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CHAPTER 1:

I really thought that I had things figured out after college. I had a beautiful wife named Leslie and a good-paying job that let me work from home and set my own hours. We lived in a nice suburban neighborhood and were fortunate enough to always pay our bills on time. We didn’t have any kids yet but it was something that we talked about a lot. Everything seemed to be right on track...and then the wheels fell off.

My wife left me for another woman and I started having sexual fantasies about my neighbor Doug Watkins, who loved to work in his yard with no shirt on, showing off his impressive physique. It’s funny but when I started to suspect that Leslie was cheating on me I viewed Doug as the likely culprit, but then it turned out that I was far more interested in fucking Doug than she was.

I wasn’t terribly surprised that Leslie had been attracted to another woman. She had told me when we started dating that she had “experimented” in college, as so many women do apparently, and I knew she enjoyed lesbian porn but who doesn’t? She had assured me that it was just a phase and that it was out of her system but I guess it was a lot more than that.

What surprised me a lot more was the day I realized that watching my neighbor Doug wash his car was giving me a raging hard on. I had only been consciously attracted to another male once before, and that was many years ago at summer camp. There was a boy named Danny Randolph and I just had this weird desire to kiss him. Of course I never did but I used to lie in my bunk at camp at night wondering what he’d do if I did try to kiss him.

I’m not even sure what was so special about him. I liked him a lot, and I guess I was just at the age where you start to realize that liking people can sometimes lead to making out with them. Now I was lying in my bed at home at night wondering what Doug Watkins would do if I tried to kiss him but I was pretty sure I knew that it wouldn’t go well at all. Doug was single and seemed to have no shortage of attractive female company.

Fortunately it was an amicable divorce with no major drama or recriminations. Julie had moved in with her new lesbian lover so I was free to stay in our old home if I wanted to continue paying the rent. With shirtless Doug on display right next door I was torn between getting the hell away from there and trying to restore my manhood and staying put and trying to vicariously explore my newfound interest in the male body.

Ultimately I decided to stay, not just because I wanted to ogle my neighbor, but that was certainly a part of it. Moving seemed like a hassle and one more disruptive influence that I really didn’t need at that time. So much had already changed so fast but little did I know that the biggest change of all was just around the corner.


CHAPTER 2:

“Must be tough losing your wife to another woman,” my friend Brent commented as we sat around pounding a few beers and talking about my situation one afternoon. “Still it’s better than losing her to another man I suppose.”

“How do you figure that?” I asked.

“Well if you lose to another man then you know that she made a conscious choice to be with a man that she thought was better than you by whatever standards she chooses to judge men by. But with her becoming a lesbian you’re kind of off the hook. It makes no difference what kind of a man you are or how she judged your manhood. She decided she wanted pussy rather than dick so you were just shit out of luck,” said Brent with a shrug.

“Somehow that really doesn’t make me feel much better,” I said.

“Yeah, but I’ll bet you’d feel a whole lot worse if you had caught her banging the neighbor or something,” Brent suggested.

Brent was right about that, but probably not exactly the way he meant it. When I thought that Leslie might be having sex with Doug behind my back I felt pretty much equally jealous of the thought of another man screwing my wife and of my wife getting to screw the man that I was having homoerotic fantasies about.

“It’s too bad you didn’t know sooner that she was leaning towards being a lesbian,” said Brent.

“I guess. It’s not like I could have done anything about even if I had known,” I said. “It’s not like I could have grown a pussy or something.”

“Well that’s not exactly true,” said Brent. “There’s this pill out there that supposedly can change your gender temporarily. You take half a pill to become a woman and then the other half to turn back into a man, or maybe you take two different pills, I really don’t know the details but I know it exists.”

“I’ve never heard of that,” I said.

“Yeah, it’s pretty wild shit. Very science-fictionish if you ask me.”

“I still don’t quite see how that would have helped me. I mean she fell in love with someone else,” I pointed out.

“Yeah, she fell in love with someone else who had tits and a pussy. If you guys got along well as a couple in most ways then maybe spicing it up in the bedroom with a little girl-on-girl action might have been enough to keep things going,” said Brent. “Hell, I could hook you up with a guy who can get those pills if you wanted to try and win her back.”

It seemed to me that fate had just dropped a golden opportunity into my lap. I had never heard of these pills but Brent seemed to be somewhat familiar with them and even knew where to score them. I could express my interest in the pills by suggesting that I wanted them to try and win my wife back without revealing the truth that I wanted them to try and seduce my hot male neighbor.

I had been content to peek out the window discretely to watch him mowing the lawn or working out on his back patio while I jacked off and fantasized about what his cock looked like but if there was actually a pill that might make me look like a halfway attractive woman I might be able to take my fantasy to a new level.

Obviously I had no idea what would happen once I took one of those pills, if they even worked at all, and there was a very good chance that I would just be too embarrassed and chicken out, but it would certainly be an interesting experience to try once even if I just ended up fingering myself while watching some lesbian porn.

It was funny that I didn’t mind Brent knowing that I was thinking about becoming a woman to potentially have lesbian sex with my ex-wife but I was horrified of the idea that he might think I was doing it to have sex with a man. Ironically a man becoming a woman and having lesbian sex didn’t seem as gay as a man becoming a woman and having “straight” sex with another man. And I wasn’t homophobic so the idea of my buddy thinking there was something gay about me shouldn’t have bothered me that much, but it kind of did for some reason.

I suppose the idea of voluntarily surrendering your manhood, even temporarily, was such a shocking concept one needed a way to rationalize it so that it didn’t seem quite so extreme. I could let Brent think I was doing it for a good cause but that didn’t change the fact that I was doing it out of erotic curiosity. I had been thinking about cock a whole lot lately. Doug’s specifically but cocks in general too. Looking at a big hard erection made me incredibly hard and it was becoming kind of an obsession of mine.

If there was ever a “good time” to explore my sexuality and gender identity I suppose I was in that spot. I was recently divorced and hadn’t been out with anyone other than my wife for the three years we were married so I was kind of working with a clean slate. And the fact that my male neighbor turned me on so much made it seem like it might be kind of convenient to try a gender switch if I was ever going to do it. Plus I really needed something to take my mind off of the fact that my wife had left me for another woman. Perhaps becoming a woman myself would ease the pain a little or at least be so weird that it would distract me for a while.


CHAPTER 3:

I knew that Doug had a stable of hot women to chose from so I had just been hoping that there would be something about the female version of me that would appeal to him. Now that I was staring at my new womanly figure in the mirror I was practically giddy with excitement.

There had been no burning desire on my part to become a woman. I just wanted Doug to burn with desire for me and knew that it wasn’t likely to happen unless I was female. I was shocked by how attractive I had turned out and just as shocked to discover how good that made me feel. I had a pretty face and an amazing body. Realistically I was probably hotter than my ex-wife, and that was saying something because Leslie was a seriously fine-looking woman.

This was all so much easier now that I was living alone but I still had to formulate some kind of plan. I was certain that Doug would find me attractive but I had to find a way to make him notice me. I also needed to figure out some excuse for why I was even there in the first place. Doug and I had never been terribly close as neighbors, but he certainly knew who I was and that this was my house. I was going to have to create an identity with a plausible reason to be staying here but first I had to go shopping.

Fortunately Leslie had left a couple of old boxes of clothes out in the garage that she had been planning to give away to charity. There was nothing very seductive out there but it would do the job of getting me to the store where I could outfit myself a little more appropriately.

I was able to find stuff that fit pretty well but my tits were bigger and my hips were a bit wider than hers and that made me feel kind of smug. It’s not every man that can honestly say that he has better boobs than his wife, and since Leslie was now a lesbian I couldn’t help but imagine that she would have been very turned on by my rack if she had been given the chance to see it.

I went a little crazy on my shopping spree, but I didn’t really care. I wasn’t sure exactly how often I was going to need female clothes or in what sort of situations so I tried to cover as many bases as possible. I seemed to gravitate towards the more revealing kind of things, but with the body I had that just made sense. With such awesome cleavage there was no reason to keep it hidden so I favored low-cut dresses and tops. And my stomach was as flat as a teenager’s so baring my midriff made all the sense in the world.

It wasn’t the kind of wardrobe that Leslie would have chosen for herself but I wasn’t Leslie. For one thing I liked men and she didn’t, and I wanted men to like me very much. Even before she had come out as a lesbian Leslie tended to dress to impress other women but I knew what would impress a man and that was all I cared about at the moment.

It wasn’t that easy to come up with an explanation for why some strange woman was in my house, but only when I wasn’t there. I didn’t really want to end up playing some kind of bedroom farce where I was constantly changing gender back and forth and juggling excuses for why these two people were never seen together. That’s when I hit on the simple but brilliant solution. I would just be a woman all the time and my male self would supposedly be out of town. I would be the house-sitter. Problem solved.

It would give me a chance to put my new wardrobe to use and save me from having to burn through a lot of pills. Fortunately my friends and I were not big on the phone conversation thing and tended to just shoot each other a text message. And if somebody did call about something important it would go to voicemail and I could take a pill and call them back if I really needed to. Even my job was completely handled online so there was no office I had to check in with periodically or anything like that.

Now that I had a decent starter wardrobe in place and a clever plan to explain my presence in this house I just needed to come up with a female identity and stick to it as much as possible.

My real name was Henry Anderson but I didn’t want a name that was too similar, like Henrietta or something. While it would be easy to remember it would be too much of a coincidence. Likewise I couldn’t use my ex-wife’s name because that would also be too much of a coincidence. After kicking around a number of ideas I finally settled on Debbie Denton, for no particular reason other than the fact that I liked the sound of it. So I put Henry Anderson on the shelf for the time being and focused on becoming Debbie Denton full time.

It was interesting that I didn’t just look very different I also felt very different in a variety of ways. My breasts were heavy and my hips swayed when I walked, all of which was very sexy but took some getting used to. I was also a bit smaller and perhaps a little weaker physically, not that I had ever been into lifting weights or anything like that so it was kind of hard to tell. Sexy Doug next door was definitely into lifting weights and it was one of my favorite hobbies to watch him do it. I loved seeing those big arm muscles straining and the sweat making his bare chest glisten.

There was a chain link fence between our yards so I could see everything quite clearly from my kitchen window. I could stand there and jerk off without Doug having any idea that he was being watched and the first time I spied on his workout as a girl my hand just automatically went down between my legs even though I didn’t have a penis anymore. Soon I was fingering myself and getting really excited. I had fantasized about Doug as a man but now that I was a woman things were really getting interesting because it was quite possible that my fantasy would become a reality.

Being a computer guy I had never spent all that much time in the yard before but now I wanted to make Doug aware of my presence so I started puttering around outside more looking for ways to look busy...and sexy. Doug definitely noticed me and always smiled and waved and I smiled and waved back but we hadn’t actually met yet so I decided to take the bull by the horns and make that happen.

Doug was out in the yard one warm afternoon digging a tree stump out of the ground. It looked like very hard work as he used an ax to chop away at the roots. He looked like some rugged hero from a pioneer story, carving a home out of the wilderness, even if it was really just well-manicured suburbia. I thought it was just about the most manly thing I had ever seen.

I quickly fixed a couple of glasses of ice tea and headed over to the fence wearing some tight little shorts and a button up blouse that I had tied off at the bottom revealing a good portion of my stomach. It was casual sexy and showed plenty of cleavage but didn’t look too out of place for yard work.

“Hey there!” I called over the fence. “You want some ice tea?”

Doug looked over and grinned before setting down his ax and coming over to the fence to join me.

“That’s very thoughtful of you,” said Doug.

“I just thought you looked so hot...I mean warm from working out in the heat,” I said.

“Thank you, it is hot today,” said Doug as he accepted his glass. “So are you a friend of Henry’s or something?”

“Not a close friend. I’m just house-sitting while he’s out of town for a while,” I replied. “I’m Debbie by the way.”

“Pleased to meet you Debbie, I’m Doug. I didn’t know Henry was out of town.”

“You know with the divorce and all I think he just wanted to get away for a bit,” I said. “I’m not sure exactly when he’ll be back so I guess we’ll be neighbors for a while.”

“Well hopefully we’ll get to know each other a little better,” said Doug as he finished his tea and handed me back the glass.

“I’d like that,” I said with a little sly smile.

“Thanks again for the refreshments. I feel all recharged and ready to go back at it.”

So did I as I retreated to my window and went to work furiously fingering my snatch. I couldn’t believe that I had actually gone through with my plan but now that I had I knew I was heading down a path that would most likely lead to Doug’s cock inside my body and that thought made me weak in the knees.


CHAPTER 4:

It had all worked like a charm. I had forced a friendly introduction and explained my presence here and Doug seemed quite happy to accept it without pressing me for more details. He also seemed to be quite interested in my bosom as he made very little effort to hide the fact that he was staring at my tits.

