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CHAPTER 1:

I'll admit it. I've always been open to new ideas and experimentation, especially when it came to sex. My dad split when I was very young and I never heard from him again, which left my mom kind of scrambling to make ends meet. That often meant being left to my own devices, which was okay in a way because I think it helped me develop an active imagination, but it also allowed me to kind of roam freely and grow up maybe a little too fast.

I wasn't usually the instigator but if someone had a bottle of booze or a pack of cigarettes or a joint or whatever I wasn't about to turn it down. I liked being part of the group, whatever group I happened to be in at the moment. That was another trait I developed early on; the ability to adapt to a wide variety of social situations. In some ways it was almost as if I didn't have a real clear defined personality of my own. I was sort of a chameleon who just blended in with the crowd.

Sex was something else that I was introduced to fairly early on in life, and as long as I'm confessing things I will confess that it was with another boy. I had been sent to a summer camp, which was sort of a big deal for my mom to pay for, and I had kind of been hanging around this guy named Jimmy Drake. One afternoon he took me over to this little tool shed that I think was supposed to be kept locked but usually wasn't and he broke out a cigarette that he had somehow smuggled in and we shared it.

While we passed the cigarette back and forth Jimmy started bragging about all the sex he'd had with the girls back home, which I kind of doubted, but he did seem like the type of guy who might attract a lot of female attention. What I knew about sex was all from watching pornography so it was interesting to hear about it first hand from someone who might have actually done it.

Somewhere along the line we got to talking about penis size and Jimmy dared me to compare erect dicks. I certainly knew that I wasn't hung like some of the guys I had seen in videos, but we were both just teenagers so I figured I had as good a chance as any of winning. The dare part was that the loser had to give the winner a hand job, but I wasn't really thinking about that as we both pulled down our pants and whipped out our peckers. It just seemed so nasty to be smoking and jerking off in secret.

At the flaccid stage it looked like a tie to me, but as we stroked ourselves into hardness it became apparent that Jimmy definitely had the edge. There was an old yardstick lying around the shed and we used that as a marker which did confirm that Jimmy inched me out in the size competition.

I honestly didn't think he'd really want to collect on the bet, both being guys and all, but he insisted that I pay up so I nervously reached out and took his cock in my hand. Then I just did to him what I had been doing to myself and found the experience so exciting in a way that I almost ejaculated without touching myself. When Jimmy did ejaculate he just let it fly and it was kind of fascinating to see someone cum from a different vantage point. It was also kind of fascinating to know that I had made someone else cum, even if he was a boy.

Even though my first practical sexual experience was homosexual in nature it didn't seem to stick with me as I grew up. We were just a couple of goofy kids messing around, it was no big deal. I knew that I liked girls and I did everything I could think of to make myself as popular with them as I could.

As an adult I had a pretty shitty job that didn't pay very well, and I never quite grew into the looks that automatically turned women's heads, but I think I had a pretty good personality and a sense of humor, and most importantly I was always very concerned about tending to my partner's needs. I guess that part of my first experience kind of stayed with me because it was always such a rush to get another human to experience an orgasm.

I don't know if any of this little preamble justifies or even explains my future actions that I will be describing for you in due course, but hopefully it gives you a little insight into my thinking and my behavior.

My story really begins when I answered an advertisement that I found in some dark and dirty corner of the Web that offered good pay for an adventurous and discrete young man who was open to sexual experimentation. A wise person would probably tell you to run from such a proposition without hesitation but it was kind of the kinky sort of dangerous thrill that was right up my alley, especially when I was in a sort of raunchy mood, which I was at the time.

There was a brief phone interview conducted supposedly by the advertiser's assistant of some kind, and she seemed pleasant enough, although not very forthcoming with specific details of the job in question. Apparently I impressed her enough to get an actual face-to-face meeting with the client, a wealthy businessman aptly named Gerald Fortune.

I was still very much in the dark about what sort of a job I was applying for but felt good about myself for making it to the next round, whatever the job might be. If I didn't want to do it I just wouldn't do it. It seemed safe enough on that level, and I now knew who I was dealing with and where he lived, so it wasn't like meeting some random stranger in a dark alley or something.

The man's house was even more impressive than I had imagined, although I had done a little Internet research on him before coming to the interview. He seemed to have his hand in a number of different business enterprises, and was politically connected as well. At least if he paid by check it looked like there was a good chance that it wouldn't bounce.

I was met at the door by some sort of butler, I guess, although he wasn't wearing a tux like the ones in the movies. Then I was ushered into a room where I met the voice from my phone interview, Jane Randolph. She turned out to be a rather attractive and smartly-dressed woman of about 30 or so who was even sexier than I had imagined when I could only guess as to her appearance. Having a sexy phone voice doesn't automatically mean that the person on the other end is actually attractive at all, so it was kind of nice to see how well the voice and the body fit together.

"Now you do understand that whatever is discussed tonight is to be kept in the strictest confidence," said Jane as she handed me a Non Disclosure Agreement on a clipboard.

"I didn't know that I was going to have to sign something just to have an interview," I said as I looked over the document.

"As you can see it's fairly simple and straight-forward. Mr. Fortune is a rather high-profile individual and we would rather not have the...proclivities of his personal life sold to some tabloid or used against him by one of his business rivals," Jane explained.

"Well I was interested enough to come here and now I'm even more intrigued to see what this is all about so what the hell...I'll sign away," I replied cheerfully as I affixed my signature to the page.

"Very good. Now if you will kindly come this way Mr. Andrews I'll see that Mr. Fortune knows you're here."

"You can call me Tom, if you like," I said feeling kind of jaunty for no good reason considering the complete mystery I found myself enveloped in.

"Alright...Tom, just have a seat in there and Mr. Fortune will be with you shortly."

"Aren't you going to be joining us?" I asked hopefully.

"I think you're barking up the wrong tree...Tom," said Jane with a slightly sinister smile.

I wondered if that was her way of telling me that she was a lesbian. That would be kind of a shame, I thought, although I would sure like to be a fly on the wall in her bedroom if she was. I'd always had a thing for lesbian sex scenes and Jane would be a fantastic subject to fantasize about.

I had very little time to do any more daydreaming about girl-on-girl pussy licking as the door soon opened and the great man himself appeared. He looked like his photos, so I knew it was actually him, but I was a little surprised by his kind of commanding presence. That's one of those things that some people have and some people don't. Gerald Fortune was definitely one of those who had it.

"Good evening. Thank you for coming Mr. Andrews. Can I get you a drink?"asked Fortune in a friendly manner after giving my hand a firm masculine shake.

"Only if you're having one," I said.

"Fine, then let's just get down to business, shall we?" said my host as he took a chair near mine and beckoned me to sit down again.

"Sounds good," I replied.

"Have you ever heard of something called Nightshade?" Gerald asked.

"Yeah, I've read about it. I saw a video once where a guy supposedly took the stuff and turned into a hot chick but I figured that was just some kind of computer trickery. CGI, or whatever they call it."

"I can't speak for that specific video but I can assure you that the drug does work that way in actual practice. I've seen the results for myself and they can be quite spectacular."

"Really? You've just seen the results or tried it yourself?" I ventured to ask boldly.

"I've never personally had any desire to take that particular trip but I have done extensive research to ensure that the product is both safe and effective," explained Mr. Fortune. "I have every confidence that it will work as advertised."

"Okay, so if you don't want to take a walk on the wild side and see what it's like to be a woman why all the research?" I asked.

"That's very simple. It's because I want you to take it."


CHAPTER 2:

"Me? Why?" I stammered once I realized that he wasn't joking.

"I want you to pretend to be my girlfriend," Gerald replied in a surprisingly casual tone of voice.

"Well, again...why?"

"Let's just say that I travel in certain circles where the greatest possible bargaining chip you can bring to the table is an offer to let someone sleep with your significant other."

"I find it hard to believe that a man like you has difficulties in getting dates," I said with a laugh.

"No, that's generally not a problem," said Gerald, managing to not make it sound like bragging. "A date isn't sufficient for the task at hand. I could hire an escort, but it wouldn't be very convincing. And actually springing such a proposition on someone I was actually dating could be a very tricky thing indeed. I've actually tried it before and it didn't go well."

"I can imagine."

"What I need is someone who can invest the time in creating a convincing illusion of being in a relationship with me without the risk of actually becoming emotionally involved. I'd need to show you off a bit so that people would come to accept you as a part of my life. And before you suggest a porn star, or some other kind of actress, or a real woman of any kind, let me say that what I really need is a stunningly attractive woman with a man's sensibilities. This is not a particularly good climate to be suggesting to a woman that I would want to use her body as a bargaining chip to further my business enterprises. The last thing in the world I need is to get caught up in some sexual harassment bullshit or something."

"What makes you think that I won't be just as offended by the idea as a woman might be?" I suggested.

"For one thing you're still sitting here asking questions as if you're interested in the job. For another, being a man, you don't have a lifetime of socialization that instills the idea of what a good girl does or doesn't do. Anything that even hints at prostitution will usually send a woman running for the hills, even if they're perfectly happy to spread their legs in exchange for expensive gifts. I hate to sound so misogynistic but I think you probably know what I mean."

"Not the expensive gifts part but I think I follow you," I chuckled.

"From your phone interview I gather that you're not too happy with your current job and that you don't have any serious commitments in your social life."

"Sad but true," I replied with a shrug.

"You would be paid handsomely on a weekly basis for as long as your services were required. Ms. Randolph would give you your schedule for the upcoming week, along with your paycheck from the previous week, and the rest of the time you would be free to live your life as normal, except without the burden of having to go to a job you don't care for and a substantial increase in your personal wealth."

"Okay, that all sounds great, but let's come back to something you said earlier. I gather that once I take this drug and become female at some point you're going to try and pimp me out to some guy who expects to have sex with me. I mean that is the ultimate goal of this exercise, isn't it?" I asked as forcefully as I could manage.

"Yes, absolutely. Under the best of circumstances, from my perspective, you would be having sex with whoever I deemed it necessary that you have sex with," Gerald replied with equal, if not superior force.

"What makes you think I would do that?"

"Why not? You told Ms. Randolph that you were open-minded sexually. It isn't like you have a reputation to protect. It would just be meaningless sex. From what I understand, from those who have taken the pill, it's really no big deal to play for the other team once the drug has kicked in. I have no idea what your personal preferences are, and I do hope that the situation isn't unpleasant, but it's basically a job, first and foremost. If you have fun doing it, so much the better. If not, just think about how much money you're making and ask yourself if it's really that much of a sacrifice to make for such a reward."

"All right, you make a good point. But if I'm going to convince anyone that I'm actually your girlfriend I'm going to have to convince everyone that I'm actually a girl, which is something I don't know the first thing about," I pointed out. "The drug may give me tits but what do I know about makeup and hairdos and all of that stuff?"

"The first few weeks will be devoted to your training along those lines. Ms. Randolph has excellent taste and perfect poise. It will be her job to whip you into womanly shape. Then when she thinks you're ready we can begin to work you into my social set."

My twisted mind flashed back to my lascivious thoughts of Jane the potential lesbian and how much fun it would be to see her going at it with another babe, but how much more fun it might be to actually be the other babe. In any case the thought of spending some quality time with the lovely Ms. Randolph was a definite selling point. And if she wanted to literally "whip" me into shape I was down for that too, as long as she wore some sexy dominatrix outfit while doing it.

I tried not to think too much about the sex with men part. Giving up my job was no great loss so even if I only managed to string this gig along for a month or so I would have a nice little bankroll and a weird sort of vacation. I mean they couldn't force me to actually go through with it if I really didn't want to, and maybe Gerald was right that the drug would help put me in the right frame of mind for such activities. I mean I had given a guy a hand job before and I hadn't turned to stone or needed years of therapy to recover from it. And being the girl I wouldn't have performance issues to worry about. I could just lie there and let the man do all the work. I'd certainly seen enough porn to know how to at least pretend that I was enjoying myself.

"Ms. Randolph will also see to it that you have everything you need in the way of clothing and accessories and whatnot. It's important that you dress the part so your wardrobe will be quite nice, I assure you," Fortune was saying, snapping me out of my lesbian reverie. "So what do you think?"

"I think it's just about the craziest thing I've ever heard of...and that I'm the man for the job," I said with a grin.

"Hopefully the woman too," Gerald grinned back. "Now, how about that drink?"

"Why not? I think I could use one right about now."


CHAPTER 3:

I felt kind of intoxicated by the time I left Fortune's mansion, but not from the booze. My head was swimming with the idea of getting close to Jane, and spending time in such a swank environment, and having more money than I had ever had before. And yes, truth be told, I was a little turned on by the kinkiness of the whole project. I wondered what it would feel like to have tits and a pussy. I'd lived roughly two and a half decades with the body I had now so the idea of trying a new one on for size seemed totally unreal.

Ironically, despite signing that NDA, there was no contract of any kind once I actually accepted the job. I suppose I had already agreed not to divulge any personal secrets, and it was probably best not to have a paper trail concerning the details of our arrangement, which may not have been strictly legal for all I knew. I would just be one of the many, many people on his payroll so it would look like a legit job, as far as taxes were concerned.

I had a couple of days between the time I quit my job and had to report for my first day of girly school and I spent a lot of it watching lesbian porn...just in case. I watched some straight porn as well and tried to picture myself in the female role for a change, but that didn't seem as enjoyable as imagining myself doing the deed with another chick.

When the big day arrived I reported for duty at Fortune's place and was once again ushered in by the doorman, or whatever he was. Jane greeted me and we ended up sitting outside on the patio overlooking the pool.

"What do you usually drink?" Jane asked.

"I don't know. Beer mostly, I guess. Or maybe rum and Coke when I'm at a bar," I replied.

"Why don't we try something a little more feminine? How about a strawberry daiquiri or a Mai Tai? Those both have rum in them," she suggested.

"Sure, whatever you think."

She pushed a button on an intercom that I hadn't even noticed built in to the table and placed our drink order as if we were at a hotel or something. We chatted then chatted a little more about nothing in particular until our drinks arrived. This was a type of high living that I wasn't accustomed to at all.

