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CHAPTER 1:

The idea of living in a senior community never sounded too appealing to me. I always pictured a bunch of sad, lonely, old people in wheelchairs or something so when my pal Dave Adams moved to a place that was for people 50 and older I thought he was crazy. He was only 51, and in great shape physically, so I couldn’t understand what had motivated him. When he invited me to come for a visit I was hesitant but we were good friends and I was a little curious to see what the appeal of the place was since he seemed very happy there.

The first thing I noticed was how attractive and spacious the place was. Like most gated communities there was a sameness to the appearance of most of the houses but there was enough variance too to make it interesting. And it wasn’t just a collection of houses it was like a little town with its own civic center for shopping and dining and a wealth of recreational facilities including its own private golf course.

Dave had a house right on the course, which I had to admit was pretty awesome because we both enjoyed golf and I could see the benefit of having a golf course literally in your own backyard. He had told me to bring my clubs along so I was joining him on the links as his guest. He even had his own golf cart, which wasn’t unusual for that place because people who didn’t golf still used them to get around.

“So...what do you think?” asked Dave as we drove to the third tee.

“I think you have an advantage from playing this course all the time,” I replied.

“No, I mean about this place in general.”

“Oh, it’s pretty impressive but I’m still surprised you’d want to lock yourself up here when you’re still so active,” I said.

“I’m not a prisoner you know. The fence is for privacy and security. It’s no different than living anywhere else. I can come and go as I please, it’s just that a lot of the time I don’t feel the need to go anywhere, I’ve got everything I need right here,” Dave explained.

“But doesn’t it make you feel old?” I asked.

“No, quite the opposite. It’s more like being back in college or something except that I get to do whatever the hell I feel like with my time. And I’ll tell you the sex is even better than college.”

I let that sink in while Dave teed up his shot and drove the ball very neatly right down the center of the fairway. I followed him with a drive of my own that equaled his distance but sliced off into the short rough.

“Look, I don’t know what kind of sex you had in college but I seem to remember those days as pretty wild,” I said as we drove up to where our tee shots had landed.

“Absolutely. The best sex of my life...until now. Haven’t you noticed how attractive some of the women around here are?”

“Well, yeah, I suppose so.”

“Let me tell you this place beats the hell out of college when it comes to sex. Everybody’s getting laid all the time. Swinging, group sex, you name it. It’s like everybody’s been through the bullshit so now they can just cut to the chase. You can date if you want to but there’s plenty of gals here who are just looking for action. These are mature consenting adults who want sex without a lot of baggage,” said Dave. “You know how hard it is to meet someone at our age. I tried all the dating apps for older people but here you just walk out to get your mail and you meet someone who wants to fuck.”

I knew that Dave was right about dating when you were older. I remembered when I turned 40 how online dating pretty much dried up for me. Dave’s wife had died a couple of years ago but I had never married and now that I was pushing 50 it seemed like I probably never would tie the knot. Still it was hard to imagine that Dave wasn’t just exaggerating about the sex scene in this retirement community. It seemed hard to believe that things could be quite as wild as he said they were. I know people liked to say that 50 was the new 40 but I didn’t know many 40-year-olds who were getting laid all the time.

We finished the round, and Dave beat me, as I figured he probably would, and we drove his golf cart around for a while so that he could show me more of the facilities. He did seem to know a lot of attractive older ladies as we kept stopping along the way so that he could do a little flirting.

“So you’re telling me that you’ve had sex with all those women?” I asked incredulously.

“Damn right I have, and plenty more besides,” Dave replied proudly. “Sometimes two at a time.”

“Now you’re just bragging,” I said.

“No, it’s all true I promise you. I’m telling you Nate this is a great place to live even without the sex. I can’t remember ever feeling this stress free and satisfied in my life. I was afraid when I retired early that I might go nuts from boredom now that Sylvia is gone but I can think of a lot of worse ways to spend my time other than playing golf and getting my rocks off. You’re going to be turning 50 soon and you can write from anywhere so you really ought to think about getting a place here. You won’t regret it.”

It was true that I would soon be 50 and it was also true that I could just as easily be a novelist here as anywhere else, but I still wasn’t sure that I was totally comfortable about the idea of moving to a senior community at such an early age. Still Dave certainly seemed very happy here, and he obviously did know some good-looking women, so it didn’t seem like a terrible idea to at least consider it. There was something to be said for the peace and quiet and living in a community where everybody knew everybody was appealing because I didn’t have that many close friends and at least Dave was here and could introduce me to people.

In any case I was very glad to see how happy Dave was since I knew how lonely he had been since his wife passed away. They had been married for like 25 years, and her illness kind of came out of the blue, so he had been going through some tough times. It was great that he had female companionship again, even if his sex life wasn’t quite as active as he implied. It had been a long time since I had gotten laid so the idea of any sex at all sounded pretty appealing to me.

Being 49 it was just super hard for me to wrap my head around the idea of “senior living” as something to be excited about but I did pick up one of their brochures before I left the place. Maybe someday down the line it would be more appropriate but I wasn’t sure it would be a good fit for me when I turned 50.


CHAPTER 2:

When you’re younger there are certain birthdays in life that you look forward to. You can drive at 16. You can vote at 18. You can drink at 21. At 35 you can run for president, not that I had any interest in being the president, but it was nice to know that I was at least old enough to run. For the most part birthdays were just a reminder of how old you were getting and turning 50 hit me like a ton of bricks.

I knew it was just a number but leaving my 40’s behind still came as kind of a shock. I took it a lot harder than I thought I would. I suppose that’s what really put me in the frame of mind to give the retirement community idea some serious thought. I had visited Dave there several times and I had met some of his female friends and I had to admit that the thought of having them as neighbors was pretty enticing. I had been feeling for a while like my life was in kind of a rut, and my writing had gone a little stale as well, so a change of scenery and lifestyle had some merit to it. And it wasn’t like I was trapped there for life. If I hated it I could always move somewhere else.

The thing that ultimately tipped the scales for me was when I joined Dave on a double date and ended up spending the night with a very attractive woman named Kelly who had a very fit body and a remarkable appetite for sex. I was a bit rusty but she knew every trick in the book and I ended up getting my rocks off three times that night. The amenities were a definite selling point but that kind of quality fornication really sealed the deal. I’d happily go live in a tent if I was going to get sex like that on a regular basis.

While my house wasn’t on the golf course like Dave’s it was on a lovely little cul-de-sac with a beautifully landscaped park nearby. It was surprisingly affordable for all of the features and amenities that were included. I loved it but Dave got a worried look on his face when he saw the location.

“What’s the matter? I thought this looked like a great spot,” I said as I noticed his frown.

“It would be but there’s something you’ve got to be aware of,” Dave replied quite seriously.

“What’s that?”

“You see that house across the street? Just stay away from the two women who live there, okay?”

“Why?” I asked. “Aren’t they friendly?”

“Oh they’re friendly enough, and hot as hell to boot, but there’s something not right about them.”

“You mean they’re mentally ill?”

“No I mean they’re...strange,” said Dave. “Like really strange. Weird things happen when people get too close to them. It’s fine to be polite and say hello but you don’t want to go hang out at that house I assure you.”

It all sounded kind of silly to me but I didn’t press the issue. I suppose petty rivalries and whatnot were bound to take place in a closed community like this. So far everyone I’d met had been very friendly and welcoming so I wasn’t going to worry about a couple of ladies across the street from me.

On the other hand I was very anxious to see Kelly again and we picked up right where we had left off. Even though she was a few years older than I was I was glad that the community included a gym membership because I was having a hard time keeping up with her.

It was pretty amazing having a lovely new home, my good friend Dave living nearby, all the golf I could want, and incredible pussy just a short walk away. So far everything was just as great as Dave said it would be but then I made the fateful decision to get to know the mysterious women across the street.


CHAPTER 3:

There are some women who just defy age. Elizabeth Hurley in her 50’s was still one of the most gorgeous women in the world. Christie Brinkley in her 60’s still looked like a supermodel. Even Raquel Welch in her 70’s and 80’s was still a stunning woman. Whether it was genetics, healthy living, or plastic surgery some women just managed to stay eternally beautiful, or aged extremely well. There were a lot of women like that in this place but the two ladies across the street were sort of in a class by themselves.

Maureen was a blonde bombshell with a classic hourglass figure and Candice was a raven-haired beauty. I knew they had to both be at least 50 to live here but I would never have guessed that in a million years if I just saw them somewhere else. If you told me they were in their late 30’s I’d totally believe it. Whatever Fountain of Youth they were drinking from was certainly doing the trick and they often dressed in kind of skimpy clothing that flaunted their gorgeous bodies.

I had no idea why Dave thought they were trouble, aside from the fact that every man in the joint probably wanted to fuck them, but I was the kind of person who liked to judge people for myself. Gossip and rumors can spread pretty fast in a place like this so it didn’t seem fair to judge them on hearsay. That was the noble excuse I gave myself when I went to call on them although in truth I just wanted to bang the hell out of one of or both of them.

“Come in,” said Maureen pleasantly when she came to answer the door. “Look Candice, it’s our new neighbor from across the street.”

“I didn’t know if you had even noticed me,” I said modestly.

“How could we not notice such a fine looking specimen of manhood?” Candice purred softly.

There was nothing terribly unusual about the appearance of their home but I did notice that they had a lot of candles and a black cat sleeping on a red velvet cushion in the window. Otherwise it was just a very neat and attractively furnished house.

Candice offered me a drink and the three of us sat and chatted politely for a little while. They seemed very interested in hearing my story and why I had chosen to come live here, and I was pleasantly surprised that they even seemed to know my work. For my part I couldn’t help but compliment their youthful appearance which they seemed to appreciate very much.

