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CHAPTER 1:

“Close the door and have a seat.”

I quickly shut the door behind me and sat down in the chair that was placed facing the rather impressive desk that dominated the office. I wasn’t exactly a top man on the totem pole so I wasn’t used to having private conferences with my boss, Jared Hamilton, so I figured it must be something pretty important.

“I’m afraid I’ve gotten myself into a bit of a mess with a very important potential client and I need your help,” said Mr. Hamilton, taking me completely by surprise.

“Certainly, sir. Anything I can do to be of assistance.”

“We’re trying to land Franklin Dynamics, which would be quite a feather in our cap if we could pull it off. Unfortunately I made the mistake of letting Jim Bradley, the head honcho at Franklin, believe that I was a married man. Now he wants to have dinner with just the two of us...and our spouses.”

“How did he come to believe that you were married, if you don’t mind my asking?” I ventured bravely.

“Oh, it’s my fault entirely,” Jared groaned. “Jim Bradley is always talking about family and marital obligations and the value of having a wife who’s an asset in business dealings and he jumped to the conclusion that I was also married and I didn’t do anything to dissuade him of that notion. If figured if he wanted to think that I was married so much the better. I never knew that we’d actually get this far along in the process but Bradley is one of those guys who really believes in the importance of personal relationships with the people you’re doing business with.”

“I see. But I guess I don’t quite see where I can help you with this,” I said sympathetically.

“Well, I’ll come right to the point. What I want you to do is pretend to be my wife.”


CHAPTER 2:

I think my jaw actually hit the floor. I was probably gaping at my boss like an idiot but I was completely thrown for a loop by what he had just said.

“How...how would that work?” I managed to stammer.

“Have you ever heard of these drugs people use sometimes to temporarily change their gender?” asked Jared.

“I think I saw something about that on TV once, but I didn’t pay much attention,” I replied.

“Well it’s the craziest thing but supposedly these pills really work. I’ve looked into it. It’s harmless and completely reversible. All you have to do is pop another pill and you go right back to normal.”

“But why would you want to go to all of that trouble when the world is full of real women who could easily stand in as your wife. What about one of the secretaries who works here or something?” I suggested.

“For one thing I don’t want anybody else in this company knowing what a bonehead mistake I made, especially my partners. People like to gossip or they let things slip out. I’m assuming that you would be just as concerned about keeping this whole thing secret as I am, maybe even more so,” explained Jared.

“You got me there. I certainly wouldn’t want anyone knowing that I had taken one of those pills, even if it was for a good cause.”

“For another thing you understand the business and you know how important this deal could be to the company. I think Jim Bradley would be very impressed if my wife was able to join in the business part of the conversation, at least on some level. Apparently he relies heavily on his wife’s judgment for a lot of things. She’s sort of a personal advisor. Impressing her might be as important as impressing him and I don’t want to come across as a guy who keeps his wife in the dark about business matters. You should seem polite and well-informed.”

“I think I could do that, but I don’t know about all the rest,” I pointed out. “I don’t know the first thing about being female.”

“Look, I pulled your file before talking to you and I saw that you had some acting experience,” said Jared.

“Oh, I did a couple of plays back in high school and college, but it was never that big of a deal. Actually it was just a great way to meet girls since they outnumbered the guys by a wide margin,” I said with a grin, hoping my masculine answer might spare me.

“But you do understand the concept of creating a character and portraying someone you’re not,” Jared insisted, dampening my hopes of getting off the hook.

“True, but I never played a female character.”

“But I assume that you do have some rudimentary knowledge of makeup.”

“Well, yeah, I suppose…”

“Look Tom, I’m not saying that I expect you to become some sort of expert overnight on how women think or behave. I need someone I can trust to get up to speed on the account and do a passable job of pretending to be my wife for one dinner meeting. Naturally I pay for whatever you need in the way of clothing or hair styling or whatever. Just keep receipts and I’ll reimburse you out of my own pocket. I don’t need a paper trail leading back to a nail salon or something. And that won’t be your only compensation. I can improve your job title and put you on the Franklin Dynamics team, if we land the account,” said Jared.

“That’s very generous, but what you’re asking me to do is kind of frightening, really,” I said.

“I’ll throw in a $2,000 bonus.”

“I certainly could use the money but…”

“Fine, $5,000.”

Apparently my masculinity could be purchased for a lousy five grand because I accepted his crazy offer. He gave me a bottle full of the magic pills so that I could experiment with it at home or use it to become female for shopping purposes, and he also gave me a folder with information about Franklin Dynamics and our efforts so far in landing them. It was actually quite interesting reading because I wasn’t usually handed that kind of detailed inside information. It made me feel like I was really starting to move up in the company, even if it was sort of an unorthodox way of doing so.

It was just dinner. One night. Nothing romantic, like being on a date. Like Jared said, I just had to be polite and well-informed. That didn’t seem too hard. Dinner was dinner. I had to eat anyway so what difference did it make if I ate in a dress for one night? No one would know the truth except Jared, and since I was saving his ass he was in no position to give me a hard time about anything.

I had actually been in drag before. When I was pledging for my fraternity in college we all had to dress up like girls and sneak into a female dorm. Once inside we had to take a selfie to prove that we had made it, so we had to dress as convincingly as possible. Some guys got busted right away but I sailed in with no trouble. I suppose my size and slim features probably helped. The dudes who were like 6’ 3” and had perpetual stubble no matter how often they shaved just weren’t going to fool anyone but I never did get caught. I was able to casually stroll in and walk around without anyone really paying me any attention at all. It was satisfying, from the standpoint of succeeding in the frat challenge, but also a little disconcerting that I could pass as female so easily.

This was obviously going to be a different situation in a number of ways. On the one hand the pill would supposedly turn me female so I wouldn’t have to work as hard to “pass” as a girl because I would actually be one, but on the other hand I was going to have to actually engage in intelligent conversation that had some high stakes involved. For the college prank I didn’t have to say a word, just take a picture of myself in the building.

I tried to look at it as an acting assignment, which seemed to help somewhat. The embarrassment of pretending to be a woman was primarily based on the idea that everyone would know that I was really a man and would look down on me for being some kind of a queer. If the pill really worked I wouldn’t have that fear to worry about since nobody would have any reason to suspect that I wasn’t exactly who I was pretending to be. The being female part would come from the bottle of pills, the being the perfect wife to my boss would require a performance.

Although I downplayed my interest in the performing arts back in Jared’s office there was a time where I had contemplated some sort of show business career. I don’t think it’s unusual at all for kids to want to be pro athletes or rock stars or something glamorous and high-paying like that. Ultimately I decided that a career in business was a safer path to follow so I put my acting ambitions away and concentrated on getting an MBA. Now it seemed like both worlds were about to collide in a way and that seemed kind of ironic. Of course none of this mattered if those pills didn’t work and I didn’t turn into a lady. There was only one way for me to find out so I steadied my nerves, poured myself a glass of water, and swallowed one of those little devil drugs.

It worked. Boy, did it ever work!


CHAPTER 3:

I wasn’t just turned into some random female I actually looked surprisingly attractive. I had very round and full breasts, curvy hips, and a pretty cute booty to boot. I wasn’t sure exactly how old Jared was but I guessed that he was probably in his mid to late thirties, or roughly about ten years older than I was, so I would probably pass as his youthful bride without being a totally inappropriate age gap.

The fact that I was so pretty took a little getting used to but I figured it was definitely to my advantage. Regardless of what Mrs. Bradley thought of me intellectually I had a feeling that Mr. Bradley would at least be impressed by Jared’s good taste in women. I was going to try and be a dynamic partner but it was hard to blame a man for having a trophy wife if push came to shove.

I snapped a few pictures of myself and was tempted to show Jared what I looked like right away but I figured that sending him nude selfies would probably send the wrong message. Better to get myself dressed in some nice clothing and fix my hair and face a bit before letting him see the finished product.

Of course I didn’t have any female clothes to wear to the store so I had to improvise a casual outfit that didn’t look totally masculine but that wasn’t so hard to do, aside from the lack of a bra. I just needed a heavy enough shirt to conceal that fact but I had an old college sweatshirt that seemed to do the trick so I felt covered up enough to go out into the world.

It never even crossed my mind that I had a male driver’s license and that the registration and insurance cards were in the name of Thomas Wilkins until I had actually finished shopping and made it almost all the way home. Then I saw a cop car cross the street in front of me and panicked for a moment, but fortunately he wasn’t interested in me so I just drove home as carefully as I could without calling attention to myself.

Jared and I had already discussed the kind of dress I should get for our dinner engagement so it wasn’t too hard to find the right thing, although it did seem too fancy for going to the beauty parlor so I also got a more casual skirt and top combo for running any errands I might have to run prior to the big event.

I also picked up a few cosmetic items that I found surprisingly easy to apply when I got home but I really didn’t need a lot of work in that area. I had certainly done far more complicated makeup applications as an actor and knew what mascara was and how to apply it. My hair I just kind of messed around with using a brush until I fashioned something that looked somewhat stylish and then took a few more pictures. This time I did send them to Jared and was shocked at how fast his response was.

[Wow!] was the first text message I got from him, just moments after sending off the snapshots.

[Glad you like it,] I replied with a smiley emoji.

[Like it, I love it. You look perfect!!!]

I was pleased that he was so pleased with the way I looked but it was also kind of a weird thought to contemplate. The man was my boss, and he knew that I was really a man, so hopefully he was just saying that I looked perfect for the role I was to play and not implying that he had any sort of lustful feelings towards me.

If he did I suppose I couldn’t blame him really. He was just looking at a picture of a woman he had never seen before. The fact that I had been manufactured out of a bottle probably didn’t enter his mind at first glance. My dress showed plenty of cleavage, which I had to admit was rather impressive, and if he was a normal horny guy it would be strange if my appearance didn’t do something to arouse his manly instincts. Even when I was just walking around with no makeup on in my old sweatshirt and jeans I could feel the gaze of numerous male eyes boring into me with every swishy step I took.

That was a strange sensation but not totally without some appeal. It was kind of like that feeling of walking out on stage and taking a bow at the curtain call. All those strangers showing their appreciation for me. Of course I had done something to win that applause but the fact that this was so much easier didn’t diminish the ego boost all that much.

It probably got to be annoying if you lived with it all the time but so would signing autographs and posing for pictures with your fans I imagine. At the moment it just made me feel hot and sexy and attractive. I wasn’t just “passing” for female I was parading my femininity.

I wondered what really was going through Jared’s mind. Was he excited by the idea of having such a beauty on his arm as he walked into the restaurant, or just relieved that I hadn’t turned into a total dog? Maybe he had his dick in his hand as he looked at my photos and was jerking himself off slowly, imagining all the dirty things he’d like to do to me if had the chance. Maybe I should send him the nude photos, I thought, and really give him something to jerk off over.

I obviously had no idea what Jared looked like without his clothes on but suddenly I could picture him standing there with his pants down, working his shaft faster and faster as he thought about my tits. Suddenly I realized that Jared had probably already closed the pictures and gotten on with his daily routine, but I was feeling pretty aroused by the image I had conjured of him jacking off his big cock while he ached to be with me in person.

I slipped out of my dress and stuck a hand down in my panties. I could feel that I was a bit moist down there as I began to rub my pussy. I didn’t have any visual stimulation to help me so I took off my bra and stood in front of a mirror as I began to masturbate.

Obviously I knew what it felt like to stick a finger in a woman’s box, and I certainly felt that squishy sensation, but this time I was also feeling something entirely new and wonderful. The tactile sensation on my fingertips was completely overshadowed by the electrical impulses that were shooting throughout my entire body. It was like jacking off on steroids. I was feeling plenty of pleasure in my snatch but it didn’t stop there, that was more like the jumping off point for a billion little jets of joy.

I wondered what Jared would think if he could see me now in just my panties, furiously diddling myself into a state of bliss. Would he see me as some sort of closeted queen living out a secret homosexual fantasy or just see a hot chick getting really wet and wild?

“Ohhhhhh yeahhhh!” I suddenly shrieked in a kind of chirping wail that caught me by surprise.

My legs were shaking and I felt myself almost going into convulsions or something and knew that I was having an orgasm. It was similar to that moment when I would start to ejaculate as a man but not quite the same. For one thing the orgasm just seemed to keep on going and I didn’t have any desire to stop, despite the fact that I had “climaxed” already.