"So what made you take the job?" Jane asked as we sipped our fruity girlish drinks, which I found surprisingly tasty.

I was tempted to say I took it largely because I was hoping for a chance to lick her pussy, but instead I kept that information to myself.

"The money, largely," I replied. "And my general sense of curiosity I suppose. It's not every day that someone offers you the chance to try out an entirely different body."

"I'm glad to hear you say that. An open-minded sense of curiosity should be very helpful in doing this. It really is a pretty unique opportunity to discover life from a completely new perspective, although I have to warn you that being a woman can be more complicated than you might think."

"How so?" I asked.

"Well there's often a question of instinct versus expectation. Women do tend to think and feel and process information differently than men, but in the drive for equality those natural impulses are often repressed. And no matter how much we might try to emphasize body positive thinking women are still obsessed with their looks and easily deflated when they don't seem to measure up to some artificial standard that is constantly perpetuated in society," Jane explained.

"That's something you certainly don't have to worry about," I said, taking my first gentle shot at flirtation.

"Thank you, but don't kid yourself. I'm as neurotic and obsessed with my looks as anyone else. Girls grow up wanting to look pretty, and we never seem to outgrow that desire. It takes a lot of work to keep up your appearances but it's both instinctive and expected. I mean I could do my job perfectly well with hairy legs, no makeup, and a buzz cut, but I wouldn't have this job for very long if I looked that way. I'm expected to present myself in a certain way that implies feminine professionalism. It may sound sexist but my looks reflect on the company. It probably shouldn't be that way, but it is. That will be true with you as well, only there will be a different set of expectations for your appearance."

"What do you mean?"

"As a rich man's girlfriend you're going to be expected to look especially attractive and sexy and stylish, and all the more so in your case since your real purpose is to impress other men."

"So I'm going to be eye candy," I said with a laugh.

"Exactly. That can be kind of unsettling at times, especially if you're not used to men fawning all over you or ogling you or hitting on you."

"No I'm definitely not used to that...or having women do that to me either," I joked.

"Well you'd prepare yourself for the sensation of being objectified on a pretty regular basis because we're going to make you as hot as we possibly can, and I think we should get started right away if you're up to the challenge," said Jane as she put down her drink and looked me square in the eyes.

"Absolutely," I replied as I held her gaze and objectified the hell out of her in my mind.

I knew what she meant, basically, because I had been undressing girls with my eyes for as long as I can remember. I was practically obsessed with the desire to see Jane's tits, for example. And I had thought a lot about her pussy and how she might be groomed down there. There was certainly nothing about the way she was dressed on either occasion that I had seen her to suggest anything racy or provocative but my male X-ray eyes where constantly probing her body as discretely as they could, filling my mind with lustful thoughts.

I followed her upstairs to a bedroom, which seemed promising to me and also gave me a look at another part of the house. I assumed it was some sort of a guest bedroom and that there probably were a number of these. Even one extra bedroom was a luxury my family never could afford, and this room was more like a master bedroom to me, or the way I imagined a fancy hotel room to be.

"The pill works pretty fast so you probably won't have a lot of time to think about what's happening to you while it's happening, which is probably for the best I would guess," said Jane as she produced a little bottle from her purse.

I noticed that there was an ice bucket with a couple of bottles of water in it sitting on the dresser along with some glasses. The moment of truth appeared to be at hand.

"You should probably be naked while the transformation is taking place because your body is likely to reshape itself quite a bit so you can step into the bathroom and do it in there or just take off your clothes here if you're not the shy type. I'm going to need to see you in the buff anyway to get your measurements so hopefully you're not too modest," Said Jane with a smile.

"Fuck it, I've got nothing to hide...at least not yet," I joked as I started taking off my clothes.

I had always enjoyed the feeling of nudity. If somebody suggested skinny dipping I was all for it. When Jimmy suggested a dick judging contest I didn't hesitate to drop my pants. It wasn't that I had the kind of body that I was anxious to flaunt or show off, but there was something about nakedness that always made me feel kind of naughty.

Even so it was a little weird to be taking off all of my clothes in front of a woman I desperately wanted to bang who probably had no intention whatsoever in joining me in my state of undress. If she was actually a lesbian my naked male body was probably of no interest to her anyway, and her demeanor was as professional as it could be under such unusual circumstances.

Jane handed me a pill and a glass of water without comment and I just shrugged and swallowed it down. A moment later I got a sort of rumbling in my stomach, except that it seemed to be coming from all over, and then the change hit me like a freight train. My breasts swelled and my hips expanded and I seemed to be shrinking a bit overall. The process made me a little lightheaded so I couldn't really focus on anything too clearly but I knew that some strange things were going on inside me. And then it all just stopped.

"Very nice," Jane beamed appreciatively as she surveyed my body. "We've definitely got a lot to work with here."

"Thanks," I kind of mumbled in an unfamiliar voice.

"How do you feel?" asked Jane.

"Like someone glued a couple of bowling balls to my chest," I replied as I glanced down at my rather impressive new boobs.

"Don't complain sister, a lot of people would kill to have a rack like that," Jane said with a chuckle.

"I'm not complaining, I'm just tripping out on the whole concept. That was a really weird thing to experience."

"I can imagine. Now come take a look at the new you. I think you'll be very pleased."


CHAPTER 4:

I'm not sure if pleased was the perfect word to describe the sensation of seeing myself as a totally different person for the first time. I had gone to a Halloween party dressed in a female costume one time just for kicks, but that had been totally over the top and I looked more like a drag queen or something. This was no costume. This was all me, even if it wasn't the real me.

Even without makeup on, or a proper female hairstyle, I looked good, as immodest as that probably sounds. I guess it was kind of hard to totally associate the image in the mirror with my own personality at that point so I was able to admire myself without feeling vain.

"I look totally hot!" I blurted out as I cupped my new breasts and gave them a good jiggle.

"You certainly do," Jane chimed in with a smile. "I think Gerald is going to be very pleased with the results."

"What about you? Are you pleased with the results?" I asked hopefully as I turned to look her in the eyes again.

"Your natural beauty makes my job easier, and you've got the stuff upstairs to hold up a revealing evening gown without much trouble," Jane replied, not taking the bait.

"I would fuck me in a heartbeat," I commented as I turned back to my reflection in the mirror.

"I have a feeling a lot of men will be thinking that...and some women too probably," said Jane.

I really couldn't get a read on her. She hadn't flirted with me at all, but she hadn't tried to stop me from doing it. She hadn't really given me any suggestion that she might be gay, aside from the remark about barking up the wrong tree, but she might have just meant that I wasn't there to make time with the ladies, I was there to spend time being a lady myself. She might just as easily be banging Gerald as be a lesbian for all I knew.

"Let's get the numbers, shall we?" said Jane as she produced a cloth measuring tape and began to wrap it around various parts of my body, jotting down the results in her phone.

I was a little surprised at how comfortable I was being naked around Jane as she wrapped the tape measure around me. As I said before, I like being naked but I wasn't used to being naked with someone who was fully clothed.

"Hmm...I have some stuff prepared but I wasn't quite expecting you to have such an hourglass figure so I don't know if anything is going to fit all that well, especially the bra, but we can give it a shot," she said when she had finished taking my measurements and put her tape away.

"I'm completely in your hands," I said, resisting the temptation to give her a wink.

Jane opened a drawer in the dresser and produced some panties. It looked like this room had been set up as sort of our workshop or classroom or whatever you wanted to call it. Things had obviously been thought out in advance and prepared for, which gave me a sense of confidence that at least somebody knew what they were doing because I felt like the most clueless bimbo in the world.

The panties didn't look terribly sexy but man did they feel fantastic! I felt so wicked just slipping them on. The bra was another thing entirely, but after some adjusting and stretching we managed to fit my globes into the harness. The fact that the bra was a little too small for me just made my tits look all the bigger, which kind of made up for the lack of comfort at that moment. I had simply never felt so good about my appearance in my life. I guess if you've got to be a girl it's better to be a pretty one with killer knockers.

I then received a tutorial on the basics of dressing as a woman. The closet was full of all kinds of dresses and skirts and blouses and sweaters and we went through a wide variety of options and when and why I might choose them. It was actually a lot to take in, especially since clothes had never been a very big deal to me, but I tried to listen and pay attention and learn as much as I could. I had always wondered why girls pulled their shirts off by crossing their arms in front and lifting from the waist but apparently it had something to do with women's shirts being shorter and tighter than men's and more likely to get caught on the head if one tried to remove it in a manly fashion. It was hardly like discovering the cure for cancer but it still came as a bit of a revelation to me.

A lot of the stuff was basic and would apply to almost any woman, but I was to be portraying the girlfriend of a very rich man so I needed to be especially chic and stylish. That would take a lot more study on my part but fortunately at this stage of the game Jane would be guiding me through all my wardrobe and cosmetic selections.

"So have you thought of a name yet?" asked Jane when we were taking a break from all our fashion experimentation.

"Ah...no. Was I suppose to?" I replied a little sheepishly.

"Well we can't very well call you Tom, now can we? Not with those knockers," Jane said with a laugh.

"I don't know, suggest something," I said.

"Julie's a pretty name," Jane suggested.

"Yeah, but that would make me Julie Andrews and I don't think that's the vibe we're going for," I joked.

"How about Alison Andrews? It has a nice alliteration to it and you can go by Allie for short if you like."

"I think I like that," I said with a grin. "Alison Andrews...Miss Alison Andrews...female...24...single...five foot...hey, how tall am I now?"

"Five-foot-six," Jane replied.

"Not bad. At least I probably won't have to climb up on a chair to reach the cabinets or something," I said with a grin.

"And you'll have plenty of leg to show when you wear a dress that's slit way up the side, like what you'll probably be wearing on Friday night when Gerald takes you to dinner," Jane added.

"Oh, fuck! Will I be ready by then?" I asked.

"He's not going to expect much other than an attractive woman on his arm and a chance for you two to be seen in public together. I think he'll be completely delighted. Now let's take a little break and have lunch by the pool before we get started on some basics of cosmetics."


CHAPTER 5:

"You look stunning my dear," said Gerald as I got in the back seat of his chauffeured car. "I've seen the process before, and knew that it could work wonders, but you have totally exceeded my wildest expectations."

"Thank you, you're too kind, but you're making me blush," I said modestly, actually feeling a little overwhelmed by his praise.

Jane had taught me so much so fast, but fortunately I was a quick learner. We had gone out in public a number of times so that I could get used to the sensation of walking around as a woman, and we had done a hell of a lot of shopping in the process, so my closet in that guest bedroom was positively crammed with stuff. Even so this man was my boss and was footing the bill for all this madness, and while we weren't going to be in love like a real couple, it was still important to get along well enough to be convincing. If Gerald didn't like me he could always cancel the whole deal and get someone else to try it.

"Jane has been absolutely raving about your progress and I can see that she wasn't exaggerating," Gerald continued.

"She's a great teacher...and these lessons are obviously well-funded," I said with a slightly coy smile.

"Money well-spent so far as far as I can see."

I figured this must be what it was like to go on a date with a man, although Gerald wasn't angling for anything, and wasn't buttering me up to try and get between my legs. It was just natural for a guy to praise a woman's looks and make her feel special and beautiful. It was kind of nice. I could get used to that feeling I thought.

Dinner really was even more like a first date, with all of the usual questions and answers about likes and dislikes and life history and so on. I think I was holding my own pretty well because Gerald was really treating me more like a girlfriend than an employee. That was a good sign I thought. For what he was paying he didn't have to be nice to me, I was just there to do whatever was required of me, but I felt so much more at ease when he let me forget that I was just a hired hand and could lose myself a little in the world of Alison Andrews.

After dinner we drove back to his place, where I had gone to transform and dress and have Jane make me presentable, so it was kind of a funny way to end the evening. We were both walking in the front door of the same house but I was about to go to a different room and turn back into a man before driving home to my apartment.

"Thank you for a lovely evening, Gerald," I said before I prepared to turn and walk up the stairs.

Gerald reached out and touched my shoulder causing me to stop and turn around to face him.

"The pleasure was all mine," he said and then he kissed me right on the lips.

That was completely unexpected yet somehow appropriate given the nature of our evening together. He would probably have to kiss me many times in front of other people to create the illusion of a hot and heavy romance, but he didn't need to do it in the privacy of his own home. He obviously just wanted to kiss me as a woman and that made me feel very pleased about all the work I had been doing so far.

When I got upstairs Jane was already there to greet me and I couldn't help but gush a little about what a wonderful time I'd had that evening, and about the goodnight kiss on the stairs. I knew that Jane was an employee of Gerald's, like I was, and was presumably my direct supervisor, but she sort of seemed like a girlfriend to me too. She had taught me absolutely everything I knew about being a woman and she seemed quite pleased by my bubbly enthusiasm, which made me even more happy.

"Your first kiss...that's a big moment in any girl's life," Jane said as she helped me undress.

"It didn't mean anything. He was just being polite," I pointed out.

"I don't know that it meant anything when Joey Mantolinni kissed me in the back of the bus on a field trip to a science museum but I still remember that kiss," Jane said with a laugh."So you weren't appalled by the thought of being intimate with another man?"

"Not really. It's hard to think of myself as a man when I'm like this," I replied.

"That's very good to hear, because you're going to be getting a lot more intimate in the near future."

"What do you mean?" I asked.

"I mean I think it's time we had that little talk about the birds and the bees," said Jane as she went over to a drawer and produced a vibrator.

"I thought I was only going to have sex if Gerald wanted to loan me out to someone for business purposes," I said a little shakily.

"Well you can't very well be a virgin then, can you? If you want to impress a man with your sexual skills you're going to have to practice. Your looks will certainly entice a lot of men but you need to be able to perform well too. Aren't you the least bit curious to know how it feels to have your new lady bits stimulated?" said Jane teasingly as she shook the dildo a few times like a parent trying to distract and infant with a rattle.

"I don't have any idea how to use that thing," I protested mildly.

"I can show you, if you like," Jane suggested.

