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CHAPTER 1:

My name is Randolph Harper and I'm a single father of a teenage son named William. My wife passed away several years ago and I've had the challenge of bringing up our child on my own, something I didn't expect to ever happen. My wife and I had married very young and her sudden illness caught me completely by surprise. What I was about to discover was that there were plenty more surprises in my future.


CHAPTER 2:

William was a popular kid and he seemed to have no shortage of friends, male or female. That always pleased me because no parent wants to think of his child as alone and isolated. He did well in school and I could see a bright future in store for him yet there was also something kind of amiss that I could never quite put my finger on until one day I stumbled upon his secret.

I had gone out with some friends, leaving William with his buddy Mark playing video games in the den. Mark was a regular visitor in our home and often spent the night. He seemed like a good clean-cut kid and I had no objections to their friendship.

Shortly upon arriving at the sports bar where I was hooking up with my pals I remembered that I had borrowed something from one of them that I was planning to return this evening. Since the bar wasn't too far away from my house I excused myself and drove home to retrieve the item.

When I walked in the door everything seemed normal but when I headed to the den to pick up the object in question I was met with quite a shock. There was Mark, buck naked, sitting on the couch while a very pretty girl, equally nude, rode up and down on his cock. They were so busy with their own activities that they didn't notice me right away, and I'll admit I did just stand there watching them for a short time before making my presence known. One doesn't usually find people fucking in one's den so it was kind of hard to look away.

"What the hell is going on here?" I asked, probably sounding more angry than I felt.

"Oh shit!" cried the girl as she jumped off of Mark's pecker and sort of fell on the floor, grabbing wildly for her clothes.

The scene was actually rather comical, and it was hard not to laugh, but I was trying my best to remain in stern parent mode.

"Gee Mr. Harper, we didn't think you'd be home so soon," said Mark as he covered his crotch with his hands the best he could.

"Obviously not," I replied. "Where's William, by the way?"

Mark and the girl just looked at each other but neither one of them ventured to answer my question. That seemed very suspicious to me. I never pictured William as the sort who would get into any real trouble so I sort of assumed that he had a girl up in his room or something and these two were trying to cover for him.

"Look, I'm not that mad," I assured them. "I was your age not that long ago. I just want to talk to William. Is he up in his room?"

"No, not exactly," Mark said haltingly.

"Well where is he?" I pressed.

"Now don't freak out," said the girl, holding a t-shirt in front of her to cover her nakedness. "William is right here."

What?" I said as I looked around the room. "I don't see him."

"Well, you don't see him because he's not a he at the moment. But you do see me, dad. I'm William, or Billie as I liked to be called when I'm like this."

I think my jaw probably hit the floor. I thought the girl was joking at first but the look in her eyes seemed quite sincere, and very frightened. I shook my head and tried to make some sense from this impossible situation.

"What are you talking about?" I stammered.

"Well you see there's this pill, and when you take it you become female temporarily. I've been taking it, off and on, for a couple of years now. I didn't want you to know about it," said the girl sadly, seemingly on the verge of tears.

"But...why?" I asked.

"Because I prefer being a girl. I guess I always wanted to be a girl but I didn't have any way of doing it until I found out about these pills. I'm so sorry. I never wanted you to see me like this," said Billie before breaking down and sobbing.

"Maybe it would be best for you to put your clothes on and go home Mark," I suggested.

"Yeah, I think you're right," said Mark as he quickly got dressed and made his exit.

"I'll wait for you in the living room," I said to Billie as I went and poured myself a stiff drink before settling down in my favorite chair.

When Billie came in she was dressed in the same jeans and t-shirt that William had been wearing when I left. They didn't fit too well but at least she was covered up. She nervously took a seat on the couch with her head down and tried to wipe the tears away that were still flowing down her cheeks.

"Hey, I'm not mad. There's no reason to cry," I said as reassuringly as possible.

"You're not mad?" she said as she looked up at me with an expression of both hope and suspicion.

"Well I'm not thrilled that you're taking some kind of street drug and sneaking around behind my back, but it sounds like this is something really important to you. What did you mean when you said that you always wanted to be a girl?" I asked.

"I don't know. It's just what I've always thought. I always felt closer to my female friends and wished that I could do the same things that they did. I never really felt at home in my own body I guess," Billie explained slowly. "When I got...you know...interested in sex it started to drive me nuts because I really wanted to be with boys, but not like in a gay way. That never appealed to me. It didn't feel right. I wanted guys who liked girls to like me...and they do."

"So I gathered," I said dryly.

"There's no chance that I can get knocked up, but I always make them wear a rubber anyway," Billie added in her own defense.

"Well I'm certainly glad to hear that, but I'm still not sure what to say."

"Say that you forgive me."

"You don't need to be forgiven, just know that you can always be honest with me. If this is something you need I want to help you, not punish you," I said as I walked over to the couch and sat next to my daughter/son.

"Oh, God I feel like such a queer!" Billie gushed as she buried her head on my shoulder.

It felt so strange to be sitting here with my son, who appeared at the moment to be some strange girl I was just meeting, yet something inside me made me know that this was still my child despite the outward appearance.

"Hey, it's going to be okay, you'll see. We just need to sort everything out and come up with some sort of a plan," I told her as compassionately as I could.

"I didn't think you'd be so understanding," Billie said as she finally looked me in the eyes.

"Oh, you'd be surprised at how well I understand," I replied.


CHAPTER 3:

The incident had touched a nerve with me. I did sort of understand what my son felt because I had felt the same way sometimes. Increasingly so after my wife. Amy's, passing.

I had long harbored fantasies about having sex as a woman. I never acted upon it in any way but it was always lurking below the surface. I often wondered whether I got Amy pregnant so early in life because I was trying to prove my manhood to myself. There was just something about the idea of being an attractive woman making love to some stud of a man that always turned me on more than I could put into words. When I watched porn I often dreamed that I was the girl, not the guy, not that I would have ever admitted that to anyone under pain of death.

Apparently William had some similar urges, although it sounded like it went even deeper than mine. I had always assumed that my dirty little secret was something kind of unique, but here was my own son actually acting upon those desires. I think I envied him, in a way. Mark was a handsome young man and I could see why Billie would be attracted to him. She actually knew what I had always just wondered about. It's a strange thing when your son isn't a virgin but you are.

As for how to handle the situation with William I felt sadly ill-equipped for the task. Should I encourage this kind of behavior or nip it in the bud? Did he need to see some kind of a therapist or should I take him to the beauty parlor? It was a lot to wrap my head around.

I wondered how many of William's friends knew about this. Mark obviously did but there were probably others. How had that conversation gone down? Was this something that William talked about a lot over the years? Hinted at? He certainly hadn't shown me any hints that I was aware of. Maybe he had and I just hadn't caught it. Unless he went prancing through the house in drag singing "How Lovely to be a Woman" from Bye Bye Birdie how would I really know?

I wanted to be helpful and supportive but I didn't want to mess my kid up for life. I didn't want my personal fetish to get in the way of proper parenting. Maybe if I'd had access to that kind of pill when I was his age I would have popped one and ridden some guy's cock too. At that age sex is so new and confusing and it's only natural for young people to be curious and perhaps a little experimental. It didn't mean that my son was actually some kind of transsexual, or whatever it was called.

The next day I sat down with William, now back in his real body, and we had a chat about our situation in a slightly less emotionally charged atmosphere.

"I'm worried about those pills you're taking. How do you know they're safe?" I asked.

"I know some other people who've taken it and they seem to be fine," William replied. "And I've read about it on the Internet. Some people get stomach cramps, I guess, but otherwise there aren't too many side effects," William explained.

"Is it expensive?"

"I don't really know how much it costs. Someone else always buys them."

"Guys?"

"Yeah...ah...I guess so."

"How many people know about this?" I inquired.

"A few," he replied.

"All of them boys?"

"No, a couple of my female friends know. I borrow clothes and stuff from them sometimes. It's not always just about sex."

"Are you attracted to girls at all?"

"I think girls are attractive, but I'm not attracted to them in that way, if that makes any sense. I just like guys better," said my son with a shrug.

"That's okay, nobody said that you had to be attracted to girls," I pointed out.

"Oh yeah? That seems to pretty much be the consensus of opinion around most people. Guys like girls and girls like guys."

"I thought young people were more tolerant of...alternative lifestyles these days," I suggested.

"Well, I don't know what it was like in the old days but some people are still pretty uptight as far as I can tell. I'm always a little scared when I go out in public as Billie."

"You've gone out in public that way?" I said, sounding slightly more shocked than I meant to.

"Yeah, sometimes. Usually I just stay in but I've been on a couple of dates and stuff," said William.

"I'd like to help you but I'm not sure what I can do, really."

"Help me how? You mean like send me to a shrink?"

"No, that's not what I meant, but I would if you thought that was something you might want to do, I mean, just to talk to someone," I said.

"I can talk to you, can't I?"

"Of course. That's what we're doing right now isn't it?"

"Well, you could buy me some clothes."

"Clothes?"

"Yeah, some female clothes of my own. I don't really have much. It would be nice to have some stuff to wear," said William.

"Ah, sure, I could do that. Do you mean to wear when you're, the other way, or to wear all the time?" I asked cautiously.

"Just when I'm Billie. I'm really not into that whole crossdressing thing. I just want to look nice when I'm a girl."

"Okay, we can do that."

"And maybe let me be Billie around the house sometimes. I hate always having to sneak around to do it. It makes me feel bad, like I'm some kind of a criminal or something. It would be awesome to just be myself."

"Sure. I think I can deal with that."

I wondered how I would really deal with that. It seemed like it might get kind of confusing, but I could tell that he really wanted it and wanted my support so I was willing to give it a shot.

That weekend he took a pill and I took him, or I should say "her" when referring to Billie, shopping at a local department store. I felt a little worried that someone would see us that knew me and suspect that I was having an affair with a teenager or something but that was probably just my paranoia. I didn't bump into people I knew all that often so the odds were pretty much against it.

It was amazing to see how happy Billie was roaming through the aisles, trying on all sorts of things. She seemed to have some very strong opinions about fashion that I certainly didn't have. One dress looked pretty much like another to me. I knew what I liked to see on a woman, but that was usually based on how aroused I got. Billie, on the other hand, seemed to really have her shit together when it came to style. I wasn't crazy about all the stuff she picked out, but I wasn't a teenager either and had no idea what kids were wearing these days.

I realized that I had kind of a double standard. Whenever Billie picked out something that looked too sexy or revealing I immediately nixed it. I knew that she was sexually active, but that bothered me in a way that had never bothered me with William. I assumed that William was having sex with some of his female friends, and I didn't have a problem with that, but thinking of my daughter getting laid troubled me for some reason, even though it sounded like she was being very mature and responsible about it. I suddenly wished that Amy was here to handle this.

While we shopped I found myself casually glancing at a few things and wondering what I might look like in them. Not as a man, of course, but if I took one of those pills. Some of the fabrics felt so soft and silky that I imagined they would feel very nice against my skin.

Once again I found myself envying my own child. She was honest about her feelings and sharing them with me. She would take those clothes home and no doubt show them off for Mark, or some other boy. It was probably quite a rush to have some guy tell you how pretty you looked. I think that would really make my day.

After shopping we grabbed something to eat and I found out more about Billie's long time fascination with all things female. It wasn't that she hated being male, but she apparently just felt like it wasn't right. Her interests and tastes were more aligned with other girls. She felt left out, like she was missing something, and I knew what she meant, on one level at least. I was dying to know what it felt like to have a man inside me.

"So what did you mean when you said I'd be surprised how well you understood?" asked Billie while we were eating.

"Oh, that. I was just trying to be supportive, I suppose," I replied.

"Really? It sort of sounded like you meant something else?" Billie persisted.

