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CHAPTER 1:

There were three men that I was wildly attracted to. Eduardo I knew from the gym where I worked out. He was tall, bald, muscular and tattooed. The sight of him pumping iron always drove me crazy and I wished that he was pumping me. James was an aspiring actor who worked at the place where I liked to buy coffee. He had a gorgeous face and a beautiful head of hair. I had no idea how talented he was as an actor but I was determined to find out what other talents he might have. The third was my boss, Barry Walters. He was a lot older than I was but I loved the hint of gray sneaking into the sides of his hair and the immaculate way he was always dressed in expensive tailored suits.

Yes they were all very different types and different personalities but I wanted to fuck them all. The only problem was I'm a man and they weren't gay. If only I could become a hot, sexy girl somehow I could try to seduce all three and live out my wildest fantasies. If only.


CHAPTER 2:

My name is Carl Albertson and I'm a 24-year-old man who has harbored secret sexual desires for other men my whole life. Growing up in a very conservative family with some pretty hostile attitudes towards homosexuals I knew there was no way I was ever going to come out of the closet. Honestly I wasn't sure if I wanted to anyway even if I could. I learned very early in life that people could be very cruel if you ever stepped out of line, especially where gender roles were concerned, so I had decided to leave my desires and longings tucked away in private.

I loved all things feminine but no one would ever have suspected that. I was just a "regular guy" as far as the world was concerned. I worked out at the gym and hung out at the local sports bar. I avoided any sort of hobbies or interests that might raise some eyebrows for not being "manly" in nature. At home I had an extensive wardrobe of female clothing, a box full of sex toys and a huge collection of pictures of naked men with erections on my computer. Nothing ever with two men doing each other. When I wanted to see sex I wanted to see a beautiful girl getting her brains fucked out by some stud so that I could pretend that it was me instead of her.

I guess that's pretty much all you need to know about me to know that when I heard about an experimental drug that could temporarily turn a man into a woman and back again I knew I had to try it, at least once.

Unfortunately the pill didn't work instantaneously. Apparently it took about an hour for the transformation to complete so there would be no pulling a Superman and jumping into a phone booth for a quick change, as if there was still such a thing as a phone booth anyway. For an hour the body would shift and change and morph into something entirely new and different and there was a warning that it could be rather uncomfortable, at least the first few times you tried it. The more often you took it the more your body adapted to the change and it would get a little quicker and less painful. I had only planned on trying it once so I was willing to put up with whatever discomfort and inconvenience might be involved.

I've got my own apartment so there would be no problem making the change at home which would give me time to do my hair and makeup and dress properly for the occasion. No one who would wonder who the strange girl in my apartment was. If anyone did notice a woman coming and going from my place they would just assume that I had a new girlfriend or something, which was all the better since I was constantly trying to hide my true desires from the world.

When I say that I was going to try it once I probably already knew in my heart that I was going to do it three times, since there were three men I desperately wanted to fuck. Obviously if it was too painful or the whole experience wasn't what I thought it might be I would call it quits after round one, but the goal was to go for the trifecta of cock.

Eduardo was first on my "to do" list as I figured he would be the easiest to seduce and for raw sexuality his ripped body was hard to beat. He worked part-time at the gym I was a member of so he was there a lot and he had quite a reputation for nailing every chick who came in the place. Supposedly he had a locker full of photos of his conquests, usually sucking his dick, but I had never seen it. Maybe it didn't really exist but if it did I kind of liked the thought of being added to his gallery.

I decided that I would just take off all my clothes and lie on my bed while I waited for the transformation to do its thing. Better to just relax and let the process play out I figured and if it was uncomfortable at least I'd already be lying down.

After popping the pill there was quite a wait where nothing seemed to be happening at all. I began to wonder whether I had been ripped off by some unscrupulous pusher but all of sudden there was a pretty violent kick in my stomach, sort of like a cramp, and to my amazement my body began to reshape itself.

As my breasts began to grow I was thrilled beyond measure. I had always dreamed of having a womanly bosom. Having some real cleavage was a dream. Over the years I'd tried just about everything imaginable to give myself some simulated boobs but nothing ever really worked all that well. I could get a decent female shape under my clothing but it never looked good in anything sheer and I couldn't really get that pressed together look that I coveted so much.

My boobs were growing pretty fast I thought and I wondered when they would stop. I had no idea what sort of rack I'd end up with but I could tell already that I was going to have something to work with. I was kind of afraid to touch myself during the process since I didn't know how it worked exactly but I couldn't help but at least cup my growing breasts a little.

The penis shrinking was much less enjoyable. Every man knows what it feels like when an erection begins to fade but this was different in that it wasn't just becoming flaccid it was actually shirking away entirely. Soon it was gone completely and I felt my new vagina beginning to take shape. I couldn't see it but I could certainly feel it.

There was a bit of a headache as my facial features began to feminize but it wasn't horrible like a migraine or anything, more like a minor tension headache or something. I wasn't about to interrupt the proceedings by taking some aspirin so I just hoped that the pain would pass when the change was complete.

After a little more than an hour I couldn't feel anything funny happening so I was tempted to jump up and look at myself in the mirror but just to be safe I waited about 15 minutes longer. It was an agonizing quarter of an hour but I wanted to see the whole package all at once.

When I finally climbed off the bed and went to look at myself in the bathroom mirror I was thunderstruck. It wasn't me and yet in some way it sort of was. It was me as I had always pictured myself in my fantasies. My hips were wider and my breasts bigger and my ass kind of stuck out at the back. My face was soft and feminine and looked quite beautiful to me even without any makeup on. Gone were my cock and balls and somewhere hidden away between my legs was what I hoped was a pink little pussy. I ran my fingers down there and explored the folds of flesh that were surrounding my new treasure.

As dumb as it sounds I literally wept tears of joy. I cried so hard that I kind of slumped on the floor swept up in an emotional avalanche. All of my life I had dreamed of this knowing that it could never come true but here I was a woman at last, and a sexy little thing to boot.

I was definitely pretty. As stupid and shallow as it sounds that's what I had always wanted. I like pretty things. Pretty clothes. Pretty jewelry. Pretty everything. I liked bright colors and patterns and flowers, things no man in his right mind would ever be able to admit to anyone. When I got up I rushed to my closet to begin trying on the outfits that never looked very good on me before no matter how hard I tried to "pass" as female in the privacy of my own home.

Some things fit surprisingly well and others were hopeless but I had something to work with. Although I enjoyed going to the gym it was mostly cardio stuff like using the treadmill and my body was never very buffed out to begin with but now I had curves in very different places and I needed to mess around a little with my stuff to get it to hang properly.

Most importantly I had tits. I had a woman's breasts. Not stripper balloons but nice, full, firm knockers. I had perky boobs, sweet hooters and a rack to die for. They were surprisingly heavy but I was used to stuffing a bra to get the look. These babies had a little bit of heft to them.

After my fashion show was concluded I rummaged around my toy box and produced the most realistic dildo I had. It was a beautiful replica of a man's penis and even the "skin" felt reasonably nice to touch. I don't know that any dildo ever really captures the feeling of the real thing but this one served as a reasonable stunt cock for my blowjob practice sessions. Now he was going to go to work in a different orifice and I couldn't wait.

I hopped on my bed and pulled my legs back in my best girly fashion and tried to get a good grip on the dildo as I let the tip slip and slide around between my legs a bit before taking the plunge. I had other toys that I used anally but they were designed for that purpose and I had never tried anything quite this big up there. I didn't know how different it would feel sticking something in my pussy instead of my ass but I found out the moment the pretend pecker disappeared inside me.

The penetrative act was similar in that I had a large foreign object inside my body but the sensitivity of my vagina was mind blowing. There was some pain, just as there was the first time I put something in my anus, but the pleasure signals were winning that battle and there was no way I was going to pull out. It's a strange thing to have to learn how to masturbate when you're 24-years-old but this apparatus was a lot more complicated and provided a number of options that I never had as a guy jacking his stick. I probably didn't even need a dildo to have a good time with myself but I really wanted to know what a cock felt like inside me since I was planning to go seek the real thing out as soon as I could come back to my senses.

Everything seemed to be in fine working order and I was totally excited about my plan to see if I could get muscle man Eduardo to break me in properly. I had some shorts that totally crawled up my butt and a tank top that was cut off about half way down. If I had a sports bra I would have worn that but there had never been any reason to acquire one for my purposes. I decided to go without a bra at all, partly because none of the ones I owned fit all that well and partly because I wanted to be as raunchy as I could get away with.

I threw some crap in my gym bag in case I wanted to shower and change afterwards, added a touch of lip gloss just because I could and headed for the gym where I fully expected to find my target lifting weights and showing off his insanely hot body. Hopefully soon I'd be showing him my less muscular but more curvy body that jiggled in all the right places.


CHAPTER 3:

I obviously couldn't use my gym membership card today so I had to buy a day pass which seemed like a small investment for what I was hoping to get in return. Although I knew I wasn't crossdressing or trying to pass as female I still felt very strange and exposed in this attire. Nobody would know it was me or have any reason to even suspect that I wasn't what I appeared to be but I'd always been a man in public so this was a bit of a shock to the system.

Scanning the room I spotted Eduardo right away and almost changed my mind and thought about heading back to the car. I had seen the guy a million times and while trying not to stare had lusted from afar for his rock hard pecs and deltoids. Now I was here solely for the purpose of trying to get this man to fuck me and I was scared.

I didn't know the first thing about seducing a man. I didn't know how to flirt or drop hints. I didn't know the subtle nuances of female body language. And fantasizing about having sex with someone was very different than actually doing it. Did I really want to stick my tongue in that dude's mouth or his cock in mine? He suddenly looked even bigger and more intimidating than usual.

Somehow I mustered the courage and paid my admission fee. The treadmill had always been my thing and it seemed appropriately feminine to me so I grabbed an open machine and begin to trot along, trying to look like I was concentrating on my workout. I realized that my legs were shaking but it certainly wasn't from the fatigue of strenuous exercise. My machine was facing the wall so I couldn't see Eduardo but I could feel his presence. I even thought I felt his eyes boring into me from behind.

Whether he was checking me out or not I had no way of knowing but I could sense that I had attracted at least some attention from the moment of my arrival. This gym was more of a guy's hangout, which was one of the reasons I liked it so much, and a pretty girl tended to get noticed. It wasn't really a yoga and pilates kind of place.

I had no idea exactly how I was going to make my move but at least I was here. After a while I decided to take a break and bought a bottle of water which I took over to a bench in a corner of the room. As soon as I was seated my heart almost stopped because I could see Eduardo putting his weights down and heading right for me. He casually dropped down on the same bench and wiped some sweat from his body with a towel.

"Never seen you here before," Eduardo said pleasantly enough.

"No, just thought I'd give it a try," I replied, desperate not to have my voice crack.

"You look good on the treadmill. Obviously not your first time."

"I like to stay in shape."

"I can tell. You've got a sweet little body. I like it when a girl tries to take good care of herself. I'm not crazy about these chicks who want to lift weights like a dude but I figure they're all lesbians anyway so what the hell. You've got that nice, fit, athletic body that men like."

"Thanks. You've got a pretty incredible body yourself. You must work out all the time."

"Oh yeah, it takes a lot of work to stay in this kind of shape. Fortunately I work here so I can pretty much work out as much as I like."

I had decided to play it kind of dumb. Partly because I didn't feel very confident as a sophisticated seductress yet and partly because I figured Eduardo would go for the brainless bimbo type. I was actually kind of shocked by his conversation because I would never have spoken to a woman that way, especially one that I just met a few minutes before, but that was Eduardo. He was a horn dog and a collector of notches on his bedpost, or at least selfies of babes going down on his prick. It was his body I craved and not his brain.

"Wow, you work here," I said, channeling my inner bimbo. "What sort of stuff do you do?"

"Oh, pretty much whatever needs to be done. Some people need a little special training to really get the work out they're looking for."

"Really? That sounds interesting. What sort of special training can you do?"

"Well come with me and I'll give you a little private instruction."

I followed Eduardo to a back room and he locked the door behind us. It appeared to be a storage space and a place to repair broken equipment. There was a bench press setup with some really large weights on it and a few miscellaneous pieces of equipment lying about.

"Let me show you how to properly do a curl," said Eduardo as he picked up a free weight that would have been out of my class no matter what body I was in.

"That looks pretty heavy," I said cautiously.

"Well I'm going to do most of the work. This is just to show you the proper technique."

It was a corny excuse to stand as close behind me as he could get while pressing his dick against my shorts but I didn't mind. He sort of held both my arm and the weight as we went through the charade of practicing something of value. In Eduardo's world this was obviously foreplay.

"Now let me show you what it's like to lift some serious weight," said Eduardo as he peeled off his shirt for no apparent reason and lay down on the bench press device.

I watched with genuine admiration for a few moments as he effortlessly lifted what seemed like an insane amount of weight. I do like to see men straining their muscles which is why this gym is one of my favorite places for eye candy.

"Now come over here straddle my lap," Eduardo instructed as if this was actually some kind of recognized lesson.

I did as he asked and swung my leg over his prone body as if I were mounting a horse. I felt slightly ridiculous but also incredibly turned on. This was certainly the most intimate I had ever gotten with another man before and my pulse was racing.

"Now lean forward and put your hands on the bar. That's good. Only why don't we get this out of the way. You don't want it to get all sweaty."

With that he casually pulled my shirt off and I leaned forward to grab the bar again. It was so silly and pornographic but it was also awesome to be topless. While I clung to the bar and waited for the next instruction I felt his hands beginning to squeeze my tits. It appeared that this seduction was going to be like shooting fish in a barrel.

"Just hold on tight while I lift," said Eduardo as his hands returned to the weights suspended above him.

I really felt nothing as he lifted the giant barbell and worked it up and down a few times. I just kept my grasp on the pole while I looked down at him pumping this iron like it was a pillow. It was just a matter of time now before he moved on to the special training part of this lesson and I was as ready for it as I could ever be.

"I know a way to make this a lot more fun for both of us if you'd like to try it," Eduardo suggested.

"Okay," I chirped merrily, pretending an innocence that I thought he would find appealing.

"First you need to take your shorts off."

"Is that okay?" I asked, looking around as if nervous of being discovered.

