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CHAPTER 1:

It all started about a month ago. Maybe a little longer, I don’t really recall. Time always seems to go by faster than you think it is.

I was living my life as a middle-aged high school history and literature teacher named Chuck Crabtree. I was single, never married and I had no children. My sexuality was slightly ambiguous but that was really irrelevant as my sex life was non-existent. I lived alone in what I suppose some people would call a life of quiet desperation, although I tried to think of it as just a normal life devoid of exceptional highlights.

I suppose I had reached that point where I felt like my best days were behind me, but those days hadn’t been so great that I could just live off of the memories for the rest of my life. I contented myself with the routine of life and I had a few hobbies. As long as everything stayed neat and orderly and consistent I felt like I had a handle on things. Then it all blew up in my face spectacularly.

It was a Saturday morning and I had gone to bed Friday night at 11 PM after watching a program on the History Channel. Nothing unusual about that. During the night I did seem to have some rather strange dreams, which was unusual as I rarely remembered dreaming much at all. There was nothing very clear in those dreams except that I seemed to be a woman for some reason. It wasn’t a particularly unpleasant sensation, but I was just dreaming so there wasn’t anything I could really do about it one way or the other.

When I woke up the dreams were very fresh in my mind and it took a moment or two for me to realize that I wasn’t dreaming anymore. That’s when I pulled the covers back and saw the unmistakable shape of a woman’s breasts sticking up from under my pajamas. The shock knocked any remaining sleep out of me completely as I came to the only conclusion I could. I hadn’t just dreamed that I was a woman...I had actually become one.


CHAPTER 2:

Although I wasn’t a science teacher I was an educated man who knew that there was no known natural biological function that could cause someone to change their gender overnight. And while I did have a passion for classic romantic literature I in no way believed in magic or divine intervention into the affairs of man. It seemed obvious that someone had did this thing to me using some kind of advanced technology that was not known to the general public. The question was...why?

I knew that the birthrate in America was on a steady, slightly alarming decline but women still made up over 50% of the population so it hardly seemed that there was a critical shortage of fertile females that needed to be addressed by radical means.

The government had to be behind it. Who else would have the funds to develop this kind of technology and the power to keep it a secret? History had shown that the government had performed secret medical experiments on unwitting test subjects, much to our shame as a nation. But I still kept coming back to the motivation and drawing blanks.

As I got up and looked around my house I quickly realized that my body wasn’t the only thing that had changed. My wardrobe now consisted of nothing but female clothing and my medicine cabinet included things like feminine hygiene products that I had most definitely never purchased.

The vastness of the conspiracy began to unfold before me when I saw that my driver’s license was no longer my own but belonged to a 32-year-old woman named Elizabeth Bennet, which coincidentally was the name of the protagonist of Pride and Prejudice, which was one of my favorite books. Even a cursory examination showed that I now had the face of this Bennet woman as well as her documentation.

There was in fact nothing in the house that I could find that connected me to Chuck Crabtree. I don’t mean to say that everything had been removed, rather it had all been altered. My credit cards, my mail, even my college diploma had all been changed. If someone had come to the door looking for Chuck Crabtree I would have had no way of explaining why he wasn’t here and why I appeared to be living in his house.

Quite frankly it was terrifying. I was nobody and I had done nothing wrong. Why would anybody in the world want to do this to me? To what end? Even if the population decline was more of a problem than we were aware of and the government wanted to increase the female population in an effort to stem that tide why make me a 32-year-old single schoolteacher? While 32 was still childbearing age why not make me a 22-year-old coed or something? Someone who was far more likely to marry and produce multiple offspring.

And why bother with the deception at all? Why not just whisk the unlucky suckers off to some secret breeding facility? Did they think it was kinder somehow to completely upturn someone’s life and throw them into a society that they were totally unprepared to navigate?

I didn’t have any close friends but there was a fellow teacher named John Anderson that I had a friendly working relationship with so just for the hell of it I called him up and identified myself as Elizabeth Bennet. To my dismay he seemed to know exactly who I was and was quite delighted to hear from me. I had sort of assumed that he would say that he didn’t know anyone by that name so I hadn’t really thought of a good excuse to call him but when he started flirting with me I knew I had to get off the phone in a hurry.

My entire identity had been stolen, or more exactly had been swapped. Perhaps the real Elizabeth Bennet was waking up and discovering that she was now a man named Chuck Crabtree, but that didn’t really work because I was still living my life, just living it as a strange woman.

I had to consider the possibility that I had lost my mind and was completely insane. Maybe this was reality and Chuck Crabtree was just a fantasy I had created in my mind. That was the most logical conclusion I could come to but somehow I knew that wasn’t true. For one thing all of my memories were of my life as a guy named Chuck. If I had actually been living as this Elizabeth person surely I would have some memory of that. Something that had recently happened to me or something from my childhood. As hard as I tried I couldn’t think of one past experience that I had known as a woman.

The bookmarks on my computer were all the same as I remembered them but there was nothing particularly gender specific there. I looked up the web page of the school I worked at and there was a picture of Elizabeth Bennet in the faculty section describing my position and my accomplishments just as it had always done when I was Charles Crabtree, aside from the fact that it accounted for my slightly younger current age At least it looked like I still had a job, although I wasn’t anxious to go to work in a dress.

That first weekend had been the most stressful of my life. I spent countless hours on the Internet trying to see if anyone else had experienced something similar. I even tried the most lunatic of fringe conspiracy web sites, which I figured probably got me flagged by the FBI, but there was absolutely nothing that helped me.

Reluctantly I had gone back to work when the weekend was over and discovered that nobody thought it was strange at all that this younger woman was now teaching my class. Everyone acted like I had always been Elizabeth Bennet and I wasn’t about to try and correct them because without a shred of proof I would surely have been considered insane.

As the days turned into weeks it began to look like I was probably stuck in this alternative reality for some reason. Pretty soon I just fell back into my old routines. My interests were the same, my habits were the same, I just had to get used to shaving different parts of my body.

Now I was about to venture completely out of my normal comfort zone as I had stupidly agreed to go on a date with John Anderson. Ever since I had called him he had taken that as a sign that I was interested and I was so ignorant of the social dynamics of dating that I didn’t know how to turn him down without hurting his feelings. I hadn’t been on a date in many years, and obviously never been on one as a woman, but I didn’t know what else to do.

It sounded like a pretty harmless arrangement. It wasn’t going to be a big formal go out to dinner kind of thing we were just going to meet at a bar after work one Friday evening and have a casual drink. I wasn’t committing to anything, and I’d have my own car there so I could leave whenever I wanted to, so it just seemed easier to say yes.

Of course there’s a part of my story that I haven’t discussed in any detail yet and I think I now should so that you will better understand the events that followed.


CHAPTER 3:

When I said at the beginning that my sexuality was slightly ambiguous that was kind of an effort to gloss over the one dark secret from my past. When I was discovering sex I was horrified to discover that I seemed to be more aroused by men than by women. I tried watching straight porn but I was really just looking at the guys. A good-looking man with a nice cock just sent shivers down my spine.

Of course coming from an ultra-conservative family and living in an ultra-conservative town in an ultra-conservative part of Texas being gay was really not an option for me. I was raised to believe that homosexuality was a terrible sin and there were definitely no gay pride events in my town.

It was just a private fantasy. I’d go in my room and lock the door and watch videos of well-built men jerking off. I was fascinated by cocks and looked at pictures of erect penises all the time but I never kept any of them on my computer and learned how to scrub my viewing history so that no one could ever tell what filthy unnatural images I had been looking at.

Football was a big deal in Texas but I was definitely no jock so to my father’s disappointment I never lived up to his hopes as an athlete. What I did excel at was academics, which turned out to be a decent smoke screen because one could be a nerdy egghead and not be expected to date a lot of girls. People didn’t automatically assume that you were queer they just figured that you liked girls but couldn’t get them.

Then I went away to college and my world opened up in a big way. Like many young people being away from home and off the leash for the first time meant the chance to explore sexuality with greater freedom. For me that also meant the opportunity to explore an alternative lifestyle that would never have flown back home.

Despite the freedom and the opportunity the guilt and shame held me back almost as much as it did back home. My first actual sex act was taking a shower with a guy while we jerked each other off. I felt so terrible afterwards that I could never speak to that guy again.

In my sophomore year I hooked up with a guy who talked me into giving him head. He had a great body and I didn’t really need much coaxing to get me interested in blowing him but I was scared and clueless. He was very patient and taught me all kinds of things about sucking cock so before too long I was able to take his whole dick all the way down my throat without gagging.

Once again I became overcome with guilt and ended the affair, such as it was. It wasn’t until my senior year that I had something that you might call an actual relationship with someone. He was definitely the top and I was his bottom but there was more to it than sex. I really liked the guy and felt things for him that I had never felt for anyone before.

Unfortunately there was my career to think of and I already knew that I was going to go home and teach at my old school and being openly gay there was basically the same thing as being a registered sex offender, although probably worse, because people could tolerate a straight rapist much easier than a gay schoolteacher. In my town being gay meant being a child molester so I knew I had to leave my lover and my true passions behind for good.

So I had a total of three sex partners in my life, all of them male, and all of them a long time ago. I left sex behind in college and tried to never look back. Now I was on a date with a man but what I hadn’t really thought about was the fact that in the public’s eye it was a perfectly natural thing for me to do. There was nothing remotely gay about dating a man, aside from the fact that I really was male, but to all outward appearances I was completely female. The eyes of Texas were upon me and they didn’t give a shit that a man had his hand on my knee.

The place was kind of a honky-tonk joint that featured Country music, which wasn’t my thing but was very popular in these parts. I noticed a lot of the patrons were wearing jeans jackets and belts with big buckles and I was blown away when John turned up sporting a cowboy hat. That was certainly common attire around here, and he looked quite natural wearing it, but it seemed so out of character with the man I knew from school.

We talked shop a little, and drank a little, and he tried to get me to open up about my life and why I had never married, and we drank a little more, and pretty soon we had consumed way more beers than I had planned on consuming. I was feeling pretty good and John was starting to look like the Marlborough Man to me so when he suggested that we go back to his place I couldn’t think of a really good reason not to.

I knew John was a math teacher and not a fucking cowboy but there was something about that whole image that had always turned me on. When we got back to his place he wasted no time in getting cozy with me on the couch and suddenly we were locking lips.

“I didn’t think I was ever going to win you over. What made you suddenly change your mind?” asked John between kisses.

“Just your lucky day I guess,” I replied.

Pretty soon John was squeezing my breasts and we had added tongues to our kissing and I realized that I had gotten into something that was going to be very hard to get out of. I was so out of my depth that I felt like I was drowning. Suddenly I thought about the one sexual skill that I used to actually be pretty proficient at and I slipped out of John’s grasp and got on my knees on the floor in front of him. Then I carefully unzipped his fly and pulled out his throbbing erection and started blowing him right there on the couch.

“Oh, wow...fuck yeah...it’s always the shy ones that turn out to be dirty girls,” said John as he put his hand on my head. “That’s it baby, suck that big cock. Suck it all the way down.”

I have to admit that it did feel kind of exciting to have a man’s cock in my mouth again after so many years. John was pretty average sized so I could handle all of him with no trouble at all, even though I was pretty rusty at the whole BJ thing.

I guess I must have done a pretty good job because it wasn’t long before he was popping his load in my mouth. I had been taught to swallow so I didn’t hesitate for a moment once his jizz started spewing out and I simply gobbled it all down and then licked his dick clean.

“Honey, that was fucking amazing. I had no idea you were that kind of a girl. Just give me a little time to recover and then we can see what else you can surprise me with,” said John.