"Well, I'll admit that the idea of doing something like that does sound kind of interesting. I mean everyone's probably a little curious about what it's like to be something they're not," I offered up rather lamely.

"So why not do it?"

"Do what?"

"Take a pill. Find out what it's like."

"I couldn't do that," I said with a slight laugh.

"Why not?"

Why not indeed?


CHAPTER 4:

So that's how it all started. I'll admit that it sounded tempting right from the start. I had even toyed with the idea of trying to find where William kept the pills stashed and stealing one for my own purposes, but I hadn't acted upon that impulse. Now that I was being offered the chance to experience my deepest darkest fantasy it was hard not to want to do it.

Naturally I worried about diminishing my manhood in the eyes of my son, but I had also taken my son shopping to buy a bra and panties so he wasn't likely to be the one to look down on me. I think what I was really afraid of was the idea that I wouldn't be very attractive. William made a very pretty girl but he was young. I had always fantasized about being really hot and sexy. What if I didn't turn out that way?

Of course there was only one way to find out so I knew that I had to at least try it once, just to see. I didn't do it right away, but I knew that I would.

It was pretty strange when William started hanging around the house as Billie but I adapted to it pretty quickly. Billie always seemed so bright and chipper and now that the big secret was out in the open between us we seemed to be bonding better than ever.

The first time Mark came over when I was home I think I freaked out a little and acted like kind of a prude, insisting that they keep the door open if they went up to Billie's room, but I knew that was ridiculous. I had already seen them fucking and knew that they would fuck if they wanted to no matter what sort of rules I tried to apply. I had certainly been sexually active at their age so I didn't want to be the "do as I say not as I did" kind of parent.

When I finally worked up the courage to ask my son for one of the pills, or two to be precise since you needed a second one to turn back, I felt decidedly foolish but sort of relieved at the same time. He seemed quite pleased to hear that I was going to give this thing a shot, and I suppose that made me feel a little better. I always pictured bonding with my son to involve some sort of activity like tossing a ball around or helping him work on his car but I guess it didn't really matter what we did as long as we shared the experience.

I had no plan for how to do it or when. Unlike William I had no list of boys waiting for me to turn female and no clothes suitable for going out as a woman, even if I had somewhere to go. I finally decided that my best bet was to buy a vibrator online and watch some porn while I masturbated with it, that was, assuming that I wanted to do so once I had changed. There was no guarantee that I would be in a sexual frame of mind but I figured it was best to be prepared. I had learned that in the Boy Scouts.

On the night I decided to give it a try I locked the door to my bedroom, took off all my clothes, and swallowed the pill down. It took a moment to kick in but then my stomach kind of tensed up and I worried about the cramps that William had mentioned but it passed quickly enough. It happened so fast I barely had time to think about what was happening but when it was done I sure knew it. Just the weight of my breasts was enough to tell me that something was radically different.

I went to the mirror on shaky legs and actually closed my eyes before I finally worked up the nerve to look at my reflection. What I saw took my breath away. I was beautiful. Or at least I felt like I was. I had pictured so many unpleasant scenarios, where I looked like the world's ugliest drag queen, but that couldn't be further from the truth. If I met someone who looked like me in a bar I'd be seriously tempted to ask her out. That was such a strange thing to think.

I had tits! I had dreamed of that for so long and now it was real, or at least real enough for the time being. They were kind of jiggly, but I suppose I already knew that having jiggled a few breasts in my time. It was actually kind of fun jiggling my own for a change.

Then my hand roamed down between my legs and I felt the fleshy folds that surrounded my new pussy. I think my hand was actually trembling as I let my fingers kind of slide around the opening. It didn't seem real somehow. Then I worked up the nerve to poke a finger inside and I realized just how incredibly real it was.

I fished out my new sex toy and went over to the bed with it. I had planned to use my laptop computer to watch some porn to get me in the mood but I was already in the mood without it. I wasn't exactly sure what to do next but it seemed instinctive to spread my legs and pull them back a bit while I tried to line up the dildo with my slit. The toy had a battery in it but I didn't bother to turn it on at the start, I just pressed it against the opening of my vagina and pushed until it went in.

It sort of hurt a tiny bit, but not too bad. More than anything I felt filled in a way that I had never experienced. I wasn't in the habit of sticking foreign objects into my body, aside from a toothbrush. I did have a prostate exam once where a proctologist stuck a gloved finger up my ass, so I guess that was the closest thing I could compare the feeling to, but that was not sexual at all, and actually rather embarrassing and lame. This was incredibly good.

I had always wondered what a woman actually felt when I put my cock inside her. I wasn't as big as this vibrator, but I wasn't small either. If women felt like this when I fucked them I wondered why they didn't want to fuck me more often. Of course I found my wife at a young age so maybe if I had been playing the field longer I would have racked up a bigger list of conquests, but I had run into more than my share of women who played hard to get.

Why, why, why? This felt amazing! Girls should be spreading their legs for men all the time. Then I thought about my son...daughter, and kind of snapped out of my reverie. If Billie felt this good riding Mark's cock no wonder she wanted to do it more often. How could I tell her to wait or to save it or to guard her virtue when I now knew how extraordinary the feeling could be? And this was just a piece of plastic. No emotion or feelings or warmth involved. I'd love to have a man between my legs right now, even if he was just screwing me with the dildo. That human interaction was missing from the equation.

When I finally flipped on the switch and felt the vibrator begin to do its thing I forgot about the human part and started to thrash around my bed making the most lurid moaning sounds. My pussy felt wet and my body was shaking but I had no desire to stop even though I knew I had just cum. Instead I turned the vibrator up a notch and let out a cry that I was afraid would be heard throughout the house, if not the whole neighborhood.

I grabbed a pillow and bit down on it. Then I flipped over on my stomach and reached behind to shove the vibrator in as far as I could and let it vibrate while I clutched at the blankets, tears starting to run down my cheeks.

It was all so good. So damn good. So fucking, fucking good. Did I say it was good? It was better than good. It was intense. It was awesome. It was life changing.

That last part scared me a bit because I felt like I had let the genie out of the bottle. As long as it was just a fantasy in my mind it was relatively harmless. Something to jack off to when I was bored with jacking off to other things. A little naughty daydream. This was so much more, and so much better. I wanted a man inside me desperately. I think I needed one. I had no idea how I was going to arrange that but I knew that I was going to try.


CHAPTER 5:

"So have you tried the pill yet?" William asked me one morning at breakfast a couple of days after my trial run.

"Yeah, I did," I replied as I sipped my coffee.

"And?"

"And what?"

"And how was it?"

"It was okay. It was fine," I said nonchalantly.

"Come on, you can tell me. I know what it's like."

"I feel kind of funny talking about this with you," I said shyly.

"Aren't we supposed to have the big father/son sex talk sometime?"

I couldn't help but laugh at that. I realized that I had never had that particular chat with my son. Now it looked like there was no need.

"You liked it, didn't you?" said William with a smile.

"Yes I did, if you must know."

"Welcome to the club...mom."

We didn't go into any details. That was just not the sort of thing I felt comfortable discussing with my child, yet he was the only one I could really talk to about this subject. At least I thought there was no one I could talk to. Maybe I could talk to one of my friends. Or maybe I was the one who needed to see a therapist.

I didn't feel like I was mentally ill and I certainly was in no hurry to "cure" myself of this problem. Still it might be nice just to talk it over with a professional, just to make sure that I wasn't totally insane. Of course they might tell me that I was totally insane so there was that to consider.

What I really wanted, I suppose, was my own version of Mark. A good-looking friend who was cool with the idea that I enjoyed the occasional foray into womanhood. Someone I could trust who would fuck me every now and then, assuming that it was a good experience the first time we tried it.

Then I tried to shake that idea from my head. How could I possibly tell anyone I knew about this? If they turned me down I'd be humiliated and emasculated in their eyes forever. If they took me up on the proposition I might still be humiliated and I'd definitely be emasculated. If I did go through with my plan to have sex with a man it would be better to do it with a stranger.

Unfortunately I was not equipped for such a sojourn. I had no female clothes for one thing, and no cosmetics. Of course I didn't know how to apply makeup even if I had it. I didn't know how to walk in heels or sit like a lady. I wouldn't really know how to make small talk. What could I say? I couldn't tell anyone where I really worked or what my family situation was. Maybe that was no big deal but it worried me. I tended to be a pretty honest person most of the time so lying didn't come naturally to me. I was afraid that I'd say something stupid that would give my secret away.

It seemed pretty obvious that I would need Billie's help. She would know what I should wear and probably could help me with the whole cosmetics thing. It seemed idiotic to be getting tips on how to be a woman from my own child, but Billie obviously had a lot more experience with this whole gender changing thing and I didn't know who else to turn to.

Billie was delighted to help and seemed to have this whole clothing thing down to a science, which I guess shouldn't have surprised me since I had seen what a savvy shopper she was.

"Okay the big question is what kind of a statement do you want to make?" asked Billie as we sat in front of a computer so that we could look at various examples of female attire.

"I'm not sure I follow you," I said.

"What a woman wears says a lot about her. Do you want to be hip and trendy, classically stylish, fun and sporty, or what?"

"I don't know. I guess I just want to look attractive," I replied.

"How attractive and in what way?"

"Is it always this hard?"

"It's easy once you get the hang of it. But attractiveness comes in a lot of different packages you know. And a lot depends on where you're going. You don't wear the same thing to the supermarket that you'd wear to a club. I need more information here," Billie explained, sounding slightly exasperated.

"How do you know so much about this?" I inquired.

"Oh I read a lot. Cosmo and shit like that. And I hang around with girls a lot so I pick things up. I always look at how women are dressed wherever I go. You should probably start doing that too."

"I don't know if that's necessary. This is probably a one shot deal," I said defensively.

"Right."

It seemed pretty obvious that I did need more information. Of course she was right about needing to know where I was going. I should have thought of that from the start. Amy always made a big deal of dressing appropriately for the situation. I just never paid that much attention. She always looked nice, that's all I ever cared about.

I hadn't been on a date with anyone except my wife in close to 20 years. And I wasn't all that much older than William when I got married so my adult dating experience was even more limited. The thought of going out by myself and sitting in some bar waiting for a guy to hit on me was terrifying. I didn't know the first thing about flirting. What if I sat there all night and no one talked to me? That seemed like a pathetic way to spend the evening and a waste of a good pill.

It was easy when I was William's age. I was in school and there were girls everywhere and parties and dances and all kinds of ways to hook up with someone. Now, as an adult, I was starting from scratch.

After doing a little research online I discovered that the Internet was the way that many people got connected these days. It seemed kind of impersonal, but I could also see the advantages. You could create a profile on a dating site and try to match up with someone who shared your interests. Of course I wasn't looking for romance and companionship, I just wanted to get laid once to find out how it felt. Fortunately there were sites for that purpose as well.

I didn't really want William to know that I was hanging myself out on the Internet on some kind of adult hookup thing so I took a couple of "selfies" of myself as a woman and put together a fairly sparse profile that I hoped would be good enough to get the job done. Apparently it was because I was soon flooded with offers from men all over the place.

That was a real shot in the arm and boosted my confidence tremendously. Here were all of these strange men telling me how hot I looked and how much they wanted to be with me. I was actually kind of overwhelmed.

After narrowing the field a little I finally settled on a guy who lived about 10 miles from me. He was around my age, just a few years younger actually, and it looked like he had a pretty terrific body. That was something I kind of wanted. In my fantasies I usually preferred videos where the man was well-built and powerful. The face wasn't as important as the physique.

We agreed to meet at the bar in a hotel that was fairly centrally located to both of us. That way we could have a drink and get to know each other a little before committing to do anything else. If we hit it off the guy offered to get us a room, which was fine with me because it seemed a little safer than going off to some stranger's house and I certainly didn't want anyone to know where I lived.