I had been terrified of trying to flirt as a girl but it had been surprisingly fun. Of course the bare skin really helped because it drew a lot of attention so I don’t think my words were being scrutinized as closely as my curves. I even liked hearing my new feminine voice which I thought sounded kind of cute and sexy.

What I really had to wrap my head around was the idea that I was doing all of this for the express purpose of having sex with a man. It was one thing to have a naughty little fantasy that helped you get off but it was quite another thing to actually do it. It’s like mountain climbing always looked cool in the movies but I didn’t think I would really enjoy the freezing temperatures, physical exertion and life-threatening danger. Giving a blowjob wasn’t quite as dangerous as scaling some peak but as cool as it looked in a video I wasn’t sure how much I would actually enjoy having a penis in my mouth, gagging on its girth, and having to taste someone else’s semen.

There was one aspect of having sex with a man that I was totally looking forward to and it might surprise you so let me give you a little background.

During the course of our marriage it had become pretty apparent to me that Leslie expected me to be more of a take charge kind of a guy in the bedroom than I was really prepared to be. She would position herself sometimes on all fours and wait patiently for me to take her from behind, which I certainly did, but unlike a lot of men it wasn’t my favorite way to do it and I only pulled her hair or slapped her ass if she asked me to do it.

She was quite willing to be submissive and obedient in the sack but I just wasn’t all that aggressive. From what she told me about her college lesbian experiments she tended to favor women who liked to wear the strap on and be in control. I didn’t know her new lover but I took it for granted that she was probably the top in that relationship and that kind of sums up our problem...Leslie and I were both more of a bottom than a top.

When I fantasized about sex with Doug when I was male I was always picturing myself in a submissive posture. I could imagine being on my knees while sucking his dick or being bent over while he fucked me in the ass. The emasculating aspect of that was hard to deal with but I knew that if I ever had gay sex with any man that I would him to be the aggressor. It was Doug’s overt masculinity that was so prominently on display that got me thinking about sex with men in the first place.

Ultimately I don’t think my marriage could have been saved by me simply becoming female because we’d both still be craving a dominant lover and I was even less likely to feel aggressive with a rubber dick than I did with a real one. Leslie and I certainly had our moments in bed but they were usually when we were both in a very romantic mood and making love was an expression of our affection for each other, which I think was genuine, at least for a good p-art of our time together.

Now that I was female I could be the bottom I was always meant to be since I had no doubt in my mind that Doug was probably a bit of an alpha male. He just had that confident swagger and Big Dick Energy. If I presented myself on my hands and knees I was quite certain he would jump at the opportunity to ride me hard and that was just fine with me.

One of the things I loved about my house was that it had a little built-in pool in the backyard. In fact it took up most of the yard, which I also liked because I wasn’t into yard work like Doug was. I was always a bit concerned whenever Leslie went out to lounge around the pool in a bikini because I knew that Doug could see her quite clearly. Now I planned to use that visibility to my advantage.

I had spent a good deal of time trying to pick out the right bikini and I felt that I had found what I was looking for. Leslie had told me that she didn’t like the really tiny kind that looked super hot but tended to be impractical and hard to keep on if one actually wanted to do any swimming or anything other than lying perfectly still. I felt like I had found a suit that was the perfect combination of figure flattering and functional and I couldn’t wait for Doug to see me in it.

I squeezed into my bikini and grabbed one of Leslie’s paperback romance novels that she had left behind and went out to the deck lounger that was next to the pool and stretched out as Leslie had often done. I made sure the lounger was perfectly positioned to give Doug the best view and it didn’t take long before he found some weeds along the fence line that absolutely had to be pulled. There really wasn’t much of anything there but it did give him a chance to linger by the fence for a while stealing glances at me as much as actually doing any weeding.

We played this game for a few days, usually half shouting some casual conversation. He’d ask me about the book I was reading and I’d ask him about the work he was doing or something like that. I was obviously excellent bait so it just remained for me to be hooked and reeled in.

“So how come you have this nice pool but I never see you swimming, even on a hot day like this?” Doug asked one especially warm day.

“Oh, I don’t know,” I replied casually. “I guess I’m kind of lazy sometimes. It’s easier to just stretch out and relax. But feel free to use the pool anytime you like if you want to cool off.”

That was all the invitation Doug needed. He could have walked down to the gate and come around to the back but instead he just put his hands on the top rail of the fence and very neatly jumped over it.

“If you’re sure you don’t mind,” said Doug with a grin as he stood by the edge of the pool.

“Be my guest,” I said.

Doug quickly kicked off his shoes and pulled off his shorts leaving him buck naked and revealing his impressive package, which was probably even more impressive than I had imagined it would be, and that was hard to do. It was a bold move but exactly the kind of thing that I would expect a man like that to do. If the situation were reversed I would have either just jumped in the pool with my shorts on or gone back into the house and put on a bathing suit first but Doug was a manly man and he didn’t mind showing it.

My plan was working brilliantly although my fishing analogy was kind of backwards because I had reeled him in more than he had reeled me in, and one pulls a fish out of the water as opposed to tossing them in the water but I had a naked man in my pool so I wasn’t really going to quibble about semantics.

“Aren’t you coming in?” asked Doug.

“Should I?” I replied coyly.

“I don’t see why not. The water’s fine,” said Doug. “And a little exercise never hurt anyone.”

I toyed with the idea of stripping naked as Doug had done but I didn’t want to seem too eager so I got in the pool still clad in my bikini. I wasn’t sure what kind of exercise Doug had in mind for me but I was damn curious to find out.


CHAPTER 5:

At first we just kind of stood around making small talk but pretty soon Doug got down to business.

“I hope I didn’t offend you by jumping in the pool naked,” he said.

“Not at all. I’m not easily offended by things like that,” I replied.

“I’ll bet you’d feel a lot more comfortable if you joined me in being naked,” Doug suggested.

“I practically am. This thing doesn’t leave much to the imagination,” I joked.

“No, but it leaves just enough to make me curious to know what’s under there,” said Doug.

“Well, if you think you can get it off of me go for it,” I offered.

Despite Doug’s size and strength advantage the pool was kind of an equalizer as I was able to dart away from him every time he lunged at me, at least at the start. I guess that’s where his stamina paid off because I couldn’t keep avoiding him for very long and pretty soon he had my top off.

“Damn, those are some of the finest tits I’ve ever seen,” said Doug once he got to look at them in the flesh. “You should never cover up those beauties.”

“I think I’d probably get arrested if I tried that,” I pointed out. “But I don’t mind uncovering them for you.”

Doug pulled me over and turned me around so that my back was facing him as he began to fondle my breasts. I simply could not believe how arousing it was to have my boobs played with. I always sort of assumed that outside of nursing babies they were mostly just for show but they were actually incredibly sensitive and I wondered if I could have an orgasm just from having someone grope my knockers.

While he had me in his grasp he took advantage of the situation to remove my bikini bottoms as well and then he told me to take a stroll around the outside of the pool so that he could get a better look at me. I was a bit thrown by his assertiveness but also very turned on by it. In the presence of a man like Doug I felt almost powerless and it wasn’t a feeling that I wanted to fight.

When I got out of the pool I started walking normally but Doug told me to slow down and take my time. I decided to try strutting like models did on a fashion catwalk and pretty soon I was really getting into it, even doing little twirls and stopping now and then to strike a pose.

“Like what you see?” I asked coquettishly.

“Very much,” Doug replied. “Now finish the lap and hop back in the pool.”

I did as instructed and as soon as I hit the water I was in Doug’s arms. We began to kiss and pretty soon Doug was feeling me up under the water.

“You’re quite the little tease, aren’t you?” asked Doug between kisses.

“I don’t know what you mean,” I replied.

“You’ve wanted me to fuck you since the day you moved in here but you’ve just been flaunting your body making me wait for it.”

“Maybe I was just being neighborly.”

“You do want me to fuck you, don’t you?”

There it was. I guess I hadn’t really expected to have to say it out loud but of course I wanted him to fuck me. I had no idea whether this would be a one time thing or whether this would be the start of some kind of ongoing sexual relationship with Doug but I figured I couldn’t get into too much trouble because I could always say that Henry was coming home from his trip and Debbie would never have to exist again.

“Yes,” I replied as I stared straight into his fierce blue eyes.

“Grab my cock,” Doug instructed.

I reached between his legs and took his massive rod in my hand.

“Now stroke it.”

He was partially erect when I began to stroke his shaft but it still had plenty of growing to do and it was amazing to feel it springing to life in my hand. I couldn’t see it but I could tell that it was big because there was quite a bit of distance between the tip and the base. I could have wrapped both of my pretty little feminine hands around it and still not covered it all.

“Good girl. You like doing as you’re told, don’t you,” said Doug. “Now let’s see how you suck before I decide whether to fuck you or not.”

With that he pushed himself up so that he was sitting on the edge of the pool with his legs  dangling in the water. His ginormous pecker was standing up like a flag pole and I marveled at such an exquisite example of manhood. I had mentally prepared myself for the moment where I would be expected to give head but nothing could have prepared me to imagine putting something that large down my throat. Even so I felt compelled to get between his legs and do the best I could to please him.

“You’re awfully big,” I said softly once I was in position to blow him.

“Just take as much as you can sweetie,” said Doug. “If you do a good job you’ll like feeling that bigness in your tight little snatch.”

So I gave my first blowjob. I mostly just stroked his shaft and worked my lips and tongue around the head of his dick but it still counted as a blowjob in my book. While it was physically difficult to manage sucking such a large cock it was incredibly stimulating mentally.  I mean this man’s dick was like three times the size of mine, or at least it seemed that way to me at the time. It felt kind of ridiculous even thinking of my penis as a cock when confronted by this kind of manhood. All I could think of was how much I wanted to worship it and how I hoped that I would do a good enough job to earn a fucking.

“Good girl,” said Doug again. “Isn’t it better to just be a slut and get what you really want instead of being a tease?”

When I was a kid calling someone a “good girl” meant that they didn’t have sex but in the world of the alpha male you could call someone both a good girl and a slut at the same time and not be contradictory. That kind of good girl was obviously obedient and willing to do just about anything to please her man. That was the kind of good girl that I wanted to be.

“Okay, I think you’re ready to get stuffed,” Doug announced after I had blown him a little longer.

He got up and went over to my lounger and stretched out on it on his back as I had frequently done while trying to get his attention. He called me over and told me to climb on top of his cock, which was not such a simple task. I straddled the lounger with my feet on the ground and then kind of sat down on his dick but the first couple of tries just ended up with his pecker gliding up my slit without poking inside. I had to reach down and hold him while I lowered myself into place and the moment I got it right I literally saw stars before my eyes.

“Holy shit!” I cried.

“This is where all that size pays off honey,” Doug said with a chuckle. “Enjoy the ride.”

I had definitely not pictured my first female sex position to be “cowgirl” but being a virgin who was confronted with such a tree trunk it was probably just as well that it was. With my feet on the ground I could lift myself up or lower myself down as much as I wanted although my legs got pretty tired rather quickly.

Having a cock inside me was a shattering revelation. I had been on the other side of the equation many times of course, and always sort of assumed that the man was getting the better end of the deal but boy was I wrong. It was like the way food filled the aching emptiness of your stomach when you were really hungry, except that this was filling the aching emptiness of my pussy when I was really horny. I had never felt so complete and whole and satisfied except that I wasn’t really satisfied because I just wanted more and more and more.

When my legs started to give out I managed to get my knees pressed against Doug’s hip on the lounger and then I really went to town. I was like an out of control Jack-in-the-box whose spring was so tightly wound it couldn’t stop bouncing.

“Oh my God! Oh my gaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaawd!” I wailed. “You’re so deep inside me. I can’t believe how good this feels!”

“Just keep going baby, you feel great too. Your cunt is as tight as a snare drum,” said Doug.

Sometimes it was bliss and I felt like I was on some incredible high and sometimes it bordered on agony and brought tears to my eyes but it was all so much more than I could have imagined or hoped for in my wildest fantasies.

“Okay baby, I’m going to put a big hot load of cum in you,” Doug finally announced after we had been going at it for what felt like hours if not days.

“Please do. Cum inside me baby! Give me your hot cum!”

I have to admit that I had never heard a woman say that to me but I had obviously never fucked a woman the way Doug was fucking me. Maybe if Leslie and I had ever seriously tried to make a baby she might have said something along those lines to inspire and encourage me but we never got to that point in the marriage. Soon Doug was making good on his promise and I thought I could feel the warmth of his jizz but it was probably my imagination.

When he finished I just kind of collapsed on top of him and kissed him quite deeply. His dick was still inside me, which I hadn’t made any effort to make happen, but it was just so big that even while deflating there was still plenty of manhood jammed up between my legs.

