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CHAPTER 1:

My name is Garret Feldman and I have a very unusual job. I work for a travel agency called Trans Travel Inc. located in San Francisco, California. Now normally when you hear the word "trans" in association with travel you probably think of "transcontinental" or "transatlantic" or something like that. I know I did when I first applied for a job there. Well it turns out that in this case trans refers to transgender. So now you're probably wondering why transgender people would need their own travel agency. A reasonable question. I once worked for a travel agency that did package tours of Israel targeted towards Jewish people who wanted to visit the Holy Land but there was nothing in particular about transgender people that would make them want to travel anyplace other than where most people liked to travel, as far as I could tell. No the "hook" at our firm is that our clients don't become transgendered until they reach their destination.

Using a very hi-tech concoction, that somebody came up with at great expense, a client could receive a series of three injections, spaced at 30 minute intervals, and in approximately an hour and a half they would physically have their gender transformed and in essence become a member of the opposite sex. It worked for men and women, young and old alike. Three more pricks of the needle, if you'll pardon the expression, and you were back to normal.

We offered weekend getaways, two week vacations, and even extended stay packages for those who wanted, and could afford, to body swap at their leisure. None of the packages were cheap but the company had cleverly introduced some lower cost "starter" options. We had a hell of a lot of repeat business. Apparently once you tried it there was a strong urge to give it another go. I don't know exactly what that says about people and their true desires but at any rate it seemed to be a lot of fun.

I had been working in the travel business for a few years before I applied at Trans Travel but once I got over the initial shock I realized that we were still a travel agency like any other at the heart of it. It was a unique addition to the normal services provided in this business but that just made it all the more interesting, albeit somewhat more challenging.

We had a surprising amount of couples who signed up. It seemed to be a popular "second honeymoon" option for those looking to spice things up a bit. There were group packages for singles or swingers who wanted to mix and match a bit. Some of our clients were gay, lesbian or bi-sexual, it was really kind of all over the map. However the most common client was an individual man or woman who wanted to switch gender in secret and take their chances on whatever sex or romance they might find on their own. Hell, some of these people probably aren't even interested in the sex they just want to experience life in a different body for a while. I know one lady who wanted to be a man just so that she could get into a snobby all-male cricket club and play in a match. It seemed like just about anyone might want to give the thing a try.

I had started out mostly working the phones, answering questions of which there were usually millions. A lot of our business was web-based of course but we pride ourselves on our customer service. When your business includes radical medical injections you have to be pretty "hands on" about things. We couldn't very well just hand someone a packet of syringes and wish them bon voyage. It was essential to follow up with each and every client to make sure that their transformation was as smooth as possible. We even sent text reminders every half hour once the process started to make sure that everyone followed the procedure.

For some of the larger group packages we actually sent a liaison of sorts. It was kind of a cross between a tour guide and a chaperone but the job often ended up being more like a drinking buddy or a shoulder to cry on. Temporary body swapping is not without its potential side effects. Of course sometimes the line between the guests and their guide got a little blurry and the liaison ended up joining the party or in bed with a client. It wasn't supposed to happen but everyone knew that it did sometimes. Those group packages could get notoriously raunchy and the flesh is weak after all.

After all of my hard work and faithful service to the company I was finally rewarded with the promotion I had been dreaming of. I was going to be a company liaison at last! I just hoped that I was up to the task of keeping a pack of horny body swappers amused, entertained and out of as much trouble as humanly possible. It's a tough job but somebody has to do it.


CHAPTER 2:

On my first assignment I would be shepherding four couples, for a total of eight clients. They were all in their late 20's or early to mid-30's and executive types. Three of the couples were married and one was just dating. All of them had been involved in some kind of swinging or group sex activities. It was odd to know this much information about someone who was just booking a vacation but it was kind of important under the circumstances. Everyone had to fill out a questionnaire with some rather personal questions on it. Of course if someone balked at that they probably were going to find the reality of gender swapping a little too extreme for their taste so we hopefully were able to weed out the less serious element.

We were going to Atlantis for ten days, the casino resort in the Bahamas not the fabled lost city of antiquity, and I was pretty excited by the whole thing. I had been there before and had a marvelous time and now I would actually be getting paid to stay there, but of course I would be working this time around.

It was kind of important for clients to travel under their true identity, as airlines and border guards and whatnot tended to be a bit picky about people matching their passports and so on, so it was kind of funny to meet and mingle with the guests knowing that in a while they would be completely changed. It was my job to make sure that change went as smoothly as possible.

We really did try to think of everything. We had a very detailed guide on packing the right clothes and what sort of toiletries to bring. It was a little easier with couples as they could swap their shampoo along with their bodies but we tried to leave as little to chance as possible. Fortunately most places we traveled to had a fine array of shopping options so if one needed something it probably wouldn't be too hard to find. That was part of my job as well. If someone's dress didn't fit quite right I was there to see that it got taken care of, even if I had to pin the damn thing myself.

Some of my work was typically mundane. I had to check everyone in and see that their luggage got to the right rooms and so on and then it was time for my pep talk. Once everyone was settled in we all met in the lounge and I gave my speech.

"Whether you've done this a dozen times or it's your first experience I want you to know that I'm here for whatever you may need. Since you're all couples hopefully you'll be able to provide support and assistance in the adjustment period but feel free to lean on me as much as you want. And as for the adjustment period it kind of varies from person to person. The final stage of the change happens pretty fast and you might feel a little light headed or even slightly nauseous. Don't worry, that's totally normal and not a sign of illness or that anything has gone wrong. You've just put your body through a pretty big shakeup and it needs a little time to settle down."

That got a bit of a laugh which encouraged me. I was working from the company script but we had some freedom to improvise here and there.

"You're all adults and nobody is here to judge anything that you do, as long as it's not illegal or potentially harmful to someone. Just make sure that if you want to still be couples when you go home that your partner is on the same page."

I got a few more chuckles and noticed some knowing winks being exchanged. It seemed very likely that these people were all on the same page.

"Some of you may want to experience a more planned vacation and some of you may want to just explore for yourselves. It's all up to you really. The main thing is that you all have a total blast and a trip you'll remember forever."

Then it was time for the guests to retire to their rooms and begin the injections. I was glad that they were all couples as it meant that I probably wouldn't be called on to stick needles in anyone on this trip. Hopefully at least one person in each room would have the nerve to do it for both or that they would inject each other or something. I knew that the company was working on a pill form of the serum and I prayed that they would get it done soon. I've never wanted to be a junkie or a doctor so the prospect of shooting people up didn't appeal to me very much.

After about two hours I made the rounds of everyone's rooms to make sure that all had gone according to plan and that everyone had happily switched gender on schedule. It was a real surprise to see how everyone turned out. A couple of hours before I was making my speech to a group of four couples that I had gotten to know a bit on the trip to Atlantis. Now those same exact people were virtually unrecognizable to me. A few of them I think I might have been able to recognize after the change but for the most part I don't think their own mothers would know them. That was a hard thing to wrap my head around.

Obviously I knew what our business was all about but I had never seen the actual results in person. It was pretty breathtaking. We recommended that the transformation be done in some kind of loose-fitting clothes like a robe or in the nude so nobody was dressed up or wearing cosmetics at this point yet I could easily imagine how much more amazing the change would appear to be once everyone was up and running in their new gender.

Thank God there were no problems or anomalies. The most famous horror story in our company was about the man who grew tits but otherwise remained substantially male, including his keeping his cock and balls. I think a specialist was finally flown out to the location to remedy the problem and they probably got a full refund but I wanted no such adventure on my first assignment. Everyone assured me that all the bits and pieces were in the right place and seemed genuinely thrilled to be exploring their new bodies and the options that went with them.

We all had dinner together the first night and it appeared that all of the couples were seated next to each other. Knowing that they were swingers I wondered whether this arrangement would last for long and got my answer right after the meal. Someone produced a hat and the room keys were tossed inside it. Then each of the "ladies" drew a key from the hat. Apparently that determined their partner for the night. One of the married couples actually ended up together by this carnal lottery but they just laughed and accepted their fate with good graces. It would be a different experience for them at least even if there was a degree of familiarity to it.

As I discovered later this ritual was repeated virtually every night so the odds were pretty good that everyone would get a crack at everyone else. I marveled at the idea of that. I was single but when I had a girlfriend I was never turned on by the thought of sharing her with someone or swapping partners or anything like that. I was basically too jealous. I guess maybe it's different when you've been together for a long time or something but it still kind of blew my mind. I wouldn't say that I'm a prude by any means but I certainly had never been too Bohemian in my own lifestyle choices.

On the other hand I was kind of jealous of their sense of freedom and curiosity. It took guts to walk into a room as one gender and walk out two hours later as another, especially if you'd never done anything like that before. Just the idea of walking around in a dress seemed pretty scary to me. The thought of then having sex with a man was utterly terrifying. Of course there was no rule that said that you had to have sex with anyone of any particular gender or sex at all but it sure looked like this crowd was planning on doing a bit more than kite surfing.

It seemed like I might have a fair amount of free time on my hands and since I wasn't paying for anything else I figured that I'd probably hang out in the casino quite a bit. I might even get lucky. Not lucky the way the clients were but at least I didn't have to wear a bra to get what I was after.


CHAPTER 3:

My first assignment really couldn't have been easier. The key exchange seemed to keep everybody happy and they usually just paired up and went off on their own or stayed in their rooms much of the time. I always made a point of checking in with everyone periodically to make sure that their needs were being met but Atlantis is a pretty kick ass resort and whatever you want is pretty much readily available, as it is at any fine resort.

As we were nearing the end of our stay I had the chance to chat with one of the female clients, who I'll call Sally just for the hell of it. She was doing a little shopping on her own and I just happened to bump into her.

"So how it going?" I asked in my usual chipper voice.

"It's amazing! No, it's more than that it's...transcendental," Sally replied as she touched my arm. "I mean this group would have had fun just coming here as ourselves and swapping keys but with the addition of the whole gender changing thing...well...I can't remember ever having as good a time doing anything."

"That's wonderful," I said. "We really do pride ourselves on trying to provide a unique experience."

"How many times have you done it?" asked Sally.

"Actually this is my first time as I guide."

"No, I mean how many times have you tried changing?"

"Honestly...never. They keep us pretty busy at the office," I joked.

"Look, take some time off and book yourself a vacation. This is way better than bungee jumping or skydiving I can assure you. This is far more extreme. Everything about it is a turn on. Just getting dressed is a turn on. Walking is a turn on. Looking at yourself in the mirror is a turn on. And the sex...oh, man is that ever a turn on!"

"I think I should get you to write a testimonial for us," I said, trying to change the mood.

"Gladly," Sally replied. "But you remember to treat yourself sometime. You'll thank me for it later."

I was too much a of a man to admit that I'd never even considered bungee jumping or skydiving or anything remotely extreme but I was glad that she thought I looked like the kind of guy who might enjoy that stuff. Talking to Sally also made me feel kind of good about my job. Not just that I was doing it well but that we as a company were providing something that people really wanted. At least some people at any rate. Obviously for some people being changed into a member of the opposite sex would probably be their idea of a living hell. Something you would do to punish the most vile and unredeemable of criminals. Other people were probably indulging in a fantasy that they had nurtured for a long time. Maybe they had tried crossdressing and wanted to kick it up a notch or something. To each his own. I wasn't particularly in either camp. I was probably somewhere in the middle. If I went through life without ever living as a woman I don't think it's something I'd regret on my deathbed but on the other hand it might be interesting to see the world through different eyes once just to get a different perspective.

That night I had a strange dream. I was walking along a beach, although it wasn't me walking it was a young woman. I mean I know that it was supposed to be me but since I'm not a woman it obviously wasn't me. Anyway this female me was wearing some little bikini that barely covered anything and I was just sort of strolling along the shore letting the incoming waves lap against my feet. It was very real for a dream. I could feel the sand between my toes and hear the gentle breeze.

The sun was going down and there was no one else on the beach until suddenly this guy appeared. He looked like some dude you'd see on the cover of a romance novel or something. He had this white shirt on but it was unbuttoned so it kept flowing in the wind. I just walked right up to him and he took me in his arms.

I have no idea if I was supposed to know him and had agreed on this meeting or whether he was a total stranger. Nobody said a word, at least not that I can remember. We just stood kissing in the sand and then I lay down and reached my hand out for him to join me. We continued to kiss as the water ebbed and flowed around us like that scene in From Here to Eternity with Burt Lancaster and Deborah Kerr, except our little scene got X rated in a hurry.

The man took off my bikini top and bottoms and he pulled down his pants and before long I was spreading my legs for him and he was slipping his cock inside me. That's when I woke up. Thank goodness.

It was a little disturbing because I couldn't recall ever having a dream even remotely like that before. I didn't usually even have dirty dreams they were just kind of boring or didn't make any sense. This one stayed with me for a long time. I suppose my conversation with Sally had gotten into my head. It made me think about something I never thought about before. What was frightening about it was the fact that I liked it. What was even more frightening was the fact that I could probably make it come true if I wanted to.


CHAPTER 4:

"So tell me Mark, have you ever booked one of these trips for yourself?"

I was back in the office talking to Mark Caldwell. Mark was the senior guy on the staff and kind of the resident expert on anything. If you had a question Mark would know the answer. He was only a few years older than I was but he knew his stuff backwards and forwards.

"Yeah, of course," Mark replied with a look of surprise on his face. "You mean to tell me that you've never done it?"

"Well ah...no I haven't. I mean not so far," I stammered, feeling like the class dunce.

"Dude, how can you sell a product that you haven't even tried yourself? Otherwise you're just spouting words from the promotional materials. They can read the web page. What they really want to hear is what it's really like from someone who knows. It calms their fears and builds their confidence."

"Well who calms my fears?" I joked.