Now that I was armed with some solid information Billie was able to advise me on the proper look for the evening, which turned out to be a rather low-cut dress with a slit up the side and the tallest heels I could manage to not stumble around in too much.

As she did my hair and nails I felt kind of disappointed with myself. What kind of person has their kid help them get ready to go on a date that's really nothing more than a prearranged fuck session with a total stranger? I hadn't gone into too many details about the situation but Billie was smart. She probably had figured out what I was up to. What kind of an example was I setting?

Despite being a nervous wreck I managed to make it to the appointed bar rendezvous and even navigated the few steps that led up to it. I had been practicing walking in heels as much as I could and was starting to get the hang of it. If the place caught on fire and I had to make a run for it I'd kick the damn things off first, but for casual strolling I could stay on my feet pretty well.

Desmond, my "date" was even better-looking in person than in his pictures and we managed to chat casually while we sipped our drinks. I noticed that he had a hard time keeping his eyes off of my cleavage, but that's what this dress was designed for so I figured it was money well-spent. My boobs did look nice, all kind of pressed together and sticking up a bit like they wanted to spill out.

The conversation was mostly Desmond telling me how hot I looked so I didn't really have to worry about divulging much personal information. I don't think he was all that interested anyway. We were there to fuck so after one drink he booked us a room and off we went. I didn't know whether this would be a dream come true or a total nightmare but I did know that I had come too far to turn back now.


CHAPTER 6:

Desmond wasted no time in getting his hands on me. We sat on the foot of the bed necking while his hands roamed freely about my body. I was shaking with fright like a teenager, which was probably a bad analogy since my teenage daughter didn't seem frightened at all by having sex, but who knows what she felt the first time she did it?

Pretty soon Desmond had the top of my dress down and was working on getting my strapless bra off. When I felt it give way it was actually kind of a relief. I wasn't at all used to wearing one yet and it seemed a little constricting. Now my tits were out and free and Desmond devoured them like a hungry wolf.

My nipples actually tingled as he tweaked and sucked them and I could feel myself getting moist between my legs.

"Baby, your tits are fantastic," Desmond commented between nibbles.

"Thanks," was all I could think of to say in reply.

When he finally got his shirt off I was in for a real treat. His chest was broad and his torso ripped and his muscles seemed hard as rock. It made me feel kind of small and soft and weak, which turned me on for some reason. I didn't know anything about this guy really. He could probably do anything he wanted to me and I'd be helpless to stop him. Maybe that hint of danger added to the excitement, I don't really know for sure.

Once we were on top of the bed, more or less naked, I discovered that his torso wasn't the only thing that was rock hard. Desmond had a big cock. A very big cock. A very big and very hard cock.

I was fascinated by his hardness. By his warmth and the way his dick pulsated in my hand. It was a porn star cock, exactly the kind I had always been drawn to. Big throbbing manhood aching to get off. It was my job to get him off and I hoped that I was up to the task.

"You like that big cock, don't you?" said Desmond proudly as I continued to stroke and stare at his prodigious member.

"Yes I do. Very much."

"Well, what are you waiting for? You know you want to suck it."

I was completely caught off guard by that. I had never imagined that my first female sex act would be giving some guy head but obviously Desmond had no way of knowing that I was a virgin. What kind of middle-aged virgin hangs herself out on a hookup site? He probably figured that I was an experienced slut and had been sucking cocks for years. I didn't want to disappoint him.

I twisted my body around a little so that I could get my head over his groin and looked down at that fleshy missile waiting to blast off in my mouth. I was never going to get all of that monster down my throat but I had seen plenty of videos and knew that a lot of giving head was in the stroking so I just kept jacking him off while I opened my mouth and let the first couple of inches of his pole slide into it.

It felt even warmer on my tongue than it did in my hand. I tried to make a little pocket using my tongue and cheeks and let my head bob up and down for a while.

"Oh, that's it baby...suck it good," Desmond moaned, which made me feel like I was on the right track.

It was the hottest, dirtiest thing I had ever done in my life and I was thrilling my ass off. When Desmond put his hand on the top of my head I let him without hesitation. He didn't really press me down all that far, but I felt that constant pressure there which just reinforced the idea that I was in his power. He could jam his tree trunk down my throat if he wanted to and there wasn't much I could do about it. I don't think I'd ever felt as vulnerable in my life, which didn't seem to bother me at all.

"I would love to cum in your mouth baby but I really need to fuck you now," Desmond announced as he took his hand off my head and placed me on all fours.

I could feel the bed bouncing as he got behind me and I prepared myself for what I had really come here for. I was about to have a man's cock in my pussy and I couldn't wait. Before I was treated to that sensation I got a couple of hard spanks across my butt that took me totally by surprise. Then he began to grab and squeeze my ass cheeks, stopping along the way to stick a finger in my snatch.

"Nice and wet," he observed. "I figured you were a horny little bitch. You got soaking wet just from sucking my cock."

"Sucking your big cock," I added for clarity.

"Yeah, sucking my big cock," Desmond chuckled as he spanked me again. "You're married, aren't you?"

"What makes you say that?" I asked over my shoulder.

"Married women are always the horniest. Your hubby's probably got a tiny pecker and he can't get it up half the time. Either that or he's too busy cheating with his secretary to give you the attention you deserve."

"You've got it all figured out, haven't you?"

"It just makes sense. Why else would a hot piece of ass like you want to hook up with strangers on some fuck site? You're not looking for love or romance or any of that bullshit. You just want a stud to fuck you so hard you can't see straight," said Desmond, wiggling the tip of his dick against my slit.

"Well what are you waiting for stud? I can still see just fine."

A moment later I got my wish. Desmond gave me the whole package in one big push and I almost screamed out loud. As it was I gasped so hard it must have sounded like I was drowning or something.

"I was right about your husband's prick. You're as tight as a teenager," said Desmond as he began to thrust in and out of me.

I couldn't argue with the logic of his theory, even if none of it happened to be true in my case. I could picture those scenarios quite clearly in my mind. A bored housewife who felt neglected, or worse, passed over for somebody else. Perhaps a woman who had kept her shape and figure while her spouse let his own body go to hell. I had no idea whether women really cheated on their husband's because they had small dicks, but as Desmond's amazing tool went to work on me I could begin to understand even that.

He thought I was a "hot piece of ass" and a "horny little slut." That was music to my ears. I never in a million years imagined that I'd ever hear a man say that to me, let alone have him drill my brains out doggy style on a hotel bed. It was a dream come true.

The comment about my pussy being "tight as a teenager" was also a nice compliment but slightly disconcerting under the circumstances. It was hard not to think of Billie, which was something I really didn't want to do at the moment. In fact I had been fighting those thoughts from the beginning. I wondered whether my daughter ever sucked cock. I had no idea but I could imagine that kids today were probably a lot more aggressive about sex than they were in my day. So much porn out there. So much sexuality in general.

And the double-standard reared its ugly head again. If I knew that William was getting head from some girl I'd be perfectly cool with it. Proud of him likely. Chip off the old block and all that shit. But thinking of my daughter letting some jerk stick his dick in her mouth just seemed all wrong somehow. Yet I did it without reservation and loved every second of it. It was just another way of having sex. Why place such a stigma on it? As I said, I had no idea whether Billie had ever given a BJ, but when I was staring that penis in the face I knew that I didn't want to be shy about sucking it if my teenage daughter had done it.

I have no idea how a pussy can stretch like it does to accommodate such large objects but it seemed to handle the job quite well. Desmond was really giving it to me and I found myself begging for more. The whole world seemed to shrink around me, like I was going through a tunnel, yet the only tunnel in the room was between my legs and it was already fully occupied by Desmond's man meat.

Pretty soon I actually did begin to see stars before my eyes and wondered if I was going to pass out. My legs were shaking so hard I was really glad that I wasn't trying to walk on them at the moment. It was hard enough to keep myself propped up on my hands and knees.

"Oh, my God, oh Jesus!" I moaned softly, despite the fact that I wasn't normally a terribly religious person.

"Yeah, baby, this is what you came for, isn't it? You needed this bad," said Desmond.

"I did...I do...I did need it bad. So bad...so good...so fucking..."

My words just trailed off and I begin to whimper. I was helpless. I was caught up in some kind of a magic spell. Desmond was big, and hard, and strong, and confidant and I was just a quivering little wreck of a girl. I'd never enjoyed anything as much in my life.


CHAPTER 7:

Although it seemed like a shame to waste a perfectly good hotel room neither one of us really wanted to hang around after Desmond had cum in my pussy. The whole thing made me feel slightly like a whore, which was just fine with me. It sort of added to the wickedness.

We kissed goodbye, and made some vague reference to "doing it again sometime" but I doubted that it would ever happen, and he probably doubted it too. That was kind of the point of this sort of hookup. Don't get too involved, just take off your clothes and fuck for a while. I'd happily fuck Desmond again but I could probably be happy fucking any number of guys. That was assuming that I ever fucked another man again.

As I drove home I felt really good about myself, and really bad at the same time. I'd run into a lot of those feelings lately. Conflicted pretty much described my general attitude these days. I was living out a secret fantasy that I had harbored for quite some time, and so far it had all been better than I could have imagined, but at the same time I was wading into some pretty deep water. I had a son who obviously wanted to be a girl fulltime, and I was doing things with men that no straight male should ever do.

Sometimes I wondered why I had never dated a woman after my wife died. I certainly had sexual urges. And I had been tempted to cheat a couple of times during our marriage, but thankfully never did. I think perhaps I had been suppressing my secret desires for much longer than I realized, trying to maintain a "normal" marital relationship, but once I was on my own those desires started to become stronger and more pronounced. It wasn't like I suddenly stopped being attracted to women, but I found myself increasingly attracted to men.

I had no idea if that was a fairly common thing or whether it made me completely bonkers. I never questioned my sexuality when I was younger. Then I was a married man with a wife and child, which made me seem as normal as you could get. Whatever "deviant" thoughts I might have had I kept deeply buried, until they would work their way to the surface, and then I'd need to get some relief by masturbating before shoving them back down again.

Now they were more than just thoughts and dreams, I had let them run loose and I wasn't sure how I was ever going to get them back under control. Even worse, I wasn't so sure that I even wanted to.

I thought I was only interested in the sex, and that was still at the top of the list, but I had discovered how much fun it was to get all dressed up for a date, even if it was stressful. I knew I had made the right choices when I saw how Desmond couldn't keep his eyes off me. Billie had really gotten me thinking about the whole idea of dressing to make a statement, and I kind of liked it. It was an interesting form of non-verbal communication.

And on the verbal communication front I think I did just fine. Of course neither one of us was trying to engage in any sort of deep conversation but I felt pretty relaxed once we got started, and all of the compliments were kind of a kick. I think I might even have blushed somewhere along the line.

It was just so different being on the other team for a change. I held up my end of the bargain by making myself as pretty and sexy as I could and then I let the man do his thing. It wasn't difficult at all to yield to him in bed. To be his hot piece of ass for the night. I think I made him happy, and I know he made me happy. Desmond literally did fuck me so hard that I couldn't see straight. I couldn't ever remember feeling so completely fucked before. Filled, stuffed, stretched, ridden, spanked and jizzed in. I had gotten the whole treatment.

Amy and I had enjoyed some pretty good sex, especially in the early days of our marriage, but honestly the physical sensation didn't quite measure up to what I had just experienced. Now it was way better on an emotional level being with someone I loved dearly, but there was a difference between being tired out from having a long session and being completely used and satiated from just one fuck.

When that cock slipped inside me it was like a switch being thrown in my brain. Something said to me that this was right. This was what I really wanted. I didn't want to make too much of it, since it might never happen again, but it was hard to deny the feeling that I got while deep in the throes of passion. Of course this was all new so it was bound to be more exciting. If Desmond had been a crappy lover I probably wouldn't be so enthusiastic right now. A couple of bad lays and I might be singing a very different tune.