“Thanks, but I’ve really got to get going. I’ve got a bunch of papers to grade and I wasn’t planning on being out late,” I replied.

“Sure thing honey, I understand,” said John.

I honestly don’t think he was terribly disappointed by the news that I was taking off. He’d gotten a blowjob for the price of a few beers and he didn’t have to bother with trying to do anything for me and he could go to bed early. Of course now I knew I’d have to deal with the repercussions of having blown a co-worker but all things considered I had escaped without too much damage. And on top of that it had been kind of fun to feel all that man meat going down my throat again after so many years. I guess maybe you never really forget how to give head once you’ve been taught by an expert.


CHAPTER 4:

John was anxious for a reprise but I tried to play it off by saying that I’d had a few too many drinks and that I had simply lost control and that I wasn’t really that kind of a woman but he persisted for a while. He couldn’t really push me too hard at work and I screened his calls so after a while I think he got the idea that it was just one of those things.

Eventually I began to wonder whether I was making a mistake by giving him the cold shoulder. It didn’t look like I was going to turn back into Chuck anytime soon, if ever, and as a single woman there was no reason for me to maintain my sexless lifestyle, but I didn’t really feel anything special for John. I was also a little afraid that I might be playing into the government’s hands by running around being sexually promiscuous. I really did not want to get pregnant, even if it did help boost the sagging population.

Then one day things took a very unexpected turn. There was a girl in one of my classes named Kelly Windsor and she was what I suppose you would call my star pupil. She was extremely bright, and rather pretty, although her clothing choices were sometimes a little odd for my taste but I guess that was called Goth or something like that. I had made her my teacher’s aid and she was helping me prepare some study guides when she suddenly got kind of personal.

“You know Ms. Bennet you’re a very beautiful woman just the way you are and that’s really great if you’re happy with that but society does project these manufactured standards of beauty and there are circumstances when conforming to that standard can be beneficial without totally sacrificing your integrity,” Kelly began.

“What sort of circumstances?” I inquired, taking the bait.

“Well, in dealing with matters concerning the opposite sex, for example. If you wanted to be more attractive to men, for example, there are any number of things you could do accentuate your natural beauty and highlight your assets,” she replied.

“What makes you think I want to be more attractive to men?”

“Oh, you’re not a lesbian are you? I hadn’t thought of that,” she said almost to herself.

“I don’t think my sexual preferences, whatever they might be, should be discussed between a teacher and her student, do you?” I replied.

“No, of course not, I don’t mean to pry I simply want you to know that I am ready willing and able to assist you in this area anytime you want,” said Kelly.

“Just what are you driving at?” I said with a laugh.

“I’d like to give you a makeover.”

Having not been born female it took me a moment to realize that this was probably a fairly natural thing for a teenage girl to suggest, as odd as it seemed to me on the surface. I knew that girls her age were very interested in fashion and makeup and things like that giving someone a “makeover” was probably a pretty important ritual in her circle of friends. I was actually kind of touched that she would think of an older woman like me as someone who would be worth her time and effort in such an endeavor so I decided to play along.

“Okay, just what would this makeover entail?” I asked.

“Oh, just a little primping and preening. There’s so much potential there I don’t think it would be very hard to bring out the best in you.”

“So is this something we could do here on campus? Like a Friday afternoon after school?” I suggested.

“Yeah, there’s a dressing room in the auditorium that has mirrors with makeup lights. I can bring my stuff and work there just fine,” Kelly replied.

“Okay you have my permission to make me over this Friday,” I said with a smile. “Now let’s concentrate on getting these study guides put together, shall we?”

I had cosmetics in my house but I hadn’t bothered to try and use much of that stuff. As a man it was pretty much a quick shower and shave and I was on my way. I didn’t have much hair by this point so there wasn’t much to do except comb over the few longer strands remaining and try to fool myself into thinking that it looked good.

When I showed up for my makeover appointment I found that Kelly was already set up and prepared. There were creams and powders and brushes and liners and a vast assortment of things that I was completely clueless about. Kelly was all business as she went about explaining what she was doing to me and why and I tried to keep it all in my head but she was speaking a language I didn’t understand.

“We’ve got to do something with that hair,” she said as she surveyed my head.

I know it sounds like a complete cliché, the single schoolteacher lady who let’s her hair down and magically transforms into a bombshell, but it actually happened that way. Kelly went to work with a curling iron or something and handled my hair with the skill of a surgeon and when she was through it actually took my breath away.

“Oh, my gosh!” I gasped.

“Yeah, I know, right?” said Kelly happily.

“I look...really good,” I said.

“You can say it. You look gorgeous.”

“I think I really do.”

“Now your wardrobe choices need a little work too I think. I took the liberty of bringing this along for you to try on. I’m pretty sure it will fit you.”

Kelly produced a black cocktail dress on a hanger and I was kind of blown away by how much trouble she was going to. I think it made me feel a little suspicious.

“You know you don’t have to butter me up. You’re getting an “A” in my class already,” I teased.

It took a little coaxing but eventually she coaxed me into trying the dress on and my transformation was complete. I really couldn’t believe that I was capable of being that attractive but the results were undeniable.

“Now that’s what you should look like if you want to attract a man...or whatever,” said Kelly.

“Well whatever your motive was in doing this for me I certainly appreciate it. I suppose I haven’t really paid all that much attention to my appearance since...well I mean to say it’s not usually a priority.”

“Sometimes a girl just needs to look extra pretty, even if it’s just for your own sense of well-being,” said Kelly.

Kelly took a couple of pictures of me using my phone so I’d have a reference point if I wanted to try and duplicate the look myself and then it was time to go. She suggested that I wear the dress home and return it whenever it was convenient and I assured her that I would get it cleaned first.

On my way to my car I got whistled at but when I looked around I couldn’t see who had done it. I passed the security guard in the parking lot who never paid me the slightest attention but now he looked like a starving man eyeing a huge juicy steak.

When I got to my car I arrived at roughly the same time as one of my fellow teachers, Jill Parker, who gave me quite a look herself.

“Hot date tonight, huh?” she said with a wink. “Good thing Harry didn’t see you or you never would have made it out to the parking lot.”

Harry Cahill had what you would call a “reputation” I guess. He was definitely the top rooster in the hen house and it was no secret. He had friends in high places and he was also the football coach, which made him pretty much immune to the laws of man and nature in these parts.

As I headed for home I started to think about what Jill had said and it suddenly struck me that it would be kind of a waste to just go home and curl up with a book in my pajamas when I looked so good. I did go home, just to grab a quick bite to eat, then I did a little research on the local hot spots and decided to go out for a drink. I wasn’t used to feeling this good about my appearance and it gave my confidence a real boost. I wasn’t really looking for anything but if I happened to see something that caught my eye...


CHAPTER 5:

“Oh, yes...fucking yes! Give it to me baby!”

I was buck naked in some strange man’s apartment on top of his bed  on my hands and knees. His name was Blake and he was like 24-years-old or something. I had met him in a bar, and he had bought me a drink, and now he was fucking my brains out from behind. He wasn’t a cowboy but he was young and well-built and he looked like one of those guys I used to watch jacking off on the Internet.

“Yee haw! You cougars are the best honey!” shouted Blake as he slapped my ass.

Yes he really did say “yee haw” and I’m ashamed to admit that I had no idea what a cougar was but it sounded like he meant it to be a compliment so I didn’t worry about it one way or the other.

I had pretty much tried to avoid touching my pussy. Certainly I was curious about it and pulled the lips apart to get a better look at it, but I think there was a very stubborn side of me that refused to accept my new gender. All I wanted to do was live the same life I had always lived and try not to think about my anatomy any more than absolutely necessary. Now I had a young stud with a really big cock humping me a mile a minute and I was spinning into orbit.

“God that’s so good,” I moaned. “I had no idea anything could feel that good.”

“You ain’t seen nothing yet honey. Now when I lift your legs you just wrap them around my back and I’ll do the rest,” said Blake.

Before I could say that I was perfectly happy doing just what we were doing I felt his powerful arms lifting my legs up off the bed. Blake told me to wrap them tightly around his back and I did the best I could. Somehow he had gotten his feet on the floor I think, although I’m a little hazy on the details.

“You are a fucking stud!” I tried to shout over my shoulder.

Shortly thereafter I experienced my first female orgasm and it left me whimpering and quivering while Blake continued on like a man with a jackhammer between his legs. I had made him wear a condom, because I still had no interest in helping the government with their diabolical plan, so maybe the rubber desensitized him or something or maybe he just had incredible stamina but he fucked me so hard and so long I almost came a second time. Hell, maybe I did, I wasn’t really sure how a woman knew when an orgasm officially ended because at some point I was just in ecstasy all over and all the time.

When he finally finished he peeled the spent condom off his dick and headed for the bathroom.

“You want to grab me a beer honey? Grab yourself one too if you want,” he said over his shoulder as he went in the bathroom and closed the door.

It kind of spoiled the buzz I was feeling a little but a man who could make me feel like that certainly deserved a beer. He also deserved a blowjob and as soon as he brought that python back to life he was going to get a damn fine one.

I sucked his dick as soon as he was hard again and he fucked me two more times after that but that exhausted his supply of condoms so we called it a night. My beautiful hair and makeup were totally ruined but it had definitely been worth it. Even though it was late I decided to head for home and Blake made no serious effort to stop me.

“Let me know you’re coming next time and I’ll get the 12 pack,” he said as I headed out the door.

At first I thought he was talking about beers but then I realized he meant condoms and I think I actually shuddered. Three fucks and a BJ had damn near killed me. I didn’t want to think about what that man could do to me with 12 rubbers in his arsenal.

When I got home I made three big decisions. One, I was going to learn how to do all that cosmetic stuff so that I could look pretty whenever I wanted. Two, I was going to stop fighting against my womanhood so hard and try to be open to the new possibilities it afforded me. And three, I was going to see a doctor and start taking birth control pills. I had a feeling there was going to be a lot more sex in my future and I figured it was better to be prepared.


CHAPTER 6:

Along with my new look cosmetically I decided that I needed a new look where my clothes were concerned as well. I had a really nice figure and very sexy legs so it seemed like a shame not to show my body off a little. Obviously I couldn’t very well dress like a slut to teach high school history but that didn’t mean that I needed to be quite as conservative as I had been in my appearance. I wasn’t an old lady, and the younger female teachers certainly wore pretty dresses or a nice skirt with a modest top and maybe a short sweater on top of that, so I didn’t see why I couldn’t spice it up just a little.

When I looked through my closet a little more carefully I found that there were a number of things that I had to work with that I had basically ignored and just for fun I went out and did a little shopping. Dressing for work I had to operate within certain limits but what I wore on my own time was my own business.

Kelly was delighted that I had decided to take her advice and accentuate my appearance and she always let me know if I had gone too heavy or too light on something. Sometimes she’s show me a picture of an outfit she thought would look good on me and more than once I ended up buying it, or something very similar.

Not surprisingly Harry Cahill had taken note of my new appearance and one afternoon when I had worked really late and thought that everyone else had probably already gone home he suddenly appeared in my classroom and came over to where I was sitting.

“Working late I see,” said Harry as he put his hands on my shoulders from behind me and started to give me a massage.

“I don’t think this is really appropriate Mr. Cahill,” I protested.

“Come on honey, don’t think you’re fooling anyone with that innocent act. I know you sucked John Anderson’s cock. He couldn’t wait to brag all about it,” said Harry as he continued to rub my shoulders.