I wanted more so I stepped away from the mirror and got on my back on my bed and spread my legs open. I barely noticed that I had two fingers inside me now as I was still lost in the haze of the Big O. I’m not sure exactly how long I kept at it before I finally decided to wrap it up but I knew I had discovered something that was going to be hard to resist trying again in the future. Then I laughed when I thought about the fact that I was getting a $5,000 bonus and a title boost for agreeing to take that pill. At the moment it seemed like I was getting the better end of the deal by far.


CHAPTER 4:

I popped the pill a couple more times before the night of the big dinner thing. One was for getting my hair and nails done the day of the shindig, and the other was actually just for the hell of it when I was feeling horny and thought that masturbating as a woman sounded more entertaining than masturbating as a man. This time I was prepared so I watched some porn while I was doing it. The interesting/scary part of that was how much I focused on the naked men in the videos. I knew what having a couple of fingers in my gash felt like but I was sort of curious to know what something larger might do for me.

Although I felt a little gay and guilty I let myself go and imagined myself being in bed with a man like the one on the screen. The guy I was particularly drawn to wasn’t all that handsome but he had a nice body and a very big dick. I didn’t know whether a big dick would actually feel better or just hurt more or something, but I knew it was visually impressive. As a man I was pretty average, and like most men I think, I would have liked to have been hung a little better. It seemed like a confidence booster to have a big pecker and from my temporary female perspective it seemed to give me a thrill to look at a man with a big cock.

Of course it was all just fuel for my imagination while I masturbated. I wasn’t planning on actually ever finding out what it would feel like to have a penis inside me, no matter what the size or shape. It was just kinky fun to pretend, as long as I was trying to get myself into a female mindset for the big night.

When that time came I was glad that I had at least done a little practicing beforehand. I wasn’t scared at all of taking the pill, or worried that it wouldn’t turn me back into a man again, and I had been out in public a few times so even that was no big hurdle. It would be different this time since I wouldn’t just be on my own, and I’d have to play my part convincingly, but I felt up to the challenge.

Jared picked me up at my place, just as if we were going on a date, and I couldn’t help but feel a little excited as he held the car door open for me and I slipped into the front passenger seat as gracefully as I could in my fairly tight dress.

“You look absolutely stunning,” Jared had commented when I had first come to the door, and I rather immodestly had to agree with him in my head.

Once the basic pleasantries were dispensed the ride to the restaurant was all business talk. I think it was partly a test to see how well I had done my homework, and partly because he was more nervous than I was. I think he was afraid that I’d screw something up and blow the whole deal. I decided that I needed to start playing my wifely role right away so I reached over and gently touched his arm as we drove along.

“Darling, don’t stress so much. Just be your naturally charming self and everything will be just fine,” I said soothingly.

“Damn, you’re good at this,” he replied with a smile. “For a second there I almost thought you really were my wife.”

“That’s good. That’s exactly what you need to feel. Tonight I’m not Tom Wilkins, your junior employee, I’m Mrs. Samantha Hamilton, your loving and devoted wife of three years. The more you remember that the more convincing my portrayal is going to be,” I suggested.

“Actually I don’t think that’s going to be terribly difficult. It’s actually much harder trying to remember that you were ever anyone other than the gorgeous creature seated next to me.”

That made my heart beat a little faster for just a moment. I seemed to really be a sucker for flattery and attention. It must have been the old actor’s ego thing.

We arrived at the restaurant first, as I knew we would, and the place was just as elegant and expensive-looking as I expected it to be. It looked like getting a fine meal was another perk of the job since this place was way out of my league, even on date nights. I was more likely to favor some old standby like the Olive Garden, or some local place that I knew for entertaining the ladies. I was definitely stepping up in class in many ways this evening.

When Mr. and Mrs. Bradley arrived I was totally taken aback by how young they both looked. I had pictured a portly, balding man in his fifties or sixties, but Jim Bradley was a very fit-looking man with a tan who probably was pushing forty at the most and his wife June was a very pretty blonde who might have been in her early thirties. They made a very handsome couple I thought, as did Jared and I.

I haven’t spoken much about Jared’s looks, aside from his approximate age, because it wasn’t something that I really wanted to think about. This man was my boss, and someone I saw at work all the time. Tonight I was pretending to be his wife but tomorrow everything would go back to normal and I’d just be plain old Tom again. But at the moment I couldn’t help but notice that Jared was a very handsome man. When I had briefly fantasized about him being naked I had grafted his face onto a pretty hot body, but whatever his body looked like under his perfectly tailored suit I knew he was still a very attractive man. I suppose that made it easier in a way to act like we were really a couple because it wasn’t a totally unpleasant thought to picture myself with a man like that, purely from the aesthetic standpoint. I would watch a couple who looked like us fucking in a video any day of the week.

The introductions were made all around, and I noticed Jim’s eyes fixating on my breasts just a tiny bit longer than was appropriate, but I took that as a good sign. I might not be able to dazzle him with my business acumen but I could always find some excuse to lean forward over the table and let him have a better look down the top of my dress. I figured I needed to use every tool in my toolbox tonight to help Jared and the company and my own career.

“I know it’s clichéd to ask but you make such a cute couple I just have to know how you met,” said June once our drink orders had been taken and we were settled into our seats.

That took me totally off guard. We had worked out a number of details in our fake biography but somehow we had missed that one. I looked over at Jared, who seemed to be quite calm so I hoped that maybe he had already worked something out in his head.

“Honey, do you want to tell them?” I asked hopefully.

“No, dear, you tell it so much better than I do,” he replied casually, tossing the hand grenade back into my lap.

“Well, it was a total damsel in distress situation. My car had broken down along the road, and my phone wasn’t getting much reception at all, so I tried to flag a passing driver down for help with no luck until this incredibly handsome man pulled up and offered to take a look under the hood. He had some tools in his car and he took off his dress shirt so that he wouldn’t get grease on it, and I could see how muscular and toned his arms were. When he got my car running again in no time I knew that it must have been fate that brought us together so I asked him to follow me home, just to be safe, and then I asked him in for a drink, just to be polite, and after a few months of dating he asked me to be his wife, just because it was meant to be,” I said, drawing on all of my old improv training.

“My goodness! That’s the kind of story everyone wishes they had but rarely actually do,” June commented cheerfully.

“I knew you’d be the kind of man who’d rescue a fair maiden...especially such a pretty one,” Jim said to Jared with a wink.

Dinner was a rousing success, as far as I could tell. I jumped in here and there and demonstrated that I wasn’t just a brainless bimbo, and I even managed to accompany June to the ladies room without stumbling, either verbally or physically.

“I must say I’m very impressed,” said June as we were both checking our makeup in the bathroom mirror.

“By what?” I asked a little nervously.

“By you, my dear. You’re playing your part beautifully.”

“What do you mean?” I asked, this time more than a little nervously.

“You understand what it means to be the wife of a powerful businessman. There’s an art to balancing the happy homemaker with the trusted advisor. Most women are lucky to pull off being an attractive accessory on their man’s arm but they lack any real depth or are so anxious to demonstrate their intelligence that they force their way into the conversation. You seem to have the perfect blend of feminine charm and business acumen. And I can tell that Jim is impressed too, although I’m afraid your feminine charm is probably getting the bulk of his attention. You’re really quite beautiful you know.”

“Thank you, so are you,” I replied not thinking of anything better to say on the spot.

“I hope we’re going to become good friends. I would really like that,” said June.

“Me, too,” I said as we finished our touch up work and went back to the table.

I was thrilled to have gotten June’s seal of approval since Jared said her opinion would count quite a lot. She was naturally going to be polite at the table but I got the feeling that ladies spoke a little more freely in the restroom. In any case it didn’t look like I had blown the deal.

“You know, Jim and I are going up to our cabin at the lake next weekend and it would be ever so nice if you could join us,” said June, once we were back at the table.

“By all means. If you don’t mind roughing it in the wilderness,” Jim added.

“That sounds like fun, doesn’t it dear?” Jared said to me, putting me on the spot again.

“Absolutely,” I replied brightly. “I don’t think we had anything special planned.”

“That settles it then. I’ll get you the directions this week. I think we have a lot to talk about and a single dinner doesn’t seem to be quite enough time.”

So just like that I was booked for an encore performance. I wasn’t sure yet what that was going to cost Jared but I knew I was in the driver’s seat. They were expecting the happy couple so he sort of needed me if he wanted to press his advantage in landing the client, although I had to admit that I wasn’t really all that upset by the idea of giving this female thing another whirl. It was actually kind of fun.


CHAPTER 5:

“You were fantastic!” Jared gushed once we were back in the car and heading for home. “You had Jim Bradley eating out of the palm of your hand.”

“I think it was my boobs he was more interested in than my hand,” I joked.

“Well you do have really nice boobs, I mean as far as I can tell.”

I didn’t know how to respond to that so I let it pass and tried to change the subject.

“Did you know they might invite us on a weekend getaway of some kind?” I asked.

“No, I honestly didn’t. I mean I told you that Jim Bradley places a high value on personal relationships but I wasn’t sure how far that extended,” Jared replied. “I figured this dinner was just to make an evaluation of me as a person and the rest of our contact would be in trying to finalize a deal.”

“Are we going to finalize this deal?”

“I think so, but he’s a hard man to read, and I suspect that his wife will have a lot to say about that.”

“For what it’s worth I think she’ll give us the nod,” I said as I then related what had happened in the bathroom at the restaurant.

“That is incredible news,” said Jared. “I don’t know how much the wife really pulls the strings but it’s rumored that she’s the real brains of that outfit.”

“I could see that. She’s an impressive woman,” I added.

“In many ways,” said Jared, which actually made me feel a tiny bit jealous.

“You know I’m going to need to buy more clothes,” I pointed out.

“Of course, naturally. Get whatever you need. Just give me the receipts and I’ll cash you out for them. But I suppose you really want to talk about what sort of additional compensation I’m going to offer for this unscheduled extension.”

“It had crossed my mind but let’s not talk about it now. I had a wonderful time tonight and I don’t want to spoil the mood,” I said.

“I couldn’t have done it without you. You were everything I could have hoped for and more. I can take credit for having had the good sense to choose you but you did all the work. That story was amazing. Where did you come up with that?” asked Jared.

“Oh, we used to have acting classes back in school where the teacher would throw out a scenario as a jumping off point like you’re stuck in an elevator with three other people people. Then everybody has to come up with some kind of conversation off the top of their heads. Maybe you’re late for an important meeting, or maybe you’re claustrophobic and going nuts being trapped in a little room, or whatever you think of. It’s to help you be a character without having the benefit of a script to tell you what you should do or say. It really came in handy tonight.”

“It certainly did. I thought maybe you had seen that in a movie or something,” said Jared.

“Nope. Just pulled it out of thin air,” I said proudly.

“Well you keep doing that and you might just end up with a better office,” said Jared.

“I don’t have an office,” I pointed out.

“You do now.”

So I had worked my way up to having my own office in addition to the promotion and bonus money. Not bad for such relatively easy work. If we landed the Franklin account nobody at the company would think it was all that strange that I had been moved up since Jared had put me on the team. It was a logical move, even if it meant I was jumping over some senior employees who might not be too happy about it. But if we didn’t land the account it would be kind of hard to explain my sudden success.

When we got back to my place Jared went to the trouble of getting out of the car and opening the door for me and I let him. Then he walked me up to my front door and there was a moment of tension where I wondered what he’d do if I invited him in.

“I really have to thank you again. You made what could have been a very messy situation something completely delightful and enjoyable. I’m actually kind of glad now that I screwed up and let Jim think I had a wife because the one I ended up with turned out to be much better than the one I was pretending to have,” said Jared as he stood quite close to me.

“You’re still pretending,” I reminded him.

“I know, but it feels so real.”

Suddenly he kissed me and my senses were all thrown out of balance. I hadn’t expected that, but I couldn’t deny that I enjoyed it anyway.

“I’m sorry. That was totally inappropriate,” said Jared.

“Not at all. It was completely appropriate under the circumstances. We’re going to have to spend a whole weekend together as man and wife so it would be pretty weird if we didn’t show any sign of affection at all since we’re supposed to be a happy and loving couple,” I pointed out. “And you’re a pretty good kisser, for whatever that’s worth.”

I thought he might kiss me again but he just smiled and headed for his car. I suppose I felt a little tingle of regret that we didn’t press the issue once we had started something, but obviously it was better for cooler heads to prevail. A simple goodnight kiss was harmless enough, and understandable since we were both pretty excited by how well the evening had gone. It was hard to pretend to be his loving wife without feeling at least a little something emotional behind it all.