"Sure it is. Like I said, I work here. The door's locked. Nobody's going to bother us baby. That's it, just slip them right off."

I had removed myself from his lap in order to take off my pants and now stood naked before him with a mix of anticipation and reservation. If I was going to escape now was the time. But what would be the point of that? I had done this crazy thing hoping to get to this moment so I might as well see it through.

"Now be a good girl and pull my pants off will you?"

I didn't hesitate to follow his instructions because I was honestly dying to see what he was packing in there. When it popped out to greet me I was seriously impressed.

"Wow, it's really big," I said without even trying to sound like a bimbo.

"Yeah baby, it's big and hard and it's going to feel really good filling you up inside. Now climb back on like you did before but let yourself slide down my pole."

I had to grab his dick to get it lined up properly as I had no experience just jumping on cocks and it wasn't quite as easy as it looked. His massive hard on put my dildo to shame but somehow it seemed to fit. I grabbed the bar again to support myself and Eduardo began to lift the weights once more. There was a little bit of movement as my arms followed the up and down motion of the weights but it wasn't quite what I was expecting.

"Come on baby, you got to work it. I'm doing the heavy lifting," Eduardo chided me.

Suddenly I realized what he meant and that I needed to use my pelvis to jack his rod back and forth in my pussy. I hadn't anticipated this, thinking of being fucked as sort of a passive thing where the man did all the work, but I started to get the hang of things pretty quickly.

"That's it girl, work that tight little booty. I want to see you really dancing on my dick."

Surprisingly I was getting an actual workout from this experience. I could feel the burn in my stomach and my legs as I flung myself up and down like a piston rod. Faster and faster I went feeling my body shaking and my insides on fire. I clung to the bar for dear life even as Eduardo continued to do his workout routine. How could he be so calm when I was going so crazy? This was probably old hat for him but it was my first time at the rodeo and I was getting the riding of my life.

"Fuck yeah baby, now you're doing it! Jump on that fat cock like a dirty little slut and make me cum inside you!"

I was gasping for air and panting like a dog. Now I knew what a rail felt like when it was being split with an axe I thought. How could anything that huge actually fit inside me without tearing me up? I was way beyond the point of even worrying about that now as I heard Eduardo grunt and not from lifting. He finally set the weights down and grabbed my breasts as he began to shoot his load into my snatch.

Fuck yeah indeed, I thought as I felt his spasms and heard his guttural utterances. I am a dirty little slut and I just got my brains fucked out by a man I'd been lusting after for ages. That was the best trip I'd ever gotten from any sort of drug and I could see myself becoming a junkie if I wasn't careful.

"Okay girl hit the showers that's enough for one day," Eduardo joked as he slapped my ass. "Next time if you're lucky I might let you have a taste of this man meat. Hey, what's your name by the way?"

I froze in my tracks just as I was reaching the door. The thought hadn't even entered my mind. I couldn't very well say Clay so I had to think fast.

"Carly," I replied, thinking of nothing better on the spur of the moment.

"I'm Eduardo. Hope to see you around again baby."

"Oh, I'm sure you can count on that."


CHAPTER 4:

I showered and changed into something less suggestive and walked out of the gym feeling the eyes of dozens of men following my every step. They no doubt knew what it meant to go to the back room with Eduardo and knew full well that I had just serviced his cock. Those were hungry eyes. Lustful. I don't think it was my imagination running wild as I had been in that gym as a man many times and saw the commotion a hot babe could create.

Since my tastes ran in a different direction I didn't really know the sexual politics of the place but I guessed that I was Eduardo's exclusive property until he tired of me and cast me into the pool of sharks. It was such a strange feeling to be eyed and ogled like this because I never tried to call attention to myself before. I'm definitely not the outgoing type or someone who makes a scene in a restaurant if my order isn't just right. It was a little scary but kind of a rush at the same time.

After escaping to my car unmolested I decided to drive around town a bit. It was Saturday so I had the whole weekend to be female if I wanted to and that sounded pretty appealing. I have to admit I was a little sore but man had it ever been worth it!

It was so surprisingly easy to accomplish my goal. Well, I knew that Eduardo would be the easiest to bag and that's why I started with him but I still thought there might be some effort involved. Barry, my boss, would take a little more work to seduce but at least I had a lot of inside information that would help me facilitate that. James was the wildcard. He was an actor and really handsome so there was a reasonable chance that he was gay, which I thought would be pretty darn ironic, but he was so cute I was determined to at least try to get him in my pants.

Sometimes when you dream about something or wish for it for the longest time when you finally get it you're disappointed because the reality could never live up to the fantasy. This wasn't one of those cases. I was floating on air, well actually I was riding on the tires of my car but the feeling was pretty much the same. I was Carly now. It was just my name with a "y" stuck on the end but it made me feel like a whole different person.

Carly had been a very bad girl today. She had dressed up like a slut and paraded her body for all the horny men to see. She had gone in the back room where all the little bimbos and whores went to get their pussies pounded by strong men with big cocks. Eduardo didn't even bother to ask her name until his cum was seeping out of her cunt. Man I like being Carly I thought.

I was surprised at how wet my pussy got. I had no idea it worked quite like that. It wasn't really like peeing because I wasn't spraying anything around so I guess it was more like drooling in a way, as disgusting as that sounds. When you say something is "mouth watering" that sounds yummy and appealing but drooling does make it sound like you're an idiot. However you want to describe it I was really wet.

That Eduardo is kind of a stuck up jerk I thought, changing the subject in my mind rapidly as I went over the events that had just transpired. Sure he's got a hot body and a great cock but some of the things he said were just seriously wrong. I might get to taste his man meat if I was lucky? Sure I was interested in sucking his dick but I never really thought a guy would be quite that arrogant about it. Under the circumstances it was all fun and games and I was willing to play the brainless cum bucket to get what I wanted but it was hard to imagine Eduardo ever ending up in a serious relationship with anyone. He's probably too much in love with himself for that anyway.

On the other hand his body did drive me wild with lust. I have no idea why I'm so turned on by a guy with muscles. I guess it's like a straight guy being obsessed with tits. Some kind of primitive instinct that tells the brain this guy is strong and he'll protect you and kill wild animals while a full breasted woman suggests a good breeder. It's in our DNA or something. Or maybe I just like hunky dudes, I don't know. Either way I had already decided to fuck him again.

What I hadn't decided was whether to go back to Eduardo right away or move on to one of my other two targets first. With my boss I'd have to wait for a good opportunity to present itself. I couldn't just stroll into his office looking like this and climb under his desk or something. I would need to find a time where I knew he would be somewhere where I could casually bump into him, maybe when he was out of town on a business trip for example.

James I could start to work on now if I wanted to and if he was working today. I didn't know his schedule and only saw him when I happened to go for coffee while he was there. Hopefully he was working sometime this weekend and I could at least try to flirt with him a little just to see what happened.

Shopping was also on the agenda as I needed to get a few things that fit my new body better and well...shopping. One could always use more clothes. It was nice being able to try things on for a change. Usually I just picked something up at a thrift store or ordered it online. Now I was finally able to actually walk into a store and go into the fitting room. It was almost as much fun as the sex.

I found a very pretty dress that seemed fun and flirty to me and decided to use that as my outfit for initiating contact with James. It showed a bit of cleavage but it wasn't daring or trashy in any way. It had sort of an orange and yellow floral pattern that I just adored. Why can't men wear pretty things? It just seemed so stupid to me that I had to dress in such boring attire most of the time or risk getting the crap beaten out of me.

After changing into my new dress I swung by the coffee shop where James worked but there was no sign of him. I gave my order to the girl behind the counter and continued to look around, hoping that he may have just gone in the back or was on break or something.

"Say, do you know if James is working today?" I asked very sweetly.

"I don't think so but let me check the schedule," the girl replied.

When she returned she told me that he would be working tomorrow afternoon and I thanked her. She didn't ask me any questions and I hoped that I wasn't creating any problems for James. For all I knew he might be dating this chick. I wondered whether she would mention that some girl came by asking about him. In all likelihood she probably wouldn't give this episode a second thought.

It felt like I should be doing something special to take advantage of my temporary femininity but it had been a pretty full day already with shopping, fucking, dining and stalking my next heartthrob. On the other hand I was also getting kind of a kick out of just hanging around the apartment as a woman. I was so much more comfortable in female clothes and quite frankly more comfortable in this female body. It felt right, which also made me feel a little sad.

Why couldn't I have just been born like this? I think I would have made a terrific little girl. Daddy's princess. Then maybe a cheerleader or something. Someone's prom date in a chiffon gown. Off to work in a smart business suit. And then a bride and probably a mom. It all sounded so wonderful but it was not for me because some cruel trick of fate had paced me in a body I never liked and never wanted.

I could putter around the house all I wanted pretending that I was a real girl but in the back of my mind was the constant knowledge that this was just an illusion. The most I could hope for was to indulge in some sexual fantasies while I had the chance. Tomorrow I needed to get laid again by somebody.


CHAPTER 5:

Flirting was harder than I expected. James was at work right on schedule and I made my appearance when the place was pretty dead and we'd have a chance to talk but I stumbled in my first attempt to be charming. Eduardo was tragically blunt but it actually made everything much easier. I just had to look hot, act dumb and follow his lead. James was friendly and smiled at me a lot but that was his job. He got tips for smiling at people.

Ironically I had done better getting to know James when I was a guy. He always seemed very talkative whenever I came in. That's how I found out he was an aspiring actor for instance. Maybe he really was gay or maybe he was kind of shy around girls or something, but that didn't seem too likely. I really needed to work on my seduction skills.

The place started to get busy so I took my coffee off to a table and tried to act like I was interested in something on my phone while I waited for the crowd to thin out again but the traffic just got busier and busier. Oh, well. At least I had made my first contact with him as Carly and hopefully he would remember me the next time I dropped by. This one looked like it was going to be a longer range project.

I went home and changed into my gym clothes and headed off for the meat market. Perhaps this would be my lucky day and Eduardo would let me suck his cock.

"Back so soon baby?" Eduardo grinned when he saw me come in. "You need some more special instruction?"

"You know it stud," I replied.

"Well step into my office and I'll see what I can do for you."

We went to the back room again and Eduardo immediately pulled off his shorts. There was his mighty rod just swinging in the breeze. This was all so crass but I was horny anyway.

"There you go baby, it's all for you. Why don't you show me what you can do?"

I got on my knees and took his cock in my hand. I had touched it briefly yesterday when I had to guide it into my box but it was already hard then and I only grabbed it for a moment. This was the first time I had ever really stroked a man's penis other than my own. I was honestly fascinated by it. I never liked touching my own dick very much but I was getting quite a thrill out of touching his. It started to get hard in my hand and I watched it grow like one of those time-lapse videos that shows a plant sprouting in a matter of seconds. The way it twitched and danced when fully erect was hypnotic. It made me think of a snake getting ready to strike.

"Now put your pretty lips on it girl. Get it nice and slippery," said Eduardo.

Being a closeted homosexual for so long I had absolutely no moral qualms about putting a guy's dick in my mouth. I had been anxious to try this ever since I first found out what a blow job was. It was simply the lack of experience that made me feel some trepidation. Fortunately I had practiced with my dildo more times than I can count so I knew roughly what to expect and how to ease a cock down my throat. On the other hand this one was bigger than my dildo and attached to an actual living person so I had no idea how my technique would translate to a human interaction.

I started by smothering his dick with kisses, moving all around and letting my tongue slip between my lips. When I was holding a dildo I could move the angle around any way that I wanted but on my knees like this it was a little tricky to maneuver. I had to keep shifting my position on the ground and craning my neck to make sure that every bit of his lumber was being attended to.

"Hey, you're pretty good at this baby," Eduardo commented appreciatively. "It's usually the kind of homely chicks who are good at giving head. The hot ones are too stuck up."

"Who wouldn't want to suck your big cock honey? It's just so manly," I replied with a smile as I looked up at him.

I don't know why I said that. It sounded pretty stupid when I thought about it later but I just got kind of turned on by playing this role. I knew that I was just "pretending" to be a bimbo but it was easy enough to get caught up in the action.

Soon it was time to take the plunge. I wouldn't be able to speak again for a while so there would be no chance of saying something dopey for a while. I opened my mouth and took a few inches in before clamping my lips down tight on his shaft while I pressed my tongue against the bottom of his prick. Then I very slowly pulled my head back, keeping the pressure on my tongue the whole way and then repeated the process a few times. It was a trick that I had always wanted to try and apparently it was a good one. Each time my tongue came to the little split at the bottom of his helmet he let out a moan. It was sort of like the male clit, that and the very top of the head where it met the shaft. That would get attention too but not right away.

Usually I wouldn't describe the scent of a sweaty man who had been working out all day as something appealing but with his cock in my mouth and my nose creeping towards his balls I was incredibly turned on by his smell. Maybe it was pheromones or something that you smelled subconsciously but whatever it was it was driving me up a tree. I really got off on that whole caveman vibe even though I was kind of ashamed of myself for admitting it.

I did my suction cup thing a little deeper and deeper and then lost interest in trying to be tricky. I just starting gulping and slurping away like a mad fiend. The sound of cock being crammed down my throat was kind of weird and unsettling but that's just the way it goes. I guess I would describe it as something like a choking noise and the sound you make when you gargle. It wasn't pretty but I was swallowing a pretty damn big sword.

"Oh goddamn baby suck that big old cock! Take it all down girl! That's my good little cock smoker!"

I actually appreciated his compliments. It inspired me to even greater heights. When he grabbed my head and began to force his huge cock down my throat I didn't fight it or try to pull away. I just went with it.

Suddenly he released his grip on my hair and stood me up. Then he literally ripped my shirt in half. My bare boobs tumbled out to greet him and I was almost in a state of shock. It was just a crappy shirt but he had literally destroyed it and I didn't care. I loved it in fact. That savage intensity of a man lusting after my body sent chills down my spine.

I pulled my pants off while he quickly stripped and then I was whisked off the floor and into his arms.

"Put your legs over my shoulder," Eduardo commanded.

I was terrified but I did it anyway. The reward for my courage was the feeling of his raging erection sliding up inside my pussy. Thank God this dude is so strong, I thought. His grip is the only thing keeping me from falling to the floor.

I tried to ride him as I had done the day before but he was in the driver's seat this time. I just clung to him for dear life and took the pounding between my legs as Eduardo jack hammered me into submission.