This was the moment I had been kind of hoping for, although now that it was actually happening I was a little frightened. The kiss had been sort of sweet and innocent, but now we were talking about real sex and sticking things inside my body. I had stripped down to just my underwear by that point and as I stood there looking at that wicked little device in Jane's hand I felt my legs start to quiver a bit.

"Okay," I replied softly.

"Well get those panties off and hop up on the bed," Jane instructed as she fetched a tube of lube from the same drawer that had contained the mysterious sex toy.

I noticed when I pulled my panties off that they were a little moist, so scared though I might be, it appeared I was also a bit aroused. Jane soon climbed up on the bed next to me and had me lie on my back with my legs propped up by my feet.

"We're going to need to trim you up a bit down here," said Jane as she began to gently rub her fingers around my slit.

"Do you shave down there?" I asked.

"That's classified information," Jane said with a laugh as she applied some lube to the tip of the vibrator and used that that tool to rub a little more aggressively.

Jane very patiently described the various parts of my anatomy in a way that was neither clinical nor raunchy. She also explained that women tended to need more warming up to really get aroused while men usually sprang to life very quickly. She also said that all vaginas weren't created equally and what felt good to one woman might be too much for another, or not do anything special at all.

When she finally got around to inserting the dildo into my gash I was full of excitement and anticipation, yet still a bit worried. Men just didn't have large objects pushed inside them if they could help it. I knew what a rectal thermometer felt like going up my ass and I wasn't anxious to repeat that sensation. As sex toys go this vibrator probably wasn't all that big but it sure looked like a baseball bat to me when I thought of trying to take it inside me.

Jane obviously sensed my apprehension and took it very slow as she let me feel a little bit, and then a little more, and then a little more. It wasn't bad at all. In fact it was pretty darn nice to feel myself being stretched a bit from the inside. My pussy was obviously a lot more flexible and accommodating than my anus.

"Is this what a cock feels like?" I asked softly.

"Sort of...but here's something no cock can do," said Jane with a grin as she flipped a switch and the vibrator sprang to life.


CHAPTER 6:

After explaining what the various settings were on the sex toy, and making sure that I had the hang of it, Jane excused herself from the room and let me go at it in private. I was kind of disappointed that this wasn't a prelude to her getting naked and joining me, but I also appreciated the privacy to really explore and experiment on my own.

When I climaxed it was an absolutely shattering experience, quite unlike any orgasm I had ever known as a man, and I guess I must have gotten a bit noisy because Jane seemed to know that I had finished as she returned to the room and found me in a happy lump on the bed.

"That was fantastic!" I raved.

"That's why a vibrator is a girl's best friend," Jane joked as she sat on the foot of the bed and looked at me with a kindly expression. "Just keep working with it, and try getting yourself into different positions, and when the time comes to do it for real you'll be much better prepared."

"Who am I going to fuck? Am I supposed to go out and get picked up by a guy or something?" I asked.

"No, we need to keep that very discrete. You're supposed to be Gerald's faithful girlfriend so we don't want you roaming around banging strangers like some crazed slut. It will be someone from within the organization who can be trusted and who will know your secret so you won't have to pretend about anything," explained Jane.

"Okay," I replied.

I think a little part of me was secretly hoping that Gerald would do the honors of taking my virginity, but I suppose that probably wasn't the greatest idea. We needed to maintain a sort of tricky balancing act, pretending to be lovers, while actually just being sort of sleazy business partners. And he was my boss. He signed my checks. And even though this whole project was unethical as hell, it did help to keep things in perspective.

When the big event did arrive Jane helped me dress in some very sexy and alluring lingerie and I waited patiently on the bed for my mystery date to arrive. When the door opened and I saw the figure of Edward, the doorman/butler, I was kind of surprised but not at all disappointed. He was probably in his mid-30's or so, so about ten years older than I was, and he actually cut a rather dashing figure with his jet black hair and pencil thin mustache that looked like something out of an old movie.

"My goodness...you look fantastic in that getup honey," he said with a grin as he gave me a good looking over like a hungry wolf about to devour its prey.

"Thank you. It is pretty sexy, isn't it?" I replied.

"Yes indeed, but there are so many straps and buckles I hope I have the patience to work through them. I might just have to tear that pretty little thing off your pretty little body," said Edward, and I don't think he was joking entirely.

He had brought along a bottle of champagne and two glasses and after taking off his coat and his tie, and unbuttoning the top  of his shirt, he got on the bed next to me and we shared a drink together while chatting casually about the weather or something equally unimportant that I don't remember now. It was kind of a strange dynamic at play, in that Edward was essentially a servant, and I was something more like a guest, but there didn't seem to be any question in his mind who was in charge when it came to man on woman encounters like this. He was full of confidence and in complete take charge mode, which I think he would have been with any woman, let alone a man on a gender-bender pill who was also a scared virgin.

Despite talking about impatience Edward actually took his time about getting the ball rolling. We did a little necking, and somewhere along the line his shirt came off, which revealed a rather impressive upper body that I had never suspected based on the dark conservative suit he always wore.

Eventually bits and pieces of my own attire were either removed or unhooked, although he didn't bother with any formalities up top and simply yanked my bra down so that my boobs tumbled out for his inspection.

I guess they met with his approval because he spent quite a bit of time fondling my tits and playing with my nipples. At one point he stuck his finger in his champagne glass and then rubbed it on my pert little buttons before sucking it all off quite enthusiastically. Then he did the same with his middle finger and offered it to me to suck on, which I did quite readily. I hate to admit that I was kind of too dumb, or naive, to realize that he was suggesting oral sex by that move, but what the hell did I know really? He stuck his finger in my mouth so I sucked it.

When his pants finally came off I could see where he probably got a lot of that confidence from because he was a rather well-hung gentleman, another trait that I never would have known without seeing it with my own eyes. The fact that he was bigger than my dildo should probably have scared the living shit out of me, but for some reason I found that very appealing. I guess something in the girly part of my brain told me that bigger was better.

When Edward finally plunged that manly rod inside me I realized that my girly brain wasn't off the mark. I was being stuffed to the gills with manhood and jerking my hips to meet his thrusts. Originally I figured that I could just lie there and take it and try to think of something else while it was happening to avert my thoughts from the disgrace of allowing another man to dominate my body but there was really no point in doing this thing half way. Now that I knew that I could enjoy the sensation of having sex as a woman I decided to enjoy it as much as I could.

It's funny how easily one can really flip the switch and change roles, at least it was easy for me. We all kind of just play the part we're expected to play anyway, so what did it matter whether I was on the giving or receiving end of the equation? Somebody needed to stick their dick in somebody's pussy, and Edward was actually better equipped for that task than I was, so why not let him do what he was built for, and obviously pretty good at? My luscious round breasts, and recently trimmed snatch, seemed to scream femininity almost as loud as I was beginning to scream in ecstasy with each powerful stroke of Edward's cock.

As much as I squirmed and moaned and tried to force him to cum Edward just kept going and going and going like some kind of crazed sexual Energizer Bunny, and my head was spinning off into space.

"Oh, yeah baby...just like that...fuck me...fuck me...fuck me...oooooooo!" I wailed.

I seriously doubted that most women got to have such a masterful experience for their first time with a man and I felt like a very lucky girl indeed. I wondered how Edward had been selected for this task? Did Jane know he had such a great body and a huge cock? Had he fucked her too? Or was this Gerald's idea? Edward must be a trusted employee who knew how to keep secrets. It was kind of funny knowing that someone had thought about who should fuck me and made an executive decision and then informed the chosen one that he'd be popping my cherry. Maybe there was even a meeting with multiple people weighing in on the subject.

In any case someone made a very good choice as far as I was concerned. Edward fucked me twice that night and both times sent me over the moon with pleasure and satisfaction. I doubted if all the men Gerald pawned me off on in the future would be as awesome as this, but at least I had one terrific experience with a man to know just how good sex as a woman could be. And damn, it could be way better than I ever imagined!


CHAPTER 7:

"Go on. You know you want to try it. How can you resist when it's all hot and throbbing and just inches away from your hungry lips?"

That was Edward encouraging me to suck his dick on our second round of sexual training. I had agreed to another go with him without hesitation. In fact I was thrilled by the prospect of getting ravaged by that monster cock again.

"You're going to have to do it sooner or later so why not get some practice in?" he suggested, shifting his tactic slightly from desire to practicality.

"But you're so fucking big," I protested. "I'm going to gag on that thing."

"That's okay. Don't try to take it all in one gulp. Just lick the tip. That's it. It won't bite...too hard. Good girl. Now you're getting the hang of it. Lick it all over...let it rest on your tongue for a minute...see how warm it is?"

I felt like such a dirty slut taking a man's cock in my mouth, but so what? Hell, I had jacked a guy off before and I wasn't even a girl then. If the bet had been for a BJ instead of a hand job I might even have gone for it just on a dare. Now I really wanted to do it but I was just a little scared. Fortunately Edward was very encouraging and sort of eased me along the path. Pretty soon I was sucking at least a couple of inches of his meat while my hand worked his shaft or played with his balls. He seemed to be enjoying whatever I was doing so that inspired me to keep going and to try and take a little more.

I hadn't gotten a lot of blowjobs in my life but the best one I ever had really stood out in my mind. Her name was Cheryl Barrett, and she wasn't the best-looking girl I had ever seen, but that just made her become a real BJ queen. People knew she could suck dick like a pro so she was never lacking for male companionship. It kind of made me feel bad at the time, because she was actually a very nice girl and shouldn't have to give head just to validate herself, but now that I was on the giving end of the BJ I was beginning to realize how intoxicating it could be. To do it well was to possess a skill that not everyone had. A pretty girl was impressive just by the nature of her appearance, but a girl who could give great head earned your respect. And a pretty girl who could give great head was probably in a class by herself. I decided that I wanted to be in that class.

If I may digress for a moment and talk a little about what had been going on in my mind over the past couple of weeks it might help you to understand why a straight guy like me would be so enthusiastic about the idea of becoming an expert cock sucker.

To begin with Allison lived a much more interesting life than Tom. My first couple of paychecks had basically helped to dig me out of debt a little and make sure that my bills were getting paid so I hadn't had an opportunity to do anything special with my newfound prosperity yet, but Allison was enjoying the good life in a rich man's mansion complete with servants, some of whom even fucked the hell out of her.

Allison had a good friend in Jane that she could confide in, went on expensive shopping trips and salon days, ate incredible food at the house or at fancy restaurants, and was beginning to have a pretty exciting and active sex life without even having to do anything but show up and get boned.

I suppose it was like a new hobby, in a way. I wanted to learn everything and try everything and experience everything about being a woman. Maybe the fact that a lot of it seemed to come to me rather naturally should have bothered me, but there was no point in being hung up on the whole masculinity thing. There were plenty of guys out there who were really good at doing that so I wasn't likely to be missed from the pool if I switched over and slipped off to the other camp.

It was all so exciting and different and I was in a league I never expected to find myself in. Of course I knew it was all an illusion, and that it couldn't last forever, but I was determined to make the most of it while it did last. Soon I would hopefully be ready to begin playing my part as Gerald's girlfriend and I was sure that would be exciting as well. We'd need to be seen together in public, and I'd have to be introduced to his circle of friends, and who knows what sort of activities a man like that might have on his agenda for a date with his supposed girlfriend? I certainly knew I would be eating really well.

Those were the more actively conscious aspects of what was going through my mind those days but there were subtle changes happening to me all the time that were less noticeable. It seemed like my feminization wasn't shutting off completely even when I wasn't on the pill. I don't mean that I pranced around in a dress but I did find my interests changing a little. Women's oriented TV programs and Internet pages were suddenly kind of appealing to me and I could watch porn as a guy and not have any problem at all being turned on by an especially sexy man. It felt sort of like the drug had seeped into my bloodstream and was becoming part of my DNA.

I had never had any particular fantasy or desire to be female, but now that I was trying it I had to admit that I liked it...a lot. It should have probably made me feel weak and ashamed and emasculated, but if anything it felt empowering to me. Allison's world seemed so full of possibilities while Tom's had been in a rut for so many years.

Going to my training sessions was the highlight of my day, whether there was any sex involved or not. Becoming a woman was more than just something to do, it was something to aspire to and I really wanted to show Gerald that all his money hadn't been wasted.

As it happened I was about to get my first chance as Jane announced that I would be going out to dinner with Gerald again, but this time on a double date with an important client of his and his wife. I was a little nervous about having to pass myself off as a woman in front of a real woman but that was something I was going to need to do so at least it was a fairly small and intimate environment and hopefully I wouldn't be expected to do much talking. I was just there to look pretty on Gerald's arm and to demonstrate his good taste in women.

I was actually pretty calm until the date night actually arrived and then I went totally nuts as Jane tried to keep me calm while we picked out my wardrobe for the evening.

"Relax girl, you're going to be spectacular," she said with a laugh. "Just try not to belch too much or scratch your crotch and no one will ever suspect a thing."

"She'll see right through me. I'll slip up and say something that gives my secret away, I just know I will!" I shrieked. "God it would be so much easier if it was just Gerald and some other dude and I could just blown them under the table or something."

"Well that would be a memorable evening for them I'm sure, but this is probably just going to be a pretty mellow social thing. Gerald and his guest will pretend that they're not going to talk business but after a little mandatory small talk that's exactly what they'll do. You'll sit there politely picking at your food and trying not to get too drunk on the wine and the other guy's wife will glance at you from time-to-time and maybe give you a sympathetic look, but other than asking how you met Gerald and how long you've been together she probably won't pay you much attention at all," Jane explained patiently as I felt my pulse slowly starting to return to normal. "You've got all of those details clear, right?"

"Oh, yeah. We met about six months ago at the Museum of Fine Art at a Caravaggio exhibition but we didn't start dating until we bumped into each other again at a Bradshaw fundraising rally. Realizing that we must have some things in common it was only logical that we would see where that might lead and the rest is history," I rattled off rather perfunctorily.

"Very good. Just try to make it sound a little more romantic," Jane teased. "Now let's get you into your dress. This isn't the time to be fashionably late."


CHAPTER 8:

"How romantic! It was obviously fate that brought you two together," said Caroline, the spouse of the business contact that Gerald was entertaining for the evening.