“No more teasing,” said Doug. “Now that I know what kind of a horny bitch you are you better be prepared to put out.”

“Okay,” I replied.

“And no more bikini. If you want to lie out by the pool you do it in the nude. You’ll get a more even tan and it’ll make it convenient for me if I want to hop the fence and fuck your brains out.”

“Okay,” I repeated.

“I think we’re going to have to change your job description from house-sitter to cock-sitter,” Doug joked.

“Okay. I like the sound of that.”

And God help me I really did like the sound of that.


CHAPTER 6:

Losing my female virginity was about a billion times better than losing my male virginity had been. That was kind of a quick and clunky affair that was over almost as soon as it began. It was nice not having to worry about sustaining an erection I thought. There was always so much effort to stay focused and not let the pleasure carry you away.

I had been so right in assuming that I was cut out to be the bottom in a sexual relationship. Doug was exactly what I was looking for. He had been my neighbor for more than two years and I certainly never imagined that someday he would be able to make me walk around my own pool totally naked while he ogled my body but he sure figured out what kind of a girl I was right away. I wondered whether that made me kind of unique or whether Doug had that kind of power over most women.

Like me Doug also worked from home although he was some kind of investment whiz or a stock guy or something like that. I really wasn’t into the whole financial world scene and my eyes tended to glaze over whenever people started talking about commodities and options and their portfolio or whatever. I assumed he wasn’t super rich, since this wasn’t a neighborhood where super rich people tended to live, but he obviously did well enough to have a lot of free time to putter around the yard or poke his dick into pretty girls. I wasn’t crazy about the thought of competition but I had the huge advantage of convenience. As long as I made my ass available for tapping on demand I was pretty sure that Doug would take advantage of that and keep me happily stuffed even if he did seek other pussy sometimes.

As I said before I had decided to stay in my house because so much else had changed around me, and as I also said earlier the biggest change of all was just around the corner. At first it didn’t seem like being a woman was all that different than being a man. Different clothes, different parts of the body to shave, but otherwise my life had rolled along as it had before I took that pill. Now I felt like everything was turned on its head. It seemed like I had been a man in a woman’s body pretending to be female but now that I had been well and truly fucked I felt like my womanhood was legit and my femininity totally real. How had I lived for so many years without having a cock inside me?

Now I don’t mean to imply that being a straight woman was somehow “better” than being a gay man, and knowing what I knew now I wouldn’t hesitate to blow another man when I was male, but being female just seemed to make things click into place. Whether I was a good girl or not was open to one’s interpretation but I did think that I could be very good at being a girl. It was like a seven-foot-tall jockey discovering basketball for the first time and realizing that they had been in the wrong sport.

I was riding an incredible buzz but over the next couple of days it began to wear off. I went out to the pool buck naked, as instructed, but Doug didn’t seem terribly interested. Afterwards I’d just go in the house and sulk before masturbating aggressively. After a few days of being ignored I played some music and danced around the pool, shaking my ass at the fence and playing with my boobs like a professional stripper but still no response.

At first I was devastated. I couldn’t believe that Doug hadn’t enjoyed our first experience together enough to want another go at it. He was the one who told me to be naked so that he could jump the fence and fuck my brains out but so far there had been no jumping or fucking.

Finally my disappointment turned to frustration that bordered on desperation and I decided to press the issue. One evening I put on a black tube top with no bra and a tiny little black miniskirt with no panties and finished the outfit with some thigh-high boots that laced up the front. I did my hair and makeup and tried to look as slutty/sexy as I could. Then I walked over to his front door and rang the bell. My plan was to act like it was a casual social call and then do my best to try and seduce him. Unfortunately when he opened the door all my churning emotions kind of bubbled up to the surface and I almost broke down in tears.

“Why the hell haven’t you fucked me?” I whined like a petulant little girl.

“Oh, is that what you want?” said Doug trying to keep a straight face.

“You know it is!” I practically shouted back. “I did everything you asked me to do.”

“You better come in then,” said Doug as he stepped aside and let me enter his house before shutting the door behind us.

Once I was inside I started to feel like a total idiot. Not long ago I was a heterosexual married man who had no known latent homosexual urges and now I was in a man’s house practically crying because he hadn’t fucked me in a few days.

“Let’s lose this,” said Doug as he pulled my tube top off. “I told you those tits shouldn’t be covered. Now get on your knees and put those BJ lips to use.”

I quickly got down on my knees in front of him as he pulled off the boxer shorts he had been wearing. Once I saw his gorgeous cock again all my tears and frustration went away and all I wanted to do was savor that man meat. There was no hesitation on my part and no holding back. If I gagged I gagged. I hungrily went after him and was amazed at how much of his prick I could actually get down my throat.

“That’s it...suck it bitch,” said Doug as he put a hand on the back of my head and forced even more of his length into me. “So you’re mad at me because I haven’t been giving you enough dick.”

“I’m not mad at you, I’m just horny,” I managed to reply after getting my mouth free for a moment. “Don’t you like fucking me?”

“I love fucking you baby, I just wanted to see how bad you wanted it. Honestly I’m surprised that it took you this long to come and beg for it. Now I think that’s enough talking for the moment. You should use that mouth to suck my cock.”

I felt like I should probably hate myself for feeling so turned on by the way Doug was treating me but part of me felt like I deserved it for being such a failure as a husband and a man, and part of me just loved it because I craved the feeling of being dominated and after the way I had acted when I came over here it was pretty obvious that I was just a horny little cock slut.

I assumed that Doug would finish in my mouth this time but he had other plans. After a while he told me to stand up and wait for him and a few moments later he returned with a belt. I thought maybe he was going to whip me with it but instead he used it to bind my wrists together behind my back. Then he had me bend over and flipped up my little skirt revealing my bare snatch underneath.

“That was practical of you,” he commented as he rubbed his fingers around my slit. “So how often do you think I should fuck you?”

“As often as you like,” I replied.

“As often as you like you mean,” he corrected me.

“Well I guess I’d like as much as I can get,” I suggested,

“What about Henry? Do you fuck him?” asked Doug as he began to poke a finger in my asshole.

“No, we’re not that kind of friends,” I said.

“What about a boyfriend? Surely a hot piece of ass like you must have quite a few admirers.”

“No, there’s no boyfriend,” I told him truthfully.

“So are you saying that you want me to make you my bitch?” asked Doug.

“Is that what you want?”

“I’m asking what you want,” he replied.

“I want you to make me your bitch...please,” I added for emphasis.

“I’m not sure I’m convinced yet but I’ll keep it in mind.”

Without any warning I felt all 49 inches of his cock slam into me, or at least it felt that big taking it all in one quick thrust. I gasped in surprise and felt my bound arms being held tightly in his grasp as he began to fuck me very hard and very deep.

What kind of a man was I, I wondered, to get this much pleasure from this kind of activity. Not much of a man I figured, at least not anymore. And good riddance really. This was a much better gig.

“Oh...oh...oh…” I whimpered over and over again in desperate little gulps of air.

“Is this what you wanted so badly?” asked Doug.

“Yes...oh God yes…” I answered. “I need you inside me so bad.”

“Need is a pretty strong word. Are you sure you don’t just mean want?” asked Doug.

“No, I’m way past that. I need my dick fix,” I moaned.

“Dick Fix. I think I bought stock in a company by that name once,” Doug said with a laugh. “You really are a crazy little whore aren’t you? I wasn’t sure at first but you’re beginning to convince me.”

“Oh, I am, I am. I’m a crazy little whore. Please make me your bitch!” I pleaded.

“Maybe I should just tie your wrists to your ankles and leave you naked in a corner so that I can fuck you anytime I feel like it.”

“Okay,” I said because for some reason at that moment it actually sounded like a good idea.

“Freak,” Doug chuckled as he slapped my ass a couple of times.

Finally after an insanely long time I felt Doug pull our of me. He ordered me to get on my knees, which I did with my arms still tied behind me. Then he told me to open my mouth as he grabbed my hair with one hand while jerking himself off with the other.

Before long thick hot ropes of jizz were flying from the tip of his dick and mostly landing in my open mouth.

“That’s it baby, let me fill that cum hole with my seed,” said Doug as he continued to deposit his sticky load inside me.

I swallowed as much as I could but the thickness made it difficult so some of his precious fluid kind of spilled out over my lips and down my chin. When Doug had finished ejaculating he shoved his prick into my mouth and let me suck it for a while before he finally pulled out and put his shorts back on while I stayed on the floor with my hands behind my back.

“Okay, honey, run along home,” he said as he finally released my arms. “But be at my front door tomorrow at noon, buck naked and with your ass lubed.”


CHAPTER 7:

When I got home I ran through a range of different emotions. I was ashamed of the way I had behaved and for letting a man treat me like a fuck puppet. I was excited by the kinky new thrill in my life. I was anxious to win Doug’s approval and terrified of how easily I lost control of everything once he started to take charge.

I don’t know how much my recent divorce played into things but I think I was definitely looking for some kind of relationship to fill the void and I wasn’t crazy about the idea of starting over from scratch, trying to meet some new woman, going through the whole dating process, and hoping that in the end things didn’t end as badly as they had done the last time. My relationship with Doug seemed so much more direct and simple and yet sexually it was already far more fulfilling than my married sex life had been.

Obviously I didn’t literally want to be tied up and left in a corner to be used at Doug’s convenience but I didn’t mind the thought of being used at all. Maybe the novelty would wear off but at the moment I was enjoying the challenge of trying to “prove” myself to Doug. I wanted his approval. I wanted his cock.

It felt very weird to walk out of my front door stark naked in broad daylight but I knew that was part of the test. I had thought about going into the backyard, climbing over the fence, and sneaking my way up to his front door using bushes for cover but I didn’t want Doug to think I was trying to circumvent his instructions. Nobody in the neighborhood except Doug knew who the hell I was anyway so it would be slightly less embarrassing to be seen.

Of course Doug left me standing at the door for the longest time before he finally opened it and let me in but actually the longer I stood out there the less uncomfortable I felt. So I was naked on some guy’s front porch, so what? It wasn’t like a bolt of lightning came down and struck me or something.

Once I was in the house Doug stuck a finger up my ass to verify that I was properly lubricated. I was honestly terrified of the thought of his giant prick being shoved in my anus but I was willing to face whatever he wanted me to do. To my relief he produced a modestly-sized butt plug and inserted that into my ass instead of his dick.

“You need to start training your ass, getting it ready so this will get you started. The rest is up to you because you never know when I might want to butt fuck you,” said Doug.

Again the simplicity and directness of things appealed to me. I had thought about broaching the subject of trying anal sex with Leslie a number of times but always chickened out. There was no way in the world I would ever have just told her to lube her ass and then stuck a butt plug in it with no warning and without her permission. This was all so easy. Doug would tell me what to do and I’d do it, and so far I always ended up enjoying it.

“Okay princess, head down, ass up,” Doug commanded.

I got on all fours on the floor in front of him and then lowered my upper half down. It wasn’t the most comfortable feeling resting my head on the floor but I sure loved the way it left my rear end so exposed and vulnerable.

“You know you have a fantastic pussy to go along with those amazing tits,” said Doug as he slowly fingered my gash.

“It just kind of came with the whole package,” I said.

“How does that plug feel?” asked Doug.

“It’s a little tight but I like feeling stuffed,” I said.

“Well you’re going to love being double stuffed when I put my big cock in that fantastic pussy of yours.”

“I can’t wait.”

Fortunately I didn’t have to wait for long because Doug got up behind me and kind of squatted down so that he was straddling my butt. It was a little tricky turning my head while it was resting on the floor but I could look back and see him looming over me. He looked so big and almost savage and I felt like a helpless little animal pinned down in some kind of a trap.

When he pushed his massive cock into me I felt both a cold tingle run down my spine and a feeling of warmth in my stomach. There wasn’t much between his dick and that butt plug and that really did make me feel truly stuffed, which I loved.

It was funny that the thought of sticking things in my body used to always have a pretty negative connotation. I didn’t like getting shots or giving blood and always tried to avoid any doctors who wanted to poke a finger up my ass. Now I was quite happy to feel large objects inserted into me, although I still was scared of doing anal with Doug and hoped that he’d give me lots of time to “train” my anus.

It still kind of blew me away that this was my neighbor Doug. I knew that he liked to date attractive women but I had no idea that he was into all this kinky domination stuff. Of course I was even more blown away by the fact that I was the one he was dominating. He just made me feel things that I never imagined I could feel. I absolutely loved being humped on the floor with a plug up my ass.

Doug certainly didn’t actually “own” me but in some ways he might as well have because I was so happy being his toy of the moment. I didn’t really want to think as much as I wanted to feel and being Doug’s obedient little cock sleeve felt like exactly what I needed at that moment in my life.