“I’d love to know your secret,” I said at one point. “Not that I could really turn back the clock that much but I wouldn’t mind slowing it down a little.”

“That could definitely be arranged,” said Maureen as she refilled my glass. “Although there’s a price to pay for achieving youthful beauty.”

“Well if you’ve invented some kind of a cream or something you could probably make a fortune selling it on the Internet,” I joked.

We all had a good chuckle at that and by my third drink I was feeling really good. That feeling only intensified when Maureen and Candice both started stripping down to their underwear.

The three of us kind of crowded together on the love seat, with me in the middle, and the ladies helped me out of my shirt as we began necking. I couldn’t believe how smooth their skin was. Whatever they were doing it certainly was amazing. Maybe they did have some kind of miracle cream and I could help them set up an online business I thought. Women would pay a fortune for skin like that at any age.

Soon my cock was out and throbbing as the two ladies took turns going down on me. Dave was so right...this was even better than college. I mean I wouldn’t turn down any BJ but these gals really knew what they were doing and I didn’t last too long before I felt myself beginning to ejaculate.

Maureen had my dick in her mouth at the time and she kept it there while I was draining my balls but immediately after I had finished she gave me a big kiss and I felt my own cum being forced into my mouth. I think I must have looked panicked and maybe even tried to struggle but there was no way of getting Maureen to stop.

“Don’t worry sweetie, you’ll learn to love the taste,” said Candice.

A moment later I fell into a deep sleep.


CHAPTER 4:

When I awoke I was in bed, but not my own. As I quickly discovered I was also not in my own body. A firm round pair of tits was sticking out from my chest and there was a little slit between my legs where my cock and balls should have been. I sat up in horror and tried to speak but I couldn’t find any words to say so I just kind of let out a little cry of distress.

“She’s awake now,” Candice called through the door, presumably to Maureen.

I hadn’t noticed that Candice was sitting in a chair in the corner of the room until she spoke but now I looked at her in distress.

“What happened?” I croaked in an unfamiliar voice.

“We gave you what you wanted,” Candice replied. “We decided to share our beauty secret with you.”

“What do you mean?” I asked timidly.

“Our secret is witchcraft sweetie,” said Maureen as she came into the room and sat on the edge of the bed. “You’d be amazed what a little magic can do for your complexion.”

“But why? Why did you do this to me?” I asked.

“It amuses us to have our little fun every now and then,” said Maureen. “And you seemed like an ideal candidate. No wife or children to worry about. Self-employed. Just starting a new chapter in life.”

“And honestly the last thing this place needs is another horny old man,” said Candice with a chuckle. “But they’re going to love you baby. They’re going to go absolutely wild when they see you.”

“You can’t leave me like this,” I protested.

“Of course we can. What are you going to do about it? Call the police and tell them that two witches turned you into a woman?” said Maureen. “And this community knows all about us. It’s not the first time we’ve done this sort of thing you know. So just be a good girl and keep us entertained and maybe we’ll change you back eventually.”

“Does this mean I’m a witch now?” I asked.

“Not at all. You’re still very much a mortal. You just look more like a 35-year-old woman than a 50-year-old man. You haven’t been here for very long so most people will just meet you as the woman you are now. Of course we can’t very well call you Nate anymore.”

“How about Natalie?” Candice suggested.

“That works. You are now officially Natalie Armstrong. I think it suits you,” said Maureen.

“But I don’t know anything about being a woman,” I pointed out.

“You’ll figure it out,” said Candice. “A creative person like you who has invented so many richly developed and well-rounded characters must have some idea of how a woman thinks and acts. And you can always just trust your feminine instincts.”

“Do I have feminine instincts?” I asked.

“Absolutely,” Maureen replied. “Feminine urges, emotions, needs and desires. For a writer this must be a golden opportunity to gain some insight into the female mind. I can’t wait to read your next book. You must autograph a copy for us.”

“Now run along home sweetie, we have other things to do. We’ll let you know if we want you for something,” said Candice as she tossed me the clothes I had come in with.

The clothing was certainly familiar but not the way it fit on my new body. Even so it was better than nothing and fortunately I didn’t have far to go. Once I was dressed I made a dash for my door and got inside my house as quickly as possible. That’s when I got my first look at myself in the mirror.

It was a stunning transformation. My hair was still brown and my eyes were still blue but that was just about the only recognizable thing about me. I was a gorgeous woman with great tits and a round ass. And like the witches had said I looked to be about in my mid 30’s or so. It was all so crazy and impossible but it seemed to be true.

I had taken off my clothes to examine my body in the mirror but I decided to put on something else that might look a bit more appropriate until I figured out what to do about a wardrobe. With a tank top and running shorts I probably looked a little more feminine although the absence of a bra made my boobs really stand out under the thin material of the shirt. It was really too warm to go around in something heavy like a sweatshirt or a jacket so I opted for comfort over modesty.

When I heard a knock at my door my heart jumped into my throat and I tried to peek out the window to see who it was. I couldn’t quite see the door but I could see Dave’s golf cart in the driveway so I flung the door open and dragged him inside as quickly as I could, not wanting to be seen from the street.

“Well, hello there,” said Dave, pouring on the charm. “Are you a friend of Nate’s?”

“Dave I am Nate,” I said softly.

“Oh, shit. You went across the street didn’t you?”

“Yeah, I’m afraid I did,” I replied.

“I told you to keep away from those women,” Dave pointed out.

“I know, I know but damn they were just so fine I couldn’t help myself,” I said with a shrug.

“So they did this to you.”

“Yup, it appears so.”

“What are you going to do about it?” asked Dave.

“What can I do? I’ve just got to hope that they turn me back soon.”

“Well I’ve got to say that if they were going to turn you into a woman they did a hell of a job. You’re fucking beautiful.”

“Thanks,” I mumbled.

“I’m not kidding. You are unbelievably hot.”

I was a little troubled by the fact that Dave’s compliment actually made me feel kind of better about the whole ordeal but they did say that I would think and feel like a woman. Even so the idea that my good buddy was telling me how hot I was should have horrified me but it didn’t. I was genuinely flattered.

“So did they give you any kind of a timetable for when they were planning to turn you back or is there something you have to do for them or what?” asked Dave.

“No they made it sound like they wanted to get their kicks out of it and if I played along they’d eventually take pity on me but there were no specific rules or schedules,” I said.

“Well I guess you’re kind of stuck this way for the time being,” said Dave, who was rather obviously checking me out. “It may take some getting used to the new Nate but I think I’d adapt.”

“Natalie. That’s what I’m called now I guess.”

“Well pleased to meet you Natalie. I think we’re going to get along even better than ever.”


CHAPTER 5:

Dave wanted to fuck me. It was painfully obvious. Why didn’t that bother me more? Of course I couldn’t blame him. I probably just looked like fresh meat dropped down in his little circle of sluts. If the situation was reversed I imagine I’d feel the same way he did. The real question was what was I going to do about it?

I was certainly curious about my new body, and if I was really going to be stuck in it for any length of time it seemed pretty likely that I’d eventually want to try having sex as a woman, but was Dave the perfect man to break me in or the last guy in the world to be thinking about having sex with? On the one hand he already knew my secret and would understand that I had no clue about what to do in bed as a woman, but on the other he was a close personal friend and things could get kind of weird later when I had turned back into a man myself.

What I really needed right away was some female help but aside from Maureen and Candice the only woman I knew here was Kelly, and I only knew her because we had fucked a couple of times. It felt kind of embarrassing to reach out to her for help but I didn’t know where else to turn.

I had Dave call her and explain what had happened to me because I felt too stupid trying to explain the situation myself and fortunately she was happy to have me come by for a little Female 101.

“My goodness, I certainly wouldn’t have recognized you,” said Kelly as she met me at her door. “They definitely gave you quite a makeover.”

“I feel like such an idiot coming to you for help,” I said.

“Why? I don’t mind. I think this could be fun. You live for half a century as a man and then suddenly you’re turned into a woman, that’s exciting! And you’re so young and pretty. I’d kill to look that good again.”

“But I don’t know anything about being a woman. I’ve never been married or lived with a woman so I don’t even have that experience to draw on,” I told her.

“Don’t worry, I can help. I have lots of experience in that department,” Kelly said with a laugh. “The first thing we have to do is get you some clothes. You can’t have a figure like that and not show it off.”

We weren’t the same size but Kelly had something I could wear that would do while we went shopping. It was so strange to be trying on clothes that belonged to a woman who was one of the best lays of my life but it was also a little kinky. Getting naked in front of her shouldn’t have been a big deal, since she had seen me naked before, but now it was so different and a little uncomfortable even though there was nothing sexual about it.

Kelly was a real lifesaver for me in so many ways. She not only took me shopping and taught me all about cosmetics and grooming she made me feel like it was okay to be a woman. I had really only known her as a sex partner but now I was beginning to know her as a friend and that was even better.

Over the next couple of weeks we spent a lot of time together and Kelly kind of took over for Dave in helping me settle into the community. She introduced me to a lot of her friends, who seemed to just accept me as a woman. I had no idea whether any rumors about me had gotten around or not but everybody was extremely nice to me either way.

Kelly also told me about a select group of men who were kind of the head roosters. They were collectively referred to as the Silver Foxes and apparently going to bed with one of them was considered quite a treat. They were handsome, well-built, and had a lot of swagger. They came from very different backgrounds but they all had the “it” factor when it came to masculinity.

She pointed out a couple of them to me and I hate to admit that I did agree that they were quite attractive. It was incredibly hard for me to understand how I could think of any man as attractive after so many years of being a straight male but I couldn’t help the way I felt now.

I had less trouble coming to grips with the fact that so many men seemed to find me attractive and flirted with me shamelessly every chance that they got. I guess it just fed my ego and a compliment was a compliment.