"I had to get into your snatch baby," Eduardo grunted. "You suck dick like a first class whore but I needed to stuff your tight little pussy."

"Oh God, of fucking hell," I jabbered like an idiot. "You're cock is so big!"

"Yeah it is baby and it's all for you. Once you're fucked by Eduardo you're ruined for anyone else."

That arrogant fucker had to say something self aggrandizing it appeared but I was lost at that point anyway. My pussy and his cock were the only thing that mattered to me. More, more, more I wanted it all inside me. He was literally fucking me silly. I could think straight. I couldn't think at all. I seemed like I was having one orgasm after another but I wasn't even sure about that. Maybe it was one long orgasm or something. Whatever it was it was fucking intense.

Then I was treated to the final surprise. His cock slipped out and I thought he was going to put it back but instead he literally spun my upside down like I was a pinwheel and held me suspended with his cock in my face.

"Finish me off babe I can't hold it much longer."

If I thought sucking cock on my knees was tough trying to do it upside down while all the blood rushed to my head seemed impossible but I gave it the old college try. I basically just let him face fuck me and to me genuine delight and surprise it seemed to be working.

When his cock started to jerk in my mouth I knew what was about to happen but had no idea how I would respond to it. I had always wanted to know what cum tasted like and now I was getting a pretty large sample. It was hot; not like soup that was going to burn the roof of my mouth but sort of like warm oatmeal. I'm not accustomed to swallowing things upside down so some of the precious fluid dribbled out of my mouth but I did get enough of a taste to satisfy my lifelong curiosity. It wasn't something I would order at a restaurant but I would certainly never hesitate to swallow it any chance I got.

"Now finish me up baby and let me get a picture," said Eduardo as he gently returned me to my feet.

I had no objections to either cleaning his cock or being photographed doing so and I licked his sticky lollipop while he grabbed the photo on his phone. Then it was time to get dressed and I suddenly realized that I had no shirt since it had been torn in half.

"Gee, that's too bad baby," Eduardo laughed as I stood topless in my shorts. "I could loan you my shirt I suppose but I kind of need it."

I thought about walking out into the gym topless but decided that it probably wasn't a very good idea. Instead I just put the tattered remnants of my top on and kind of held it closed in front of me as I headed for the showers. Fortunately I had a change of clothes along so I didn't have to go very far.

It looked like I had made it to the infamous locker of babes. I couldn't have felt prouder and strutted to the showers with my torn shirt firmly in hand and my head held high.


CHAPTER 6:

Sex with Eduardo had been simply amazing. His muscles weren't just cosmetic the man had what seemed like super human strength to me. Of course he was a total stud and he knew it so he could behave pretty much any way that he liked and still get all the tail he could handle. It had been a great jumping off point for me since I got drilled hard and had no conversations to wade through. It was about as low maintenance a hookup as you could get. Eduardo was a gym rat and I was his cheese anytime I walked in that building.

I was able to check one of my three targets off my list, which wasn't bad for the first try I thought. Of course there was nothing to stop me from doing this again sometime and having another round of action with Eduardo but the goal was to satisfy my lust with the three men who I found most attractive. The important thing for my first experiment was that the pill worked and I really liked the way I looked and felt in my female body.

On Sunday night I just took the pill as I was getting ready for bed and let the strange process run its course. Everything seemed to be back in working order so I went to sleep as Carl and returned to work on Monday morning as if nothing unusual had happened to me the previous 48 hours.

I had sort of assumed that James would be next on my list but as it turned out I was able to discover that my boss was planning a weekend getaway at a desert spa resort in a few weeks. His secretary made all of his travel plans and it wasn't some sort of classified corporate information so she left the package on her desk while she went to lunch which gave me the perfect opportunity to copy down the details of his itinerary.

It looked like a pretty swanky place and would cost me a fortune to stay there but it seemed like the best opportunity for Carly to meet Barry in a potentially romantic environment. Barry was going primarily for the golf and was traveling alone so there was a good chance that he might be very interested in some female companionship when he wasn't on the links.

Naturally I would need the appropriate wardrobe for a stay at that sort of place and of course I would need a devastatingly hot bikini should I be able to catch him by the pool. Barry was not Eduardo. He was mature, handsome, rich and intelligent. I would need to be a lot more sophisticated to appeal to him I figured and I was little worried that I was going for him so soon without more time to practice my seductress skills but the opportunity was too good to pass up.

I knew what room he was staying in, which was helpful, and I knew that he was going out there on Friday so that he could make his 7 AM tee time on Saturday morning. I had to work on Friday and could barely afford two days let alone three so I would check in on Saturday, probably around the time he was finishing his golf game.

The hotel was gorgeous and all of the guests really well dressed. I was glad that I had invested in my wardrobe for this trip even though this whole enterprise was really stretching my budget. I'd be eating a lot of noodles and toast for a while but it was a small price to pay if this worked.

After settling in I decided to take a stroll. I headed in the direction of the golf course hoping that I would pick up Barry's trail there and before too long I saw him returning his golf cart and walking back towards the hotel. He looked so casual in slacks and a pull over shirt. I only saw him at work in a suit and tie and it was a nice change of pace.

I knew that he liked to swim so I was banking on the idea that after a round of golf he might head for a cool dip in the pool. I changed into my pool outfit, which was a revealing string bikini, a sheer poncho sort of a thing, a hat and sun glasses. It might have been a bit much but I thought I looked pretty amazing. With a magazine in hand I headed for the pool area and took a seat at a little table covered by an umbrella. Nursing a drink I pretended to be interested in my magazine while I waited to see if Barry would arrive.

After about fifteen or twenty minutes he showed up in his swim trunks and dove straight into the pool. Needless to say I'd never seen so much of his bare flesh before and I was very impressed by the shape he was in. Obviously he wasn't a body builder like Eduardo but he had a lovely athletic body, especially for an older man.

I needed to attract his attention so I got up and headed for the hot tub when I could see he was looking in that direction and stripped down to my bathing suit before casually getting in the water. He took the bait. A few minutes later Barry came over to where I was relaxing and stood looking at me.

"Mind if I join you?" he asked.

"Not at all," I replied. "I'd enjoy the company."

Barry got in the hot tub and sat across from me. I could see his eyes going straight for my breasts and suddenly got that nervous feeling again. There was no way he could ever guess it was really me unless I screwed up and let something slip into the conversation that I shouldn't. I had to be very careful.

"Traveling alone?" he inquired.

"Yes. And you?"

"Me too. Just a little golf getaway. A chance to unwind and decompress. I hate to take time off from work but sometimes you've got to recharge the batteries to remain effective. Do you golf by the way?"

"No, tennis is more my game," I replied truthfully. "Just thought I'd escape for a little while."

"That sounds intriguing. What are you escaping from?"

"Who said it was a what? It might be a who you know."

"Now I'm really intrigued."

"Does it really matter, I mean, do you really want all the details?"

"No it doesn't matter in the slightest," he said as he moved to sit next to me. "Everybody needs to escape something sometimes and this is a beautiful place for it. Forgive me for being forward but I really don't like dining alone. I was thinking about just ordering room service but if you'd let me take you to dinner tonight that would be so much more enjoyable."

"Thank you, that sounds wonderful. I hate to dine alone too."

So the deal was struck. Once again I had gotten very lucky. First I was lucky in guessing that Barry would show up at the pool around the time I was there and luckier still that just seeing me get in the hot tub would arouse his interest enough to make a move on me. I must be pretty attractive I thought. Maybe I just send of some kind of 'fuck me' vibe or something. Of course Barry had quite a reputation for being a "ladies man" so an unescorted woman in a bikini was probably all the bait that was needed to get his interest.

So my boss finally bought me dinner. It was so weird to be with him in this kind of social situation. At work I was just some guy in his department. He was pretty demanding and not always the most easy guy to work for. There was no way that I would ever be considered his equal in that environment but because I was wearing a dress he was buying me dinner and trying his best to impress me. I had to keep reminding myself constantly not to call him Mr. Walters, which was difficult since that's all I've ever called him before. Now he was just Barry and I was basking in his compliments and attention.

I had basically decided to imply that I was sort of a kept woman in a relationship that I was tired of. I wouldn't need to invent a job or a career that way and it let him know that I was free, at least for the weekend. The less details the better as far as I was concerned. I let him do most of the talking.

After dinner we went to the bar and had a few drinks while we listened to some piano player running through the old standards. It was so fucking elegant I thought. Good that he was paying for everything because this trip already had me so deep in the hole. When he suggested that we go to his room I was more than ready but still apprehensive. This whole charade was so hard to pull off but hopefully soon we could hit the sheets and nobody would be needing to make polite conversation anymore.


CHAPTER 7:

When we got to his room Barry didn't waste much time taking me in his arms. My head was spinning as we kissed for the first time. This was fucking Barry Walters, my boss, the head honcho, the all business all the time hard driving executive. Now he had his tongue in my mouth and his hand was slipping down to cup my ass cheeks. It was hard not to be a little intimidated by him given the nature of our work relationship but I tried to just go with the flow and let things happen.

There was a dresser near where we were standing and on impulse I went over and faced it, resting my hands on top while I sort of arched my back. He immediately took the invitation and I felt the bottom of my skirt being flipped up as his hands began to probe my backside. Fortunately there was a large mirror there so I could see him standing behind me and the image was incredibly sexy as he dropped his pants and pushed my panties aside.

I wanted to see him and I didn't want to see him. It was a weird dichotomy. This seemed like the best solution at the moment. I could stare at the wall or I could watch in the mirror. It was still so hard to think of myself as his equal, let alone the object of his desire. When he slipped his dick inside me I closed my eyes at first but soon I stared at the mirror in fascination watching him methodically pounding on my backdoor.

This just proved to be a warm up because pretty soon he was helping me out of my dress after he stripped naked. We held hands as he took me to the bed and we both climbed on top of the blankets.

"Do you want the lights out?" he inquired softly as he was nibbling on my ear.

"No, I like it this way," I replied, even though part of me wished it was pitch black.

The first thing I discovered was that your boss doesn't seem quite so much like your boss when he's buck naked. That came as a great relief. Of course I had always wondered what he would look like without any clothes but I had nothing to go by and generally just lusted after him in his fine suits. Now he seemed a little more human, vulnerable even. His body was in good shape but it wasn't perfect. His cock wasn't especially big. At the moment he was just a man like any other man.

The other thing that popped into my head was the fact that he didn't have any authority over me in this setting unless I gave it to him. I could just get up and walk out anytime I wanted. For a moment I even toyed with the idea of doing that as sort of payback for all of the times he had bossed me around. This was a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity to turn the tables. Instead I started stroking his cock and opened my mouth to receive his kiss.

"God, you are so beautiful," he sighed as he began to finger my pussy. "I can't believe how lucky I am to be here with you right now."

"I know exactly how you feel," I purred in reply.

"I know this sounds crazy but I keep having this feeling that we've met somewhere before but I know I'd never forget meeting a woman like you."

"Maybe we met in a past life," I joked.

"Then it was fate that brought us together. I like that."

Barry swung on top of me and I spread my legs to accept him. His comment about feeling like he knew me from somewhere had freaked me out a bit but I let it pass. I was ready to look him squarely in the eyes as he penetrated my wet pussy for the second time. No, he wasn't as big as Eduardo but my vagina seemed to kind of mold itself to fit him, or maybe that was my imagination. I liked the way he felt inside me just fine and the look in his eyes was something that took my breath away. It wasn't just lust, there was also something like longing. My heart was already beating faster from the exertion but I thought I felt it skip a beat along the line.

I clutched at his butt and tried to pull him even deeper inside me. Then my hands were on his back and finally around his neck. He seemed to really like kissing and I was discovering how much I liked it too. Kissing a man while he fucked me. Maybe this man in particular.

On my back like this I was sort of coiled up with my legs wide open and pressed back further than I thought they were capable of going. I was so exposed and vulnerable but with a man between my legs it felt like the safest place in the world. It was still so hard for me to truly comprehend that there was a penis inside me. It all seemed so strange and yet so natural at the same time. How many people had performed this same mating ritual over the centuries? Too many to count I guess. At the moment there were only two people on the planet as far as I was concerned.

I moaned and whimpered and felt my nipples getting hard as rocks. My pussy was dripping and I was beginning to get into that weird twilight zone of bliss.

"Oh fuck me Barry! Fuck me harder! That's it, just like that," I cried.

Barry was really going at it by this point and I figured he wouldn't last much longer. I wanted to impress him with my cum swallowing passion but at the moment I really wanted him to shoot his load inside me. Hopefully there would be time for cock sucking later. I was certainly in no hurry to go anywhere.

"Cum inside me lover, just let it all go. I want it inside my pussy!"

With that Barry let out a mighty roar as he began to ejaculate. Perhaps my dirty talk had inspired him or perhaps it was just that time but I watched his face with fascination as it contorted in an expression of delicious agony. I knew that feeling and I knew how relieved he must feel right now. I pulled his head down to my breast and he began to suck my nipples as I stroked his hair.

"You were wonderful darling," I cooed as he nibbled on my tits.

Then we kissed again and embraced for the longest time, our hands gently exploring each other while we smiled and offered pleasantries. It was my first afterglow cuddle session as a woman and I absolutely adored it. Maybe even more than the sex. Probably not, but it was quite special.

My boss had just cum inside me. That was hard to absorb. I'd known this man for years and seen him almost every day. Occasionally I would allow myself little gay daydreams about being his lover always knowing that the idea was insane and impossible. Barry Walters was known as being a man with an eye for the ladies and even if he were gay he wouldn't be banging one of his underlings. Well I was under him again but this time I didn't mind at all.

It would probably be pretty weird going back to work after this. I'd still just be some nobody to him but I'd always know that his cock had been inside me. That's a pretty powerful memory even if it's just meaningless sex. The intimacy of bending over, spreading your legs or opening your mouth to receive a man is hard to put into words. Even dumb Eduardo would always be a little special to me for having used my body.

I was a bit surprised and disappointed that Barry seemed to get sleepy kind of faster than I expected. Of course he had spent a pretty physical day playing golf and swimming laps in the pool and then fucking a young girl. We ended up just crawling under the covers and snuggling up for the night. What a shame my expensive room was going to waste I thought but it was all for a good cause and I was much happier in Barry's bed anyway.