"You'll love it. It's the hottest thing you'll ever do. I mean when you go somewhere what's the main thing you want to do? You want to get laid. Half the time you spend the whole night buying drinks for chicks and flirting and doing cartwheels and you just end up alone in bed the next morning with a hangover. But if you make an even passably attractive woman you're going to get all the attention you can handle."

"But do I really want that kind of attention?"

"It sounds weird, it probably sounds gay or something but you won't feel that way once you're in a female body. Something in that serum makes you think and feel like a woman, not just look like one. And for that period of time you are a woman so technically there's nothing gay about it. And you definitely learn a few things that help you score with the ladies later," Mark said with a salacious wink.

That part of it at least made sense to me. If you spent some time being female you would probably learn more about what they really wanted and liked and were looking for. Women always seemed like such a mystery to me. Just when I thought I was getting a handle on a situation they'd throw me a curveball and I'd be back to square one.

"Of course you don't have to do anything with a man if you don't want to," said Mark, bringing me back to our conversation. "I've had some pretty damn good girl-on-girl action too."

"That definitely sounds intriguing," I said hopefully.

"I'll bet it does," Mark chuckled. "Look, why not do the Baja party boat junket? It's just for a weekend and it's always a blast."

I was quite familiar with that package. Guests stayed at a small beachside hotel in Baja California, which was actually a peninsula in Mexico. There was a sort of a yacht that was referred to as the "party boat" and it took little excursions during the day. The rest of the time it was just docked near the hotel and the party continued whether on land or sea. At night there was always a big bonfire on the beach and much drinking and presumably sex throughout the weekend. Most of the guests were just regular tourists and even some locals but the hotel always set aside a certain number of rooms for Trans Travel. It tended to cater to a younger more rambunctious crowd and I had booked people on that package many times.

It definitely sounded like a lot of fun and I had toyed with the idea of going down there sometime but I had never imagined myself doing it as a woman. Of course it might not be that bad and there would be plenty of other girls for guys to hit on so I might be able to just do a little drinking and maybe kick back on the beach for a while.

"What do you say? Let's book ourselves a room right now," Mark suggested.

"You want to go?"

"Why not? It's always a rush and I could kind of show you the ropes."

That would be helpful I thought and Mark was a good guy to be buddies with from a career standpoint. It was kind of cool that he was willing to go along and see me through the process.

Ultimately I agreed to go and we booked a room for next month. That still gave me time to back out if I got too nervous. In the meantime I realized that I had to get some supplies. I didn't have a female companion who would be able to loan me a bunch of stuff and even if I did I would probably be too embarrassed to explain what I needed it for. Fortunately, as I mentioned before, the company had quite a lot of useful information on the subject of what to pack so I took advantage of that to plan my excursion.

I was still nervous about the idea but instead of wanting to back out I was actually getting a little excited about the trip as the date grew closer. It was all for business really and the good of my career. Mark had been totally right about suggesting that you can't really sell a product you've never tried and having a personal experience like this would make it easier for me to relate to the clients. I needed to know what they were going through and how it actually felt to make the change.

When the big day arrived I was still excited but also a little on edge. I was happy that Mark was going to be there but at the same time it made me feel funny to know that he was going to see me as a girl. Of course that was a silly thing to worry about as I was going to see him as a girl too.

The hotel was clean with some modern amenities but the rooms were a little on the small size. That was to be expected due to its remarkable location right on the beach but it's the kind of thing a travel professional takes note of. Presumably this was the kind of trip where one didn't plan on spending too much time in the room anyway.

Mark had volunteered to do the injections for me and suggested that I just take off my clothes and get comfortable on the bed. Then he very skillfully gave me the shot and I barely felt a thing.

"Aren't you going to do it now?" I asked.

"After you change," he replied. "I just want to make sure that everything goes well. It's your first time after all and I'm an old hand it by now."

It was kind of weird to just lie on my bed in the nude while another man sat there fully clothed but I got over that pretty quickly. Within a few minutes I could feel things happening inside my body. I couldn't see any change but it sure felt like something was going on.

After my second injection the physical changes started to be apparent. I was growing breasts for one thing. It was fascinating really. Kind of frightening but weirdly fascinating. And sort of erotic too. I wasn't expecting that.

Another injection and another half hour later and the whole thing was done. Gone were my cock and balls and a strange little slit had appeared where they once were. I got up and felt a momentary head rush but it passed pretty quickly.

"Wow, you look amazing," said Mark.

I probably should have been taken aback by his brazen comment on my appearance but I was actually relieved and a little flattered. I got my legs under me and went to look in the mirror.

"Holy crap! I don't look half bad do I?" I said as I stared at my reflection in an unfamiliar voice.

"You'll get used to your voice soon enough," Mark chuckled, as if reading my mind.

I suddenly felt very exposed being naked like this and grabbed a bathrobe. It shouldn't have made any difference but for some reason it did.

"No reason to be modest," said Mark. "The fun of having a body like that is that you get to flaunt it."

As he said that he came into the bathroom and unfastened the belt that was holding my robe closed. He then slid his hands inside and rested them on my bare hips.

"What the hell are you doing?" I snapped.

"Relax. Doesn't it feel nice to be touched? Your skin is so smooth and silky," he purred.

"You are planning to change into a girl aren't you?" I asked suspiciously.

"Probably. Eventually. I can show you the ropes this way just fine you know. Probably better in a lot of ways. I know you're feeling pretty curious right about now. You wonder how all the parts work and you're really wondering why you don't want me to take my hands away even though you think that you should."

I managed to break away and went back into the other room. I held my robe closed but didn't try to fasten the belt again.

"Was this just some big setup to try and fuck me or something?" I demanded.

"No, not at all. I'll take the injections right now if you want. It's just that you're going to walk out that door as a girl into a very sexually charged atmosphere and it's probably going to be a little overwhelming at first. Your brain hasn't forgotten that you're a man but your body is telling you something different. The first time I changed into a woman it was pretty confusing. All I could think about was having sex but I was shy and scared and had no idea how to talk to men. I can make things a lot easier for you if you want. I know your secret so you don't have to worry about impressing me or anything. We can take it slow so that you can warm up to the whole thing in your own time. But it's totally cool with me either way. There's a party out there and I can find plenty of entertainment in whatever body I'm in. So do you want me to take the injections now?"

"I think maybe you better," I said softly.

Mark just grinned and started to strip out of his clothes. I felt a sense of momentary panic.

"What are you doing?" I asked.

"Same as you did. Getting ready to take the injections," he replied calmly.

"Do you want me to leave?"

"It doesn't bother me in the slightest," he said as he took off his pants and stood naked before me. "Do you want to leave?"

"I probably should wait and make sure that everything goes all right," I replied.

"Thanks. Hand me the needle will you?"

I handed him the little package that came with three syringes in it and he grinned as he lay down on the bed. He took one of the needles out and prepared to inject himself.

"There's no hurry for me to do this you know," he said with a grin. "Are you sure you want me to do this?"

I looked at his naked body stretched out on the bed so comfortably and part of me wanted to jump in bed beside him. It wasn't like he was the hottest dude in the world or anything but I was kind of tingling with excitement just being in a hotel room with a nude man. What he had said made a lot of sense. I was scared to walk out that door. I had no idea that the serum would have such a profound impact on me this way. I was incredibly horny and I was curious and maybe this was exactly what I needed to break the ice.

"No, you don't have do that now," I said quietly as I let my robe fall to floor and walked towards the bed.


CHAPTER 5:

I was actually shaking from fright as I got on the bed next to Mark. I wondered whether teenage girls felt like this on prom night or whenever they decided to lose their virginity. I'd never been with a virgin so I had no idea.

"What do you I call you?" asked Mark.

"Huh?" I responded without thinking clearly.

"Didn't you choose a female name? It's part of the standard instructions you know."

"Oh yeah, of course. Call me Dani...you know, with an "i" at the end."

"Well hello Dani with an "i" at the end. That's a really pretty name. It suits you somehow I think. Maybe because you're such a pretty girl."

He leaned over to kiss me but I turned my face away at the last moment. I wanted to jump up and run into the bathroom but I knew that was silly. He was trying to do me a favor and I really did appreciate it. It was just so hard to know what to do with my head spinning and my heart pounding so much.

"Hey that's cool," said Mark compassionately. "We're in no rush. Why don't you just turn over and let me give you a back rub. That might help you to relax."

It sounded like a good idea so I turned over on my stomach and Mark got on his knees beside me. His hands felt wonderful as they began to massage my upper back and shoulders. He really seemed to know what he was doing.

There was nothing sexual about this. Professional masseurs gave men massages at the finest resorts in the world. Athletes got rubdowns from male trainers. Of course those giving the massage weren't usually naked with their dicks hanging out or sitting on a bed at the time so it was slightly different but I tried not to dwell on those little details too much.

When Mark got down to my lower body I tensed up a bit, despite the overall relaxing feeling of his touch. As he sort of bunched and kneaded my butt cheeks I felt a sense of arousal. His fingers seemed to be getting awfully close to my pussy. Boy that was a weird thing to think about. When you're born a man you just never imagine there could possibly be a scenario where you would be referring to your pussy unless you meant your pet cat.

I barely noticed when he flipped me over on my back and began to massage the rest of me. That is I barely noticed until he got to my breasts. My heart started beating faster again and I felt a strange tingling sensation. He didn't linger there too long and was down at my legs pretty soon. Again his fingers darted in between my legs but never stayed there. He was doing a very thorough job I thought.

I glanced over at him and smiled to show my appreciation. That's when I noticed his rather pronounced erection. Apparently while I was getting relaxed he was getting aroused. I was angry at first but realized how dumb that was. Of course he was getting aroused, he was fondling a naked woman. Frankly I should have been surprised that he wasn't hard the moment he took off his pants. There was no way I could have been in his situation and not gotten a boner.

Still the erection scared me. I knew that he wanted to stick it inside me. Men...it seemed like that's all they ever wanted I thought without the slightest trace of irony.

"Does that feel good baby?" Mark asked soothingly as he continued to work his magic.

"Uh huh."

"Do you think you'd like to touch me?"

I just nodded yes and Mark took one of my hands and placed it on his chest. He kind of got me started until I sat up and provided my own power. My hand kept straying down towards his waist and then I would realize I was nearing the danger zone and pull up. It was sort of like his dick was a magnet or something. I was just kind of irresistibly drawn to it.

Eventually I touched it and Mark let out a tiny little moan of approval. It was almost imperceptible but I knew he must be incredibly horny right now. Why wouldn't he be? Somewhere in his brain he knew who I really was. Knew that I was a man but at the moment that seemed like a crazy impossibility. I was just some chick named Dani he met on vacation down in Baja.

"Mark...aren't you worried about this messing things up back in the office?" I asked while continuing to stroke his rock hard member.

"What do you mean?"

"I mean we work together. We see each other all the time. Aren't you afraid that it will cause some kind of friction or complications?"

"Oh hell baby, I've banged just about everybody who works for that company at one time or another. We're in the business of selling sex. It doesn't mean anything when your changed like this. You only have the feelings and urges that you have now because of the serum. That's one powerful drug you're on you know. It has to be to work that fast. Everything inside you is rewired and it all happened in an hour and half. Once you go back to normal so will your feelings. It's not like we're going to fall in love or something. It's just sex. It doesn't mean anything it's all just good clean fun."

As Mark delivered this speech he had managed to get on top of me somehow and had my legs spread apart. Of course I knew that he was doing it but I sort of didn't at the same time. I know that doesn't make any sense but I almost felt like I was in trance. I wasn't powerless, like he was about to rape me or anything, but I was also sort of under his spell. There was something about the manly way he smelled and the smoothness of his voice. It was all so hypnotic.

"Is it going to hurt much?" I whispered softly as I began to stroke his face.

"No baby I'll be gentle. It's like the injections. When you know how to do it you barely feel a thing. It didn't hurt when I stuck the needle in you did it?"

"No."

"Well that's a lot sharper than my cock," he joked.

"I know...but your cock is also a lot bigger," I pointed out.

"Yeah that's true but in a few minutes you're going to be really thankful for that."

And then he was inside me. It did hurt a little, but just a little. The feeling of pleasure that soon followed way more than made up for any tiny discomfort in getting there. I began to heave with my hips as he thrust his burning stalk deeper and deeper within me.

Mark was so much better at being a man than I was I thought. He totally had his shit together. There was an answer to my every argument and that persuasive tone of voice that made everything seem so natural, even though what we were doing was about as unnatural as you could get. Well, not the sex part in theory since men and women have sex all the time, but the whole concept of taking injections to change genders. I admired his boldness and his confidence. He was a very slick operator. I had only been a woman for maybe an hour and already he had me in the sack.

He had been right about everything so far. I was curious and anxious to see how everything worked. It was easier to get the sex thing out of the way with someone who knew that it was going to be strange and new to me. And he was certainly right about being thankful for the size of his cock. I had never felt anything so intense and wonderful as the sensation of a man's hard pecker stuffed between my legs.

Mark was a pretty cool guy for breaking me in like this. That beach was no doubt packed with hotter chicks than I was who already knew everything about sex and how to please a man. I didn't know anything. I was a virgin. Just a girl getting her cherry popped. I wanted to be good at this but how much can you learn in one weekend? And to what end? The weekend would soon be over and I'd go back to work and be a man again. Of course if I really wanted to I was just 90 minutes away from being back in this body.

As my first female orgasm hit I sat upright and kissed Mark. He just kind of laughed a little and then kissed me back.

"Oh baby I envy you. I know that feeling. The worm has definitely turned for you now," he said as he began to pump me a little faster.

I moved my body to try and match the pace of his thrusting but pretty soon I lost the rhythm and began to kind of squirm. I tried to speak but only little whimpers came out before I could find my voice again.

"Oh Mark this feels so good," I cried.

"That's good baby. That's the whole idea of this."

I don't know why he kept calling me baby but I kind of liked it. I was a baby in way. I had only been born an hour ago.

"I guess it's my birthday," I giggled.

"That's right. It's a very special day for you. A day you'll always remember."