“Whoever...or...whatever I suck or don’t suck is really nobody else’s business,” I said.

“Baby, don’t fight it. It’s perfectly natural for a woman to have...urges,” he said as he reached over my shoulders and started rubbing my breasts. “I know you want it. You want it bad.”

Part of me was offended by his brazen and unprofessional contact but part of me felt aroused by his aggressiveness. Suddenly he took his hands off my boobs and I felt a moment of relief. That was short-lived as he then presented his rather large and very hard prick which he had pulled from his pants.

“Come on honey just look at that Grade A specimen of Texas beef. I’ll bet your mouth is watering right now to get those pretty lips wrapped around it.”

Suddenly there was the sound of the door being unlocked and Harry shoved his dick back in his pants. I hadn’t even realized that he had locked the door when he came in but I suppose he was pretty experienced at this sort of thing by now.

“Oh, excuse me,” said the security guard as he opened the door and saw us. “I just saw that the lights were still on and figured that someone forgot to shut them off before leaving.”

“That’s okay, we were just leaving now anyway,” I said as I quickly gathered up my things.

I got the hell out of there walking as fast as I could and then practically ran through the parking lot to get to my car. I was actually shaking as I drove away from the school. Partly because I was afraid that Harry might have raped me if I had continued to resist his advances, and partly because there was a side of me that had been sorely tempted to put that big dick in my mouth and do precisely what he wanted me to do.

My sort of boyfriend in college had been very dominant and pretty much bent me to his will so I knew how submissive I was capable of being around an aggressive male. I think part of that was the shame I felt being involved in a gay relationship so in a way the more humiliated my lover made me feel the more I felt like I deserved it.

Harry Cahill was a very chiseled man, especially for his age, and his cock was seriously impressive. If he had just stopped in and invited me out for a drink I probably would have accepted but instead he just tried to take what he obviously felt entitled to. It was disgusting, actually, but damn if I didn’t feel turned on. That feeling of being overpowered by a stronger man had always aroused me terribly.

I decided that I did need a drink but I didn’t feel like going out in the frame of mind I was in so I just went home and poured myself a glass of wine and tried to relax. After my second glass I was pretty mellow and went and took a bath. While I was in the tub, soaking in the lovely warm water, I was running a soapy sponge over my body. I liked the way the sponge felt rubbing up against my nipples so I lingered on my breasts for a time. Then I ran the sponge down my stomach and between my legs and soon I was rubbing my pussy, getting a little faster as I started to feel the tingle.

I closed my eyes and the first thing that popped into my head was Harry’s cock and I let go of the sponge and started rubbing the hood of my clitoris. If I hadn’t chickened out I could have that mighty tool inside me right now, I thought. Or I could be at police headquarters being swabbed for a rape kit.

Suddenly I felt my body convulse and I let the orgasm carry me away to a happy place where everything was just dick and pussy and feeling good all over. It was the first time I had masturbated as a woman but I knew it wouldn’t be the last.

As soon as I dried off and got ready for bed I went on Amazon and ordered a couple of sex toys that looked interesting. I never knew how much that I would enjoy having a pussy but now that I did I was determined to make the most of it.


CHAPTER 7:

“We need to talk about the parent/teacher conference coming up,” said Kelly rather earnestly.

“I think I’ve got that covered pretty well. I’ve done quite a few of these you know,” I said with a chuckle.

“No, I mean we need to plan your outfit. What were you thinking of wearing?” she asked.

“I don’t know, I hadn’t really given it any thought. Just my regular work attire I imagine,” I said.

“Okay, but we’ve got to make sure that it looks really sharp.”

“Why this concern about my wardrobe?” I asked.

“Because you’re going to meet my dad for the first time and it’s important that you make a good impression,” she replied.

“Why? Is your father that picky about clothes?”

“Oh, Elizabeth,” said Kelly with a heavy sigh. “Sometimes I wonder who the child is here.”

I couldn’t help but laugh at that. Teenagers can be very serious about some pretty trivial things but Kelly was on kind of a different level. So was so incredibly mature for her age that it was actually hard to remember that I was the adult, especially since she knew so much already about being female and I was just beginning to stumble into the light.

“I take it you want me to make a good impression on your father for some reason?” I suggested.

“That’s the plan,” she replied.

“Well I already think that you’re one of the brightest and most accomplished students I’ve ever had I’ll certainly be happy to let your father know how much I think of you,” I said.

“Can we put aside the whole structured dynamic of the teacher/student thing for a moment and speak frankly, woman to woman?” asked Kelly.

“Somehow I don’t think I’ll be able to stop you so go right ahead.”

“My father is a gem of a man but ever since my mother died he has shut himself off completely from any kind of contact with members of the opposite sex. He’s strong, and fit, and in the prime of life but he’s letting himself become overwhelmed by grief and I think we can both agree that that’s not healthy. He just needs to find that spark, just a little nudge from just the right woman,” Kelly explained.

“And you think I’m the right woman for some reason?”

“Oh, I know you are.”

She said it so definitely that it made me feel a little funny. I suddenly got the sense that I was being hustled by a 17-year-old girl.

“Well I’m flattered that you think so highly of me but a parent/teacher conference is hardly a social mixer,” I pointed out.

“No, I grasp that. What we need to do here is plant the seed. If we play this right once he meets you he’s going to find that he can’t stop thinking about you and then we move on to the next step.”

“Look, I’ve got to stop you right now,” I said with a smile. “You’re obviously a wonderful daughter who thinks the world of her father and wants him to be happy but this kind of playing Cupid rarely works in real life. Not to mention the ethical considerations of a teacher conspiring with one of her students to induce a romantic relationship with her father.”

“It’s not like you’re a judge and I’m a plaintiff in your courtroom and you need to recuse yourself for a potential conflict of interest,” Kelly pointed out. “There’s nothing wrong with a man and a woman going out for a nice dinner, regardless of whether they have a common connection to the man’s offspring, is there?”

I couldn’t really think of a good answer to that so I just tried to move on.

“I am really looking forward to meeting your father and telling him what a delight and a treasure you are but I have no idea whether he’s going to see this spark you’re talking about, or whether I’m going to feel anything like that myself.”

“Oh, you will. Trust me.”

I had seen enough of teenage girls over the years to know that they were pretty much all insane in one way or another, and the really bright and imaginative ones tended to be the most creatively mad. Kelly was unique, there was no other way to put it. I was quite sure that she had a very bright future ahead of her whatever she ultimately chose to do with her life but I really couldn’t get dragged into her romantic schemes.

Even so I let Kelly help plan out my wardrobe for the big meeting. I simply didn’t want to give her any reason to explain why her plan had failed. Hopefully when she saw that there was no spark between us she would drop the subject and busy herself with something more productive.

When the conference rolled around I was dressed exactly as planned. It was professional but with a hint of sex appeal and with accessories that were designed to “pop” as she put it. Some of the parents I knew because I had taught their older children earlier and some were new to me. When a fantastically handsome man in a perfectly tailored suit walked up to me and introduced himself as Cal Windsor my jaw almost hit the floor.

“I’m Kelly’s father,” he added, as if I hadn’t figured that out already.

“Of course you are,” I said almost under my breath.

“I’m sorry?”

“I just mean that there’s such a strong family resemblance I would have guessed you were her father even if you hadn’t told me,” I said, recovering quickly but feeling my legs turning to straw.

“Kelly speaks very highly of you. I understand you’ve made her your teacher’s assistant,” said Cal.

“Yes, she’s a remarkable student and a remarkable young lady as well. You should be very proud of her. I see big things in her future,” I said feeling a desperate need for a drink of water...preferably with a couple of shots of Bourbon and some ice in it.

“Well I definitely am proud of her. I know that most parents probably think of their children as special but I know that she really is,” said Cal. “Hey, I don’t want to take up all your time, I know you’ve got a lot of people to meet and greet but I just want to say what a real pleasure it’s been to meet you at last.”

Cal extended his hand and I reached out to shake it and when we touched our eyes suddenly met and I felt my stomach starting to do a somersault. The spark I thought.

After greeting everyone personally I took my place up front and gave an overview of what we were studying and answered questions for the parents. Being in the asshole of bum-fuck Texas there were a couple of parents there trying to find out if we were slipping any Critical Race Theory or LGBTQ messages into the curriculum but I assured them that we weren’t.

I tried really hard not to be obvious about it but I did make eye contact with Cal several times, and each time it made my stomach all bubbly. I was actually a bit disappointed when the meeting ended and a few parents came up to speak to me again but Cal seemed to have disappeared.

Cal was handsome, and charming, and sexy as hell. I had not counted on that. I don’t know what I pictured exactly but that wasn’t it. Kelly may have miscalculated her father’s taste in women but she had nailed my taste in men to the wall. I knew I was going to go home and put one of my new sex toys to work and I knew what I would be thinking about while I did so.


CHAPTER 8:

Kelly seemed delighted with the results of our meeting but I didn’t see how she could possibly have construed anything special having come from it. He hadn’t even stuck around for a  little more one-on-one time, let alone made any indication that he was interested in anything other than his child’s education.

“Just give it time,” she assured me. “You’re in his brain now, and I know he’s going to fight, but this thing is too big for him to control.”

“And I thought I was the hopeless romantic,” I chuckled.

“You are, and that’s one of the things that my father is really going to like about you once you get better acquainted.”

“I will admit that your father is a very attractive man and I would seriously consider going out with him if he ever asked me but until that happens I think we’re better off just letting this who subject drop. Okay?”

“Okay. But he will ask you...I just don’t know when.”

“Terrific,” I replied.

It was about two or three days later during my lunch break when I stopped at the supply closet to pick up some more staples before heading to the faculty break room. Almost the moment I stepped inside I heard the door open behind me and Harry Cahill walked in and quickly shut the door behind him.

“You’ve been avoiding me,” he said as he stood quite close behind me.

“No, I’ve just been working,” I replied.

Suddenly he reached around and pulled up the front of my skirt. A moment later his hand was in my panties and he was feeling me up.

“What are you doing?” I said even though it was perfectly obvious what he was doing.

“Tell me to stop and I will,” he whispered in my ear.

I felt so ashamed because it was a simple enough thing to tell him to stop but for some reason I had trouble forming the word. As he continued to finger me up I felt my heart start to speed up and my breathing got heavier.

“Not here. Not during work hours when there are kids around,” I managed to gasp.

“Okay,” Harry replied, still working my snatch with his fingers. “Meet me after school out by the bleachers. I’ve got a place where no one will disturb us.”

“I’ll be there,” I said softly.

“I know you will,” Harry replied as he pulled his hand away. “Now take off your panties and give them to me.”

“What?”

“I want you thinking about what’s going to happen later,” he replied.

I hurriedly pulled off my panties and handed them to Harry. He looked them over for a moment and then stuffed them in his pocket. I turned and got out of there as quickly as I could, completely forgetting the staples I had come to get.

It was so strange spending the rest of the day without my panties on. I had to make sure that I didn’t do anything that would flash my beaver and when I sat at my desk I pressed my legs tightly together and also pivoted my lower body slightly to the side.

When the school day ended I knew I had to make a choice. I could just get in my car and drive home or I could meet Harry at the bleachers. I suppose I had already made that choice when I handed him my underwear but there was still time to change my mind. I didn’t. I was excited by this whole new world of sex that I was just discovering rather late in life.

I met Harry as planned and he took me to a small brick building near the football field and unlocked the door. It appeared to be some kind of equipment storage shed.

“Nobody will bother us here,” he said as he locked the door behind us. “Now...panty inspection.”

“But you know you’ve got my panties,” I protested.

