension of being both really close friends and physically attracted to one another.
			

			
				In any case it really didn’t matter whether I had been suppressing some kind of romantic feelings for Clay or whether they had simply developed once I became a woman. They were here now and I felt them deeply and I wanted nothing more than the chance to go on feeling this way for as long as humanly possible.


			
				CHAPTER 16:
			

			
				 
			

			
				It was Clay who came up with the surprise solution. He had gotten in touch with the company that booked the tour packages and arranged for something really special...and really expensive.
			

			
				“So what’s this big special package you were talking about?” I asked him when we were in his office going over some paperwork.
			

			
				“Well it’s something kind of special that I thought you might be interested in,” said Clay. “It’s a combination wedding and honeymoon package.”
			

			
				“What do you mean?” I asked.
			

			
				“I mean you would transform like you usually do, then we would travel to one of several available destinations, tie the knot, and then honeymoon our socks off.”
			

			
				“But is that even possible? I mean, is it legal?” I asked.
			

			
				“That’s where the expensive part comes in but yes it will be legal,” Clay explained.
			

			
				“So are you asking me to marry you?”
			

			
				“I guess I am, although I was planning to do the whole business with the ring and all once you were female again,” Clay said with a chuckle. “But given how much money this is going to cost I sort of wanted to make sure that you were going to say yes before booking the thing.”
			

			
				“How would this work with like...work?” I asked.
			

			
				“However you wanted it to I suppose. I mean we’re partners already so that mechanism is kind of already in place so it would be up to you whether you wanted to tell everybody what had happened and just come to work as the new you or we could say that you sold your shares to me and you could just work from home or start a new business or pick up a hobby or whatever you felt like,” said Clay. “Whatever you want to do, however you want to do it, I’m with you all the way.”
			

			
				“Oh my God Clay, I don’t know what to say,” I stammered.
			

			
				“So is that a yes?”
			

			
				“Of course it’s a yes. I have no idea yet how this will all work out but yes, I want to marry you,” I gushed.
			

			
				It was a strange situation because I was male at the time but feeling all of the emotions I would have been feeling if I were female. I wanted to kiss Clay but I felt like we should keep from crossing that line. Hopefully I wouldn’t be male all that much longer and I could freely kiss him as much as I liked without feeling uncomfortable.
			

			
				I had sort of been paving the way for my exit from the day-to-day running of the company by going on all of these vacations so the idea of me disappearing from the office probably wouldn’t come as much of a shock to anyone. Of course the question still remained how I would want to handle the sudden upheaval of my whole life?
			

			
				Presumably Chad and I would live together so that was an issue that had to be resolved, whether one of us would move into the other one’s place or whether we would get someplace new. That could certainly take up a fair amount of my time if we started house hunting and then bought something that had to be decorated. As the “lady of the house” I could certainly see myself keeping busy with the furnishing and decorating chores.
			

			
				Being married was certainly going to be a bit of a shock to the system, actually more than the reality of being a woman for the rest of my life. I had crossed that bridge in my soul some time ago and knew that that’s what I ultimately wanted but I’d rarely ever been in any sort of serious romantic relationships so taking the big leap was kind of mind boggling. Fortunately I was just as positive that marrying Clay was the right thing to do as I was in confirming my lifetime femininity.
			

			
				I figured that people would find out about my transition eventually but I didn’t want to make a big deal of it right away. Obviously there were some people who would have to know but maybe in a year or so I would give an interview to some trade publication or something, telling my story and updating my plans for the future.
			

			
				Our wedding would be a small affair in Italy and rather low key since we weren’t quite prepared to broadcast our nuptials to world yet but Nico and Christie would be there, although we made it clear that we were keeping the honeymoon for ourselves. I did at least indulge in a nice wedding gown because who wouldn’t want that? It wasn’t the way I had ever planned to walk down the aisle but it was an opportunity I didn’t want to miss out on.
			

			
				My wedding night lingerie was another treat that I put a lot of thought into. I wanted to see that jaw dropping response from Clay when I came out of the bathroom ready for action and I definitely got it.
			

			
				“So how does it feel to be a married woman?” he asked as I strutted around the room a little and struck a few poses while he lay on the bed very gently stroking his rod.
			