I knew he was right. Mark was always right about everything.


CHAPTER 6:

We cuddled together for the longest time and I didn't know if I even wanted to leave the room. That was a pretty ridiculous notion of course since we had come all this way for a vacation when we could have just slipped off to the supply closet at work if all we were going to do was have sex. That thought made me kind of smile. We had access to the serum. Maybe we could sneak off sometime for a quickie.

"Well I guess I better get started on those injections," said Mark as he stretched his arms lazily over his head.

"Do you have to?" I said in a voice that sounded more like a whine than I had intended.

"No, of course not baby," Mark chuckled. "I just thought that's what you wanted."

He was playing me perfectly and he knew it and I knew it and it didn't matter. I had just made love to a man for the first time in my life and I was still basking in the afterglow. The last thing in the world I wanted was for him to suddenly turn into a woman. I was happy to go out and party, I was in a celebratory mood, but I wanted to party with him, not a bunch of strangers.

We threw on our bathing suits and I had a sheer cover up that I put on over my bikini. It was called a "cover up" but it didn't really cover much of anything. It was sort of like wearing a piece of sexy lingerie over your bathing suit but I still felt somewhat protected under the flimsy see-through material. It also looked kind of hot so it gave me a boost of confidence as we stepped outside.

That simple act of going out in public almost made my knees buckle. Fortunately Mark was there to steady me. After what I had just done in that bedroom this should have been a piece of cake but that was behind closed doors and the only person with me was someone who knew the whole story. Out here in the world I felt like a scared deer caught in the headlights of an onrushing car. How could I possibly fool anyone into thinking that I was actually a woman?

"I don't know if I can do this," I whispered to Mark.

"Sure you can baby. You look awesome in that outfit. You're cute as a button. You just have to relax and have fun," he said reassuringly.

"Maybe a drink would help," I suggested.

"Well we've come to the right place for that."

He was right about that...big surprise. This was definitely a place where drinking was encouraged. I usually drank beer or maybe a rum and cola but I felt like something more tropical so I ordered a banana daiquiri from the beachside bar. It still had rum in it but it was also sweet and refreshing. I downed the first one almost without thinking and ordered another. It was just so smooth and tasty it hardly seemed like liquor at all.

We made our way to the party boat just as it was about to cast off. The thing was packed with young people in swimming suits, most of them holding drinks in their hands, and some loud music was pumping from speakers somewhere onboard. Mark and I just kind of grabbed a spot on the rail as we took off and we enjoyed the view for a little while before he took me by the hand and led me over to where some people were dancing.

I had no idea how to dance really. I was always too shy for that and afraid that I would look foolish but with a few drinks in me and my wonderful new body that jiggled magnificently in all the right places I started to get into the groove. Mark and I started out dancing together but pretty soon we just sort of migrated around the deck dancing with whoever happened to be standing in front of us. I glanced over and saw Mark dancing with a dark skinned beauty with huge tits and a tiny yellow bikini. It didn't look like there was enough material there to hold up those massive balloons but she was keeping them in somehow. I was kind of jealous, not so much of her rack but of the attention Mark seemed to be paying her.

My first day as a girl and I'm already jealous I thought. Why should I be? I didn't come down here with Mark as my boyfriend or anything. He had every right to flirt with any big-chested bimbo he saw if he wanted to. I felt kind of bad about referring to a girl I knew nothing about as a bimbo, especially since I had been such a slut already, but I was a little tipsy and probably not thinking too clearly.

When I looked back in Mark's direction again I saw that he and the girl had vanished. I assumed that they hadn't fallen overboard but with all this noise and merriment it would have been hard to tell if they had. I thought about trying to track them down and then decided the better of it. Two could play that I game I figured.

I noticed that a few girls had gone topless but I wasn't quite brave or drunk enough for that yet. Instead I took off my bikini top and wrapped it around my ankle. My tits were quite clearly visible under my sheer mini-dress and that was good enough for me for the time being.

It actually felt amazing to have my bare breasts, and especially my nipples, rubbing up against that silky fabric as I danced. I laughed as I noticed that every man who saw my looked straight at my boobs and made no effort to hide the fact. In some ways that little hint of mystery was almost more daring than just flashing my tits in the open. It was a way of blending in while standing out at the same time.

We sailed around for a couple of hours and then it was back to the shore. I still hadn't seen Mark or his buxom companion for ages but I'd also stopped looking for them. I was really getting into the sensuality of dancing with someone in a suggestive manner. Whether I touched my dance partner or not the message was still clear. I was flaunting my body and my desires. It was like some kind of mating ritual or something.

When we reached the shore I looked around again for Mark but still couldn't spot him. There was a pretty big crowd developing on the beach and it wasn't hard to disappear into it. They were getting ready to light the bonfire pretty soon as the sun was beginning to go down.

I decided to just take a little stroll to clear my head a bit. I'm not usually much of a drinker but the booze was hitting me pretty hard. I walked away from the crowd and the noise and just enjoyed the beauty of the setting. Suddenly it hit me like a thunderbolt. This was almost exactly like my dream!

The beach at sunset, the sand in my toes, the gentle breeze, everything was the same except my clothes. In the dream I had on a bikini and no cover up. On a whim I put my bathing suit top back on and removed the outer garment. Now the picture was complete. All I had to do was walk along the shore and I would bump into my dream lover with the flowing shirt.

I walked for a quite a while but all I bumped into was a guy playing Frisbee with his dog and a couple of senior citizens who asked me to take their picture. It was a bit of a letdown but I was hardly devastated. I decided to go back to the room hoping that maybe Mark would be there by this time.

As I opened the door I was stunned to discover that he was indeed there but not alone. His buxom playmate was bouncing up and down on his cock and her tits looked even bigger as they were being bounced along with the rest of her.

"Hey babe, where have you been?" Mark called out jovially. "This is Maria. Why don't you come and join us?"

I ran from the room and felt tears starting to run down my cheek. A moment later Mark was behind me grabbing my shoulders.

"Oh baby what's the matter?" he said in that wonderfully reassuring tone. "I can get rid of her if you want. I thought maybe you'd enjoy getting a little pussy."

I turned around to face him, planning to be angry, but when I saw that he hadn't bothered to put on any clothes and was just standing out there naked as a jaybird I had to laugh instead.

"You are really the most outrageous man I've ever known," I said, trying to sound serious but failing. "You picked up that girl because you thought I might enjoy getting pussy?"

"Yeah, honestly I did. Obviously that wasn't the only reason I did it but I told her that I was staying with someone and that you might be back and that I was only interested in doing it if you could join us. Maria was totally hip to the idea. You can ask her if you don't believe me."

"You do realize that you're completely naked don't you?" I asked with a smile.

"I don't care about that. I just wanted to make sure that you weren't upset or anything. I'll get rid of the girl if you want me to. Whatever it is that will make you happy," Mark said as he reached out and put his arms on my shoulders.

"Obviously I don't want you to be rude to the girl and I don't think I'm quite ready for a threesome. I really just want to pop into the bathroom and then I'll get out of your hair. I'm sure I can keep myself entertained on the beach."

"That's my girl! No reason to tie yourself down when there's a whole beach full of men."

We walked back into the room arm-in-arm and Maria was there waiting patiently. I headed for the bathroom and when I came out they had gone back to work. I looked at them for a while and thought about joining in. Maria really was quite beautiful and those tits were just awe inspiring. I'd never been with a woman that hot before and wondered what it would be like. Of course as a girl I'd never been with any woman and that was probably the main thing holding me back. I could let Mark call the shots with me but I didn't know what to do with another woman. As appealing as it might be I decided to go it alone for a while. I just hoped she wouldn't break the bed with all that bouncing.


CHAPTER 7:

I had left my beach dress behind and gone out to the bonfire in just my bikini. It wasn't nearly as tiny as some of the ones the girls were sporting but I liked the way it looked on me. It seemed to flatter my figure and I didn't have to worry about it falling off. As it turned out that wasn't going to be a major concern.

Apparently when the sun went down the clothes came off. Not everyone was naked but there were enough people in various stages of undress that it sort of seemed like the thing to do. Once again my top ended up tied around my ankle and I found myself sitting in some guy's lap while he fed me beer from a bottle. He played with my tits virtually the whole time I was sitting there but he never made any sort of suggestion that we go off together. I guess he just liked booze and boobs.

Later I joined an impromptu drum circle of sorts and began banging on someone's ice chest. Naked people were dancing all around the fire and finally I succumbed to the temptation. I tied my bottoms to my other ankle and hopped around the fire with the other naked revelers. I've never felt more free in my life. Suddenly I felt like an idiot for being so worried about my bathing suit that I had tied it to my body. I unfastened the thing and hurled it into the flames. That started a trend and soon all sorts of bikinis and board shorts were roasting on the fire. Wow, maybe I've started a new tradition I thought! The local swimsuit merchants should probably give me a cut of the profits because there were probably going to be some huge sales figures tomorrow.

I danced and hugged and kissed more people that night than I probably had kissed in my whole life up to that point. Men and women alike. When I finally started to get too tired to dance anymore I reluctantly left the dance line and started trudging towards my room.

There was Mark standing there with a huge grin on his face, still buck naked, but by now he would have looked out of place if he wasn't. He wasn't dancing or drinking or making out with any stacked beach babes, he was just smiling at me and waiting for me. I had no idea how long he had been watching but I was sure that he had seen plenty. Not that he really had to see. He no doubt knew exactly what I had been doing. He was like that. He just knew.

I reached out to take his hand but he swept me up in his powerful arms and carried me all the way back to the hotel, which probably wasn't that far but in my condition I appreciated the taxi service. I was also charmed out of my socks, had I been wearing any, by the gallantry of the move.

Once inside he put my naked little body in his bed and climbed in after me pulling the covers up over us. I wanted to fuck him so badly right then but I didn't think I had the strength.

"Mark, I don't know if I'm going to be much use to you right now. You might want to go and get Maria back," I suggested feebly.

"Don't be ridiculous. I'm not going to try and take advantage of you in this condition. You need some sleep baby, you've had a big day. I can go sleep in the other bed if you want me to."

Of course I didn't want him to. He knew that, I knew that, Maria probably knew that, everyone knew that but it still didn't make it any less charming. That was the weird thing about Mark. Usually with a magician if you saw how the trick was done it lost all its magic but even when you could see the wheels turning in his head it didn't take away from the illusion.

"You know you're right where I want you," I cooed softly. "Can I kiss you goodnight at least?"

I had tried turning the tables on him by asking the question that I knew would have an obvious answer but he was one step ahead of me. He just leaned over and kissed me on the forehead before turning out the lights.

Damn that man was good at seduction. He must have women eating out of the palm of his hand at home. I wished that I had that kind of technique. I never seemed to know how to be gallant enough or charming enough or whatever it was that I needed to be to score with the ladies. Mark had it all in spades.

In the morning I woke, a little hung over not surprisingly, and Mark was ready with some sort of concoction that he assured me would clear things right up. It actually didn't taste too bad and Mark was right that it was a pretty sure-fire way to get rid of a hangover in a hurry. He was just so fucking attentive and on top of everything. Where had he been all of my life? Oh yeah, working in the same office with me. I giggled when I realized that I had almost forgotten why I was here in the first place.

"Well you must be feeling better since you're laughing," said Mark. "Private joke?"

"Sort of," I said with a warm smile. "Thank you Mark."

"Oh it wasn't all generosity, I needed a blast of that stuff too."

"No I mean for this. For everything. For talking me into coming here and for being so wonderful."

"Now let's not go overboard. You could have come down here and hated every second of it and never left the room."

"But you knew I wouldn't. You just have a way of knowing. I think you're a mind reader or something," I laughed.

"Well maybe we're just on the same wavelength. Why don't you try it? Try to read my mind. What do you think I'm thinking at this very moment?" he asked.

I gave him a sly grin and then pulled the covers back. I got on all fours and wiggled my butt at him. A moment later he was right behind me.

"Damn, we are on the same wavelength," he chuckled. "That was exactly what I was thinking."

I had probably played right into his hands again but I didn't care. I figured that he was horny, as men are always horny in the morning, and he had been so patient and understanding with me the night before so it only followed that he would be anxious for some action. There probably was no wrong answer. If I had said that he was thinking about breakfast we'd probably be eating breakfast right now. I was certainly hungry but I was starving for his cock even more.

Fortunately he had the kind of meat that would satiate my appetite. I had always wondered whether girls really liked doggy style or whether it was something they just did because they knew men liked it so much. I couldn't speak for the whole female population but I was sure enjoying the hell out of it.

It seemed like it would be kind of impersonal as I was looking away from my lover and couldn't even see myself very well. On my back I had made eye contact and watched my heaving bosom jiggle as I was pounded. Now I was staring at the wall but in a way that only made the feelings more intense. I knew he was there, I could feel his hands on my body and hear his heavy breathing, and of course I could feel his hard cock inside my pussy.

Then he grabbed my hands and pulled them behind me and in a few moments I was creaming all over his dick and crying out with pleasure. Suddenly my arms were released and I fell on my face on the bed. Before I could get back up on my arms Mark was pinning me down. He had been sort of kneeling behind me but now he got up and kind of squatted down on my butt before he resumed his manly ministrations. The different angle of attack was fairly slight but it opened up some new doors of stimulation.

Perhaps the thing that was stimulating me the most was the raw savagery of the feeling. Not savage in a violent or painful way but in a natural way that made me feel like it was good to be a woman being taken by a man like this. I could feel his animalistic lust for me quivering throughout my whole body. I wanted to be taken. Wanted this man to take me. I had wiggled my ass in his face playfully but something deeper inside me knew that it was a powerful invitation. Mark didn't just want me at that moment he had had to have me. God, what an ego boost!