“Want to make sure you didn’t put on a spare,” he replied. “Now bend over and grab your ankles.”

My college friend had used those words on me a few times and in each case he had gotten behind me and fucked me in the ass. I wondered if the same thing was about to happen now. Once I was in the position Harry came over and flipped up the back of my skirt.

“I knew you could be an obedient little slut like the others,” he said as he started squeezing my butt cheeks. “Nice ass by the way. Really firm too.”

Harry flipped my skirt back down and let me stand up straight.

“Now show me your tits,” he barked.

Harry had the kind of voice that made you respond to his commands. It was probably a great asset as a coach because it made you jump to follow his orders. I quickly unbuttoned my blouse and pulled it open. Harry took over from there and yanked my bra down, exposing my breasts for his pleasure.

“Nice. Very nice,” he commented as he fondled my boobs. “Okay honey, on your knees. John says you suck dick like a pro but I’ll be judge of that.”

I got down in front of him and pulled his cock out. I was a mass of conflicts. I was mad at John for telling people what we had done but kind of proud that he had praised my cock sucking skills. I was kind of mad at myself for giving in to this pushy, arrogant, asshole so easily but kind of excited that I hadn’t just chickened out and run off. I was humiliated to be treated like I was just a toy for his amusement but I was so horny that I couldn’t wait to get his prick in my mouth.

“Well, I see John wasn’t exaggerating...you really do suck like a pro,” said Harry. “Where did you learn to do that honey? You got a secret life? Maybe you like to turn tricks at the truck stop out by the Interstate to make a little extra money?”

“I learned it in college,” I said rather defiantly.

“I’ll bet you did,” Harry said with a chuckle. “You were probably quite a cutie back then. All those frat boys must have had a good time with you. I’m sure you were very popular.”

I understood the psychology of guys like Harry. It wasn’t really sex they craved it was power. Sure, they liked getting their rocks off, but what really turned them on was being in control. It was that lack of control that had always gotten me so aroused. The feeling of being small and weak and helpless, even when I knew I could just get up and leave. And of course there was the guilt. Feeling dirty and sinful. I wasn’t Catholic but it always sort of felt like I was doing penance.

It was different now because I wasn’t doing gay sex but I still felt shame for being such a dirty slut. It was hard to shake all those old sermons and Sunday school lessons about the evils of temptation.

“Okay honey we better skip the appetizer and get on to the main course or I’m going to shoot my wad right in your face,” said Harry.

He had me stand up and bend over and then he grabbed my arms at the wrist and held them behind my back. His hands were so big that he could easily hold both of my wrists in one of them. Then he pushed his cock into my pussy and started fucking me hard.

I enjoyed it. I’m not especially proud of myself for saying that but it was the truth. I had lived a completely sexless life for more than 20 years and suddenly found myself the object of intense desire by many men. I really didn’t know what to do with that knowledge yet.

So far I had gone on one date with a co-worker and blew him before I ran out, let myself get picked up by a stranger who fucked me until the condoms ran out, and now I was being banged in a shed by another co-worker who obviously had zero respect for me and strongly implied that I was probably moonlighting as a hooker. It didn’t sound very good when you summarized it like that but I couldn’t deny that I liked the sex part.

Suddenly Harry let go of my arms and pulled out. He spun me around and pushed me back down on my knees. I looked up at him as he jerked off all over my face.

“Jesus, what did you do that for?” I said, wiping his cum out of my eye.

“Just marking my territory honey,” he said with a grunt as he stuffed his dick back in his pants.

“Well give me something to clean up with,” I said.

Harry reached in his pocket and pulled out my panties. He tossed them over to me and I tried to wipe my face the best I could. I knew my face was a wreck but there really wasn’t much to do about it except walk quickly back to my car and try to avoid people along the way.

I was pretty sure that the entire faculty would know that Harry had added me to his list of conquests, but it was a pretty long list so at least I wasn’t alone.


CHAPTER 9:

Who was I really? I didn’t mean was I a man or a woman because I had accepted the fact that my female state definitely wasn’t a dream and probably wasn’t temporary so I suppose the question was what kind of a woman was I.

I had always admired strong female characters in literature, like my namesake Elizabeth Bennet, but I related more to someone like O in Story of O, who is the ultimate symbol of female submission to male dominance. For some reason nearly all of the characters I was closely drawn to in literature were female. Now that I was female too I was trying to figure out what kind of story I was writing for myself.

I was certainly not the virtuous maiden locked in a tower waiting for her true love to rescue her, and I wasn’t really the plucky proto-feminist heroine at war with gender norms. I felt more like the Whore of Babylon, but I was probably being a little unfair to myself.

Having abstained from sex for most of my life it was probably not surprising that I was so overtly sexual right now. Being an attractive younger woman had opened up doors to me that were not available before. I didn’t even have to go looking for sex it would just come to me.

What I really needed to try and remember was that I had the power to turn down sex if I wanted to. Of course if a big guy like Harry really wanted to force himself on me there wouldn’t be much I could do to stop him but that didn’t seem to be his thing. He didn’t want to just take a woman he wanted to prove that he could get a woman to do whatever he wanted voluntarily. On the other hand there were certainly men who didn’t want permission and would just try to violate a woman by force so I figured maybe I should start carrying some pepper spray or something in my purse.

I was an adult female of legal age. I had urges and desires like anyone else. There was obviously a double standard about sex that tried to “slut shame” women who were sexual but that didn’t mean that I had to let that ruin my life. Of course I knew all about that double standard. When I was a man and I’d hear male teachers talking about Harry’s exploits it was always the woman who came off as the “guilty” party. She was dismissed as a “whore” and “slut” and a “loose woman” but nobody ever seemed to think less of Harry for perpetrating what was sexual harassment at least. They almost spoke of him with reverence and awe, like he was someone to be admired for his achievements.

It was a strange position to be in. For most of my life I had been a pretty inconspicuous character. I didn’t stand out in a crowd. Nobody was anxious to make my acquaintance. Now, especially after Kelly’s makeover, I was the kind of person who made heads turn when I walked into a room. That was something I was going to have to learn to deal with. It was certainly an advantage if I wanted to get male attention but it also meant that I was probably going to get more male attention than I always wanted. I really needed to learn how to flirt and how to be more choosy about who I hit the sheets with. Basically I needed to learn how to be a woman.

I didn’t know any of the women on the faculty really well so I was kind of surprised when Debbie Dixon, the music teacher, invited me to have a drink after work one afternoon.

“So you finally joined the club,” said Debbie as we sat at the bar waiting to order.

“What club is that?” I asked.

“Harry’s Whores...Cahill’s Cunts...we don’t really have an official name,” said Debbie with a chuckle.

“So you know about that,” I said.

“Honey you must know how fast news travels around here,” Debbie replied.

“Maybe I sound naive but didn’t all that Me Too business kind of put a stop to this sort of thing?” I asked.

“You’ve lived here long enough to know that this isn’t California or New York or some other woke place like that. Things don’t really change around here. People might have to be a little more discrete about how they go about things but men will be men. You know Harry used to have nude centerfolds hanging on the wall of his office but someone on the school board made him take them down. He still had magazines in his desk, and everybody knew they were there, but as long as they weren’t on the wall it was okay,” Debbie explained. “Could be worse. At least he just fucks teachers, he’s smart enough not to mess with any of the students.”

“God, that’s unthinkable!”

“You really are naive, aren’t you? I got fucked by a teacher when I was a cheerleader in high school,” Debbie said rather casually.

“Did you tell anyone?”

“Who was I going to tell? Who would believe me? And I didn’t want everyone thinking I was some kind of a slut. It was bad enough I was a cheerleader in Texas named Debbie. You don’t know how many Debbie Does Dallas jokes I had to put up with. That was a really famous porn flick from back in the 70’s,” Debbie explained when she saw my blank expression.

“That’s terrible,” I said.

“That just life honey. It’s a man’s world and unless you just get married and become a housewife as quick as you can you’ve got to learn to fit in the best you can. On the bright side now that Harry’s had you he probably won’t be as pushy. It probably bugged the hell out of him that you didn’t put out sooner but now that he’s got the notch on his belt he doesn’t have to come after you as hot and heavy.”

I didn’t know what to think after talking to Debbie. It seemed outrageous that a teenage girl could get sexually molested by an adult teacher and get away with it completely. How many other girls had he raped? How many years did he get to go on teaching with an unblemished public record? I had only been a woman for a short time but that kind of behavior should make anyone’s blood boil no matter your gender.

Were men all just pigs? Was that the lesson I should take away? That seemed a little harsh and judgmental. Debbie was probably right that if you wanted to survive in a system where misogyny was deeply ingrained you had to find a way to work within it. My solution had been to bend over and grab my ankles. That had pretty much been my solution to everything in life. Keep a low profile, don’t make waves and take whatever life gives you.

My first reaction to hearing about  Debbie’s traumatic experience was to be angry that she had kept quiet but thinking about it rationally I could totally see her point. The victim of sexual abuse always get stigmatized. “She must have been asking for it,” or “look at the way she dresses” were common male responses to a woman who accused a man of assault. What I did with Harry had been consensual but if he had raped me would I really want to go up against him and all his powerful friends and probably end up losing my job over it?

If I had grown up female I probably would have experienced a lot of things that I had been blissfully spared from by being male. There was so much more to being a woman than just learning how to put on mascara and there was still so much that I didn’t know.


CHAPTER 10:

“This is Cal Windsor, how may I help you?”

“Oh, hi...this is Ms. Bennet, from the high school. We met at the parent/teacher conference not too long ago,” I said.

“Yes, I remember you quite well. You’re my daughter’s favorite teacher.”

“Well I hate to bother you but I discovered that Kelly left her phone in my classroom and I know how teenage girls are about their phones and since this was Friday and she’d be without it for the entire weekend I just thought I’d see if there was some way of getting it back to her,” I said. “Of course that’s a parental decision so if you think she would be better learning a lesson by living without it for a couple of days I totally understand.”

“I believe in taking responsibility for things but I’ not a total sadist,” Cal joked. “And she’d probably end up just poaching my phone so if there’s some convenient way of handling this I’d be all for it.”

“I’d hate to put you to any trouble. Is there some other way to contact Kelly? Maybe a friend’s phone or something?” I suggested.

We bandied some suggestions around for a little while until we decided that the best solution was to just meet up somewhere after Cal got off work and he would collect the phone then. We settled on the bar at a hotel that was one his way home and fairly close to my home so that I wouldn’t be terribly inconvenienced.

I hung around the classroom as long as possible, just to see if Kelly would discover her missing phone and come back to retrieve it, but then I packed up my things and went home. I had no plans for the evening so I was just going to go in my work clothes but something inspired me to make a little effort. I admit that I was a little disappointed that Cal had never contacted me after our initial meeting, but he had never seen me at my sultry best.

Working quickly but efficiently I got myself looking pretty damn hot in record time and raced over to the hotel feeling way more excited about returning a lost phone than I should have.

“My goodness, I have the feeling that I’m keeping you from something,” said Cal as I took a seat at a table with him. “You look like you have a big night planned.”

“Not at all,” I said, trying to sound casual. “I don’t really have anything special planned at all.”

“That surprises me. It’s been my experience that beautiful single women on a Friday night usually have their dance cards filled far in advance,” said Cal with a smile.

“You caught me at the right time,” I replied.

“Well if you’re not in a hurry can I at least buy you drink for your troubles?

“I think that would be lovely.”