You would think that giving up control would feel restrictive but it actually felt kind of liberating to me. I liked the surprise of not knowing what Doug had in mind or what position he wanted me in or what act he wanted me to perform until he told me. I was always walking on eggshells around my wife when it came to sex because she had very definite ideas and I was scared to suggest anything that might take her out of her comfort zone.

I especially admired the confidence of a man like Doug who had the balls to be so straightforward about what he wanted and expected. I was the kind of guy who would feel like he had to beg for a blowjob and Doug was the kind of guy who would just tell you to get on your knees and start sucking. I’m sure he got shot down more than once using that technique which just made it all the more impressive that he still had the confidence to try it again.

I tried to lift my head a little at one point but Doug just pressed it back down on the floor and held it there. That was a pretty clear indication to me that I wasn’t there to get creative or to try and alter the script. Doug had put me in the position he wanted me to be in and I was going to stay there until he changed his mind.

I tended to whimper a lot when I was getting fucked which was just my natural reaction to what I was feeling. At some point words usually became too difficult to form and probably wouldn’t have made any sense anyway. I was just a bitch in heat surrendering my ass to the strongest male in the pack. If you don’t know what that feels like go get on your hands and knees and let somebody nail you from behind, with a dick, with a dildo, whatever. You’ll thank me for the tip later.

When Doug was ready to finish he pulled out and rolled me over on my back. Then he squatted down again, this time over my torso, and painted my tits and stomach with a big load of cum.

“You can go now,” said Doug casually once he had completed draining his balls on me.

So I went out the front door naked in broad daylight again, only this time I was covered with semen. In the naughty mood I was in I almost hoped that someone would see me, but the street was empty as I made the short walk home. Someone could have been looking out a window, the way I looked out my window at Doug working out on the patio, and that thought kind of excited me. I definitely had a little exhibitionist streak in me that I never had before but of course I never had this killer body before so it was a lot easier to take pride in my nakedness now.


CHAPTER 8:

I suppose I shouldn’t have been surprised that Brent was curious to know how my female experience was going, still I hadn’t quite prepared myself for that possibility. He obviously didn’t know anything about Doug or the kind of kinky shit I was into and assumed that I was trying to get back together with my lesbian wife by taking a gender changing pill. Since he was the only reason I even knew that those pills existed, and had hooked me up with the guy who had a supply of them, I felt kind of obligated to give him some kind of a status report when he asked for one.

Aside from any feeling of obligation I was also pretty anxious to have somebody to talk to about what I was experiencing. Doug was the only person who knew Debbie but he didn’t know that Debbie was really a man. Brent was the only person who knew that I was dabbling in gender changing but hadn’t met me as Debbie. I had actually thought about contacting Leslie, because I figured that the woman who left me for another woman wouldn’t be too judgmental about me becoming a woman and fucking a man, but I hadn’t taken that step yet.

As much as I hate to admit it there was also a part of me that sort of wanted to show off for Brent’s benefit. I knew I was attractive as a woman and I wasn’t beyond fishing for compliments. Doug sometimes praised my “fantastic pussy” or my “amazing tits” but sometimes I thought I looked really pretty and I wouldn’t have minded hearing someone say that I was.

So I agreed to meet Brent as Debbie at a local bar we both hung out at sometimes. He wouldn’t know me but I’d recognize him so he was just supposed to sit at the bar until I came over to him. I chose a public place because I was a little afraid that Brent might be tempted to confuse this casual get together with a booty call, especially once he heard about my wicked exploits with Doug.

I went to some extra effort to look really good and had my hair and nails done professionally. I even bought a new dress for the occasion, which was sexy but also more sophisticated than slutty. On the whole I was quite pleased with my appearance and I had a feeling that Brent would be impressed. I wasn’t mistaken.

“Shit, when you walked in the door I forgot all about us planning to meet here and just started planning how I was going to hit on that gorgeous babe without getting rejected too hard,” said Brent once I had taken my seat next to him and he had discovered that the “gorgeous babe” was actually his old buddy.

“It would have been interesting if you had hit on me,” I said with a smile. “I could have critiqued your technique.”

“Well if Leslie doesn’t take you back looking that hot then sign me up,” Brent joked.

“Actually I haven’t contacted Leslie as a woman yet and it wasn’t the real reason I wanted those pills,” I said as I then launched into a somewhat abbreviated version of my story.

I basically left out the whole dom/sub aspect of my relationship with Doug because it was embarrassing enough to admit that I found a man attractive and that I was having sex with him. I didn’t think Brent needed to know all of the sordid details of my depravity. Interestingly it was much easier to tell him my story while I was sitting there as a woman. On some level he knew he was talking to Henry Anderson but Debbie Denton was a pretty dazzling distraction.

“Well I hope you’re cool with all of this,” said Brent. “I feel kind of responsible for turning you on to those pills. I’d hate to think it was fucking up your life.”

“No, it’s quite the opposite,” I said. “I haven’t felt this happy in who knows how long.”

“You certainly seen very comfortable as a woman. I mean I’d never guess the truth. You just seem like a really hot chick,” said Brent.

“Thank you. It’s taken some work to get here but I think I\m improving a little each day.”

“Is it hard to walk in heels?” asked Brent.

“Oh, yeah. Takes practice. I’m still no expert at it,” I said with a laugh. “I go barefoot a lot or wear sandals at home.”

“And this Doug guy has no idea who you really are?”

“Not as far as I know. He thinks I’m just there house-sitting while Henry is away.”

“You’re not falling in love with him or anything, are you?”

That was a perfectly logical question that I hadn’t been prepared for at all. I obviously had feelings for the man that allowed me to humble myself completely for his pleasure but I had never thought of it in any sort of romantic terms. I didn’t even know if Doug liked me as a person or even if he thought of me as a person. Once he had discovered how willingly submissive I was he may have lost whatever respect he might have had for me. Whatever there was between us was very complicated but I was pretty sure it wasn’t love.

“No, it’s just a sex thing,” I said casually.

“Well if that’s the case how would you feel about going out with me sometime?” Brent asked.

“So you are hitting on me after all,” I teased. “Although I’m not sure the since you’re not in love with Doug why not go out with me approach is the strongest pickup line you could have come up with.”

“I was just being polite. I didn’t want to mess with your happiness if you’ve found Mr. Right,” Brent said with a grin.

“What you really mean is that since I’m in a casual sexual relationship with one guy you’re hoping that means I’m an easy lay.”

“Yeah, that might have crossed my mind too,” said Brent, grinning even wider.

“So you’d actually fuck me even though you know I’m really a man and someone who’s been your friend for a long time?” I asked skeptically.

“Well I honestly have a very hard time thinking of you as a man when you look like you do,” said Brent. “And when you walked in the door I started to get hard thinking about all the dirty things I’d like to do to you.”

“But you didn’t know that was me then,” I pointed out.

“Yeah, but I’m starting to get hard thinking about them again right now.”

“Oh, Jesus,” I said as I rolled my eyes.

“Well don’t tell me you wouldn’t be thinking the same things if the situation was reversed. You are one amazingly beautiful woman,” said Brent.

I guess that was what I really wanted to hear because for some reason I agreed to let him take me out to dinner. The funny thing was that Brent didn’t look any different than usual but I looked at him a little differently when I was female. He was actually pretty cute and I already knew that he had a decent body.

It was flattering that Brent found me so attractive and kind of amusing how easily aroused he was just by the cut of my dress basically. I didn’t do anything remotely seductive or flirtatious but he still claimed to be popping a boner just thinking about being with me.

Of course that could be more dangerous than amusing if he assumed that my agreeing to go out with him once was basically an invitation to get me in the sack. Brent might be able to block out my true male identity long enough to have sex with me as a girl but once I was back to being a man it would be pretty hard for either one of us to block out what we had done.

We were friends. We liked to hang out. The fact that I was female at the moment shouldn’t change the basic dynamic of our friendship. There was no reason we couldn’t just have dinner and a couple of drinks and call it a night.


CHAPTER 9:

“I don’t know if this is such a good idea Brent.”

“It seems like a great idea to me. Aren’t you having a good time?”

“Well, yeah, sure...but we’ve gone out together and had a good time on plenty of other occasions but none of them ended up with us kissing on your sofa.”

Dinner had been lovely and afterwards we had gone to a club and had a few drinks and even did a little dancing. I wasn’t drunk off my ass but I was nicely lubricated by the time Brent suggested that we have a nightcap at his place so I agreed. Well, actually I didn’t agree I just didn’t say no and followed him into his apartment.

He had fixed us another drink that neither one of us particularly needed or even wanted and before I knew it his lips were on mine and he was holding me tight in his arms. I felt good and kissing felt good and feeling his strong embrace felt good but I knew that nothing good could come from this going any further.

“Shit dude, do you just pounce on a girl on the first date?” I asked lightheartedly, trying to change the mood a little.

“If I think she wants to be pounced on,” he replied.

“And you think I want to be pounced on?”

“Yes I do. You’ve been sending off signals all night.”

“Really, like what?” I asked.

“Like the way you frequently touched my hand when we were talking. And the way you looked at me when we were dancing. And the fact that you agreed to come back to my place when you obviously weren’t really interested in a nightcap.”

“Anything else?” I said a little defiantly.

“Yeah...the way you responded when I kissed you. If you weren’t into it you would have slapped my face or stormed out or something, you wouldn’t have put your tongue in my mouth.”

“Well you put your tongue in my mouth first,” I protested weakly.

“That’s right I did and you liked it and I’m going to do it again and you’re going to like it even more.”

The one thing I had not considered at all when agreeing to go out with Brent was that he might play the alpha male card on me. He was just Brent. Good old Brent. My buddy. My pal. I never thought of him as some kind of ladies’ man and certainly not the kind of guy who would just take a woman in his arms and kiss her and then tell her that she was going to enjoy it even more when he kissed her again. Frankly that kind of talk made me swoon.

Soon we were kissing again and I did like it even more because it lasted longer and we let our tongues entwine even more. I had let a man stick a butt plug up my ass but I had never been on a date with a man before and I could definitely see the appeal of such a thing. It had been fun being Brent’s date. Even more fun than it would have been under normal circumstances because there was an added layer of sexual tension and a lot of flirting and complimenting each other and when we danced I probably did make a lot of deep eye contact.

Brent was actually a very good kisser. He didn’t just kiss my lips he kissed my neck and nibbled on my ear and cupped my breasts in his hand. I had worn a backless dress with no bra and I felt the top of my dress being pulled down and my boobs suddenly tumbling out.

“My God, woman, those are perfect breasts,” Brent commented as he began to squeeze and rub my bosom.

I won’t lie, I fucking loved my tits and I loved showing them off and I especially loved having them played with. If Brent had just asked me to flash my boobs for him with no other intimate contact I probably would have. Now they were in his hands and my nipples between his teeth. He sucked on each nipple for a very long time while I purred and stroked his hair gently. I didn’t have much experience with making out or foreplay but I was learning to enjoy it quite quickly.

After a while Brent got on the floor and reached up under my dress to pull off my panties. Then he pushed my legs up and told me to wrap my arms around them before he pulled up the bottom of my dress and buried his face in my muff.

It was kind of nice to be the one receiving oral attention for a change and I loved the way Brent had just made it happen and told me what to do. I certain understood Leslie’s fondness for having a strong take charge lover because I felt exactly the same way and I knew that I could never have been that man because it just wasn’t in my nature.

I was really enjoying all the attention I was getting. I certainly got my share of orgasms with Doug but I was there for his pleasure first. Tonight I had been kissed and caressed all over and my dress was scrunched up around my waist like a belt, exposing my breasts, and my panties were on the floor somewhere and Brent hadn’t even unbuttoned his shirt yet.

Brent did such a good job of licking my pussy that I creamed in his mouth and it suddenly made me think of the first time I got Leslie off with my tongue. I felt so pleased and proud that I had satisfied her like that and I assumed that things would always be that good but it was not to be. All the same I wanted to praise Brent for his excellent oral skills.

“Baby, you really know what you’re doing down there. That was awesome!” I said with genuine enthusiasm.

“Well I hope you like orgasms because I plan to give you a bunch tonight,” he replied with a grin before licking a little of my cum from his lips.

With that he pulled my dress the rest of the way off of me and then literally carried me into the bedroom. Once he had placed me on the bed I kicked off my heels as he hurriedly undressed.

“Oh Brent...you have a beautiful cock!” I blurted out when I finally saw his erect member.

“Take a good look at it while you can because it’s going to be inside you soon,” he joked as he hopped on the bed and took me in his arms.

He really did have a beautiful cock. Maybe not as big as Doug’s, but I think you’d have to be an elephant or something to accomplish that, but it’s shape and size and texture was just the way I liked it.