Ego? I should have been humiliated. I was allowing another man to hump me in a most submissive position. Feminists would probably be up in arms over the thoughts that I was having, let alone any self-respecting male that knew my true identity. But what was my true identity anyway? I had drugged myself into being female and it obviously changed me in profound ways. Garret would come back when I was ready to go home but Dani was in complete charge of me now and I was happy to let her go wherever her feelings took her.

I loved getting fucked but I was even happier knowing how good Mark must be feeling. I owed him big time for this, not that it was a pity fuck or anything remotely like that. I wasn't doing it to pay him back for something but I was delighted to be able to provide him with some pleasure.

When he unloaded inside me I moaned with happy contentment. Sure I could have kept going but the man was only human after all and he had lasted far longer than I had ever done with a woman. I wondered why I seemed to always be comparing his manhood to mine. Just because his dick was bigger and he knew how to use it better didn't make him more of a man. Did it? It didn't really matter one way or the other, at least not at the moment. I was perfectly glad for his manly prowess. I could always brood about it later.


CHAPTER 8:

After sleeping late and fucking hard we pretty much missed breakfast so it turned into an early lunch instead. The food was terrific and I even let Mark order for me since he had been here before and knew what was good. At least that's what I told myself. Secretly I liked having the waiter think that I was Mark's girlfriend. I liked the feeling of him taking charge for some reason. Maybe I should have been insulted but I wasn't.

There seemed to be something about becoming an instant woman like this that made me feel hyper-feminine. Maybe I just wanted to prove myself as a woman so I looked for any little thing that I could think of that might reinforce the illusion. I had really assumed that I would feel like a man in drag pretending to be female but nothing could be further from the truth. If anything I had to keep reminding myself that I was really a man. That was probably a good thing because I was engaging in a lot of activity that my male brain would normally be pretty appalled by. Better to have guilt-free fun and hope that it didn't come back to haunt me later.

Mark and I went for a ride on the boat again and this time it stopped so that people could go swimming if they wanted to. We both got naked and jumped into the warm clear water. We splashed and swam and played and frolicked together like natives on some remote island cut off from civilization. I wished that we were alone on an island somewhere. I wanted him to make love to me. What a paradise that would be. He would fish for our meals and I would cook them and then we'd fuck under the stars until we fell asleep in each other's arms. I had no idea that I had such a romantic side to me.

We were together for the rest of the vacation, which ended far too soon for my liking. Mark never had gotten around to taking those injections and I felt a little bad about having deprived him of the pleasure I was experiencing. Of course I was also delighted because I couldn't imagine having had a better time without his company.

We made love two more times, once on the beach and once in the room, and then it was time to go. Mark administered the serum with the same skill as before but it hurt much more this time. It hurt my heart to give up this body, to leave Dani behind.

Going back to work was definitely a drag but I had certainly learned some things that would help me in my job. I had that personal experience now and I wasn't just reading from the corporate brochure. I began to understand what Sally had been talking about when she tried to explain how great the thing was. Well now I knew and I could write my own testimonial.

Mark was cool as a cucumber. He didn't mock me or try to throw the experience in my face. I had expected him to slap my ass or wink at me leeringly or something but it was all business in the office and I appreciated him for it. He knew what I had done, or more specifically what he had done to me, but he didn't seem to be holding it over my head. Of course he had also been in my situation before so he no doubt knew that it was a kind of touchy subject for a man to cope with on his return to manhood.

The problem was actually more with me than with him. Mark seemed like it was all business as usual but I kept finding myself stealing glances at him or making up excuses to go ask him some question that I already knew the answer to. What was even worse was the fact that I kept picturing him naked in my head. I guess the memories were just too fresh that it was hard to completely push them from my mind. I had loved just about everything about that trip and Mark had certainly played a big role in that.

What really worried me was when I went home and actually looked on the Internet for some kind of porn that had a guy who resembled Mark in it. Then I masturbated, pretending to be Dani, and thinking of Mark as I did it. Never in my life had I ever done anything like that before but it felt really good to do it. I had honestly enjoyed sex as a woman more than I had ever enjoyed it as a man and I found that fantasizing about sex with men was strangely appealing even back in my old body.

I had sort of assumed that these desires would just naturally fade away over time but in fact they didn't. If anything they only intensified. I went back and read all the fine print on the documentation for the serum trying to see if there was some sort of a warning about this being a potential side effect of the dug but there was nothing like that in writing. It scared me a little that I was still having these urges but it turned me on as well so I figured there was no harm in having a kinky habit. Lots of people got aroused by unconventional fantasies so there was no reason to panic over a little taboo daydreaming.

My next liaison job was coming up and it sounded pretty easy. I was taking a group to Las Vegas for a three-day holiday weekend. From my previous experience I was guessing that I wasn't going to be organizing any side trips to Hoover Dam or anything like that. We always packaged our tours with traditional sightseeing options but I sort of suspected that Mark was right when he said that we were really in the business of selling sex. Fortunately I enjoyed gambling since it looked like I'd be spending lots of time by myself in a casino again.

It was a similar group again, mostly middle-aged, maybe a few a bit older. All of them married couples but it didn't appear that these were swingers. It was more of a "what happens in Vegas stays in Vegas" kind of a crowd. You could reinvent yourself in Las Vegas for a few days and party your fool head off. That was part of the magic of the place. It was all so unreal that whatever you did there never seemed to quite be real either. It was the ideal location for people who wanted to live out the ultimate role playing fantasy.

It would probably be a pretty similar gig for me but with one big difference. I had already decided to guide the tour as Dani instead of as myself. I poured through the company handbook and could find no rule prohibiting this so I felt my job was pretty safe. It wasn't likely that anybody back at the office was ever going to know what I had done anyway. If they did find out somehow I planned to say that one of the guests was nervous about the injections and I had taken them to demonstrate how easy and painless it was. They might give me a warning or something or they might give me a raise for that.

Transforming for the group did seem to give them all a little confidence boost. I told them that I would be joining them in their experience and gave my little introductory speech as Dani, which seemed to please and delight them. They were all first-timers on this trip so there was a little more trepidation about the sex change thing but all went well and soon the happy couples were hitting the town in their new genders.

That left me alone in my female body. I suddenly wished that Mark was there. I wanted to call him up and tell him to jump on the next flight to Vegas but I knew he was far away guiding a tour of his own. Well a single girl could have some fun in Las Vegas I reckoned. I certainly could do some shopping as my female wardrobe left something to be desired.

We all had tickets to one of the big Cirque du Soleil shows that night but until then I was pretty much free to do as I pleased as long as I was on call to handle any emergencies or answer any questions. I wanted a nice dress to wear to the show tonight. Las Vegas isn't as elegant as it was in the old days but it was place where you could still find excuses to get all dolled up. After hitting a few slot machines I headed over to the Forum Shops at Caesars, a crazy-ass big shopping mall that was part of the legendary Caesars Palace. It was a shopper's paradise and I was a girl on a mission...to find the most devastatingly sexy dress in town. If I was going to find it this was as good a place as any to begin my search.


CHAPTER 9:

I learned one thing right away. Being a woman was way more expensive than being a man, especially if you liked really nice things. In Baja I had either been naked or in a bathing suit most of the time. I had brought along a few casual items that never made it out of the bag but I figured that on this trip Dani needed to express herself through her wardrobe a little more.

The shopping bug was kind of an interesting side effect of the transformation thing. I knew from previous girlfriends that the old stereotype that women liked to shop had some truth in it but I sort of assumed that they just liked to buy things. Of course most everybody likes to buy things, especially if they have a hobby or a passion to indulge in, but it did seem like women really liked to buy clothes, shoes and accessories. I felt that I was beginning to understand why.

I definitely found that even in the short amount of time I had spent as a woman I felt a lot of pressure to look good. It's not like I was a slob as a man who didn't give a shit about his appearance at all but it was nothing compared to the way I felt now in this female persona. I kept comparing myself to the women around me and feeling a little disappointed if I didn't measure up to them in my mind. I started to notice little things about the way they were dressed and how they did their hair. It may be the 21st century and women have come a long way but there is still such an ingrained sense of female attractiveness as a priority that it's a concern for most women, from the hooker to the housewife to a presidential candidate.

What I found really interesting was that it was more than just a desire to look nice. Because of the wide array of options that females had it was possible to make a statement or express a mood simply by changing some external feature. I was becoming quite a student of female fashion, not in the sense of knowing what the hot designers were doing or something like that, but just observing what women chose to wear in various situations. I found it fascinating and I wanted to try it myself.

My transparent beach dress had been more out of a sense of modesty and a fear of actually walking around in public with so little clothing on but I started to see how much fun it was to create a "look" of some kind. I had my little cover-up along with me again but I added a hat and some sexy sunglasses to the mix this time. You could tell that I was showing a lot of skin under there but it also suggested that I wasn't on the prowl as much as just planning to relax by the pool. I actually felt kind of proud of myself for figuring that out so quickly.

I knew that I wanted to get fucked by somebody but so far Mark had been my only mate and I still longed for him. The thoughts and feelings that I had been harboring about the man only intensified once I had taken the serum again. I thought that I could probably be a one man kind of woman very easily and resist temptation if I was in a committed relationship with the right guy but that was all totally insane anyway. I couldn't very well be in any sort of a relationship with any sort of guy since I was only a "day tripper" in the world of women.

After shopping, and spending way too much money, I headed for the pool and sipped a yummy cocktail as I ogled the eye candy on display. We were staying at a place that catered more to an upscale adult crowd than some of the Vegas hotels that were geared more towards the family vacation trade. It was my job to know things like that and I was pretty good at my job.

Men as eye candy. That was a real shocker that took a little time to sink in. Well, not as much time as it had taken originally since I had been looking at men sexually in pornography and fantasizing about being female for a while now, but it was still a little hard to figure out. There must be some powerful drug in that serum that took a straight male and made him go weak in the knees for a hot manly body. That's what I told myself anyway. The alternative was too uncomfortable to consider.

What made a man attractive? I was always kind of baffled by the question as a man. I knew girls who just went crazy over some actor or rock star who just seemed pretty homely to me. I could understand women who thought that actors like Cary Grant or Rock Hudson where attractive, although Grant was probably bi-sexual and Hudson was definitely gay. They had "classically" good looks but some of today's heartthrobs seemed more like thugs to me. At least they did until I became a woman.

As a man I tended to look at women almost entirely from the standpoint of what they would look like naked but as a woman I was finding different men attractive in different ways. A clean, professional look in a really smart suit was nice but so was a really cute boy in a t-shirt and ripped up jeans and certainly an athletic body in a tight swimsuit was nothing to sneeze at either.

The other big change that I was just learning to cope with was just how differently you were treated as a woman, especially by men. I've been in a million hotels and resort towns and I know that their business is being nice to customers and making them feel special but everyone seemed especially nice when I looked like this. There was a softness in their tone of voice and a type of eager familiarity that I wasn't used to yet. Men held doors open for me and waited for me to get off the elevator first. They also looked at me...a lot. It was impossible not to notice guys checking out my legs or my boobs or my ass or whatever it was that they were into. My first reaction had been that I must have toilet paper stuck on my shoe or something or that there was something giving away my secret but I soon realized that it was just men being men. If I saw a chick who looked like me I'd probably check her out too.

For a traditionally shy person like me that was probably the hardest thing to deal with. I wasn't an extravert by any means, and yet I had danced naked around a bonfire with a hoard of total strangers. I usually try to avoid attention but now I was actually kind of enjoying it. There was something about assuming this new identity that changed more than just my body parts and my sexual preferences. I felt liberated in a way. Instead of being petrified to be seen in this way I was beginning to flaunt myself. That probably wasn't really the right word but I was certainly learning to come out of my shell.

I had assumed that it was just the product of too much booze and the novelty of the situation but I was far from drunk now and still feeling more bold and confident about myself than I ever did before. I liked being Dani. I liked it a lot. Probably too much for my own good.


CHAPTER 10:

After checking in with the clients to make sure that everyone was a happy camper, which they were fortunately, I went back to my room and started to feel a little lonely. I had a really strong desire to call Mark, even though I knew he was in a different time zone and probably had his hands full on the job. I called him anyway.

"Hey there, I hope I'm not catching you at a bad time," I said when Mark answered the phone.

"Garret? Is everything all right? You sound kind of...female," Mark said in surprise.

"You won't tell anyone will you?" I giggled.

"Hell babe, there's no rule against that. If you want to be a girl be a girl. So what's up?"

"I don't know. I guess I was feeling kind of lonely and I sort of missed having you around."

"Wow, I'm flattered baby, but you're in Sin City. You need to go have some fun."

"I know. I just think it would be more fun to be here with you."

"Likewise. It sounds like maybe we should plan another little getaway when we both get back and have some free time. Why don't you pick a place, anywhere you want, and we'll go there together. How does that sound?" asked Mark, knowing the answer of course.

"That sounds wonderful," I replied as I felt my heart beating faster.

"Terrific. It's a date. Now you just forget about me and think about all the fun you're going to have in Las Vegas. I insist that you have a good time."

"I will. You have fun too."

I felt giddy and light headed after we finally hung up. I was going to go out with Mark again. He had even called it a date. And I could choose the perfect vacation for us. We'd go as a couple. That lifted my spirits to no end.

Then I wondered whether he was fucking anybody. I thought I could hear someone else in his room at one point but it might have been the TV or something. Obviously there was absolutely no reason why he shouldn't be getting laid but I felt that little pang of jealousy again. For a moment I regretted having made the phone call that just a moment before had brought me so much joy. I felt kind of foolish for acting like a silly schoolgirl with a crush. Mark must think I'm a total queer right now. But he didn't seem like it bothered him. Maybe he had a good time with me in Baja and wanted to do it again as much as I did. Or maybe he was just a smooth operator who never turned down an invitation for an easy piece of ass.

Why was I getting myself so caught up in all of this? What difference did it possibly make if Mark was getting his rocks off with someone else or only wanted to be with me because I was a sure thing? We were both just guys who worked in the same office. I was obviously letting this whole female thing go to my head.