			
				“You know I’m surprised at how different it does make me feel,” I replied. “Maybe partly because the whole temporary thing is behind me and I’m finally living the life I want but also partly because it’s an amazing thing to see the man I love waiting for me in that bed and knowing that we’re actually partners now in absolutely everything, hopefully for the rest of our lives.”
			

			
				“Well my loving wife why don’t you stop prancing around the room and join me in this bed?” Clay suggested.
			

			
				“Yes dear,” I said with a sly smile as I climbed onto the bed and into his waiting embrace.
			

			
				I had never felt more feminine or beautiful or loved or content as I did making love to my husband on our wedding night. Only time would tell if I had made the right choices but they certainly felt right to me at that moment.
			

			
				After our Italian wedding, and wedding night, we went on to Paris for our honeymoon and I realized how much I really enjoyed traveling. I had largely avoided it for professional reasons but personal reasons were involved too. I rarely had anyone special in my life that I wanted to share the experience with so it was always going to be trying to pick a stranger up in a strange place if I wanted some kind of company. Now that I was married the idea of going places and seeing the world with Clay seemed pretty wonderful, although I had a feeling that I wasn’t going to see all that much of Paris on this trip because all I really wanted to do was fuck my husband and we could have done that at a bargain motel out by the airport at home. If nothing else it would give us an excuse to come back sometime and do the tourist thing properly.
			

			
				The important thing was that I wasn’t just a gender tourist anymore, this was the real me from now on. No matter where I went or what I did I would always be a woman and that was ultimately going to be the greatest journey of my life.


			
				AUTHOR’S NOTES:
			

			
				 
			

			
				In my last release “The Hikers” I used the phrase “gender tourist” and commented in the Author’s Notes that it had started me thinking about writing a book based on that theme and now here is that book. Being the summer it seemed like a good time to write something travel related and anytime is the right time for a story about someone finding true happiness in the identity that best suits them. It’s truly an escapist fantasy on a number of levels and I hope you enjoy taking that trip.


			
				SOCIAL MEDIA
			

			
				 
			

			
				I’ve recently started trying to establish some kind of more substantial social media presence. What I’m really hoping for is to get people to engage and communicate with me so that I can better understand what my readers want to see in the future. And I would like to use things like my blog as an outlet for some of my other artistic endeavors that I hope you will find entertaining and stimulating.
			

			
				At the moment the two that I’m concentrating on are:
			

			
				 
			

			
				https://www.facebook.com/pages/Stacey-Zackerly-Author/1433132996914960
			

			
				 
			

			
				http://staceyzackerly.blogspot.com
			

			
				 
			

			
				There’s a lot of fun stuff starting to happen at the blog like my new cartoon/caption series called “Stacey’s World” that is a surprisingly honest and generally amusing look at my life primarily from a sexual perspective.
			

			
				I would love to hear from you guys and make this relationship more of a two-way street. The fans that I’ve met online have been absolutely awesome and I can’t wait to make some new friends!


			
				SORT OF NEW VIDEOS!
			

			
				 
			

			
				I’ve been having some fun making a few short 3D animated videos using the 3DXChat game. I also discovered a cool video site that I really like called Hypnotube that is packed with sissy hypno and other TG videos. You can find my new videos there at:
			

			
				 
			

			
				https://hypnotube.com/video/the-beach-house-by-stacey-zackerly-43647.html
			

			
				https://hypnotube.com/video/the-club-by-stacey-zackerly-42938.html


			
				ALSO BY STACEY ZACKERLY:
			

			
				 
			