Now that we were both naked our hands and our lips and our tongues were given free rein to roam and explore each other’s bodies. I was no stranger to sex by that point but this was a new kind of a sex, or perhaps I should say a more familiar kind of sex to me except that I had never known it as a woman before.

Brent just seemed so much more masculine and manly than I had ever thought of him but as two male buddies I guess you usually don’t want to think of your pal in those terms, especially if your own grasp on masculinity was a bit fragile.

In the middle of all the kissing and caressing I barely noticed that Brent had gotten on top of me and spread my legs open but I definitely noticed when he started to slide his cock into my pussy. It seemed so “vanilla” to be on my back like that in such a traditional position after all the kinky shit I was used to but it was a yummy kind of vanilla that seemed to really hit the spot at the moment.

“Do you really think we should be doing this?” I asked in one last feeble attempt at bringing common sense into the equation.

“Baby this is exactly what we should be doing,” he replied.

I’m afraid I had to agree.


CHAPTER 10:

It had been kind of strange fucking my neighbor because I only knew him before in that capacity and he didn’t know who I really was but it was even more of a mind bender to be fucking Brent. I thought I knew him so well but I didn’t know him at all as a lover and crossing that bridge can make a huge difference in a relationship. I felt so soft and vulnerable and ready to yield to his masculine power. I had officially now lost the dick judging contest to him but I felt like that made me the real winner because I got to enjoy having his dick inside me.

It’s funny that a couple of times I got kind of jealous when Brent and Leslie seemed to be getting a little too friendly and flirtatious. I wanted my friends and my wife to get along I just didn’t want them to get along too well. Looking back now it was probably all pretty innocent. Leslie was an attractive woman who naturally drew men towards her but the fact that she was a closeted lesbian and the fact that Brent had checked to see if he was messing with my relationship with Doug pretty much assured me that nothing had likely happened.

I did wonder how this might change things with Doug. He had been the only man I had been with and I had been working towards earning the title of his bitch, whatever that actually meant. Could a girl be someone’s bitch and someone else’s lover at the same time? This was tricky new stuff to contemplate.

After Brent had cum inside me I sort of assumed that we would call it a night and I’d go home but he wasn’t planning on letting me go anywhere.

“Have you got a date with Doug or something?” Brent teased.

“No it’s just that...well...I’ve never spent the night with a man before,” I replied.

“Never?”

“Not so far. But you’ve got to remember that we live right next door to each other so sex is pretty convenient,” I said.

“Yeah, I’m not crazy about that,” said Brent.

“Are you jealous already?”

“Fuck yeah. I don’t want to share you with someone else. Especially someone who’s got such easy access to you.”

“Well this is just a first date,” I reminded him, “and you know it can’t really go anywhere since I’m not actually a woman so I don’t see any point in getting all worked up about it.”

“You are whatever you want to be honey. I mean what’s stopping you? You said you haven’t changed back once since you took that first pill so you must like being female,” Brent pointed out logically.

“Sure, but there’s a difference between having some fun and making a huge life changing decision,” I said.

“True, but at this point I find it a little hard to believe that you could just give this all up and suddenly become this heterosexual male again. I don’t think you’d be so into being a girl if it didn’t feel right to you,” said Brent. “And all I can say is that you’ve got my total support if you ever decide to make that decision.”

I won’t deny that the thought of staying female had crossed my mind a few times. Usually when I was really horny and thinking about how good it was to have a big hard cock inside me but sometimes I felt that way just doing normal life stuff. When I was getting my nails done, for example, I loved the feeling of feminine bonding. It was like the old barbershop my dad used to go to where everything was so manly. Guys told dirty jokes and there was always boxing or football or something on the TV. It was a real “man cave” environment that seemed to hearken back to another time. The nail salon was like the female version of that and for some reason I felt far more at home there than I had ever felt in that barbershop.

I had been kind of hoping that Brent just wanted to stick his dick in me once, the way most men wanted to stick their dick in every pretty woman they met, but then having done so he would be satisfied and ready to move on to newer pussy. Now it looked like Brent wasn’t thinking of this as a one-and-done situation and actually had some crazy idea about us dating like a normal couple. It was kind of my worst fear coming true but being all snug and cozy in his arms after some really great sex the idea didn’t seem as crazy as it was.

Since Brent had given me some excellent cunnilingus I decided to reciprocate with some first rate fellatio as soon as he was hard again. I had a feeling that he would probably be a little impressed by both my skill and my enthusiasm, especially when I swallowed his load.

“I’m sorry honey but no straight man should know how to suck cock that well,” he said after I had treated him to a very lovely BJ.

“Okay, so let’s say that I’m not a straight man I’m a gay man. Would you still want me to suck your cock?” I asked. “I mean if you closed your eyes you’d be getting the same blowjob you just enjoyed.”

“I don’t think I need to answer that question because I don’t think you have any interest in being a man again, straight, gay or bi-sexual,” said Brent. “If I’m wrong and you go back to being male and you still want to suck my dick we can revisit the question at that time. But why the hell would you want to go back baby? You make an amazing woman.”


CHAPTER 11:

Spending the night with Brent was wonderful. All the sweet kisses and the cuddling in between really hot and heavy sex made for a very balanced diet of pleasure. We were friends, we liked each other, only in this configuration we could enjoy each other’s company even more. It actually made good sense for one of us to have a pussy and one of us to have a cock. They complimented each other so well. It just happened that I was the one who had the pussy now and since Brent’s cock was bigger than mine, and he was better at using it, it looked like we had stumbled into the right configuration.

When I got home I was kind of conflicted. I was worried that Doug would have noticed that I was gone all night and possibly have been pissed off about that, even though I had every right to be wherever I wanted to be. I also felt kind of like I had just cheated on Doug, although that was ridiculous too because there was absolutely no kind of commitment between us.

I also thought a lot about what had happened with Brent and that confused and conflicted me even more. In a strange sort of way being totally emasculated by Brent got me off even more than being emasculated by Doug did, I suppose because Doug didn’t know he was emasculating me and Brent did. As a man the thought of being viewed as “less manly” than your buddies was a pretty embarrassing thing to contemplate but now it literally made me wet knowing that Brent knew the truth about me. I also guessed that Brent probably got a pretty nice ego boost out of knowing that I was such a sissy at heart that I couldn’t resist his big cock or his manly charms.

It was all so weird to me because in most respects I didn’t feel all that different being a woman. I didn’t suddenly forget how to do my job or lose confidence in myself. I was a capable, competent, intelligent individual no matter what body I was in but when it came to sex I was so happy to yield to a strong man’s dominance and control.

It seems kind of silly to imply that only aggressive guys with big dicks could be thought of as “real” men but I suppose because I envied that quality so much and saw it lacking in me that I felt a strong desire to please men who embodied those qualities and to humble myself, if you will, by embracing my instinctive feminine traits.

I wondered what Brent would think if he knew all the things I did with Doug. Would he be turned off and find me disgusting or would it make him want me even more? Maybe he’d try to make me his bitch. That was kind of a funny idea, having two men vying for my bitch-hood, especially since I still didn’t even know exactly what that meant.

If it meant exclusive access to my pussy I probably wasn’t all that interested in the title. When Doug was the only man I had fucked, and the only man I planned on ever fucking, there was no reason not to let him own my snatch. Now that I had branched out and sampled other cock it seemed foolish to limit my options so soon, since I hadn’t had a whole lifetime of being female to play around and taste different flavors.

I also decided if I wasn’t going to be strong I should probably be smart and use whatever weapons I had at my disposal. For one thing I understood the male brain and how it worked, and how the desire for pussy can make any man into a complete fool. I also understood that offering my pussy so freely might seem like I was giving up one of my best weapons but I knew that once a man had sampled quality tail he would often do almost anything to hold onto it. And if all else failed one could always cry.

Thinking along those lines I decided not to let Doug have the opportunity to grill me over where I had been or who I had been with. I took off all my clothes, inserted the butt plug into my ass, and once again strolled over to his house in broad daylight. Doug looked kind of surprised to see me but he let me in without hesitation.

Once inside I walked into the middle of the living room and got on all fours. Then I reached behind and pulled out the butt plug. Then I just waited to see what Doug would do. Not surprisingly I heard the sound of his belt being unfastened and his zipper going down and a few moments later his hands were on my hips and the tip of his dick was pressed up against the opening of my anus. I would love to have had more time to stretch my hole out but I figured there was no way he was going to pass up the opportunity to ass fuck me and that it would be a pretty good distraction. He might even see it as an act of contrition and forgive me for whatever he might have thought I had done.

“I don’t remember telling you to come over today,” said Doug.

I remained silent and got “punished” by a pretty hard spanking. It was the first time I got a little scared because it hurt more than his usual playful slaps but I had expected to receive some pain when I came over here so I just sucked it up and tried to remain calm.

“So you think you can just waltz over here anytime that you want and show me your ass and expect me to put my cock in it?” asked Doug.

“Yes please,” I replied.

Doug was trying to be all serious but my response made him laugh in spite of himself.

“You little minx, I hope you know what you’re asking for,” said Doug as he started to push his dick into my asshole.

I was lubed and I had worn that butt plug religiously but nothing had totally prepared me for the feeling of his huge cock violating my little hole. The tears that had built up during my spanking kind of bubbled over and ran down my cheeks now but after a while I started to feel more comfortable having his dick up my butt and my tears turned to moans of pleasure.

Now I don’t mean to make it sound like I suddenly turned into some kind of a feminist, or even a scheming femme fatale, since I was still a submissive little slut who liked being dominated by men with big dicks, but I did feel like I needed to make decisions and have some control over my life if I was actually thinking about remaining female for some length of time. Sleeping with Brent had kind of upped the stakes a little because he was someone I really cared about and feelings could get hurt quite easily if I didn’t exercise good judgment.

I really wanted male approval and validation as a woman and at that time the only way I could think of getting that was by being the perfect fuck toy. So far that seemed to be working pretty well for me because I enjoyed it, I felt that I was pretty good at it, and men seemed to appreciate it.

“Tell me if it’s too much and you want me to stop,” said Doug rather kindly.

“I want you to stop once you’ve busted a nut in my asshole,” I almost hissed back.

Doug just laughed, spanked me again a few times, and grabbed my hair, jerking my head back.

“You’re such a dirty little bitch,” Doug chuckled as he continued to pound my anus.

Now your ass isn’t just a spare pussy and it doesn’t have the natural flexible or lubricating qualities of a cunt but it does have a certain sensitivity and can provide sexual pleasure when penetrated. Maybe I could have cum from anal stimulation alone but I wasn’t taking any chances so I balanced myself on one arm and back between my legs to finger my clit and in no time at all I was having an incredible orgasm.

I don’t know whether that inspired Doug or whether it was purely coincidental but right around that time he began to ejaculate and put so much cum in me that I felt it seeping out of my ass.

Once he pulled out he dismissed me with a warning not to assume that he would want to fuck me whenever I felt like it and to wait until he made the decision but the subject of my whereabouts of the previous night never came up and I figured there was no way he would really turn me down, especially if I presented my ass to him again.

I tried to stroll home very casually but I think I was walking kind of funny from the anal pounding I had just gotten. Even so I felt like I was figuring this woman thing out a little more all the time and the eventually I might be a powerful force to be reckoned with.


CHAPTER 12:

“So what does being someone’s bitch mean to you?” I asked Brent as we cuddled in bed on our second date which had of course led to our second round of fucking.

“Shit, I don’t know,” Brent replied. “I think it’s just something guys say sometimes.”

“Have you ever said that to a girl?”

“I think I’ll plead the Fifth on that one.”

“That’s cool, man, it’s just that having never been a bitch before I never gave that concept much thought,” I explained.

“Hey, you’re not a bitch,” Brent protested.

“Don’t get all mushy on me now. You know we used to call chicks bitches all the time,” I said. “I’m not a bitchy woman who complains about things but I’m definitely a horny little bitch.”

“I guess that’s one of the dangers of dating someone who used to be your male buddy. I’ve probably said a lot of things in front of you that I wouldn’t have said in front of a woman,” said Brent.

“I was right there with you man, you’ve got nothing to worry about,” I assured him. “I understand that you’re going to want to treat the female version of me a little differently but I like you fine the way you are. So if you told a girl that you were going to make her your bitch what would you mean by that exactly?”

“I guess it sort of means fucking someone into submission. Being so powerful and dominant that a woman will do pretty much whatever you want them to do,” said Brent.

“And is that something you’d want from a woman?”

“You know I can’t help but feel that you’re trying to trap me into saying something that can be used against me,” Brent said a little nervously.

“Quite the opposite, really. I’m very turned on by strong aggressive men who know what they want,” I said.

“Okay...so are you saying that you want me to make you my bitch?” Brent asked cautiously.