Billie wanted to know how my date went but I was hesitant to share too many details. I didn't want her thinking that I was a horny little slut, even if I got off on being called that.

The whole dynamic of our family structure was in kind of a state of flux. Sometimes William was a boy and sometimes a girl, and now I was alternating between being mom and dad. Maybe that wasn't the worst thing in the world since I was a single parent. In a weird sort of way I was perhaps compensating a little for the loss of Amy.

"Looks like you had a really good time," Billie teased.

"It was nice," I replied. "And how can you tell by looking?"

"Well, you're hair is pretty messed up and your lipstick is basically gone and your dress is kind of wrinkled," Billie pointed out.

"You'd make a good detective," I joked.

"Hey, I think it's great that you're going out again. It's been a long time."

"Even if I'm going out with men?"

"Sure, why not? If that makes you happy what difference does it make? Maybe you'll meet some nice guy and get married again."

"I don't think this guy was exactly the marrying sort," I explained. "Besides, I'm not really a woman. I just did this out of curiosity."

"Seems to me that you could be whatever you wanted to be."

That was a heavy thought to ponder, especially coming from my transgendered wannabe son. Could a person really just change their whole identity? I mean I knew that people did, but from what I had read that didn't always work out so well. But of course this pill was a bit different from complicated surgery and whatnot. It really did completely switch a person from male to female, and not just cosmetically. It was all so easy and nobody would ever suspect a thing. Still there would be the whole coming out to everyone with the fact that you were making the change, and that seemed like quite a challenge to overcome.

I wondered how the people I knew would react if they found out what I had done. Would I constantly be the object of office gossip and lewd jokes? Would my friends shun me, or want to fuck me? It would be bad enough if they knew that I let my son take a pill to become female and even allowed him to have sex with guys. If they knew that I was doing the same thing I can only begin to imagine the ridicule I'd be subjected to.

I had hoped that this would be a one-and-done kind of thing but that seemed very unlikely when I thought about it objectively. I was just scratching the surface and wanted to know more, and feel more, and experience more. So instead of swearing off the whole experiment I found myself asking Billie to talk to whoever it was that was supplying her with pills and see if we could stock up on them.

"I'll pay for it," I said. "I think we're going to need quite a few."


CHAPTER 8:

Summer was coming up and William would be out of school for three months. I knew that he'd want to spend as much of that time as Billie as possible, and I wanted to allow that to happen. I thought it was important for him to spend some extended time as a female instead of just the now and then kind of way that it had been happening. He actually seemed excited by the idea of letting more people know what he was doing, even if he still worried that it might not go over so well with everyone.

Unfortunately I had no such break from work, but I did have some vacation time that I was planning to use. William, or Billie in this case, would be on her own quite a bit but I felt confident that she could handle it. She'd be a senior in high school next year, and then off to college, so she had to learn to be self-reliant sometime.

"I want you to come out to some of my friends too," Billie suggested. "You should be free to be Randi as much as you want, especially if I'm going to be Billie most of the time. I want people to see the other side of you."

Like William, who had chosen the feminine spelling of Billie as his alter-ego's name, I simply did the same and called myself Randi when I was a woman. I was used to being called that anyway, even if the spelling was slightly different.

I had used the hookup site several more times since my first encounter and each time I came away basically as satisfied as I had been with Desmond. There were a lot of men out there very anxious to stick their dicks in me, and I was quite anxious to let them. If this was just a novelty it was far from wearing off.

In addition to that I had taken the pill to go shopping with Billie, or out to dinner a few times as well. We even had a mother/daughter spa day that was just heavenly. It was wonderful to be so close to my child but I yearned for companionship with people my own age. People who either knew me only as a woman or people who could accept what I was doing. Perhaps "coming out" to some of Billie's friends would be a good way for me to work up the courage to try and let other people know my secret. Obviously anyone who accepted William as Billie would have to be somewhat open-minded, and they would know that I was allowing William to do this so they could think whatever they wanted about me. It was as far from conventional as you could get, but we were obviously not the conventional family anymore.

I did worry that someone might tell their parents and that the word would spread somehow, but that was probably a chance worth taking. In a way I think I almost hoped that would happen because it would force me to confront the issue. And honestly I really liked the idea of popping a pill on Friday night and not taking another one until Monday morning.

As it turned out the cat was let out of the bag with no effort at all. It was a sunny Sunday afternoon and I was lounging by the pool in a bikini. Billie had gone to the supermarket to pick up a couple of things and I was just taking it easy, soaking up a few rays when I suddenly noticed Mark standing at the back gate.

"Oh, excuse me...ah...miss. I was looking for Billie. She said I could come by and use the pool," he said a little nervously.

"Oh, she just went to the store, I'm sure she'll be right back. Come on in Mark and go ahead and make yourself at home," I said casually.

"You know who I am?"

"Of course. I'm Billie's father."

"Holy shit! I had no idea that you, I mean, I never thought..."

"That's okay, I haven't been doing it as long as Billie but I guess it sort of runs in the family," I joked.

"Well I've got to say that you look really nice that way."

"Thanks. I'm getting used to it at any rate."

I suddenly realized that Mark was staring at my tits. It kind of reminded me of the way Desmond had looked at me at the bar, and every other guy I went out with for that matter. Boys and boobs, that seemed to be a universal fascination. I could remember when seeing a girl's bare breasts was just about the most important thing in the world to me. I knew exactly what Mark was thinking. You could kind of see the outline of my nipples through my top and I was sure that he was picturing me naked.

Mark kicked off his shoes and pulled off his shirt. Then he started to take off his pants and I got a little worried but I soon realized that he had his swim trunks on underneath. He grinned at me and dove into the water. He really was a rather good-looking young man, I thought. I could definitely see why Billie was attracted to him.

Fortunately she arrived a few moments later and the look on her face was priceless when she realized that I had introduced myself to her boyfriend as Randi. I decided that three was a crowd so I went into the house and left them alone with the pool.

"I hope I didn't freak Mark out too much," I said when Billie and I had a chance to talk later.

"No, not at all. He was seriously impressed. He thinks you're a major MILF," said Billie with a grin.

"What's a MILF again?" I asked.

"Mother I'd Like to Fuck," Billie replied.

"Oh, yeah, I knew that," I said shaking my head. "I trust that's just an expression and he doesn't mean it literally."

"Well, he is a guy, and you know what they're like. I'm sure he got a major boner seeing you in that bikini."

"Oh good lord," I sighed.

"Relax. It's cool having a hot-looking mom. Everyone will know what I'll grow up looking like."

I had a dream that night about seducing a younger man. Fortunately it wasn't literally Mark, but that had obviously put the idea in my head. I think I was ripping off stuff from The Graduate or something. The guy was a friend of William's, but not Billie as far as I can remember. We ended up having a drink and I was wearing lingerie for some reason. He kept staring at me, which wouldn't have been surprising under the circumstances.

"I'll bet you're wondering what my tits look like," I said in the dream.

He definitely was so I showed him. He came over and began to fondle my breasts and I made him take off his shirt. Then I slowly slid down to the floor so that I was on my knees as I unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock.

He wasn't hard, for some reason, so I kissed and stroked his prick until he was fully erect. Then I took him in my mouth and started to blow him. Before I could finish William walked in and caught us, much as I had caught Billie and Mark, but I didn't stop. I just kept sucking the guy's cock while William called me a slut and a whore and all kinds of other nasty things.

I woke up from that dream feeling kind of relieved that it wasn't real, and kind of guilty for dreaming it in the first place. It was strange but flattering to think of Billie's friends having lustful thoughts about me. I sincerely doubted that any of her female friends ever thought of me as FILF, if there was such a thing. I just seemed to be so much more of a sexual being as a woman than as a man.

Well, let them lust after me, I figured. There was no harm in that. Every guy has a crush on an older woman at some point. I had wet dreams about a teacher when I was a freshman in high school.

The main thing was that somebody else knew my secret. It had accidentally come out but I was glad that it had. I felt ready to face Billie's friends as Randi...and perhaps a few friends of my own.


CHAPTER 9:

I had only known Ted Johnson for a couple of a years. We had met at work and sometimes had lunch together, or grabbed a beer on our way home. He was single and seemed to enjoy an active social life. He was always encouraging me to get back out into the dating pool. He even tried to hook me up on a double date one time, which I politely declined. Now I was very interested in taking his advice about dating again, just not in the way he originally meant it.

"Have you ever heard of this pill that changes a person's gender temporarily?" I asked as we sat at our usual bar having a beer one evening after work.

"Yeah, I saw something about that on TV once but I thought it sounded like bullshit," Ted replied.

"Well it isn't. I know someone that's tried it," I said.

"Really?"

"Yeah. I actually caught my son using it to fool around with one of his male friends."

"Wow, that must have been a shock. Did you know he was...like that?"

"Honestly I had no idea, but apparently he's harbored the desire to be female for a long time. I'm actually letting him be a girl for most of the summer to see how he feels about it over a prolonged period of time," I explained.

"That's very open-minded of you," Ted commented. "I don't have kids so I don't know how I'd react if I found out something like that, but I think you're probably doing the right thing, for what it's worth. I guess lots of people feel trapped in the wrong body or whatever. It's probably better to get it out in the open and deal with it than live with some big secret your whole life."

"I agree, which is why I'm going to show you this picture," I said as I handed him my phone.

"Wow, she's hot. Is that someone you're dating?" he asked.

"No Ted...it's me."


CHAPTER 10:

It took a little more convincing to make Ted believe that I was really the woman in the photo but then it took just about 15 seconds after that for him to hit on me, which was what I was hoping he'd do. Ted was quite attractive and very charismatic and I had been thinking about him ever since I started becoming female. It was kind of weird making a date with a guy while I was sitting next to him at a bar as a guy myself but we basically phrased it as a chance for him to see in person what the pill was capable of doing.

Even so it was a date. He was taking me to dinner at a nice restaurant, which would hardly have been necessary if our meeting was purely scientific in nature. It was kind of exciting because it was the first time I had gone on an actual date, and I was going out with someone I already knew and liked, who only knew me as a man.

I bought a new dress for the occasion and had my hair done at a salon. Billie was delighted that I was coming out to one of my friends and was going to spend the night at one of her friend's house so I didn't need to worry about getting home at a decent hour...if at all.

Ted picked me up and we sped off to the restaurant. He kept glancing over at me so much I had to remind him to keep his eyes on the road. He seemed a little suspicious, like I was pulling some kind of a prank on him or something, but he probably didn't care that much even if I was. He was going out on a date with an attractive woman so if it wasn't really me so what?

It was fascinating to see the change in Ted's personality being around him as a woman. He really poured on the charm and was so gentlemanly, opening doors for me and helping me with my chair. Even the tone of his voice was a little different. I ate it all up with a spoon. I could certainly see why he seemed to have so much success with the ladies.

"So what made you decide to try this?" he asked.

"Curiosity, I suppose. Sometimes I had these fantasies about being female, especially when I watched porn. Something about seeing a hot-looking woman getting laid always made me wonder what it felt like," I told him.

"And have you discovered what it felt like?"

"Oh, yeah. Several times now."

"So I take it you enjoyed it."

"I enjoyed it very much."

"I find that incredibly arousing," he said with a grin.

"I thought you might," I replied with a coy little smile of my own.

"You know I feel like I should be spending this time getting to know you better, but if you're really Randolph Harper, I already know you," said Ted.

"You do already know me Ted. You just don't know this side of me yet. But I know what you mean. We already know so much about each other, yet I probably seem like a total stranger to you. I'm delighted just to be here with you talking about anything. This is kind of a big step for me being female around one of my friends. I appreciate the fact that you're being so cool about it."

"Well the fact that you're drop dead gorgeous probably has something to do with that," Ted chuckled. "When I look at you I don't see my buddy from work, I just see a beautiful woman."