They were an older couple; he was probably about 50 and she was probably in her 40's, and they had been married for almost 20 years. Jane had told me that you tended to run across basically two types of marriages in the sort of circles Gerald traveled in. There were the long and well-established partnerships, and the trophy wife/slash gold digger arrangement. Sometimes the trophy wife stuck around long enough to become an established partner, but usually that was someone from the man's earlier life, before he was a big success. I would naturally be judged as a potential trophy wife/gold digger in training so I shouldn't expect too much camaraderie from other married ladies who had already scaled the heights. I was just a date, which I guess was just a step above escort or something, but I didn't care.

Things went pretty much just as Jane had predicted. The men suggested that we forgo any business talk for the evening but soon enough that's all they were talking about. It was actually kind of a relief because I didn't have to say anything.

I did have one real female moment when Caroline excused herself to go to the bathroom and I gallantly volunteered to join her, as Jane as instructed me to do. Apparently a lot of women, particularly older ones, expected their female dinner companion to accompany them to the restroom so I was prepared for the situation, although not entirely sure what it was all about.

As it turned out neither one of us actually relieved ourselves and instead just stood in front of very large mirrors fussing with our makeup and hair.

"These informal dinners can be so boring," said Caroline as she skillfully reapplied her lipstick. "Sometimes I wonder why they even bother inviting us along. They could just as easily have this conversation over drinks at some comfortable lounge somewhere, but it's standard protocol I guess."

"I don't mind it that much. I think it's kind of interesting really," I replied.

"That's what you say now, my dear. I'm sure you're still in the rose-colored haze of new love where everything your man does seems interesting and important, but if you stick around long enough you'll wish you were home playing bridge or something," Caroline said with a chuckle. "Your eye makeup is exquisitely applied, by the way. Did you do that yourself or did you have help?"

"I had help," I confessed, "but I'm learning."

"Yes, I imagine you're getting quite an education in a wide variety of areas. Just don't be too eager to please. Remember that men like a challenge and the thrill of the chase. Especially men like Gerald Fortune."

When we got back to the table desert had already been ordered for us and it appeared that the men had basically concluded whatever business it was that they had come to transact. I couldn't really tell whether Gerald was pleased with the outcome of the negotiation or not because he kept his demeanor so cool and even all the time. I had a feeling he was probably a really good poker player, if that was his game.

"So how did it go?" I asked when we were back in the car and on the way home.

"Too early to tell. That guy's a real son of a bitch when it comes to negotiating and he doesn't give in easily. You certainly made a good impression on him at any rate," said Gerald.

"I didn't really do much of anything," I said.

"You did exactly what you needed to do. You were beautiful and charming and polite and didn't pout when you were left out of the conversation. On a regular date you'd be the complete center of my attention, but on these dreary business dinners I'm afraid you'll get kind of lost in the shuffle."

"It's okay. I enjoyed listening to you at work, and it's probably safer if I don't say too much," I pointed out. "So is that one of the guys you want me to fuck?"

"Would you fuck him if I asked you to?"

"Of course. I'd fuck just about anyone you asked me to. That's my job, isn't it?"

"So I take it that aspect of your training hasn't been all that bad."

"Well if I were getting paid to fuck guys like Edward all of the time I'd probably give you a discount," I joked, and then wondered whether I had stepped too far because Gerald didn't say anything after that for a while.

"We're going to be throwing a pool party next weekend. You should probably wear the skimpiest bathing suit you can find. Something that will make jaws drop," said Gerald when he resumed speaking a little later.

"I think I've already got just the thing," I replied. "It's not very practical for swimming but it should do pretty nicely in the jaw dropping department."

"I look forward to seeing that."

I was relieved that I hadn't rubbed him the wrong way or said something stupid that would blow the whole deal. If he wanted to show me off to a group of people at a party at his house that definitely seemed like I was still heading in the right direction, although I noticed that he didn't kiss me goodnight when we got home this time.

I had been spending so much time at Gerald's house that when the party rolled around I actually did feel quite at home. If someone needed directions to the nearest bathroom I wouldn't have any problem pointing it out to them.

It was kind of an interesting crowd. A little older on the average than any pool party I had ever been to, not that I had been to too many pool parties. That was mostly the men I'm referring to as the female crowd was decidedly younger. Jane had warned me that this was the kind of party where the women were mostly girlfriends and mistresses. She also warned me that things could get a little raunchy, but since raunchy was my middle name I wasn't worried in the least.

My bikini was so tight and small that it might as well have been painted on, and I assumed that I would just blow everyone away, but there were a lot of really hot nubile young women in similar attire so I started to worry that maybe I wouldn't stand out as much as I had hoped to.

"Well, you weren't kidding about jaw dropping," said Gerald when he got his first glimpse of me that afternoon. "Now that's how you fill out a bikini."

"I didn't think you'd even notice with all of this eye candy around here. This must be what the Playboy mansion looked like back in the day," I joked.

"Well this is a pack of middle-aged dinosaurs who still ogle women and objectify them and expect to use them for their own pleasure so they'd probably have fit right in with that old Playboy crowd. Only these days you have to fly a little more under the radar so I give these gents a place to indulge their frat house memories, so don't be surprised if you get your ass pinched. Now that I've warned you it's time you meet some of these fellows."

As we made the rounds of his guests I hadn't gotten pinched yet, but it was interesting to notice how freely most of the men looked right at my tits without hesitation or trying to hide it. The first couple of times I felt self-conscious and worried that I must have had a wardrobe malfunction and a nip slip, but pretty soon I just realized that they wanted to stare at my boobs and they didn't care who knew.

Each man that I met I looked over kind of carefully myself and wondered whether Gerald would want me to fuck them someday. Some were better-looking than others but I probably wasn't going to get to pick and choose who I went to bed with. It was all about business.

"Don't tell me those are real," said a twenty-something blonde with very round boobs who walked up to me when Gerald had broken off to converse with some associate or other.

"Huh?" I sort of mumbled, not sure what she meant, but fearing that she had figured out my secret.

"Your knockers, honey," the blonde replied with a laugh.

"Oh...ah...yeah, it's all original equipment," I replied.

"God, some girls have all the luck. These babies cost me a fortune. Well, not me personally...that's what men are for, am I right?"

"Well they look really nice," I said, quickly trying to be complimentary.

"The ass is all mine anyway," she chuckled as she slapped her own rump approvingly. "I was famous for my booty all the way back in junior high."

Even though the women at this party were all closer to my age I still felt nervous conversing with them. Talking to a horny middle-aged man was easy because he wasn't really going to pay much attention to what I said and was just going to be using conversation as a way to check me out up close, but girls probably talked about girl stuff, and I was such a beginner in that area.

"I'm Sandra, by the way. I'm with that balding guy over there. I'm his date for this party, but he's got a wife and two kids at home. I guess boys just have to have their toys," she said with a shrug.

"I'm Allison," I said.

"Oh, I know who you are. Everyone has been talking about Gerald's new gal pal. The last one was pretty but had the personality of a piece of drywall."

That made me laugh and relax a little around my new sort of friend. Her date was nothing special to look at but I presumed that he had money, as did all of the men at this party. I suppose in her own way Sandra was doing sort of what I was doing, using her looks and sex appeal to get something she wanted. I certainly wasn't going to judge her actions. For all I knew I might end up fucking that bald guy on Gerald's behalf someday.

"It's hot today. I think I'll go for a dip in the pool," said Sandra as she casually unfastened her bikini top and tossed it on a deck chair.

Her tits may not have been government issue but they sure looked good to me. I guess with enough money you could get a pretty decent boob job, something that I fortunately didn't have to worry about.

"Care to join me?" Sandra asked with a wink.

I just grinned as I took off my own top and we held hands as we ran and jumped together into the pool.


CHAPTER 9:

Two topless girls frolicking in the water got everybody's attention and soon the pool was filling up with both guys and girls, although the girls definitely outnumbered the guys. Gerald was still deep in conversation with someone so I just sort of splashed around and soon a large beach ball was in play and needless to say a number of men took advantage of the opportunity to playfully get their hands on my titties or give a little tug to my bikini bottoms.

I wish I could tell you that the whole thing devolved into some kind of wicked orgy but it didn't and I'm trying to be as honest about my story as possible. That's not to say that sex wasn't going on, it was generally just going on in at least semi-seclusion. If you walked into the pool house/changing room thingy you'd probably find some chick on her knees with a dick in her mouth, or if you wandered into the wrong bedroom in the house you might find some lovely young thing getting her brains fucked out by her date, but other than the fact that many of the female guests were topless it was pretty much like any normal backyard pool party.

Gerald had kind of disappeared for long stretches leaving me the defacto hostess for the affair. I did my best to mingle and socialize and make sure that everyone's drinks were being refreshed and that everyone was having a good time.

It was getting dark, and the party was pretty much winding down by the time Gerald suddenly appeared and took me by the hand. He didn't say anything but just led me towards the pool house, although we didn't go inside, we went around behind the back instead. Then Gerald spun me around to face the wall and gave me a little shove so that I had to stick my hands out to keep from doing a face plant. A moment later he was right behind me grabbing my tits and groping them not too gently.

It was so unlike his usual behavior and politeness that I was a little scared, but I was also totally turned on by his animalistic approach. He had paid a lot of money to create Allison Andrews so I figured he was just trying to get a little something back on his investment.

After the tit grabbing he pulled my bikini bottoms down and I then over my shoulder I could sort of see him pulling down his own pants. He rubbed my slit from behind with his hand and finding that I was suitably moist he thrust his cock inside me with no further warning.

His hands went back to my tits as he humped me hard from behind and I was close to getting off almost from the moment he stuck his dick inside me. I had been really horny all day and kind of hoping that I'd get laid by somebody. The fact that it was Gerald just made it all the better, even if it wasn't happening quite the way I had fantasized about.

"Your pussy belongs to me, you know that don't you?" Gerald grunted.

"Of course I do. Every part of me belongs to you," I gasped in reply.

"You're just a whore on my payroll so don't get any big ideas about becoming the lady of the house or something," he almost snarled.

"I'm sorry. Did I do something wrong?" I asked rather shakily, fearing that I had overstepped my bounds somehow.

In reply to my inquiry I got a hard slap on the butt and my hair jerked back almost violently. I was emotionally churning inside. I felt terrible at the idea that I had let Gerald down and not played my part correctly, and I probably should have felt terrible by the way he was treating me, but instead I was the most aroused I had ever been in my life. Gerald already owned me financially but now he was taking possession physically as well and I actually felt proud to be his whore, or whatever he wanted me to be. He just seemed so manly and I just felt so helpless in his grasp.

After fucking me hard from the back for quite a while he suddenly pulled out, spun me around, and pushed me to my knees. I knew what he wanted and didn't have to be told so I immediately reached out and grabbed his throbbing member and buried it deep down my throat.

"That's it. Suck it bitch," said Gerald.

I didn't get to admire the view of his penis for more than a moment before it disappeared in my mouth but I sure liked what I saw. I thought Edward was unusually big but Gerald was certainly giving him a run for his money in that department. It made me think of my dick judging contest back at camp and the first hint that I was destined to be cock slut and it almost made me laugh trying to picture Gerald and Edward doing the same thing. Somehow I just don't think either one of them would have jacked the other off no matter what kind of a bet or dare they made. I was obviously much more receptive to the sissy side of my nature, even though I didn't know it at the time.

I was a little disappointed that I didn't get to demonstrate any real sort of skill or technique as a BJ artist as Gerald was grabbing me by the back of the head and ramming his pole down my throat. I guess it took some skill not to choke to death on that fleshy log but I would have rather shown him my more passionate approach to sucking cock.

When he got ready to pop he pulled out and started jacking off furiously a few inches from my face. I opened my mouth in anticipation of getting to taste his hot essence but instead he just sprayed his goo all over my cheeks and chin and forehead and nose. Some of it even got in my eye, which wasn't too pleasant, but on the whole I found the experience of getting my first facial to be rather thrilling.

Then Gerald just hiked up his pants and walked off, leaving me on my knees, topless, with my bottoms down by my ankles, and a huge load of hot cum dripping off my slutty whore face. It was the most humiliating moment of my life...and also one of the most magnificent. Submitting myself completely to another man's will was the most liberating feeling in the world. It seemed like I had crossed a bridge and that my old masculinity would never really be back as it was, even if I was walking around with a cock and balls between my legs. Maybe Gerald hadn't actually fucked my manhood out of me, but he certainly unlocked a door in my brain that welcomed the thought wholeheartedly for the first time in my life.

I really didn't know what to do next. I wanted to clean up, but I wasn't sure whether I should just change back and go home, or whether I should resume playing the girlfriend role. Gerald hadn't specifically said I was fired, but on the other hand it sounded like he thought I was acting too aggressively as the ostensible hostess of the party.

I peeked through a window in the pool house and saw that it was empty so I pushed the window open and climbed through it. I didn't really want anyone to see me in my disheveled state. Once inside I was able to clean up but the top half of my swimsuit was still lying by the pool somewhere. I actually toyed with the idea of wrapping a towel around me, but that would probably have only called more attention to myself since I had been walking around topless all day.

Summoning my courage I opened the door and strolled out, trying to look as casual as I could. As it turned out I needn't have worried about it because the only people in sight were the staff cleaning up after the party. I found my top quickly enough and slipped it back on before going into the house and heading upstairs to change. I wondered if the door would be locked or Gerald would be waiting there with a termination notice or something but there was nothing out of the ordinary as I popped my pill, changed back into my male clothes, and slipped quietly out of the house. Whatever ramifications might be in store for me as the result of my actions that evening I wasn't going to learn about them right away, which was fine with me because I was still riding a very strange buzz of discovery and fulfillment and I didn't want it to all come crashing down around me at that moment.


CHAPTER 10:

"Well somebody must have made a good impression at that party yesterday," said Jane with a smile.

I had reported for duty, as scheduled, and no one tried to block my entrance or throw me down the stairs so I just went up to my room as usual and found Jane there waiting with a number of surprises.