“That’s the thing, I’m not sure whether I want to be anybody’s bitch or everybody’s bitch or whatever. I’m just trying to figure this female thing out as I go and I don’t want to give the wrong impression or get myself into some situation that’s difficult to get out of. I’m really just a babe in the woods here. I just recently discovered that I liked being a girl and that I liked cock. Most women my age have had a lifetime of experiences and advice and role models that shape what kind of a woman they are. When I took that pill and started fucking my neighbor I didn’t care about any of that. I figured that after a few days, or maybe a week at the most I’d have seen enough and be anxious to turn back into a man but things have turned out so differently and I’m not even sure that I ever want to turn back into a man but I’m not completely sure what kind of a woman I want to be either,” I said.

“For what it’s worth I don’t think you need to worry about that too much right now. People change. Just look at your own life. Your wife became a lesbian and you became a girl. I don’t think anybody saw any of that coming. And maybe it’s a good thing that you don’t have all that prior experience. Maybe that would have just been a bunch of baggage that would have fucked you up. I’ve met a number of confused and messed up women who try to spend their whole life living up to someone else’s expectations. You’re free, baby, to paint whatever picture you want, but you can always scrap it and start over if it doesn’t turn out quite right,” said Brent.

I was really kind of blown away by Brent’s wisdom and the completely sound advice he had just given me. I couldn’t help but throw my arms around his neck and kiss him passionately.

“You really are pretty wonderful, aren’t you?” I said.

“Hey, I’m just trying to be supportive. I want whatever makes you happy. I was your friend before I was your lover so it’s not like I stopped caring about you once I had my dick inside you. If anything that just makes me care about you even more.”

It seemed to me that Brent had hit the nail on the head. There were obviously things about being a man that I never felt comfortable with but I felt compelled to try and live up to people’s expectations of what a man was supposed to be. When I failed at living up to those expectations it hurt me pretty deeply. And as Brent pointed out a lot of women felt enormous pressure to live up to somebody else’s ideal so it would be crazy of me to simply trade one set of unrealistic expectations for another.

Maybe I just had to live and learn a bit. Maybe I wasn’t really meant to be any special “type” of woman. Having lived my whole life as a man up until now I had a whole array of different tools in my kit than the “average” woman. Whether that would help me or hinder me in the long run was hard to say but it was what it was and there was nothing I could do about that. I couldn’t just go back and live my whole life over as a girl but I could live the rest of it as one if that’s what I chose to do so experience going forward would probably be my best teacher.

“So did you ever fuck Leslie?” I suddenly asked, completely switching the subject.

“No, why would you ask that?” Brent replied.

“Just curious. It doesn’t matter now but I sometimes wondered. Did you want to fuck her?”

“Leslie is a very attractive woman. I’m sure that under different circumstances I would have been very interested in fucking her, but she was your wife and as it turns out she was secretly a lesbian so even if I had wanted to fuck her I don’t think anything would have happened,” Brent explained. “Now let me ask you a question. Have you really not turned back into a man since you first took that pill?”

“No, I haven’t,” I replied.

“Have you had your first period yet?”

“What?”

“You know, tampons and all that shit.”

“Fuck no...am I supposed to?”

“Well...yeah...it could happen if you stay female long enough without turning back in between,” said Brent.

“You mean I could get pregnant?” I stammered.

“Uh...yeah.”

“Why didn’t you tell me that before?”

“I didn’t think it was going to be an issue,” Brent protested. “I thought you were taking the pill to try and win back your lesbian wife. It never crossed my mind that you’d be having sex with men or staying female the whole time.”

“If you knocked me up dude I’m going to be pissed!”

“Let’s not jump to any conclusions here...but you might want to see a gynecologist and get some birth control going on,” Brent recommended.

That was a hard dose of reality slapping me in the face. It made sense that if the pill made me a woman then my body would function just like any other woman’s. I had never planned to stay female this long without interruption but time flies when you’re getting fucked. And when you’re getting fucked by virile men who pump huge loads of semen into your snatch there’s always a chance that you could wind up pregnant.

“Well now that you’ve brought that up we better stick to blowjobs until I know what’s what,” said.

“That probably is best,” said Brent trying to sound a little disappointed.

“I’m sure you’re heartbroken over that,” I said with a chuckle as I started to stroke his dick. “I’d rather have your cum in my stomach than a baby.”


CHAPTER 13:

Things got really real after that for me. I realized that I was walking around with this awesome baby making machinery inside me without really knowing much of anything about how all the stuff worked.

Leslie and I had talked about having a child but we had never actively attempted to do it so I didn’t have the experience of dealing with a woman’s ovulation and fertility cycles and whatnot. I’m sure I learned about that in school but being a man I probably didn’t pay that much attention. I knew that my job as a potential father would be to ejaculate, and I had that down already, so I figured my wife would know all the best times to conceive and what positions to use and so on.

At the moment I was scared. I definitely didn’t want to get pregnant now, especially when I didn’t even know who the father would be. It seemed like the appropriate punishment for my slutty ways.

Of course I could have just taken a pill immediately, turned back into a man, and then taken another pill and started the clock all over again but for some reason I kind of wanted to experience my first period, and not just to prove that I wasn’t pregnant. If I had any serious intention to remain female for life it was something I was going to have to deal with on a regular basis and I kind of wanted to know what that was like.

In the meantime I started researching the female anatomy, and for once that didn’t mean just looking at pictures of pussy on porn sites. The female body was an amazingly complex creation and there were all kind of things to think about in maintaining it properly that went far beyond just using birth control.

Being married for several years I was certainly aware of female health issues, and it was hard not to notice all the feminine hygiene products in our bathroom cabinets, but I wasn’t really looking to sit down and have an in-depth discussion about yeast infections.

I suppose I partly hoped that all of this would make becoming a woman seem too unappealing and too much of a hassle and I would just drop the whole idea and become male again but it seemed to do the opposite. Buying tampons for the first time seemed lite a rite of passage that was just coming to me later than it did for most women. Even the thought of pregnancy, though I didn’t want it to happen right then, seemed like a pretty wonderful gift. I had always figured that I’d be a father someday but the thought of being a mother really appealed to me on a very deep level.

For the first time since I started my female adventure I thought about the concept of getting married again, but getting married to a man this time around. I had liked being married and felt quite comfortable in that sort of domestic arrangement and I could see myself tying the knot again under the right circumstances. I even thought about what it might be like be married to Brent. That seemed so bizarre and yet we were actively dating and the idea of starting a family with him didn’t seem as far-fetched as it once did considering the fact that I might have been carrying his child at that very moment.

As it turned out I had my period, which was somewhat of a relief to say the least, and while I would never suggest that it was a pleasant or enjoyable thing to deal with I felt I could handle it as part of my womanly responsibilities.

I did go to see a gynecologist, who was actually the same doctor my ex-wife went to, so I used her as a reference. It was kind of weird knowing that my wife had been in this very office many times before and gone through the same kind of examinations I was going through. Apparently I was a very healthy young woman who was quite capable of having children, which was kind of exciting but not something I had ever expected to hear having been a man all of my life.

So once again my pussy was open for deposits but I was getting a little concerned about Henry’s prolonged absence. When I started out I figured I’d probably last a day or two and then come to my senses and want my dick back. I never imagined that more than a month would go by and I’d still be a girl. Now a month isn’t terribly long to live as a different gender if you’re seriously considering switching teams but it is kind of a long time for a homeowner to be away from home at an undisclosed location with a very vague and nebulous excuse for being away. Doug hadn’t seemed suspicious at all or questioned me much about Henry but since Brent was the only person who knew the truth about what I was doing it was quite possible that my other friends and family might start to wonder why they hadn’t seen me in so long.

The divorce just complicated it because someone might jump to the conclusion that I was suicidal or something and send the cops for a welfare check. I’d be in a very difficult position to explain what was going on. The fact that I had continued to do my job as Henry on the computer and sent occasional text messages to people just to keep anyone from worrying too much didn’t really align with my story that Henry was in some far away place getting his shit together.

It seemed like I was going to have to make some kind of decision. If I just brought Henry back then Doug would know that the party was over and would just find some other bitches to play with. He might have wanted Debbie to keep in touch after she had moved out but I kind of doubted that it was that big of a deal for him. Without the convenience of having me right next door available for his pleasure there wasn’t anything about me that he hadn’t been getting already.

Of course I had no desire to give up being Debbie and would still want to date Brent but that would be complicated by having Henry at home because it would be very hard to get in and out of the house as Debbie without Doug seeing me, which would be pretty hard to explain if I wasn’t house-sitting anymore.

I could go to Brent’s apartment and take the pill there and change into whatever clothes I brought along, or just be naked if we were going to hop straight in bed without going out first, but I wasn’t crazy about the idea of seeing Brent when I was a man and then a few minutes later sucking his dick as a woman. It just seemed better to keep those two identities as separate as possible.

The other option was to come clean with Doug and tell him the truth about who I really was. He might be pissed, or he might be indifferent, or he might even get off on the idea of the emasculated male who gave up his cock and balls because he wanted Doug to fuck him. That seemed like it was probably the way to go because as long as Doug didn’t kill me or beat me too severely I could continue living as Debbie whether Doug still wanted me or not.

I was trying to think of the best way to break it to Doug when he suddenly called me out of the blue and told me to get over to his house...naked of course. I was certainly used to that by now so it didn’t bother me in the slightest to just take off all my clothes and stroll next door.

When Doug let me in I was surprised to see that he was not alone. There was another guy sitting on the couch drinking a beer. Now being naked in front of Doug was no big thing but it caught me off guard to be so exposed to some total stranger.

“This is my buddy Ted,” said Doug, indicating the guy on the couch. “I told him about the crazy slut who lived next door and I think he thinks I’m just bragging. Be a good girl and go suck his cock.”

This was a surprising turn of events that I hadn’t anticipated but it was just the sort of surprise that I liked to have sprung on me by a dominant male. Ted looked any day as jacked as Doug and I had no doubt that I would find a nice specimen of manhood in his pants. I was also kind of pleased that Doug was talking me up to his friend but I also I knew that meant I had to do a good job in order to make Doug look good. Now was obviously not the time to tell Doug that I was a really a man but it certainly might make him less likely to be pissed at me if I showed my total eagerness and obedience so I quickly got on my knees between Ted’s legs and pulled his cock out of his trousers.


CHAPTER 14:

Ted’s prick was just about what I imagined it would be. Big, thick, and bulging...just the way I liked it. I did a lot of licking first to get him nice and hard and sucked on his balls too. Ted put a hand on my head but he wasn’t forcing anything yet. I think it was just kind of a natural reaction or maybe a reminder that he could always jam his big dick down my throat if he thought I wasn’t doing a good enough job.

“Well you’ve certainly got this bitch well trained, I’ll give you that,” said Ted.

“I told you she’s a sweet piece of ass my friend,” said Doug.

I was getting pretty turned on by this new scenario and wondered whether they were both planning on fucking me at the same time. Double penetration seemed very exciting to me, especially since I wasn’t scared of anal anymore. If one hot guy with a big cock was great I couldn’t even think of the word to describe how two might be.

“That’s it bitch...suck it...suck it good,” said Ted as I took more of his length into my mouth and he put a little more pressure on my head.

I thought about how horrified Leslie would have been to hear some guy say that to her but then I kind of wondered if that was true. I would never have said it but Leslie and I both liked bottoming to strong partners so maybe she would have been as wet as I was if she had a guy like Ted jamming his prick down her throat. That was a weird thought but kind of sexy too. I’d actually kind of like to see Leslie getting manhandled by some alpha stud. It would be even more fun to be doing the same thing right next to her but she was out as a lesbian now and probably not all that interested in men no matter how aggressive or studly they were.

I was sure interested in men. Hopelessly obsessed was probably a better way of putting it.  When I felt Doug grabbing my hips and pulling my legs up I got that familiar tingle down my spine because I knew he was about to enter me.

Being on my feet and bent over at the waist I had to adjust myself a little to continue blowing Ted but I really didn’t skip a beat and managed to continue servicing his dick even while being repositioned.

Doug didn’t waste any time and got his cock in my pussy right away. I felt like such a dirty whore doing my first DP and that was a great thing to feel.

“She just does whatever you want, doesn’t she?” said Ted.

“Damn right,” Doug replied. “And she’s a total freak. I don’t know if ten guys would be enough for her.”

I tried to do some quick calculating in my head to figure out how I would actually take care of ten men but it seemed to me that the only practical way would be to work some kind of a rotation or have two shifts of five men each. If I was in the right position I could have a dick in each hand and one in each hole but that would leave half the crew hanging while they waited for their turn. It was funny that I was thinking more about how to keep all of the guys happy rather than thinking about ten horny men assaulting my body at the same time.