As for my daily life it was pretty easy to function as a woman instead of as a man. I still had to eat and sleep and keep my house clean so I just did it in different clothing. Kelly had taught me the basics, and I was a quick learner, so in no time at all I felt pretty much at home being Natalie instead of Nate.

When Dave invited me to go with him to a party that someone was throwing I felt like I was comfortable enough in my new identity to go along with him. I hadn’t been to a party in years so it sounded like fun to do a little socializing.

“Wow, you look amazing,” said Dave when he came to pick me up.

Quite honestly I did think that I looked pretty amazing so it was nice to get some confirmation of the fact. Most of the time I wore pretty casual stuff and not too much makeup but with Kelly’s help I had really dolled myself up for the party.

When we got there Dave introduced me to the couple who were hosting the party, Tim and Kathleen Johnson, and then we just kind of mingled and had a few drinks like everyone else. I don’t know whether people thought of me as Dave’s “date” since we had arrived together but it certainly didn’t keep any of the men there from coming on to me pretty strong. That’s one thing to be said for a mature man, they didn’t tend to be as shy about interacting with the opposite sex as a young man. The first few times you get shot down can be soul crushing but after a lifetime of playing the game you just kind of learn to accept the fact that every forward pass isn’t going to be a completion.

The party just kind of rolled along in a low key fashion until Kathleen suddenly appeared holding a box.

“Okay folks I think it’s about time we got this party rolling, don’t you agree?” she asked as she set the box down on a coffee table.

Everyone seemed to know the drill because pillows and cushions suddenly appeared from everywhere and were placed in a circle on the floor around the table.

“Come on, you’re going to love this,” said Dave as we took a seat on the floor along with the others.

I noticed that we were all sitting in an alternating pattern of male and female. What I hadn’t noticed before was that there was an even number of men and women present, which had obviously been planned for.

“As the hostess I shall take the privilege of starting things off,” Kathleen announced as she picked up some pink dice from the table. “Then we’ll go clockwise around the room.”

Kathleen rolled the dice and one said “show” and other said “tits.”

“That’s an easy one,” Kathleen said with a laugh as she pulled down the top of her dress and took off her bra which she tossed to the side.

“It’s a sex game?” I whispered to Dave.

“Uh huh,” he whispered back.

“You didn’t tell me it was that kind of a party.”

“Is there any other kind?” he replied with a grin.


CHAPTER 6:

The game had a combination of dice and cards. Sometimes the dice told you what to do, like taking off clothing or touching yourself, but sometimes they called for you to do something with someone else, which was when you had to pick a card. My first dice roll called me to “kiss someone” and the card said the man to my left. It was harmless enough but it still made me a little nervous kissing a man for the first time. Since Dave was seated to my right I kissed a total stranger on my left and was surprised to find how aggressively he kissed me back.

It was no playful peck on the lips as he put his hand behind my head and we engaged in a rather lengthy open mouth kiss that I found to be both embarrassing and exciting. Sex had usually been a pretty private thing with me and getting blown by Maureen and Candice at the same time was my first experience with multiple partners.

When I later rolled “stroke cock” and picked a card that directed me to the man to my right I saw Dave break out the biggest grin I think I’ve ever seen. He casually unzipped his fly and whipped out his dick.

“It’s not like you haven’t touched one before,” he whispered to me.

“Yeah, but not someone else’s,” I replied.

Having joined in the game there wasn’t really much I could do but reach over and take Dave’s cock in my hand. It was bigger than I anticipated and felt quite warm to the touch. At least it was just a hand job I thought since I had already seen someone giving head and another couple actually fucking. Fortunately the idea was to stop well short of getting anybody off so I presumably wouldn’t have to deal with Dave blowing his load all over my hand, assuming the man could control himself.

Between the drinking that led up to the game and the raunchy nature of what we were doing the crowd was pretty raucous, which I think actually helped the situation because it would have been even weirder to be sitting on the floor jacking off my buddy as a room full of people looked on in total silence. This was just a silly party game and didn’t mean anything. Everybody had been stripping or masturbating or touching each other in a jovial party atmosphere. Even so it was hard to escape the fact that I had my friend’s dick in my hand and he seemed to be enjoying it.

“You better stop baby or things are going to get messy in a hurry,” said Dave after I had been stroking him for a while.

After the game had gone around the circle a few times a new wrinkle was introduced. Each woman drew a card with a number on it and placed the card in front of themselves. Then the men drew cards from another pile which apparently indicted who they were to be partnered with. Tim, Kathleen’s husband and the host of the party, drew my number which made me wonder whether he had stacked the deck somehow but I wasn’t going to complain. He was a good-looking guy in his late 50’s I would guess and I had admired his physique when he had taken his shirt off.

Once all the cards had been drawn the couples paired up and the real action started. Most of us were already naked, or partially naked from the game, and I only had my panties on by that time so Tim didn’t have to mess around with taking my clothes off to get to work on my tits.

Having never been married I had no idea how I’d feel about having sex with someone while my spouse was having sex with someone else in the same room but Tim and Kathleen obviously had no problem with the concept as Kathleen already had some guy’s prick in her mouth as her husband sucked on my nipples.

The nipple sucking was truly amazing because I had no idea how arousing that could be. I had certainly done it to women before but being on the receiving end was quite a treat. As Tim continued to nibble on my breasts he got a hand down into my panties and I suddenly realized how wet I had become. That’s when I also realized that I was probably about to get fucked.

I was kind of mad at Dave for not warning me what kind of party we were going to but it was actually probably for the best that he didn’t. I would have spent a lot of time obsessing over it and might have backed out if I had known but this was sort of like being thrown into the pool and having to sink or swim. I was an adult and I didn’t want to make a scene or be the big buzz kill so I was going to get my cherry popped, which would have no doubt happened sooner or later anyway. This kind of took all of the stress and anxiety out of it because I was just one of many people copulating on that floor with a partner chosen at random. There was really nothing to do but enjoy the ride.

The stimulation felt different because I was working with different equipment and my body was responding in ways I wasn’t used to but the overall sensation of being intimate with someone was remarkably familiar. Kissing and caressing another person felt very nice, as it always did. It wasn’t until Tim pulled me over to sit on his lap and I felt his hard cock slipping up inside me that I got the full sense of just how different it was to be a woman.

I wasn’t really prepared for what it would be like to have something that large inserted into my body. I had played with my pussy a bit, and found that I could achieve an orgasm by rubbing my clit, but I hadn’t stuck anything bigger than a finger up there so far. Tim’s dick was definitely much bigger than a finger and I squealed as I felt it going up my snatch.

Once it was there I started to get used to it pretty quickly, and that led to starting to enjoy it. I provided most of the motion by lifting myself up and dropping myself back down as Tim squeezed my boobs and pinched my nipples. This time there was no restriction on seeing the act through to completion and I was kind of excited by the idea of Tim ejaculating inside me.

For a moment I wondered what Dave might be thinking. Obviously he was busy with his own random partner but I had stroked his prick and now I was rather obviously enjoying the cock I was riding on. I couldn’t very well claim that I had no interest in having sex with men now. I wondered whether that was part of his plan in bringing me to this party. All things being equal I would have no trouble at all having sex with Dave but there was still the friendship thing that made the idea seem kind of risky.

As for Tim, a presumably happily married swinger, I had no reservations at all about bouncing up and down on his dick in a wild frenzy. It felt really good at this point to be stretched and filled with man meat and I couldn’t help but rub my clit just to put me over the top.

“Oh, Jesus Christ! Oh, fuck yes!” I called out.

“That’s it baby, just keep riding,” said Tim. “I’m almost there.”

I didn’t need any encouragement at that point to continue what I was doing. If this was what sex as a woman felt like then bring it on I thought. Pretty soon Tim started to cum and I was thrilled by the idea more than the physical sensation. Something just made me crave a man’s seed inside me. It was a delightful ending to a fantastic evening and by the time I had returned from straightening myself up in the bathroom Dave was ready to leave.

It was a little hard to say proper goodbyes since people were still fucking but I did feel the need to thank our hosts, especially since one of them had given me an orgasm and filled my pussy with cum.

“You had a great time, didn’t you?” said Dave as we headed for home.

“Yes, but you probably should have given me a little warning about what I was getting into,” I replied.

“Hey, you got laid. That makes any party a success in my book,” said Dave with a chuckle. “So what did you think of my cock?”

“Are you seriously asking me that?” I shot back.

“Yeah. What did you think?”

“Well, it was bigger than I expected it to be. And it was thick and hard and had a nice sort of purple head on it,” I told him honestly. “What do you want me to say?”

“That’s good enough. That just made my whole evening,” said Dave.

“Didn’t getting your rocks off do that for you?”

“It was nice but once I see your pretty lips wrapped around my bigger than expected thick hard purple-headed cock then I’ll be truly satisfied,” he said with a smile.

“We all have our dreams I guess,” I said.

“Oh, trust me, it’s going to happen...unless those witches turn you back into a man first.”

For the first time since I’d been transformed I actually felt like I wasn’t in so much of a hurry to be changed back. Of course I still wanted to be a man eventually but after feeling what it was like to have a cock in my pussy I was anxious to try it again soon. Hopefully very soon.


CHAPTER 7:

I had actually been tempted to suck Dave’s cock right there in his golf cart but he had been a little too smug for my taste so I just went home and masturbated in the shower instead. It was quite a thing to have a sexual awakening this late in life but it was a pretty wonderful feeling. I didn’t mind being on the “girl’s team” and rolling the pink dice. And just as there were a lot of attractive older women here in this community there were also a lot of attractive older men, and let’s face it, a lot of men actually get better looking with age.

The next morning I found an “invitation” to come over to Candice and Maureen’s house, which was actually more of a summons than an invitation as I really had no choice but to comply with their wishes. I wondered whether they were going to turn me back into a man already but that didn’t seem too likely since I had only been female for a couple of weeks.