About two days later, when I was getting ready to do some shopping for the trip, I suddenly realized what I had signed up for. This wasn’t a hotel where we could discretely get two beds and no one would be the wiser. The Bradley’s thought we were a married couple and would most likely assign us a room with a single bed. Of course that didn’t mean that we would be required to perform any matrimonial duties, but the thought of sharing a bed with Jared suddenly seemed kind of scary. I was torn between getting the most frumpy pajamas I could find to use as sort of a barrier to any potential advances, or buying something wicked and sexy and blowing his mind when I hopped under the covers with him. In the end I decided to buy both so I could play the situation by ear as things developed.

I felt like I was kind of walking on a dangerous tightrope. I was still a male employee working for Jared in the same office. If it had just been one dinner as planned things would probably go back to normal fairly easily, but that kiss had muddied the waters and the prospect of spending an entire weekend as his spouse, especially sharing a bed, seemed fraught with peril.

While I didn’t consider myself a “Method” actor I knew that you could get so immersed in a part that you started to feel like you really were the person you were portraying. Many famous actors, like Marlon Brando, used that kind of technique to “get into” character. The idea was to draw on personal experiences and feelings in order to “become” a character rather than just playing one. That was very easy to do since I was completely transforming myself physically and not just putting on a costume or a rubber nose. Once I popped one of those pills I immediately though of myself as a totally different person, which of course I was, but that also meant that me true self wasn’t necessarily in total control of my actions and reactions.

Ultimately I trusted Jared to be a gentleman. His kiss had been very sweet, even if it was more than just a peck on the cheek. I was sure he wouldn’t try and force himself on me against my will, but the fact that I had packed a sexy nightgown implied that my will might be a little weak should he decide to test it.

In any event I knew it was going to be an adventure, and whatever happened it would hopefully advance my career at the very least. Sometimes in life you just have to make a leap of faith and this felt like one of those times.


CHAPTER 6:

Jim’s idea of “roughing” it was obviously either extreme modesty or a rich man’s warped perspective on how everyone else saw the world. His “cabin” was a rather spectacular multi-story lodge that had a fantastic view of the lake, which was only a short distance away. It was rustic in the sense that it had a lot of natural wood and logs in the construction but this was no cobbled together shack in the woods. I couldn’t even imagine what it must have cost to build the place, or buy it if someone else had owned it originally.

“Welcome to our humble home away from home,” said Jim jovially as he greeted us upon our arrival.

“It’s quite a place you have here,” said Jared.

“Yes, it’s very beautiful,” I added. “Thank you for inviting us.”

“Thank you for coming,” said June as she suddenly appeared from somewhere.

She was wearing some incredibly tight shorts that seemed spray painted on and the camel tow was unmistakable. On top she had kind of a sleeveless shirt with no bra tied at the bottom so that her perfectly toned stomach was on complete display, as well as a healthy dose of cleavage. I wondered whether Jared was staring at her tits or her crotch, or maybe both. I certainly was enjoying the view from many angles.

“Once you two get squared away in your room come on down and I’ll give you the grand tour,” suggested Jim.

“You may have to wait a while,” said June. “I have a feeling these two are still like newlyweds and they may need some time to square things away.”

A butler, or whatever he was came walking in from our car on cue with our luggage in hand and we were escorted upstairs to our bedroom. I noticed that Jared didn’t tip the guy and suddenly remembered that this wasn’t a hotel and that you didn’t usually tip household domestics. I don’t remember where I learned that but it was somewhere in the back of my mind.

“The room is very beautiful,” I said.

“Yes it is...and so are you,” said Jared as he came over and put his hands on my hips.

“Did you see the way June was dressed?” I asked, trying to change the subject.

“Hard to miss.”

“You don’t think they’re like...swingers do you?” I suggested.

“No, I don’t think so. They both look like they’re in good shape so they probably like to show off their bodies a little.”

“I wonder. I sort of got a vibe that June might be coming on to me when we were chatting in the ladies room at the restaurant.”

“Really? You didn’t mention that before,” said Jared.

“I figured I was just imagining it but now I’m not so sure,” I replied.

“Would it freak you out if they were swingers?” asked Jared.

“God, I don’t know. I mean my only sexual experience as a woman was kissing you on my doorstep.”

“Well you don’t have to do anything you don’t want to do. I’m not going to pimp you out just to win an account, no matter how big it is.”

“You’re really very sweet, aren’t you?”

“Not always, but I feel terribly responsible for getting you into this situation.”

“What about you? Would you be up for a little wife swapping?”

“Do you mean would I like to fuck June? Of course I would. She’s very sexy but that’s a weird line I’ve never crossed with a client before.”

“Well I’m trying to keep an open mind. And I agree with you that June is very sexy, but I think Jim is kind of sexy too. I guess I won’t really know how I feel until I’m actually forced to make a decision.”

“Man I’d really like to kiss you again,” said Jared.

“Well that’s a decision that’s easy to make,” I replied as I put my arms around his neck and initiated the kiss this time.

I had the distinct feeling that I was going to fuck somebody before this weekend was over but I wasn’t quite sure who that might be. June was the easiest solution since I had only made love to women before and didn’t feel quite as intimidated as I did by the two cock-wielding options. Jared was the most likely candidate, since we were pretending to be married and sharing a bed, but that meant having sex with my boss and I didn’t know how that might play out later when this charade was over and I was back to being his male employee. Jim was kind of the wildcard, since I had no idea if my hunch about their swinging was even close to being true, but in the long run it might be the best option since it would keep my relationship with Jared purely professional. Well, as professional as it could be with my tongue in his mouth and his hands cupping my butt cheeks.

We decided not to keep our host waiting but I decided to change into something that matched June’s casual/sexy look and put on some shorts and a halter top with no bra. I got Jared’s vote of approval, which made me happy, and I felt like I was sending a pretty clear message that whatever June was up for I was right there with her.

When we came back down Jim fixed us a drink and then the four of us strolled around the cabin, which was a pretty ridiculous thing to call the place. I wondered just how rich the Bradley’s were and how rich Jared might be. He had a very expensive luxury car but I had no idea what his lifestyle was like outside of the office. He was certainly a lot richer than I was and surprisingly I felt more out of place being the broke one of the foursome than I did being a man pretending to be another man’s wife.

After touring the house we took a short stroll down to the lake where a number of watercraft were docked. The Bradley’s had plenty of toys, that was for sure, but the scenery was still the star attraction. It was an absolutely idyllic location that looked picture perfect in every direction. And it was amazing how much you could hear the sounds of nature without all of the clatter of city noise around you.

It was Friday and Jared had taken off early from work while I simply called in sick so that we wouldn’t be seen leaving the office at the same time. He had then swung by my place and picked me up and we had made the long drive up here so it was getting dark by the time we finished our little tour of the place.

Dinner was ready to be served as soon as we walked back inside. I marveled at the efficiency of that kind of planning and also appreciated it as I had worked up a bit of an appetite. The staff was largely invisible for the most part. There was obviously someone in a kitchen somewhere making all this food but people just kind of popped in to serve something or take something away and then disappeared again. The idea was obviously to create a “casual” atmosphere while still maintaining luxurious service.

I noticed that Jared tried to initiate business conversation several times but Jim didn’t seem anxious to talk shop. Jared couldn’t really push the issue but I had a feeling he was a little frustrated. We weren’t people the Bradley’s had met at a yacht club or something, the only reason we were in their orbit at all was because our company was trying to do business with their company. It wasn’t unpleasant to socialize with Jim and June but it wasn’t the main reason we were here.

After dinner we retired to the game room and shot pool and played darts until our hosts announced that they were retiring for the night. That was our cue to say goodnight and head upstairs. That was also my cue to make the big PJ decision. Hot or wholesome? I suppose I knew the answer to that all along.

I let Jared get in bed first and then popped into the bathroom to change. When I came out I paused for just a moment to make sure that he got a good look at me and then casually came over and climbed in bed next to him.

My outfit had certainly gotten his attention. It was a sheer baby-doll nightie with a sort of a high belt that fastened with a bow in the back. The only other thing I had on was a pair of matching panties. Now it was Jared’s turn to have a jaw dropping moment.

“I think I better go sleep in the pool house,” said Jared.

“Nonsense. This bed is plenty big enough for the two of us,” I replied innocently.

“I’m not sure they make a bed big enough for me to keep my hands off of you when you’re dressed like that. You’re driving me wild with desire.

“Well...maybe that’s exactly what I was trying to do,” I replied as I leaned over and began kissing him.


CHAPTER 7:

Kissing someone when you’re fully clothed and standing up is very different from kissing someone in bed while you’re wearing see-through lingerie. The former is more of a hint of future possibilities but the latter is basically foreplay. Jared was a good man who wasn’t going to force anything so I knew I had a few fleeting moments to change my mind, and change my attire, but I honestly couldn’t think of a really good reason why I should do that. I could think of plenty of possible reasons, but none of them seemed to add up to a big enough excuse to call the whole thing off.

I was curious and I was horny. I had spent the afternoon holding hands with Jared as we walked around or feeling him standing with his arm around my waist. I had been turned on by June’s blatant sexuality, and by Jim’s more understated manliness. But more than anything I felt like Jared and I really did make a good couple. We were so comfortable together and he was so attentive. I was a very minor underling in his corporate world but as his wife he treated me like gold. He showed me the old-fashioned courtesy that men used to show women all the time, but he also treated me like a valued partner. He seemed genuinely interested in my thoughts and opinions, and not just on business matters. And more than that he was fun to be around.

There was no doubt in my mind that I found him attractive and I had spent a lot of time wondering whether that good chemistry between us would translate to the bedroom. Ultimately I knew there was only one way to find out so I reached under the covers and put my hand down his boxer shorts. A moment later it was wrapped around his hard hot flesh and I felt little tingles of excitement all over my body.

We continued to kiss while I stroked his shaft very slowly and I could tell that he was sporting something kind of special in those shorts. I had never had any more than two fingers inside me yet so it was a little frightening to think that I was about to let him put that big trouser snake in my pussy but lots of women seemed to like big cocks so I hoped I would be one of them.

There was another element at play that I’m almost a little ashamed to admit but I did feel a touch of jealousy about the way Jared obviously lusted after June. It was utterly stupid, since Jared was a free man in reality, as I was, and I had lustful thoughts for June too, but part of me really wanted Jared all to myself.

While we kissed Jared reached behind me and unfastened the bow that held my belt on. A moment later he pulled my nightgown off over my head and tossed it aside.

“Don’t you like my outfit?” I teased.

“Love it, but it’s just in the way of what I want even more,” he replied as he reached out and cupped one of my bare breasts.

When I was with a woman I was never quite sure what they wanted or how fast they expected to go, especially if it was our first time together. Some girls seemed to have it all worked out in their head, but no two were ever the same so I always had to try and guess when they might put up the stop sign. Now that I was a woman I didn’t have any thoughts at all other than trying to please Jared as much as I could and letting him take the lead. I felt like he knew what he was doing and that made it all the easier for me to just let him do it.

When he started sucking on one of my nipples I think I actually began to purr like a cat. There was just this kind of a sustained rumble coming from inside me somewhere and I knew it wasn’t my stomach growling from hunger.

“Your cock feels so big,” I whispered as we sort of rested our heads together and nuzzled. “I’d like to see it.”

Jared flipped the blankets down and quickly pulled off his underwear, leaving him buck naked and fully on display. His dick was any day as big as I thought it was, and even more impressive than I had imagined it in my first fantasy about him.

“That’s quite a beautiful cock you’ve got there,” I said out loud, although I think I was planning to just think it as the words slipped out.

“I’m glad you like it. There’s not too much I could have done to change it now if you were disappointed,” he joked as he rolled me over on my back and pulled off my panties.

For a while he just sat on his knees next to me as he fingered my slit. I couldn’t really reach him from his post down by my pelvis so I put my arms under my head and just looked at him. He had a nice body. Healthy-looking I thought. He looked like a man who had made some effort to keep in shape but who was probably too busy with work to find the time to hit the gym a lot or engage in other athletic leisure activities. It was very pleasant to look at him naked, especially while he was fingering me up.

Suddenly he repositioned himself so that he was kneeling right between my legs and a moment later I felt my legs being spread wide apart. He then took his cock in his hand and prepared to put it in me. My heart started to really pound and I was afraid that I might even be breaking a sweat on my forehead.