Should I have lied and pretended like I had a date? He was probably thinking that there must be something wrong with me. What was I thinking getting all dressed up like this? Now he knows that I did it just for his benefit. Did that make me look too desperate? On the other hand he is looking at my cleavage a lot. I know he’s trying not to look like he’s looking but he’s looking. And he’s buying me a drink. Maybe he’s asking whether I had a date tonight because he’s planning to ply my with liquor and then fuck my brains out. This is a hotel after all and he did chose this place. Oh, God...what am I doing? I am so fucking out my element here.

“I’m glad you found her phone. She used to lose it all the time but I threatened not to replace it if she lost it again and that pretty much solved that problem,” said Cal.

“It must be quite a challenge raising a daughter on your own,” I said sympathetically.

Oh, fuck me! Now he thinks I’m some scheming maiden lady who’s trying to use his daughter as a tool to become the next Mrs. Windsor. And what the hell am I doing reminding him of his late wife that he’s so grief-stricken over that he refuses to date again even thought he’s the most gorgeous man I’ve ever seen in my life and it’s a crime against nature that his cock isn’t in somebody as much as possible.

“Yes, it has been a challenge. My work keeps me very busy so I can’t always give her as much time as I probably should but thankfully she’s very resourceful and she has good influences in her life, like you, so I think she’s turned out pretty swell,” said Cal.

Okay, I think he may have just thrown the ball back in my court. He didn’t seem uncomfortable talking about this subject and he even praised me as a good influence in her daughter’s life. What did he mean by that? Was he just being polite or should I read more into that? I should probably just crawl under the table and blow him. It was the only thing I really knew how to do well as a woman and even if he never wanted to see me again at least I would have had one chance to suck his cock.

We chatted a little more, and I obsessed over every word, and then we finished our drinks and I waited to see what would happen next.

“You know, I’m having such a nice time that I’d like to keep it going, but this isn’t really a date and I think I’d like to do things the proper way. I’d love to take you to dinner sometime if you’re interested,” said Cal.

“That sounds delightful,” I replied. “Just give me a call and we’ll take it from there.”

“I’m glad to hear that. Young people today seem to do everything with a text message but I’m kind of old fashioned.”

“Well I’m not that young you know,” I said feeling myself actually blushing.

Somehow I made it out of there alive. I didn’t trip over my heels or spill a drink in his lap. He did have to remind me to give him the phone that was supposedly the whole reason for us getting together but all things considered I had done pretty well for myself. I had a date. Or at least I had the suggestion that he was going to call me for a date, which hopefully he would do since he was the one who brought it up in the first place.

Now all I had to do was be patient and wait for his call. That gave me time to think about what I was going to wear. He was obviously attracted to my cleavage so showing off my bosom was a must, but within the bounds of good taste. He seemed like a classy guy so he’d probably respond better to something slightly daring rather than something totally trashy.

I honestly had no idea that dating was this complicated, but of course I really hadn’t done much of it before. Perhaps I was putting too much pressure on myself. It was certainly easier to just have a guy tell me to get on my knees and suck him off but I had a feeling that I was missing a whole different dimension of the dating experience by just being an obedient cum receptacle. Hey, if that’s all Cal wanted from me I’d be happy to oblige. A man that attractive could ejaculate on my face anytime he wanted. But maybe we could save that for like the third date or something.


CHAPTER 11:

“Feel free to thank me anytime,” said Kelly as we were grading some tests after class.

“Don’t you have that a little backwards?” I said. “I’m the one who went out of her way to get your phone back when I could have just put it in the lost and found and let you go the weekend without it.”

“But you didn’t put it in the lost and found you called my father and arranged to give it to him personally,” she pointed out. “Which you wouldn’t have done if it was someone else’s phone, which I knew, which is why I lost it in the first place.”

“You deliberately left your phone here?”

“Of course. I never lose my phone,” Kelly replied.

“But why?”

“I was getting tired of waiting for my dad to call you so I figured I needed to push things along a little. You’re a smart woman who is hot for my dad so it didn’t take too much of a stretch of the imagination to guess that you would seize the opportunity that had been dropped in your lap and it all played out perfectly,” said Kelly with a shrug.

“You scare me sometimes,” I replied.

“We’re not home free yet. He still has to make the date official but I’ll try to make sure that he doesn’t make you wait too long. He shouldn’t think that you’re just sitting around waiting for him to call.”

“But I am just sitting around waiting for him to call,” I pointed out.

“But he doesn’t need to know that. The important thing is you knocked his socks off the other night. He’s finally ready to date again and you’re the woman who broke that barrier,” said Kelly. “With my help of course.”

“Absolutely. I give you all the credit in the world. And my thanks, even if I do have some moral qualms about all this scheming,” I said.

“Isn’t that what all those books you love so much are about? Women scheming to take the power that society has denied them. Pulling the strings behind the scenes to manipulate the outcome they desire.”

“But that’s fiction. Those are just stories,” I said.

“Geez, I thought you’d get into the spirit of this a little more.”

“Forgive me. I am definitely in. The deck is stacked against women in so many ways that it only makes sense to use whatever weapons she has at her disposal.”

“I’m really glad to hear you say that,” said Kelly in a tone of voice that made the hairs on the back of my neck stand up.


CHAPTER 12:

Sometimes it was hard to remember that when my dick was taken away I was given ten years of my life back. That was actually a pretty nice compensation. I had a feeling that quite a few men in their forties might consider volunteering for such a swap.

When I thought about the last ten years I realized they had been pretty damn dull and very lonely. It wasn’t just that I never had any sex it was also the fact that I didn’t have any real friends. My parents were gone and I didn’t have any brothers or sisters so holidays were just a day off from work but nothing special. I knew my coworkers well enough to have a friendly conversation in the break room or possibly go for a drink after work but that was about the extent of my social life.

In my short time as a woman I had already been far more socially active than I had been since my college days. I wasn’t just automatically turning down invitations and sitting at home alone in front of the TV or the computer or curled up in bed with a book. It was exciting to break from the routine.

I was getting to relive my thirties and I really wanted to make sure that I didn’t waste that opportunity. I was actually kind of proud of myself for embracing my new identity and changing my habits. Becoming a woman could have made me even more introverted and withdrawn but I had charged ahead into a strange new world for me and when I hit a bump in the road I didn’t let it stop me.

I’m not sure whether I considered Harry a bump in the road, a guilty pleasure, or a head on collision but he was always lurking around and I never knew when he was going to pop up again.

When he cornered me again and suggested another visit to his private fuck shed I was going to try and decline but I was feeling pretty sexually frustrated and getting tired of just waiting for Cal to call me so I finally gave in and agreed to meet him there.

Once we were inside I was stunned to find that John Anderson was already in the shack waiting for us. This was a development I had definitely not anticipated.

“I figured since we were all friends here you wouldn’t mind if John joined in this time,” said Harry. “His cock is certainly no stranger to you.”

I was locked in a shed with two men who wanted to fuck me. It was after hours and the shed was far removed from much of anything else. It felt dangerous and dirty but that was sort of what I wanted to feel.

“Sure,” I said with a shrug.

John came over and stood in front of me as Harry got behind me and pulled my dress off. Then John yanked my panties down and started feeling me up while Harry took my bra off and reached around me to fondle my breasts.

“So that’s what your pussy feels like,” John kind of sneered. “You ran off before I could find out.”

“She knows better now,” said Harry. “You’re an obedient little slut now, aren’t you?”

“Yes,” I said very softly.

“What was that?” Harry barked in his coaching voice.

“I’m an obedient little slut,” I said loudly.

This was a side of me that I didn’t really understand but I knew that it was there. Humiliation and shame and excitement and guilt and intense arousal. I knew I was degrading myself but I didn’t care, or I couldn’t help myself, or I actually loved it. At the moment it didn't really matter why because I had put myself in this situation and whatever was going to happen was going to happen.

After groping me for a while both men let go and pulled their pants down. Then I was pushed to my knees and I took a cock in each hand. I started stroking each of them and then put my mouth on John’s dick while I continued to stroke Harry. Then it was a process of going back and forth.

“Look at her go,” said Harry. “She acts all prim and proper but show her a hard cock and she turns into an animal.”

It was kind of hard to argue that, even if I didn’t really need to hear it. I was certainly devouring their pricks pretty ravenously.

“I want to fuck her. I didn’t get to fuck her last time,” said John.

“Be my guest,” said Harry as if he was telling John to help himself to a beer in the fridge.

John put me on my feet and looked around the shed for a moment. There were some cardboard boxes stacked against the wall so he grabbed one of those and had me bend over it. Then he took a firm grip on my hair and pulled my head up while he started to fuck me from behind.

“See what you’ve been missing honey?” said John as he tugged my hair a little tighter.

It was nothing personal, I thought. I had always thought that John was a pretty decent guy, that’s why I had agreed to go on a date with him. And as I said earlier I had some regrets about blowing him off. I was pretty surprised when I discovered that he had told Harry about my giving him head but obviously he was closer to Harry than I knew. He also seemed to have taken my rejection a lot harder than I thought he did.

“Not drunk now are you bitch? What’s your excuse this time?” John snarled.

“Hey, I’m sorry if I hurt your feelings. I didn’t know it was that a big a deal,” I gasped.

When I saw Harry taking a big swig off a bottle of whiskey I figured that he and John had probably been hitting that bottle kind of hard before this all got started. Hard liquor and horny men could be a pretty toxic brew.

Harry came over and shoved his prick in my mouth.

“Shame to let a good hole go to waste,” Harry chuckled as he took another drink.

Having two men inside me at the same time was a mind blowing sensation. It was hard to concentrate on anything and I felt myself kind of floating. I wasn’t a person, I wasn’t even a body, I was an object or a machine or something. I’m sure there was a way you could be double penetrated that was gentle and loving and sensual but this wasn’t it. This was raw and intense and frantic and I was caught up in the wildness of it all.

When Harry was ready to pop he just pulled out and painted my face again. John was still thumping me but he didn’t last much longer and suddenly he pulled out and ejaculated all over my butt and my lower back.

While I was still bent over the box trying to catch my breath I saw Harry pick up my clothes and my belongings and toss them out the door. Then he and John grabbed me and threw me out so hard I landed on the ground. The door slammed behind me and I heard them both laughing hysterically.

I was sitting there, naked except for my shoes, with my clothes kind of scattered all over and my face and backside covered with fresh cum. I wanted to cry but I was too embarrassed and worried about being seen so I grabbed my panties and used them as a towel again, stuffed my bra in my purse and quickly pulled my dress on, then I gathered up my things and headed for the parking lot.

It wasn’t until I was in my car that I realized I had my dress on backwards. I guess this was the price you paid for letting yourself be treated like a worthless fuck doll. You get tossed out in the trash when the men are done with you.

I had no one to blame but myself. I took full responsibility for my actions. I had been super turned on and gotten myself off really hard. That rough callous treatment fed something inside me that I wasn’t proud of but I knew that I wanted better. I deserved better. All three of us had basically just been masturbating with each other. A dick a dildo, a pussy a pillow, they were just as meaningless to me as I was to them.

Why didn’t Cal call me? Maybe he’d turn out to be just another horny drunk looking for a place to stick some jizz but he didn’t seem like that kind of a guy. Of course neither did John until he was calling me a bitch and blowing his wad on my butt. Why did so many men seem to hate women so much? I was a nice person. I loved sex. I was quite happy trying to make a man happy. Did their ego really require them to tear me down in the process?

Maybe it was just all the books I read where people were genteel and women were put on pedestals. I don’t think Harry and John read the same books I did. I think they watched a lot of really misogynistic porn, which I admit I did too, but that was just one side of me. The other wanted a man I could love with all my heart and soul.