"Roses...two dozen of the finest long stems...a small gift box from Le Diamant, one of the most expensive jewelers in town...and a designer gown for you to wear at dinner tonight at one of the most exclusive restaurants anywhere," Jane continued.

"For me?" I babbled stupidly.

"No, for me, I was just rubbing your face in it," Jane shot back sarcastically.

"Oh, my God, I thought I totally fucked up last night."

I then proceeded to tell Jane everything about the party and about my encounter with Gerald behind the pool house. She listened very intently and took a moment before commenting.

"Look, I don't really know anything much about Gerald Fortune's sex life, aside from the kind of woman he's usually attracted to, but it doesn't sound like his personality in general. I think it's safe to say that whatever got into him left him feeling mighty guilty, hence all the fancy gifts, and whatever explanation or apology he wants to offer he plans to do over a really nice dinner."

"He doesn't have to apologize. I didn't mind it at all," I said.

"Really? All that hair pulling and name calling and shooting cum all over your face didn't bother you?"

"No...it kind of turned me on. I mean I was already really turned on when he started but I got more and more aroused the whole time."

"Interesting," Jane said, rubbing her chin. "I'm no psychologist but I'd say you're tapping into some side of your nature that you probably didn't know you had."

"I think you're right," I replied. "I felt really comfortable in that submissive role and all I wanted was to please Gerald."

"Well I'm sure the two of you will have plenty to talk about over dinner," Jane said with a sly grin. "Only if you tell him what you just told me you might find yourself handcuffed to a bed or something."

That thought really didn't bother me either. I was just thrilled that Gerald didn't seem to be mad at me, and in fact, probably felt guilty about the way he acted. I did want to make sure that he knew that I wasn't mortally offended and that I was open to whatever sort of activity he might have in mind.

When I got around to looking at my gifts I was left breathless. There was the most gorgeous necklace I had ever seen. I didn't know anything about jewelry, so I couldn't guess what it must have cost, but from Jane's slightly jealous reaction I gathered that it was pretty pricey. The gown was spectacular, too. Very slinky and sexy and sophisticated. Just a little dangerously close to being too revealing, but not quite. I couldn't wait to have Gerald see me in it.

We had gone to what I thought were fancy restaurants before, but this one was on another level. I'd never seen a place where there were no prices on the menu but I guess it was one of those if you have to ask you can't afford it situations. It definitely wasn't Burger King or any of my usual eateries.

I'm sure the wine was stupidly expensive too, and I started to feel a little guilty about two people blowing so much money on one dinner when there were starving children in the world, but I wasn't going to walk out to make a statement for global hunger.

"I feel like I owe you an explanation," Gerald said when he finally got around to discussing the topic on both our minds.

"You don't owe me anything," I replied sweetly as I reached over and let my hand gently rest on top of his. "I had a marvelous time at the party and I wouldn't change anything about it if I could."

Gerald just stared at me for what seemed like the longest time but he didn't pull his hand away or storm out, which I figured was a good sign.

"I need to explain, for my own sake if nothing else. I'm usually very careful about how much I drink, but I was in a particularly fierce negotiation with someone that I've been trying to close a deal with for quite some time and part of his negotiating strategy is seeing that the other person can't keep up with his liquor consumption. I knew I should have handled myself better but he was really getting under my skin and by the time I ran into you I had worked myself up into a pretty pissed off condition," said Gerald, no longer looking in my eyes but gazing down at the table.

"It's okay. I'm glad I was able to help you blow off some steam," I said while very lightly squeezing his hand.

"It wasn't just my business frustration that got to me. Quite frankly you were driving me out of my mind with desire," he said, suddenly looking me in the eye again and almost making my heart stop. "I thought it would be very easy to have a pretend girlfriend who didn't mean anything to me. You aren't even a real woman so I figured there was no chance of anything happening between us besides a business transaction. But the more I see of you, and the more time we spend together, it's getting harder and harder for me to remember what this whole thing was all about. You're so gorgeous, Allison, and you're so bright and charming and full of life. You were the absolute perfect hostess, but it was making my jealous seeing you cavorting with those other men in the pool. I wanted you. I wanted you all to myself, so I took you, like an animal, and I said a lot of terrible things."

"You didn't do anything that I didn't want you to do. You thrilled my ass off with all that alpha male swagger. It made me realize how much I really had become a woman, even if I need to take a pill to make myself look like one," I said with a smile.

"I just feel so confused. When I'm with you, on a date like this, I feel incredibly lucky to be with such a beautiful and charming young woman, but then I think about what I hired you to do and I feel like a total scumbag," Gerald sort of groaned softly.

"Whatever you want to do is fine with me, as long as you don't send me away. Pay me, don't pay me, at this point I don't care. I just want to keep being Allison and I just want to make myself useful to you any way that I can. I'd strip buck naked and dance a jig on this table if you wanted me to," I said.

"Well that would certainly be something to see, but I think it might make it difficult to get reservations here again in the future," Gerald said with a laugh, smiling for the first time in a while, which made me feel happy.

Things lightened up considerably after that and we chatted much more comfortably. In the car on the way home I was struck with a sudden impulse and decided to hang it out there to see what he might do.

"Gerald...would you like me to suck your cock?" I asked in my sweetest and most innocent voice.

"What? Right now?" he stammered in reply.

"No time like the present, and I've been thinking about how much I'd like to give you a proper blowjob all night. I'm getting pretty good at it, but that's for you to decide."

"By all means, if that's what you really want," Gerald said, slightly bemused and bewildered by this turn of events.

A moment later I had his pants unfastened and his already mostly erect cock in my hand.

"Oh, yeah...this is what I really want," I said before lowering my head down onto his manly staff and taking him hungrily in my mouth.


CHAPTER 11:

I didn't go home that night. I slept in Gerald's room instead, although I did pop into my room to change into some sexy lingerie before joining him in bed, and neither one of us slept much until the sun was already coming up. I knew we were further blurring the line between us, and the line between my two identities, but it was such a marvelous night that I couldn't worry about it too much then.

Gerald was an excellent lover, and quite gentle much of the time. I actually had to tell him to get a little rougher once or twice, because I did actually enjoy that feeling of having him dominate me, and I wanted him to know that I was up for just about anything he wanted to try.

It was probably a crazy thing to do because it was hard not to feel sort of romantic, but we both obviously had a physical attraction for each other, regardless of the strange circumstances that had brought us together, and it was still just sex. Really awesome sex, but nothing more at the end of the day.

Then my paranoia started to creep into my thoughts. What if Gerald thought I was just scamming him? Getting paid to pretend to be his girlfriend and turns tricks for him on demand was one thing, but actually becoming his girlfriend would probably be a much more lucrative gig in the long run, if his expensive gifts were any indicator of how he treated his real lovers. And what would happen if I stupidly let myself fall in love with him? I could see it happening, especially after a night like we had just shared. I knew I was really a man underneath this sexy female exterior, but I could see how I could easily lose my heart to another man.

And of course it always came back to the question of the job I had been hired to do. I would fuck anybody Gerald asked me to fuck, even if I were in love with him, but would he still want that? He admitted to being jealous of the rather harmless male attention I received at the party, and it sort of confirmed my suspicion that he was jealous of the way I bragged about Edward's sexual prowess. I had been chosen for this job specifically because I wasn't really a woman and presumably there would be no emotional entanglements to get in the way of business. Gerald had invested a lot of time and money in building me for that specific purpose. I hated to think that it all might be sabotaged by a completely unforeseen set of circumstances.

I think Jane was a little surprised when I showed up already transformed into Allison and wearing the same dress I had worn last evening. It was sort of my walk of shame I guess. It didn't take much to figure out that I had spent the night with Gerald, and maybe she wasn't all that surprised, given the gifts and dinner and everything. A man sort of expects to get laid after shelling out that kind of dough and Jane would certainly understand that.

I thought about something she had said about not knowing much about Gerald's sex life and I kind of puzzled over that. I had sort of assumed that they were lovers or fuck buddies or had been at some point. Jane was obviously very close to Gerald, and God knows she was attractive enough that it was hard to imagine that he wouldn't want to bang her, but maybe they just kept their professional distance...the way I should probably be doing more of.

I also thought it was interesting that my sexual feelings towards Jane had changed a bit. Obviously she was still physically attractive, but I had developed much deeper feelings of respect and friendship and admiration. She was my mentor and the woman I aspired to be like. And there was the undeniable fact that I was finding men more and more attractive all the time. I certainly wasn't turned off by the idea of getting it on with Jane, or some other attractive woman sometime, but it wasn't a burning priority with me anymore.

I was kind of sad to discover that our lessons would be winding down soon. Jane said she had taken me as far as she needed to, although I protested that I still had a long way to go.

"You're going to be fine," she said reassuringly. "You just need to spend more time as a woman and get more practice doing things for yourself. I'm still going to be available for advice or girl talk or a shoulder to cry on, if you need one, but it's time that you start to develop your own personal style."

"I'm going to miss you so much," I said, feeling tears welling up in my eyes.

"I'm not dying, silly. I know it may be hard to believe but I do have other job responsibilities."

"I know, and I am just being silly," I said, wiping away a tear that was sneaking down my cheek. "It's just that the time we've spent together is the happiest of my life. You've made me everything that I am today."

"Well knowing what a little slut you are I'm not sure I want to take credit for that," Jane said jokingly.

"What will I do with all that free time? My old life is so boring compared to this one."

"Oh, something will probably turn up. I have a feeling that you won't be bored for long."

I still needed practice walking in taller heels so part of every session involved me putting on some stilettos and just strolling around the property, trying to develop the balance and poise needed to look graceful on those stilts and to avoid twisting an ankle or falling on my face. It was while I was taking one of those walks that I happened to come across Gerald just coming down the stairs from his room. He looked like he was in a hurry but as soon as he saw me he came right over to where I was standing.

"I'm glad I bumped into you. There's something I've been wanting to talk to you about. How would you feel about making this more of a fulltime job?" he asked.

"I'm available anytime you want," I replied.

"I guess what I mean is, how would you feel about maybe moving in here? I mean it seems like it would be more convenient, and you're here so much of the time anyway, and it would certainly make sense that if I was heavily involved with a woman we might live together. I don't know what you do when you're not here or what kind of a life you have when you're not Allison but if you'd like to be her more often this is a pretty nice place to do it."

"So that room that I'm using would become my bedroom?" I inquired.

"Sure, if you like it. You can have any room you want," he replied.

"And would my responsibilities be any different?"

"Not that I can see. Jane says that you just need time to experience life as a woman and that's what I want. You'll have a car and a driver to take you wherever you want to go, and you can do whatever you want to do. I think it would just be nice having you around the house. You really brighten things up around here," said Gerald with a smile.

Naturally I agreed without hesitation. If I absolutely had to turn back into Tom for jury duty, or something like that, I could do it from here as easily as my old apartment. Presumably most of the time I wouldn't have to change at all. That was a pretty thrilling concept. It was hard to totally escape my old identity when I kept having to turn into a man and go home between sessions. And not paying rent just meant that I could bank even more of the money I was making.

The world would think that I was living in sin with Gerald, and I sort of wished that I actually was, but I had a feeling that if I was around all the time he'd probably want me to share his bed, at least on occasion. I was getting over the culture shock of being a poor person suddenly thrust into the lap of luxury, but now that I was really going all the way with it I imagined that it would still take some time to adapt to the life of the idle rich.

I didn't really have much that I needed to bring with me from my old life. Just some male clothes, just in case, and a few personal items like old family photos and whatnot. Everything I wanted from that world fit very easily into two suitcases that I stashed away in the back of my closet. Someday, when this job had run its course, I would probably need to dig them out and go back to the life I used to live, but for now I was just looking forward and excited to be Allison Andrews 24 hours a day.


CHAPTER 12:

At first I didn't know what to do with myself. I hung around the pool a lot, when the weather was nice, and either went swimming or indulged in some nude sunbathing. And not only did I have a ton of free time, there was a whole staff of people to take care of virtually anything I needed so I couldn't really occupy myself with a lot of domestic chores or something. I know, rich girl's problems, but it was just so unfamiliar to me.

Theoretically I was living there as Gerald's girlfriend, but since we weren't actually a couple I generally only interacted with him on occasions where people would be likely to see us together. There could be stretches where I didn't really see him for days, or maybe just in passing. Whenever we did have a "date night" or attended a party or something I usually ended up spending the night in his bed, but then things would pretty much go back to the way they were and I was left to my own devices.

I managed to get a hold of Sandra's number and invited her to lunch one day. We hadn't exactly spent a lot of time bonding at the pool party, but she was really the only girl around my own age that I knew and I was feeling pretty desperate for some companionship, despite my usual trepidation about being out of my depth when socializing with other women.

"So, you've got your foot in the door now," said Sandra cheerfully as we dined al fresco at a chic little place that had just opened recently. "If you play your cards right there will be wedding bells in the not too distant future."

"Oh, I don't know about that," I said. "He certainly hasn't mentioned anything about marriage."

"Well it's your job to put the idea in his head and see that he keeps it there," Sandra said with a laugh. "Either that or accidentally forget to use birth control and just get knocked up."

It seemed like kind of a strange line of conversation to me but looking at it from Sandra's point of view it made sense that she would assume that I was basically in it for the money, which of course I was, but in an entirely different way than she was thinking. Her "sugar daddy" was a married man, and planning to stay that way, so she had to content herself with being the "other" woman in his life, or move on. She probably envied the fact that I was able to be the live in lover and potential future bride of my guy.

I tried to imagine how I would feel if that were really the case. I was attracted to Gerald, and he certainly seemed like a man I could fall in love with, but it was honestly hard to say how much of that appeal may have been influenced by all that money and the luxurious new lifestyle I was enjoying. It was still hard to believe that I didn't have to go off to some crummy low wage job just to survive. Having tasted the "good life" it was even harder to picture going back to that grind.

It was also still a little difficult to get used to the idea that some man would just take care of me. My deadbeat dad never helped my mother at all, as far as I knew. She had gotten married, and given up her job for a time to raise me, but then pops split and she had to work even harder than ever. We didn't have cooks and maids and whatever to do everything so she ran herself pretty ragged. I could see where it might be kind of a female fantasy to dream of marrying a rich man and letting yourself be pampered all the time. Growing up male I never had any such fantasies, but Sandra obviously didn't know that.