"Then treat me like you would any other woman in this situation," I suggested.

We went back to his place for drinks after dinner and Ted seemed to have no trouble taking my advice. He sat quite close to me on the sofa and rested a hand on my knee as the conversation started to become more focused on his desire for me. I wasn't used to being seduced, and didn't really need to be. I wanted to fuck him very badly, which was why I chose to let him in on my secret in the first place, but even so I did enjoy hearing him try to woo me.

When he went for our first kiss I happily let him. The hand on my knee moved up to my waist and when he put his tongue in my mouth I felt like a teenager again for some reason. I had been in this situation before, a long time ago, with a girl named Darcy Mullins. Her parents weren't home and we were necking on the couch. When she stuck her tongue in my mouth I was kind of surprised. I had never "French kissed" a girl before that but I thought it was very exciting and grown up. Despite her aggressive kissing tactics I didn't get laid that night. I did get to cop a feel of her boobs and she even let me touch the outside of her pussy through her panties, but that was as far as it went.

Now I was on the other side of couch, metaphorically speaking. It certainly wasn't the first time I had French kissed a guy, but it was the first time it had happened in a more romantic connotation. I was kind of surprised at how much of a difference that made. I had no idea what kind of a body Ted had, or how big his dick was, but that didn't matter to me. I hadn't picked him off a web page for his physical attributes. I had picked him from my life because I really liked him and thought he was handsome.

When his hand worked its way up to my breast I almost chuckled. I wondered where Darcy Mullins was now, and how many guys had touched her boobs since I did. Unless she was a really late bloomer I probably had a bigger rack than she did. That struck me as funny for some reason.

"Ted, I find you incredibly attractive and I have a feeling that if we keep going like this we're going to end up doing some things that we're going to have to live with afterwards. I've only done one-night-stands with strangers that I met online, but we're friends and we work together. When I see you in the office on Monday you're going to look just like you do now, but I'll be back to my old self. Do you think you can handle that? I mean seeing me as a guy and knowing that we'd been intimate?" I asked.

"I think that burden is more on you than on me. Like you said, I'll look the same, but you'll be the same old guy I've always known, not the beautiful woman in my arms right now. I guess I sort of think of you as two different people, even if I know that you aren't. Can you handle seeing me as I am now and know that we'd been intimate?" he asked.

"I'm sure as hell going to try," I replied.

"Then why don't we continue this conversation in the bedroom where we can get a little more intimate?"

We adjourned to his bedroom and soon Ted had me out of my clingy black dress. I had worn a garter belt with black sheer stockings and no panties so that I could leave the stockings on while giving him complete access to my pussy. My bra soon joined my dress on the floor and once Ted was down to his shorts we flopped on the bed and resumed necking in earnest.

I could see his erection straining at his shorts and found that image to be very appealing. I still couldn't tell exactly what he was packing but I could see that it was ready for action.

"Why me?" he asked as he kissed my neck and let his hand run up and down my inner thigh.

"Because I like you...and I find you very attractive," I told him truthfully. "Ever since I started taking these pills I've been wondering what it would be like to make love with you."

"Well, I'm flattered, but that's a lot to live up to," he said with a grin as he started to slide down the bed and crawled between my legs. "I hope I don't disappoint you."

"Oh, I don't think that's likely to happen. I'm already enjoying myself very much," I replied.

"Good. We're just getting started. Let's see how much you enjoy this," he said just before burying his head between my legs and going down on my wet pussy.


CHAPTER 11:

"Oh, God. Oh, Jesus...Ted that feels fantastic," I moaned as Ted expertly licked my snatch. "You've obviously done this a few times before."

Ted didn't reply verbally but he did get his lips on my clit and gently pulled it back before releasing it. After repeating that stunt a few times I had to actually beg him to stop. My clit was very sensitive and I could only handle so much, even if it did feel exquisite.

He worked every bit of my pussy, inside and out, and even stuck a finger up my ass along the way. In this context it was absolutely nothing like my prostate exam and I found it incredibly stimulating.

Once he had gotten me off orally he decided to finally show me his cock. He just sort of rested on his knees between my legs while he slowly pulled his boxers down. That made his dick literally pop out of his pants and I think I almost squealed with delight. He wasn't biggest guy I had seen, but he was definitely well-hung and I loved the shape of his prick. Watching it jump out of his shorts like a jack-in-the-box and then kind of twitch and bounce on its own was kind of hypnotic.

Having completed the big reveal he pulled his shorts the rest of the way off and tossed them aside. Then he positioned himself over my upper body and let me touch his cock at last.

"It's very beautiful," I said as I slowly began to stroke his shaft.

"Glad you like it," he chuckled. "I figured I'd let you get a chance to see it because it's going to be inside you very soon...but not just yet."

Ted slid up a little more on my torso and grabbed my breasts. Making a little tunnel with my cleavage he began to slowly slide his cock back and forth between the folds. I had never been titty fucked before but I was glad that I had enough upstairs to do the job properly. As I looked down and saw the head of his penis popping out from my boobs I had a powerful urge to suck his cock. It got so close to my mouth, but never quite close enough. I even stuck my tongue out and tried to sneak a lick but Ted just laughed and made sure that I was denied that pleasure.

"Greedy girl. You want to suck my cock, don't you?"

"I wouldn't mind," I replied.

"Well, I'm sure you'll get your chance, but not yet. I'm going to fuck you first."

"Please do."

With that he got back down between my legs again, and after a little more finger play he got into position and I felt his cock slipping into my box.

"Is this what you pictured when you said you wondered what it would be like to make love with me?" Ted asked as he slowly slide his prick back and forth inside me.

"Yes, only better. I didn't know you were so big for one thing," I teased.

"Well I didn't have as much time to think about you as a woman but I'll admit that from the moment you showed me that picture I've been thinking about little else. You're stunning, Randi, I really mean that. And it's not just your looks. You just seem to exude sex appeal. Maybe it's because you choose to be a woman. You're in the unique position of knowing what it's like to be both male and female but you obviously have a very strong urge to be female. I find that very sexy," said Ted as he began to fuck me a little faster.

"I do like being female, Ted. I love it actually. But I don't think I've ever loved it as much as I do right now," I moaned softly.

It was true. Ted was obviously a good lover, but it was a lot more than that. He knew who I was and was accepting of it. I didn't have to pretend or watch what I said. And we were friends. We liked each other already. We just seemed to like each other a bit more now that we were fornicating.

When I was with strangers I had no problem at all losing my masculinity. They didn't know me and would never know that I was really a man. I actually enjoyed the feeling of letting that go and being physically smaller and weaker than they were. I had been afraid that putting myself in that position with a man who knew me might be too uncomfortable to bear, and maybe I'd feel bad on Monday, but at the moment I didn't care at all. If Ted thought I was gay or a sissy for letting him fuck me so be it. Maybe that's what I was at heart. If he was more of a man than me that was fine. I could live with it. I could even appreciate it, especially in situations like this. It was better to be a woman anyway, so why worry about my masculinity?

I couldn't help the way I felt. I couldn't stop the desires. Maybe this was a fetish, or maybe it was still just kind of role-playing fantasy but whatever it was it was taking control of my life in a big way.

"God I wish you could see your face right now," said Ted.

"What?" I asked dreamily?

"Your face. I've never seen anyone who looked so completely content," he added. "It's the most beautiful thing I've ever seen."

"Why don't you take a picture?" I suggested?

"Really? I mean, I'd have to pull out."

"That's okay, I won't go anywhere."

Ted very quickly stopped fucking me and ran to get his camera. I just gently toyed with my pussy while he was gone. Soon he jumped back in bed and got his lovely cock back inside me. I barely even knew what was going on. I was so lost in my euphoria. The buzz I got from being fucked was the best high in the world. I had never been much of a partier but I couldn't imagine anything that could ever make me feel this good. My body was on fire and my brain was kind of mushy.

I could hear Ted grunting as he really went at it between my legs. I knew that feeling. He wanted to cum so bad but he also wanted to make it last as long as humanly possible. Poor guy. I was glad that I didn't have to worry about that. I could just cum my silly head off as much as I wanted. Orgasm after orgasm. All I had to do was lay back and let him do all the work.

After Ted finally gave out and shot his wad into me I pulled him down on top of me and kissed him for what seemed like ages. He was still inside me and I loved the feeling, even though he was losing his hardness.

"That was amazing, Ted," I said as we cuddled afterwards.

"I know. You were fantastic," he said.

"Me? I didn't do anything. You did all the work," I chuckled.

"Are you kidding? You were moving and shaking all over the place. And those sounds. I don't think I've ever heard anything like it," he said with a smile.

"Now you're embarrassing me," I said.

"Don't be embarrassed. It was fantastic. I could tell how much you were genuinely enjoying it, unless you're just really great at faking it."

"I wouldn't know how to do that."

"It made me really want to get you off."

"Believe me, you did. More than once," I said with a smile.

"But it was your face that really did it. Do you want to see the picture?"

"Picture?" I asked, genuinely confused for the moment. "Oh, fuck, did you actually take a picture?"

Ted grinned and grabbed his phone. A moment later I saw a photo of my face. He was right. I looked beyond contented. I'd never seen a woman look quite like that, even my wife.

"You look like a very happy girl," said Ted as he put the camera down.

"I was. I am. And you made me that happy you big stud."

"Well the night is young. I'd love to have another chance to make you happy again."

"Okay. I've got nowhere I need to be. And nowhere I'd rather be for that matter."


CHAPTER 12:

I hadn't spent the night with another person since my wife died and I cherished the opportunity to do so again. I assumed that I would someday, but I never imagined it would be with a man. That really didn't change the feeling all that much. We were just two naked bodies lying together under the blankets.

We had fucked again before calling it a night and in the morning I gave Ted a lovely blowjob before we ate breakfast. He wanted me to stay, and I wanted to very badly, but I needed to get home.

Billie wasn't back from her friend's house when I got there so I took the opportunity to change clothes. She didn't really need to see me slinking in wearing the same thing I wore when I left, not that she would care.

I had copied the photo of me over to my phone and I couldn't stop looking at it for some reason. It brought the previous night back to me so vividly. I could easily have gone my whole life without ever knowing this kind of joy. What a shame that would have been.

When I caught William with Mark that first time it could have been such a disaster. Because of my own longings I might have really taken it out on him and punished him severely. Then I would have spent all of my time trying to make sure that he didn't ever do it again. Maybe I would even have forced him into therapy where they might have tried to medicate his urges away. It would have driven a massive wedge between us that might never have been repaired. And of course I would never have tried the pill and discovered the wonderful, terrible, truth about myself.

I had always tried to be a good husband and father, and I think I did fairly well at it. Amy and I always got along well and I'd say that we enjoyed a pretty normal sex life for a couple that had been married for many years. I wouldn't change that, if I could go back and do things differently. It felt right at the time. Just as being a woman felt right to me now. I didn't really believe in fate or destiny but it sort of seemed like maybe this was all meant to be. I had lived one life and experienced a terrible loss. Maybe now it was time to live another life; a different kind of life than the one I had been living.

When I went to work on Monday morning I wondered how things would be between Ted and I. I saw him as I walked past his desk but he didn't look up or acknowledge me. Maybe he was too embarrassed I thought.

There was really nothing to do but get to work so I settled in at my desk and tried not to think about the man who had fucked me so beautifully the other night. The man who was just a few desks away from me right now.

Then when I needed to get something out of the top drawer of my desk I opened it and found a single red rose lying there. I immediately turned around to look at Ted and saw the wide smile on his face. I smiled back and closed the drawer on my desk. I thought it was just about the sweetest, most romantic thing I had ever seen.

We went to lunch, as we often did, but neither one of us seemed to want to talk about the obvious. Finally I broke the ice.

"Hey, thanks for the rose. I loved it," I said as casually and manly as I could.