“We hear you were a naughty girl last night,” said Candice when I went across the street to visit my wicked neighbors.

“Don’t worry, we think that’s wonderful my dear,” Maureen chimed in. “In fact we’d like to show you how happy that makes us.”

Maureen and Candice then proceeded to strip me naked while they caressed and kissed my body all over. Maureen stood behind me, kissing my neck and reaching around to grab my boobs while Candice stood in front of me kissing my lips and fingering my snatch. It was even better than the time they had both given me head.

Suddenly Maureen slipped a mask over my eyes, which was kind of like a thing you’d wear if you had trouble sleeping with too much light in the room. That got me a little nervous, but it was also pretty kinky so I tried to enjoy it.

As the groping and fondling continued I could feel myself being moved across the room a little until I bumped up against something. Someone, presumably Maureen, bent me over gently and I could feel my stomach resting on something padded. A moment later I felt cuffs being placed on my wrists and I tried to struggle but I was in an awkward position and before I knew it my arms were restrained somehow.

I was scared but still turned on and it got even better when I felt someone burying their face in my muff from behind. I was helpless so there was nothing I could really do except squirm a little as I received an expert pussy licking.

Now that I was really wet and excited I felt something being strapped around my waist that seemed to have a little device that rested right on the hood of my clitoris. When the device was activated I realized it was some kind of clit stimulator which felt almost too good to handle.

“We have a lovely surprise for you my dear,” said Candice as my blindfold was removed.

Looking down I could see that I was bent over what appeared to be some sort of padded sawhorse with my arms fastened to the front legs. When I looked up I saw too incredible hunks, one black and one white, standing naked before me with their huge erections at full mast.

“Since we know you like cock so much we thought we’d give you a nice sample to enjoy,” said Maureen.

The men were young, or at least looked young, so I assumed they weren’t from the retirement community. They were both ripped beyond belief. The black guy was bald and the white guy had really long blonde hair. They both had a lot of tattoos on various parts of their bodies but I was honestly pretty much focused on their big dicks.

With the vibrator still buzzing away on my clit the black guy got behind me and stuck his huge cock in my soaking wet pussy. Even though I was totally read for it I still squealed even louder than I had when Tim took my female virginity.

The blonde guy came and stood in front of me and grabbed me by the hair and pulled my head up.

“Suck it bitch,” he commanded.

There wasn’t really anything I could do since my hands were restrained and I was bent over a sawhorse so telling me to suck was kind of pointless since he just shoved his prick down my throat. Even so I found it surprisingly arousing to be commanded like that.

So there I was, bent over taking one cock from behind and another in my mouth, while a vibrator constantly stimulated my clitoris. To say I was turned on would be a gross understatement. I was positively delirious.

Candice came over and attached some clamps to my nipples, which had heavy weights on them which put a lot of pressure on me as I was bent over and gravity was at work in full force. Maureen appeared with a riding crop which she swatted against my legs and my butt cheeks and I could feel tears starting to develop in my eyes.

“Such a naughty girl we’ve created,” said Candice with a laugh.

“A complete slut if you ask me,” Maureen chimed in.

“You like being a slutty little bitch, don’t you?” Candice whispered in my ear.

I couldn’t really reply with a dick in my mouth but I tried to nod my head in agreement the best I could. If this made me a slutty little bitch I was all in favor of it. It was exquisite torture and I was sexually overloaded in a way that I didn’t know was possible.

“And to think that you used to be a man,” said Maureen. “Just a few weeks ago in fact. Remarkable how quickly you became a little sissy girl, don’t you think? Of course you weren’t ever a man like these two, were you? I wonder whether you were ever a man at all.”

I was sort of wondering that too but I didn’t care at the moment. Every single fiber of my being was tingling. I think even my hair was aroused. It was pain and pleasure. Humiliation and exultation. I just prayed that my heart would be able to take it.

When the guy behind me pulled out I had a moment of relief but it didn’t last long. A few moments later his big cock, now heavily lubricated, pushed its way into my virgin asshole. I think I literally screamed but the sound was muffled by the throat fucking I was still getting from the blonde. To make matters worse (better?) Candice reached for the vibrator but instead of turning it off she turned up the intensity. Once she had finished adjusting the device she began to finger bang my cunt and I started to cum so hard I think I almost knocked the sawhorse over.

Shortly thereafter the blonde started to ejaculate in my mouth and I gasped and glurped and tried to swallow the hot sticky stuff the best I could but there was so much it kind of dribbled down my chin. Once he pulled out I was finally able to breath and speak, although my words were a jumbled mass of moans and profanity.

“Ohhhhhhh...ahhhhhhh...fuuuuuuuuck meeeeee…ohhhhhhhhhh, fuuuuck, fuuuuck...ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhummmmmmmmmmmm…” I blathered.

The black gentleman didn’t finish up in my ass, choosing instead to come around to the front and jack off all over my face. Candice then mercifully turned off the vibrator and began to lick my pussy, which was absolutely flowing with my own cum by that time.

“So creamy,” Candice said in between licks. “This little whore is very orgasmic.”

Maureen came over and grabbed my hair, as the blonde guy had done, but instead of a dick in my mouth I now had a woman’s tongue. After kissing me for a long time Maureen licked some of the jizz off of my face and then I was left alone, still strapped to the sawhorse but too weak to even think about moving.

The four of them had adjourned to some other room, which I assumed was a bedroom, and I just remained secured for what seemed like quite a long time but eventually Maureen came back and stuck her ass in my face.

“Here’s a little more cum for you to feast on,” she said as I happily licked the sperm from her freshly fucked pussy.

Then she unfastened my wrists and took the vibrator off my waist. I was able to straighten up at last but my legs still felt wobbly. Maureen handed me a shopping bag that appeared to have all of my clothes in it and then she gave me a little spank on the rump.

“Run along home sweetie. We’ll have to do this again soon,” she said.

I started to reach in the bag to retrieve my clothing but Maureen just opened the door and pointed to my house across the street.

“No, like that,” she commanded and I realized that she wanted me to walk home naked.

When I stepped outside I quickly looked around to see if there was anyone there and to my horror there was a golf cart going down the street and one of my male neighbors out watering his lawn. I thought about making a run for it but my legs were too shaky and I figured I might as well just stroll as casually as I could. I belonged to those witches, and everybody probably already knew it, so there was no point in trying to maintain my pride at this point.

I walked across the street, buck naked, swinging my shopping bag as if I had just come from the mall. I even smiled and waved at my neighbor who stopped watering and waved back as he stared at me every step of the way.

I hadn’t asked to become a slutty little bitch but now that I was one I found that it was actually kind of a rush.


CHAPTER 8:

“And you really enjoyed all that?” asked Kelly when I told her about my adventure later.

“Yes, I did. I know it sounds freaky but I’ve never cum that hard or that much in my life,” I replied.

“Well good for you sweetie, I’m glad you’re taking this so well. You didn’t seem too enthused about your femininity at the start and this could have been a pretty traumatic experience for you,” said Kelly.

“Yeah, I know I didn’t put up much of a fight over losing my masculinity,” I said.

“What would have been the point of that?” asked Kelly. “It wouldn’t have changed anything it would have just made you feel worse.”

“I guess, but I feel like I should have resisted more. I mean it’s a pretty big deal to give up your manhood, I didn’t have to do it so easily,” I pointed out.

“But it sounds like you’re having really great sex as a woman. Who cares if you didn’t choose to become female? If you’re enjoying it now that’s the main thing.”

“You’re right. I guess I’m just hoping that this won’t all totally fuck me up once I’m male again.”

“How do you know you ever will be?” asked Kelly.

“I don’t, but I sort of assume that I will eventually.”

“Well I think you should just give yourself hall pass. Whatever you do as a woman doesn’t count because you were changed against your will. I think it’s very intelligent and mature of you to make the most of what could have been a very bad situation.”

“I am so lucky to have a friend like you,” I said as I gave Kelly a warm hug.

“Well before you get too far down that train of thought there’s something I need to talk about,” said Kelly a little apprehensively. “You know how we met on a double date where I was hooked up with you because you were Dave’s friend? Well Dave is suggesting another double date except that I’d be his date this time and you’d be going out with another one of his friends.”

“Wow, that’s kind of trippy,” I said.

“I know, but I did sleep with Dave a number of times before I met you, and now you’re a woman so…”

“Hey I’m fine with the idea,” I said.

“Really? Because I know you and Dave are really good friends so if you’d rather I didn’t…”

“No, there’s nothing sexual between me and Dave. Well I did stroke his cock, but that was part of a party game and he didn’t cum or anything, so if you and Dave want to get together it’s fine with me,” I told her.

“If you’re sure. I mean it’s kind of weird that I dated Dave and then I dated you and now I’d be dating Dave again while you were there with some other guy.”

“Hey, it’s not high school. We’re all mature adults here. I kind of got the impression that everybody sleeps with everybody around here.”

“Great. I’ll tell him we accept...or you can tell him if you want, but maybe that’s even weirder, I don’t know.”

“You can tell him. Any idea who I’m paired up with?” I asked.

“Yes, actually, it’s a guy named Jerry Ferguson. He’s very good-looking, and very nice, and quite good in the…”

“So you’ve slept with him too?”

“A couple of times.”

“It sounds like I’ve got some catching up to do.”

So Dave and I went on another double date, except that this time I was a woman and I was dating a different friend of Dave’s that I didn’t know and Kelly, my date from the first double date, would be Dave’s date. And as for Kelly she had slept with all three of the other double date participants, although I was a man at the time. Once I slept with Jerry things would get even more entwined but what the hell. I was just a slutty little bitch now anyway so one cock was probably as good as another.