Sandra kind of played the "dumb blonde" on the surface, but I could tell that there was more depth to her than that, even if it was mostly street smarts or something. I don't think she was an intellectual powerhouse but she definitely wasn't dumb. Nature had given her attractiveness, and cosmetic surgery had taken it to another level. She was perfectly equipped to make men go weak at the knees, even rich and successful ones, perhaps them even more so since the "average" man might be intimidated by her looks and judge her as out of their league. I imagine that's what I would have thought if I were looking at her with my male eyes.

Was it wrong to trade on your beauty for financial gain and increased social status? If someone was tall or fast or strong they might easily pursue some sort of athletic career simply because they were born with a body that was built for that. You could argue that athletics took skill and hard work, but Sandra probably spent hours in the gym keeping that figure in shape, and had developed a different set of skills. Even the average woman had to spend a ridiculous amount of time with skin care and cosmetics and body hair removal and everything else that went with trying to look your best. I was getting better at tossing together a "casual" look that didn't take all day to accomplish, but it was crazy how much harder it was just to get yourself presentable, compared to what I had been used to.

Maybe I was just trying to rationalize things because it seemed a little nicer than thinking of myself and my new friend as a couple of money grubbing whores, but it honestly was a little hard to see how what we were doing was all that wrong. It was lovely to think that everybody who was a couple had found their soul mate and was living happily ever after in the throes of unbreakable love, but I found that a little hard to swallow. Relationships came in all flavors, and from what I could see none of them were perfect or perfectly easy. Some people might dismiss Sandra as a slutty bimbo, but she was wearing shoes that cost about as much as I used to make in a month. Her career path might not be the one her mother might have chosen for her, although for all I knew her mother was cut from the same cloth, but she was making things work for her and I was determined to do the same.

Sandra had a lot of gossip about people who traveled in Gerald's circle, and I sort of wished that I had something to dish in return, but I really didn't know all that much about Gerald's friends and associates since we didn't have a lot of conversations about that sort of thing. I wasn't even sure if Gerald had any real friends. He seemed so competitive and driven by his business ambitions that everyone I was introduced to was some sort of a partner or a rival. He never went and played golf just for the fun of it, there was always an agenda at work.

I felt kind of bad about that because it made me wonder what the point of all that work and ambition really was. Growing up as a poor kid I always thought it would be great to become rich someday and spend all of my time doing the things I enjoyed without having to work myself to death, but maybe work was what Gerald really did enjoy most. Even the idea of having a girlfriend had become just another cog in the wheel of his business machinery. Another tool he could pull out of his box to sweeten a deal.

Frankly I wished he would spend a little more time thinking about sticking his tool in my box, but I wasn't really sure how he'd react to me being more overtly seductive. I'm sure if Sandra knew the details of my situation she'd advise me to get him in the sack as often as possible but she was thinking along more practical lines. I was just kind of lonely and horny and I wanted Gerald's big cock inside me pretty bad.

Fortunately we were planning to go on a little boating excursion on some guy's yacht. His name was Terrance Holt, and I hadn't met him before, but Gerald told me he was a pretty big mover and shaker. As usual he didn't give me a lot of details about what this guy moved and shook, but that wasn't really necessary for me to know. He was someone who somehow fit into Gerald's plans so it was important that I make a good impression.

A yacht cruise sounded like a good opportunity for a little sexual adventure, and it was definitely bikini time again. As it turned out I was right in general, but not exactly in the way I had pictured things.


CHAPTER 13:

I don't know what I was expecting when Gerald told me the guy had a yacht, but it was even more impressive than I could ever have imagined. It looked huge, like a small cruise liner or something, and there was a whole crew of people milling about everywhere. What wasn't milling about was any sort of party crowd. That thing could have accommodated dozens, maybe even hundreds of people, but aside from the smartly uniformed staff there was no one else in sight as Gerald and I came aboard.

Gerald had seemed very tense on the trip to the dock, and tried to keep himself busy with his phone instead of talking to me, which was a bit unusual. Normally when we went together we were very sociable and talkative, so I suspected something was up from the get go.

We were escorted into a large stateroom, that looked more like a luxury apartment to me, and there was our host, Terrance Holt, dressed in Bermuda shorts and a loose-fitting shirt that was completely unbuttoned revealing his very tan and fit upper body. He was probably in his 50's but it was hard to tell for sure. However old he was he obviously spent a good deal of time outdoors and kept himself in relatively good shape.

"Well, reports of your beauty were definitely not exaggerated, said Terrance as he looked me over rather carefully.

"Allison, this is Terrance Holt. Terrance, this is Allison Andrews," said Gerald rather stiffly.

"Pleased to meet you my dear," said Terrance as he casually came over and unfastened my bikini top and tossed it aside. "Oh, yes...definitely pleased to meet you."

As Terrance began to fondle my breasts I shot a glance at Gerald but his face was as blank as a clean slate. Apparently it was time for me to earn my pay. It would have been nice to have been given a little warning, but I knew this day would come and if this is what Gerald wanted I was ready to please him all the way.

"Mr. Holt will be your host for this evening," Gerald said flatly. "A car will come and get you tomorrow."

"You don't want to stick around and watch?"Terrance chuckled a little maliciously.

Gerald didn't say anything or look me in the eye. He just turned and walked out of the room leaving me topless, and presumably helpless, in the hands of this stranger.

"Gerald's a lucky man to have a girlfriend who is so attractive...and so supportive," Terrance said, sort of half chuckling again. "You can lose the rest of that outfit, honey. It'll make it so much more convenient."

I still hand on my bikini bottoms and a light wrap around skirt fastened at my waist so I simply took those items off in silence and tossed them in a pile where the top had landed. Then I just stood and looked at Terrance and waited.

I had always sort of wondered how this transaction would actually take place. Obviously the details of whatever kind of deal they were making had been done in advance and I got the feeling that it really only hinged on my meeting with Terrance's approval. Apparently I did because he was wasting no time feeling me up once I was nude. With some men they would probably want a romantic encounter. Candlelight dinner, soft music, the whole seduction routine, even though none of that was really necessary. That would be mostly for their own ego so that they could convince themselves that they had actually won me over, rather than simply bargained for my services.

It seemed pretty obvious to me that Terrance was not concerned about that in the least. He had bought and paid for me in some fashion and I had a feeling that he was going to treat me like the whore I was. An expensive whore, but a whore none-the-less. The fact that I was supposedly Gerald's girlfriend was just the icing on the cake. It would be something he'd always have on his rival. The fact that they would both know that he had fucked Gerald's woman any way that he pleased.

"Let's go for a little stroll, shall we? I'd like to give you the grand tour," said Terrance as he indicated the door.

Obviously I was expected to take the tour in the buff, and I'm sure that was all part of his power trip. The crew worked for him and were probably used to his proclivities, whatever those might be. He wasn't showing off for the hired help's benefit, this was all about me knowing my place and being humbled. Fortunately I didn't have any hang ups about my body so being naked in front of strangers wasn't going to bring me to tears or anything.

This whole idea seemed pretty silly to me. A guy like Terrance Holt probably already had a hot wife or girlfriend, and with all that money he'd have no trouble dating actresses or super models or whoever he wanted. And hiring a professional call girl would surely be no problem to him at all. It wasn't about how much he wanted to fuck me, it was about how much he wanted to make a business rival squirm. Total one-upmanship. A "you may have won the business deal but your girlfriend knows what my cum tastes like" situation.

Boys will be boys, I guess, especially rich boys who are used to getting their way in everything. What kind of amused me by it all was the fact that Gerald understood the thinking of a man like Terrance Holt and beat him at his own game by creating the elaborate ruse that I was his significant other when in fact I was just an employee who had been trained for this very specific assignment. And on top of that I wasn't really even a girl. Holt might think he was emasculating Gerald by boning his woman but Gerald was really getting the last laugh.

I guess Terrance really did like showing off his fancy boat because I got a pretty extensive tour of the thing before we ended up on kind of a patio-looking area that was probably used for sunbathing as there were a couple of reclining lounge chairs where one could stretch out full length, if one desired.

"Okay, honey, on your knees," Terrance instructed.

I did as I was told and sat there looking up at him.

"Well go on...you know what to do," he said.

I unfastened his shorts and let them fall down around his ankles. He wasn't wearing any underwear so I just reached for his cock and started to stroke him. He wasn't quite as big as Gerald, but he was still pretty well-hung I discovered once I had him fully aroused.

I wondered what Terrance was expecting from me. He probably thought Gerald had a hard time convincing me to do this, and maybe offered me some sort of expensive inducement. It couldn't be that easy to ask your girlfriend to fuck someone in order to close a deal. Did Terrance figure that I'd be shy and reluctant or did he just assume that I was dating Gerald for his money so as long as I was being compensated in some way it was no big deal whose dick I sucked for it?

"Oh, yeah...you know exactly what to do," Terrance commented as I began to give him head. "I'll bet a pretty girl like you has had lots of balls slapping up against her chin in her lifetime."

It must be easy to be smug when you're super rich I thought. People probably laughed at his jokes, even if they weren't funny, and kissed his ass every chance that they got. The women in his life were probably just accessories or status symbols. Yet he assumed that fucking me would wound Gerald on some deep personal level, so he must have understood something about being in a caring relationship.

Terrance was only the third man in my life I'd ever had sex with, unless you count that old camp hand job. Edward was my first, and he was sexy and exciting and opened up a whole new world of possibilities to me. Gerald I was drawn to quite strongly in both looks and personality, but Terrance with just a guy who had his dick in my mouth. Yet strangely enough it was still kind of exciting. The warmth of his fleshy member on my tongue and lips gave me a tingle and the primordial grunts of satisfaction as I worked his tool flipped switches in my brain.

I guess I really did just enjoy having sex as a girl, even if it wasn't something I had planned for or with someone I had chosen. Once I had a prick in my mouth my instincts kicked in and all I could think about was giving the best BJ ever. Terrance may not have been expecting that but he was going to get it anyway.


CHAPTER 14:

I think Terrance wanted to pull out and ejaculate on my face but I had a pretty good grip on his shaft as he started to cum so there wasn't much for him to do but let me swallow all of his hot jizz. I don't think he was terribly disappointed by that turn of events.

"Damn! You're pretty hot stuff baby," said Terrance as he pulled his shorts up and flopped on his back on one of the loungers. "Why don't you go take a dip in the pool or kick back in one of the staterooms for a while? I need some time to recover."

"Sure," I said casually. "Come and find me when you're ready."

Then I just strolled off, still buck naked, and wandered around the yacht a bit, exploring on my own. I wondered if Gerald had anything like this. I assumed he could afford one if he wanted it. Of course Gerald didn't seem to be terribly interested in any sort of recreational activity that wasn't business related so maybe he hadn't figured out a way to make a yacht work into his plans yet.

Gerald was probably right in choosing a man for this job. Had I been born female there's a good chance that I'd be looking at things a little differently right now. Obviously lots of women, like Sandra, got over the hurdle of being sexually objectified and used like a toy, but they probably agonized over it more than I did. My mother had never really interjected herself into my sex life at all, but had I been her daughter instead of her son I think she probably would have had a lot more to say about what was proper and decent and so on.

I found it amusing that whenever I passed one of the crew members they invariably tried to steal a glimpse, although they made every effort not to be too obvious about it. They could stare all they liked for all I cared but they probably had been trained to be discrete when then boss was "entertaining" a lady. I thought about trying to seduce one of the crew members, just to piss off Terrance, but I didn't want to get the poor guy in trouble, or mess with Gerald's plans. If I came off as too much of an eager slut Terrance might get a little suspicious that I wasn't really what I was pretending to be.

Instead I took Terrance's advice and made my way to the pool. I did a little swimming and then grabbed an inflatable raft thing and just sort of floated there for a while wondering how long it would be until Terrance wanted to do me again. None of this seemed quite real to me. A year ago at this time I was just a guy scuffling along at a dead end job, wondering whether I was ever going to have any kind of a future. I certainly never would have predicted that I'd be a naked woman on some rich guy's yacht just waiting to be summoned for his personal pleasure. And the really freaky part was that it seemed like a major step up to me.

Suddenly I heard a splash behind me and looked over to see that Terrance, now as naked as I was, had joined me in the pool. I just rolled over on my stomach on the air mattress and pivoted around to look in his direction. Terrance sort of waded over to where I was lying and started grabbing my ass cheeks, squeezing them and spreading them apart.

"Enjoying yourself so far?" he asked.

"It's very relaxing out here," I replied.

"Well maybe we need to do something to pump up the excitement," he said as he suddenly stuck a finger up my ass.

That caught me totally by surprise but I tried not to show it. I had definitely tried using a dildo on my anus, partly because I wanted to be prepared in case the situation ever called for it, and partly because I think I secretly wondered whether I might like it enough to let another man do it to me even when I was in my male body. I already felt pretty confident that I could blow a guy, regardless of my own current gender, and the ass thing just seemed like another step in the gay direction, should I ever be cut off from my femaleness and be back to being Tom all the time.

Originally I assumed that I would simply go back to having straight sex with women, but I was pretty deeply into lusting after men these days so I figured I'd probably be pretty tempted to see if that held true even as a guy myself. At the moment the issue was whether or not I would let Terrance fuck me in the ass if he wanted to, but I couldn't imagine saying no to any reasonable request. For all I knew that was part of the bargain that he and Gerald had struck. Without explicit instructions I figured I'd better just go with the program and do whatever Terrance wanted. I sure as hell didn't want to let Gerald down.

At the moment Terrance was just amusing himself with my butt and got tired of that fairly quickly. Instead he tugged my little raft over to the side of the pool and dumped me in the water. Next he jumped up on the edge of the pool, with his feet hanging in the water and his very erect dick pointing straight up to the sky.

"Grab a seat," he said as he patted his thighs.