"I'm glad you liked it. I was afraid you might get pissed off or something," said Ted.

"No, of course not. It was wonderful. I'd love to do it again sometime. Maybe you'd like to come over for dinner or something, meet my daughter. I'm not the world's greatest cook but I kind of had to learn."

That sounds terrific," said Ted with a smile. "Just let me know when and I'll be there."

"Great. I'll try not to burn anything too badly," I joked.

I actually was a fairly good cook. After Amy died we used to eat a lot of pizza and fast food but I decided that I needed to do a better job of providing healthy meals for my child so I learned how to do a few things in the kitchen.

After that conversation Ted and I pretty much went back to our normal way of behaving towards each other. We certainly didn't flirt or pass each other romantic messages. It probably worked better that way for both of us.

When Ted came to dinner I had this incredible domestic flashback. It was sort of like déjà vu, except all of the people had morphed into something else. There was a man at the table, sitting where I usually sat, but it wasn't me, and there was my child sitting at the table, but it wasn't my son, and there was a woman serving a meal, but it wasn't my wife.

"That smells great," said Ted as I began to serve him.

"My mom's a great cook," Billie chimed in.

"Well I wouldn't go that far, but I think this turned out pretty well," I said modestly.

I liked hearing Billie call me her "mom" especially in front of Ted. All week at work he saw me as a man so it was nice to remind him of my female side. And it was nice for him to meet William as Billie, because it seemed more and more likely that she was going to stay this way.

We chatted pleasantly, and everyone seemed to enjoy the meal, which made me feel rather proud of myself, and then Billie got a phone call and disappeared upstairs, leaving Ted and I alone at last.

"Your daughter is very pretty," said Ted. "And she seems very mature for her age."

"She is that."

"Motherhood suits you."

"I'm not sure whether that's really a compliment," I joked.

"I certainly meant it as one. It can't have been easy being a single parent yet you seem to be doing a pretty good job of it."

"Aside from the fact that my son wants to be a girl and I'm wearing a dress to serve dinner to a man?"

"No, more like because of it, or in spite of it at any rate. That's an extra level of stuff to work through but you both seem really happy this way so you must be doing something right."

"So how come you never married?" I asked.

"Haven't met the right woman yet I suppose. I've come close to it a couple of times, but something kind of fell apart at the end," he explained.

"I can't say that I blame you, considering the fact that you don't seem to be lacking for female companionship. I suppose there were times where I wondered what it would be like to be free."

"And now you are. For the time being anyway. You're too good a catch to stay single for long I would guess. Beauty, brains...and you can cook. That meal was delicious," said Ted as he rested his hand on top of mine.

"But I'm a man, Ted. You know that. You see me all the time at work. If I'm spending all of my time as a woman fucking wicked men like you how am I ever going to meet a woman?" I said with a laugh.

"You don't really want to meet a woman. You want to be a woman. If you ever decide to get married again I guarantee it will be to a man," he said earnestly as he gazed into my eyes.

"If my daughter wasn't home I'd have you fuck me right on this table," I said softly.

"Then we better go to your bedroom."


CHAPTER 13:

There was nothing in the way of foreplay this time, we just ripped each other's clothes off and landed on the bed. I managed to scramble on top of him and let his cock fill me to the brim as I began to ride him almost frantically.

I tried not to think of his cock when we were at work, but it was impossible not to sometimes. It was usually just kind of a fleeting image in my head, but it always got me aroused. This was the first time I had been with the same man more than once and I was anxious to see if that would diminish the experience at all or enhance it. The jury was still out but it was definitely leaning towards enhancing as I bounced up and down on his prick wildly.

My boobs were dancing all over the place but thankfully Ted grabbed them and got them under control. There just so much mass there that once they start moving they're pretty hard to stop.

"Oh, fuck Ted, you make me feel like a real woman," I cried.

"You are a real woman. You must have figured that out by now," he replied.

"How many women from work have you fucked?" I suddenly asked.

"You really want to know?"

"Yes."

"Six or seven I guess," he said.

"Did you fuck Jennifer Crowley?"

"Yeah. A couple of times."

"I always thought she had a nice ass," I commented.

"She does. But so do you."

"Have you ever had any relationships with any of them that lasted very long?"

"Not really. Look, you know about a lot of this. I've told you before who I was seeing or whatever. I know I've got kind of a reputation but you knew that already."

"I don't mind. It's just funny to me. I used to be jealous of all the girls you were banging because I was a faithful husband and wasn't going to risk my marriage by having sex with those women, no matter how tempting the idea was. Now I'm still jealous but I'm jealous of them for being rivals for your affection."

"They're not rivals. They're past flings. I didn't even know you then, I mean, I didn't know that you would ever be the way you are now."

"Even if I am just another office romance I want you to know that I'm overjoyed to have had this experience with you. You've been so wonderful about it in every way possible. I can't thank you enough."

Suddenly Ted rolled over and flipped me on my side. Then he got very close beside me and began to finger fuck me while we kissed. I clutched at his back, and his neck, and tugged on his hair. I could feel the first orgasm of the evening tearing through my insides like a tornado.

"You're a woman, Randi," he whispered in my ear. "I don't care what you look like at work. I don't care what you used to be. You didn't have any say in that and you just did the best you could, like anyone would do. But you made a choice to be who you are now. Whether you always knew it was true, or you're just discovering it now, or you just changed your mind midstream it makes no difference. Look me in the eyes and tell me that you're not really a woman."

"I can't," I gasped.

"Of course you can't, because you know you are," he said firmly. "Be happy with that choice. Embrace it. Own it."

"Put your cock back inside me Ted...please," I pleaded softly.

He lifted my leg and scooted down so that he could get his dick lined up behind me and then rammed it home from the back as I let my head fall back to rest on his shoulder. As he pinched my nipples I started to moan louder and then suddenly worried that Billie would hear me. I suppose that was kind of pointless since she obviously knew what we were doing in here but I still tried to keep some sense of parental dignity.

"Oh fucking Jesus! Yes! Yes! Just like that! Just like that!" I screamed.

Parental dignity has its limits I guess and they were being sorely tested that night as Ted fucked the living daylights out of me.

"Cum inside me, baby. Cum inside me," I whimpered when it seemed like he probably couldn't last much longer.

"Do you like it when I come inside you?" he grunted.

"I love it. I love it when you cum inside me. Give it to me darling. Give it all to me!"

"Ahh...fuck!" he suddenly cried out as the first hot jet of his sperm slammed into me.

"Oh, baby, yes...yes...yes," I purred.

"Fuck yeah...ahh...ahh...ahh," Ted groaned, accentuating each burst from his cock.

He was still breathing heavily as he rolled me over and took me in his arms. I gazed at him without speaking, just soaking up the moment.

"Now there's another look I'd like to have a photo of," he said as he gazed back at me.

"Oh, yeah? What look is that?"

"The look of a woman in love."


CHAPTER 14:

I didn't have him take a picture this time, partly because I didn't want to let him out of my grasp, and partly because I was afraid of what I might see. I wasn't at all prepared for the idea of being in love with anyone, yet I could imagine that my eyes were probably giving it away. I was looking at him adoringly. Longingly, perhaps. Passionately I suppose. I hadn't felt like this since I met my wife all those years ago. Even so I never figured that Ted and I would even be dancing around the "L world" at all.

I knew all about Ted's screwing around. That was one of the reasons that he seemed like such a safe guy to come out to. I figured that he might want to fuck me once for the novelty and that would be that. Something we could hopefully put behind us pretty quickly. I never figured that he'd be sitting at my table for a family dinner that I cooked or that I'd be gazing into his eyes with what he interpreted as the look of a woman in love.

Hopefully this was just part of his game. He had to be pretty good at this to bang so many hot chicks all the time. Just the way he said it and the way he looked at me sent my heart fluttering. He was charming and he was good in the sack. If he had Jennifer Crowley's awesome ass in his hands he obviously knew a thing or two about sweet-talking a lady. She was gorgeous and kind of an iceberg in the office. Every guy lusted after her but few had the balls to even talk to her. Yet she was just another notch on his bedpost apparently. That's all I really needed to be.

Maybe it was a mistake to bring him home for dinner so soon. That was the kind of thing that should probably take place much later in a relationship, but I wasn't planning on having a relationship with Ted and I wanted him to meet Billie so we kind of pushed up the timetable.

"So what's the real reason you never stay with any woman for very long? Is it some kind of fear of commitment thing or are you just having too much fun being a swinging bachelor?" I asked.

"I told you, I just haven't met that many women that I felt that strongly about," he replied as he stroked my hair gently. "Jesus, you must know how that is. You always told me that you knew with Amy right from the start."

"That's true," I admitted.

"And yes, it is fun being a swinging bachelor," Ted said as he poked me with a finger. "I've been with a lot of different women."

"Even Jennifer Crowley," I pointed out.

"Man, you must really have a thing for her," he said with a laugh.

"I did. Not that I would ever have tried anything."

"If it's any consolation she's not the greatest lay in the world. She's got the looks and the body but she doesn't really do much in the sack. You're a much better fuck than she is."

I looked at him for a moment and then started to laugh. It was all so silly and absurd. It didn't matter whether it was true or not, it was just hilarious to think of myself as a better fuck than the woman I used to lust after from a distance.

"Look, I know you're probably a terribly wicked man at heart when it comes to dealing with women, and I suspect that you've played so many chicks that you probably aren't even aware of that you're doing it anymore but I don't care. This is by far the happiest I've felt since Amy left and I appreciate it so much. You're a stud and you like playing the field and you should. If I had a cock like yours I'd probably be out fucking everything in a skirt too," I said with a chuckle.

"Now look, let's get a few things straight here lady," said Ted rather seriously as he pinned me down on my back and hovered over me. "You wouldn't be out chasing tail even if you had a tent pole for a dick. You're attracted to men now, and you know it. And whatever my sordid past is it doesn't change the way I feel about you here and now. Maybe I'll fuck this up somehow but it won't be from a fear of commitment or my inherent wickedness where women are concerned. I think you're probably the one dealing with fear issues at the moment, which is totally understandable. But please don't write me off because you know how many women I've had in the past. You're different than any of them, and not just because you have a cock and balls five days a week. I think you're incredibly brave, and wonderful, and special, and that's not just some line I lay on everyone I get between the sheets with. So why don't we just take it easy and see where this goes?"

"Okay," said, trembling slightly.

"Good. Now pull your legs back as far as you can. I'm going to lick your pussy for a while before I fuck you again."

"Okay," I said again as I grabbed the back of my thighs and pulled my legs back across my torso.

Soon my trembling went from slight to severe as Ted brought me off with his tremendous muff diving skill. Then he did as promised and put his cock back in me. He was right about me having fear issues, but fortunately that didn't matter at the moment. Better not to over-think it, I figured. I knew the job was dangerous when I took it.

As Ted fucked me I thought about what an incredibly aggressive thing penetration was. Most people really value their "personal space" and the idea of someone getting too close to you for very long seemed kind of creepy. And yet now I happily let a man get on top of me and stick a very large and hard piece of his body inside my own for as long as he possibly could make it last. And strangest of all it wasn't something terrible that I had to endure or put up with, like that rectal probe, it was the most goddamn awesome feeling in the world.

Ted hammered me down into the mattress and I drove my pelvis up to meet his thrusts. He had pinned my arms down when he delivered his big speech, and they were still pinned down now so I couldn't grab him or try to kiss him. All I could do was squirm around and use my hips. I think he was sort of asserting his manhood, perhaps trying to reinforce the idea that I had crossed a line that I was never going to be able to cross back. I was part of the female species now. That wife/mother/daughter/sister chain of nurturing creatures that brought life into the world. Or maybe he just forgot that he was pinning me down. So much for not over thinking things.

"I think you're wonderful Ted," I blurted out suddenly. "I want so much to make you happy."