“I’m kind of scared,” I said very softly.

“There’s nothing to be afraid of. I’ve done this lots of times,” he replied.

“Yes, but I haven’t.”

“Just relax darling. I imagine every girl is scared the first time, but they always come back for more so it must not be too terrible.”

With that I felt him sliding into me and I was shocked at how much my pussy could stretch to accommodate him. Once he had penetrated me he placed himself over my body resting on his outstretched arms and we began to fuck.

He was my boss and I was his employee. I was his wife, but I wasn’t really. I wasn’t even really a woman, but at the moment I was completely female. He was older and I was younger. I was a virgin...well...I was when I got in bed at any rate. All these thoughts sort of flashed through my head in no particular order or pattern. It was all so crazy and improbable and yet it was actually happening...unless this was just a dream, but I didn’t think I was dreaming. If I was it was the most erotic dream I’d ever had.

“Oh, God...oh, God...that’s so good,” I moaned. “I don’t want it to stop.”

“Well I’m not super human,” he teased, “but fortunately we’re just starting so I’ll try my best to give you a decent performance.”

Performance was an interesting choice of words I thought under the circumstances. Was that all any of this was? I knew that I was drawing on my acting background to portray his wife convincingly so were we just consummating that fake marriage as part of the elaborate hoax we were perpetrating? Or had I played my part so convincingly that Jared was swept up in the illusion? I knew he meant “performance” as in a display of stamina but words often had more than one meaning, even if we weren’t consciously thinking of that when we said them.

“You are so amazing,” said Jared, pulling my focus back from my meandering thoughts.

“So are you,” a blurted back.

“We make a pretty good team.”

“I know. It’s kind of wonderful, isn’t it?”

“Yes it is.”

As Jared began to pick up steam and his thrusts became harder and faster I stopped thinking all the random thoughts that I had been thinking. I just thought about how much I loved having this man inside me, and then it became very difficult for me to think of anything at all. There was nothing but the steady rhythm of our copulation and the sound of the bed bucking along in time with us and the most delicious sensation of being full and alive and female. It didn’t matter at all why were fucking. How silly it was to worry about all the tiny details when I could just lay back and feel so incredibly good.

As far as the stamina thing went Jared gave a virtuoso performance as far as I was concerned. I’d never come close to lasting that long. He got me off and then some. I could see he was working really hard from the way his arms were straining but he didn’t stop or even slow down until the big moment when he finally put his cum inside me.

I had never felt so completely satisfied or fulfilled after having had sex before, and yet I still wanted to touch him and kiss him and caress his warm body all over. I had noticed that a lot of girls really seemed to want to cuddle in the afterglow and now I totally understood why. I don’t think I’d ever felt so close to another human being before.

“Now that wasn’t so bad was it?” Jared said with a grin.

In reply I just started kissing him almost frantically and hugged him so tight he probably had trouble breathing. I had no idea that having a man stick his penis inside me would make me feel so incredibly good all over but now that I knew I wanted to feel that way again and again.


CHAPTER 8:

“So how many girls have you fucked?” I asked Jared once we had calmed down enough to become conversational again.

“Just one today,” Jared replied with a chuckle.

“You know what I mean,” I said as I playfully pushed his shoulder. “I’ll bet you’ve fucked lots of girls.”

“Probably not as many as you think.”

“I find that hard to believe. A rich, handsome, stud like you? Actually I’m surprised you haven’t actually gotten married yet, you’re quite a catch,” I said.

“That’s quite flattering, but I’m very focused on my job. When you’re a senior partner in a company like ours you’ve got your own department to worry about but you’re also responsible for everything else that goes along with running a business. I’m far more likely to take my work home with me than to take some woman home,” he explained. “And frankly the whole dating thing can be kind of tedious. Obviously I enjoy getting laid as much as the next man but serious relationships require a lot of work and I don’t spend a lot of time hanging out in places where I’m likely to pick somebody up for a one-night-stand.”

“Still a guy like you should have someone in his life to help shoulder some of the load. Someone to give you nice back rubs to take away the tension and provide a sympathetic ear for your problems.”

“I should probably just hire you to be my wife on a more regular basis,” Jared joked.

“Well I’m always available but you know I don’t work cheap. You’d probably have to make me a junior partner at least,” I said with a laugh.

“Might be worth it. You seem to fit the bill perfectly.”

That was a crazy but wonderful notion. I had actually wondered whether Jared might want to use me as his wife again in the future for other business dinners or things like that. I wouldn’t even mind just doing it with him alone; giving him those back rubs and warming his bed, especially now that we had taken that big step and actually made love.

I slept quite peacefully that night kind of pressed up against his side. While I slept I had a kind of weird dream where I was dressed like a bride but I wasn’t Samantha I was Tom in drag but nobody seemed to notice or care. Even so I felt really nervous like everyone was just playing some big joke on me like in the movie Carrie where the title character gets elected prom queen and then has a bucket of pig’s blood dumped on her head.

In the morning we dressed and went down to join Jim and June for breakfast and a little later in the day Jim finally got around to talking shop with Jared and June suggested that the two of us go for a swim. Fortunately I had bought a bathing suit so once I changed I joined her and we walked down to the lake.

It seemed a little odd to me that the men were doing their business talk in private since June and I had both been part of the previous conversation and I knew how important June was in helping Jim make decisions but I wasn’t going to say anything. I knew Jared would be happy to be making some progress and going for a swim with June sounded like a pleasant way to kill some time.

I had on a very pretty bikini with a floral pattern but June was wearing a robe so I couldn’t tell what her suit looked like until we got down to the water. Then she slipped the robe off and I realized that the only suit she had on under that was her birthday suit.

“I always swim nude,” she explained casually as I’m sure she caught my eye roaming across her very fit body. “Feel free to join me if you like. It’s very private here.”

I didn’t have any particular hangups about being nude, especially in this hot body, so I took off my bikini and noticed that June didn’t hesitate to check me out. She didn’t say anything but she gave me a little smile that made me think she probably approved.

“Are you a good swimmer?” asked June.

“Okay I suppose. I mean I’m not going to drown if I get in the water,” I replied.

“How about a race?”

“I’m sure you’ll win. You look like you’re in pretty terrific shape.”

“Well I do like to keep active but I’m guessing you do too...in your own ways. Come on, I’ll race you out to that little sand bar out there.”

With that June started sprinting for the lake and I was right at her heels. The water was a little cold but it wasn’t that bad, especially with the activity of swimming hard and fast. As I suspected June was quite the athlete and beat me to the tiny island but I wasn’t that far behind her. The sand bar was just kind of a small outcrop that stuck up above the water but there was plenty of room for the both of us to stretch out and catch our breath.

“I knew you’d win,” I panted.

“You weren’t that far behind. I had to put on a little kick there at the end.”

“I suppose this means we have to swim back, unless you’ve got a submarine hidden here or something,” I joked.

“What’s your hurry? This is a nice spot isn’t it?” said June just before she kissed me.

“Yes...it’s a very nice spot,” I replied.

So I had been right about June hitting on me it appeared. I wondered whether Jim was aware of her interest in women but assumed that he did. There were probably all kinds of more discrete places we could have gone if she were worried about her husband seeing us.

Before last night the thought of fooling around with a woman seemed like the most “logical” thing for me to do since as a man I had been exclusively with women, but now that I knew what it was like to have a cock inside me I wasn’t quite sure what to do with June. Fortunately she knew exactly what to do and soon we were both kissing and finger banging each other.

“Is this your first time with a woman?” asked June.

“No, not exactly,” I replied.

“I had a feeling you were the adventurous type. No matter how much we love our men there are times where you just need that female touch.”

I had to take her word for that but she seemed to know what she was talking about and at the moment her female touch was touching all the right spots. I had enjoyed masturbating but having someone else do the job for you was even nicer, especially if you could return the favor.

June seemed very interested in my tits, which were bigger than hers, and I wondered whether girls had “boob envy” the way men compared dick size. June didn’t really have anything to worry about as far as her body was concerned but I really had no idea how women thought about such things.

We fooled around for quite a while and then began a more leisurely swim back. As we got closer I could see that both Jared and Jim were standing there watching us wearing just their swim trunks. It felt a little odd to be getting out of the water naked in front of Jim but Jared was going to see June’s naked body too so the guys must be cool with this.

To my surprise June walked right up to Jared and put her hands on his trunks.

“Do you mind?” she asked me over her shoulder.

“Be my guest,” I replied, not knowing what else to say.

June promptly pulled Jared’s swimsuit down and got on her knees in front of him with his cock in her hand. Jared didn’t need much stroking because he was so hard he popped right out of his pants when she tugged them down so after a little warm up June opened her mouth and started sucking his cock.

It was a moment where I had to make a really big decision in a really big hurry but I didn’t see any graceful way out of the situation. Feeling slightly helpless, but also extremely aroused, I went over to where Jim was standing and pulled his trunks down just as June had done to Jared. Like Jared a serious erection was waiting to burst out, and also like Jared that erection was very big.

Dropping to my knees I grabbed his shaft and gave it a few good strokes before I took a deep breath, opened my mouth, and let his cock slide between my lips.


CHAPTER 9:

I actually wasn’t all that afraid to give head to a man but I was concerned about my lack of expertise. I knew that Jared wouldn’t have any expectations for me since he knew I wasn’t really a girl and I wasn’t gay, but Jim would probably assume that I had been sucking cock since I was a teenager, or at least as long as I had been married. It probably wasn’t going to ruin the deal if I didn’t give him a top quality BJ but I figured a good blowjob couldn’t hurt our chances. I also thought about Jared’s reputation and didn’t want to make it look like his wife didn’t know how to suck a cock. I had no doubt in my mind that June was over there milking Jared’s pecker like a pro.

Fortunately I kind of liked the feeling of a penis in my mouth. It was such an erotic thing to be doing and very deferential in the way we were doing it. Supposedly June and I were both strong women who worked with their husbands as equal partners but at the moment we were servicing their cocks on our knees like we were whores, rented for the weekend and interchangeable with whatever man wanted us at the time.

Of course I didn’t really think that we were being humbled or put in our place as the whole thing seemed to be June’s idea, but I didn’t really mind the thought of showing a little willingness to be submissive to a powerful man. I had discovered how much I liked being eye candy and a sex object. The fact that a man with a big cock could make me drop to my knees and hungrily devour his member just made me feel all the more feminine, which was something that I was increasingly craving.

I did the best I could and found that I could get several inches down my throat without much trouble but most of the time I concentrated on the top portion of Jim’s prick. I knew that’s where the most sensitive area was anyway and it was easy to keep his whole shaft busy using my hand while my mouth worked the tip.

Occasionally I glanced up at Jim and he looked quite content so I hoped that I was doing a good enough job. I tried to steal a peak at Jared and June but couldn’t see them very well. Even though I had worked very hard to make myself feel like I really was Jared’s wife I didn’t feel terribly jealous of the fact that he was getting his dick sucked by another woman. I wondered if I’d still feel that way if I really was his wife, but there was no way to know that and no point in even thinking about it for long. Obviously Jim and June were the swingers I suspected they might be and Jared had no reason not to let Jim’s wife blow him as long as Jim was cool with the idea.

When Jim started to ejaculate I was startled but I didn’t let it put me in a state of panic. My lesbian experience had gotten me in a super horny mood to begin with and the kinky thrill of giving my first BJ made me ready to try just about anything, even swallowing another man’s cum.

It didn’t really taste too bad, in fact there wasn’t much of a taste at all, just more of a texture. The few times I had been blown as a man the girl always spat out my jizz into a tissue or something, and that always kind of bothered me, so I was certainly not going to be that kind of a girl. Once I started the job I was damn well going to finish it properly I thought.

I stayed on my knees looking up at Jim hoping for his approval which I got. He stroked my head and told me what a fantastic job I’d done while I licked my lips and smiled. Then I turned to watch June going to town on my “husband’s” dick and waited patiently for her to finish him. She may have won the swimming race but I got my man off quicker so now I could just relax my jaw and enjoy the show.

Jared lasted a couple of minutes more but soon he was pumping his seed into June’s waiting mouth and I wasn’t surprised at all that she slurped it all down as I had done. June seemed like a woman who had probably consumed a good deal of bodily fluids in her time, both male and female.