I waded over and he sort of lifted me up and plunked me down on his big hard on, which took a fair amount of strength on his part. It actually took a couple of tries to get me pegged but soon I was sitting on his lap, facing away from him, absolutely stuffed with his hardness. I put my hands on his thighs for leverage, and he held me by the waist to give me a jumpstart, and soon I was bouncing up and down on his pole.

I was very proud of how firm my titties were, despite their above average size, but they could not totally deny the laws of physics and gravity and were now bouncing and jiggling all over the place, which felt a little bit like I had water balloons attached to my bosom.

"Not much of a talker, are you?"Terrance commented.

"Do you want to talk or do you want to fuck?" I replied.

"Maybe a little of both, baby. Do you like riding my big dick?"

"Yes," I replied truthfully.

"You can do better than that."

A lot of guys really like to hear girls talk dirty during sex, and usually that seemed to come kind of naturally to me, but I was a little on my guard about how I reacted to Terrance's fucking me. I was prepared to let him have me any way that he wanted, but I wasn't sure how much I wanted him to think I was really getting off on it. The first time around I was sucking his cock so conversation wasn't really an option, but now I was free to let fly with whatever dirty thoughts happened to pop into my head.

"Of course I like riding your big dick, who wouldn't? Couldn't you tell from all the moaning I'm doing?" I offered, feeling slightly diplomatic in my wording.

"If you were my woman I wouldn't let you anywhere near a guy like me. I know how to make little bitches like you cum harder than they ever have in their life," he boasted.

"Oh, yeah...show me," I said a little defiantly.

That's when one finger went up my asshole while another started attacking my clit. About a minute and a half later I was practically screaming and shaking with orgasmic pleasure. I guess it's like the old saying...it ain't bragging if it's true.


CHAPTER 15:

There was really nothing I could do to prevent myself from having an orgasm, and quite honestly it would have been foolish to even try very hard. I liked being fucked by men with big hard cocks, what can I say? And when he added the surprise ass play and clit stimulation simultaneously I was a goner. When he finally shot his load deep into my snatch I was definitely ready for a breather. My legs were sore and my whole body had really been rocked pretty hard.

As he helped me dismount I just sort of slid back into the water and tried to cool off and calm down. Terrance just stayed seated grinning like a Cheshire cat.

"What did I tell you baby? What I lack in youth I make up for in experience," he said with a chuckle. "I'll bet you've worked up a bit of an appetite by now. There's a robe over there if you feel like preserving some of you modesty, and I'll have dinner served to you on the foredeck lounge. That's the little patio area up front with the tables that I showed you earlier."

"You're not joining me?" I asked over my shoulder.

"Not right away, but I'll probably be there in time for desert," replied.

With that he grabbed one of the robes he had indicated and pulled it on before walking away leaving me still floating in the pool. I suddenly realized that he had cum inside me twice already but we hadn't even kissed once. I've heard that prostitutes often don't kiss their clients because kissing is considered more intimate than sex so maybe this was Terrance's subtle way of reminding me that I was a whore for agreeing to this sordid proposition, whatever my stake in it might be.

I was getting hungry so I got out of the pool and toweled off before slipping on a robe and making my way to the dining area. It was pretty pointless from a modesty standpoint, as most of the crew had probably already gotten a good look at my naked body, but it seemed a little more civilized to be covered up while I ate dinner.

The food was outstanding, as I assumed it would be, and the wine equally excellent. I was still no wine expert but I was learning about it and found it to be an interesting hobby. The fact that Gerald seemed to appreciate fine wines made it easier for me to develop my palette and sample some really first rate vintages.

When Terrance reappeared I noticed that he was fully dressed in slacks and a sweater this time. It seemed a little odd since he had given no indication that he was done with me yet but his boat his rules I guess.

"I've got something special lined up for you after dinner," he said as he took a seat at my little table.

"You bounce back fast," I commented pleasantly.

"Well in this case I'll just be a spectator but I trust that you won't mind the change of pace too much," he replied as he poured himself a glass of wine and took a sip.

I wondered what that meant exactly. Perhaps he wanted to watch while I masturbated or something. Instead of explaining he just finished his wine while I finished my meal, and then he escorted me to the very front of the boat where two uniformed crew members were standing.

"This is William and this is John," Terrance said indicating the two strapping young men who stood before me. "They're going to take care of your needs for a while."

With that Terrance pulled up a deck chair and took a seat. Both men were tall and looked quite fit. I would guess that they were both around my age. William was white with blonde hair and kind of looked like a surfer, while John was black and had his head totally shaved.

Without further ado they both took off their shirts and revealed their very muscular bodies. It honestly wasn't until that moment that I fully realized that I was about to get double teamed by these guys. As I mentioned earlier I had only been with two other men prior to today but now it appeared that I was going to be taking two men at once. Fortunately they were both hot as hell so the prospect of experiencing my first three-way was a bit more promising than it might have been.

William got behind me and reached around to unfasten the belt on my robe while John stood very close to me in front. When he had the belt undone William yanked the robe open and held it tight against my shoulders, which worked sort of like a plushy straightjacket in that my arms were pinned back a bit and I couldn't really move them. It also had the effect of pushing my chest forward a bit so my boobs were sticking out even more prominently, something that John took full advantage of as he buried his face in my cleavage and then began sucking my nipples.

After John had worked my tits for a while William pulled the robe off me completely so that I was back to being naked again. While William was literally disrobing me John was quickly taking off his pants and was soon just as bare as I was. Unlike Terrance John didn't hesitate to kiss me and pulled me quite close in his arms as he did so. I could feel his massive cock beginning to stiffen against my leg so I reached down and grabbed it with one hand.

A few moments later William was pressed just as tightly at my back, and kissing my neck, so I reached around behind me with my other hand and grasped his equally impressive pecker. I was able to turn my head enough so that I could kiss William in turns and it felt very dreamy to be stuffed between two hard bodied men, like the creamy filling of an éclair.

Without prompting I crouched down between them and began to stroke and suck their now fully erect members. I had seen that done in porn videos a million times but never imagined I'd actually be putting it into practice myself. The physical task of keeping them both stimulated simultaneously wasn't difficult at all, but the mental experience was giving me some serious cock overload.

Men can be so terribly sexy, especially when they keep themselves in good shape and exude a natural sense of confidence and masculinity. Of course being hung like a horse certainly helped, but it was really more the manly drive of a guy longing to conquer you. I knew from my own male experiences what a conflicted set of emotions an erection brought on. Every instinct in your body screamed for relief but your brain was struggling with equal urgency to prolong the delicious agony as much as possible. Was I ever glad to be free of that dilemma. My body was free to erupt as often as it liked with no concern for self-control or restraint. I had a feeling it was going to be erupting quite a bit once these two studs really went to town on me.

While my focus was very much on the two cocks in my face I did shoot a glance at Terrance and saw that he wasn't even paying attention. Instead he was just looking at something on his phone. That kind of pissed me off because I thought we must be making a rather intriguing tableau, but then I realized that he was actually using his phone to take pictures, or more likely shoot video of the encounter, which kind of pissed me off in a different way. It was one thing to put on a private sex show for him but I wasn't crazy about the idea of Terrance possibly posting that video on the Internet, or trying to use it as some kind of leverage against Gerald. Fortunately there were laws about that sort of thing, and Gerald no doubt had a great team of lawyers, so I let it pass. Maybe the guy just wanted some personal porn to jack off to later. I  couldn't really blame him for that.

After a while William got down on his knees next to me and John repositioned me on all fours. That left me free to concentrate on sucking just William's cock for the moment, but the moment didn't last long as John soon slid his mighty staff into my gash from behind. Having two cocks inside me at the same time was totally mind blowing, and it was somewhat challenging to keep William's in my mouth as John began to bone me harder and harder, all of which was exacerbated by the rolling motion of the boat, but somehow the guys managed to keep themselves plugged in and I reveled in the completely naughty new sensation.

Now the boys did the alternating as John would sometimes tug on my hair from the back then William would grab the top of my head and jam it down deeper on his prick. I had started to cum fairly quickly once both dicks were inside me simultaneously but apparently that was just kind of a prelude to the orgasm that was building up. When it slammed through my insides I started quivering and jerking my ass against John's pelvis as hard as I could.

"Oh, God! Oh, God! Oh, God!" I babbled over and over as I pressed Williams cock against my cheek and stroked his shaft manically, occasionally taking it back in my mouth and then coming up for air and serious whimpering again.

When William suddenly let fly with a hot stream of jizz I managed to get some of it in my mouth but some of it just sort of painted my face wherever it landed. I just kept stroking and sucking until I was sure that I had drained him of every last drop of his precious nectar, then put my hands on the deck for support as John banged me to completion. His load was no less than William's, possibly even bigger, and I felt a lot of sticky cum dripping out of my pussy when John finally removed his cock in triumph.

Then I just stayed on all fours, semen dripping from my snatch and my face, trying to breathe like a normal person again, and trying to comprehend what had just happened to me. I'd never felt more like an animal in my life, but at least I was the right kind of animal. I was the female of the species and in my true element for sure.


CHAPTER 16:

I was allowed to go shower in one of the staterooms and relax for a little while but Terrance warned me that he wasn't quite finished with me yet. When Gerald first pitched the idea that I might have to have sex with someone to help him consummate a business deal I sort of pictured lying on my back, spreading my legs, and trying not to be too repulsed as some man basically jacked off in my pussy. And even today, when I realized that the time had come for me to earn my stripes, I still assumed that it would be more of a one and done kind of thing. Boy, had I ever been wrong about that!

I wondered what Gerald thought it would be like for me when he bargained me away to Terrance for whatever it was that he got in return. Did they spell out the terms of my usage or did Gerald just sort of assume, as I did, that  I'd get fucked and that would be that? I had to imagine that Gerald gave Terrance pretty much free rein to use me as he saw fit. Maybe Gerald was cool with that, or maybe he didn't give it any thought at all. We had grown closer since I had moved into the house but Gerald still kept his distance, probably for exactly this situation. No matter how much he might like me as a person, or even enjoy me as an occasional lover, he needed to remind himself that I was just an employee with a very unique job description.

After showering and lying down for a time I began to wonder whether Terrance was actually coming back for me or not as it was getting kind of late and there was still no sign of him. I felt myself getting a little sleepy but I just waited and around midnight I heard the door open and there was Gerald, dressed in a robe again, but this time more of a fancy bedroom type of thing as opposed to a plush pool robe.

"Well you've been a good sport I must say. I can see why Gerald is so taken with you," said Terrance as he walked over and stood next to the bed. "Just one more little task to perform and then you can drift off blissfully to sleep."

He held out his hand and I got out of bed and followed him over to a corner of the room where a kind of strange little device was sitting. I hadn't paid much attention to it, and just sort of assumed it was some kind of a clothes hanger, or maybe a bench that you sat on to polish your shoes or something. With a few tugs and clicks Terrance quickly transformed the innocent looking object into something resembling a Medieval torture device.

The padded bench now came up to about my waist and Terrance had me bend over it while he stuck my hands through two loops that I soon discovered were rather snug wrist cuffs. I don't know why he felt the need to restrain me, since I had voluntarily gone along with everything so far, but I guess it was sort of his final act of domination over me or something.

Next I heard a drawer opening and a few moments later I received a very light swat on my rear from some kind of a whip or something. It was hard to tell exactly what it was but as he applied it to my butt more aggressively it felt like it had a whole bunch of bristles or something that kind of swept over my whole buttocks.

"I want mark you too much," said Terrance from behind me. "Just enough for Gerald to see my brand on your sweet little ass."

This was a whole new area of sexuality for me, although I had encouraged Gerald to be a bit rough at times and he would pull my hair or pin my arms behind my back or something. And I'd been spanked before but never while restrained in some bondage gadget and never with some kind of a flail, or whatever it was. It was actually starting to hurt a little and I felt a tear run down my cheek.

"Whatever you do in life, honey. Whatever you go on to accomplish, just remember that I know exactly who you are and what you are. You're just a series of holes for men to cum in, and there's only one I haven't had yet so I'm going to fuck you in the ass like the little whore you are," Terrance said rather sinisterly.

I had mentally prepared myself for anal sex when I realized I was going to be had by two men at once, but then it didn't happen so I felt sort of off the hook. I guess Terrance was saving that treat for himself. I wondered whether this was some sort of a test. Since he hadn't scared me off so far with anything else was he hoping that I'd panic now and call the whole thing off? Maybe that would blow the deal for Gerald and Terrance would have the satisfaction of both besting him in business and totally debasing his woman. I could certainly see that as something Terrance might really want even more than whatever else he was getting from Gerald in their bargain.

Well that wasn't going to happen. I knew the job was dangerous when I took it and I felt like I could handle whatever Terrance had in store for me. Plus I wasn't sure whether protesting would do any good or not as I was pretty much helpless at the moment.

To his credit he at least lubricated himself thoroughly before sticking his dick up my ass but that didn't do a whole lot to make it any less painful, at least at the start. As I said before I had practiced and knew approximately what it would feel like to be penetrated this way but it was quite different when someone else was in total control of the action, and much bigger than anything I had ever toyed with.

Despite the discomfort and the disparaging remarks I was still turned on. I really wanted to rub my pussy desperately, but even without that direct stimulation I could feel how moist I was getting between the legs. Even if Terrance was right and I really was nothing more than a series of holes for men to cum in it didn't bother me as much as it probably should have. I had found it very easy to be submissive to strong men, even though I technically was still a man myself.

I guess I was getting pretty noisy without really noticing it because at some point Terrance inserted a gag in my mouth. It was actually kind of a relief because I could scream my fool head off and it just came out as a muffled grunt.

As Terrance pounded my ass I found myself thinking about Gerald and feeling an incredible warmth and connection to him, which was probably the weirdest thing I could be doing. He had pimped me out and abandoned me to my fate but all I could think about was how much I loved him. I loved him so much I would gladly subject myself to anything if I thought it was for his benefit in the long run. It's a funny thing to realize you're madly in love with a man while another man shove his big hard cock up your anus and makes you scream.

Terrance finished up his sexual hat trick by shooting a big wad up my ass but instead of releasing me right away he kept me restrained while he put his robe back on and calmly lit a victory cigar that must have had in his pocket or a drawer or something. I just waited until he was in the mood to release me, as there wasn't much else I could do.