Fortunately Jerry was rather good-looking and he did seem like a nice guy but there was kind of a strange dynamic to the whole evening. Dave was my best male friend and Kelly was my only female friend but we had both fucked her, and so had my date that I was just meeting for the first time.

Things got even more tangled up when we all went back to Jerry’s place for drinks after dinner instead of just splitting up. As it turned out Jerry had a hot tub in his backyard and the drinks were going to be consumed there so we all got naked and hopped in the tub together.

It was kind of a small hot tub so we all were pretty close together although Jerry had his arm around my shoulder and Dave had his arm around Kelly. This was just the kind of thing that I had pictured when Dave was pitching the wild sexuality of this community, although I never imagined that if I was in a hot tub with Dave and two girls that I’d be one of the girls. When Jerry started kissing me in between sips of our wine I thought it really wasn’t such a bad way for things to turn out.

When I looked over at Dave and Kelly making out I felt a little pang of jealousy but I wasn’t sure what I was jealous about. Was it seeing Dave fooling around with a woman I had made love to or was I jealous of Kelly for being with Dave? Maybe it was a little of both but Jerry was getting a little more hot and heavy so I returned my attention to him.

Of course when Dave sat on the edge of the tub and Kelly started to blow him it was pretty hard not to notice. There was Dave’s bigger than expected thick hard purple-headed cock that I had stroked being sucked by Kelly’s luscious lips that had once wrapped around my dick in a similar fashion.

“That looks like fun. Why don’t we join them?” I suggested to Jerry who was all too happy to go along with my plan.

Soon I was giving head to Jerry and quite happy that I had my hands free and that I could do the job properly instead of just being a sword swallower shackled to a sawhorse. It was actually kind of hot to work a man’s cock with my lips and my tongue and after a while I really started getting into it. Suddenly I realized that Kelly had come over to where Jerry and I were and was standing next to me. She casually bent over so that her ass was sticking up out of the water and I was a little flustered.

“That looks like a nice idea,” Jerry suggested so I stopped blowing him and bent over next to Kelly.

To my surprise Kelly started kissing me and a moment later I felt a cock sliding into my gash. I naturally assumed that it was Jerry but when we stopped kissing and I looked back over my shoulder I realized that the men had switched partners.

“Dave really likes you sweetie, I hope you don’t mind,” Kelly whispered to me.

“No, I don’t mind at all,” I whispered back.

Then we held hands and started kissing again as my old pal Dave fucked me from behind while my date was drilling my sort of ex-girlfriend.

“I told you it was better than college,” said Dave softly as he leaned over my back.

He was so right in so many ways.


CHAPTER 9:

The guys switched back before they finished, and I spent the night happily in Jerry’s bed, while Dave and Kelly went back to his place. Jerry was very good in the sack, as Kelly had suggested, and I had no complaints but I was still kind of hung up on the idea that Dave had just started boning me without telling me first. Of course just like when I stroked him he hadn’t cum so technically I guess we hadn’t really fucked yet but he did have his dick in my pussy which was the legal definition of intercourse at any rate.

I knew that Dave was toying with me but I couldn’t figure out exactly why he would want to. He was obviously hot for me and even told me that he fully expected me to suck his cock so he wasn’t shy about expressing his interest. Why then the double date with Kelly as his partner? She obviously had no problem fucking Jerry so why didn’t Dave want me to be his date?

And what was up with Kelly kissing me like that? Was that her way of telling me that she wanted us to fuck or was she just caught up in the moment? I had licked her pussy as a man and would gladly go down on her as a woman but she hadn’t given me any sort of a lesbian vibe even though we had spent a lot of time together and she had even taught me how to shave my muff.

That’s when I also started to wonder whether I was a little too preoccupied with sex lately. Ever since that party I had thought of little else. Certainly the free love atmosphere had been a big selling point in getting me to move into this place but I hadn’t really planned for my whole life to revolve around getting laid.

When I got a notification that my new golf clubs were ready at the pro shop I decided to head over to the course and give the clubs a try on the driving range. I had decided to invest in some women’s clubs, even though I had no idea how long I would be able to use them. Getting back out onto the links seemed like a good way to clear my head and think about something other than sex.

The clubs felt light and well-balanced and I hadn’t bought any new clubs in a long time so they incorporated more modern technology and I was anxious to try them out. I had even splurged and treated myself to a new pink and white bag to carry my clubs. Of course I also had some new golf clothes because I wanted to look good on the course. The sleeveless top was very comfortable but I had to remember that I was wearing a rather short skirt and couldn’t just bend down to pick up a ball without flashing my underwear.

On the driving range I discovered rather quickly that having big boobs definitely impacted my swing. My first couple of shots veered off wildly and I felt like a total beginner, which I was in a way since I had never golfed in this body before and I had to work out some of the kinks. I found that by centering my left bicep against my left boob and dropping my right arm below my right boob I could get a pretty free an unobstructed swing. It was a totally new way to approach hitting a golf ball but it seemed to work.

Another thing that took a little getting used to was the fact that I attracted quite an audience. Usually being at the driving range was kind of a solitary pursuit as one hit a few balls to warm up before playing a round or worked on perfecting their swing. After a while so many men had gathered to watch me that I felt like I was giving some kind of an exhibition, which was a little embarrassing since I wasn’t exactly in top form yet as a female golfer. Of course they were more interested in my little skirt than how I was driving the ball so I guess it didn’t really matter how crappy some of my drives were.

Of course whenever I did get off a decent shot there was actually whistling and applause like I was playing at the Masters or something which just made the whole thing all the more surreal.

When I finished I tipped my visor to the gallery and then made a little curtsy, which seemed to be appreciated by my new fans. As I put my new clubs away in my new pink bag a very handsome gentleman with a neatly trimmed beard came up and offered to buy me a drink. I recognized him as Darren Ott, one of the fabled Silver Foxes that Kelly had pointed out to me. I accepted his invitation and we headed for the course bar.

Darren was a real charmer I have to say. He obviously knew that he was super hot but he was just so damn casual about it. He had a way of kind of cocking his head and nodding slightly whenever I was talking that made me feel like he was hanging on my every word when I knew he was probably just thinking about my tits. And he was funny, but with a dry wit that was quick and amusing rather than being a jokester trying for big laughs.

When he invited me to dinner I happily accepted. It was later when I realized that I was going on my first solo date with a man that I got a little nervous. It was totally ridiculous because I had already been on a double date with Jerry and I just took it for granted that sex would be on the agenda, which was fine with me, but for some reason the intimacy of being alone with a man in a romantic situation got me kind of flustered.

Everything I had done sexually as a woman so far had at least started out as a group thing. The party, the bondage session at the witches house, the hot tub. I had finished the double date alone with Jerry but I had also kissed Kelly and had Dave’s dick in my snatch beforehand. This was just me flying solo with a man who had probably dated hundreds of women in his lifetime. I, on the other hand, was just learning how to date as a woman, just as I was learning how to hit a golf ball without my tits getting in the way. I both cases I knew I still had a lot to learn.

At dinner Darren was twice as charming as before and I was quickly under his spell. It was funny how differently I evaluated men on a date than I evaluated women when I was a man. A woman’s confidence would never really have entered my mind one way or the other but I was definitely turned on by Darren’s casual swagger. I suppose a really aggressive woman might have actually intimidated me a bit but Darren’s take charge attitude seemed totally appropriate to me, even though I was an accomplished man in my own right, underneath the soft and sexy female body I was inhabiting at the moment.

Darren was twice divorced and had grown kids. Hell, he even had grand kids, which was hard for me to comprehend having never even been married. Somehow that just made him seem all the more experienced and worldly-wise, which made him even sexier. In reality he wasn’t that much older than I was but I looked so much younger in my enchanted body and I was so inexperienced at being female that I felt kind of girlish around him and I liked the feeling.

By the time we were making out on his couch I was putty in his hands. When he pulled out his cock all it took was a gentle push on the back of my head and I was down on his dick in a flash.

“Good girl,” he said compassionately as he stroked my hair and I stroked his shaft.

I don’t think I ever had any kind of “daddy issues” but I suddenly understood why so many women were attracted to older men. There was just something that made you feel safe and warm and protected. You didn’t have to worry and you didn’t have to think. All you wanted to do was please him and he’d show you how to do that.

Like a lot of things about being female it really surprised me how much I enjoyed sucking a man’s cock. I suppose it was mostly psychological but there was also something excitingly visceral about having a penis in your mouth. There was such a luscious carnality to it. I felt no shame at all in admitting that I truly loved giving head. It was actually kind of easy to do even without much experience because I just tried to give the kind of BJ that I would want to receive. So far that strategy seemed to be working fine.

When Darren’s first hot jet slammed against the back of my throat I just relaxed and kept milking him. I wanted every creamy drop I could get and even licked up any spare jizz that was still clinging to his slippery cock.

Then we headed to the bedroom and I finally got to show off the sexy new lingerie I had bought for our date. Of course it didn’t stay on my body for very long but that was okay. I know Darren enjoyed looking at me in it and I enjoyed being looked at in it but getting naked was nice too and the underwear just got in the way.


CHAPTER 10:

Darren’s body was just as advertised. He may have been a grandfather but he had the build of a man half his age. I was both impressed and aroused as I wanted those strong arms around me.

He went right for my tits, as men seemed to do, and I wondered how many boobs he’d squeezed in his time. I also wondered whether he remembered them specifically or even graded them in his mind. I knew I could remember the best tits I had ever fondled. They belonged to a girl named June Kapinski, and ironically I never got any further with her than copping a feel. That was okay because those boobs lived on in my memory forever. I wondered what she’d think now if she knew her breasts were immortalized in my heart.

“Your breasts are so fantastic my dear,” said Darren, as if reading my mind.

“Better than June Kapinski’s?” I joked.