After Jared had finished we all got in the water and splashed around for a bit. Hopefully this was exactly the kind of “personal relationship” the Bradley’s were hoping for when they invited us on this trip and hopefully it would seal the deal and land us the contract. I knew it was an excellent business arrangement for both companies so obviously the main thing in Jim Bradley’s mind was whether or not we were fun people to party with. It seemed to me like we were passing that test with flying colors.

When we got out of the water I noticed that someone had brought out a little cart with towels and robes on it so we dried ourselves off and covered up and walked back to the house. Jim and Jared just tossed their swimsuits on the cart so I did likewise with my bikini. Presumably someone would come along and fetch the stuff once we were out of sight.

Back up in our room Jared had such a worried look on his face I was afraid something terrible had happened. He rushed over and put his arms around me.

“I am so, so, sorry. I had no idea that was going to happen, you’ve got to believe me,” he gushed, looking like a man in total agony.

“Oh, is that all it is?” I replied. “From the way you look I was afraid we might have lost the deal or something.”

“You mean you didn’t mind?”

“No, not at all. Of course I really wanted you to be my first. I was going to surprise you with that tonight,” I told him.

“My God, you are full of surprises,” he said.

“Good ones I hope.”

“The best,” said Jared as he kissed me.

“I suppose I lost my bargaining position by not pretending to be upset. The way you looked I probably could have negotiated for just about anything,” I joked. “But I never want to lie to you and it was terribly sweet of you to be so concerned about me like that.”

“You don’t have to negotiate with me. I want to give you anything I can,” said Jared.

“Just as long as you give me that big cock again tonight I’ll be happy,” I replied. “I want to enjoy it as much as possible while I still have the chance.”

As it turned out I didn’t have to wait for bedtime to feel his manhood inside me again. We decided to take a shower together before getting dressed and that led to a lot of slippery flesh being pressed together, which led to a lot of kissing and touching, which led to me being turned around with my back arched and my hands on the wall as Jared took me from behind.

It was a fantastically sensual fuck with the water cascading down on us and his hands grasping my tits as he pounded my snatch. I started out whimpering but before long I was making much louder gasps and cries which reverberated around the walls of the shower. Someone probably could have heard us if they were passing our room but I didn’t care. I was a bitch in heat and needed as much fucking as I could get.

Three different people had caused me to climax today and I still had the taste of Jim’s cum on my tongue as Jared pumped a load into my pussy, but of all three Jared was still the top of my list. It seemed like everything he did just made me like him more and more. If I was a real woman I would probably fall madly in love with him, I thought, but I knew that was just a fantasy and that this whole weekend was only pretend. Even so it was a delightful fantasy and I was going to enjoy it as much as I could for as long as it lasted.


CHAPTER 10:

After dinner we went to the game room again but nobody was playing darts tonight. The wife swapping was in full bloom and soon the four of us were either naked or on our way there. There was an old-fashioned jukebox with actual records in it which was blasting away, adding to the party atmosphere. I don’t even remember how it all got started but I don’t think there was a lot of conversation beforehand. We were all consenting adults who knew what was going to happen so we just went for it.

While Jim and June were certainly a handsome couple who would probably find all kinds of partners for whatever kink they were into their normal demeanor made them seem much more conservative and down-to-earth. When Jared told me that Jim was very interested in Jared being a married man I assumed it was because he saw that as a sign of stability and someone who appreciated family values. Obviously what he was really hoping for was that Jared had a hot young wife who wouldn’t mind sucking his cock.

Jared was sitting on a couch with June perched on his lap bouncing up and down merrily while Jim had me bent over the jukebox so that he could hump me from behind. The music was really loud from that position but I could feel the bass thumping in my stomach which only added to the enjoyment, although I would probably never hear Chubby Checker’s “Let’s Twist Again” without getting horny.

This backdoor sex was really enjoyable I thought, even if my tits were kind of squished against the glass dome of the record player. I liked the animalistic intensity of it and it seemed to bring out the real beast in a man. Jim wasn’t taking it easy on me but I knew I could handle it, even if he was hung like a horse. I was squealing with delight in no time at all and didn’t even think about what Jared and June might be up to.

Both men showed excellent stamina and I’m sure that June felt as thoroughly fucked as I did once the men had deposited their loads inside us. Apparently that wasn’t the end of the party as June took me over to the pool table and had me sit on the edge of it. Then she spread my legs open and started to lick my pussy much to the delight of the guys who were enjoying a drink on the sofa. It was obviously a definite advantage to have a bi-sexual wife if you were into this kind of partying because the ladies could keep on plugging with no trouble while the men tried to recover for another round.

After I had cum for June I hopped off the table and plunked her down in my place. I also spread her legs open but instead of letting them dangle over the edge I placed her feet on the rails and shoved her upper body down on the felt so that she was lying flat as I went down on her sweet muff.

This was territory that I was quite familiar with having performed cunnilingus with virtually ever woman I had ever been with. It was actually kind of a specialty of mine and I think it was born out of my knowledge that I didn’t have a tremendously big cock, or the kind of virility that men like Jared and Jim had, so I tried to make up for that by being a first rate pussy licker. It certainly seemed to be working on June as she was creaming in my mouth in no time at all and begging for more.

“Fuck me, you really have been with other women before,” she moaned.

“Didn’t you believe me?” I asked.

“I wasn’t sure. I thought you might just be saying that because you thought it’s what I wanted to hear.”

“Nope, I’m a bean licker from way back,” I joked as I returned to the process of driving my host wild with my patented tongue and finger tricks.

June never got to get up from that position because Jared soon appeared and took my place, although instead of eating her out he started fucking her soaking wet gash. Then Jim grabbed me and put me next to June and shoved his tool into my waiting slit. As we were getting boned side-by-side June grabbed my hand first and then we turned our heads so that we could kiss while the boys kept up their steady drilling.

I had never had this much sex in so short a time, and certainly never had sex this wild and uninhibited before. It surprised me a little how comfortable I was not only being naked in a group of people but also simultaneously engaging in all kinds of sexual activity.

Somewhere along the line the men switched up and the husband’s finished in their spouse’s snatch. I was flat on my back locking lips with June when it happened so I couldn’t see what kind of signal they may have made, but maybe they had already planned this in advance when June and I were muff diving. It didn’t matter one way or the other. I liked getting fucked by two studs in a row and I especially liked that Jared was putting his cum inside me again. That was becoming kind of an obsession of mine.

When the festivities ended nobody bothered to pick up their clothes or put on robes or anything as we all just said goodnight and walked naked back up to our rooms. We were planning to leave shortly after breakfast tomorrow morning so this was probably the end of the swinging portion of the weekend but it definitely wasn’t the end of the sex as far as I was concerned. I still needed to suck Jared’s cock and there was no way he was getting out of there before I had tasted his essence.

Back in our room I had Jared sit on the edge of the bed while I got down on my knees again and started to stroke him back to life. His dick had already had a busy day and I couldn’t blame the man for not jumping right to attention but I knew that I could nurse him back to life with my gentle touch, not just stroking his shaft but rolling my thumb over the head of his prick.

“You’re very good at that,” Jared commented.

“Let’s just say it’s something I’ve had a fair amount of practice with,” I replied, not wanting to dwell too much on the fact that I was a man with a dick of my own.

“You’re quite a gal,” Jared said with a laugh.

“That’s what all the boys say,” I joked in reply. “Now I don’t have much experience at all with this next part but I want to suck your cock so bad that I’ll do whatever I can to make it good for you. I don’t expect high marks for technique but you won’t find me lacking in enthusiasm.”

That was certainly true, at least the enthusiasm part. I did feel an almost desperate need to have his cock in my mouth, and once it was there I was not disappointed. My experience with Jim was obviously not just some kind of novelty thrill because I was completely savoring the taste and smell of Jared’s meat in my mouth. He wasn’t really my husband, and he wasn’t even my boyfriend, but in a way I still thought of him as my man, and I probably always would, which might complicate things back home but couldn’t really be helped now.

As I continued to slurp on his love pump I found that I could get more and more of it down with greater ease. I didn’t know anything fancy to do but I figured that the more of his sword I could swallow the better.

“Oh, God honey...you’ve got nothing to worry about as far as technique goes. You’re getting a ten on my scorecard, that’s for sure,” said Jared in sort of a half-moan.

Whether it was true or not didn’t matter as I lapped up his praise as greedily as I was attacking his hard cock. I knew I wasn’t really great at giving head yet but I sure wished I’d have the chance to get better someday. As far as I knew this was probably the last time I would ever suck a man’s dick, unless I treated Jared to a little wake up oral action so I wanted it to be an awesome experience for both of us.

When he finally began to pump his sperm into me I noticed that he tasted a little different than Jim. More flavor in general, and kind of a saltiness. I wondered whether anyone had ever told him what his cum tasted like, but I didn’t really want to know the answer at that moment. I just wanted him for myself for the final few hours we had together.


CHAPTER 11:

“You sure had these guys pegged as far as the swinger business was concerned,” Jared commented as we lay in bed together relaxing in each other’s arms. “I really didn’t see it coming at all.”

“I also was right about June being hot for me,” I said as I proceeded to tell him all about my “swimming” adventure.

“You seem to be better at reading people than I am. That’s a very good skill to have. I don’t always pick up on the signs, at least not right away.”

“Feminine intuition I guess,” I said with a laugh.

“You’ve got feminine everything in spades.”

“I’ve got to earn my keep somehow.”

“You’ve more than done that already. I have no idea how I’m ever going to repay you,” said Jared.

“Let’s wait and see whether we actually win the account before we start popping the champagne,” I suggested. “Jim Bradley may think we’re hot social partners but he’s also got a board of directors to deal with, doesn’t he?”

“Yes he does, but he has a controlling interest so the final decision is his.”

“Then I guess there’s not much more we can do but wait for him to make his mind up,” I said.

“Or wait for June to make it for him.”

“Hey, I’ll happily lick her pussy again if you think that would help.”

“Damn, you looked so hot doing that. That’s an image I don’t want to get out of my head anytime soon. Just like the look in your eyes right now. I want to cherish that memory for a long time.”

We started kissing but I think we were both honestly too tired to really take it to the next level. We had a long drive tomorrow and wanted to get an early start so sleep was actually a more practical option even though I did have a little trouble passing out despite my fatigue.

My mind was abuzz with so many thoughts and feelings and emotions. I was exalting in the triumph of my performance and the fact that I had exceeded Jared’s wildest expectations, but I was also sad fearing that it was coming to an end. And I worried about how things would be back at the office. If we landed the Franklin account it would be spectacular, but it would also mean that I would be working more closely with Jared on a regular basis. In some ways it would be easier for me just to go back to my old job where I rarely had to interact with him directly at all.

And what if one of us wanted to put the whole thing in the past and the other didn’t? That could be a huge problem. I might still look at Jared and lust after him, even when I was male, or he might be so appalled by the thought that I had been so intimate with him that he would just fire me, or try to reassign me to some other division so that he wouldn’t have to think of me ever again.

Finally I convinced myself that these were unknowable variables until we actually got back to “normal” and saw how things shaped up. I was hoping to use this as a stepping stone up the ladder at work but even if I did end up getting let go I didn’t regret a single thing I had done this weekend. It was the best time of my life and a chance to experience a world I would probably never have access to. And most importantly I discovered what a terrific guy Jared was and I wasn’t about to blame him for any decision he made that he felt was necessary. I just hoped that somehow things would work out for the best in the long run.


CHAPTER 12:

After I had gotten home on Sunday I stayed female as long as I could, only changing back on Monday morning just in time to get my male ass into work on time. Everything was just as I had left it and just as I remembered it yet everything had changed. I knew there was a world out there where people indulged in all sorts of activities that I had only ever read about or seen in some movie. I knew that behind the door to Jared’s office was a handsome man that had taken my virginity and I could still picture the taste of his semen in my mouth.

I had my new title but my office wasn’t ready yet so I settled down at my old cubicle and tried to concentrate on my work. If I did end up getting fired I didn’t want it to be because I had suddenly become lousy at my job.

Over the next few days I only saw Jared once or twice, and only then when he was walking from one part of the building to another. He didn’t seem to be looking for me or making up any excuses to call me into his office so I assumed that he was probably avoiding me. That might be a good thing for both of us, as long as he was able to simply forget about me, but I couldn’t help but feel a little hurt by that. I definitely hadn’t forgotten anything about him or what we had shared.

It wasn’t until Friday afternoon, fairly late in the day, before I finally got the summons to come to Jared’s office. I went there with the same nervous trepidation I had when I went on that fateful day that started this whole adventure.