CHAPTER 8:

In the morning Barry woke hard and horny, as many men do, and I was ready to take care of him orally.

"Would you like me to suck your cock?" I asked as sweetly as I could.

"Yes please," he said as he pulled back the covers.

I crawled down to get a good angle of attack and began to lick his balls. I'm not sure why I started there but he seemed to enjoy it. I worked very slowly at first and tried to make sure that every part of his dick got serviced before it was time to try to get him off.

His cock was twitching almost from the moment I put it in my mouth and I feared that he would cum too quickly so I tried to back off and prolong it as much as I could. It was so much easier to take his prick all the way down than it was with Eduardo so I tried to utilize that as much as possible. I think he got a real kick out of seeing me sucking him all the way down to his scrotum.

When he popped it wasn't hard ropes of jizz it just sort of spilled down my throat. I kept licking and lapping until I was sure I had milked him for every drop.

Then we ordered room service and just kind of made out for a couple of hours. Unfortunately I had to go home that day as I could only afford one night at this swanky place and I needed to be at work on Monday morning. The boss could blow in whenever he pleased but I had no such luxury. It almost made me laugh when he practically begged for me to stay another night but I really did have to go.

"I really want to see you again Carly. Whatever situation you're in can't be ideal or you wouldn't be here with me like this. Any man that doesn't appreciate a woman like you is a fool."

It sounded very romantic but I didn't know how sincere he was. What did he really know about me as a woman anyway except what I looked like and how I performed in bed. Presumably relationships were a bit more complex than that and I'm sure he knew it.

Fortunately I had set up an email account for my female identity and gladly gave him my address. I told him that I would very much like to see him again but that my life was a bit complicated at the moment and scheduling might be tricky. That seemed safe enough. Maybe someday the opportunity would present itself again and maybe not. At least he knew how to contact me if he wanted to.

Despite the cost I felt that it had been money well spent. It was a hell of a vacation, even if it was a brief one. Sex with Barry was very different than sex with Eduardo but I kind of liked it. I liked all the cuddling and snuggling and fooling around. Eduardo fucked me but Barry made love to me. Even after only two partners I could clearly tell the difference.

Later that week I was just about to enter the break room at work when I recognized Barry's voice. He was talking to one of the Senior Vice Presidents that I knew was a golfing buddy of his. He was talking about his trip and I was dying to hear every word so I just pinned myself against a wall and eavesdropped. Considering all the deception I had practiced lately it seemed like the least of my sins to spy on their conversation.

"It was fantastic, really amazing," said Barry.

"What, did you get a hole-in-one or something?" his friend chuckled.

"Better than that. I met someone."

"Someone famous?"

"No, I met a woman."

"She must have been quite a woman to be better than a hole-in-one."

"She was. I can't stop thinking about her."

"Come on Barry I know you. You nail chicks on every business trip you ever take. You've got a little black book full of hot dates just sitting around waiting for you to call. What made this one so special?"

"I don't know. There was something really familiar about her, like I knew her from somewhere even though I didn't. We seemed to be on the same wavelength. We were finishing each other's sentences and laughing at the same silly jokes. And in bed...I don't know how to describe it exactly. She had this remarkable combination of being both a strong, confident woman but sort of submissive at the same time. She was ultra feminine but sort of pal all kind of mixed together. And really, really gorgeous. I thought I was going to have a heart attack the first time I saw her hot, young body naked."

"Good thing you didn't," his friend joked. "We've got a pretty important meeting in about an hour and I'd hate to be going in there trying to explain that you had dropped dead while fucking some nubile young thing on holiday."

The conversation ended and I casually strolled into the break room to get some coffee. My heart was pounding and my pulse racing. He had been talking about me! I wanted to burst into his office and jump in his arms and tell him to kiss me but that would have been a very bad idea, aside from being against company policy.

Barry Walters was bragging about nailing me but not in a bad way. Somehow I had reached him on a deeper level. He can't stop thinking about me. I'm better than a hole-in-one and I knew how much he loved golf! I felt like the happiest girl in the world, except for the major stumbling block of not actually being a girl.

We had exchanged a couple of short emails that were mostly polite and pleasant in nature but he hadn't expressed any burning desire to see me again. I had a feeling now that he was doing that out of respect to my imaginary relationship and that if I kicked things up a notch he would be eating out of the palm of my hand. But to what end? Why start something I could never finish? It was hard enough now to look him in the face and not think of the taste of his cum. I was afraid that I could very easily fall in love with him if I hadn't already.

Plus as his friend had pointed out Barry had a reputation as a ladies' man. Maybe he always acted this excited over a fresh piece of ass. It didn't seem very likely that he would meet a woman at a hotel, have a one-night-stand and then spend his whole life pining away over her. I think I'm reasonably pretty but I'm not that pretty.

It seemed like a better idea to stick to the original plan and go after James again. He was still kind of a mystery to me as I really only saw him once-in-a-while when he was selling me a mocha latte. Eduardo's reputation at the gym was well known and Barry was my boss so there was some inside information to work with. I needed to find an angle to get closer to James and his interest in acting seemed like the best bet. I just needed to get him to open up more about that and what actor doesn't like to talk about himself and his career?


CHAPTER 9:

It took two more tries of hanging out at the coffee shop as Carly before I got enough time to have any sort of meaningful conversation with James but it paid off in the end. I discovered that he was going to be appearing in a play in about two weeks and I told him that I would love to come and see him perform. He seemed a little embarrassed but also flattered and promised to provide me with a ticket.

"Should I get you two tickets? I mean, are you coming alone or do you want to bring a date?" asked James.

"One ticket will be fine. I'm really just coming to see you. Maybe we can grab a drink or something after the show if you haven't made other plans," I suggested.

"No plans that I couldn't rearrange," he said flashing that winning smile.

So I had sort of a date with James lined up. I'd watch the show, meet him backstage afterwards and then...who knows? I decided to go for an "arty" sort of a look, which was fine with me since I tend to lean that way anyhow. The bimbo for Eduardo and the elegant mistress for Barry had been roles that I had to play but in many ways I felt like I could be more like myself around James. I liked theatre and poetry and music and art, not that I've ever displayed any particular talent in those areas. I appreciate art and the people who make it.

I thought the play was rather unevenly staged but James was quite good in a strong supporting role and I clapped loudly for him at the curtain call. It wasn't exactly a Broadway production but I still felt a little excited going backstage afterwards.

James was changing in a large communal dressing room so he suggested that I wait for him out front. As I paced around the lobby I tried to guess what he might want to do. We had made no definite plans at all so I was hoping that he would have a suggestion. When he said he knew a quiet little bar nearby where we could get a drink that sounded just fine to me.

"So you really liked the play?" James asked hopefully. "You're not just saying that to be nice."

"Well, as I said I'm not a professional critic or anything but I definitely thought you were the best thing in it," I replied. "And I hope I can be nice and honest at the same time."

"That can be tricky sometimes," James said with a smile.

Goddamn that smile turned me to butter. With a smile like that he should be in the movies.

"So, as long as we're being honest were you the girl who came into the coffee shop a while back and asked what my work schedule was?"

"I wondered if anyone was ever going to mention that," I said blushing slightly.

"How did you even know my name?"

"You wear a name tag."

"Oh...right. I guess I should have thought of that."

"So does it make me seem like some sort of a creepy stalker?" I inquired.

"No, I'm flattered. But I have to ask...why me?"

"Because you're cute and you have a winning smile," I answered in all honesty.

"That sounds like a perfectly good reason to me. So what do you do for a living?"

"Nothing interesting or worth talking about really."

"Ah, a woman of mystery," he grinned.

"Something like that."

We chatted casually for a while longer and I was able to deflect the conversation away from any questions that might be too revealing. That actually wasn't as difficult as I thought it might be. People on dates, especially first ones, often have a hard time really getting down to brass tacks in their conversation. It's a more flirtatious phase where one doesn't want to blow it by saying the wrong thing. The big problem for me was that I wanted to blow whatever he was packing in his trousers but I didn't want to come off like a total slut.

It was probably foolish of me to care about what anyone thought of me as a woman since I wasn't really one so my "reputation" was of little consequence in the long haul. I had embarked on this crazy enterprise specifically because I wanted to fuck three different men and now I was in striking distance of completing the hat trick. Yet I found that I really enjoyed this kind of back and forth as man and woman.

I was actually sort of regretting this whole crazy experiment, not because I wasn't enjoying it, but because I was enjoying it too much. I just felt so much more at home in a woman's body. Yes, I was deceiving these men because I couldn't stay this way forever, but on the other hand I wasn't just jerking their chain. I was ready to put out and give them the best sexual experience I could possibly provide. And even if this was only a temporary version of me it felt like the "real" me at last.

Why had it always mattered to me so much? I was able to live as a man most of my life without too much trouble. It had always been the unrequited sexual desire for other men that made me ache so much, but that was a choice that I had made a long time ago and I could live with it. Did wearing panties and a bra make that much of a difference? It was just underwear and plenty of men wore them when they felt like it. There was obviously something embedded in me on a much deeper level. I had always suspected that I was trapped in the wrong body but that also seemed like kind of a cliché. It wasn't just a desire to have sex with men in what I thought of as a more "socially acceptable" environment, it was a burning desire to see the world through female eyes...to live as a woman, for better or worse.

So many thoughts were racing through my head while I continued to joke and smile and make small talk that I was afraid that I would inadvertently blurt something out that would give me away but somehow I kept the wheels turning in my mind without revealing too much. To fuck or not to fuck, that was the question. Strangely enough the decision was made for me by James who said that he had to drive his friend to the airport for an early flight so he needed to turn in soon.

As excuses go it was at least a creative one I thought. Of course I was disappointed but I was also relieved I suppose. It took the onus off of me to make the first move and meant that I would hopefully see James again, something that I really looking forward to even if it didn't involve sex.

Since we had both driven our own cars our evening ended with a kiss in the parking lot. For a moment I felt like James was getting aroused enough that his friend would have to call a cab if he wanted to make his flight but eventually our lips parted and we went our separate ways. It was tough to be that close to my goal and come away empty-handed but hopefully it was just a matter of time now before we sealed the deal.


CHAPTER 10:

I tend to think too much. Not that thinking is bad, I wasn't hoping to become a brainless bimbo or something, but I do tend to over analyze things sometimes. I just kept replaying the ending of my date with James over and over in my mind. Had I done something wrong? Did he not find me attractive? Was he gay? Wow, that would be a weird irony. There was no reason to be paranoid. It wasn't even really a date. He had just gotten me a ticket to see his show and then we had gone out for drinks afterwards. It probably never crossed his mind that I was dying to jump on his cock.

It was getting increasingly harder to go back to being a man after my female excursions but that was probably to be expected. The first time I changed there was so much fear and trepidation about failing to fool anyone into thinking that I was a girl or being so ill-prepared for the task that I went to pieces over the slightest mistake but the more I did it the more comfortable I became.

My old male clothes seemed so drab and uncomfortable now. I liked having my legs free under a dress or a skirt. I liked the way the material felt against my skin. Some men probably would have hated all the extra cosmetic effort that women went through but I liked that too. I had so many tools at my disposal to improve my appearance that I really didn't have as a man. It took a little more time to get ready but the results were worth the effort.

It was really strange going back to the gym as my old self. As I plodded away on the treadmill I kept looking at the door to the magical back room. I knew now that the rumors about Eduardo were all true and it was harder than ever to look at the guy without raging with lust. He had fucked me. I had sucked his cock. I even knew what his cum tasted like. He had no idea that I had been his lover. I was just some dweeb on a treadmill. He had no reason to even notice me or think about me at all.

I have to admit that my vanity made me miss all those male eyes riveted on my girlish frame wherever I went. My ego craved that kind of attention more than I ever would have imagined. Usually I go through life trying to be as inconspicuous as possible. As a woman I liked showing off.

To Eduardo the female me was obviously just a piece of ass. That was fine with me. Perhaps he was a man of hidden depth and intellect but I had no reason to think so. He was a hot stud with a hard body and he turned me on sexually. If I was just a piece of ass to him he was just a piece of meat to me. He could stuff his big cock into my various holes and we'd both have a blast.

I wondered what it would feel like to have Eduardo fuck me as a man, not that I thought for a second that such a thing was possible. I tried to picture myself in that back room, bent over and waiting to receive his manhood up my ass or down on my knees taking his prick between my lips. For some reason it kind of freaked me out. A blowjob is a blowjob and I'm sure I could suck him off just as effectively but in my male form that idea just didn't seem very appealing.

Who knows why we think the way we do or what turns us on or off? Sex is just sex and it all feels good if it's done properly so maybe it's crazy to cut off any avenue that leads to an orgasm but for my taste I really preferred being a woman.

I noticed that there weren't any females in the gym at the moment and started to let my mind wander into pornographic fantasies. I pictured myself in my slutty little workout attire announcing that I was ready to take on all the cocks in the house.

As I looked around the gym I tried to picture what these other guys would look like naked. I had no doubt that all, or at least most of them wouldn't hesitate to take me up on such an appealing offer. Sure they probably had wives and girlfriends but how often do you get the chance to gangbang some hot little bitch in public?

I pictured myself stretched out on some bench or other piece of apparatus as the guys gathered around me hungrily. Some would already be erect and others would probably be stroking their meat to get hard. There were a lot of strong men in this room, maybe they would just toss me around like a rag doll as I was impaled on one hard pole after another. All those sweaty men with their muscles bulging and their cocks twitching. Could I really handle all of them I wondered?

What would Eduardo think of his personal fuck toy being passed around like that? Would he be jealous or would he just laugh and join in the fun? Maybe he would organize the event, instructing how I should be bent or folded or stretched out for maximum enjoyment. I could picture him doing that somehow. What would he care if everybody else had a turn with me? He had me first. He knew he could have me whenever he wanted me. I certainly hadn't put up any kind of fight with him. He knew what I wanted and that I wanted it bad and he took me as casually as he tied his shoes.

That had been thrilling. Of course the first time with Eduardo was also the first time I had experienced sex as a woman so it was bound to leave a strong impression on my mind. I liked the idea of sport fucking under the right circumstances. Being attracted to someone's raw sexual power and energy. Submitting to his manly will. Giving myself up freely to whatever carnal desires he had in mind at the moment. Probably not a long range plan for love and happiness but I was just renting this body anyway.