“Who?”

“Nothing, I’m just being silly.”

“Well I don’t know this June Kapinski but I’m sure she would have some stiff competition from you in the bosom department.”

“Thank you. That’s the nicest thing anyone’s ever said about my boobs,” I said with a laugh.

“So is it true that you used to be a man?” asked Darren.

“Well...yes, you could say that. As far as I know I still am, I’m just temporarily in this female body,” I replied. “Does that bother you?”

“Not in the slightest. In fact I look forward to the challenge of trying to fuck the last vestiges of manhood out of you,” said Darren as he neatly flipped me over so that I was on all fours on top of his bed.

I didn’t know if one could actually fuck the manhood out of somebody but I was perfectly willing to let him try. It sounded like I was in for a rough pounding and maybe some disparaging remarks which to a dirty girl like me would probably hit the spot rather nicely. I had already gulped down a thick load of his hot sperm so I was ready for whatever else he might throw my way.

When he got behind me and stuck his dick in my cunt I squealed, as I always seemed to do, and then I got spanked a few times and squealed some more. Darren got right up on top of my butt and pulled my hair as he started to ride me harder and the animalistic connotation was just so delightfully raw.

“You like that don’t you baby,” said Darren as he spanked me a few more times.

“Oh, yes I do,” I gasped.

“Are you a horny little bitch who likes getting stuffed with cock?”

“Yes I am. I’m such a horny little bitch,” I replied. “And I don’t like getting stuffed with cock...I love it! Especially your cock, baby. Your big manly cock. Oh, Jesus!”

I don’t know how much manhood I had left in me but it seemed like it wasn’t just being fucked out of me it was transferring to Darren who was getting very excited by our line of conversation. I certainly couldn’t blame him for that. What man didn’t like to hear a woman talking dirty in bed, especially if they were praising his cock?

Darren let go of my hair and bent over my back so that he could grab my tits while he humped me. It was excellent timing because I was just starting to cum and the boob grabbing added a new twist, so to speak, as he started rolling my hard nipples in between his fingers.

“Ooooooo yes! Give it to me Daddy!” I shouted, which was a really weird thing to say since as I said before I seriously didn’t think that I had daddy issues, but it just kind of slipped out in a moment of orgasmic frenzy.

I had been on my hands and knees but now my face was pushed down on the mattress, which made my ass stick up even more, and Darren took full advantage of that fact to drill me even harder. I was whimpering and shaking like a leaf and wondering why this felt so incredibly good. Somebody’s grandfather was dominating my ass and all I could do was cry and beg for more.

“I’m going to cum so hard inside you bitch,” Darren hissed.

“Oh...oh...oh...cum inside me baby,” I wailed. “I want your cum so bad.”

“Dirty little girl. You’re going to get your pussy full of cum.”

“Fill my pussy...please fill my pussy!”

It was crazy calling me a little girl since I was 50-years-old, regardless of what my body looked like, but it seemed somehow appropriate under the circumstances. The Silver Fox was fulfilling my wildest dreams and fantasies by reducing me to a blubbering, quivering, wreck of a woman who was being pumped full of sperm and I knew we had both gotten exactly the kind of fucking we both wanted.

We only did it one more time that night, and it was a little more sedate, but I truly felt like whatever manhood I had come with was now long gone. I was Natalie Armstrong. I even gave myself the new middle name of Sandra, just because I liked it. And I really, really liked being a woman, whatever I was called. Now all I had to do was figure out how I could keep on being one for the rest of my life.


CHAPTER 11:

I had been partway through a new book when I decided to scrap it and start fresh. The witches were right that I had gained some new insight into the female mind and I felt like I wanted to tell a different story. I barely set foot out of the house for the next few days as the words just tumbled out of my brain and onto my computer. It was a work of real passion, and fire, and emotion.

When I felt like I needed a little break from my marathon writing sessions I decided to call Dave and see if he wanted to play a round of golf. I still hadn’t taken my new clubs, or my lovely new pink bag, out onto the links but I thought I had my boob situation pretty much under control and felt like giving it a go.

“So you finally came up for air,” Dave joked when we got ready to tee it up.

“Yeah, I’ve been working a lot,” I replied.

“Is that what you’re calling it?” Dave teased. “Do you charge by the hour or by the act?”

“Very funny. I’ve actually been working on a new book. I really don’t spend all of my time having sex you know.”

“I didn’t know but it’s interesting to hear.”

It felt funny to be driving from the lady’s tees but I wasn’t going to let my pride get in my way along with my tits. I didn’t care if it seemed sexist, I needed all the help I could get. Fortunately my short game had always been pretty good and that seemed to still be the case so I was holding my own with Dave, which gave me a good deal of smug satisfaction. I felt so good, in fact, that we started playing for money...and that’s when I applied my secret weapon.

When my ball was on the green, slightly in front of Dave’s, I went to pick it up and replace it with a marker so that he’s have an unobstructed putt. What he also got was an unobstructed view of my tiny little thong panties as I bent over and took my time marking my ball.

“Hey, that’s not fair,” Dave protested.

“Oh, I’m sorry. Didn’t you want me to mark my ball?” I asked innocently.

“You know that’s not what I’m talking about. But your feminine tricks won’t do any good. I’m going to sink this putt,” re replied defiantly.

Dave shanked the putt badly while I very daintily dropped my putt in the hole and won the money.

“You wore those panties deliberately to distract me,” said Dave.

“Fine, I’ll take them off if they’re going to mess with your game,” I said as I casually slipped my panties off and stuck them in my pink golf bag.

Dave’s game went completely to hell after that, and maybe I was going there too for torturing him, but I took his money all the same. He still had the advantage of knowing the course better than I did so I was just leveling the playing a field a little.

I rather enjoyed driving Dave crazy but I was kind of playing with fire. He knew I didn’t have any panties on so there was just my little skirt covering my pussy so he slipped his hand right in there and started fingering me up as we drove to the final tee.

“Two can play this game you know,” he said.

“At least you finally figured out how to put it in the hole,” I replied as I tried to maintain my composure.

Where Dave had miscalculated was in failing to realize that I could golf perfectly well with a wet pussy while he would now have to contend with a huge erection in his pants. I ended up winning the final hole and I think Dave was a little frustrated but he tried to be a good sport about it.

Just before we got in the cart to go back to the clubhouse Dave put his arms around me and we started to kiss. The move caught me totally by surprise because I thought he was a little sore about losing and our sexual shenanigans had been just jocular attempts at distracting the other person.

“What brought that on?” I asked.

“Oh, I just felt like kissing you,” he replied casually.

“So you think it’s okay to just grab me and kiss me anytime you feel like it?”

“Pretty much. Didn’t you like it?”

“I liked it just fine,” I said as I put my arms around his neck and kissed him back.

Then we finally got in the golf cart and drove off.


CHAPTER 12:

I had sort of assumed that Dave would instigate some more fooling around that would lead to sex but we had just gone to the bar and had a drink before going home. I thought it was a little odd, since I had let him finger me up, but all we had ended up doing was kissing, which was actually really nice.

It seemed like Dave was still toying with me for some reason but I couldn’t really figure out what that reason might be. It was pretty obvious that I was really into sex, and hadn’t been too picky or discriminating about who I was with. Was Dave afraid to fuck me for some reason? That certainly didn’t seem likely since he had already slipped me the dick in the hot tub. And size wasn’t a problem since I already knew that he was bigger than I expected. Maybe he had performance issues. If that was the case premature ejaculation wasn’t the problem since he hadn’t cum from my hand job or from poking me from behind. Maybe that was it. Maybe he had trouble ejaculating. That didn’t seem too likely either, and Kelly certainly hadn’t mentioned anything about Dave having any sort of bedroom troubles.

I just couldn’t stop thinking about Dave for the next couple of days and I realized that I wasn’t getting any work done. It seemed inevitable that we were going to have sex so I decided that it was better to get it out of the way so that I could get back to work and go on with my life.

When I arrived at his door he seemed surprised but pleased to see me and invited me in. I wasted no time in getting down to business.

“Okay you smug bastard you were right. I’m here to suck your cock,” I said as I got down on my knees in front of him and started to unzip his pants.

“So you think it’s okay to just grab my dick and suck it anytime you want?” he asked.

“Pretty much. Unless you have some objections,” I replied.

“Well I guess I’ll let you suck it but not yet,” he said as he pulled me up from the floor and put his arms around my waist. “I want to kiss you first.”

So we kissed. And then we kissed some more. In fact we kissed quite a lot. Then I couldn’t wait any longer so I got back down and whipped his cock out and started kissing that.

“Are you happy? You’re about to get what you wanted. I’m about to swallow my pride and do exactly what you said I’d do,” I said as I looked up at him.

“Oh, you’re going to swallow a lot more than just your pride honey,” Dave replied.

“So you say. I’ve never seen you cum,” I shot back.

“And you won’t again...but you’ll taste it.”

I couldn’t argue with that so I put my best friend’s cock in my mouth and started blowing him. It was such a strange and unexpected journey that had led me to this moment. I only lived in this senior community because Dave had talked me into it, and played heavily on my lust as an inducement. He had set me up with Kelly, who had turned out to be such a great lay that I put all my reservations aside, packed up my belongings, and bought a new house. Then it turned out that my house was right across the street from a couple of mischievous witches, that I had been warned to avoid, but was so turned on by that I couldn’t help but go meet them.

I wondered what would have happened if I had bought a house in a different part of the development. I might never have run across the witches and I’d still be male. Maybe I’d be dating Kelly and she’d be my girlfriend, instead of the friend who taught me how to be a girl. Dave and I would just be buddies and we’d both drive from the dame tees. And most definitely I wouldn’t be crouched down in front of him with his dick in my mouth, which would be a shame because I really liked sucking his cock.