“So, ah...how have you been?” asked Jared once I had closed the door and taken a seat.

“Oh, busy. Just working,” I replied.

Jared seemed kind of uncomfortable and I was afraid that he was going to tell me that he didn’t want me around anymore but he had something else to say entirely.

“Look, I don’t know how you’re going to take this, or how you might feel about it but I thought I’d ask anyway,” Jared started out a bit hesitatingly.

“What’s on your mind?” I asked.

“Well next weekend there’s this fundraising dinner sponsored by my college alumni association. I’m on their donor list, and they have these social functions sometimes to raise money, and I usually just send them a check and blow off the dinner, but this time they want to give me some kind of an award for having donated so much money or whatever and I think it might not be bad for business to show up and collect the thing. There are a lot of movers and shakers at those dinners and you never know what kind of opportunities might turn up,” Jared explained.

“Congratulations,” I said.

“The thing is I’m going to need a date and I honestly can’t think of anybody I’d rather go with than you...well, I mean you as Samantha.”

“That’s what I figured you meant,” I said with a laugh.

“It’s formal so you’ll have to get an appropriate gown, which I will pay for naturally, but it’s not at all part of our original agreement so I don’t know what sort of additional compensation you might…”

“I would be thrilled and honored to be your date and the dress will be compensation enough, although I will probably need some jewelry to go with it,” I said.

“Absolutely. I should have thought of that,” said Jared.

“You know, I’ve had the time of my life pretending to be Mrs. Hamilton. If you wanted me to come over for pizza and beer and watch a ballgame or something I’d be there in a flash. I will gladly be Samantha whenever and wherever you need me,” I said.

“That is such a relief. I hoped that you might feel that way but it’s such a big thing to ask someone to do.”

“I’m happy to do it,” I said with a smile. “Hey, by the way, any word from Franklin Dynamics yet?”

“No, not yet, but they’re obviously in no hurry to make a decision,” said Jared.

“Keeping my fingers crossed,” I said.

“Me too.”

I was walking on air as I headed out of his office. Instead of disaster I had been given a gift from the gods. I was going to be Samantha again and Jared’s date for a swanky dinner affair.  Obviously I wouldn’t know anybody there and I wasn’t a member of the alumni so it might be a pretty boring event but Jared wanted me at his side. Out of all the women in the world he could have picked he picked me.

I tried not to read too much into that. He had mentioned the possibility of making business contacts so it made total sense to have me along since we had made such a good team before. And I was convenient. If he called up some woman in his little black book she might not be available, or might assume that he was looking for something more long term than just a single dinner date. And I was sure thing. No matter what else happened that night he was certain to get his dick wet. I was like an in-house escort service, only I had turned down my opportunity to get paid for my efforts. It was a pretty good deal for him all around.

I couldn’t wait to go shopping for my new gown and decided to spend some time doing my research before making a decision. I also decided that I would spend a bit more of Jared’s money than I usually did if I needed to. I wanted to knock his socks off, and be the most drop dead gorgeous woman I could be. I wanted the kind of dress that would make every woman wish they had it and every man wish they could take it off of me.

I finally found what I was looking for and it actually wasn’t as expensive as I thought it might be. It was a sleeveless, scoop-neck, trumpet dress, made of satin but covered in this beautiful gold sparkly material. The neckline scooped, but it also plunged quite a bit and that’s when I discovered gel lift pasties. They were these little adhesive silicone pads that you put on your boobs when you couldn’t wear a bra. They provided lift and support and totally concealed the nipples while being virtually undetectable under a low cut dress.

For the jewelry I went for things that I thought were pretty but not too expensive. I had worn some very simple but tasteful things to my first dinner date but I knew I needed to up the glamour factor this time around.

It was the longest work week of my life waiting for the weekend to arrive and for my chance to let Jared see me all dressed to the nines with my hair done in a very elegant do. I thought I looked beautiful, but that’s always in the eye of the beholder so I very much wanted Jared to behold me and give his approval. In any case it would be too late to pick something else if he didn’t like it so we were both stuck either way.


CHAPTER 13:

“Darling you look absolutely ravishing!”

Apparently Jared approved of my dress.

“Ravishing? I don’t think I’ve ever actually heard someone use that word in real life,” I joked.

“Well it suits you, especially the way you look tonight,” Jared replied. “But I think we might want to do something about that necklace.”

“Why? Don’t you like it?” I said a little crestfallen that I had failed in my choice of jewelry.

“It’s lovely, but I think this might look even better,” said Jared as he produced what was obviously a box from some fancy jeweler. “Go ahead. Open it.”

I took the box from his hand and opened it slowly, almost as if I was afraid to see what was inside. Once I did get the lid off the stunning necklace that I saw before me literally took my breath away.

“Oh, my God! Are those real diamonds?” I asked.

“They better be or I got rooked,” Jared said with a laugh.

“I can’t accept this.”

“Of course you can. I knew you’d never buy anything like this, even with my money, so I wanted to get you something really nice.”

“But it must be so expensive,” I protested.

“Men buy expensive gifts for women all the time.”

“I know, but I’m not really…”

“Yes you are,” said Jared cutting me off. “Whenever you’re Samantha you’re as complete and real a woman as I’ve ever known. So don’t give it a second thought, and don’t spoil my fun, and let me put this on you.”

“Yes, dear,” I replied with a little smile.

Jared took the necklace out of the box and came around to stand behind me. Then he fastened the piece to my neck, just like people in the movies or TV commercials often did. I felt like a princess, bedecked in jewels, on her way to a ball. Cinderella was probably a better analogy because this glamour was only temporary, but at the moment I was on top of the world.

“Can I go see how I look in it really fast?” I asked as I started to turn for the door to my apartment.

“Here, I’ll save us some time,” said Jared as he pulled out his phone and snapped a picture of me. “Now you can admire yourself all the way over there and we won’t be late.”

Jared must like me, at least on some level, I thought. I couldn’t just be convenient. I’m sure he could have hired a car load of escorts for what he must have paid for that necklace.

The dinner was in a big ballroom with lots of mirrors so I had plenty of chances to check myself out along the way. I was so vain as a woman, but I couldn’t help it. Being pretty all the time was hard work and I took it very seriously.

We spent some time mingling and Jared introduced me as his wife Samantha. Most people took it in stride but a few seemed surprised that they didn’t know he had gotten married, but everyone seemed very impressed by his choice of a spouse.

Jared had warned me that the food at these things often wasn’t all that great, despite the high cost of admission, and he was right, but I didn’t care at all about that. I was just happy to be there and basically picked at my food in a ladylike fashion anyway.

After dinner there were some speeches and then the awards were handed out. I was so proud of Jared when his name was called and he went up to accept his plaque. I thought he looked fantastically handsome in a tuxedo. Some men look like a waiter in a tux and some look like James Bond. Jared definitely did not look like a waiter.

After dinner there was dancing with a real orchestra playing a lot of “oldies” and whatnot. I wasn’t sure how well I could dance, especially in my gown which clung to my curves like it was glued on, but we mostly just slow danced, and Jared knew how to lead me around so that I didn’t make a fool of myself. At first I thought the sentimental music was kind of corny, but as I melted into his arms and rested my head on his shoulder it seemed like the most romantic music I had ever heard.

It wasn’t all fun and games as Jared did spend some time schmoozing with some potential clients but I was right there doing my best to help make a good impression. I had no idea if it would generate any new business but it certainly generated a lot of men staring at my boobs.

Finally it was time to go and I wondered what would happen next. We hadn’t planned anything or discussed what we might do later so I just sat in the car and let him drive for a while.

“Is my place all right?” He asked.

“Perfect,” I replied.

It was perfect as far as I was concerned. I was happy to be going anywhere with him and I did want to see where he lived.

When we got there I was impressed, as I knew I would be, and he gave me a quick tour of the place but we were both desperately horny and dying to be together again so we ended up in his bedroom pretty fast and the kissing started immediately.

“I can’t stop thinking about you,” he whispered.

“I can’t stop thinking about you,” I whispered back.

“That dress is so beautiful but I want you to take it off.”

I smiled and did as he asked, needing a little effort to get it over my hips and onto the floor.

“Wow, you don’t have any nipples,” he joked. “You like a Barbie doll or something.”

“Oh, shoot, I forgot about those,” I said with a grin as I peeled off my pasties.

“You look so ravishing.”

“There’s that word again. Does that mean you’re going to ravish me?”

“Oh, yes, you can count on that,” said Jared as he started to undress.

“Let me help you with that,” I suggested.

Of course my idea of “help” was simply pulling his zipper down and whipping out his cock so that I could squat down on my high heels in front of him and give him head, but he was quite capable of getting the rest of his own clothes off I figured.

“You know, sometimes I forget myself and I feel like we’re really married,” said Jared as I feasted on his manhood. “It feels so natural to introduce you as my wife. You’re exactly the kind of woman I would have wanted to marry had I ever married anyone. You’re everything I’ve ever wanted in a woman.”

Except being an actual woman I assumed he meant without saying it. His words were meant as praise, and I usually couldn’t get enough of that, but I felt sort of sad all of a sudden knowing that some other woman would eventually become the real Mrs. Hamilton and I would go back to being my boring old male self. We couldn’t keep this ruse up forever and he was too fine of a catch to stay single indefinitely.

I suppose that was the first time I admitted to myself that I was in love with him, not that I was about to let him know that. I didn’t want to spoil the evening. He did obviously have feelings for me, which made my heart sing, but I also knew that I couldn’t be so selfish as to expect him to put other women on hold for my benefit. He deserved a real wife who could be his mate 24/7, and maybe give him children someday.

After blowing him for a while he said he wanted to take me to bed so I stripped off everything except my fancy new necklace, and my “wedding ring” that I never took off when I was Samantha, and waited patiently on my back for him to come and take me. As I felt that incredible surge of passion the moment his cock entered me I wanted desperately to blurt out my true feelings but I managed to hold that information back. There was no point in thinking about the future when my man was deep inside me and I was able to show my love through my body. If he saw it my eyes I couldn’t be blamed for that. I didn’t know any acting tricks to conceal that sort of thing.

“Oh, God...I love you...to cum inside me,” I cried out as he began to ejaculate, catching myself at the last moment.

Jared was busy grunting and filling me with sperm so I’m not even sure that he heard me. Still it made me happy that I was able to slip it into the conversation without getting totally busted.

We spent a beautiful night fucking and kissing and caressing and talking in between before we both finally ran out of gas and slept quite soundly. I didn’t really need to sleep that night because I was already living in a dream.


CHAPTER 14:

Unlike the Bradley’s, Jared didn’t have cooks and servants and whatever so I slipped out of bed very quietly in the morning and found my way to the kitchen. I could certainly cook well enough to whip up a modest breakfast, and I hoped that the gesture would be the main thing anyway. I had just finished when Jared strolled in wearing some boxer shorts he had thrown on.

“So that’s where you are,” he said with a smile. “I was afraid you had run home.”

“No chance of that,” I replied.

“Did you actually make breakfast?” asked Jared, suddenly realizing what I had been doing in the kitchen.

“It’s not much, but I hope you like it.”

“You didn’t have to do that,” Jared protested.

“A wife’s duties don’t end in the bedroom,” I joked. “Now come sit down and eat before it gets cold.”

It was probably kind of a silly picture with him in his boxers and me naked under an apron I had found, but still wearing my necklace. And in a weird sort of way it was making me almost more horny than when we were in the bedroom together. The domestic nature of making breakfast for my man made me feel so womanly and warm and satisfied. I had learned how to cook to save money in the days right after college when I was just starting out in the business world and couldn’t really afford to buy all my meals prepared for me. I had never taken any particular pleasure from it before but it made me very happy to cook for Jared.

We made love right on the table after breakfast, and Jared invited me to spend the rest of the weekend with him but I didn’t have any clothes other than my ballgown so I told him I’d take a rain check on that, as much as I would have loved to have spent as much time with him as possible.

Somehow I knew that we would be together again. We had to. We just fit so well together and we both knew it. I was even more convinced of that when I got home and heard a knock on my door which turned out to be a delivery of flowers with a lovely card. Whether we wanted to admit it or not it certainly appeared that we were having some kind of a love affair, and I didn’t have the strength to fight it.


CHAPTER 15:

Jared stopped looking for excuses for me to become Samantha and it became our usual habit for me to change on Friday after work and spend the weekend with him, always making sure to be home on Sunday night so that he didn’t have to be there when I changed back on Monday morning.