Of course my fantasy ended with a cum bath, like any good gangbang fantasy should. Would I really like to be drenched in sperm? I'd probably try it once just for a kick at any rate. When I was getting boned in my female body I tended to get pretty out of control. It was one of the coolest features of the experiment actually. When you're the one being fucked you don't have to concentrate on anything you can just let yourself go wherever the pleasure leads you. You can scream and cry and shake and bounce around like crazy. In fact men seem to enjoy knowing that they're doing a good job and it tends to inspire them. Better to just let the sensation wash over your whole body and be open to whatever possibilities present themselves.

My fantasy was just that. If I actually took the pill and came back here with that sort of plan in mind I'd probably be asked to leave the place and never come back. I might even get arrested if I tried to flash my boobs. Pornography isn't real life and who knows how many of these guys would even have the balls to whip it out in front of a bunch of other men? That's what makes porn, and your imagination if you have a dirty mind, so great! You can just let it rip without consequences. My private sessions with Eduardo in the back room where probably more than enough to provide a lifetime of dirty memories but it was sort of nice to let my mind wander.

I suddenly realized that I had a raging hard on in my pants and looked around quickly to see if anyone was staring, but of course they weren't. I put the treadmill on a higher degree of difficulty and tried to walk off my boner before making a discrete exit. Girls are so lucky, I thought. They can get as horny as they want and no one has the slightest idea.


CHAPTER 11:

Work was much harder to deal with than the gym because I had to go there all the time. That meant that I had to see Barry on a fairly regular basis. Fortunately he was much higher up the ladder than I was so he didn't mingle with the minions all that much but it was hard not to notice him coming and going at least, even when I didn't have any direct interactions with him.

It was such a rush to hear him bragging about me and how much he couldn't stop thinking about me but that had been a one shot deal. If he ever mentioned me again to anyone I certainly hadn't overheard the conversation.

At the gym I was just an anonymous guy working out on the treadmill but here I couldn't really escape contact with Barry even if I wanted to. I worked for him. I did whatever he wanted me to do. That made my mind slip into a delicious daydream of being his private secretary. I wouldn't mind doing whatever he wanted me to do under those circumstances, that was for sure.

I wondered how daring he would want me to be as his secretary. Could I get away with wearing a short skirt with no panties on? Would I be brave enough to bend over his desk with my top open wide so that he could get a glimpse of my cleavage? Working for Barry would be so much more enjoyable if it included getting stuffed with his manhood on a fairly regular basis. That would be a job that I would look forward to every morning with joy.

Maybe I could suck him off while he was on a conference call or something like that. It would be fun to watch him squirm and try to keep his voice calm and his mind on business while I was working his pecker like a high class call girl.

Of course if I really was his secretary he'd probably never lay a hand on me. That would be total sexual harassment and cause for a big lawsuit. How funny, I thought, that I dream of his hands groping me in the office and pushing me into dark corners for a quick feel up while most women would be horrified at the thought of such treatment in the workplace. There was a guy at our company who was fired for just telling a slightly smutty joke to one of his friends that was overhead by a female employee. People were very touchy these days about that sort of thing. Having not been born a woman it was a little hard for me to totally understand why the sensitivity level was so high but perhaps if I had been the victim of some unwanted sexual advances I might feel differently.

I hadn't really thought much about that potential. When I changed into a woman I was usually on the prowl for a specific male target and didn't have that much interaction with other people along the way. I don't know what I would have done if some other guy at the gym had hit on me instead of Eduardo. What if I didn't find him particularly attractive? True, I had fantasized about fucking every guy in the building but that had been more of an abstract daydream kind of thing. I might have fucked somebody else out of curiosity, at least the first time, but I began to imagine how annoying it might become if a woman just wanted to work out and was constantly harassed by men trying to get in her pants.

Who knows? As a fulltime woman I might even bridle at the thought of my boss feeling like he could take sexual liberties with me all the time. He'd no doubt still expect me to get my work done even if he was constantly calling me away from my duties to perform duties of a different kind for him. Barry wasn't the easiest man to work for and it probably would be twice as hard if there were lots of extracurricular distractions. Still, in my porno fantasy mind it sounded like fun to be his sexy secretary. After all, I was the one lusting after him long before he ever met me as a girl. Servicing his cock was something that I paid good money to do so the idea of getting paid while offering him my wet pussy sounded pretty sweet, at least in my dreams.

I was kind of sad that I didn't have any close female friends. I could learn so much from them. I had always enjoyed hanging around girls in school but as you got older talking to girls usually implied a sexual interest and I didn't want to give anyone the wrong impression. I wondered whether a real woman would be able to figure out my secret if she actually spent any time around me. I was terrified of that thought. Men seemed eager to accept me because I was playing such an obvious role. I presented myself as sexy and available. For most men that was more than enough to get their motors running.

When I had overhead female conversation around the office it seemed like a lot of women spent a good deal of time complaining about men. That was hard for me to understand at this point when all I could think about was how awesome it was to be with a man. I didn't know what it felt like to be dumped or cheated on, although the fact that James didn't push to get me in the sack right away did stir some paranoid thoughts.

Female jealousy was also something that I hadn't had to deal with yet. I was jealous of most women in general because I wanted so badly to be one but as far as being upset or annoyed by "my" man being with someone else that idea was still foreign to me. I assumed Eduardo was banging other chicks at the gym but since I wasn't there as a female option it didn't really phase me. Perhaps if I was there as a girl and he chose to take someone else to the back room I would be jealous but it was hard to guess at something like that.

When the emphasis of your entire life is on quickie sexual encounters it's hard to picture what life would be like in an entirely different role. Had I been born a woman I'm sure I would have had love affairs and romances that would have ended in a variety of ways. Who knows how many times I might have had my heart broken by now? I had avoided relationships in my life for the most part so I had very little experience to draw on.

That made dealing with James, and to some extent Barry, a little more difficult for me to get a handle on. Barry knew me only as a mysterious woman with a "complicated" life that enjoyed the occasional romp on the side but James presumably saw me as some ordinary girl who was open to the idea of dating and relationships. Of course at this point I wasn't sure that James had any interest in dating me but the way we kissed sort of implied that he was at least a little intrigued by the idea.

I figured I'd give him a little time to sort things out before making another move on him but all of my plans were quickly tossed in the air the day I got a surprising email from Barry Walters that read:

"I'm sorry that I haven't been more communicative but my life has been kind of a mess lately. Maybe you can relate to that. Work can be such a grind sometimes that I wish I could just chuck it all and start over again but I've invested too much to turn away at this point. What I desperately need is some time to get away and clear my head. More than that, I desperately want to see you again. Do you think you could manage to get away for a whole week? I would love to just go somewhere beautiful and peaceful and relax on a beach or something. I'd even leave my golf clubs behind. I can't stop thinking about you and how wonderful you made me feel. I don't know if you've even given me a second thought since then but if you have I think we might enjoy a very pleasant week together."

Holy crap! My boss wanted to take me on vacation! Well, I'd have to arrange it somehow, even if I had to pretend to be in the hospital or something to get out of work. At least he'd be paying for everything so I wouldn't have that hurdle to get over this time.

Could I be a woman for a whole week? The thought was thrilling beyond belief. I'd need more clothes, that was for sure, and probably some better luggage if I wanted to keep up my image as a kept woman. Fuck it, whatever it cost it would be worth it. Just please God don't let us fall in love I thought. A week was probably about the maximum length of time that I could sustain the illusion and any sort of long term romance was obviously out of the question...but boy it was fun to dream about!


CHAPTER 12:

I had never known what being rich was like. I had gotten a tiny taste of it on my expensive resort trip to ensnare Barry in my trap the first time but now I was traveling First Class all the way. I could see how easy it would be to get spoiled by this kind of luxury.

Barry had suggested going to the Bahamas but I had to tell him that my passport had expired and that I didn't have time to get a new one. The lack of female identification was always a concern when I was driving but there was no way I'd be able to board a plane and fly to a foreign country without the proper documentation.

Instead we drove to a lovely beachside resort not too far from home. I was kind of worried about having to make conversation on the drive but we were probably going to have to talk quite a bit during the week we would be spending together anyway. Actually it was kind of nice to chat on the way and I began to relax a bit.

It was ironic that the sex part was no problem for me but all of the rest put me on shaky ground. I was still fumbling with my seatbelt as I realized Barry was holding the car door open for me. I would have instinctively just opened the door myself but apparently he liked the old customs.

The room was delightful and opened right up on the beach. There was a spectacular view of the ocean with the curtains pulled back and swaying palm trees added to the magical feel. Technically our room was called a "bungalow" but it was more like a luxury guest house or something. It was definitely private, which was nice, since I tended to get a bit noisy with a cock inside me.

Barry seemed kind of tense, not from any anxiety over being here with me, but over whatever work problems were bothering him. I honestly couldn't guess what those might be. He was my boss. He always seemed so in command of everything that I just assumed that everything rolled along like clockwork. If other people in the company shared his anxiety they were obviously much higher level employees than as I was. I hoped it wasn't anything too serious. I hated the thought of losing my job.

Instinctively I sat next to him on the edge of the bed as he was kicking off his shoes and began to massage his shoulders.

"You seem kind of tense darling. You're supposed to be here to relax," I reminded him.

"Oh you don't know how relaxing it is just to be here with you," Barry replied. "There's something about you that just makes me feel at ease."

"Maybe it's because you know you're going to get laid," I joked.

"I hope you don't think that's all I see you as. Someone to lay on a weekend getaway. I feel like we really connected during our brief time together and I want to get to know you better."

I decided that it was probably best to change this discussion so I leaned over and kissed him. Almost immediately his arms were wrapped around me and I was lying on my back with my lips still locked with his. My legs were draped over the edge of the bed and provided easy access which Barry soon took advantage of.

I was wearing a very pretty little dress with a floral print design and I loved the silky feel of the material. What I loved even more was the feeling of his hand moving under the dress and probing between my legs. The flimsy material of my panties offered little resistance to the strength of his roaming fingers. I hadn't realized how wet I had gotten already but it shouldn't have come as a surprise as I tend to arouse rather quickly as a girl.

I really love kissing. I know it's a pretty weird thing to do when you stop and think about it but I enjoy it immensely. People are usually so freaked out about germs and don't want to drink from someone else's cup or use their toothbrush but I think that's what I like about kissing. You just throw caution to the wind and go for it. It's so intimate and raw. Lips, tongues and teeth all sort of colliding in a frenzy.

When I leaned over to kiss Barry I really had no idea that things would escalate so quickly but I was glad that they did. Ever since I had climbed into his car I had been thinking dirty, lustful thoughts about the man. Sure, I was looking forward to whatever wonderful vacation options this fabulous resort offered but the bottom line was the fact that I wanted Barry's cock and I wanted it bad.

Soon it appeared in all its glory and I grabbed it with both hands. Barry had his shirt unbuttoned and flapping open and his pants off while I was still in my dress somehow but clothing was not really on my mind. I saw his dick and I went for it. My lips were still wet from kissing so they lubricated his shaft quite easily.

"My God you're a miracle worker," Barry groaned.

I had absolutely no idea what he meant. I'm an enthusiastic but sloppy cock sucker and certainly not very experienced. I was sure that a wealthy, mature, man of the world like Barry Walters had enjoyed far better blowjobs than my humble offering but it inspired me none the less to try and let more of his manhood slide deep into my throat.

His hands were on my head, which was a little scary, but I tried not to think about that. I relaxed and let him throat fuck me as hard as he wanted. He seemed really worked up in a sexual frenzy and his energy was fueling my own desires. Licking and kissing a dick while stroking with my hands was more my speed but there was no time like the present to broaden my oral horizons.

Before too long his love pump was spewing it's milky nectar down my throat and I gave his balls a squeeze for good measure before I was sure that I had drained every last gooey drop. We had never really made it all the way onto the bed so we both kind of crawled to a more comfortable position as we lay in each other's arms not really saying much. My dress was kind of a wrinkled mess but fortunately I had packed a pretty decent wardrobe.

"I have a confession to make," Barry said softly.

He does? Wow, I knew I could top his confession, whatever it was, but I was curious to hear what he had to say.

"For the longest time I haven't been able to get hard without taking a pill. I brought plenty along just in case but I have the feeling that I won't need them with you. You just do something to me that drives me wild. You make me feel like I haven't felt in ages. Maybe it's your youth and your vitality or something but it feels like more than that. You just exude such raw sexuality that I can't help but get hard around you," Barry explained.

"That's probably the nicest thing a man has ever said to me," I replied with a smile. "But believe me, I totally understand. Sometimes we all have to take a pill to get what we really want."

"I feel like a kid in a candy store. I just want to touch you and kiss you all over."

"Well considering we've been here less than an hour and we've got a whole week ahead of us I'd say we're off to a pretty good start."


CHAPTER 13:

Since we were partially undressed we went ahead and put on bathing suits before strolling out to the beach. For some absolutely crazy reason I found wearing a tiny bikini in public more embarrassing than being naked with a man. It was still so foreign to me and seemed like there was nothing really covering me at all. I worried that it would fall off at any moment but I loved the way I looked in it so I took my chances.

As I said before, Barry was not the total hunk that Eduardo was but I liked his body just fine. He seemed manly without being too macho, if that makes any sense. He was less intimidating in a way, which was good since I was already intimidated enough by the fact that he was my boss.

So Barry Walters had erection problems. I'll bet he never shard that with any of his buddies at work or on the golf course. I felt kind of bad for him. Here was a guy who had made something of his life and had all the material comforts you could want and yet when he got in the sack with a willing partner his dick wouldn't function properly without medication. I had no idea why I made him so hard but I was glad that I did. Even more than that I was kind of proud of it. Who am I? I'm just a dude who dabbles in female adventures. I'm no sultry seductress. I don't have a long history of relationships. I don't look like a supermodel. What could there be about me that would turn a guy on so much? Whatever it was I was glad that I had it.

We were like a honeymoon couple, I thought, in that we just couldn't keep our hands off each other. It was a beautiful beach and the weather was perfect but as we lay there we kept touching and stoking our bare skin to the point where we had to retreat to the room again.

As soon as we were inside my bikini bottoms were ripped off forcibly and I was tossed on the bed. As I fumbled at my back to unfasten the top Barry climbed between my legs and spread them wide.