“I really like sucking your cock,” I told him when I took a moment to pull his rod out of my mouth.

“Good. I expect you to do a lot of it,” he replied.

“You’re not a very gracious winner are you?” I teased.

“I’m just being honest,” he said as he put a hand on my head and guided my mouth back onto his prick.

This is what you get when you let lust rule your life I figured. But this was sort of more than just lust. It was that damn kissing that had really gotten into my head. As long as I looked this good I could get cock anytime I wanted, but kissing Dave felt really special and kind of wonderful. I still didn’t know whether you could fuck a person’s manhood away but it felt like maybe you could kill it with kisses.

I had quickly learned to like being female because my youthful body made me feel like a star and the sex was really great. Every guy around wanted to fuck me so I could get laid as often as I liked. But it was different with Dave. At first I wanted to avoid having sex with him because I was afraid it would mess up our friendship but now I was thinking that our friendship was the perfect reason for us to make love. We had a lot in common, and a lot of years of shared experiences. That didn’t change just because I had tits and a pussy. If anything it just made it all the more logical for us to explore intimacy.

All of this talk about intimacy and kissing and special feelings probably sounds a little odd since I’m talking about being in the middle of giving Dave a BJ but even that blowjob was kind of different. All the teasing and joking about it had made it easier for me to take the plunge and actually go down on him but I sincerely felt a tremendous desire to please him and make him happy. Not that I hadn’t wanted to please Darren, but this was my pal. This was a guy I was very close to, not just a hot guy I hooked up with for the hell of it.

“I hope you’re ready to swallow that pride now because I’m not going to last much longer,” Dave warned me.

I was totally ready to swallow and a few moments later I demonstrated that as he began to ejaculate in my mouth and I took it all down, gulp by gulp. At least I had figured out that he had no trouble sustaining an erection nor completing the task. After he finished I just stayed down and gently caressed his cock and licked it a few times, paying special attention to that gorgeous purple head. Then I looked up at him and licked my lips.

“Yummy,” I said with a smile.

“Glad you think so because it’s going to be a regular part of your diet from now on,” he replied as he helped me up from the floor.

“You really are sure of yourself, aren’t you?” I teased.

“No, I’m sure of us,” he replied as I melted into his arms for the longest, most passionate kiss of my life.


CHAPTER 13:

After the BJ Dave took me into the bathroom, stripped me naked, and plunked me down in a nice warm tub of water. Then he proceeded to wash me with big soapy sponges, leaning over to give me plenty of kisses along the way.

After drying me off he got naked as well and we went to lie on his bed for a while. I gently ran my hands all over his body, and we did some more kissing, which was becoming our “thing” I guess, and I felt wonderful just lying there in his arms.

When he got hard again he spread my legs open and got between them and soon he was inside me. I felt like I had a schoolgirl crush on him, which of course was ridiculous because I was actually a 50-year-old man and had no idea what a schoolgirl crush felt like, but I had a good imagination so I could picture the feeling.

“So why did you date Kelly instead of me on that double date?” I asked.

“To make you jealous,” he replied casually.

“What on earth for? Didn’t you think I would want to go out with you?”

“I wanted you to come to me,” he said.

“Doesn’t that seem a little egotistical?”

“Not at all. I knew I wanted you from the moment I saw you as a woman. Every man wants you here. You’re the pick of the litter. Those witches turned you into a young and beautiful sex goddess...but I’m still just me. Just plain old Dave Adams, the same guy I’ve always been. I’m not even one of the Silver Foxes.”

“Well you should be as far as I’m concerned,” I said sincerely.

“I feel very strongly about you Natalie. Feelings I haven’t had since my wife passed away. Feelings I never thought I would have again. But I wanted you to come to me because you had feelings too.”

“I do have feelings for you Dave, but I’m not sure that it’s a good thing. I have no idea how long I’m going to be like this,” I pointed out.

“However long it lasts I want to be with you.”

“I think we’re going to have to continue this conversation later. I’m getting too horny to think. We should probably just keep fucking and talk later,” I suggested.

Dave seemed fine with that idea and soon my head was spinning and my heart was pounding and it felt like my skin was on fire. At my age that would normally prompt a call to the paramedics but under the circumstances I chalked it up to orgasmic delight.

It was a little strange to be on my back with my legs open looking up at Dave’s familiar face while he banged the hell out of me but it was a sight I thought I could get used to seeing. He looked very good naked. That wasn’t something you could say about every 51-year-old man but I could certainly say it about Dave. Did he look like a 25-year-old bodybuilder? No, but he didn’t when he was 25 either so what the hell.

When he started to cum inside me I was delighted. Maybe a little too delighted because I noticed later that I kind of scratched up his back. I still wasn’t totally accustomed to having such long nails.

After he had finished I pulled him down on top of me and we kissed while his dick was still in my snatch. We just stayed that way for a long time. I loved feeling the weight of his body on top of me and I wanted to be connected to him for as long as possible.

I didn’t go home for three days. Fortunately I didn’t have any pets to feed and I hadn’t accidentally left the stove on or the water running. I was naked pretty much the whole time so clothes weren’t a concern and we just ordered food or scrounged something up in his kitchen when we needed fuel to keep going.

Finding men attractive was presumably a biological thing triggered by the change in my gender. Or maybe the witches had done something to make me unusually sex obsessed with men. Who knows? Once I had discovered how much I liked having sex with men I stopped worrying about it and just enjoyed it. What I was experiencing with Dave, however, went far beyond just having a good time physically. I was falling in love with him, which was frightening and wonderful at the same time. And it appeared that Dave was in love with me too.

“I want you to be my woman,” said Dave as we cuddled in the afterglow of one of our many copulations.

“I thought you liked it here because everybody was into the whole no strings attached thing,” I said.

“I did because I never thought I’d be serious about another woman after my wife died. It was hard to think about other women without feeling like I was trying to replace Ann. But I still had urges and meaningless sex was a way of satisfying those urges without complications. I honestly didn’t think I would ever fall in love again...until I met you,” he said.

“You met me a long time ago,” I pointed out.

“Yes, I’ve known you as a man for many years but I only recently met the female you. And while I loved you as a friend before I love you as a woman now.”

“Oh, Dave...I love you too, but do you think it’s a good idea considering the possibility that I could be switched back at any moment? The witches are just playing with me for their own amusement. Who knows when they might get bored and turn me back?”

“Maybe you should go see them and tell them that you don’t want to turn back. Try to bargain with them somehow,” Dave suggested. “If that doesn’t work we could try running away somewhere where we’d never see them again. I mean assuming that you don’t ever want to turn back.”

“No, I don’t ever want to turn back. And I do want to be your woman very much, although I know I can never replace Ann, I know that I want to try to make you happy. After so many years of being single I’m afraid I might be kind of set in my ways but I have learned to love sucking cock so I guess I’m not that resistant to change.”

“You know you’re very good at that,” said Dave.

“Am I really? I know I’m enthusiastic,” I replied.

“That puts you way ahead of a lot of women right there,” Dave joked. “I’m sure with practice you’ll just get better and better.”

“Is that your not-too-subtle way of suggesting you want a BJ?” I asked.

“You read my mind.”

I didn’t really know how to be someone’s woman or what that entailed exactly but I figured an eagerness to give head was probably a step in the right direction so I wrapped my lips around his cock and gave my boyfriend the best blowjob I could give.


CHAPTER 14:

“So our little girl has fallen in love and wants to stay a woman. It looks like we did our job too well,” said Maureen.

I had taken Dave’s advice and gone to see my neighbors. I knew it was risky, and that they might just as easily turn me back into a man as agree to my request, but I felt desperate enough to try. Of course if they were really mad they might turn me into a frog or something so getting my manhood back might not be the worst thing that could happen to me.

“I told you he was probably a queer,” said Candice dismissively.

“Looks like you were right. He was just a closeted cock sucker all along,” Maureen added in agreement. “I guess we did you a favor by turning you into the girl you were always meant to be.”

I didn’t say anything and just stood there waiting to see what would happen. I didn’t care if they wanted to impugn my manhood. It didn’t matter to me what I used to be I only cared about who I was now.

“Take off all of your clothes,” Candice demanded and I immediately did as she asked. “Now come over here and lick my pussy.”

Candice was sitting in a chair so she slipped her panties off and pulled up her skirt so that I could get down between her legs to service her.

“Well she is an obedient little slut I must say,” Candice commented as I licked her pussy.

“I suppose we could use a maid around here. And she lives right across the street so that’s convenient,” said Maureen.

Becoming a domestic servant for a couple of witches wasn’t exactly what I was hoping for but at least it sounded like they were open to discussing the idea of my remaining female.

“We’d have to get her one of those little maid costumes or uniforms or whatever they are,” Candice pointed out.

“That goes without saying,” Maureen replied.

“Would you like to prance around in a sexy little maid outfit?” asked Candice as she yanked my head out of her crotch.

“Whatever you say Mistress,” I replied.

“I just love how submissive she is,” Candice chuckled as she shoved my head back down between her legs.

“I like the servant idea but that hardly seems like enough,” said Maureen.

“I agree. We made this whore so we own her ass. Where’s the fun in just turning her loose?” said Candice.

After I got Candice off Maureen wanted a turn so I went down on her muff as well. I had a feeling that I’d be doing a lot of this in the future and it seemed like a small price to pay to get what I really wanted.

“We didn’t turn you into a woman for your amusement we did it for ours,” said Maureen when I had finished bringing her to orgasm. “We honestly thought you’d be more humiliated being so emasculated but it turns out you’re just a little sissy who wasn’t a real man to begin with. So if you truly want us to leave you as you are you’re going to have to pay for it. Do you think you can handle that?”

“Yes Mistress,” I said humbly as I bowed my head.