"I couldn't be happier than I am right now," he replied.

"Me too," I said as I felt tears of joy welling up in my eyes.

I had originally thought that it would be better for Ted to go home at some point along the line so that Billie wouldn't see that he had spent the night with me but that seemed kind of pointless. If anything that would probably make the whole thing seem more cheap and tawdry. I had brought Ted home to meet her because something inside me said that he was a very special person and I wanted him to play an important role in my life. So what if Billie wandered into the kitchen and found him eating corn flakes?

With a mighty roar Ted ejaculated again and finally released me from his grasp so that I could smother him with kisses and run my hands all over his magnificent body. Then we snuggled up under the covers and tried to sleep. I noticed that I had ended up on the right side of the bed, which was kind of funny because I had always slept on the left side with my wife. Surprisingly it didn't feel strange at all. I was kind of becoming her more and more each day.


CHAPTER 15:

When Billie announced that she wanted to transition permanently I wasn't really surprised at all. I pretty much knew that she was headed in that direction. What I didn't know was exactly what I had to do to make that happen officially. In my house, during summer vacation, if I wanted to let my son be female that was pretty much my business, but for him to go back to school that way, and ostensibly live the rest of his life as a female would require a little more authoritative approval.

I hired a lawyer I found on the Internet who specialized in transgendered issues and we had a nice chat about our situation. Apparently some of the process would be relatively simple and straight forward but the fact that Billie was the byproduct of an illegal drug complicated things a bit. The girl she was when she took that pill was the girl she knew and wanted to be. It seemed rather ridiculous to make her go through a long, painful, and expensive transition when she had already transitioned quite successfully.

"This isn't the first case of this kind that I've handled," the lawyer assured me. "As more and more people find out about this drug we are seeing a definite uptick in users who wish to remain the person they become on the pill. We have to do a little tap dancing around the legality of how the drug was acquired, and because the change is not inherently permanent there's some counseling involved to make sure that the person is genuinely committed to the change but it can be done. The important thing is that we can get the ball rolling and send your daughter back to school as her new self with a legal name change and all of her transcripts adapted accordingly. Is she planning to go to college?"

"Yes," I replied.

"Well, when she does she can apply as Billie Harper and it will be as if she had always been that person. Have you considered transferring her to a different school for her senior year?"

"No, why?"

"Sometimes it's easier for a student to start fresh in a new environment where nobody knows they've transitioned. Being a senior it would only be for one year," the lawyer pointed out.

"We'll definitely discuss that when I get home," I said.

I felt a tremendous sense of relief. I had been very afraid that they would tell me it was impossible because of the drug, or that it would take forever and cost a fortune but it all seemed relatively manageable. I thanked the lawyer and said that I would be in touch with more detailed information. Just as I was leaving I stopped at the door and turned around.

"Just out of curiosity, is it any harder to do this as an adult?" I asked.

"That would depend on things like marital status and financial assets and so on. An adult tends to own more things like cars and property and investments so there's more paperwork involved but the process is basically the same. If you're thinking that it would be easier for your daughter to wait I can't say that there would be any advantage to that," said the lawyer.

"No, that wasn't exactly what I was thinking," I said with a smile. "Thank you again. You've given me a lot to think about."

Billie was overjoyed when I told her what the lawyer had said. It looked like her fondest wish was actually going to come true. We both ended up crying and hugging and laughing all sort of at the same time.

She seemed pretty determined to stay in her old school, since it was familiar to her and she wanted to graduate with the people she had known for so long, but I assured her that if there were any problems I would put her in a private school without hesitation.

"You should do it too, mom," Billie insisted. "You know you want to."

"Well, we'll see. This is your dream," I said.

"Oh, I like that Ted guy, by the way. You make a cute couple and he obviously makes you very happy."

"Well, we've been friends for a while now," I reminded her.

"Yeah, but not in that way," she pointed out. "Now that you're sleeping with him you have that glow about you."

"I doubt that," I said, feeling a little embarrassed.

"Yes you do. I can tell. I think you should go for it. You've been alone too long. You deserve some happiness again."

We planned a whole mother/daughter thing to celebrate the news. I didn't know if I was actually glowing but I could sure see that Billie was. I would never have imagined that my son would ever want to change his gender, or that doing so would seem to be the source of so much joy and happiness, but now that it was happening I felt really warm inside. I was a little scared of the potential bullying that might happen, but so far everyone she had told had handled the situation quite well. There were bound to be a couple of jerks who would give her a hard time but Billie was made of pretty sturdy stuff. If anyone could handle it I figured that she could.

I wondered if I would be as strong. She was so young and had her whole life ahead of her, but I had lived a long time as a man. Billie could go to a new school if she wanted to, and next year she'd go off to college wherever she wanted. The first 17 years of her life would eventually kind of fade into distant memory anyway. I felt more entrenched. I had a job that I really loved and had worked my way up the ladder. I was due for a promotion soon but I wondered whether that would still be the case if I suddenly became a woman. I knew that women at the company were generally paid less and promoted less frequently. I doubted that they could really get away with cutting my salary just because I had a pussy instead of a dick, but it might hurt my long range prospects.

It was hard to believe that I was even contemplating the idea but I suppose it was hard not to since I saw how happy Billie was. I didn't want my feelings for Ted to cloud the issue. Not so much because I doubted his sincerity, but because I didn't want to base my decision to change my gender on any one man in particular. It was easy to be swept up in the passion when I had a cock in my pussy, but there was more to life than that. I needed to be pragmatic.

When my vacation came up near the end of summer I decided to spend it as Randi. It would be my first chance to go to sleep and wake up female everyday for an extended period of time and I was a little nervous about that idea but excited too.

Billie had already made plans to go on a camping trip with some of her friends so I would be flying solo on this trip. It was kind of sad to realize how fast she was growing up and that we might never have a real family vacation together again, but that was life. Realistically I probably needed some time to myself anyway. I had a lot to think about.


CHAPTER 16:

"I didn't order this," I said in surprise as the bartender handed me a fresh drink.

"It's from the gentleman over there," the bartender said indicating a rather good-looking man sitting at the other end of the bar.

"Thanks," I said as I lifted my glass in the stranger's direction.

That seemed to be his cue to get up and come over to where I was sitting.

"May I?" he asked politely as he indicated the seat next to me.

"Please," I replied.

I had gone to a beach resort for my vacation and had been enjoying the opportunity to just lay in the sun and relax. I definitely got a rush from the looks I got when I strolled around in my bikini but so far no one had actually done more than a little bit of light flirting. I realized that accepting a man's drink offer was often a prelude to something a little more intimate, and I had a moment of fear as I saw him walking towards me, but I figured there was no harm in talking to the guy. This wasn't like those hookup situations where a drink was just a formality before having sex. I could always just get up and leave if I felt like it.

"They say that drinking alone is a sign that you have a drinking problem but nobody ever says that eating alone means you have an eating disorder," said the man as he took his seat.

"Well, if I was drinking alone I probably would have just finished the drink I was working on and gone back to my room so I guess that theory is kind of shot to hell," I joked.

"I'm Gary. Gary Fuller," said the man, offering me his hand.

"I'm Randi Harper," I said shaking his hand.

"You've got a firm grip Randi," said Gary. "That supposedly is a sign of confidence."

"You seem to be an observer of human behavior," I pointed out. "Are you a sociologist or something?"

"No, I'm an investment broker, but I suppose that does require a certain amount of understanding people. At least understanding what their wants and needs are."

"And what are your wants and needs Gary?" I asked.

"I want to take you to dinner tonight," he replied casually.

"How do you know that I don't have an eating disorder?"

"I don't but I'd be happy to find out."

We chatted a little more and I agreed to meet him in the hotel restaurant for dinner. I'd never been picked up before and found the whole thing to be kind of interesting. While I had been lounging around the beach I had definitely been checking out the hunky males in swim trunks parading around showing off their well-toned bodies. That had gotten me pretty horny but I hadn't done anything about it except masturbate in my room with a dildo. Gary seemed like pleasant company and I was pretty hungry for cock so I figured if dinner went well I might be quite willing to have a little sex for desert.

I had gotten the hang of the whole woman thing pretty well, I thought. Billie's suggestion that I should look at women around me and observe how they dressed and so on had proven to be very good advice. I also found that when I was watching TV or a movie I was really focused on how the women behaved. Just little things like body language or how they handled dealing with a purse. Who says TV isn't educational?

It certainly appeared that I had convinced Gary that I was a legit lady, even if I hadn't quite mastered the limp wrist handshake yet. I found that he was divorced and had two kids and didn't like being a part-time dad. I could certainly understand that and sympathized with him. He said that he had only recently started dating again and I could relate to that even more. It was hard to get back in that groove.

When he invited me back to his room I accepted readily. I had already decided somewhere along the line that I was going to fuck him. I had done the online hookup, sport fucking thing, and I was dipping my toe in the water of a more potentially serious relationship by fucking a good friend, and now I was going to see what it was like to be picked up by a man and fucked on a vacation fling. I felt like I had a lot of lost time to make up for I guess.

Once we were in his room he kind of surprised me by offering me a drink while he showed me some pictures of his kids that he had on his laptop computer. I thought that was kind of sweet.

"Look, I'm a little rusty at this I have to confess," said Gary a little shyly.

"Hey, that's okay. I'm just getting back in the dating pool myself," I said as I took his hand. "Why don't you just sit there and relax while I get the ball rolling."

With that I got down between his legs as he sat in a chair and I fished his cock out of his pants. It was pretty stout but not unusually long, not that I really cared all that much, I just tended to make mental notes about all the peckers I came in contact with.

He may have had some nerves working but it didn't keep him from being rock hard as I got him in my hand. When I put his cock in my mouth he let out a very audible sigh of relief.

"You know my wife virtually never gave me head," he commented a little sadly. "She did when we were dating but once that ring got on her finger she pretty much called it quits when it came to oral sex. Well, at least her giving oral sex. She didn't mind at all when I did it to her."

"That's too bad Gary. I love giving head," I said with a smile as I looked up at him.

"Oh, God, you're not a prostitute, are you? I mean, I don't care if you are I'll pay whatever you want I just never even thought..." Gary stammered.

"No, I'm not a prostitute," I laughed, although I guess a woman sitting alone at a hotel bar could easily be mistaken for one, especially when she goes straight for the BJ."

"I'm so sorry, I didn't mean to be offensive. I'm just kind of out of my depth. I haven't done anything like this in such a long time," Gary explained.

"It's fine, honey, I'm not offended. It's actually kind of flattering in a way. Now you just try to relax and enjoy yourself and let me take care of you for a while," I said before his prick disappeared into my mouth again.

This was definitely something new for me. The guys who had fucked me so far had all been pretty aggressive and confident. I wasn't sure whether I would call Ted a classic alpha male but the guys I met on the Internet definitely were. They took charge and used me as they liked. It looked like it was time for me to become that nurturing creature and make this man feel comfortable and relaxed.

I settled in and tried to give Gary a very nice blowjob but perhaps it was a little too nice because before too long I felt the first salty drops on my tongue followed by a rapid succession of bursts as he began to cum in mouth. It took it all down rather easily and looked up at Gary as I licked the sticky tip of his dick.

"I'm, sorry, I'm so sorry," he muttered. "It was just so good, I couldn't hold it any longer."

"Honey, relax...I'm not going anywhere. Why don't we get undressed and get in bed? Maybe you'd like to show me that oral technique you used to use on your wife," I suggested.


CHAPTER 17:

Things got much better once we were naked. We kissed quite a bit, and Gary spent some time playing with my tits, which I always enjoyed, and then he got down between my legs and starting licking my pussy. He was actually quite good at it and got me off rather quickly. He paid a lot of attention to my clit, which always seemed to do the trick, and I think he felt much better after seeing how good he was making me feel.