"Now it's your turn," he announced as his face disappeared below me.

Barry knew how to eat pussy, that was for sure. Not that I had much to compare it to but it was obvious that he was no stranger to the process. I wasn't really sure what to do in this situation but once I had gotten my top off I began to squeeze my breasts. So this is what it felt like for a girl to get head, I thought. Pretty sweet, especially when the guy seemed to know his way around down there.

I couldn't help but wriggle and squirm a little as his tongue expertly explored every part of my pussy. Occasionally he would slip a finger in for a quick poke but then it was back to the mouth. I was already creaming when the big surprise came. As he gently attacked my clit I felt his finger sliding inside me again, but this time in a different hole.

Having masturbated anally for quite some time I was not at all unprepared for the sensation physically but it caught me off guard and I thought I was going to explode for a moment. I'm sure Barry was getting quite a mouthful of my cum as I began to hump his finger with my ass. Giving my clit a rest he began to lap me up and I grabbed his head, much as he had done to me, and pulled him tight between my legs.

This was such a glorious feeling, I thought. Maybe I'm not really a woman and will never be one but he was sure making me feel like one at that moment. It was such a little thing really, having a pussy instead of a cock, but it made all the difference in the world to me. My senses were totally aroused and opened up. My body tingled and thrilled to each new sensation. I wanted to bottle this moment and keep it forever. I suddenly wished that I had a video of it to watch over and over again in those dull times as a man but I knew I'd remember it without any media assistance.

After I had cum God knows how many times Barry got up and pulled me to the edge of the bed again. This time my legs remained spread open on top of the blankets, not draped over the side, as Barry leaned over me and plunged my soaking depths with his very hard erection.

No pills needed for my man, I joked in my mind. Unfortunately the same wasn't true for me. Still Barry had always made me horny, with or without pills. The medication only facilitated the coupling that I had always yearned for.

It was obvious that Barry really wanted to please me but it was also obvious that he was somewhat out of control of his own desires. He didn't just fuck me he drilled me like his life depended on it. His grunts became increasingly more savage and animalistic. Sweat flew from his forehead with each vigorous thrust and I loved every second of it.

It wasn't gentle or romantic and in fact was a little painful as he nailed my pelvis like a jackhammer but I was as caught up in the moment as he was. Perfect lust. Insane passion. Somehow I found myself urging him to fuck me harder but that wasn't really possible and probably wouldn't have been a good idea anyway.

I said a lot of things in between my moans and cries. I encouraged him. I praised his manhood. None of it was calculated. I just wanted him to know how good I felt and how happy I was, as if he couldn't tell already.

Then for some reason I started crying. Maybe it was tears of joy, maybe it was pain, I really didn't have a clue. I just felt so emotional and wrapped up in this silly little act of fornication. It didn't last too long but there were still a few tears in my eyes as he began to ejaculate inside me.

I grabbed him as hard as I could and forced a kiss onto his lips while his cock was still pulsating inside me. Then I pressed his head down on my breasts and he began to suck my nipples with a vengeance.

I stroked his hair and looked down on him with what I'm sure was an expression of complete contentment and love. He seemed so tame now, much like a child, not the wild beast who had savagely attacked my pussy just moments before. We took a nap with his head resting on my breasts and it was the most marvelous feeling in the world.

We never got out of our little bungalow again that day. Barry would just throw a bathrobe on whenever room service delivered our needs but otherwise we were constantly naked. I can't recall exactly how many times we had sex that first day or even what positions we were in but it was carnal bliss all the way.

When we weren't fucking we just sort of hung out together like pals. We watched some TV and talked quite a bit. I was feeling more and more comfortable engaging in conversation with him now. For some reason I seemed to make him laugh, even though I wasn't especially trying to and didn't think that what I was saying was all that witty, but it pleased Barry so it pleased me.

It was even feeling more natural to think of him as Barry instead of as Mr. Walters. He was so different here, and of course I was too in more ways than one. It seemed that for all of his success Barry was kind of a sad and lonely man. Maybe that was just the way he played it or something but I sensed that he wasn't as happy as I had naturally assumed he would be.

The week hadn't started at all the way I had expected but it was actually much better than I could have imagined. I was really getting to like Barry as a man and as a friend instead of just the object of my secret lust. We seemed remarkably comfortable together for some reason. All that sex was certainly a great ice breaker, but I was seeing this man in an entirely different light. He wasn't just the tough boss in the fancy suit or even the sophisticated man of the world, he was just kind of an ordinary guy underneath it all and I liked it. I probably liked it too much.


CHAPTER 14:

"So does your man treat you properly?" Barry asked one lazy afternoon while we were out on a rented sailboat. "I know I shouldn't bring it up but I'd hate to think that you weren't properly worshiped and adored as you should be."

Worshiped and adored! Man, I wished I could quote him on that the next time I went in for a raise but the words frightened and excited me. I felt my heart beating faster and my breath harder to come by. Was Barry really falling in love with me? In my wild, daydream fantasies I had allowed myself the luxury of pretending like a love affair was possible but I never really thought I would have to deal with something like that in reality.

"You hardly know me," I smiled, trying to diffuse the situation a little. "I'll bet you say that to all the girls."

"No, not really," Barry replied in all seriousness. "To be honest with you women have largely become a matter of conquests or the accessory of the well-dressed executive. I like to be seen with beautiful women, that's true, but most of them are pretty high maintenance. They like the perks that come with being with a wealthy man but I never seem to really find any spark of life or romance in them. Maybe that's why I've had some troubles with my equipment. I often feel like I'm going through the motions of some pre-scripted scene that I'm supposed to be playing. You're just so different. So strange and yet so familiar at the same time."

"I don't know whether to be flattered or offended by that," I quipped.

"Oh, flattered by all means. You're not quite like any other girl that I've ever met."

If you only knew I thought.

"I don't think I've really been in love since college," Barry continued. "There was a girl named Sheila. She was a year older than me and very, very smart. Always the top of her class. I was head over heels in love but she had ambitions and never really saw me as anything more than a temporary amusement. I didn't have money back then and probably didn't even seem like the go-getter type who was likely to amount to much but I would have done anything for that woman. I assumed that there would be many other similar affairs to follow but no one has come close to reaching me on that deep a level. Until I met you."

"Oh, Barry, I don't know if we should talk like this," I protested. "My situation is..."

"Complicated. I know. But I have resources. If you need a lawyer I can get you one of the best. If it's money, I'm not an oil sheik or something but I do all right. Just tell me at least whether you have feelings for me at all."

I felt so trapped and helpless. I had long been physically attracted to Barry but getting to know him a little away from the office had really made me feel much more than just lust. I had no idea how long it was supposed to take to fall in love with someone but in this romantic environment I was definitely pretty intoxicated by him and by the whole idea of being his woman.

What would that be like? I mean, were it a possibility. I'd never seen his house but I imagined it was pretty nice. Maybe he even had a maid or something. It was hard to picture Barry Walters doing his own laundry, but there were a lot of things about the man that were hard to picture without seeing him away from work.

Would I truly be a "kept woman" like I was sort of pretending to be? Was I hot enough to be a trophy wife? I pictured myself lounging around a pool all day after shopping trips with his credit cards. Would that get boring? Would he get bored with me? It sounded like he was looking for something more substantial than that. They were definitely bonding on this trip. Maybe he wanted a partner? Well it would certainly be easier to get my ideas for improvements at work implemented. Maybe I actually would end up as his private secretary. It wasn't exactly a promotion but I'd take the job in a heartbeat. The fringe benefits would be ample compensation.

Of course all of this was pointless. I was a man who just took a pill to temporarily transform. Was now the time to tell him that? Hell no! I was just too selfish. I was having too much fun. Besides, he'd probably just kill me and dump my body at sea and no one would ever know what happened to me.

"Darling, of course I have feelings for you. And my situation probably isn't quite what you think it is. I love what we've started here and I hope we can continue to enjoy each other as much as possible but please don't ask me to make a commitment. At least not at this point," I finally managed to get out without crying.

"Of course, of course, I don't want to rush you," Barry replied. "I'm just so happy to know that I'm not the only one who feels this way."

Barry kissed me and I think I would have felt a little shaky even if we weren't on the water. That was the most romantic moment of my entire life. It might be the only one of its kind for all I knew. My heart was pounding but I found my sea legs somehow and stood up before turning to grab onto something solid. Then I slid my bikini bottoms down and bent my ass towards him. A moment later his trunks were gone and he was grabbing my waist from behind.

"I liked the way it felt when you were playing with my ass," I said over my shoulder. "Maybe you'd like to put something a little bigger up there."

He did and a few moments later I felt the tip of his cock pressing against my anus. He asked me if I was sure, having no idea that I had fucked myself in the ass with dildos a million times, but I assured him I was fine with it.

I've grown to really like the feeling of objects shoved up my rear end but this was the first time I'd taken a real penis up there and the first time that somebody else would be in control of the action. It was warm and it felt good as he penetrated my ass. The gentle waves added something to the motion and the semi-public aspect of being out in the open like this was incredibly hot. Not that anyone was sailing near us at the moment but someone with a decent pair of binoculars could have gotten quite a show.

As a man this type of masturbation usually involved me holding the dildo with one hand while I stroked my cock with the other so I wasn't surprised that my fingers soon slid between my legs and began to play with my pussy. Fortunately that left one hand free to keep my balance on the rolling deck.

For a moment I pictured Barry fucking me this way as a man but the image passed very quickly. It still wasn't nearly as appealing to me as being in this body, although by now I'm sure I would gladly accept his male-on-male attentions if that would solve our problem.

My top didn't exactly come off but it was pushed up to free my tits as Barry grabbed for them at one point. With my bare breasts pointing out and my torso bent forward I felt like I should be the masthead of his ship.

What I really felt was joy at being desired and possessed like this. Maybe that diminished my manhood or something but so what? I had always thought of Barry as my superior since he was my boss and an older man to boot. I was just a tiny cog in the wheel but he owned the wheel. And even though I was surrendering my ass to him it wasn't like a punishment or an act of subservience. As a woman I had so much more power and influence with him than I had ever had as a man and his employee.

We ate together and slept together and watched television together and did everything together as friends. He didn't treat me like some hooker he had picked up for company. The more I thought about it the more I realized that he had been worshiping and adoring me in a fashion this whole time. He was paying for this trip and calling the shots. He could have done whatever the hell he wanted but he was also so intent about my needs and my interests. If I had told him that I wanted steak and lobster delivered to our room at three o'clock in the morning I'm sure he wouldn't have batted an eye in making it happen, even if he had to pay extra to wake up the kitchen staff or something.

Why couldn't he be more like this at work? More easy going and reasonable. He tended to bark orders sometimes and acted like he didn't really hear half of what you were saying because he was already on to the next thing on his agenda. He could make you feel kind of small and insignificant but because I wasn't an employee now, or at least because I had tits and a pussy, he treated me with great gentleness and warmth. I had rarely seen him smile in all the time I had known him before this trip but now his delightfully toothy grin was on constant display.

He was making me so happy that it was only natural that I would try to make him happy in return and I thought I was doing a pretty good job of it. Yes, letting him ass fuck me was sort of a "compensation" move to make him feel better about my response to his declaration of love, and maybe that was kind of a sneaky thing to do, but I guessed that he would view it as a treat and judging by the sounds he was making I'm pretty sure that I was right.

I didn't know what cum would feel like in my ass but it was the moment of completion that was the best thing about a male orgasm anyway, regardless of where the sperm ended up. That jerking spasm of relief that shows how successful you were at bringing your partner off. The incredible spurting and pumping sensation of the fluid escaping all that pent up anxiety.

He filled my ass with his cream and I could feel it starting to slip out a little. He could have just unloaded inside me for hours for all I cared. I was so spent from orgasms and fighting the sea to remain upright and the emotional turmoil of being so close to something so desirable and yet ultimately unobtainable that I kind of collapsed in his arms on the deck.

I wondered how in the world I have ever gotten myself to this place and how in the world I would ever be truly happy again going back to reality.


CHAPTER 15:

The rest of the trip was actually a little more relaxing once the big question on both our minds had been broached. We hadn't actually resolved anything or made any sort of change to anything yet everything altered a tiny bit, in subtle ways at least.

I felt like we were a couple, as hard as that may be to define. Even after only a few days we were starting to understand each other's habits and quirks a bit. Nobody felt the pressure of trying to impress anyone. We weren't really "auditioning" each other for the long haul so we just enjoyed each moment, which is a pretty damn fine way to live. I still always had the lingering fear of screwing up and saying something that would give me away, or at least cause him to be suspicious about how I knew what I knew but I had managed to control myself somehow.

After I had started my female sex life with Eduardo I had honestly been worried that nothing else would quite compare. His body was so well-built and chiseled and he exuded incredible sexuality. His cock was big and he knew how to use it. And his muscles weren't just cosmetic, he could fling a girl around and probably fuck standing on his head for an hour if he wanted to. Barry was not built like that at all. Apparently I had inspired him enough to cure his erectile dysfunction and he seemed to perform well in general but on a purely technical basis he wasn't the stud that Eduardo was.

Despite all of that I found that I was enjoying the sex with Barry a million times more. Eduardo would probably make a good porn star but he wasn't the most romantic guy in the world. Barry seemed to genuinely care for me and that made all the difference. At first I loved being a piece of ass just because I could be for the first time but Barry was awakening all sorts of emotions and sensations that I never imagined being able to feel.

Like many closeted men I had tried fucking girls a few times. I suppose I was always hoping that something would "snap me out" of my true desires but it never worked. Whenever I unhooked a woman's bra I just kept thinking about how much I wished that I had the tits to wear something like that. Not exactly the best way to get inspired about making love to a woman. Orgasms are always pleasant and I had experienced plenty as a man, although mostly with myself instead of a partner, but I was really beginning to see what I had been missing all of my life.

There was so much joy in making someone else cum. It always felt like an accomplishment to me, even though intellectually I knew that it was just a matter of friction and that if a man rubbed his dick long enough he would eventually ejaculate, with or without any outside assistance. I loved making Barry cum, especially knowing that he had some troubles even getting hard. He certainly made me cum plenty of times too, but much of the time the climax wasn't even the most important thing for either of us. It was the process of getting there and the way we touched and snuggled afterwards. Hell, just kissing was rapidly becoming my favorite pastime.