I decided not to go out for dinner and just ordered room service. I was even tempted to blow out the show but that was part of my job so I broke out my new dress and started to get ready. That certainly lifted my spirits again. I know I shouldn't have spent so much money on a dress that I would probably only wear once in my entire life but I couldn't help myself. It was just so gorgeous and I couldn't wait to be seen in it.

I was woefully unskilled at cosmetics but I did the best I could and tried to make something of my hair. That was an area that was obviously going to take a little practice to perfect but I managed to pull myself together rather well anyway. Hopefully the dress would carry the day for me anyway.

It certainly seemed to as I appeared to be making quite an impression as I made my way down to the showroom and hooked up with my group. They were all very complimentary about my appearance and that made me feel good. The freshly minted women all raved about my dress and the men raved about how good I looked in it. I felt like the belle of the ball aside from the fact that I had no date.

The show was fantastic, as I knew it would be. I'd never seen this particular Cirque du Soleil production but their stuff is always mind-bendingly fantastic. Afterwards we all went out for drinks and I was delighted to see how happy everyone was. Virtually every woman in the group made a point of taking me aside and sharing some of their secret delight in the process, much as Sally had done. This time I knew what they were experiencing and I could exchange in a little girl talk with them. Hopefully the men were enjoying themselves too but they seemed more interested in flirting than confiding their happiness with their new gender.

I assumed that the process worked pretty much the same for men or women. These ladies who were now gentlemen were no doubt experiencing the same shift in sexual preference. I wondered whether it was easier or harder to switch from one or the other. I guessed that it would be easier for women to become men because men had so many hang ups about sexuality and masculinity. Women tended to be more open about expressing affection with other women so suddenly having a dick to work with might not be quite as hard to comprehend as the realization that you wanted a dick in your new pussy.

While we were wrapping up our social hour and everyone was preparing to head to the casino or back to their rooms or whatever a very handsome man in an elegant suit offered to buy me a drink. Since my job was pretty much done for the night, barring an emergency, I decided to accept his invitation.

His name was Phillipe and he claimed that his occupation was professional gambler. I suppose there must be plenty of those hanging around in Las Vegas but I had never met anyone before who made their living in such a way. We chatted pleasantly for a while and he told me that he liked to have a beautiful woman beside him for luck.

"Of course I don't expect you to just stand there and watch me. I'd be happy to provide you with chips and some friendly instruction if you like," he suggested. "What games do you enjoy?"

"I'm not much of a serious gambler. I usually just play slot machines but I'm not too bad a blackjack," I replied.

"Excellent. I'm not too bad at that myself, if you'll pardon the immodesty," he said with a smile.

I don't know whether he thought I was some kind of professional escort or not but that was kind of a kinky feeling. I was just so flattered that he thought of me as a "beautiful woman" who might actually bring him some luck. If he wanted to bankroll my table play so be it. I wasn't promising him anything.

Phillipe led the way and I was kind of startled that we were soon seated at a fairly high stakes blackjack table. I usually played for a couple of bucks but this was some pretty high roller shit. I felt kind of bad taking his money as he slid a big pile of chips over to me but I was there now and there wasn't much else to do but play.

The man was very good. I don't know whether I was bringing him any luck or whether he was doing it all on his own skill but he was making a nice little pile of cash. I wasn't doing too bad myself, basically breaking even, but eventually I just sat by his side and watched him play. It was sort of like being in a James Bond movie or something and I was the Bond girl. That was a unique sensation.

When Phillipe finally cashed in he was up many thousands of dollars. I offered him my chips but he insisted that I keep them. I was shocked to realize that I had a couple of grand in my purse. He tried to "tip" me some more but I already felt on the hook enough. When he invited me up to his room I went but I wasn't sure whether I was going because I liked him, which I did, or whether I felt I owed him something.

His room was actually a suite and he told me that the hotel provided it for him at no charge. He was considered a "whale" or a high roller who was well known to the hotel. Obviously the hotel preferred it when one of these high rollers lost more than they won but that was the nature of the business. Tonight Phillipe had gotten lucky and won. Tomorrow he might lose it all back.

When he finally kissed me I knew I had to make a choice. When he offered to buy me a drink I let him because I thought he was attractive and I had no other plans for the evening. The gambling thing had caught me completely by surprise. I imagine I would have gone to bed with him had we just stayed in the bar a little longer and chatted some more. Now it felt funny to be doing it because it sort of made me feel like a whore.

"You know I'm not an escort or anything like that," I pointed out as he began to unfasten my dress.

"But of course not. If I wanted that I would have hired someone. A professional is good at looking attractive and saying the right things but I wanted a real woman to bring me luck. A woman who was with me out of her own desire, not because I had hired her. Don't worry about the money. A beautiful woman needs money to buy such lovely things like this dress, no? You won that money, I just gave you a little stake to get started."

My dress hit the floor and my lips met his and I didn't worry about being a whore the rest of night. I just wanted to fuck like one.


CHAPTER 11:

I climbed on Phillipe's cock and rode him hard. I was facing him and he squeezed my breasts appreciatively. It felt funny to be with someone other than Mark but Mark had basically told me to go out and do this. Well, maybe not exactly this in so many words but I felt free enough to enjoy myself.

It was actually good to know that once you got another man's dick inside you that it felt pretty damn good whether you had any emotional attachment or not. I should have known that of course but I was still just kind of a silly girl who didn't really know anything about being a woman.

Although I tried to put the money out of my head it was hard not to think about it. If I had been a man who just dropped a couple of thousand dollars on a woman I had just met in a bar that night I would probably be expecting some pretty good sex. I had no idea how to provide two thousand dollars worth of pussy. I knew I wasn't so hot that just seeing me naked would be worth that kind of cash so I got a little paranoid. What if he felt cheated? What if hotel security had been watching us and there were cops waiting to arrest me? How do you prove that chips are just a gift and not a payment for services rendered when you've actually just rendered those services?

Phillipe flipped me on my back and I spread my legs for him. He seemed to really like kissing, which was fine by me because I really liked that too and he sort of tasted of gin and peppermint. I'd enjoyed a few drinks tonight but I was completely under control this time. There was no alcohol excuse to fall back on. I was fucking a stranger for the fun of it...and enjoying the experience immensely.

I clutched at his back as I was throbbing with orgasmic pleasure and realized that my fake nails were probably scratching him up. He didn't seem to mind. His hips just pumped me all the harder. I started to make the little gasping sound that I was becoming more familiar with. The happy girl with a cock in her pussy sound. I wondered why I rarely heard that when I was banging chicks. Maybe I wasn't giving them enough real pleasure or maybe I was just a noisy little bitch for some reason.

I wondered how many girls had faked orgasms with me. What a damn shame if they had. It would have been better to communicate with me and tell me what they needed me to do to get them off but I guess people don't do that very much. They just fake it and look for someone else. I was so glad that I didn't have to fake anything. Phillipe was making me so wet. And my nipples felt as hard as little rocks, even though it wasn't cold in the room at all.

Phillipe came inside me in little jerking stages. There were a couple of quick spurts and then a pause or two and then another spurt and so on. It was different than Mark who just sort of popped it all out in one continuous sequence. As Phillipe pulled out some of his cum seeped out of my pussy and I was surprised at how warm it felt.

I liked having men cum inside me. That was such a strange, strange thing to say or even to think. I had obviously seen sperm a million times when I was masturbating and I knew what a sticky mess it could be. I also knew that having a man plant his seed inside me was just about the most unmanly thing I could possibly do. Maybe that's why I liked it so much. I knew I couldn't get pregnant so it was easy to fantasize about a man mating with me.

I thought about that for a while. What if I was just a normal woman? What if Phillipe knocked me up? What would our baby be like? Or more importantly what would it be like to have Mark's child? Phillipe would probably offer to pay for my abortion or buy me off. A wife and child probably didn't fit his lifestyle but what about Mark? Would he want to be my husband? Would we settle down and raise a family?

My domestic reverie was broken by the realization that Phillipe was licking my pussy while sticking a finger in my ass. He wasn't exactly ramming it up my butt or anything but it was making me pretty hot. He basically just put pressure on the outside of my anus and then occasionally let the finger probe a tiny bit. It was fucking awesome! It may have been his cum seeping out of me at first but I was sure that he was lapping up my own cream now.

We showered together later and he invited me to spend the night but I really thought it was best to get back to my own room. I was on call 24/7 and I didn't want to jump out of bed to go deal with some bullshit. In a town like Las Vegas where people are up all night you never knew what kind of trouble they might get into at odd hours of the morning.

If I had felt like a whore before I really did now as I left his room with my pussy full of his semen and my purse full of his money. Nice work if you can get it I joked to myself as I tried to walk as casually as possible down the hallway to the elevator. That was certainly the first time I had ever gotten laid and come away with more money than I had started the evening with.

As I got back to my room and carefully put away my beautiful gown I just flopped down on my bed wearing nothing but my panties and my stockings. Suddenly I felt like a snack so I threw a robe on and shuffled off to the vending machines to get a Coke and a bag of chips. Back in my room I tossed the robe aside and jumped on the bed again as I grabbed the remote for the television. I just sat there for a while changing channels and munching on my chips.

I had been eye-opening to think about sex from a transactional basis. I suppose I had done that before as a man but it had never been that blunt. I usually dated a girl a few times before we got between the sheets and I certainly never felt like I had to spend a certain amount of money to get in her pants. Maybe I had just been fooling myself. Maybe women all had their own mental calculator for that or something. That was probably cynical but I honestly didn't know what I would have done if Phillipe had just come right out and offered me money for sex.

What difference did it make what he thought of me? I was never likely to see this man again. Most people on this planet had no idea that I was ever a girl for even a moment or two so I hardly had a reputation to worry about. I would have fucked him anyway if he was nice to me because I was horny and I liked the way he looked in that suit. That seemed kind of shallow but at least it wasn't prostitution.

I wondered what kind of a living you could actually make hanging around Vegas hotels in a slinky dress looking for whales who wanted some female companionship. As prostitution went it was probably the higher end of the spectrum but I guessed that such a life didn't usually go well for too long. There were probably pimps or mobsters who controlled the scene. Prostitution was legal in some parts of Nevada at authorized bordellos but it certainly wasn't legal in Las Vegas. Did the cops turn a blind eye to the working girls at the nicer joints or did they expect a cut of the action or maybe a blowjob? It was probably a pretty hard life even if you got paid well sometimes. The clients wouldn't all look like Phillipe and they might even be violent or aggressive.

I suddenly felt sorry for girls who had to sell their bodies to survive. It surely wasn't as glamorous or erotic as it often appeared in the movies. I actually got kind of emotional about it for some reason. I guess I was just looking at things from the female perspective for a change.

Even though I had planned to get undressed I ended up just dozing off on top of the bed and woke up in my panties and stockings with the TV still droning away and potato chip crumbs on my tits. I must have been more tired than I thought.

It was time to dress and hookup with the gang again. Everyone seemed to be having a good time but I wondered what they were really up to. Were they just having a kick out of swapping bodies or was there something deeper at work with most of them? Supposedly everybody had both a male and a female side to them so perhaps it wasn't that surprising that so many people seemed to want to connect with that other side, at least for a weekend or a whatever.

I thought it must be kind of strange for a married couple who had slept together for years to suddenly find themselves with the roles reversed. It could be silly fun full of laughs and giggles or it could be something kind of revealing. It could be an opportunity to show your partner what you really wanted in bed without having to tell them. It was a chance to feel what your spouse felt. That actually sounded like a pretty damn good idea. I knew that in the short time that I had been a woman that I had already learned a lot about what a woman might want from her lover. Little things, as well as the more obvious. I had definitely learned that it took a little time to get warmed up but once I got going it was hard to stop. How many times had I just ejaculated and rolled over? It made me feel kind of ashamed of myself.

What made me feel proud was the fact that I was embracing my womanhood so freely. There was no reason to feel humiliated about being female. Physically I was probably perceived as a bit softer and weaker but so what? How many times did I need to wrestle alligators as a man? And if push came to shove I could probably give that alligator a decent run for his money in this body as well as my old one. I just didn't need to strut around acting like I was the tough guy. I was certainly proving that I could do my job as a woman any day as well as I did it as a man, if not better. My brain might get a little mushy when a man was holding me close and kissing my neck but so what? It was perfectly fine to be the recipient of a man's affection. It was nice really to feel desired and wanted and lusted after. I could probably get used to that pretty easily. Maybe I already was.


CHAPTER 12:

I resisted the urge to call Mark again but I couldn't wait to see him once I got back. He was still with his tour group so I had a little time to think about our impending trip together. I also had a nice chunk of change to invest in that vacation. It just made me so happy that he seemed so willing to go. It had even been his suggestion! Now I had to pick the perfect spot.

The big perk of working in the travel industry was the exceptional discounts on travel that you could finagle. A company like Trans Travel did a lot of business with the hotel and resort trade and maintaining a good relationship often meant kissing up to employees. It went both ways of course but no hotel wanted to lose a solid block of bookings from a regular customer and other places were always hoping to lure us away to their accommodations.

I wanted to go on as long a trip as possible but that wasn't a very practical idea since we both worked for the same company and basically did the same job. It wasn't such a large place that we could both schedule a month off at the same time even if we both had enough vacation days stored up.

The more I looked at the schedule the more hopeless things seemed to become. We had a lot of work on our plates. Mark probably knew that, crafty bastard that he was, and maybe he had made the suggestion just to appease the silly bitch who was bugging him on the phone knowing that we wouldn't be able to go anywhere anyway. I wouldn't entirely put that past him, knowing how clever and calculating that he was, but in my heart I wanted to give him the benefit of the doubt. When he finally got home I was glad that I had done so.

"It's not really a problem at all," said Mark cheerfully. "We can just pick a tour that one of us is guiding and the other person can go along as a client. You know how much free time there usually is. We can book a room together and be a couple. Hell, one of us will be getting paid and the other will be getting the employee discount. We just have to pick a time where our tours don't overlap."