He may have ejaculated a little quickly the first time but he also recovered quickly and soon I was able to climb on top of him and rode him for a good long time before he popped again.

We did it one more time before going to sleep and Gary seemed to grow in both confidence and stamina as the night wore on. It was definitely a different kind of experience for me, but I thought it was lovely actually. It was easy to be a fuck puppet when you were with a virile man who took charge but I tapped into some unknown womanly instincts to help guide my lover through some rough spots.

Gary was very gentle and polite, and once he built up a head of steam he was quite capable of taking care of my needs. He was obviously also a very devoted father. I wondered what had gone wrong in his marriage. He seemed like a very nice guy and when he told me about his wife's reluctance to blow him I sort of took an instant dislike to her. I would never deny my husband any part of my body.

It was funny how natural that thought came to me. It was Billie that had suggested that I might meet a nice man and get married again. That seemed pretty absurd to me at the time but maybe she was onto something. I began to think that perhaps I would make someone a pretty decent wife and I liked that thought.

Gary took me snorkeling the next day, which was really fun, and we spent the night together again, but he had to leave in the morning. It was his visitation time with his kids and I knew he wouldn't miss that for anything.

He lived half way across the country, and I knew that we probably would never see each other again, but I hoped that I had helped him regain his confidence. He seemed like a man who deserved to be happy.

I didn't get laid again for the duration of my trip, but I didn't feel like I needed to. I was still horny but I had my dildo to keep me company and I rather enjoyed the time to decompress and reflect. Being with Gary had actually just reminded me of how much I missed Ted and I couldn't wait to get back and see him again.

If I had known how things were going to develop between us we probably would have tried to schedule our vacations at the same time so that we could go somewhere together but this plan had been in the works for a long time and it would have been pretty difficult to juggle things around at the last minute. Besides, Billie had already made her plans to go camping so it was the perfect opportunity for me to leave town for a little while.

All things considered the trip had been a very great success, as far as I was concerned, mostly because I had reached a very big decision.


CHAPTER 18:

"That's awesome mom! I knew you'd come to your senses," said Billie as she hugged me enthusiastically. "Who wants to be a guy anyway?"

"Well, I think a lot of guys are probably perfectly happy being that way," I joked. "Which is probably good for us gals who like boys."

"Yeah, it's definitely better to be with them than to be one," said Billie. "I'm surprised it took you so long to figure that out."

"I'm just a late bloomer I guess."

"Better late than never, that's the important thing mom," Billie said cheerfully as she hugged me again. "Now you can go out and find a husband and we'll be a whole family again. Maybe you'll even have another kid."

"Please, I don't even want to think about that. I haven't even gotten rid of the first one yet."

"Hey, lots of women have kids later in life these days. You've still got plenty of time on your biological clock," Billie pointed out.

"First things first," I said. "I've got a lot of paperwork to do."


CHAPTER 19:

Miranda Elizabeth Harper. It took some getting used to that name but I had filled it out on so many forms that it was starting to sink in. I still planned on calling myself Randi but that seemed more like a nickname to me so I chose Miranda officially. Elizabeth was the name Amy and I had picked out if we ever had a girl so I paid tribute to that with my choice of a middle name.

I had talked to the HR people at work and they were surprisingly helpful and supportive. They assured me that the company would do everything possible to see that I wasn't discriminated against for my gender change and I hoped that was true.

Billie was back in school by this time and seemed to be doing pretty well although it wasn't all smooth sailing. When she wanted to join the girls volleyball team a few parents protested that she was really a boy, which was kind of ridiculous considering the fact that she had undergone a complete transformation and was no bigger or stronger than any of the other girls. I guess they were uncomfortable about the idea of someone who used to be male showering with their daughters or something, but that was pretty ridiculous too since Billie wasn't at all interested in girls sexually.

She hadn't been physically assaulted but there were a few incidents of name calling and general harassment. Fortunately she had a number of rather large male friends who always came to her defense and I hoped that as time passed people would just get used to her and leave her alone. It certainly helped that she was so pretty and that she had been able to go back to school already a complete woman, just as I hoped that the radical overnight transformation would make things a little easier for me.

The first time I walked into the office in a dress I could barely breath. Everyone had been informed of my change but I can't tell you how many times people came up to me and asked if I was looking for someone or if I had an appointment or something. Nobody even recognized me, except Ted of course. As the word got around that the "new girl" was actually me there was a bit of a buzz in the office. Any jokes that people were planning to make behind my back seemed to fade away as most of the guys in the office went out of their way to try and make me feel welcome. Once they realized that they were gaining some new eye candy things went much smoother for me.

The ladies in the office were a little more reserved. I always assumed that it was men who tended to have the most trouble dealing with the idea of a man giving up his cock and balls to become female, but apparently a lot of cis women just hated transgendered females and refused to accept them as "real" women. I knew I might have my hands full winning them over but that was a challenge I was willing to face.

Ted and I had been seeing each other pretty steadily, and I suppose you would say that we were an "item" by this time, but we tried to keep that under wraps around the office. We went to lunch together most every day, but we had done that a lot before I changed so I don't know if anyone thought it was odd. Of course now we were free to exchange glances and steal a kiss every now and then, which always made my day at work a little brighter.

"So when you get married to Ted are we going to still live here or move into his place or are you guys going to buy a house together?" Billie asked one day at breakfast.

"Who said I was going to marry Ted?" I asked.

"You are. It's obvious you're crazy about each other. And you don't want to drag your feet too long. Your biological clock is ticking you know."

"Would you stop with that biological clock thing. I haven't even been a woman for that long and you've already got me tying the knot and having a baby," I protested.

"Tick, tick, tick," she replied with a grin.

"You don't see me trying to rush you into motherhood."

"Of course not. That would make you a grandmother," Billie said with a laugh.

"Finish your breakfast you goof ball or you'll be late for school."

"I'm never late for school. I'm the perfect daughter."

"Yes honey, I think you probably are," I said after I stopped laughing. "You were a little strange as a son there for a while but as a daughter I have absolutely no complaints."

"Cool, then this would probably be a good time to hit you up for that new pair of shoes I wanted."

"Don't push your lucky missy, I just raised your allowance."

"That's because you know now how much more expensive it is to be a girl. The Harper women have an image to maintain you know."

"Just go to school," I said with mock exasperation. "I have to get ready for work."

"Say hi to Ted for me. And tell him that I think he ought to stop dragging his feet and pop the question. There's no reason to delay the inevitable."

Billie might not have been the perfect daughter but I thought she was pretty awesome, even if becoming female had given her kind of a sassy streak.

When I passed her message along to Ted he seemed to take it surprisingly serious.

"She thinks I'm dragging my feet, huh. How do you feel about it?" he asked.

"I don't know what her deal is," I said with a slight chuckle. "She seems determined to marry me off as quickly as possible. She even has some crazy notion that I should have another child."

"Is it a totally crazy notion? I mean 17 years is a pretty big gap between children but you didn't get to give birth to the first one. It might be something you'd want to experience," Ted suggested.

"I feel a conspiracy brewing here," I teased.

"You've got to admit that your daughter makes pretty good sense. And she's been right about a lot of things so far."

"Well I'm not going to be rushed into any arbitrary time frame so if you want to know whether I'll marry you I guess you'll have to buy a ring and find out," I joked.

Much to my surprise Ted did buy a ring and it was absolutely gorgeous. When I saw it I literally squealed and then I burst into tears. I started fanning myself like I was going to pass out and I couldn't speak for a while.

"Is that a yes?" Ted finally asked when an eternity had passed and I had yet to articulate anything resembling human speech.

"Yes, yes, yes, of course it's yes," I said as I threw my arms around his neck and began to smother him with kisses.

"You had me worried for a moment there. I thought you were having a stroke or something," Ted joked.

"Hey, wait a minute. I thought you weren't the marrying type," I said suspiciously.

"I told you, I never met the right person. It just never felt right before."

"But it feels right now?" I asked.

"Darling it felt right the first time I saw you. I love you with all of my heart and I want to spend the rest of my life trying to make you happy. And that's definitely not something I've ever said to anyone before."

"I love you so much too darling and I promise I'll try to be the best wife ever," I said, feeling the tears coming back.

"Well, you'll be the best wife I've ever had, that's for sure."


CHAPTER 20:

When we made love that night I was still an emotional basket case. I couldn't figure out why I was so choked up. I had already been married once so it wasn't my first time at the rodeo, but it would be my first time being a bride and that seemed to make all the difference in the world.

As Ted filled me with his manhood it kind of started to sink in that I was committing to something wonderful and a bit scary. I didn't really have any doubts about Ted or his sincerity, but I did wonder about myself. I wondered what Amy would think if she knew that I was literally taking her place, and not just on the right side of the bed. Of course Billie would have a father again, not that I thought she really needed a male influence at this point, but it would be nice to be a complete family again. And perhaps she would even end up having a new sibling, although I wasn't making any promises on that front.

"Have you ever gotten a woman pregnant?" I asked out of the blue.

"Not to my knowledge," Ted replied.

"With all those women you fucked?"

"No one ever told me. Why? Do you want me to knock you up?"

"Not tonight, thanks."

I was on the pill anyway so it wasn't going to happen that night, even if I wanted it to, but when Ted began to ejaculate inside me I started to think about the potential implications. My future husband was putting his seed in me. If for some reason we really wanted to make a baby this is just how it would happen. Of course I wondered how Ted had never gotten anyone pregnant before, given his active sex life, but maybe he had and the woman never told him or something. Or maybe he couldn't have kids. Or maybe he was just really careful.

I had created a life once before, of course, but all I had to do was cum in my wife's pussy. I was intrigued by the idea of doing it again but playing the bigger role in the whole process. I suppose my head was just swimming with all kinds of ideas. There was so much to think about. So many plans to make. I couldn't really handle it all at the moment so I started crying again.

"Are you going to cry every time we have sex from now on?" Ted said teasingly.

"God, I hope not," I replied, wiping a tear from my cheek. "You probably think I'm some kind of an idiot."

"No, I think you're a woman and entitled to be emotional about things. I'm actually delighted that you seem to be so excited by this. I hoped that you would be. I'm certainly excited," he said.

"But you're not crying," I pointed out.

"Wouldn't you rather have me be strong, and manly, and comfort you in my arms?" he asked.

"Yeah, I think I would," I said as I rested my head on his chest. "I like that you're strong and manly. I kind of gave that up a while ago I guess."

"And I'm glad that you did. Believe me, I'm going to try to see that you never regret that decision."

Billie was suitably impressed by the rock on my finger but she was also a little smug about it.

"I told you," she said.

"Yes, you told me, Miss Smartypants. You told me a lot of things and they were all right on the money. You seem very wise beyond your years young lady. Thank goodness for that."

"Well, you're a little slow on the uptake sometimes but you eventually figure things out," said Billie in her snarky way. "Now we've got some major planning to do for your wedding."

Ted and I actually waited until Billie graduated from high school before we tied the knot. I think the long engagement sort of gave us time to see if either one of us got cold feet, but fortunately that wasn't the case. It also gave us time to do some house hunting, as we were planning to get a new place of our own to start our new life together. And with Billie tucked away at college we could plan a nice long honeymoon.

What if I had never caught my son getting boned by a friend? He might have just gone on taking the pill in secret and I might not have ever even found out that such a pill existed. Without that turning point, and the conversations that followed, William might have never known that I was willing to help him on the path to the life he dreamed of. And without his brave example, and the advice he provided, I might have stayed Randolph Harper to the end of my days instead of becoming Mrs. Miranda Elizabeth Johnson.

Usually when you say that someone is a chip off the old block you mean a child takes after a parent in some way, but in this case it was really the other way around, which I guess made me a chip off the new block, or something. I guess I was just following in my son's footsteps. Whatever it was it made me very happy...and Billie got those ridiculously expensive shoes that she wanted, so I guess we were all very happy.
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