Sometimes we went out and sometimes we just stayed home. I had several drawers in his dresser and space in his closet where I kept a variety of clothes and things so that we could do whatever we felt like doing on the spur of the moment. When I started running low on pills he got me a huge bottle so I sometimes turned into Samantha at home during the week just because I enjoyed the feeling so much. It also meant we could have long phone conversations together.

Finally the news came that Franklin Dynamics had accepted the deal and the Bradley’s wanted us to join them for another weekend outing to celebrate. We both knew what that meant but I felt comfortable enough in our relationship for us to fuck different partners again so we agreed to join them on their yacht, where we would sail to their beach house down the coast.

It was funny that we even had to discuss the idea of swinging, since we had already done it with the Bradley’s and knew that they were a sexy and attractive couple, but like I said Jared and I were in an undeclared romance and possessiveness tended to go along with that kind of attachment.

There was no man on the planet that I wanted to fuck more than Jared Hamilton, but Jim Bradley was a fine alternative, as was his wife for that matter. I had really enjoyed my lesbian romp with her and even watching Jared bone her was pretty entertaining. Of course that was the first time around Jared and I didn’t have any kind of a relationship at all. We had just fucked for the first time in a weekend that turned out to be full of sport fucking so it was no big deal who was doing who. And if we were actually married, or in an openly committed relationship, I would hope that our bond would be strong enough that we knew what we were doing with other partners didn’t mean anything. It still didn’t mean anything, and we seemed to have become very close, but neither one of us had used the L word or talked about where we might be heading with all of this.

The important thing was that our efforts had finally paid off and we had landed a very big account that was going to help the company enormously. It was time to relax and celebrate.

I bought a mesh monokini that was totally see through and basically just had a little strip at the bottom that went right up my snatch and butt crack. I didn’t know how long I might end up wearing it, considering how casual nudity seemed to be the order of the day around the Bradleys, but I thought it looked hot and I felt super slutty wearing it so I figured it might get some use along the line between the boat and the beach.

When we got to the pier where the Bradley’s yacht was docked there was someone waiting to take our luggage onboard right behind us. Jim and June were waiting for us with drinks in hand so the party got started the moment we hit the deck.

I don’t know anything about boats or yachts or whatever it was technically called but I could tell it was big and fancy. The interesting thing was that I never felt like Jim and June were trying to show off with all their expensive possessions, or cared about impressing anyone. They just liked what they liked and had the money to get whatever they wanted. I couldn’t imagine what that would be like but I was certainly enjoying my little taste of the good life.

Jim had kissed me on the cheek when we arrived but June had kissed me square on the lips and held it a lot longer than a friendly greeting. I was taken by surprise but I certainly didn’t mind it. I wondered whether I really was bi-sexual. As Samantha I had enjoyed sex with both men and women, and as Tom I still liked women but I now had lustful feelings for Jared. I would probably have sucked his cock right there in his office at work if he wanted me to but I knew that he didn’t.

Jim and Jared were the only combination in our foursome that didn’t fuck each other and I just couldn’t imagine that happening, although with Jim and June it seemed like anything was possible when it came to sex. Even so my “intuition” told me that Jim was totally straight and he probably was.

In a way it was too bad that Jared wasn’t bi-sexual. It would have made things a lot easier. He could have had me anytime he wanted in whatever body he felt like fucking at the moment. I would obviously be his bottom as I couldn’t even fathom the idea of putting my dick inside him but I would gladly let him do whatever he wanted with me.

That thought passed out of my head pretty quickly as Jim and June showed us around the yacht. We weren’t going very far but apparently it was going to take a few hours to get there, despite the size of the boat. Jim explained all the reasons that had to do with wind and tides and shipping lanes and whatnot but it all went in one ear and out the other. It was a three-day holiday weekend so even though we were leaving on Saturday morning we didn’t have to be back until Monday night and the yacht looked perfectly comfortable for whatever we might be inclined to do along the way for fun.

Jim and June were already in bathing suits so the first thing we did was go to our cabin and change into swimwear. Jared got his first look at me in my monokini and couldn’t keep his hands off me. He pulled me down onto his lap as he sat on the bed and easily got a finger past my tiny suit bottom and into my cunt as I put my arms around his neck and kissed him vigorously.

“I know Jim’s going to fuck you but I want you to remember that you’re my woman,” Jared said rather seriously.

“I’ll never forget that,” I replied. “I promise.”

I was surprised that Jared had said that because we had never been that direct about stating our status before. It made me kind of tingle hearing him say it. I also wondered whether he was having second thoughts about this whole wife swapping business.

“We don’t have to do this if you’re uncomfortable with it,” I told him. “We could say I wasn’t feeling well and was afraid that the boat trip would only make it worse or something like that.”

“That’s okay. I don’t want to spoil the weekend. I think I just got a little jealous thinking of you being with another man.”

“Well you have nothing to worry about. It doesn’t mean a thing to me. You’re the only man I care about,” I told him reassuringly.

Since our hosts were waiting for us I didn’t really have time to get off but I was certainly warmed up and ready for action. I was also feeling pretty thrilled by the way we had spoken of our relationship and I thought that maybe it was finally time to tell him that I loved him...but first I had to go suck another man’s cock.


CHAPTER 16:

“You look absolutely adorable, doesn’t she darling?” said June as I came up on deck.

June had come over to check out my suit and stuck around to put her tongue in my mouth. A moment later her husband was right there with us.

“Yes she does. I’m so glad things worked out the way they did.”

June continued to kiss me while she slipped her hand easily under my suit, just as Jared had done, and soon I felt her fingers working her magic on my gash. Jim got behind me and pressed his crotch up against my ass as he reached around and played with my tits. I tried to look around for Jared but it was hard to move my head the way June and I were kissing so much but I assumed that the was somewhere nearby watching the show.

“I have a yummy idea,” June whispered in my ear before she led me to the back of the boat where there was a large cushion on the deck.

She had me get on my back and I saw Jim walk over and pull off his shorts. There was his huge cock, twitching with anticipation and glistening in the sunlight. I pulled my legs back and placed them over Jim’s shoulders as he got down and prepared to fuck me. Meanwhile June had removed her bikini bottom and was straddling my face. A few moments later I felt Jim enter me and June lowered herself down to where I could service her muff with my mouth.

“Come on, there’s room for four,” I heard her say and assumed she must be talking to Jared.

Out of the corner of my eye I could just see Jared standing next to June and I knew that she either already had his dick in her mouth or would at any moment. So there were were as a happy little quartet, with the girls as the links and the guys as the end of the chain. I reveled in the raw carnality of it all. I knew I could be faithful as a bird dog to Jared if he asked me to be, but there was also a wild side of me that I never knew existed.

I loved flaunting my body, whether it was just my legs in a short skirt, or my boobs in a low cut top, or in some barely there outfit like the one I had on at the moment. Let ‘em look, I thought. There was plenty there for one to feast their eyes on. But I didn’t want to just be looked at and admired from a distance, I wanted to be touched and petted and pampered and pounded. I wanted to kiss and hug and suck big cocks and lick sweet pussy. I was even ready for anal and going to offer my ass to Jared the next chance I got, if Jim didn’t get to it first.

A lot of people would no doubt call me a slut or a whore for the way I craved sex but those words didn’t have the same impact on me that they might have had on someone who had been born and raised a girl. I’d never had anyone tell me that my dress was too provocative or warn me that getting an “easy” reputation would ruin my life. I’d never had the fear of having to tell my parents that I was knocked up or knowing the very real danger of being sexually abused or assaulted.

I grew up a guy, where the guys around me all seemed to believe that getting laid was just about the only thing in life that mattered. Proving your virility was something that every man understood. You were born with a natural impulse to put your seed into as many women as humanly possible but society put up tons of roadblocks to make that difficult. It may have kept the population somewhat in check but it didn’t take away that burning desire. As Samantha a door had swung wide open for me to get more sex, and better sex, than I had ever imagined possible. I saw no reason why the fact I was female should make me live by a different set of rules. Since it was vastly easier for me to get laid this way I wasn’t going to squander those opportunities. If someone looked down on me for it that was their problem.

There were times these days where I sort of wished that I had been born a girl. It might have been fun to grow up with a different set of friends and play with different toys and develop a different view of the world. And most importantly I’d be a real woman now and able to give myself to Jared completely.

On the other hand I might never have met Jared and instead grown up with a lot of hangups about sex and ideas about “proper” feminine behavior that had been drummed into my head since birth. On the whole I was happy the way things had turned out, especially since it met getting to be with Jared, if only for a short time.

Although we all climaxed at slightly different times the four of us all got our rocks off and June even managed to squirrel away a little of Jared’s cum which she shared with me right after taking the bulk of his load down her throat. It was just that kind of weekend.

Next on the agenda was sunbathing so I finally took off my bathing suit but I was glad that it had at least gotten some use. It really didn’t prevent anyone from having access to any part of my body and it was so transparent that I really didn’t need to be naked.

The men dutifully rubbed suntan lotion all over us, not failing to cop a feel here and there, even in places where the sun didn’t shine, and they brought us drinks and gave us back massages. It was nice to be pampered like that but I knew we deserved it. June and I would obviously do anything to make our men happy so it was nice to know that we were appreciated.

Lunch was fantastic. More like eating at a fancy restaurant. Of course the yacht had plenty of staff on hand to see to our every need. And somehow most of them managed to disappear in between performing their duties, much like at the lake, so it often felt like we were the only four people onboard.

A little later Jared disappeared with June somewhere and Jim took me off to one of the cabins. Jim lay on his back on the bed with his enormous hard on sticking straight up in the air and I climbed on top of him, with my ass towards his face in the sixty-nine position. I kicked things off by stroking his pole before sticking it in my mouth and soon Jim was lapping at my pussy while he used his thumb to rub my clit. I don’t know if it was the waves outside or the waves of pleasure that were crashing around inside me but I needed to keep a firm grip on his cock to keep my balance.

Somewhere on this tub Jared and June were doing dirty things together and that was okay. Jared had declared that I was his woman and nothing would ever shake that no matter how much my body was shaking from ecstasy at the hands of another man.

Jim held out a little longer than I expected but it wasn’t from a lack of trying on my part. I was bobbing my head up and down on his rod like some demented woodpecker but the man resisted as long as he could before blasting a serious load of jizz into my mouth. I sucked and swallowed and licked up everything I could but some of it just ran down my chin and coated my lips. It seemed like more cum than a man should be able to produce in once session but to my credit I got most of it down.

There wasn’t a lot of cuddling with Jim, which was fine by me, even though I was a total cuddle bunny. That was something that Jared and I shared and it always made our lovemaking all the more special. I knew that Jim respected me as an intelligent and capable woman but it was probably easier for me to deal with the situation if I thought of myself as just some bitch he was busting a nut into. I could be that girl pretty easily if Jared wasn’t involved.

The time passed very quickly and pleasantly on the yacht and soon we were docked at the Bradley’s private pier at their beach house. We had already eaten dinner on the boat so after a quick tour of the house, which once again was only a “beach house” because it happened to be on a beach, Jared and I finally got to go up to our room.

I headed for the bathroom and shoved a ton of lube up my anus before walking back out in the nude and tossing the tube to Jared. I then got on top of the bed on all fours and looked over my shoulder at him.

“You want to fuck me in the ass?” I asked casually.

“Ah...sure,” Jared replied, a little stunned by this turn of events.

“Then grease that pole and get to work.”


CHAPTER 17:

Somewhere in my twisted mind I think there was the thought that if I could show Jared how good it was to take me up the ass and have me suck his cock he might just accept me in drag. I knew from my college experience that I could do a really good job of presenting my male self as female, and I could surely do much better now that I had all these real life womanly experiences under my belt. It certainly wasn’t the only reason I was inviting him to do anal, since I wanted every part of my girlish body to be open for his pleasure, but it certainly played a small role in my hurry to see the deed done.

Jared didn’t waste much time getting right up behind me and I soon felt the slippery tip of  his dick poking around the opening of my alternate entrance. Then very slowly he let an inch or two slide inside me and I clutched the blankets tightly because it actually hurt a bit, but I didn’t cry out or let on that I was in any discomfort.

Mercifully Jared didn’t go too fast or too deep and pretty soon I started to relax enough to let go of the blankets and use one of my hands to reach back and play with myself. That helped enormously because whenever I got really aroused I seemed to block out any thoughts of pain or fatigue. A well-hung man can stretch you in delightful ways but he can also leave you walking bowlegged for a while.