I should have known that Mark would have the answer. It was so obvious actually but I admit it never crossed my mind. I just got kind of weepy and emotional and paranoid but Mark was being practical. I did like that about him. I still wasn't sure how much I really trusted him but I trusted his judgment.

It would have been nice to pick the spot. I had toyed with all sorts of ideas ranging from Paris to a tropical island but it wouldn't be hard to enjoy wherever we ended up going. Our packages were always first class and built with fun and romance in mind. I was honestly having a hard time deciding anyway so maybe it was best to just leave it up to fate.

Fate seemed to be guiding us towards a week in Hawaii, so I really couldn't complain too much. It would be Mark's gig so I would be using my vacation time while he would be on the clock but it seemed like a fair deal. He'd be getting paid but he'd also be working. I'd be getting paid too but I'd have to spring for my own airfare and expenses. Mark offered to pay for everything, which was incredibly sweet of him, but with my discount it wasn't going to cost me all that much and I couldn't think of anything I'd rather spend my money on than a week with him in Hawaii.

So it appeared that Mark really did want to go out with me again. I was ready to throw in the towel but he had a great solution and even volunteered to pay to make it happen. I knew I wasn't that great of a lay and that he wasn't a guy who had trouble picking up women so it was surely not an act of sexual convenience or anything. Maybe he really liked me. I hoped so. I really liked him.

It was funny that nothing seemed to change between us in the office. I guess I don't know what I really thought might change. All I could think about every time I saw him was that in a short time we would be in Hawaii together making love again. Of course I couldn't very well hug him or kiss him now or even tell him how much I was looking forward to our trip. It would have just been so uncomfortably gay and totally inappropriate for the workplace.

Hopefully he was as excited as I was and just keeping his normally cool composure. Things just didn't seem to ruffle him. It was a good trait to have in a job where you had to keep everyone happy and entertained. You never wanted to seem annoyed or bothered by someone's requests, even if they dragged you out of bed in the middle of the night. I could see Mark putting out those little fires with great aplomb. No wonder the company loved him so much.

It was a long flight and I hated to be seated next to him as a man but that was the reality of flying these days. Security was tight and identification was carefully checked. Garret Feldman needed to board that plane. Dani Feldman would make her appearance soon enough.

I wanted to help Mark with his job but he insisted that I just relax and enjoy being a client for a change. He could handle things and he was getting paid for it after all. It was actually kind of fun to just sit with the group and watch Mark in action. He was so good at it. Maybe not that much better than I was but I felt kind of proud to know that I was going to be his roommate for this excursion.

When the other guests had retired to their rooms to begin the injections I happily stripped out of my clothes and got on the bed.

"So you want me to shoot you up again?" Mark asked with chuckle.

"I like it when you stick things in me," I replied, suddenly horrified that I had said that while still male. "You know what I mean, I just don't like needles."

"No problem babe, I'm going to be sticking things in you as much as you can handle."

I was shocked that he had called me "babe" with my dick hanging out like it was but it made me feel good too. I was afraid that I had blown the whole thing by jumping into my female persona ahead of schedule but good old Mark wasn't fazed by it in the least. Maybe he already knew how much I was lusting after him in the office. I tried to hide it but maybe I had failed.

It was probably the longest 90 minutes of my life waiting for the damn thing to kick in but when it did I bounced into Mark's arms as fast as I could and smothered him with kisses. I knew I was naked and that I probably seemed like an idiot but I didn't care.

"Oh baby I'm so happy to see you again," I babbled.

"You see me all the time," he joked.

"You know what I mean."

"Yeah I kind of got the impression that you might be a little sweet on me," he grinned.

"Is that a bad thing?" I asked.

"Not at all. You make a pretty wonderful girl you know. Now as much as I would like to join you in your nakedness I've got to make the rounds and see that nobody stuck the needle in their eye or anything. Why don't you just relax and try to figure out what you want to do first," he suggested.

I knew exactly what I wanted to do first. He knew as well. That was sort of our relationship in a nutshell. After he left I put on some fishnet stockings and a garter belt and lay on the bed with my legs open. I was fingering myself casually when he made his return. He didn't say anything but just grinned that all knowing grin and stripped off his clothes.

His cock was inside me before I knew what had hit me and I clutched at the bedposts behind me as he drilled me into submission. It was kind of a funny way of putting it since I had spent months dreaming of submitting to his every desire. I didn't need his cock inside me to remind me of that...but it sure was nice to have it there at last.

"Oh fuck YES!" I cried. "That's it baby, that's so perfect! Just fuck my brains out!"

I thought maybe he'd make a joke or think that I was being silly but as I looked at him and saw the veins popping out on his forehead and the sweat flying from his brow I knew he was too intent on screwing me to make jokes. I started humping my pelvis furiously to meet his manly thrusts and before long Mark was letting out great primal groans as he erupted inside of me like one of those Hawaiian volcanoes that seemed to be everywhere.

We lay together breathing heavily, his dick still inside me, and I stroked his hair lovingly and kissed the veins on his forehead that were now receding.

"Goddamn baby, you do like to fuck don't you?" Mark wheezed with a heavy breath.

"I like being fucked by you," I replied as I kissed his brow.

"So tell me the truth, you didn't have sex with anyone in Vegas," Mark pressed.

"The truth...yeah, I did. Once. Was I wrong to?"

"No of course not," Mark chuckled. "You're obviously a very sexual being. I hated the thought of you being all lonely and horny."

"I could have waited. I could wait for you. I could have masturbated while thinking of you and gotten by just fine. I do it all the time. Oops..."

I actually said "oops" and clamped my hand over my mouth. I felt like a cartoon character. I felt like an idiot. Mark just laughed.

"That's probably the cutest thing I've ever seen," he said once he could speak again. "So you masturbate while thinking about me?"

"Yeah...I guess you think I'm a total fag now."

Oh baby I suspected something like that. I guess I just never expected to hear you admit it."


CHAPTER 13:

It was strange having the cat out of the bag but kind of a relief in a way. Of course we were just starting our trip together and I was thousands of miles from home. I hated the thought of having blown the whole thing so early but Mark didn't seem angry or upset.

"I can't help it. Ever since Baja I just keep thinking about you. How wonderful it was to be with you like that. So it's spilled over into my daily life. I guess you're so manly you made me gay for you," I said, trying to force a joke.

"That phone call was kind of a big clue. You sounded a whole lot like a woman in love."

"I guess I was. I mean I guess I am."

"The question is what am I going to do with my little lovebird?" asked Mark.

"Fuck me?" I said in a voice that was both sad and hopeful at the same time.

"Well yes I plan to do plenty of that," Mark replied with a laugh. "But there's a fundamental stumbling block in this romance."

"You mean my cock?"

"Yeah that and the whole rest of the male thing. As a girl I adore you but as I guy I don't think I could ever really be comfortable in a situation like this."

"But you must have been with guys before when you changed into a girl," I pointed out.

"Look, I have a bit of a confession. I only did that once and I hated every second of it. I didn't last a whole day before I injected myself back into a man and I've never done it again. I like having a cock and balls too much. I like being a man. I love women, but not so much that I would ever want to be one. Lots of people seem to love changing, like you for example, so I have no problem singing its praises to the customers. I'm a good salesman. But I have to admit that the trip to Baja was a total setup. I never intended to take those injections. I just wanted to see how hot you were and figured that I'd have someone to bang if I didn't score on the beach."

"Wow, I sort of wondered about that at the time but then you seemed so sweet and patient and wonderful," I said in dismay.

"Well I started out with nothing but evil intent but there was something about you that got under my skin. I knew who you really were but it didn't matter for some reason. I tried to break away and find someone else but when I saw that look of disappointment on your face I could only think about trying to make you happy. I've been a player all my life. I've probably banged just about everybody who ever worked in that office both the girls and the guys I talked into being girls. It's not something I'm particularly proud of, especially at this moment, but I want you to know who I am and to know that you can believe me."

"Why?" I asked.

"Because I love you too, obviously. You're a smart girl, I assumed you would have figured that out," he replied.

"You love me? You really love me?" I said, practically drooling on myself and starting to cry.

"Yes I do baby. I fell in love with you in Baja. I've been thinking about you ever since. You're not the only one who's been masturbating about it. Of course I picture you like this in my head when I'm doing it."

"We're so screwed, aren't we?" I sobbed.

"Now don't panic. I'm sure there's a way to work things out. I haven't thought of it yet but I'm sure I will," he said as he tried to dry my eyes.

"I know you will. You always do. That's one of the things that I adore about you. Just knowing that you're trying to think of something makes me so happy."

"Well stop crying then and kiss me," he suggested.

I did as he asked and then we just lay there for the longest time not saying anything. It was the happiest sad moment or the saddest happy moment of my life. I loved him and to my utter surprise he loved me too. If only it wasn't an impossible situation.

We agreed not to talk about the barrier anymore and try to just enjoy being lovers in paradise. It was good that things had turned out so well considering that the whole trip could have been ruined within the first couple of hours. I had always sort of suspected that I was being played at the start but I believed that he really was sincere in his feelings. There was absolutely no reason for him to pretend or to be so honest with me if he was still just playing me. Something strange had happened to both of us on that trip to Mexico. Against all logic and odds we had found each other and I had found myself.

It wasn't just cock or even Mark's cock that I craved. I loved being Dani. I loved everything about her, even her silly mood swings and her penchant for crying when she got emotional. That was me. Somewhere inside me she had always been living. I never once thought about putting on a dress or looking at pictures of naked men. I never hated myself for being a man but I never loved myself the way I did as a woman. I felt stronger, sexier, happier and more confident than ever. I felt freer and more comfortable in my own skin and around other people. And I felt love more intensely than I had ever done before.

Maybe this was the best I could hope for. The occasional vacation or weekend getaway with Mark. It wasn't ideal but it was better than nothing. Maybe I could be Dani around the office sometimes. The company might not object if they thought I was doing it to improve customer relations or something. Well, I wasn't supposed to be thinking about that now. I was supposed to just be having fun so that's what I did.


CHAPTER 14:

There was a bridge I wanted to cross but it took me until the third day to work up the courage. To put it bluntly I wanted to suck Mark's cock. Of course I didn't know how to do it and I was a little afraid that I'd gag or chicken out or something if I tried it. Ultimately there was only one way to know how it was going to go and that was to take the bull by the horns...or at least by the cock and balls.

We had gone hiking and came to beautiful little pool of water with a gentle trickle on the rocks that couldn't quite be called a waterfall. It looked like a good place to fool around so we did. We kept our clothes on at first, since it was a public park and somebody could have come along, but eventually we threw caution to the wind and our clothes on the rocks. We jumped in the pool of water and splashed around. It reminded me of when we had jumped off of the boat and gone swimming in Baja.

When Mark got out and sat on a flat rock in a mossy patch of grass I knew it was time to put my plan into motion. He just looked so good sitting there, drying his hair with a t-shirt while his beautiful erection stood up so tall and proud.

I came over and got on my knees in the grass. It was cool and soft and I don't think Mark had any idea of what I was planning to do. I just smiled at him and then started to kiss the shaft of his penis. He looked around nervously at first but as I began to lick the tip of his dick I think he stopped worrying.

"I don't know how to do this," I said softly as I looked up at him. "But I really want to try."

"You're doing fine baby. Just keep kissing it. Let your lips explore."

I did as he suggested and soon I started to stroke him as well. I kept looking up for his approval and I think he kind of enjoyed that.

"Oh that's so good baby. Now just keep stroking like that but put the tip in your mouth. That's it. Good girl. Just stroke with your hands and let a little bit of it slide across your tongue. As you start to bob your head you'll get a little bit more inside. Just go at your own pace and don't try to rush it or feel like you have to do something you're not ready for."

I loved his instructions. That was definitely one advantage of being with a man who knew that I wasn't a very experienced woman. Thank God he was so patient. He was teaching me how to be a woman but we were also teaching each other how to be better lovers. I never wanted to be one of those couples who couldn't be open with each other. Maybe we weren't a couple in the normal sense of the word but at least we were trying to establish a line of communication and honesty between us.

Despite his warning I went a little too fast and suddenly felt like I might throw up. I yanked my head back and started to gag. Mark jumped on the grass beside me and threw his arms around me.

"Darling are you all right? I think maybe you've done enough for one day. We can try this again some other time if you want," he said compassionately.

"No, I want to blow you," I said in a firm but pouty voice that probably sounded more like a spoiled little girl.

We both couldn't help but laugh at that but Mark took his seat on the rock again and I redoubled my efforts to please him orally. I suppose I kind of cheated. I found that if I pushed his cock into my cheek while stroking his rod I didn't really have to take all that much into my mouth while still giving a fairly vigorous semblance of a blowjob. I'd get better at it in time. The important thing was that I had gotten over my fear and trepidation. There was just one last huge fear to overcome and that was about to happen at any moment.

I suppose I never really thought about how much fluid a man tends to leak before he climaxes. His dick was certainly wet with my saliva but there was a distinctly salty taste that I had noticed as well. I was scared shitless by the thought of a man cumming in my mouth but I also knew I wanted to get past that, at least with Mark. I had seen girls spit my cum out, and I suppose that I can't blame them, but it always made me feel kind of bad. I was determined that I wasn't going to be one of those girls.

As Mark began to cum I kept my grip on his shaft and the head of his dick firmly in my cheek. It was amazing to feel each spasm in my hand while a moment later a jet of hot semen shot into my mouth. I started gulping and panicked again because the fluid was pretty thick and kind of sticky. It wasn't like drinking a glass of water or something. I got it all down and started to suck the end of his prick in case there was anything left to go. It was actually the only time I ever really sucked his cock despite the common use of the phrase.

I thought he wouldn't want to kiss me since I probably still had the taste of his cum in my mouth but Mark pulled me up onto his lap and kissed me long and deep. My head was bent back and my arms were locked around his neck and I adored him with all of my heart and soul.