"So just out of curiosity what are you getting out of all of this?" Gerald asked once he had taken the gag from my mouth. "Money? Jewelry? Furs? A new car?"

"Nothing but the joy of knowing that I helped the man I love in some way," I replied a little defiantly.

"Pity. I thought you were actually smarter than that. Once you let yourself be used as a piece of meat whatever respect your man might have had for you before will go right out the window. If you don't have a ring, baby, you don't have a claim, so if you're going to let your guy prostitute you out you might as well get as big a slice of the pie as you can, because you'll never be anything more than a whore to him now. But you're still relatively young and you have a pretty face and great tits and ass...you can always latch on to some other rich guy and try it again. Pleasant dreams."

With that Terrance walked out of the room and I felt myself shaking with rage. Or maybe it was shame. Or perhaps a bit of both. I knew he was probably right about me, and more importantly probably right about Gerald. The girlish romantic fantasy I had concocted in my mind was just that, a fantasy. Gerald understood the terms of our agreement so he never let himself get too emotionally involved with me. I should have taken a page from that book and done the same.

It was devastating to think that now that I had completed my task Gerald might have no further use for me and I would be sent back to my old life. No job, no money, except what I had put away in the bank so far, and worst of all no wonderful pills to turn me into a woman. I had no idea where Gerald got them but I did know that they were very expensive.

On the other hand I couldn't deny the fact that I had good and truly fucked and enjoyed myself in spite of everything. If this was my last time having sex as a woman at least it was a hell of a sendoff.


CHAPTER 17:

The car arrived for me fairly early in the morning, which was fine since I was anxious to get out of there and go home, whatever fate awaited me there. I was a little disappointed that Gerald wasn't in the car to greet me, but why should he be, really? He probably had much more important things to do than escort some sex worker on his payroll around.

When we got home I discovered that Gerald was waiting for me right inside the front door. That made me even more worried than the fact that he hadn't come to pick me up. I tried to read his expression but he was as inscrutable as ever.

We went into the same room where we had originally met, and where he had hired me for my unusual job. I hoped he was not just bringing it all full circle by summoning me here for my firing.

"So how was it?" he asked in a very neutral tone of voice.

"That's kind of a hard question to answer, but I'll try to be as honest as I can. It seemed like Terrance was doing everything he could think of to degrade and humiliate me, maybe hoping that I'd get cold feet and back out, or maybe just because he's kind of a misogynistic asshole."

That brought a slight smile to Gerald's face, which made me feel a little better.

"I don't know if you want the graphic details of everything that was done to me but I was definitely fucked just about every way that you can be. Oral, anal, vaginal, double penetration, bondage...it was like the encyclopedia of kinky sex. And as much as I hate to admit it I got off on a lot of it. That probably shouldn't have surprised me as much as it did because, as you know, I have a little bit of a penchant for being a submissive cock crazed slut."

Gerald just rubbed his chin and looked at me closely. I sort of wished that he'd just kick me out and be done with it if that was what this all was leading up to, but I bravely continued my narrative.

"I didn't know what kind of deal you made with Terrance, or whether there was some way I could mess the whole thing up by not cooperating fully, so I figured it was best to just do whatever he wanted and take whatever insults he threw my way. The only thing that really mattered to me was making sure that I was doing exactly what you wanted me to do, although a little heads up would have been nice," I said, forcing a smile of my own.

"I think we need to reassess the nature of our relationship," said Gerald when it appeared that he was finally ready to comment. "I had no idea that you were going to be subjected to all of that, but that's really just a rationalization because I didn't put any limits on what he could do to you, aside from causing you any real physical harm."

"Well I do have some red marks on my ass from his whipping, but I don't think it's anything too serious," I joked.

"Fuck! I'm such an idiot!" he suddenly blurted out, breaking his usual cool.

"Don't say that," I protested. "It didn't hurt that much. And everything I did I did for you with a free heart. I even told him that, and I think it really pissed him off. He wanted to know what I was getting out of the deal and I told him just the satisfaction of helping the man I love by whatever means I could. He tried to act like I was just an idiot for selling myself short, but I could tell that he was a little stung by it too. I don't think he's used to that kind of willing devotion from a woman."

"I wanted so badly to be detached from you. It was the whole point of hiring a man to do the job. It seemed like such a clever idea until I discovered what an amazing woman that man would turn out to be," said Gerald, making my heart beat a little faster. "Even up to the point where I dropped you off on your sordid mission I kept telling myself that you didn't mean anything to me and that I was winning on a very important deal but I was completely devastated and mad with jealousy. It just kept eating at me and eating at me and driving me almost insane. And now you're telling me that you did it out of love? Christ! You must think I'm the most wretched man in the world."

"Of course I don't think that," I said as I sprang out of my chair and went to kind of kneel down beside where he was sitting. "I did do it out of love because I thought that's what you wanted me to do, and I'd gladly do it again tomorrow if you asked. I'd do anything for you Gerald. Just don't send me away."

"I wouldn't dream of sending you away, my darling, and I should be the one on my knees to you in forgiveness. I don't want you being with anyone else from now on. You're my woman, damn it, and I'm going to love you and take care of you and protect you."

Suddenly Gerald was on the floor beside me with his arms around my back and our lips pressed together. I think I was crying by that point, but I can't really remember all that clearly. I was an emotional ball of energy that was shooting off in all directions so I pretty much ran the gamut of feelings and expressions.

After we kissed a bit Gerald lifted me into the chair he had been sitting in and stayed on his knees between my legs. I was still wearing the bikini outfit with the wrap skirt that I had worn to the yacht the day before so Gerald quickly pulled off my bottoms and pushed my skirt to the side. Pressing my legs open and back he buried his face in my muff and I thought I must be dreaming.

So many dark thoughts had been running through my mind. So much fear that I was about to lose everything, especially my womanhood, which I cherished so much these days. Gerald said I was "his" woman and that he loved me and would look after me. I didn't know quite what that all meant, or how much things would change, but I felt safe and secure in the sense that I had a real place in his life.

I'd never had a really serious relationship in my life before. How strange that the first one would turn out to be with another man. Men had always been rivals, or buddies, or just random dudes that you ran across all the time in your daily life, it was quite an eye-opener when I realized that they could also be incredibly sexy and that I could actually fall in love with them.

I didn't have much experience having my pussy licked so it was kind of hard to judge how good Gerald's technique was but it was definitely getting the job done and he seemed quite enthusiastic, which is always the key to good oral sex I believe. He had me creaming so much I was worried that it might ruin the upholstery, but Gerald could always afford a new chair or two so I wasn't going to let that stop me from enjoying myself, not that I could have anyway even if I had wanted to.

I spent the night with him in his bedroom and had my stuff moved in the next day. Which closet my clothing hung in wasn't really that big of a deal, but it was a major symbolic gesture that signified that my "pretend" girlfriend status had been upgraded to the real thing. Of course "real" was a relative word in my female existence because I was only able to be anyone's girlfriend as long as I kept popping those magic pills.


CHAPTER 18:

Besides determining where my clothes would hang there were a number of other changes that went along with becoming the official lady of the house. I kind of became the boss, instead of just a guest. Of course it was still Gerald's house, and he could always kick me out if he felt like it, but for as long as I lived there as his "significant other" a lot of the day-to-day household management became my responsibility.

That was actually more daunting than having two big cocks stuffed in me at the same time. Having been pretty poor, and living in a very modest apartment prior to my arrival here, I didn't really need to do very much in the way of managing anything other than trying to pay my bills as close to on time as possible, and once in a while throwing out something that had been in the refrigerator for way too long. Even so I found that I took to it rather naturally.

Of course the best part of being Gerald's actual girlfriend was being in love, and being a partner instead of an employee. That was literally true now as I stopped being on the payroll and lived entirely off of Gerald's income directly, instead of indirectly. That was kind of weird feeling, but like everything else so far, I adapted to it easily enough in time.

Hanging over every though was my shaky legal status. Allison Andrews didn't really exist on file anywhere, but Tom Andrews did and he had to deal with things like jury duty, or driver's license renewals and so on. I thought about letting my license lapse, since I was just driven everywhere anyway, but who knew how long that would last? At some point Gerald was bound to come to the conclusion that no matter how much he loved me, or how good I was in bed, he would be better off with a real woman. Someone who didn't have to turn into a man from time-to-time and slink off out of the house. Maybe even someone who he could marry and start a family with.

Another thing that changed a bit was my relationship with Jane, the woman who had literally made me who I was. Once my training had ended I didn't see that much of her, but we did make a point of getting together for lunch sometimes, and I was still just a guy playing the role of Gerald's boyfriend. Now that I actually was living that life there was a slightly different dynamic between us because she was still an employee and I was Gerald's live-in lover. Fortunately she seemed to take it in stride although I wondered whether she might secretly resent me for being an opportunist or a gold digger.

The funny thing was I kind of felt like a gold digger, even though I had never ever planned to be anything more than I had been hired to be. A proxy girlfriend. A stand in for the real thing who would provide whatever services my employer wanted me to provide. I never imagined that I'd actually fall for the man, or any man, or that he would be able to see past my male foundation and just embrace me as a woman. It was something we never really talked about, but it never completely left my mind just because we didn't discuss it. Then one night, quite out of the blue, Gerald surprised me by bringing the subject up while I was on my back, with my legs draped over his shoulders, and he was drilling my wet pussy with his big hard cock.


CHAPTER 19:

"Oh, God, baby...God...you get me so deep this way," I moaned.

"Yes. And I hear it's an especially good position for getting a woman pregnant," he replied. "Something about gravity and getting the sperm closer to the cervix."

"Holy shit! What in the world brought that on?" I asked.

"I don't know...I was just thinking that you might want to have a baby someday," he said quite casually.

I knew that it was theoretically possible for me to get pregnant, if remained female for three straight months without turning back into a man, but that hadn't happened so far so I hadn't been worried about getting knocked up. Now all of a sudden here was Gerald trying out good positions for conception and talking to me about having a baby.

"Are we speaking hypothetically here or are you trying to tell me something?" I asked.

"Maybe we should let that sperm swim to your cervix first and then have this chat because I'm pretty close to cumming and I'm not sure I can sustain it long enough to have a rational conversation," Gerald kind of grunted.

"You just concentrate on all that sperm you're going to give me and we can sort out the details later," I joked.

Maybe it was my imagination but Gerald seemed to cum even harder than usual, and the imagine of his seed being a living thing inside my body seemed more intense as well. Once he had finished we cuddled together and I rested my head on his shoulder, as I often did after we made love.

"So what's all this about me having a baby? Are you suggesting that we start a family?" I asked.

"Well my first objective is to marry you, but that's kind of tricky under our current arrangement," said Gerald. "I mean same sex marriage is legal in this state, but it's not quite the spirit of the thing as I would consider ideal."

It wasn't the most romantic way of putting it but it made my heart skip a beat anyway just hearing him bring up the subject of matrimony.

"I'm all in favor of the idea whichever way you want to handle it, but what are our choices really?" I asked.

"Well, if you made your transition biologically permanent it would be easier to make that female identity legally your own. Then you would have the same standing in the eyes of the law that any other woman had. You could be married as a woman and we could file joint tax returns and all of your documentation would reflect your accurate gender," Gerald explained.

"Okay, I'm totally cool with sharing a tax form with you, and having a much prettier picture on my driver's license, but how in the hell am I supposed to make my change permanent?"

"If you gave birth to a child there would be no reversing of the process. You'd have to stay female for as long as it took to become pregnant and have a baby. Then there's nothing anyone could do to dispute your gender, nor would they even try under the circumstances. It would make it a whole lot easier for my lawyers to speed you through the process."

"How come you never told me this before?" I asked.

"It didn't seem relevant at the beginning. You needed to know about the three month period being the limit of time you could remain female without the risk of getting pregnant, but I never imagined a day would come when you might actually want that to happen, let alone that I would want to be the father of that child."

I suppose I should have been shocked or stunned or confused or something but instead it was like my whole life began to click into place. I'm sure plenty of the trophy wives and gold diggers of the world planned out their route to domestic and financial security well in advance but for me it all just kind of happened naturally, which made it seem all the better. I had started out  reluctantly agreeing to be a part-time woman and pretending to be some rich man's girlfriend because it was a job offer I couldn't refuse. Then I discovered that I really liked being a woman and really liked the man I was pretending to be in love with. Then I actually fell in love with him. Now he wanted to marry me and be the father of my children. It had never been my plan or my goal, and until now I never even knew it was an option, but for the life of me I couldn't think of a single reason in the world why I wouldn't want to be his wife and have a baby.

At least with all this money I knew I wouldn't have the same struggles that my mother had gone through in raising me, but I still understood that it was a huge responsibility. But something inside me said it was the right thing to do. A dream, that I never knew I had before, coming true quite by chance or luck or fate or whatever it was that had guided me to this place.

"Well I'm going to need some kick ass maternity clothes," I said with a smile. "Even when I'm pregnant I'm going to want to look fabulous for you."


CHAPTER 20:

So that's pretty much the strange story of how I went from being a down-on-his-luck guy to the wife of a multi-millionaire and the mother of a wonderful child, all because I responded to an ad for a proxy girlfriend. It may seem kind of old fashioned for a girl to dream of being a wife and mother but I only became a girl by chance so it seemed like a pretty sweet deal to me. I did have some thoughts about improving the design of maternity clothing so who knows? Maybe I'll become a business woman too, but for the moment I'm quite content with the job I have. It's certainly better than any job I ever had before or even hoped to acquire.


AUTHOR'S NOTES:

I suppose it is kind of an old fashioned fairy tale where the girl ends up marrying a rich man that she loves and devotes herself to him and raising a family, but it's still kind of a cool one, especially since the girl didn't start out being female at all. I think motherhood is one of those great mysteries that a lot of men probably think about, whether they thank their lucky stars that they'll never have to go through it, or whether they feel a little envious of women for actually being able to bring life into the world. And who wouldn't rather be rich than poor, all things being equal?
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