It was a different sensation but surprisingly hot. I didn’t expect to get much pleasure out of it, other than the pleasure of pleasing my man, but I was honestly enjoying myself very much. When I suddenly started to cum it was one of the most intense orgasms I had yet experienced and that caused me to start crying out almost uncontrollably.

“Oh, God! Oh, my fucking God! Oh, YESSSSS! Oh, YESSSSS! Oh, God honey...you’re making me cum so hard...I love having your big hard cock in my tight little asshole...I love it so much...I love you so much…”

I think I literally bit my tongue trying to stop the words from escaping my lips but it was too late. I felt like some silly dumb bitch. What kind of a woman would finally reveal to her man that she loved him while he had his dick up her ass? Hopefully he hadn’t noticed or would simply chalk it up to my delirious state of mind. Fortunately he started pumping his cream into my anus shortly thereafter so he might very easily have missed the whole thing. Or so I hoped.

“So you’re in love with me,” Jared commented very casually once we were snuggling up after my anal deflowering.

“Oh...you heard that,” I said.

“I think the whole house probably heard that. You were getting kind of loud there honey.”

“Look, I didn’t mean anything by that. You can’t hold a woman to what she says in the throes of an orgasm,” I protested.

“So you don’t love me.”

“Oh, God! Yes, I love you. I assumed you sort of knew that but we had never said it before so I thought we were trying not to but then you butt fucked me and it felt so incredibly good that I had this huge orgasm and I just let it kind of...you know...slip out,” I said sheepishly.

“It doesn’t matter what prompted you to say it, I’m just glad that you did,” said Jared soothingly.

“So you don’t mind?”

“Why would I mind? I love you madly and I’ve been dying to say it too. I guess I was just waiting for you to make the first move because I was afraid that I was reading too much into things.”

“Thank goodness! We can say it at last. I love you darling. I love you with all my heart and soul!” I cried.

“And I love you my angel. You’re the best thing that’s ever happened to me,” Jared replied. “I love you more than I thought I could ever love anyone.”

“Wow, that’s a relief...but it’s kind of a problem too, isn’t it?”

“I don’t think it has to be.”

“I wish that were true but I don’t see how. I mean you deserve to have a real woman in your life. A wife who can be a comfort and a support to you through all your days...and nights. I mean I’ll gladly take those pills anytime you want but I have to turn back into a man and go to work too.”

“Yes, that is a consideration,” said Jared as he rubbed his chin thoughtfully. “I especially want your help now that we’ve landed the Franklin account. You’re largely responsible for that and should be handsomely rewarded.”

“I’d love to be of any help that I can and honestly I can do a lot more than just suck the client’s dick,” I said.

“I know that,” Jared said with a laugh. “But you do it so well that you can’t discount its impact on the deal making process...although your pussy licking skills may have actually done even more. I think June has a bit of a crush on you. Even when I’m in the middle of screwing her she finds excuses to tell me how lucky I am to have you, and how extraordinary you are, and how passionate you are.”

“She doesn’t.”

“No, she really does.”

“That seems rude.”

“What can I say? My wife is so hot that every man and woman on the planet wants to fuck her. I’m just going to have to deal with that and make sure that I never take you for granted because you’ve obviously got plenty of options.”

“I don’t want options, I want you. I just don’t know why you’d want me only part time.”

“Any time that I spend with you is time that I cherish.”

We kind of let the subject drop because I suppose there really wasn’t much more we could say. I couldn’t go back in time and change my birth so we would always have to deal with my dual identity, although to my great joy it sounded like Jared was willing to work with that.

Samantha was different than Tom in a lot of ways but I was still basically the same person. Samantha had access to a different world and lifestyle, and different assets that could be exploited, but underneath it all we shared a heart and a brain. I knew that I could love Jared as either person so maybe he could learn to love both sides of me as well.

All that mattered that night was that we both had confessed our truest and deepest feelings for each other. It was a strange time and place to do it considering the fact that we’d more than likely be switching partners again the next day, but I wasn’t going to be picky about the scenario. It was a glorious moment in my life...and it was all due to the fact that I had invited a man to fuck me in the ass.


CHAPTER 18:

The rest of the weekend went pretty much like I expected it to. There was some really great food, some swimming and game playing, and a whole lot of fucking in various combinations of people. Jared and I stopped talking about a future together as a couple but did spend some time talking about the future of the company and how the deal we were now celebrating would impact our business.

Even when we were alone and weren’t trying to impress anyone Jared seemed to really view me as an important collaborator. I was encouraged to express my thoughts freely and openly and Jared shared the type of information with me that probably only a handful of well-placed executives were privy to. Was he just so blinded by the majestic beauty of my bosom that he lost all sense of reason or was I really that smart?

Jim and June were staying on at their beach house for a little while so we had the yacht to ourselves, aside from the crew, as we sailed back on Monday morning. I certainly enjoyed the company of the Bradleys but it was nice to be alone with my man for the journey home.

When we finally got back to the pier that we had departed from on Saturday morning I was pretty worn out from the long weekend of shagging. I almost felt like I was going to doze off as Jared started to drive us home. I guess I didn’t even notice that he skipped the freeway on ramp and took the coast road instead.

The sun was just starting to go down as Jared pulled over and I suddenly realized that we were on one of those scenic lookout points that people were supposed to stop at and take pictures of the ocean from. It was getting kind of dark for photography so I wasn’t sure why Jared had stopped here, or why we were going in this direction at all, but it was a truly lovely sunset so I followed him sleepily out of the car and over to the railing.

Suddenly Jared got down on one knee and for a moment I thought he must have dropped his keys or something. I was about to bend down and help him look for them when he produced a little box from his pocket and held it up.

“My darling, I know we’ve been pretending to be man and wife but I can’t imagine going through life without making it real. I know I just hired you to do a job, and you did it brilliantly, as you seem to do everything. I know you’re wearing a fake wedding ring right now but perhaps you’d like to exchange it for the real thing.”

With that he popped the box open and revealed an absolutely stunning ring. That woke me up in a big hurry.

“Would you marry me...I mean, really marry me, legally and officially and for all time?” asked Jared.

“Oh...my...God!” I squealed. “What did you pay for that?”

“Don’t worry about that,” Jared said, sounding slightly annoyed.

“Well somebody has to if you’re going to go running around buying expensive jewelry all the time.”

“You haven’t answered my question,” Jared pointed out.

“Darling, you know I’d marry you in a heartbeat if I could, but how would we make that work?”

“The solution is very simple as far as I can see,” he replied. “You just stop taking those pills and remain female for the rest of your life.”


CHAPTER 19:

I suppose the answer had been there all along but it had never actually occurred to me. Maybe I wasn’t as smart as I thought I was, or maybe it just seemed too easy. It was true that I had to take a pill to turn back into a man so it naturally followed that if I stopped taking them when I was already female I would just stay that way.

There was no reason I couldn’t continue to do my job as a woman, but there was no reason why I really needed to if I was married to Jared. I’d still be an asset to the company as his glamorous and competent wife but I’d also strive to be an asset in his home life as well. It was probably better all around for me to just quit my job as Tom and resurface later as Jared’s wife Samantha. Nobody knew much about his personal life anyway and no one would ever suspect that some guy who used to work in the office had become female and married his boss. Less gossip that way and nothing complicated to explain.

We obviously couldn’t have a huge conspicuous wedding since Jared had been passing me off as his wife for a while now and it would look kind of strange if he was seen marrying the same woman all over again, but that was fine with me. I didn’t need a big ceremony, the ring on my finger was big enough to make me feel a bride.

“Of course I’ll marry you,” I finally blurted out after making the poor man wait an eternity for my answer.

“Thank God. I wasn’t sure there for a moment,” he replied as he got up from the ground.

“I was, but I had to get all my scatter-brained thoughts in line first. I think you kind of overloaded my mind there,” I joked.

“We have so much to talk about,” said Jared.

“I know, but first you have to make love to me,” I said.

“Of course. Just as soon as we get home.”

“No, now.”

“What? You mean right here?”

“Yes.”

“What if someone else pulls in and sees us?”

“It’s getting dark. Who’s going to stop at a scenic overlook when you can’t see the scenery? And besides, who cares if they see us? We’re in love.”

With that I walked over to the edge of the rail and turned to face the darkened sea. I put my hands on the metal barrier and bent my back.

“Are you coming?” I asked with mock impatience.

“I imagine I will be very soon,” Jared replied with a wicked grin as he got behind me and pulled his dick from his pants.

I was wearing a fairly short skirt so that posed no problems and my thong underwear was also easily brushed aside so in no time at all my man...my fiance...was thrusting away inside me. There was just the faintest trace of the sun and soon the land would be illuminated by moonlight, which all seemed very appropriate and symbolic to me. I was saying goodbye to one life and hello to another.

“I promise you I’m going to try to be the best wife a man ever had,” I moaned over my shoulder.

“Just be yourself and I’m sure you will be. And you know I’ll do anything to make you happy. Take you places, buy you things, whatever you want.”

“Take it easy on the buying me things until I’ve had a chance to go over your finances. I don’t have any idea how rich you might be.”

“I think you’ll be pleasantly surprised. And at least I know you didn’t marry me just for my money.”

“God, honey, with a cock like that I’d marry you if you were a homeless beggar. I’d be willing to support us both if that’s what it took,” I said.

“And I’m sure you could, but let me do that for a while.”

“Okay. I can work on my cooking in the meantime.”

Then we stopped talking and I just held on to that rail for dear life as Jared began to unleash his real thunder inside my box. For a moment I was afraid he was going to fuck me so hard that I’d go right over the barricade and fall into the ocean but I held my grip and cried tears of joy at the beauty of the moment and the brightness of the future and the wonderful good fortune that had brought me to this strange and unexpected twist in the road of life.


CHAPTER 20:

I doubt if anyone at work really noticed or cared all that much that I was gone. It wasn’t like I was unpopular, but I had never made any close friends there and I was a pretty insignificant drone slaving away at my little cubicle until I was magically promoted, which probably did cause some resentment. It was a big company and people came and went all the time.

A lot of people in the office probably had no idea that Jared was married. There was no announcement at work and nothing seemed to change so whenever somebody did find out they just assumed that he had been married all along and kept it to himself. That was the way Jared was at work, all business.

Our wedding was small but lovely, and nobody knew that the rare vacation Jared was taking was actually a honeymoon but I packed my best bridal lingerie and let him carry me over the threshold so I got the whole newlywed treatment even if I had been playing the role of his wife for some time. That was basically just a dress rehearsal I guess.

When I had started out on this crazy adventure I was hoping to climb the corporate ladder in a hurry and it looked like that plan was succeeding spectacularly. I had hoped that if I played my cards right I might even be able to parlay my willingness to be emasculated into a junior partnership someday. It might have happened but an office with a view, and a promotion, and a raise seemed so very trivial compared to the partnership I was offered instead. I had a lifetime partnership with a wonderful man that I loved dearly and I knew that the fringe benefits of being his wife were far better than anything any company could have offered me.

And of course I really never left the business because Jared kept me in the loop about everything and there were always old clients to be entertained and new ones to be enticed and I was ready willing and able to do whatever it took to help in that process. Some men liked to keep their business life and their private life completely separate but Jared wasn’t one of those men. We were partners in everything and even talked about starting a family once we learned that I was capable of getting pregnant. Of course I’d be the senior partner in that endeavor as he’d only have to ejaculate while I’d carry the child around in my body for nine months and then go through the process of actually getting it out, which honestly scared the hell out of me, but not to the point that I wouldn’t consider doing it.

Married life was bound to be full of choices and challenges and decisions that had to be made and we’d make them together, as partners should. Fortunately it was our teamwork that had brought us together and hopefully it would help keep us together for a very long time.


AUTHOR’S NOTE:

I was just thinking about business and the way young ambitious people often try and cut corners...or throats...to get to the top as quickly as possible. Those little perks and bumps in status or pay being a perpetual carrot on a stick leading them always onward and upward. I could see how a bright young man with his eyes on the prize might be willing to do just about anything to move up a few rungs on the corporate ladder, even allow himself to be turned into a woman and presented as the wife of his boss.

Once I was rolling in that direction my hopelessly romantic heart took over and it became a story about a different kind of ambition...the ambition to find true love and settle down with your soul mate.
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