It felt like it would be very easy to fall in love with Barry if I were allowed to. There were many times where I was gazing deeply into his eyes, with or without his cock stuffed inside me, where I wanted to blurt out my love for him but I kept it to myself. I'm sure he had the same temptation but there was no point in going there. It would only make things harder when this wonderful week had to come to end.

Of course the whole thing was a fantasy, and would have been even had I been a real woman. Vacations are not ordinary life. Even living with a rich man wouldn't be quite like this from day to day. It was sort of like being in a movie or a romance novel. Everything was sex and room service and long walks on the beach at sunset while holding hands. In the real world there would be the stress of the office and days where someone was sick or not in the mood and arguments over petty things. I've always thought that honeymoons were kind of a dangerous thing because it would be hard to ever get back to the idyllic point again when faced with challenges of daily life.

My plan had simply been to take the pill three times and have quick, meaningless sex with three men that I thought were sexy for different reasons. I hadn't factored in the consequences of any of it. I hadn't planned on repeat performances. I don't know that I even expected to go through with it once I tried it out for novelty sake. Now I had a secret lover, who also happened to be my boss. He would want to see me again and I doubted that I had the strength to resist if he asked.

It was probably good that the pill was so expensive because it would keep me from going too crazy with it. The logistics were also against me when it came to any notion of being able to slip away for an afternoon rendezvous at some hotel on a regular basis. If I saw Barry again it would have to be in a similar situation where my schedule, and or budget, would allow me to plan in advance.

Of course it was madness to even contemplate seeing him again but I knew that I wanted to...needed to. Barry's assumption that I was living with some other guy also served me well in that it explained why I wouldn't say where I lived and that we would always have to meet at some neutral location, even if he was going to drive me somewhere. If I could keep that implied pretense going than I could probably get away with secretive hookups at least a few more times. Unfortunately the veil of mystery would only protect me for so long. At some point he would presumably need an explanation or a commitment or he would just lose interest. Fortunately that was still the future and we had one more day of bliss before the cold world swallowed me up again.

On our final night together I straddled him and rode his cock for what seemed like hours but may have only been minutes for all I know. Time kind of stood still as we held hands and I joyously bounced and grinded on his pelvis. His hands broke free once or twice to cup my swinging breasts but eventually they always found their way back to my grasp. I think he liked watching my tits bounce and it was probably easier on his back than some of the more athletic positions we had attempted during the week but I was enjoying it immensely too on so many levels.

Barry had suggested extending our trip, but that would be much easier for him to arrange than it would be for me. It might solve the problem of him not being my boss anymore but I didn't think my bank account could really handle a sudden bout of unemployment. All things considered it was probably better to wrap it up and get back to reality.

We both were a little quiet on the ride home. After a whole week of casual bantering and sexy flirtation the sadness of parting was making it difficult to find the words. If ever there were "star-crossed" lovers we certainly seemed to fit the bill and we both felt it.

I had actually taken a taxi and met him in a public parking garage so that he wouldn't see my car or where I lived or have any idea how to trace me if he wanted to. I could just imagine the shock if Barry recognized my vehicle in the parking lot at work someday and realized who it belonged to. Maybe he would think that I was the one who was "complicating" Carly's life, and in some ways he would be right but it probably wouldn't be a good thing for anyone.

I tried not cry as I hugged and kissed him goodbye and I think I managed to get into my cab before the tears really started flowing. I did manage to get home before I broke down and sobbed uncontrollably for ages. Not at all what I had been expecting after such a pleasant vacation but the tears had a mind of their own I guess.

Tomorrow I would go back to work...and back to being a man. I wasn't looking forward to either of those things.


CHAPTER 16:

I was desperate to know what Barry might say about our trip to someone in his confidence but it was hard to spy on your boss and not be too obvious about it. Part of me hoped that he would brag again about the wonderful woman who had touched his heart and part of me hoped that he would reveal that it was all just bullshit to appease his slut of the moment and part of me almost hoped that he would be too much of a gentleman to even mention it at all.

The challenge for me now was to watch my behavior around Barry. I obviously couldn't let my fingers run suggestively across his hand after delivering a report or sneak up behind him and plant a kiss on his neck. I also had to be prepared for the fact that the kinder, gentler Barry would probably be nowhere in sight. I was just one of his drones again serving some sort of largely insignificant role in the great enterprise.

He looked surprisingly relaxed when I caught my first glimpse of him in the office. It made me smile because I hoped that I was the cause. Of course I also half hoped that he was agonizing as much as I was over our parting but if the vacation did him some good that was the most important thing.

Neither one of us had gotten as much sun as I had expected from a beach trip because we had ended up spending a hell of a lot of time in the room. Barry always looked so good in a suit and tie but I kind of missed the more relaxed look. I still liked him in a suit but I liked him naked even better.

It was awful being back at my desk. Not that I especially hated my job but I definitely hated being no one in Barry's eyes. I tried to remind myself that this was Barry's company and that anything I did to contribute to making it run better would be helping Barry but it was cold compensation for what I really wanted to do to be helping him. I wanted to get on my knees and suck him off. I wanted him to bend me over his desk and pound me. I wanted to curl up in his arms and drift off to delicious sleep. Instead I was running back and forth between a room full of filing cabinets and my desk, looking up a bunch of boring accounts and cross referencing balances and so on. It sucked.

Finally the moment arrived where I was summoned to Barry's office to drop off some data for him. My heart was pounding as I headed for his door and prepared to enter. I was always nervous about seeing him at work since he was my boss and not usually too friendly but I was especially nervous now. I was afraid that if I made eye contact with him I'd swoon or something, whatever the hell that meant.

I entered and was somewhat relieved to see that his good mood seemed to be carrying over. I thought he actually smiled a bit as he looked up at me but that might have been my imagination. Barry took my report and listened to my humble comments and I was about to escape when a stupidly bold idea suddenly crossed my mind.

"How was your vacation sir?" I dared to inquire.

Instead of firing me on the spot or calling for security to eject me from his office he just sat and looked thoughtful for a moment before replying.

"It was the best damn week of my life and yet a little sad too," said Barry sort of staring off into space instead of looking at me. "Have you ever been in love Carl? I mean, really, deeply in love with someone you just couldn't stop thinking about?"

I don't know if I swooned but I definitely almost fainted. I wanted to run and jump in his arms but I tried to find the ability to speak instead.

"Only once sir but there were...complications," I half whispered.

Barry just nodded sadly. My knees were shaking and my mouth was so dry I thought I was about to choke to death.

"I know exactly how that feels," Barry sighed. "I'm not used to not getting what I want. I suppose that makes me sound spoiled but I can't help what I feel. Fortunately you're a young man. You've got plenty of time to find the right woman. For me..."

His voice just trailed off and he had a faraway look in his eyes. I knew I was about to cry so I mumbled the first thing that came to mind.

"Maybe it will all work out for you sir. If you really always get what you want there's no reason you can't get this person too."

It may have been cruel for me to suggest such a thing when I knew it wasn't possible but I really wanted to cheer him up and get the hell out of there. Barry smiled and offered a little wave. I staggered out of his office probably looking as pale as a ghost. I have no idea what possessed me to say the things that I had said but I guess I just felt too close to this man now for my own good.

I stumbled into the restroom to throw some cold water on my face. What I probably needed more was a cold shower. Suddenly I flashed back to a day a couple of years ago where I had found myself standing in front of a urinal right next to Barry. He had his own private wash room but for some reason he was using the main bathroom facilities that day. I recalled how tempted I was to steal a glance in his direction, knowing that his cock was on display just a couple of feet away from me. Of course I didn't, since that would have been a maximum breach of etiquette, but I had always assumed that pissing next to the man was as close as I would ever get to seeing his tool.

Now I knew his penis like an old friend. I knew its warmth and its scent and its taste. I knew every ridge and bump. It had gone deep down my throat and far up my ass. And of course it had been in my pussy many times by now. I liked to think about having a pussy, especially when I was denied that joy. That was the main thing keeping Barry and I apart. If I had a vagina instead of a penis neither one of us would be in this melancholic mood.

Well, I could theoretically have a pussy anytime I wanted to as long as I took the pill. Sure it would get expensive to do it often, especially since I needed to two pills to complete the transformation from man to woman and back again but it was only money. I could probably find somewhere to trim my personal budget to make some more spare cash. I could even try and ask for a raise. God knows I was overdue for one. If Barry only knew what I wanted the money for he'd probably promote me too!

What would Barry think if he knew the truth? If I walked into his office as a man and told him he'd probably be furious, but what if I chose a more opportune moment to spring it on him? What if we were cuddling in the afterglow of some really great sex? It was kind of devious thinking but my whole charade was devious as hell. As long as we both got what we wanted in the end wasn't that the main thing? My Machiavellian logic appealed to me for some reason. Barry never had to see me as a man, never had to know that I was his employee. Yet if he knew that my complication was having been born with a penis and not some sordid relationship with a man I didn't love perhaps he would be open to the idea, especially if it meant that we could be together more often.

It would certainly make me feel better to know that I wasn't hiding some big secret from him and it should make things easier to arrange as far as logistics were concerned. He would understand why I needed advance warning to get together with him and would presumably drop any idea of marriage or living together. Would that be good enough for him? Even if he was willing to accept the fact that I was really a man underneath my female exterior I wasn't sure if he would be willing to accept the kind of limited relationship I could offer.

I made it through the day somehow and went home on still shaky legs. It was probably better for me to come clean with Barry even if that meant the end for us forever as a couple. One side of me wanted to string it along as much as I could and one side of me wanted clarity and honesty between us. It was hard to say which side would win.


CHAPTER 17:

Barry and I began to exchange emails more frequently. I sort of set the ball in motion by dropping him a line right away to thank him for such a lovely getaway and that sort of opened the door to a more intimate and ongoing digital correspondence. I noticed that he would even write to me in the middle of the workday but I never took a chance to respond on my company computer. My email account was obviously on another server but I had no idea whether our computers were monitored at all to ensure that they were only being used for business plus I didn't want to run the risk of anyone catching a glimpse of what I was doing. I did send him a couple of messages from a coffee shop that had Internet access during lunch breaks but mostly it was something I looked forward to in the evenings at home.

There didn't appear to be any evidence of insincerity about his feelings. I knew the reputation he had as a "player" and a "womanizer" but he didn't seem to be playing any kind of a game with me. He missed me and I missed him. I tried to search deep into my heart to determine whether the fact that he was rich was playing a significant role in my feelings but it honestly didn't feel like that was the case. I obviously wouldn't be the first person in the world to have their head turned by a wealthy suitor but Barry didn't seem like he was just trying to be my "sugar daddy" or anything like that. He had been down that road before and not found it emotionally satisfying.

Then I started to wonder what there could be about me that he found so attractive. I thought I was a pretty girl with a nice young body but there were no shortage of those in the world. There were probably more attractive women who worked at our company for that matter. Having been kind of a loner most of my life who avoided close relationships with men or women I wasn't used to this sort of thing. I certainly never thought of myself as unpopular but I didn't go out of my way to be the life of the party either.

The one thing that kind of stood out for me was our shared sense of humor, which tended to be a little dry and on the sarcastic side without being totally negative. As I mentioned before I could make him laugh pretty easily and as he loosened up around me he was beginning to do the same. I had never realized what a powerful aphrodisiac that could be. Sex always seemed like such a serious business before but in all honesty it's often full of mishaps and awkward positions and situations. Being able to chuckle about it and not break the mood was a handy thing.

I doubted that my comedic ability was the key to our whole relationship so maybe it had something to do with the complete joy and almost sense of wonder that overcame me every time I turned female. I was getting pretty experienced at it by now but it was far from "old hat" with me. I loved being a woman. That tended to make me a pretty happy and upbeat girl whenever I had the pleasure of transforming no matter what mundane task I might be performing.

I loved wearing women's clothing. I loved putting on makeup. I loved walking like a woman, even though high heels were not my strong suit yet, and sitting like a woman and every other damn thing you could possibly do that might have some hint of gender association attached to it. I was so happy just being myself in that form that perhaps my joy of life spilled over into everything. It seemed pretty obvious that I brought a lot of happiness into Barry's otherwise stressful life and that just made me all the happier in the process. It may be kind of trite to say it but mutual happiness is a pretty good glue to bind two people together.

Ironically being a man probably didn't help my cause any. In some cases having a "man's brain" in an attractive female body would be a great asset. Many men seem impressed by a sexy woman who also keeps up with the local sports teams or prefers action films to chick flicks. Plus there would be the potential advantage of knowing the male psyche and being able to "read" your partner all the easier. For me that wasn't really the case. I was certainly not overtly effeminate as a man but neither was I the textbook example of the Alpha Male.

Being female simply allowed me to express my feelings and explore my interests without the fear of being judged as too "unmanly" in my tastes and in my appearance. Being female was the most liberating feeling in the world for me, and not just because I preferred sex with men. I really didn't have to "develop" female attributes as they were always there inside me waiting to get out. In reality it was harder for me to be a man, even though I was genetically equipped for the role, because I knew that I didn't conform to society's idea of what a man was "supposed" to be.

Obviously I should have never let that weigh so heavily on my mind but it was hard to do. From the earliest age a man learns certain rules and regulations of conformity that he feels compelled to try and live up to in order to not be singled out as "weird" or worse. In the schoolyard calling someone a "fag" or a "sissy" or a "homo" was just about the worst insult you could inflict. Any verbal abuse that impugned a person's manhood was to be considered fighting words. And if you didn't stand up for your manliness you were just a "pussy" and therefore proved their point.

Peer pressure had led me to seek the safety of the closet; that combined with my possibly weird feelings about gay sex. Men could be attractive to me but I never saw myself as attractive as a man. Consequently I had no real interest in pursuing sex with other men. I wanted to feel pretty first. I just wanted to be a damn woman and that was it!

I doubt if I would list courage as one of my strongest attributes. I'm certainly non-confrontational by nature. I don't like to cause trouble or rock the boat. I certainly never wanted to have to stand up to bullies or accept the withering glances of disdain that a more open life might have subjected me to but now I was in a real quandary. My actions and my decisions didn't just affect me anymore, there was someone else's feelings to consider and it was a person that I was growing very fond of.