CHAPTER 13:

I tried to be patient but it was getting difficult. Kelly assured me that her dad was just super busy but I was afraid that he might have gotten cold feet. If he was really that reluctant to date after losing his wife what made me think that he’d suddenly change his mind just because we had a cocktail and he probably liked the outline of my boobs?

Since I was waiting for Cal to call me I didn’t make any other serious commitments other than occasionally going out for a drink with some of the gals from work. I liked the company of women and felt so much more at ease in social situations with them than I had ever felt as a man around other men. I wasn’t a sports guy and I loathed the idea of hunting and fishing. And I also wasn’t into the favored pastime of sexually objectifying every pretty girl who came into view, although I often pretended to be to deflect any suspicions about my true wants and desires.

It wasn’t that women just automatically had intellectually stimulating and morally superior conversations but I could relate more to their small talk and I never felt like I had to hide my interests. And if they wanted to admire some guy’s nice butt I was right in there with them quite happily.

Of course just admiring some guy’s butt was hardly a substitute for getting nailed by a big hard cock so I’d end up back home with my growing collection of sex toys getting myself off and wondering if Cal was ever actually going to call.

I had one particularly crazy device that I had splurged on that fastened to something solid, like the headboard of my bed, and had two poles with attachments on the end that extended and retracted at various speeds and intervals. It was essentially a fucking machine that allowed one to have a dildo automatically inserted into your pussy and another in your ass. They could both thrust at the same time or they could alternate and you could control the speed as well.

It was a pretty noisy sucker, especially if you had the attachments vibrate as well as thrust, but fortunately I didn’t live in an apartment with a neighbor just beyond a thin wall so sometimes when I really wanted to get off I just cranked the sucker up.

The best way to make use of it seemed to be getting on all fours and giving the poles a pretty straight shot to the target. You basically scooted yourself back until both attachments were inside you and then turned the thing on and adjusted your position accordingly. It had taken a lot of practice to get it right but when you had everything in sync it was a pretty mind blowing experience.

Anyway I was in such a position one night, with my laptop computer in front of me watching videos of men jerking off, as I was fond of doing, while alternating rods plumbed the depths of my anatomy when the phone suddenly rang. Needless to say I was neither in the position nor the mood to answer it so I just let it ring to voicemail.

Suddenly I heard Cal’s voice as he started to leave a message for me and I totally flipped out. I grabbed the phone off my nightstand and accepted the call, but in my haste I knocked the remote control for my fuck machine onto the floor so it was still grinding away inside me as I took the long awaited call.

“Oh, hey there,” I said as casually as I could.

“You sound a little out of breath. I hope I didn’t drag you away from anything,” said Cal.

“No, no...just doing a little working out. Like to keep fit you know,” I gasped.

“Well it shows. I’m lucky that my company has a gym right in the building so I can squeeze in a workout whenever I get the chance,” said Cal.

The well-endowed gentleman on my computer screen was reaching a peak and starting to grunt a bit loudly as he began to ejaculate so I managed to lean forward and slam the lid of my laptop down, shutting off the sounds of his relief.

“If this isn’t a good time…” said Cal.

“No, no! It’s a good time. Perfectly good time. No time like the present I always say,” I managed to sputter.

“Well I hope this is enough warning for you but if you’re free next Saturday night I would love to take you out to dinner like we talked about,” said Cal.

As it happened it wasn’t just the man on my screen who was reaching a peak as I felt myself about to climax. I would have paid Cal a million dollars, if I had it, to talk dirty to me at that moment but that seemed like it would come across as an odd request as we were simply arranging the details of our first date.

I was stuck on the horns of a dilemma...or at least the rubbery prongs of the Thrust Master 5000. I wanted to cum so bad but I couldn’t let that lust for instantaneous gratification ruin my chances for long range bliss so I lunged forward and flopped down on my stomach, freeing myself from the machine, which continued to thrust away noisily into space.

We got the details worked out and hopefully Cal just thought I was riding an exercise bike or something. I was definitely not into fitness but I decided from then on that I probably should be. I had a fantastic body and I wanted to keep it looking that way as long as possible. And the fact that Cal liked to hit the gym at his work was sort of the icing on the cake. Thinking of that man with a toned physique was an image I really enjoyed savoring.

At that moment I really needed to finish getting myself off but lining myself up with the machine again was such a hassle that I just grabbed another dildo from the drawer on my nightstand, turned over on my back, and started fucking myself vigorously.

“Oh yes...yes that’s it...fuck yes...yes...oh...oh...oh Cal...oh Cal...oh Caaaaaaaaaaaaaal!”

Needless to say I was looking forward to my date with Cal on Saturday.


CHAPTER 14:

Cal was a genuine Texas oil man. I don’t mean he owned oil wells or anything like that but he was an executive with a big oil company and apparently was doing pretty well at it based on the quality of his suits and the impressiveness of his car. It kind of made me wonder why his incredibly bright daughter wasn’t going to some expensive private prep school but maybe he thought that public school would keep her grounded or something.

He wasn’t a native Texan but he had lived here for many years. He was originally from Michigan, and had worked in the auto industry, which made sense if you considered that he helped produce both cars and the fuel they ran on. It wasn’t perhaps the most environmentally sensitive way to make a living but a man had to support his family and it appeared that he was probably doing that quite nicely.

His beloved wife Julia had died in a car accident when Kelly was 13 so Cal had been a widower for about four years now. According to Kelly he had refused to go on a single date in all that time so I felt quite touched that he had broken that chain for me.

There was kind of an understated sophistication about the man and I had a feeling that like me he harbored some secrets that made him leery about opening up too much. He just wasn’t like most of the men I knew, which was actually a big plus in my book.

The restaurant he chose was perfect. Elegant but not ostentatious. It wasn’t one of those places where the menus were in French and they didn’t list the price of anything but it wasn’t just a chain steakhouse or something.

“I have a feeling I caught you in the middle of a pretty vigorous workout the other day,” said Cal.

“Yeah, you know how it is. When you’re pumping away it’s hard to just shut it down,” I replied.

“It kind of reminded me of trying to talk on the phone when you were on the floor of the auto plant. It took me a while after I changed jobs to realize that I didn’t have to shout all the time,” Cal joked.

“Sort of like teaching, except that you probably got to wear a hard hat.”

“Have you always been a teacher?” asked Cal.

“Yes. I was always a very good student but my interests were things like poetry and literature, which don’t exactly help you in the marketplace so teaching seemed like the best way to put my education to use,” I explained. “Of course history is another one of my passions that also doesn’t do much to pad your resume in the business world.”

“What is it Plato said? Poetry is nearer to vital truth than history.”

I wanted to jump in his lap and tell him to ravish me on the table but I restrained myself somehow.

“So I take it it wasn’t all Business Administration with you down the line,” I said.

“My parents always thought it was best to be well-rounded, even if society tended to reward the specialist. Sometimes I feel like I’ve lost that by pushing so hard in my career but when you have a family to take care of it’s hard to turn down opportunities for advancement when they’re presented,” said Cal. “I hope this isn’t too personal but have you ever been married?”

“No, that’s one of those opportunities for advancement that just hasn’t been presented,” I said with a chuckle.

“That surprises me. It seems like someone would have swept you off your feet at some point.”

“Just haven’t met the man with the right broom I guess.”

Cal had the most amazing blue eyes, almost like they had been spray painted on or something, and I honestly think I could have just sat there doing nothing but gazing into them whole night and been quite content but dinner was quite delicious and I had to look at my plate sometimes to make sure that I didn’t cut my finger off with a steak knife.

I knew it probably did seem strange that I had never married. An attractive woman would sort of be expected to have gotten married by 32 unless she was a lesbian or socially awkward or something. Obviously I couldn’t tell him that up until a few months ago I was closeted homosexual male in his forties. Even if he believed me it probably wouldn’t be the best way to insure a second date.

From my perspective everything was going amazingly well but I had no experience with dating so I really wasn’t very good at figuring out what might be going through my dinner companion’s mind. I did notice that he was still stealing glances at my bosom so I tried to find excuses to lean forward a few times in case he wanted to try and sneak a peak down my dress.

Instead of having desert at the restaurant he took me to this charming little cafe/bakery place where we had coffee and the most amazing little pastries I had ever tasted. I had probably driven past that place a million times but I had never really paid it any attention. I was such a creature of habit that exploring new things had never been a priority for me but I realized how fun it could be, especially when you were with someone so charming.

I was hoping for the “your place or mine” question, or that he wouldn’t be able to wait and he’d just grab my tits in the car but instead he drove me home and walked me up to my door.

“Elizabeth I can’t tell you how much this evening has meant to me. You’ve opened a door that I had locked behind me for a long time and I’d really like to see you again but I’ve got to ask you to be patient with me. You’re so beautiful and delightful and desirable but taking that next step into intimacy is hard for me right now,” said Cal as we held hands at the door.

“Do I at least get a goodnight kiss?” I asked hopefully.

“Of course,” said Cal as he leaned in and our lips met for the first time.

It was a very sweet kiss but as he started to pull away I grabbed the back of his head and drew him into a more passionate embrace.

“I can be patient...but just don’t wait too long,” I said with a smile as I let myself in and shut the door.

I don’t know what possessed me to make that brazen move at the end, such as it was, but I guess I just felt like he might need a gentle nudge to get him moving in the right direction.

I masturbated for a long time that night just kind of rolling around and basking in a schoolgirl crush of hopes and dreams and fantasies. I felt like for the first time I was living the life I always wanted. Being the person I always wanted to be. I still had no idea why someone had turned me into a woman but I was truly glad that they had because it allowed me to meet the man of my dreams.


CHAPTER 15:

I was in kind of a strange situation with Kelly because she had orchestrated this whole situation with Cal so she was definitely an interested party but I was her teacher and she was my student so it wasn’t appropriate to discuss the intimate details of my social life with her, and even more so because I was dating her father. If she was just one of my adult drinking buddies I probably would have been gushing on about the blueness of Cal’s eyes and the wetness of his kisses but that was hardly an option here.

I did notice that she was unusually quiet, which made me a bit nervous. I wondered whether she was having second thoughts about having played the matchmaker now that I was actually see her dad and the reality of that was sinking in.

“I know you were just thinking about your dad’s happiness when you came up with this whole plan to get us together but if it’s uncomfortable for you in any way I will call it off immediately,” I said as reassuringly as possible.

“That’s not why I’m acting weird,” she replied. “I think it’s time we had a talk. I’m going to tell you something that will likely freak you out and might piss you off as well but I have a moral obligation to come clean before things go too far to turn back.”

“I’m all ears,” I said.

“You see I know how you went to bed one night as a man named Chuck Crabtree and woke up the next morning as a younger woman named Elizabeth Bennet.”

I think my heart actually stopped beating for a moment and I felt like I was about to break out in a cold sweat.

“What on earth are you talking about?” I stammered.

“You were turned into a woman because someone put a magical spell on you. A pretty complicated one too because it had to change not only your body but your total identity in the eyes of the world,” Kelly continued.

“How could you possibly know that…”

“I know because I cast it on you. You see I’m a witch, or half witch at any rate, but I’m really good for my age.”

Ordinarily I would have assumed that this bright teenage girl was just playing out some kind of a fantasy for the fun of it, or to see how long she could string it out, but nobody in the world seemed to know my secret but her and there was no way she could have pulled the name Chuck Crabtree out of thin air.

“My mother was a witch, but don’t worry, my dad isn’t a wizard or anything like that but he knew she was and he was cool with it. My training began when I was very young and I had a natural aptitude for it, although honestly I never really had a great passion for the craft. Still it comes in handy sometimes so I try not to get too rusty,” said Kelly.