Suddenly I noticed that Mark was grinning rather sheepishly and I turned my head to see what had gotten his attention at a time like this. There was a small group of tourists staring at us rather wide-eyed. One of them snapped a picture and I buried my face against Mark's chest. He just laughed and waved at them and they waved back and went on their way.

"How long do you think they were watching," I asked in a horrified voice.

"I don't know, but if they got any good pictures I hope they give us a copy," he replied.

I kissed him again. What else can you do with a man like that? Then it was time to get our clothes on and get back to civilization. Mark had work to do and I had some practicing to do. We were going with the group to a luau and I had signed up to do the hula dance, grass skirt and all. I thought Mark would get a kick out of it so I didn't tell him my plan. I had actually taken a lesson the hotel provided while Mark was busy so hopefully I wouldn't make a total fool of myself.

When my name was called and I joined the other women on stage Mark's jaw literally fell open in astonishment. I, the shy, introverted, non-dancer who was literally a man when I stepped off the plane was now wiggling my hips like a burlesque queen and performing in front of an audience. I felt so fucking feminine doing it that I almost wanted to weep. I didn't get the dance quite perfect but I didn't really care by that point. I was all grass skirt and cleavage. I may not have been the best dancer on that stage but I probably was the sexiest. I moved my body in ways that I didn't know it could move. The ovation from the crowd was nice but it was the look I got from Mark as I went back to sit next to him that made the whole thing worthwhile.

"That was amazing," he said to me with genuine admiration. "Where did you learn how to do that?"

"The hula part I learned at the hotel. The movement part I learned from dancing on your dick," I whispered in his ear. "Would you like me to give you a private hula dance back in the room?"

I knew the answer. He knew I knew the answer. That was just the way we were. We liked to ask each other rather obvious questions.

I did dance on his dick for ages that night. It was kind of my turn to call the shots, which was fun. I still definitely preferred him to take charge and whip me around to whatever position struck his fancy but it was good to pull a few surprises on him every now and then. I didn't just want to be a fuck toy. I figured that would get boring after a while.

His phone rang somewhere around 1 AM and he had to go deal with some stupid little thing but I was waiting patiently for him when he returned.

"Hey, you didn't have to wait up for me. It's pretty late you know," he said as he started to get undressed again.

"Oh, okay...I guess I'll turn in now," I said while pretending a very exaggerated yawn.

"Not on your life woman!" Mark said as he took a running leap and jumped into the bed. "Do you think I could see you sitting there all hot and sexy and not want to fuck you?"

"Well, I guess I can't blame you. I am pretty hot and sexy and you're just a man after all. You have no control over your urges," I teased.

"That's right woman, now get on all fours and I'll show you how little control I have over my urges."

I scampered happily into my now favorite position and arched my back a little. I loved that feeling of anticipation as I waited for his manhood to enter me. So maybe I didn't really call the shots for the whole night. I had used my feminine wiles to lure him into fucking me the way I wanted to be fucked while letting him think that it was his idea. That was even better than calling the shots and I squealed with delight as he hammered me from behind. What the neighbors must think. Oh well...for all I knew there were pictures of me with Mark's cock in my mouth all over the Internet by now. I kind of hoped there were. It would certainly be something to masturbate to in those shitty times when I had to be a man again.


CHAPTER 15:

There were some changes around the office in the months that followed our idyllic vacation. For one thing the company loved my idea of doing my job while transformed. It was a great way to sell the product and seemed to put people at ease to know that the results were so convincing. Of course I was lucky that the results were so convincing because for whatever reason I looked pretty good as a girl, even without makeup. Not everyone had the same success but it was good advertising none the less. The company even asked if I would be willing to make a little instructional video showing the process in time lapse and I agreed to do it for a nice bonus and access to more of the serum.

Whenever I was in the office as a woman Mark and I naturally took full advantage of it. We couldn't be too brazen in the open but we took lunch together and slipped out on breaks for a little necking and one time I actually did follow through on my fantasy of locking ourselves in the supply closet. It was cramped but there was still enough room to give him head. What more did we need?

The other people in the office were obviously getting clued in that something kind of funny was going on between us. It was a weird type of office romance but we were in a weird type of business so it probably shouldn't have been that surprising.

We emailed each other a lot because I could write what I felt in my heart and sign it as Dani so that he didn't have to confront a man professing love to him and I was fine with that. I didn't want to be his man I wanted to be his woman.

It wasn't the ideal way to conduct a relationship but what relationship is ever ideal? We loved each other and we were trying to find a way to make it work. It was sort of like one of those long-distance love affairs where people live hundreds or thousands of miles apart except that we worked in the same office and saw each other every day. The barrier was still there that kept us from just being a regular couple so sometimes it felt like I was a thousand miles from him even when I was standing right next to him.

An even bigger wedge was driven between us when Mark got the news that he was being promoted to a management position in the corporate office downtown. It was a sizeable raise and a major step up the ladder but it also meant that we wouldn't be working in the same office anymore. He offered to turn it down but I wouldn't hear of it. I wasn't about to ruin his career to facilitate our strange little romance.

While we'd still be employed by the same company we wouldn't be sharing the same office anymore. That was a drag but there wasn't much we could do about it. Maybe I'd eventually follow him downtown and get a job at the corporate headquarters too but in the meantime it was going to be pretty sad to see him go.

With Mark no longer in the office I kind of lost interest in coming to work as Dani so I went back to being my old self most of the time. We had to work even harder than before to find the time to be together but we did the best we could.

I really wanted to be Dani in the office, because I preferred being her whenever I could, but there was something kind of sad about it when Mark wasn't there to enjoy it. I missed Mark and I missed Dani and I started to get a bit depressed, which wasn't good for the happy travel business.

Things perked up when we managed to schedule a weekend together where neither of us was working so we could just be alone as much as we liked. Of course I was Dani the whole time and the world seemed right again.

Naturally we fucked a lot but we also talked a lot too. I loved those walks where we just held hands and strolled aimlessly for ages, talking about anything and everything. I was afraid when he changed offices that he'd meet some hot young vice president chick or have a gorgeous secretary with big boobs but he swore that he was faithful to me and I believed him. It was just my insecurity showing itself again fueled by my recent bout of depression. And if he was fucking some other bitch on the side I couldn't really blame him. At least he was here with me now and that made me happy.

"What are we going to do Mark?" I asked on one of our strolls. "I mean about us. I was so sure you'd come up with something. You always do."

"Well I've been giving that a lot of thought," he said as we took a seat on a little bench. "How would you feel about getting married?"

"What? Are you crazy?" I stammered.

"It's legal for two men to get married in this state. God knows it happens all the time in this city. There's nothing that says you have to stay a man once we're hitched. Hopefully you'd take the injections before the ceremony so that you'd like pretty in your wedding dress and so that I wouldn't hesitate to kiss the bride, and of course you might have to switch back if we fly somewhere for our honeymoon or leave the country but it's a small price to pay for happiness."

"But wouldn't everybody know that I wasn't a man at the wedding?"

"Let them think you're a super hot cross dresser," Mark said with a grin. "I don't care what they think. Legally we're both men so technically it would be a gay marriage. I know who you really are and you know who you really are and that's all that matters to me. If people think I'm a fag screw them!"

"But what about my job? Could we still work for the same company if we were married?" I asked, still in shock over this whole development.

"Theoretically the company policy is to frown on employees getting married, especially if they work in the same office or one is the direct supervisor of the other, but it's also against the law in this state to discriminate against married couples, regardless of their gender, so they wouldn't really have a leg to stand on if we pushed the issue."

"But we don't work in the same office and you're not my direct supervisor," I pointed out.

"That's true but it might stand in the way of you getting promoted. You didn't block me so I'm not going to try and block you," said Mark firmly.

"I don't care. I love my job. I'm not sure that I'd want to go do what you're doing. I like being in the field and interacting with the clients. Hell, I'd gladly quit my job to be your wife if I thought it would really work. I could get another job at some other travel agency," I suggested.

"It would be kind of a strange life for you. I hope you realize that. I don't know how many times you'd have to switch back and forth but hopefully most of the time you could just be Dani."

"God, I feel like a junkie already with all of the times I've been shot up," I joked. "I guess I can stand it, if you don't mind all the needle marks."

"Well that brings up another little surprise," said Mark as he produced a pill from his pocket.

"What's that?"

"That's the new serum," he said proudly. "I made it a special priority to see that it got off the boards and into production as soon as I took my new position."

"You had that in your pocket all this time and you still stuck a needle in me knowing how much I hate needles," I protested.

"Well this is actually just a sugar pill but it's what the real thing is going to look like. I'd never stick anything in you that you didn't want me to stick if there was an option," he joked. "It works pretty much the same but you only need two pills and the whole thing is done in an hour. So maybe switching around won't be quite as bad as it used to be."

I threw my arms around him and hugged him tightly. I was crying again, but he was used to that by now.

"Oh baby do you really want to marry me?" I sobbed. "It's such a huge commitment and I don't know why you'd be willing to jump through all those hoops of fire for me."

"Darling I think you're selling yourself short and forgetting that you're the one who is going to be facing the bigger hurdle. I stay myself but I get a beautiful and loving wife. You're the one who might have some explaining to do to friends and family and whatnot. Fortunately at work they've already seen you as Dani plenty of times so it won't be any shock if you just stay that way all the time."

It was an amazing plan and it took my breath away. I knew Mark would come up with something. He always did. Boy, was I ever glad that he had done so this time.


CHAPTER 16:

I couldn't sleep that night even though we had made extraordinarily vigorous love for hours. I was too keyed up and also a little unsure of myself. I loved Mark and I loved being a woman but did I really want to go this far? It wasn't permanent like getting an operation but I needed to be committed to it permanently in my heart and in my head for this to work.

What would people think? How much did that bother me? I had family to consider and friends, although most of them were people I worked with and knew something about my situation already. I didn't know whether people would be more shocked by my gay marriage or by the fact that I planned to live most of my life as a woman. Might be a tossup.

As I looked over at Mark sleeping peacefully I had a warm sense of happiness fill my body. I would be seeing a lot of this if we were married I thought. I wouldn't be Garret Feldman anymore I'd be Dani Caldwell. I could even change my name legally if I wanted to. Why not? As long as I was changing my last name I might as well do the first name too.

I would be a bride. That was such a crazy thought that I couldn't completely wrap my head around it. Of course I'd love to be a bride. Just the thought of picking out a dress and planning a wedding made my head spin. I didn't want to waste a ton of money on the event but it was hard not to want a few things. How often does a girl get married?

Fuck, I really am a girl I thought. I really truly am a girl all the way down to my soul. I wasn't born that way and I never thought I would be that way but here I am in bed with the man I love, my pink little pussy still wet with his cum. All because he conned me into trying something that I had no real desire to try just so that he could bang me in a motel in Mexico. It sounded so sordid that way. It didn't matter how it had happened it only mattered that it had and that things had turned out so well.

I reached under the covers and started to stroke Mark's cock. I'm not even sure why I did it because we were both pretty tired but I just felt like it I guess. Mark woke with a surprised but pleased expression on his face.

"Will you marry me?" I asked as I felt his hardness growing in my hand.

"Only if you remember that despite whatever it says on the marriage license that I'm the only real man in the family," he joked.

I grinned and obediently presented my ass to him. He may have been sleepy but he was plenty erect by now and he wasn't about to let this opportunity pass. As he pressed his big cock inside me I felt shivers running down my spine. We had fucked a lot by this time but it felt a little different for some reason. It was sort of symbolic.

"Oh baby I want you to fuck the last dose of manhood out of me," I pleaded. "Show me how you'll make me a woman forever. Make me your bitch stud!"

Be careful what you wish for I guess because Mark did just as I asked. It was the roughest sex we had ever had. One minute he was yanking my head back by the hair and the next my face was planted on the mattress. I got a few good slaps across my butt that I guessed might leave a mark but he was definitely fucking the manhood out of me, if there was any left to fuck out.

I loved every minute of it. I admit it freely. I had no interest in being in an abusive relationship or being treated like a piece of meat by my husband on a regular basis but there was something about yielding to him that I really enjoyed. I knew that he loved me and that he could be incredibly gentle and patient and sweet but I didn't want him to ever lose that raging sense of animal lust either. I was going to be his mate in every way that I possibly could and I was proud to accept that responsibility.

Who knows where this desire of mine came from. Maybe it all made sense if I went back and tried to make sense of it but to what end? Here I was thrusting my hips to meet my fiancé's big dick as he fucked me senseless. I would be his bride and his wife and maybe even the mother of his children if we adopted or something. Not the life I planned. Not the life I envisioned for myself just a few years ago but a life that I wouldn't trade now for anything.

"Don't ever talk about being a man again when we're in bed, is that understood?" Mark said with real conviction.

"I promise," I managed to gasp, even though my face was planted on the bed at the moment.

"Good. Because you're not a man anymore, if you ever were one. You're my woman and you're going to be my wife. Do you think you can handle that?"

"Yes...oh yes."

"I thought so. Now finish me properly and let's go to bed!"

I flipped myself around and felt his hands on my hair again. I opened my mouth and his cock was inside it in an instant. A moment or two later and my throat was being filled with his hot manly essence. I swallowed it happily and managed to get his dick down my throat a little deeper than I ever have before. Not all that far but I was making progress and I knew that he appreciated it.

It was kind of a weird scene but I really needed it for some reason. I needed him to take me like that and assert his manhood. I wanted to know that he wanted me badly and I wanted to know that I felt no shame or reservations about being his woman forever. I honestly couldn't think of anything in the world that I wanted more than that.

Mark treated me especially gently the rest of the trip. He obviously knew that what we had done had great symbolic significance and that I hadn't just become a cock crazed slut who wanted to be slapped around all the time. He could certainly take me hard when he wanted to but I knew that those times would be the exception rather than the rule and when we were both in the mood for it.