			
				Confessions of a Cybersex Slut
			

			
				The Transformation
			

			
				The Virgin Whore of New York
			

			
				Free Love
			

			
				Unchained
			

			
				Borderless Desire
			

			
				Sweet Dreaming
			

			
				Not Really Me
			

			
				No Turning Back Now
			

			
				The New Roommate
			

			
				Only One Exit
			

			
				Pink and Blue
			

			
				The Ultimate Punishment
			

			
				The Role of a Lifetime
			

			
				Buried Treasure
			

			
				The Halloween Party
			

			
				The Fairy Godmother
			

			
				In the Name of Science
			

			
				Second Time Around
			

			
				Buried Treasure 2: Secrets and Longings
			

			
				The Dude Ranch
			

			
				Becoming Penelope
			

			
				At the Crossroad
			

			
				Rejuvenation
			

			
				Rotation
			

			
				All for the Best
			

			
				The Slut Squad
			

			
				Girl of my Dreams
			

			
				Weekend Woman
			

			
				Try Before You Buy
			

			
				Reform School
			

			
				A Christmas Karol
			

			
				Pinup Girl
			

			
				Weekend Woman 2
			

			
				The Project
			

			
				The Stand-In
			

			
				The Experiment
			

			
				Welcome to the Club
			

			
				Chemistry
			

			
				Trans Travel, Inc.
			

			
				Metamorphosis
			

			
				Star Power
			

			
				The Castle 
			

			
				Just Enough Magic
			

			
				A Happy Accident
			

			
				The Unlikely Princess
			

			
				Cheerleader Camp
			

			
				Corporate Takeover
			

			
				Stress Relief
			

			
				Business as Usual
			

			
				Destiny
			

			
				The Hitchhiker
			

			
				Going to the Mat
			

			
				Paying the Price
			

			
				Where There's A Will
			

			
				Transplendent Resorts
			

			
				The Girl Next Door
			

			
				The Initiate
			

			
				Max
			

			
				Stand-In Bride
			

			
				Turnabout Is Fair Play
			

			
				Last Minute Christmas Swapping
			

			
				Is This Real?
			

			
				Sharing It All
			

			
				 Getting the Job Done
			

			
				Two Roads to Womanhood (Co-authored with Jenna Braveheart)
			

			
				My Lucky Day
			

			
				The Mistress
			

			
				Following In My Son's Footsteps
			

			
				Taking A Break
			

			
				No Place Like Home
			

			
				The Chastity Belt
			

			
				A Cozy Arrangement
			

			
				Bewitching
			

			
				Exclusive Membership
			

			
				Office Politics
			

			
				Santa's Helper
			

			
				The Comeback
			

			
				Photographic Memory
			

			
				Think Pink
			

			
				Getting Even
			

			
				You First
			

			
				The New Cougar
			

			
				Greener Grass
			

			
				The Proxy Girlfriend
			

			
				The Unknown Planet
			

			
				Topsy-Turvy Halloween
			

			
				No Rules
			

			
				Secret Santa
			

			
				Answering the Call
			

			
				The Surprise of My Life
			

			
				Higher Education
			

			
				A Friend In Need
			

			
				Swap Island
			

			
				Bikini Season
			

			
				The Vacation Club
			

			
				The Partnership
			

			
				Beating the Odds
			

			
				Full Membership
			

			
				Wake Up Call
			

			
				A Magical Christmas
			

			
				New Year’s Resolution
			

			
				The Lottery
			

			
				The Narrator
			

			
				Never Too Late
			

			
				Undercover Girl
			

			
				Let’s Party!
			

			
				The Summer We Swapped Places
			

			
				Getting Schooled
			

			
				Work Before Play
			

			
				Ghostly Girl
			

			
				Snowed Under
			

			
				It’s Not Such A Bad Life
			

			
				From Top to Bottom
			

			
				The Flapper
			

			
				The Romance Readers
			

			
				The Wallflower
			

			
				Crushing It
			

			
				The Summer Job
			

			
				Finally Getting It Right
			

			
				Don’t Bet On It
			

			
				The Big Shakeup
			

			
				How I Became a Goth Girl
			

			
				My Last Mission
			

			
				Candi and the Wicked Elf
			

			
				My Side Hustle
			

			
				The Swapping Club
			

			
				Recasting
			

			
				Farm Girl
			

			
				My Surprise Awakening
			

			
				I’m Game!
			

			
				Team Spirit
			

			
				My Rival
			

			
				Hanging With My Pals
			

			
				What happened To My Brain?
			

			
				The Wheel of Chance
			

			
				The Ornament
			

			
				A Little Mad Money
			

			
				My Sunny Secret
			

			
				The Woods of Womanhood
			

			
				The Temp Agency
			

			
				When You Get What You Want
			

			
				Tunnel of Love
			

			
				The Hikers
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