“So this whole thing is just the product of some kind of magic?”

“No, not entirely. Yes I used magic to turn you into a woman that I thought my father would find attractive, but I wanted the courtship to be entirely genuine. I didn’t want to use a love potion or something like that, although I did have one as an emergency backup just in case,” said Kelly.

“But aside from everything else why in the world would you choose a man in general and me in particular? Wouldn’t it have been easier to just nudge some nice lady in your father’s direction instead of completely reinventing someone’s life?” I pointed out.

“Well, I wasn’t just doing it for my father...I was doing it for you,” she replied. “I realized that as a person you’d be a great match for my dad, once we spruced you up and got you feminized, and it seemed a shame that someone as warm and romantic as you didn’t have anyone in their life so I figured I was killing two birds with one stone. And since you were gay I figured you must like men, and since you were trying to hide it I figured that becoming a woman would be a way for you to pursue your desires more openly.”

“What made you think I was gay?” I asked.

“Ah...pretty much everything. You weren’t swishy effeminate gay but you still seemed pretty gay to me,” replied Kelly. “Was I wrong?”

“No,” I admitted very quietly.

“I hoped it would make you happy. I even gave you the name of that Jane Austin character because I thought you’d get a kick out of that. And you’ve got to admit I did a pretty good job on you in the looks department. Now all that’s got to happen is for you and my dad to fall hopelessly in love and seal the deal. Happy ending. Love conquers all. Isn’t that what you’ve always wanted, to be the heroine of your own epic love poem?”

I just sat in stunned silence for some length of time. It was probably only like a minute or two but it felt like hours or eternity in my head. It was like the whole world slowed down and my brain was struggling to function.

Kelly was a witch. Cal’s late wife was a witch. I had an enchanted spell on me that turned me female. I wasn’t part of some secret governmental experiment nor the brunt of the world’s most elaborate practical joke. Chuck Crabtree wasn’t a figment of my imagination, he was who I used to be. And oddly enough this proved that I wasn’t crazy.

“Can you turn me back?” I asked, breaking the silence.

“Oh, come on! After we’ve come this far you want to talk about that?” Kelly said in a kind of whinny voice that seemed more appropriate for her age than the tone she usually tool.

“I’m not saying that I do want to turn back I’m just asking if that was possible,” I told her.

“Yeah, theoretically but you don’t want to do that do you?”

“No, I don’t want to do that,” I said firmly. “I love being a woman. It’s the best thing that’s ever happened to me.”

“That’s a relief. So you don’t hate me for turning your whole life upside down?”

“No, my life needed to be turned upside down and probably shaken a few times to get the cobwebs out,” I said with a laugh.

It was good to know the truth, even if it meant having to rethink everything I thought I knew was certain in life. I was just happy that there was some kind of an explanation, even if it wasn’t one of the more logical ones I had considered, and I was happy that it sounded like I wouldn’t just spontaneously turn back into a man someday. I always kind of had that fear that I’d be in the middle of fucking some guy when I’d suddenly turn male, which would be rather awkward to say the least.

“So you promise me that you’re not going to do anything magical to try and bring your father and I closer together?” I asked.

“Absolutely, I swear it. I just gave you the tools, it’s your job to build the house.”


CHAPTER 16:

Date number two was charming and fun and ended up on my doorstep again. We did kiss quite a bit more, and there was some ass grabbing, but in the end I had to settle for my vibrator to relieve the sexual tension.

On the third date I managed to get him inside my house, which meant that I at least had a shot of getting him inside of me. We did some pretty heavy necking on the couch and I decided it was time to take matters into my own hand...and mouth.

“Cal, I know you’re reluctant and I totally understand why but I want to try something, if you’ll let me. I think this might help,” I suggested.

At that point I think he was a little curious to see what I had in mind so he didn’t object when I unfastened his pants and pulled out his cock.

“Well, you’re hard I see,” I commented as I gently stroked his shaft. “That’s a good sign.”

“Honey I don’t know if…”

He never finished the thought because my head went straight down his pole and didn’t come up again until I had licked his balls with my tongue. I figured he was a man, and he hadn’t been laid in at least fours years, and he probably hadn’t gotten his cock sucked this well in a long time, if ever, so he wasn’t likely to tell me to stop.

“Do you like that?” I asked after giving him a decent sample of what I was capable of doing?

He just nodded yes and I smiled oh so sweetly at him and licked the rim of his helmet.

“I think you have a very beautiful cock,” I purred. “I think it’s a work of art. Now you just relax and let me give you the attention you deserve.”

He kind of leaned back and stretched out his arms as he closed his eyes. I wondered if he was thinking about his dead wife and all the great blowjobs she had given him or he was thinking about how lucky he was to have found a woman who was crazy about him and could suck dick like a porn star. It didn’t really matter at the moment because we had broken the ice. Maybe I couldn’t give him everything his first wife had given him but I knew I could give him damn good head and that had to count for something.

I had agreed with Kelly that a woman had every right to use whatever weapons she had at her disposal and I was certainly putting that theory to the test. From the look on his face and the contented sounds he was making I had a feeling that Cal was enjoying himself very much. In turn that made me enjoy the experience all the more. I liked the visceral sensation of having a man’s dick in my mouth, and I took a certain amount of pride in demonstrating my skill, but with a man like Cal, that I really liked, it was a way for me to show him the affection I felt towards him in a very personal way.

“Oh, God...that’s soooooooo good,” Cal said in a breathy half-whisper.

I thought I felt a little pre-cum on my tongue and prepared myself for the explosion but Cal hung on a little longer. When he did start to ejaculate it certainly didn’t disappoint and soon I was happily swallowing every drop of his essence. Once I had him nice and clean I curled up next to him on the couch and rested my head on his chest.

“That wasn’t so bad, was it?” I asked.

“No, that wasn’t bad at all,” he replied as he gently ran his fingers through my hair. “But you already know that.”

“I hope you’re not mad at me for kind of forcing the issue. I just really wanted to make you feel good,” I said.

“You make me feel things I never thought I’d feel again. But it’s still hard for me to forget those old memories,” said Cal.

“I don’t want you to forget you memories, darling. I think it’s very beautiful that you had such a wonderful relationship but you’re entitled to be happy again, and I’m here and I want to try and make you happy any way that I can.”

“Well you certainly figured out one surefire way,” Cal joked.

“I might know a few others.”

We just lay there quietly cuddling for a while until I realized that Cal had gotten his hand under my skirt and into my panties. I adjusted my position slightly so that I could reach his lips and then we kissed as he fingered me.

“That feels wonderful,” I said.

“I had to do something to return the favor,” Cal replied.

I loved being fucked but there was something about that first night on the sofa that was one of my best sexual experiences ever. Cal got me off with his fingers, and we cuddled and kissed some more, but we decide to wait until the following weekend to officially “consummate” the relationship. Kelly was going to be staying at a friend’s house so we’d have Cal’s place to ourselves, which was nice in case we didn’t want to confine our lewd activities to the bedroom.

I had already acquired the appropriate lingerie for such an occasion and I was delighted to finally have a chance to put it to use. I’ve heard some women say that they only wear sexy lingerie to please their man, and I certainly wanted to do that, but I really loved frilly things with straps and lace and bows. It made me feel really pretty and really sexy and what woman doesn’t want to feel that way?

Cal’s house was very nice but not too showy. They say everything’s big Texas and that seemed to often be the case. Big cars, big hats, big hair, big flags flying from the back of big trucks. It didn’t feel like Cal was trying impress anybody. His house felt comfortable and homey.

There were family pictures on the mantle and it was sort of strange to see Kelly, although it obviously made sense, but something about the fact that her father was about to put his penis inside me made me wonder if I was crossing a line I really shouldn’t cross. Then there were the pictures of Cal’s late wife. Just looking at her it was hard to imagine that she had been a witch. I don’t think I expected her to be wearing a big pointy hat but I thought there might be something unusual about her.

“She’s very beautiful,” I said.

“Yes, she was. I probably should have taken those down before you came over,” said Cal.

“No, not at all. I’m sure she loved you as much as you obviously loved her,” I said. “I’m guessing if she had a say in the matter she would say that she wanted you to be happy again.”

“I’m sure you’re right,” said Cal as he took me in his arms and kissed me. “If a man is lucky enough to find true love for the second time in his life he would be a fool to let that go. Now I suppose I should give you the grand tour.”

“Why don’t we start with the master bedroom?” I suggested.

“If we do that I have a feeling it will be a very short tour,” Cal replied.

“Exactly.”


CHAPTER 17:

“Take off your clothes,” I said as I sat on the foot of his large bed. “I’ve been picturing you naked for the longest time and I want to see how accurate I was.”

“I hope you haven’t gotten your expectations too high,” Cal said with a grin as he began to strip for me.

Cal was about the age I had been as a man but that’s where the similarities ended. I would have killed to have looked that good when I was in my twenties but I was never close. I knew that he worked out and it showed.

“Do I meet your expectations?” he asked.

“Exceeding them darling. Now you just relax and I’ll be out in a jiffy,” I said as I headed into the master bathroom.

I had thought about white lingerie but I didn’t want to go for the matrimonial look right away. I went with black instead and as I looked at myself in the mirror I thought it had been a good choice. It was not only an attractive outfit it was practical as well. There were slots in the bra and one in the crotch of the panties that were held closed by little bows. All one had to do was unwrap the bow and there would be instant access to the naughty bits. It also had a very sheer robe kind of thing that you wore on top just for a little extra spice.

When I came back into the room I found Cal lying on the bed with an erection as tall as the JP Morgan Chase Tower in Houston. I guess some things just are bigger in Texas.

“You like?” I said coquettishly, as I tried to strike a seductive pose.

“I do, but all that complicated lingerie tends to just get in the way,” Cal said with a laugh.

“Fear not my dear, a gentle tug will release me from my bonds,” I said as I indicated the bows covering my nipples.

I got on the bed next to him and the robe was almost immediately pulled down off my shoulders. I could tell that Cal really wanted to get to my body but didn’t want to seem too anxious so I put him out of his misery.

“Oops.” I said as I simultaneously undid the bows on my breasts. “I seem to have slipped out of my bra.”

Cal was on my tits like they had man magnets in them. I had suspected him of being a boob man and my hunch seemed to be playing out.

As eager as he was he wasn’t sloppy about his work. He knew how to tease and tweak a nipple into a state of arousal without making me feel like an angry dog was nipping at my heels. Then he did something very sexy and unexpected as he pushed one of my boobs up near my face and it appeared that he wanted me to lick my own nipple, so I did. Then he licked it and I licked it again and then we kind of both licked it at the same time. It had never really occurred to me that I could lick my own nipples but Cal figured it out right away so I guessed he probably had some prior experience with that.

After both of my tits had gotten plenty of attention Cal gently pressed me onto my back and got down between my legs. The little bow offered scant resistance and I was quickly exposed as planned.

Cal toyed with my pussy using his fingers for a while and then took the plunge and began to lick me with the same skill and sensitivity he had shown my breasts. I began to wonder whether he was really a boob man or just a fucking great lover. It was almost too much to ask for. A guy that handsome with that kind of body and a big cock could pretty much fuck like a dunce and I’d still be happy. Being good in the sack was almost too much to ask for.

I found myself squeezing my breasts and lightly pinching my nipples as Cal continued to lap at my wet gash. I was moaning softly and thinking that I was the luckiest woman in the world. Who knew that a pedestal could be so comfortable?