It's a funny thing to lose your manhood and not care, to actually welcome it and feel relieved. I guess I never really cherished it all that much it was more like something that I thought I needed to protect at all costs. Of course we don't usually get the chance to test drive another gender so how do we know what we're missing? If we truly do have both a female and a male side maybe my female side was always stronger than I knew. I certainly took to being female like a duck to water. It suits me better somehow, at least I feel better that way.

Of course it would be a lot tougher if I didn't have someone like Mark in my life. I rather quickly discovered how easy it was to find other men attractive and I certainly enjoyed going to bed with Phillipe. If I hadn't fallen in love with Mark, or he hadn't returned the feeling, I'm sure I would still have been drawn to taking those injections whenever I could and explored what it was like to be with other guys, but it might have just remembered a kinky little secret or a hobby of some sort. Loving Mark and knowing how much I wanted to be with him no matter what the cost really gave me the courage to go for it full time and I was very glad that it happened that way.

Was I really giving up all that much aside from my cock and balls? I didn't think so. Besides, I was gaining tits and a pussy. That seemed like a pretty fair trade to me. When you were in bed with someone who knew what they were doing being a woman could be a pretty remarkable experience. I felt things all over my body and sex seemed to be more passionate and more sensual. Was there really something about having a vagina that made sex better or was it the fact that it allowed me to be who I really was inside?

Mark could pull a woman's hair and spank her ass and make it seem genuine. He had that masculine swagger that seemed to truly be part of his DNA. He really liked being a man and I liked the kind of man he was. When he tried the serum it didn't do the same things to him that it did to me. His reaction was what I had expected my reaction to be like. For me it flipped a million switches in my brain and I liked the way I felt when those switches were thrown. For Mark it was just uncomfortable and embarrassing.

I'm guessing that's how it would be for a lot of men who didn't choose to try it but had it pushed on them reluctantly. People who come to our travel agency obviously have some kind of yearning or at least a curiosity about changing their gender. They volunteer for the experiment and they pay good money for the opportunity. It's probably not surprising that we have so many satisfied customers. But maybe if you just injected people at random it would be their worst nightmare. You might find some people like me who were pleasantly surprised by the results but I'm guessing it wouldn't go over so well with a lot of people.

Fortunately I lucked out in so many ways. I found the love of my life and I found out how much more I loved my life as the person I became. I wish everyone could be that lucky.


CHAPTER 17:

A bride! Why that turned me on so much I have no idea. I always figured I'd meet a woman and get married someday because that's just what people do but like many men I had never had any great dreams and fantasies about a wedding. The pomp and circumstance of the thing always seemed more important to women than to men. I just sort of assumed that it was something that little girls dreamed about and had drummed into their heads all of their lives. I'd never had that kind of indoctrination but here I was anyway pouring over bridal magazines and combing the web for wedding ideas. Perhaps it was just more of that desire to reinforce my femininity any way that I could. When you're new to the whole female business you kind of want validation I think.

From what I read that wasn't all that uncommon in the transgender community. That hyper-feminine sensation of wanting to be ultra-female in everything. Maybe I did overdo it at times but I was just learning. I had to make up for twenty-something years of not being a girl in a very short amount of time. Most women got to kind of grow into their womanhood while I had it thrust upon me in a syringe. (And thank God they were changing to pills!)

I started going to work every day as Dani and Mark came by the old office so that we could make the announcement together once the wedding date was set. There was some skepticism and maybe a few people rolled their eyes but this was San Francisco and weirder things happened all the time. I was quite able to recruit a stable of bridesmaids from the girls in the office who seemed delighted to be included in the ceremony.

To the more casual acquaintances of mine I sent out an email explaining that I was changing my name to Dani, getting married, and living the rest of my life as a woman. If they were cool with it fine and if not so be it. The last hurdle was my family but I wrote them explaining my story as best I could and told them that I would be coming by in my new form along with my future husband so that they could meet him.

It started slowly but once the initial shock wore off they seemed to warm up to the idea, as much as a parent can ever truly warm up to something like that. My younger brother was kind of amused and my older sister who lived in Cleveland would have to settle for an email and an invitation to the wedding.

I think we did a pretty good job of holding down the costs while still providing a lovely atmosphere for the wedding and the reception. Having so many contacts in the hotel industry didn't hurt so we were able to get a very good deal on a hall for the reception.

I was nervous, as I'm told all brides are on their wedding day, but I also knew that I looked fucking amazing in the dress I had selected. On paper it may have been a gay marriage but I don't think anyone watching it would have ever thought that. I felt so beautiful and happy and loved that I naturally couldn't help but cry. My father even walked me down the aisle, even though he barely knew this Dani character who was standing next to him.

With a couple of drinks in him he was even ready for the traditional father/daughter dance and seemed like he was getting into the swing of things. I had been living my own life for quite a few years anyway and we didn't see all that much of each other these days but it was great to have my family there and to feel their love and support. They probably had no idea why I was doing this since I had never shown the slightest hint of being gay but if that's what I wanted to do there wasn't much point in throwing cold water on it.

I suppose it should have bothered me that Mark had probably slept with every one of my bridesmaids but it didn't that much. I still had a pretty possessive instinct and a bit of a jealous streak but that was before I even existed as a woman and he was marrying me, not them. I was quite confident of my ability to be faithful to Mark but I wasn't so naive as to assume that it would be as easy for him. I seem to have done something really special to him to have gotten to this place at all but I knew how men thought and I knew that he was a self-proclaimed "player" in his day so I figured I might have to work extra hard to keep his interest. That was okay by me. That was the kind of hard work I really enjoyed anyway.

The whole wedding experience was just a really beautiful and happy day. Everyone wished us well and think that most of them really meant it. Then it was up to the bridal suite for our wedding night. Tomorrow I would be back to being a man for our flight to Paris for our honeymoon but tonight I was as womanly as a woman can get.

Mark carried me into the room and I flashed back to the first time he had carried me in Baja when I was just too wasted to walk. I was too wasted to fuck as well but Mark just tucked me in and was so sweet about it. He could have done just about anything he wanted to do to me in that condition but he didn't want me that way. Something within him wanted to protect me and to take care of me no matter how horny he was at that moment. Maybe that's when we fell in love, I don't know for sure.

Once we were in the room he wanted to undress me but I wanted to make an entrance in my lingerie, that was nearly as beautiful as my dress and about a million times more sexy. I excused myself to the bathroom and Mark opened some champagne, as if we needed any more of that at the moment.

When I came out and struck my carefully practiced pose it got the appropriate response that I had been hoping for. He practically ran across the room and I was lifted off the floor again and on my way to the huge bed that was waiting for us.

I mean who wouldn't think the whole thing was romantic? I was a cute little package of frills and lace and straps and hooks and it took Mark a while to work his way through enough of them to get to my bare flesh but I think it was worth the wait. One of my boobs was the first thing to pop out at him and he devoured it like a starving man being tossed a juicy melon. The other breast soon followed and received similar treatment.

Such pretty things to just get pulled aside and tossed on the floor but they had their purpose and that was to get my man as horny as possible. The lingerie seemed to do the trick and Mark was almost frantic in his desire to get inside me.

When my pussy was finally free for his pleasure he kind of surprised me by getting sort of alongside of me and finger banging the living hell out of my snatch. I had expected his cock to be up inside me as quickly as possible but maybe I had done my job too well and he was afraid of not being able to hold back for very long. All the better I suppose because he was really intense about nailing me with his fingers and I gazed at him lovingly as I began to whimper.

"Oh God Dani you're the most beautiful woman I've ever seen," Mark grunted as he continued to play with my pussy.

"All women look beautiful on the wedding day," I reminded him playfully. "I'll bet you've seen far more beautiful women. You've probably slept with them too."

"Never."

"What about Maria?"

"Who the hell is Maria?"

"The girl in Baja with the big jugs," I reminded him.

"Oh yeah. Doesn't hold a candle to you baby. Her tits were too big. Yours are perfect."

"Thank you for saying it even if I don't totally believe you," I teased. "I'm just glad you think I'm beautiful. I don't have to the be the most or the top or whatever. The only thing I want to be the best at is being the best wife you could possibly have."

Cock finally replaced fingers and lips met in a frenzy. I pulled my legs all the way back and wrapped them over his shoulders. He wasn't going to slip away from me. He was locked into my body like a vice grip and I squeezed him so tight I'm surprised he could breath let alone fuck. It was sublime. I literally saw stars and felt as if my body was going to float off the bed or something. It was exactly what a wedding night fuck should be like I thought.

"Oh Christ I wish you could knock me up!" I suddenly cried.

"That's a funny thing to hear a girl say under the circumstances," Mark joked.

"I just wish we could make a baby sometime, don't you?"

"Sure, but there are other ways. You'll just have to keep taking my manly seed without giving birth I'm afraid."

"Okay. I like your manly seed. I even like the way it tastes."

"Now it's my turn to thank you, even if I don't totally believe you," Mark half chuckled, half grunted. "Speaking of which I think you're about to get a dose of that manly seed you're so fond of."

"Goody! Shoot it deep into my pussy my darling, wonderful, virile, husband. Fill me up with your cum!"

He did as I suggested and we were both so very happy and content. He collapsed beside me and sort of flicked at my nipples as we caught our breath.

"So...how did it feel to be fucked as Mrs. Caldwell for the first time?" asked Mark.

"Not bad. Not bad. Ask me again after we've done it about a thousand times," I said with a grin.

"Tonight?"

"No baby," I laughed. "I know you're a stud but we've got a plane to catch tomorrow. We've got all the time in the world to get to a thousand fucks. It probably won't be for another week or so."


CHAPTER 18:

It was so strange and demoralizing to become a man again, especially right after my wedding night. Well, that went with the territory. At least I was legally Dani Caldwell now, even if my documents still thought I was a man. Fortunately once we had arrived at our hotel and I had changed into my real identity I wouldn't have to worry about it again until the flight home. We would just be a honeymooning couple enjoying the beauty and romance of Paris.

I had been a bit disappointed when my original plan for us to visit here had been thwarted by logistics and scheduling but now I was kind of happy that had been. It was much nicer to save it up for our honeymoon.

Mark was still a marvel to me, and perhaps a bit of a mystery too. It obviously didn't bother him to have sex with someone he knew was a man in a temporary female body. It sounded like he had done it before with other men in the office and probably with clients too. Was it that it didn't bother him or did he get some special kick from it? Had it all been a power play of some kind? A test? He had supposedly taken the drug and fought off the urges that seemed to come so natural to other people under its influence. Maybe he felt something that scared him and he knew what a powerful thing it was.

He played me so perfectly that first day in Baja. He must have known that I would be putty in his hands. He played me and he took me and I knew it and I adored him anyway. I felt like Sleeping Beauty whose prince had come and woke her with a kiss. He did wake me in a way, although it took a little more than just kissing. Unfortunately he wasn't a prince when he kissed me he was more of a scoundrel. Fortunately he turned into my prince soon enough.

If he was still playing me it was the most elaborate game imaginable and I couldn't for the life of me figure out what the motive would be. Marrying me wasn't going to help his career path within the company. On record he had officially married another man, which is about as gay as one can appear, something that a man like Mark would presumably detest. He had no trouble picking up women so he wasn't desperate or lonely. I was a very enthusiastic lover but he actually had to teach me a lot of things. Now he was married to someone who had to periodically become a man. It must have been so much harder for him to sit there on the long flight looking at me as I was. I looked at him and saw my husband, the man I love.

I was giving up a big chunk of my old identity, which seemed like a blessing to me now. He was making sacrifices too of a different kind. He was doing it for me. When I tried to add everything up the only logical conclusion was that the guy must really love me a whole hell of a lot.

"If you ever get tired of me. If the bullshit that we have to go through to make this thing work ever gets too much for you please just tell me Mark. I don't want to come in the bedroom and find some chick bouncing on your cock again," I said as we were out on a stroll along the River Seine.

"That's a strange thing to bring up on our honeymoon," Mark replied.

"I know, but I'm a realist as well as a romantic. I adore you so much it hurts but honeymoon's are the easy part. Life tends to be trickier. I think I'd rather know the truth than find it out in some crappy way."

"Darling, I can't imagine ever being in that situation but I promise you that I'll inform you immediately if I'm planning to have some chick who isn't you bouncing on my cock. And if I do I'll certainly offer to share her with you. And what about you? How do I know you won't get tired of me and go bouncing off on some other dude's dick?"

"Well if I do I'll certainly offer to share him with you," I teased.

"Maybe we should stop this line of conversation even if it is largely in jest," Mark suggested. "We love each other very much. We've made a serious commitment to each other. We're on our honeymoon in one of the most romantic cities in the world. Who can say for sure what will happen in the future? I'm just happy that when I wake up in the morning you're lying there beside me. I'm hope we're both happy feeling that way for the rest of our lives. All we can do is try and this is a great way to kick things off don't you think?"

"Yes, you're right. I'm just getting way ahead of myself as I often do," I replied.

"So why don't we go back to the room for a while and get very naked and then fuck like bunnies until it's time to eat?"

"We come all the way to Paris and you want to just hole up in our room and have sex?"

"After all of that talk about bouncing around on cocks I had a feeling that you might be in the mood to do just that very thing," Mark said slyly.

Of course he was right. He was always right. I did want to bounce around on his cock, horny little newlywed that I was. I didn't have to answer, we both just turned and headed back to the hotel. We just had that kind of relationship...lucky girl that I turned out to be!


AUTHOR'S NOTES:

I don't know but this may set a record for me for the most monogamous TG novel I've ever written. Dani gets it on with the charming gambler for a night but otherwise she's sticking to her man like glue. It's more full on romance than I often get but I guess I was in a really romantic mood.

Perhaps I could have done more with the whole "sex change travel agency" thing and gotten into the stories of some of the clients but I got swept up in the love story of Dani and Mark and they interested me more as things went along. Perhaps I'll come back to this concept again in the future.
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