My driver’s license still said I was a man but I sure didn’t feel like one with a dick in my cunt and another in my mouth and my tits swaying below me as I got pounded from behind. My tits...I hadn’t thought about that when trying to figure out to handle a big gang bang. Maybe my boobs could provide some entertainment if they were reachable.

“You good there man or do you want to switch it up?” Doug asked Ted after we had been grinding away for a while.

“I wouldn’t mind giving her ass a good reaming,” said Ted rather casually.

“You got it bro,” said Doug.

We repositioned so that Doug was now sitting on the couch where Ted had been and I was on top of him with my legs kind of sticking out in midair behind me and his prick was sticking deep in my wet gash. Ted got behind me and shoved his big dick up my ass. I had been pussy fucked while a butt plug was inside me but once again the real thing was a bit different. For one thing both cocks were in motion jabbing at me at the same time and I was kind of pinned in place, although I tried to move my butt to meet their thrusts as much as I could.

“Yes...yes...yes...oh fuck yes...yes...yes…” I started chanting.

“I think the bitch likes it,” said Ted with a chuckle.

“Do you like it baby?” asked Doug. “Do you like having two big cocks in you at once?”

“Oh God...no...I love it!” I cried out which brought a laugh for both of the men.

“What did I tell you? Crazy little whore,” said Doug as they both began to fuck me harder.

Was I a crazy little whore? Well obviously not literally since no one was paying me for this but getting cash in addition to this railing would have just been the icing on the cake. I liked to think that I fucked like a whore, assuming that whores were good at sex being professionals and all. I certainly liked to think that I at least fucked like a porn star. Realistically isn’t that what men want? Aren’t their erotic fantasies fueled by girls like me who will happily let them use me as they please?

I had been pretty shy and reserved as a man and I didn’t have any confidence at all in my ability to please a woman. Now I attacked sex with a reckless abandon. Give me what you’ve got. Make me cream and scream. Fill my holes with cum or glaze my body with a nice coat of jizz. I wanted to be that girl that every man dreamed of fucking at least once in their life but probably never would.

Realistically what did I care if this Ted guy respected me or thought of me as a dumb cock sleeve? Or even Doug for that matter? It’s not like I was going to marry either one of them. They got to enjoy their ego trip and I got to enjoy the sensory overload of having so much penis so deep inside me.

Now with Brent it was a little different. I wouldn’t mind him dominating me but I certainly wouldn’t want him to think less of me as a person for doing so. I wondered what Brent would think if he could see me at that moment. Would he be jealous and protective and want to keep me from doing things like that again or would he just be disgusted and dismiss me as a cheap strumpet? Maybe he’d be turned on and want to stick his dick in my mouth, which was still available if one could get in the right position.

I did worry a bit about double standards. If either Brent or I, as a man, had ever been in a three-way doing something to a girl like Doug and Ted were doing to me we probably would have bragged about it for years. It was porno fantasy stuff for two guys to double-team a girl and would most likely live forever in their memory as one of the great moments of their lives. But it was quite likely that the girl in that scenario would be slut shamed and ridiculed. Guys were given a lot more leeway to do dirty stuff and not be judged for it. I knew this, and it didn’t seem fair, but I wasn’t going to let it stop me from having a good time.

I don’t know how it worked out that way but both Doug and Ted were close to finishing at the same time so they had me get on my knees while they jacked off all over my face. I had my mouth open but I don’t think they were really aiming for that and just wanted to give me a big sticky facial. They did both take turns grabbing my head and shoving their cocks into my mouth a few times after they had popped but I didn’t really get to taste their cum as much as I would have liked.

“Okay slut grab us a couple of beers and then you can go,” said Doug.

I went into the kitchen and fetched two cans of beer which I brought back to the guys who were kind of cooling off in the living room. After I handed Doug his beer he grabbed my hand and stopped me from going for the moment.

“You were a good girl today,” said Doug as he gave my hand a little squeeze before letting it go and allowing me to depart.

Maybe it was patronizing and maybe it made me seem more like an animal than a person but I knew that he was pleased and was thanking me for making him look good in front of his buddy. Hopefully he’d remember that when I eventually told him that I was his neighbor Henry Anderson.


CHAPTER 15:

“Henry? Ah...I mean Debbie?” said Leslie as she approached the table I had told her to expect to find me at.

“Yeah, it’s me,” I replied a little nervously.

I had reached out to my ex-wife because...well I’m not even sure why I did it...but I didn’t have any female friends and I felt like she should know what I was doing. If nothing else it would hopefully take away any feelings of guilt she might have about leaving me since it was obvious now that it could have just as easily been me leaving her for a man.

“My God, look at you. You’re a total knockout!” said Leslie warmly as we hugged.

I’m not going to relate out whole conversation in detail because a lot of it was just catching up on things and me explaining my journey into womanhood, which you have already heard by this point so I’ll just kind of skip ahead a little.

“You didn’t do this because of me leaving you I hope,” said Leslie after I had given her a pretty complete recap of my recent exploits.

“No, not at all,” I assured her. “Your leaving just gave me the opportunity to explore the strange new feelings I was having.”

“It’s kind of funny that you were becoming attracted to men when I was becoming attracted to women,” said Leslie.

“I know, what are the odds of that right?” I said with a chuckle.

“So I have to ask...are you seeing anyone?”

“Well...a couple of guys actually,” I replied.

“Anyone I know?” Leslie inquired.

“You know both of them,” I said. “One is our neighbor Doug and the other is my friend Brent.”

“So you like the muscular type I take it,” said Leslie with a sly little grin.

“Yeah that seems to be the case,” I admitted a little sheepishly.

“Well good for you girl. You should go for it!”

“You know it’s kind of weird hearing you telling me to go for other men.”

“Well it’s pretty weird for me to sit here talking to you when you’re a woman.”

“I certainly didn’t mean to freak you out or make you uncomfortable. I just don’t have any female friends and I was kind of hoping that maybe we could sort of be friends or something. I mean our marriage didn’t end because we didn’t get along we just both went a different direction in our sex lives,” I said.

“Of course we can be friends. Although I think my girlfriend might be a little jealous when she sees how hot my ex is,” said Leslie with a laugh.

“Believe me I’m all about the dick now so I’m not threat at all.”

“I think it’s great what you’re doing honey, really I do. I just want you to be happy and this seems to be making you happy.”

“Me too, I mean I want you to be happy. We had some great times together and I’ll always cherish those,” I said, squeezing her hand across the table.

“So is this an official permanent thing?” asked Leslie.

“Not yet, but it sure feels like I’m heading that way. I’ve only been female for a little more than a month but it already feels so natural to me. Of course I’ve still got a lot to learn and maybe you can help me with that sometimes.”

“Absolutely. Don’t hesitate to call me if you need advice or want to go shopping or something or whatever. I still love you but now maybe I can love you more like a sister,” Leslie suggested.

It was great to talk to Leslie and great to have someone else know my secret and be supportive of it. I never stopped loving her as a person and hated the thought that we’d never see each other again or only communicate over legal things or something. There was no reason why we couldn’t be pals. I mean you obviously get pretty close to someone you’re married to. If it’s a good marriage, outside of the bedroom, and you take sex out of the equation there was really no reason why we couldn’t still be close.

I knew most of Leslie’s female friends, as she knew my male ones, and most of them seemed like a pretty nice group of gals that I wouldn’t mind hanging with if they could accept me in my new identity. I loved the idea of having someone to share a little girl talk with and to learn from.

After talking to Leslie I felt more certain than ever that my future was as a woman but I still worried that I was making a huge decision with too little experience under my belt. (Or garter belt at any rate.)

I still felt like I had to tell Doug so I thought of the safest way I could do it. I simply got naked and waited until he was on his patio lifting weights then I came over to the fence and called to him. He probably assumed that I was going to beg him to fuck me, which actually sounded like a pretty good idea and tempted me to switch subjects but I stuck to my guns and let it all rip.

“Hey Doug I have something I’ve been meaning to tell you and I have no idea how you’re going to react to it but I hope it doesn’t piss you off too much. I’ve tried really hard to be a good girl for you and do whatever you wanted me to do but I’ve been holding this big secret,” I began.

“Okay, lay it on me,” he said rather flatly but with perhaps a slightly amused turn of the lips.

“I’m not Debbie Denton. There is no such person as Debbie Denton. I’m really your neighbor Henry Anderson on a gender changing pill and Debbie Denton is just the name I chose for myself,” I managed to say without my voice cracking too much.

“I’m not really surprised,” said Doug rather casually. “Your house-sitting story was a little thin and I always thought Henry was probably kind of a queer.”

“So you’re not mad at me?” I asked hopefully.

“Not about being a man but you should probably punished for lying to me,” he said.

“Oh, I agree. You should definitely punish me,” I said a little eagerly.

“Give me a few days to think of something appropriate and I’ll get back to you. Now stand there at the fence and masturbate while I finish working out,” he said as he turned and went back to his equipment.

That was certainly no punishment for me because I had masturbated many times while watch Doug work out but I had never done it out in the open in broad daylight before which made it all the more arousing. I felt a tremendous sense of relief that I had finally told Doug the truth although it was a little weird to hear him say that he thought I was kind of queer before I had ever thought that about myself at all. I guess his instincts were right because I was about as queer as you could get.

I got myself off, but Doug was still working out so I just kept going and got myself off again. Even so I figured I was supposed to keep standing there until he was done so I gave my pussy a little rest and started fingering my asshole instead. Eventually Doug put his weights down, took a sip of water from his sports bottle and walked inside his house. Only then did I stop playing with myself and go inside my home as well.

I didn’t know what my real punishment would be but I had a feeling that I would probably enjoy it even if it ended up making me a little sore or something. I had to wait about three days before a box appeared at my back door which gave me some clue as to what was in store for me.


CHAPTER 16:

Inside the box was a leather harness outfit that consisted of a bunch of straps that wrapped around various parts of my body. It took a while to figure out how to get into it but once I did I felt incredibly wicked and looked even more wicked when I checked myself out in the mirror.

The straps created holes for my boobs to go through and the bottom was open as well so that my pussy and my ass were readily available for use. In the top it fastened into a collar around my neck with a metal ring in front and another in back and there were matching cuffs that went on my wrists and ankles. I had no idea what I was going to be fastened to but it seemed pretty certain I was going to be fastened to something.

The only other thing in the box was a note telling me to be at Doug’s door at 8 PM wearing my new outfit. Naturally I followed the instructions and when Doug let me into the house I found that he wasn’t alone again only this time he had two other guys with him. It wasn’t the ten man orgy I had thought about but it looked like I was going to be taking a lot of cock.

Doug made me stand quietly at attention in the middle of the room as he introduced me to his pals.

“This is my little fag neighbor Henry who’s so gay for cock that he turned himself into a woman so that he could get fucked by real men,” said Doug. “Now he calls himself Debbie, and he’s a submissive bottom bitch, and he’s very good at that role but he wasn’t totally honest with me from the start so now he needs to be punished.”

Ted was one of the other men but I didn’t recognize the third guy and wasn’t told his name. He was big and well-built like the other two but he also looked a little scarier with his shaved head and tattoos.

Doug came over and fastened something to the ring on the front of my collar but I didn’t know what it was except that it had a couple of chains. A few moments later I discovered quite vividly what it was as Doug applied little clamps that were on the end of the chains to my nipples. It was a weird sensation but not unbearable by any means.

There was some kind of a device in the room that sort of resembled a piece of fancy workout equipment that you might see in a gym and as I expected it was there for me. Although I knew I was there to be humiliated and punished and made very uncomfortable at times I still got a kick out of all the effort that Doug was putting into this with outfits and gadgets and machinery. He could have just bent me over his knee and spanked me until my butt was too sore to sit for a couple of days but this showed some imagination.

The foundation of the machine was sort of like a saw horse with a padded top rail but there were all of these attachments sticking out of it as well and it looked like it could be configured in a variety of ways. For starters I was taken to the bench and made to stand on one side of it before I was bent over it so that my stomach was resting across the pad. My wrist cuffs were then fastened to the legs of the bench while my feet remained on the floor.

Doug then took a riding crop and began to flick it across my butt cheeks. There was kind of a rhythm to it and a pattern and I got the distinct impression that Doug had done this before. It hurt but there was also some catharsis in it as I felt like tonight might be the night I purged myself of any last shreds of manhood that might have been lingering.

After a while the swatting stopped and my wrists were freed but only so that they could be moved into another position. A couple of metal bars swung out from the bench top and my wrists were fastened to these so that my arms were stretched straight out in front of me but in kind of a “V” pattern.

I heard the sound of some kind of small motor being turned on and a moment later a small rotating disk of some kind was being applied to my slit. It was kind of like the buffing attachment you put on the end of a drill and for all I knew that might have been what it was.