I barely even noticed when he stopped licking because his thumb was rubbing the hood of my clit but I sure noticed a moment later when I felt his cock sliding slowly up inside me.

“Oh, my God...you’re fucking me,” I gasped.

“Wasn’t that part of the plan?” he asked.

“Absolutely, but I was zoning out on the pussy licking so much I didn’t even notice you were about to penetrate me,” I replied.

“Stealth technology,” he joked.

The sneak attack on my snatch was actually a delightful surprise. I was really looking forward to our first time actually copulating but it had happened so organically that it just felt like the most natural thing in the world to have his cock in my pussy. No need to put any extra pressure on things. It was the first of what I hoped would be many that I would feel his warm hardness inside me. And I was pretty confident that he wasn’t going to jack off on my tits and then kick me out naked in the street.

“Oh, Cal...are you enjoying this as much as I am?”

“I don’t know. How much are you enjoying this?” he asked.

“A whole lot.”

“Then yes I am.”

That was so dumb of me I thought, but cock did have a way of turning my brain to mush, especially when I was already so hot and bothered from all the foreplay. Hopefully he’d just think it was kind of cute if I was a little ditsy.

I’d never had a great love in my life like Cal had so I couldn’t really imagine how I would feel if I had lost them. And those were some pretty big shoes I was trying to step in, especially when Kelly was there as a constant reminder, not only because she physically resembled her mother but because she had inherited her magical abilities from her as well.

“Oh yes...yes that’s it...fuck yes...yes...oh...oh...oh Cal...oh Cal...oh Caaaaaaaaaaaaaal!”

In addition to having an earth shattering orgasm I also had a weird sense of deja vu. Then I realized that I was basically doing the same thing I did when I masturbated while thinking about Cal and it almost made me laugh.

When it was Cal’s turn to finish he put his cum neatly in my snug little box where it belonged and I wrapped my legs around his back tightly so that he couldn’t pull out right away.

“I just want to lie here and feel your cock inside me for like a month or two,” I said.

“That would probably be logistically and hygienically unsound,” Cal joked, “but I’m quite comfortable right where I am now as long as you let me get close enough to kiss you.”

“Permission granted,” I said as I released him from my leg lock and he got on top of me, still firmly docked in my pussy.

I liked feeling his weight kind of pressing me down into the mattress. He was still supporting himself on his elbows so I wasn’t really being crushed but that sense of being pinned down was amazing.

“That was the first time in four years I’ve made love to a woman. I was afraid I wouldn't even be able to get it up,” said Cal.

“Well that certainly wasn’t a problem,” I said with a smile. “Now let’s see how fast you can get it up again because I have a feeling we’re going to want to do a whole lot of this tonight.”


CHAPTER 18:

And we did. There was a lot of moving around on that bed. He’d be fucking me for a while and then I’d wiggle free and suck his dick and then he’d pin me down and finger bang me until I decided I needed his cock in my mouth again. He wasn’t just impressive for a man of his age he was just an impressive man.

Of course the down time in between was always marvelous and he was good at that too. Whether talking or touching or both I always felt like there was nowhere else in the world that I would rather be. And we seemed to be on the same wavelength. We could pick up a conversation we had started earlier as if there had been a ton of fucking in between.

Mostly we just had a lot of fun. There was plenty of moaning and grunting and passionate embraces but there was laughter too. In porn videos everything is so neatly choreographed and they can just cut from one position to another but in real life there has to be some communication and things can get kind of silly. Fortunately Cal and I seemed to have a similar sense of humor so we were pretty much on the same page most of the time.

And that was true of more than just sex. I’m not saying that we shared every single interest or had the exact same taste in art and literature but Cal actually had taste in art and literature and in my world that was kind of a big deal. I had met a lot of guys in my life who seemed to revel in their lack of culture. Somehow that smacked of “liberal” thinking, which was a fate worse than death to a lot of these redneck dumb-fucks. And Cal was no “sissy egghead” like I had been. He was a rugged Texan who would have looked quite at home behind the wheel of a pickup truck who just happened to drive a Lexus, although I noticed he also had a Range Rover, which is kind of the utility vehicle for rich people.

The age difference wasn’t an issue for me because mentally I was pretty much Cal’s age anyway. It was one of the “flaws” in Kelly’s otherwise airtight transformation. Since she had made my body ten years younger all my documentation was adjusted accordingly, like the year I was supposedly born or when I graduated from college. The problem with that was that I had to memorize those manufactured dates and “pretend” that I was the age Kelly had chosen for me to be. Consequently I had to be careful not to reference things that would give away the fact that I was really older. It certainly made it easier for me to relate to Cal but it also created a potential minefield I had to navigate.

It was our compatibility that really surprised me. Kelly had turned me into a very attractive woman and Cal had been born a very attractive man so the fact that we would be physically attracted to each other was easy to understand but somehow Kelly must have known, or at least suspected, that we would be a good match, which was pretty wise for someone her age.

Of course her maturity didn’t mean that she still wasn’t a teenage girl and she surprised us by coming back a bit early while Cal and I were naked in the hot tun out on the deck. I crossed my arms over my chest and sunk down in the water until it was up to my chin and Cal looked especially flustered as he stuck his hands in his lap. Kelly just stuck her head through the sliding doors and gave us a casual hello before heading to her room but from the expression on her face I had the distinct feeling that she had deliberately come home ahead of schedule just to mess with us.

Once she was gone we quickly grabbed some towels and wrapped ourselves up realizing that we should probably be more careful in the future.

The rational side of my brain still found it hard for me to believe that Kelly was a witch and that Cal had been married to a witch and that I had been enchanted by witchcraft. It appealed to the romantic side of my nature but ran contrary to my fundamental understanding of scientific reality. Even so it was something that I had been forced to accept when all other logic seemed to fail to provide an explanation.

I was very curious about how Cal dealt with being the only non-magical member of his family but I wasn’t going to press him at all on the subject. Hopefully there would come a time where he would want to open up about the past and talk about his life with Julia but that seemed like something he would need to do in his own time. It was intimidating enough that I was trying to replace a first wife who had been tragically wrenched away from him while he was presumably still very much in love with her. At least with a divorced man there would obviously have been problems that led to the split and being the new woman in his life would feel more like an opportunity to get things right this time around.

Ultimately there was nothing much I could do but be myself, or the new female self I had become, and hope that things would continue to go well between us. Of course there was always that love potion that Kelly had talked about in case things needed a little a boost.


CHAPTER 19:

Fortunately I didn’t need to resort to additional magic as Cal and I fell in love rather quickly, but I think very deeply. After dating for a few months Cal popped the question and as much as I wanted to just jump in his arms and start planning our wedding I felt like I needed to come clean with him about my identity. I didn’t want to go through life on a lie.

“Darling there’s something you need to know about me,” I began. “I’m not the person you think I am. Well, yes, I am the person you think I am but I didn’t just become that person in the normal way. I used to be a middle-aged man named Chuck Crabtree.”

“I see,” said Cal as he tried to figure out where I was going with this.

“I was the same person inside with the same interests and the same job and the same passions...I just didn’t have these incredible tits.”

“So...what happened to you?” Cal asked a little nervously.

“I’m afraid Kelly put some kind of a spell on me,” I said.

“That girl is going to be the death of me.”

“I don’t want you to be mad at her, she thought she was doing the right thing. She was worried that you were shutting yourself off from potential happiness by not dating anyone,” I explained.

“So why did she choose you?” asked Cal.

“She’s a very perceptive young lady and I think somehow she knew that we’d be a perfect match if I was a woman.”

“I’ve told her not to use her magic to meddle in other people’s lives,” said Cal.

“And that’s really good advice but you have to admit that her plan worked amazingly well,” I said with a smile.

“Well I have nothing to complain about but she took your whole identity, including your gender. Did you want to be a woman?”

“Oh, darling, I didn’t know at the time that I did but now that I do know I can’t think of anything better...especially if I can be the woman who is married to you,” I said. “I think maybe we both just needed a little push to get our lives moving in the right direction.”

“So is that a yes to my proposal?”

“A big emphatic yes my love!” I said as I finally threw my arms around him.

I felt like it took a lot of pressure off of me because I didn’t have to worry about inconsistencies in my life story or why I didn’t seem to have any childhood memories of being female. And it was such a weird secret to have that it didn’t seem right not having the whole family aware of it. If it had come out years later it might have created a real problem for us.

Honestly it was extremely hard to delay my response to his proposal, especially when I saw the ring he had purchased. It was another one of those everything’s bigger in Texas moments because that rock was crazy large.

I had basically given up on any thoughts of romance in my life and certainly never imagined that I would ever be married and have a family but here I was about to become a wife and the stepmother to a fantastic girl, with some unique qualities, who had made the whole thing possible.

I had decided that it was probably best for me to put my teaching career on hold so that there wouldn’t be any awkwardness while Kelly finished high school, and quite frankly so that I could get the hell away from Harry. If I ever went back to teaching it wasn’t going to be at that place.

What I was going to do instead was work on a book I had been toying with for years but never seemed to have the time to devote to it. And I was going to try to learn how to be a good wife and mother. I think she really wanted that mother/daughter relationship again and while I could never replace what she had before I could try to be a good friend and hopefully a positive influence.

And even though we had enjoyed a ton of sex prior to our marriage there was one surprise that I actually saved for our wedding night. When I came into the room in my sexy bridal lingerie I got myself on all fours.

“Come and take me husband,” I said and Cal happily came to claim his bride. “Why don’t you aim a little higher?”

I was no stranger to anal sex, and I had planned to offer it a number of times, but then it struck me that it might be a nice gesture for the wedding night. I was certainly no virgin but Cal hadn’t tapped my ass yet so I think he really appreciated the gesture.

“Really?” he said. “Are you sure?”

“Absolutely. Every part of my body is yours so if you want my ass take it,” I replied.

Apparently he did want my ass because he didn’t hesitate to give it a try. I knew well enough to be properly lubed before coming to bed so I was able to enjoy the sensation fully.

“So what prompted this?” asked Cal as he let his big cock glide back and forth in my anus.

“Just being old fashioned I guess,” I joked. “You know, save something for the wedding night.”

“You may be on to something there. This could start a trend,” said Cal.

“The traditional honeymoon booty bang,” I added. “Every blushing bride goes to the altar with a butt plug up her ass.”

“Did you…”

“No I had enough on my mind as it was. I prepared for this well in advance,” I told him.

Things had happened to me so quickly that it was hard for it all to sink in. The horror and confusion of waking up in a different body was less than a year ago and yet here I was on my honeymoon with a terrific guy and the mother of a teenage girl to boot. For someone who was such a creature of habit I had certainly gotten out of my comfort zone in a big way.

It surprised me how much I got into the whole wedding thing, having never grown up with any dreams or fantasies about being a bride, but maybe it’s just in the female DNA somewhere. We didn’t do anything lavish but I did relish the opportunity to wear that traditional bridal gown and just standing there exchanging vows with the man I love brought me to tears.

And Kelly seemed to take it all in stride. I was astonished that things had worked out so well all around but to Kelly it was all just the inevitable conclusion to a series of events that she had set in motion. Of course I would be happy being a woman because I had obviously never been really happy being a man. Of course her father would be happier getting remarried if he could just find the right woman. Of course I would be the right woman and her father and I would naturally fall in love. It seemed so improbable to me that sometimes I wondered whether she might have used a little more magic than she was admitting to but I wasn’t going to complain.

To use a phrase that I sometimes heard in the schoolyard I had “gotten schooled” by my own student but in this case I didn’t mind being outsmarted by a teenage girl. After all she did have an unfair advantage.
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