While I grappled with the idea of how to handle the situation with Barry I was left wondering why James had never contacted me again. The kiss we shared seemed to imply and interest in future adventures of a similar nature but so far he had made no attempt to see me again. I knew he still worked at the coffee shop since I saw him there a few times in my male identity but I hadn't gone back as a female. I was both relieved and disappointed I suppose. Having yet another potential romantic partner on my hands was the last thing in the world I needed but my ego was definitely bruised by my failure to be alluring enough to him to want more from me. That's just the way my brain works. I wasn't in a position to have any boyfriends yet I hated the thought that one of the objects of my desire didn't share my interest.

It was Barry who sort of forced the issue by giving me the perfect opportunity to tell him the truth, if there could possibly ever be a perfect way to tell your boyfriend that you're not really a woman.

He wrote me that he was having dinner with a client at a very swanky hotel downtown, not too far from our office. He said he had booked a room for the night and gave me the number. He invited me to join him that evening, after nine o'clock, if I could possibly get away for a few hours, or even better the whole night. He would be waiting for me in the room and apologized for the short notice.

I knew that I would be there. I would pack the sexist bit of lingerie I could find, or afford at any rate, knock on his door a little past nine, and hopefully find the nerve to tell him my story. Whether I did it before or after we had sex I still wasn't sure about and there was always the strong possibility that I would chicken out and just spend the night happily fucking. If I did tell him I could just slink away into the night and that would be that. That's assuming he was nice enough not to beat the hell out of me or throw me out the window first. There was no big time or expense involved and I wouldn't have far to go to get home.

It was with my usual conflicted feelings that I shopped for the perfect nightgown. I wanted to be devastatingly sexy but I might also find myself dumped in the hotel corridor with nothing else on if things went horribly awry. Well there's no way to know whether you will rise to a challenge or not by avoiding the challenge altogether so I purchased my flimsy bit of seductive attire, held my breath and headed for his room at the appointed date and time.


CHAPTER 18:

My hands were shaking as I knocked on the door to his room. There was no answer so I knocked again a little louder. I checked my watch and saw that it was a little after nine but perhaps his dinner meeting had run longer than expected. Maybe this was my chance to flee. I couldn't be blamed for not showing up. I had done my part. If he wanted to reschedule that would at least buy me some more time to think about the whole thing.

I was about to turn and leave when the door flung open wide and Barry was standing there with a worried look on his face.

"Oh, my God! I thought I heard a knock at the door but I was in the bathroom running some water in the sink," he gushed. "Thank goodness you didn't take off. I was afraid for a moment that you'd think I stood you up or something."

"I'd never think that of you," I chuckled before kissing him on the cheek and then strolling into the room.

Once we were both inside, with the door closed, we got down to some serious necking. We were both hungry for it and no one wanted to wait for any small talk or other preliminaries. Finally I broke free and excused myself to go to the bathroom where I changed into my outfit.

I had never felt more beautiful than I did that night as I checked myself in the mirror before making my grand entrance. I was all stockings and lace and strings and straps. I was ostensibly covered by several layers of cloth but it was all so sheer and delicate that it left just barely enough to the imagination.

When I entered at last I found Barry with his coat off opening a bottle of champagne that I hadn't noticed when I arrived. It was probably excellent champagne and very expensive but we never got around to actually drinking it. My delicious ensemble was too much for him and I was on the bed in a flash.

I was tempted to tell Barry to tear the clothes from my body but it was a really nice outfit and I hated the thought of only wearing it once. Of course Barry would gladly have reimbursed me if I had asked but that would have sort of spoiled the whole spontaneity of the thing. As it was he was unfastening bits and pieces quite skillfully and working his way down to my bare flesh.

He fucked me hard, if perhaps a little quickly, but I honestly couldn't blame him. We were both terribly aroused and anxious for the chance to be in bed again so what man wouldn't shoot his wad a tad prematurely?

I was still in the remnants of my lingerie as we snuggled up for a little stroking and petting session. It was now or never I thought so I took the plunge.

"I know this may sound a little fantastic but did you know there was a pill that could actually change a person's gender temporarily?" I asked as casually as I could.

"Yeah, I've heard about that but I sort of assumed it was bullshit. It sounded like an urban legend," Barry replied.

"That's what I thought too. It's kind of expensive and definitely not legal but I had the opportunity to try it once."

"You're kidding!"

"Nope. Curiosity got the better of me."

"Did it actually work?" Barry inquired with a grin.

"Oh yeah. The results were remarkable."

"God, I can't imagine you as a man. You're just so completely feminine."

"Well Barry...it didn't change me into a man. I already was one."

I held my breath and waited for the blow that I expected to come across my face. He looked at me and chuckled at first but I held his gaze and suddenly he realized that I wasn't kidding.

"Wait a minute...are you telling me that the only reason you're a woman right now is because you took some kind of pill?" Barry stammered in disbelief.

"Sadly that's exactly what I'm telling you. I didn't tell you sooner because I wanted to be with you so badly but I feel like I have to tell you now because I know I'm in love with you. Now you know why my situation was so complicated and why I couldn't just jump in your arms and be at your side whenever you wanted me. If you hate me I can't blame you but I hope you can at least appreciate the fact that I'm so fond of you that I was willing to change my whole identity to be with you as often as I could."

Barry didn't move. I thought he would hit me or push me out of bed or jump up and get as far away from me as possible but he just lay there looking at me for the longest time. I knew that tears were forming in my eyes but I tried to hold them back. I didn't want his sympathy I wanted his love.

"That certainly explains a lot of things," Barry finally said in a soft voice. "So when you're not with me you're living your life as a man?"

"That's right. Although I wish I could stay this way forever."

"And is such a thing possible?"

"What do you mean?"

"Well you say this pill is temporary. Does it wear off after a certain amount of time or something?"

"No, I have to take another pill to change back," I explained.

"So if you just never took another pill you would always be like this?"

"Why, yes I'm sure I would. But legally I only exist as a man. That's why I told you I didn't have a passport. I couldn't very well use one in a man's name with a man's picture."

"Okay, those are just technical details. I told you I've got a good lawyer. With a good lawyer and enough money you can cut through all the red tape you want," Barry said calmly as he began to rub his chin.

"Are you suggesting that I could just change my identity? Become this person you know full time?" I said with a degree of astonishment.

"Only if it was something that you were absolutely certain you wanted to do. I assume you had some leanings in this direction that prompted you to take the pill in the first place."

"Absolutely. I always wanted to be a woman. When I actually got the chance to be one it just confirmed what I had always suspected. Then we got together and now it's the only thing in world that I really want."

"Getting married would probably make things easier. There's always a lot of paperwork involved in the process anyway so it would be a good time to get it all taken care of at once."

"Are you proposing to me Barry?" I gasped.

"Oh good God no! I'd do that properly I assure you. I'm just working through the logistics in my head. Problem solving out loud. I do it at work all the time. Forgive me if it takes away some of the romanticism."

"I was afraid you'd want to kill me," I said in a voice that was half laughing half crying.

"Heaven forbid! I'm not that stodgy or insecure about my manhood. I'm fully aware that people are often born in the wrong bodies. I just had no idea that there was such an excellent solution to that problem. Your past is your past. If you told me that you had been a stripper or a hooker or that you had a string of failed marriages behind you that wouldn't change the way I feel about you here and now. You're the best thing that's ever happened to me. Why would I throw that away over some technicality that we can probably work around."

"But I lied to you," I reminded him.

"Not really lied, you just didn't tell me the whole truth. But now you have and I think it took a lot of balls to do it. Sorry, poor choice of words I guess."

We both laughed and I felt safe enough to take his hand in mine. We gazed into each other's eyes for quite some time. I think we were both looking for the same thing and seeing it.

"Don't you have family and friends that would miss you being a man or would you tell them what had happened?" Barry finally inquired, breaking the silence.

"There's a few people I would probably want to tell...eventually. It's not something that would stop me from going through with it if you think it might actually work," I told him.

"Those are just details. There are very few problems that can't be solved if want them to be. In this case it's more a matter of how much you want them to be solved. That's a huge thing to do, giving up your whole life to start a new one. I can't tell you how flattering it is that I've at least played some small part in your desire to make that happen."

"Well how would this work exactly? I mean, what would I have to do?"

"You can do anything you want to do. You can move in with me if you'd like to get to know what living with me was like before you took the plunge or we could continue to date for a while if that sounds like we're rushing things. If money is a problem I would be happy to help you any way that I could. Hell, I could even get you a job at my own company if you didn't want to go back to whatever you do now, although you might find it terribly boring."

I laughed heartily and even though Barry had no idea why I was laughing he joined in enthusiastically. I guess laughter really is contagious.

"So what do you think?" he asked once we had calmed down a bit.

"I think I want to kiss you...at least."


CHAPTER 19:

We did manage to get back to hammering out some of the details but not before Barry had licked my pussy exquisitely and I had reciprocated by sucking his cock dry of every drop of cum he could manage to produce. It was a good thing that men needed time to recover between erections or we might never have gotten back to business that night.

Barry was being so cool with me I literally had to pinch myself to make certain that I wasn't dreaming. As it turned out he was going to be my sugar daddy after all, but only for a time. Once the legalities were sorted out I was going to become his wife. That meant I would be a bride and have a fancy wedding if I wanted one. I did want one although I hadn't realized how appealing that sounded until that moment.

I was going to be free to do whatever I wanted. Carl Albertson would quietly tender his resignation and no one at work would likely even notice that he was gone. I would leave my apartment and move in with Barry and someone else would take my old rooms with no fuss or bother. People come and go in apartment buildings all the time.

My family live across the country and I don't tend to see them all that often so presumably at some point I'd spring my "sex change" on them and leave up to their reaction to determine whether I was still a member of the family or cut out of the will. They might not be as quick to embrace the idea as Barry was but hopefully in time, if nothing else, they would cope with it and like me as the daughter I probably should have been in the first place.

I had no idea what I was going to do with myself as far as a job was concerned. Being a "housewife" might be fun but I had no clue really what that might entail. Barry insisted that I shouldn't feel forced to just sit around the house waiting for him to come home and offered to help me find a job, at his company or elsewhere, start my own business, get involved in charity work, go back to school or do anything else that struck my fancy. I wasn't just getting to become a woman I was getting a crack at doing anything my heart desired. At the moment all my heart desired was Barry's love so I didn't mind the idea of hanging around the house waiting for him to come home in the least, although the thought of being his secretary still fueled some kinky fantasy ideas in my head. Of course as his wife I wouldn't have to have any other excuse to drop by his office for a little afternoon quickie.

I never did hear from James again, which was probably just as well. My vanity suffered a little blow but I was pretty sure that I had ended up with the right man. Maybe James really was gay, despite the kiss, and had only been trying to "be normal" as I had done in the past. If that were case I hoped he would find the happiness in life that I never seemed to be able to find in a male body.

Of course I was the luckiest girl in the world. I had found love and won the lottery all at the same time. Eduardo would probably have not been so open-minded and James could hardly have supported the two of us on his starving actor income. Yes, I could just stay on the pill indefinitely and be a woman on my own but without Barry's resources and legal help I don't know how I'd possibly pull it off. And while the money is a great help I don't know if I could handle this sort of transition without the emotional support of someone who loved me so much. I've always wanted this for myself but I guess it took someone else wanting it for me too to make me take the necessary steps.

Of course I knew that my change was only permanent as long as I wanted it to be. Once the paperwork was out of the way it certainly made it harder for me to get cold feet and go back to my old life but I knew it was just a pill pop away.

Barry of course was true to his word and chose a most romantic setting to pop the question. He actually seemed nervous, which I thought was adorable. After everything we had gone through to make me a "legal" woman I wasn't likely to turn him down but even though the outcome wasn't in question it was still an emotional moment for both of us.

I opted for a simple wedding, partly because I didn't really know anyone to invite. My parents might have come but I still hadn't even sprung the news on them yet so we settled for a low key affair...although I admit that I did splurge a little on my wedding dress!

The whole crazy plan was never supposed to lead to the alter but boy was I ever happy that it had turned out that way. I just wanted to sample the fruits of three hot men I lusted after assuming that once I was done with my sexual "shopping spree" I would just go back to my old life and live off of those memories. Instead of just comparing three men in the sack I ended up comparing my own life as a man and a woman and realized that I had definitely been living the wrong life.

Now I'm Mrs. Carly Walters. It says so on my passport! I'm still not sure what sort of occupation I might want to try in the future as I've been kept busy enough trying to make Barry's home life as pleasant and stress free as possible. I've been doing some redecorating and learning how to cook his favorite meals. We've got a maid so it's not like I'm living some 1950's domestic stereotype but it's actually kind of fun to be taking care of a man you love.

I did drop by the old place of business one day and got his secretary to give me something to take into his office. Needless to say I fulfilled my "naughty secretary" fantasy and ended up bent over his desk while his cock received some welcome surprise relief. It was a nice way to break up his day, and mine, so I'm sure I won't be a stranger to his office in the future.

It definitely takes some getting used to being a totally different person but so far even the little bumps in the road, like my pathetic efforts at wearing high heels, have all been part of an exciting new challenge and small prices to pay for what I'm getting in return. At the moment I can't imagine anything in the world that would ever make me want to take that pill again. Unless Barry was in a really kinky mood and wanted to try something a little different. Who knows? Maybe we'll both change roles sometime just for the fun of it!


AUTHOR'S NOTES:

I always like "magic pill" stories because they offer the opportunity for some gender hopping. I've also been writing a number of "first person" stories which I find enjoyable because it's makes the tale seem a little more personal.

In a way I suppose this is basically "Goldilocks and the Three Cocks" but I don't think Amazon would approve of that title somehow. Of course how could a cock be too hard? Barry's was "just right" because he turned out to be the right man.

The technology related to gender reassignment is changing rapidly although I doubt that there will be any sort of a pill that can just make it all happen in one quick shot with the ability to return to your original state. What there might be is a medical process whereby one could surgically change bodies without extraordinary hassle and be free to change again down the line if desired. That technology, even under the most optimistic estimates, is at least ten years away but it's on the horizon. When that day comes it may be as close to a magic pill as we're ever going to get but hopefully by then people's attitudes about gender identity will also be more open-minded and fair so that there doesn't have to be any "stigma" attached. Hopefully.
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