While my pussy was being polished the bald guy came around in front of me and pulled his dick out of his pants. I probably don’t have to tell you that it was quite large and thick and I was beginning to think that every guy in the world must have a bigger cock than mine, which was actually kind of a reassuring thought because I figured mine wouldn’t be missed very much if it went away for good.

Bald dude held my head up by my hair with one hand while he slapped my face with his prick in the other hand. The sudden move of jerking my head up had really pinched my nipple clamps. When the riding crop suddenly appeared again and both my back and my bottom got swatted I was afraid that I was going to start to cry but I tried not to.

After the bald guy had slapped my face and rubbed the tip of his dick all over my lips and chin and cheeks he finally shoved it into my mouth which was a relief because it gave me something enjoyable to think about although with my hands restrained there was really nothing I could do but let the man throat fuck me.

The machine was turned off and the swatting stopped and then I felt a large penis entering my vagina. I tried to guess whether it was Doug or Ted but I really had no idea. After a while the cock was removed only to be quickly replaced by another so I figured they were taking turns fucking me.

I was moved around into a couple of different positions on the bench and between all of the dicks and sex toys that went into my holes I really lost track of who was doing what to me exactly at any given moment. The one thing I remember vividly was Doug leaning over me at one point and kind of whispering in my ear.

“Stop pretending that you’re a man. You never were and you’ll never really fool anybody again. Just let that go and accept who you really are,” he said.

To be honest with you I couldn’t swear under oath that he really said that because those were the exact thoughts that were running through my mind but it probably happened and if it didn’t happen it didn’t really matter because I knew I had ultimately made my decision. I was going to be the woman I was always meant to be and it would have been completely stupid of me to do anything else.

The final stage of my punishment involved being removed from the bench, which was kind of a welcome relief, and the action shifted to the couch where the bald guy was stretched out on his back. Ted and Doug lifted me up and placed me on top of the bald guy so that I was lying on his stomach, which might have been harder than the bench, which was at least padded.

The bald guy’s dick went into my ass and Ted positioned himself so that he could screw my pussy and Doug stood next to my head where I could turn my neck and suck his prick. My hands were free now and I suppose I could have removed the nipple clamps but by that point I barely even noticed they were there.

So three big men with their big cocks stuffed all of my little holes at the same time. I was so overstimulated by then that I just acted like a crazed animal twerking and jerking my butt and savagely gobbling up Doug’s prick in a sloppy wet BJ while I made bizarre atavistic noises that probably sounded something like the sounds cave women made when they were being brutally mated by whoever had managed to pin them down.

The grand finale was me sitting on the couch while all three men bathed me in cum before I was literally shoved out the front door and the door slammed behind me. I had never been so roughly treated or so blatantly disrespected as a person but I had never felt more free and liberated in my life.


CHAPTER 17:

Since I was on my “truth tour” I felt I had one more confession to make to totally clear the air. I wanted Brent to know what I had been doing with Doug and his pals. I realized that I was under no obligation to tell him but it felt so good to move forward with my life without a lot of secrets that it seemed like the right thing to do. Once again I had absolutely no idea what his reaction would be but since I was really hoping that Brent might play a major role in my new female life I was a little nervous about telling him.

We had gone to a park on a lovely sunny afternoon and were eating some ice cream on a bench by a pond. I wasn’t the bravest little sissy in the world so I guess I did try to stage manage my confessions to induce a more positive response.

“Hey Brent, I’ve got two kind of big things to tell you, one you’ll probably like and the other you’ll probably like a lot less,” I began. “The first one is I have definitely decided to become a woman full-time. I know I haven’t been one for very long but I also know that I can’t ever go back to what I was. So you can keep thinking of me as Debbie except that I’ll be Debbie Anderson instead of Debbie Denton.”

“That’s fantastic honey!” said Brent. “I think it’s absolutely the right decision for you and not just because it’s the one I was hoping you’d make.”

“The other one has to do with my sex life, which I’ve hinted at a bit but never really told you about in any detail,” I said.

“Hey, you don’t have to explain anything to me. We haven’t made any rules for our relationship so far,” said Brent.

“I know, but how I’m going to handle my relationships going forward is kind of important to me because they’re not temporary anymore. I figure that nothing I did really mattered because Debbie would just vanish in a few days, or a few weeks, or a few months at the most but she’s not going anywhere and I’ve got to deal with the consequences of that.”

“You’re not going to tell me you’ve been turning tricks or something,” said Brent with a crooked grin.

“Would that ruin things for you?” I asked.

“No, I’d just want to know how much money you were making and whether there was a way I could get a piece of that,” he joked.

“Well I haven’t turned any tricks but I’ve been a total whore none-the-less. Basically I’m a slutty little submissive bottom bitch and I let rough men do dirty things to me and sometimes I do multiple men at the same time,” I said with a heavy sigh.

“Wow, you’ve been busy in the short time you’ve been a girl between all the fucking we’ve been doing and all this other fucking you’ve been doing. Do you still find time to get your work done or clean your house or anything?”

“Yes, I’m doing fine at my job and my house has never been cleaner,” I replied. “I just thought you should know in case you had any ideas of...you know...now that I’m going to be a girl forever and all…”

“Marrying you?” he suggested.

“Ah, well I was thinking more along the lines of you asking me to be your girlfriend but marriage might certainly enter the equation at some point if a couple who really like each other and are compatible decide to take that step,” I said.

“Well I already thought of you as my girlfriend whether you were planning to stay female or not. Being with you is the best thing that’s ever happened to me so I was just going to ride it for as long as I could,” said Brent.

“Really?” I asked rather hopefully.

“Of course. You’re wonderful. You’re amazing. I could totally see us settling down together someday. I don’t know whether you’d want to go through the whole marriage thing again after the first one didn’t work out so good but I can definitely picture us together in some arrangement,” said Brent.

“I think about that all the time darling,” I said as I rested my head on his shoulder. “I could totally picture myself walking down the aisle again, but in a dress this time.”

“Well, since your father didn’t pay for your first wedding he might not mind springing for the second,” said Brent with a chuckle.

“Oh, God...my parents are the final confession,” I said with another sigh.

“Don’t worry about it. You’re so cute and feminine they’ll just adore you, especially when they see how happy you are.”

“How do you feel about children?” I asked.

“I’d love to have kids. You want me to put a baby in you?”

“Well not today, and I’m still on the pill anyway so we wouldn’t get very far with that, but I’ve always wanted children, it was Leslie who was reluctant. And since she was going to have to do the heavy lifting on that...literally...I wasn’t going to push for anything,” I said.

“But you think you’d like to be pregnant someday?”

“Yeah, I do. I think it sounds scary and awesome and beautiful and wonderful and I’d like to grow old with a good man and watch our children have children,” I said.

“Wow, most women your age are trying hard not to think of being a grandmother,” Brent said jokingly.

“A grandmother. Holy fuck! How did I ever get to this place?”

“You got there because it was where you were always meant to be but you just didn’t know it until circumstances lined up and you got to discover your true self. Having been the one to turn you onto those pills I have to say that I’m very relieved that it turned out to be such a good thing,” said Brent.

“So did you tell me about those pills because you wanted to fuck me?” I asked.

“No, I don’t think that was in my mind. I mean I was curious to know what you’d be like as a girl but I never really imagined that we’d end up this romantic couple of soul mates.”

“That’s what we are, isn’t it? We were always right there together but we just weren’t in the right configuration yet.”

“Look, you’ve got to do whatever you’ve got to do with this whole kinky sex thing. This world is all so new to you right now that you need to be free to try things and explore. I’ve known you for years so I’m not going anywhere now. If my girlfriend is a slut I can live with that. Just try to get it out of your system before I marry you,” said Brent.

“My God I love you so much,” I said as I threw my arms around his neck and kissed him wildly. “And I’m so happy that I don’t have to make up some excuse for why my butt is all red. I was afraid to let you fuck me today because you’d see all the marks on my body and freak out.”

“That’s my girl,” said Brent with a smile. “You could peddle your sweet ass on the street corner and I’d still love you. I’d just prefer that you didn’t.”


CHAPTER 18:

So the wheels were all in motion and my pussy-mobile was firing on all cylinders. As Brent predicted my parents were so blown away by my transformation that they just kind of took it in stride. My mother wasn’t crazy about the name Debbie and wanted me to use one of the female names they had picked out had I been born a girl, which was a cool idea, but I was already comfortable with Debbie so I took one of the names and used it as my middle name so I would eventually legally become Deborah Samantha Anderson.

Fortunately I lived in a state that hadn’t reverted to the Stone Age like a lot of states that were run by right wing extremist nut jobs so I was able to make the change official without too much fuss and bother and without fear for my safety. And I certainly didn’t lose my job over it or anything like that so life sailed on.

Leslie and I did hang out sometimes, although her girlfriend was understandably a little jealous since Leslie was now a lesbian and her ex was now a pretty hot-looking woman, but usually it was more of a group thing anyway. I got invited to baby showers and girls’ night out stuff, which was all totally awesome and usually very rowdy and raunchy.

I did continue to fuck Doug, since it would have been kind of difficult not to while we were still neighbors but once Brent and I decided to get a place together as kind of the next step towards tying the knot I put those days behind me and focused squarely on being Brent’s woman.

When we did get married I didn’t want to have some big extravagant thing like I’d been through the first time but it was still traditional and lavish enough as far as my father was concerned since he was paying for it. It was fascinating to go through the same rituals only now I was the one throwing the bouquet and doing the father/daughter dance. Leading up to my first marriage I thought Leslie was overreacting to everything and becoming kind of a stressed out lunatic but this time around I understood why and was just as insane as she was by the time the big day arrived.

When we got to our hotel room on our wedding night I put on my fantastically sexy bridal lingerie and struck a pose on the bed as I waited for my husband to come out of the bathroom and join me. I was kind of surprised when he appeared buck naked, grinning from ear to ear, and holding two pairs of handcuffs which he proceeded to use to secure my wrists to the headboard of the bed.

“Now about this submissive bottom bitch thing,” he said as he climbed on the bed next to me. “I have legally staked a claim on your pussy and marked my territory with a ring so if you’re anybody’s bottom bitch you’re mine, is that clear?”

“Yes dear, perfectly clear,” I replied.

“Good. Now let me hear you say it.”

“I’m your dirty, slutty, horny, little submissive bottom bitch and you own my pussy now and forever,” I said excitedly.

“Damn right,” he said as he began to rather aggressively finger me.

“You don’t have to cuff me,” I said. “I’ll be a good girl and do whatever you want without question.”

“No I kind of like seeing you like that,” Brent replied as he started fingering both my pussy and my ass at the same time.

“But I want to hug you and touch your cock,” I whined.

“Tough,” he said with a chuckle.

Brent obviously knew that I liked to be dominated and our sex often involved him being in charge but we usually didn’t quite go down this road and I was thrilled by the surprise. I had figured our wedding night would be very soft and gentle and romantic but having my new husband cuff me to the bed and treat me like a whore was actually more my cup of tea anyway.

He got me off with his fingers and then he kind of squatted down by my face and let me suck his dick for a while but he still wouldn’t turn me loose. When he finally did remove my cuffs I tried to get my arms around him but he just flipped me over and pulled my hips up and before I knew it he was plunging his cock into my gash and holding my head by my hair.

I squealed and whimpered and moaned and cried and I was the happiest woman in the world. There was no way that my wife leaving me to become a lesbian or me having gay thoughts about my neighbor should have brought me to this point but somehow here I was. I read a quote somewhere that said “we make plans and fate makes mischief with them” and I thought now about how true that could be. What was it, a year ago? A year and half that I thought my life was totally on track and following my careful plan to the letter? It was all following my script...until it wasn’t.

And you know thank God for that. As pleasant as that old life had been it didn’t hold a candle to the one I was living now. Why it took me so long to realize what maybe should have been obvious to me I have no idea. Fortunately I’m finally getting it right.


AUTHOR’S NOTES:

I’ve certainly done stories where a husband becomes a woman and joins in wife in lots of raunchy adventures but I thought I would take it in a little different direction by having the wife realize she was a lesbian while the husband was coming to grips with his sexual attraction for a man. I also liked the idea of the husband and wife being sexually incompatible because they both essentially wanted to be dominated but the wife wanted a woman to do it and the husband wanted a man to do it.

And as so often is the case the best friend ends up being Mr. Right. I am willing to swear on a lie-detector that I really have no idea why that idea appeals to me so much but it must because I keep coming back to it over and over. I guess it’s just such a cool idea that male buddies might make for really good lovers if one of them suddenly became a girl.

Anyway I hope you like these kinds of stories because I just keep thinking of new ones faster than I can write them all down so I’m probably going to be putting out books for quite a while unless the fascists take over and put me in prison for promoting a positive trans lifestyle.


NEW VIDEOS!

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

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

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