“It’s so hard to humiliate you when you’re such a pathetic little slave already,” said Maureen with a heavy sigh. “Still you’re not that important to us so just do whatever we tell you to do and you can be as girlish as you like.”

Two days later my maid uniform arrived and I went to work as a servant. It basically looked like one of those sexy Halloween costumes that no real maid probably ever wore but I looked cute in it so I wasn’t going to complain. The witches were very neat so there wasn’t always that much to clean up anyway, aside from doing the dishes or making their beds, so they only had me come over for a couple of hours about three times a week.

Honestly much of the time we just had sex. Sometimes it was one-on-one and sometimes the three of us would all pile up together which was no great burden for me. They may have been wicked but they were certainly hot and I was bi-sexual enough to enjoy their bodies without it dampening my enthusiasm for Dave’s cock.

Dave was outraged that they were making me be their maid, but I assured him that it was well worth it in the long run. I had a feeling the witches would get tired of this game eventually or find some new hapless target to direct their attention to. In the meantime my romance with Dave could blossom freely.

“You know since we spend so much time together it seems kind of silly to keep two different houses,” Dave said one day when we were snuggled up in bed together.

“Sounds like you just want a live-in maid since you saw what my uniform looks like,” I joked.

“Well I do like the outfit but I was thinking more along the lines of having a new wife,” Dave replied.

“Oh my God, Dave, I’m kind of surprised. I thought you never wanted to get married again,” I said.

“I thought that was true but I had no idea that you were going to come into my life. Well, you were always in my life but you know what I mean. I know you’ve never been married, and you must have had your reasons, so I don’t want to pressure you into some big commitment.”

“I just never met the right person before. Well, obviously I met you I just didn’t know that I was ever going to become a woman and fall in love with you. You know this gets really complicated every time we talk like this. Why don’t we just pretend that I’m like two different people unless we’re specifically addressing something from our collectively male past?”

“Yeah, that will probably make things a lot easier. So what do you think of the marriage idea...in general?” asked Dave.

“I’d be honored to be your wife darling, but we need to be sure of some things. Like I need to know that I’ve fulfilled my obligations to the witches. And are you sure you want to be tied down? I thought the big appeal of this place was the whole swinging atmosphere,” I pointed out.

“Maybe I just want a wife so I’ll have someone to swap at key parties,” Dave said with a grin.

“That sounds more like the old Dave that I know and love.”

“But you do love me?” he asked.

“Yes I do love you. I love you very much. I don’t know exactly what you expect from a wife but I’d certainly try my best to live up to those expectations. Even if that means you want to swap me at key parties,” I said.

We dropped the conversation for the time being because Dave had a really terrific hard on that I wanted to get inside me so I climbed up on his dick and rode him like a wild thing. At least I knew I could fulfill that part of my wifely duties. Plus I was getting really good at housework.


CHAPTER 15:

The witches did get bored with my maid service after a couple of months so they came up with a new test for me. They wanted to publicly humiliate me with some kind of community slut shaming event so they booked the banquet hall at the golf course and started spreading the word.

Being witches it goes without saying that people were kind of frightened of them. Even the property managers were afraid of them so if they wanted to book the banquet hall for some elaborate slut shaming ceremony it would just go down in the books as the Bronstein’s 40th wedding anniversary party and no questions would be asked.

As the “star” of the show I was stripped naked and had the word “slut” written across my forehead. I also had the words “fuck me” written on my back with an arrow pointing down, just in case someone needed directions. Once I had my “makeup” on I was led into the room on a dog leash and strapped to a device that looked a lot like the kind of stocks they used to put people in back in Puritan times. I had a feeling that Maureen and Candice’s ancestors might have been shackled in a similar fashion in the old days but probably not for the same purpose.

Then it was open season on my ass, or any other part of my body that anyone wished to violate. Since I was doing this voluntarily I suppose most people just thought I was really into kinky bondage stuff, or maybe they were afraid that they would be the next victim if they didn’t go along with it, so I had plenty of takers. The only really embarrassing part for me was the fact that they required Dave to be there and watch. It took some convincing to get him to agree to it but I assured him that it was all just a step on the road to our future marital happiness.

I didn’t even try to count how many cocks I took inside me that day, but I’m pretty sure a few guys came back for seconds. I didn’t hold it against anybody. When a girl has a sign that says “fuck me” on her back she’s probably going to get fucked quite a lot.

Occasionally Maureen or Candice would come by and smack me a few times with the riding crop but their hearts didn’t seem to be in it. They had failed to consider that you couldn’t really shame a slut who was proud of being slutty. And trying to punish a cock lover by filling her full of dicks was like trying to punish a pot head by locking them up in a marijuana dispensary overnight.

Making Dave watch was kind of mean but on the other hand he was probably planning on doing some wife swapping once we were married and for all I knew he might be getting turned on by watching me get repeatedly nailed by every man in town.

Although they had the banquet hall reserved for much longer Maureen and Candice got bored after a few hours and called the whole thing off. They didn’t even bother parading me out of the building on a leash so Dave just put a robe on me and took me home. Anyone actually looking for the Bronstein’s anniversary party would have found an empty room with an odd piece of furniture in the middle of the floor.

“Look, I know this is going to sound kind of weird but I’m really proud of what you did,” said Dave. “I don’t mean the specific details of what you did but the reason for doing it.”

“Yeah I guess I took one for Team Adams,” I joked. “Well, a lot more than one, but who’s counting?”

“I lost count somewhere along the line,” said Dave.

“So did I. Probably better that way.”

“Well we should get this junk cleaned off of you I guess,” said Dave, pointing to the sign on my forehead.

“Or we can just leave it there,” I suggested. “I mean I am a slut and the sign on my back is a perfectly valid message.”

“You mean you really want to have sex after all of that fucking you just did?”

“Read the sign buddy,” I said as I rolled over and propped myself up on my knees and my forearms. “Just maybe give the anal thing a rest. It’s amazing how many men chose that option.”

“Well it is kind of what the sign is pointing to directly,” said Dave as he got behind me and made sure to slip his dick into the right hole.

“Mmmmm...that’s better. I’d much rather have my fiancee fuck me than a room full of men,” I said.

“Really?”

“Well, I’d certainly rather have him fuck me after being fucked by a room full of men,” I teased.

“You really are a slut aren’t you?”

“That’s what the sign says.”

It was funny but I really did want Dave to fuck me right then and I really did enjoy it so much more than all of the other sex I had just had. There was enough cum inside me to populate a small country but all I could think about was how much I wanted my man to take me and reclaim me as his own. I knew I could be faithful to him forever or he could pass me around like a party favor but I would always be his woman.

“Maybe I should get that message tattooed on my back as a tramp stamp,” I joked.

“With an ass like yours honey I don’t think anybody needs a road map to know where to stick it,” Dave replied.

God, I did love that man. All I had to do was get a couple of witches to tell me that I was going to be female forever and I would gladly be the next Mrs. Adams.


CHAPTER 16:

The tricky part about dealing with witches is that they don’t have any particular incentive to be honest or trustworthy. In fact by nature they tended to be on the sneaky side and somewhat devoid of a moral compass. None the less my future happiness was in their hands so I had to do whatever they wanted or run the risk of antagonizing them and have them potentially turn me back into a man, which was the last thing in the world I wanted.

Ironically it was the same logic I had used when they first turned me into a woman but back then I was afraid that pissing them off might end up with me being female forever. Funny how the whole thing got flipped around so completely.

My journey into womanhood had been so swift and painless that it really stunned me when I thought about it. I had always been an open-minded guy and not the type who tended to judge people. I wasn’t offended by homosexuality or by people questioning their gender but it never seemed like anything that impacted me directly. I was born a man and I liked women so everything else seemed to be off in some corner somewhere where other people were dealing with issues that didn’t concern me.

Once the initial fear and shock had warn off after being transformed against my will it wasn’t hard at all to adapt. Mostly it was small physical things like changing my wardrobe or learning how to golf in my new body. Mentally I felt like basically the same person but with expanded horizons, and sexually it felt liberating to be attracted to men as well as women. Maybe there was something in me that had been closeted or repressed or maybe lots of people would feel the way I felt if they had the same thing happen to them. In any case Maureen and Candice had failed in their prank because they were counting on me being humiliated by becoming a woman and instead I loved it and embraced it and couldn’t imagine not wanting to be female.

That’s what made the witches dangerous. Their prank was a power trip to get them a few laughs by messing with some helpless mortal who happened to stumble into their lair. Making me literally be their servant had pleased them but I felt like they wanted something more and I soon discovered what that was.

“We’d like to meet this man of yours,” said Maureen one day when I had been summoned to their house. “We want to make sure he’s worthy of your affection.”

“Since we created you we have an interest in your future,” Candice added.

“Of course Mistress,” I said humbly.

“Just bring him by for a little chat, won’t you?” said Maureen.

“As you wish Mistress,” I said.

It was pretty obvious to me how they planned to determine whether he was “worthy of my affection” and it had nothing to do with chatting. They were planning to fuck my boyfriend, probably while I watched, hoping that they would finally find some way of making me feel terrible since all of their other efforts had failed so miserably.

“So you want me to have sex with these witches?” asked Dave when I told him about my meeting.

“No, I don’t want you to have sex with them but I want you to be willing to have sex with them if that’s what they want,” I replied.

“You don’t suppose it’s a trap and they’re going to turn me into a woman too?” said Dave.

“Well if that’s what happens then we’ll just have to be a lesbian couple because I love you darling and I want to be your spouse no matter what,” I stated firmly. “Whatever they want please try to go along with it.”

“Whatever you think honey.”

Since Maureen and Candice were both smoking hot I figured it wouldn’t be too much of a sacrifice for Dave if he did have to have sex with them and after he had watched me getting gang banged by the whole neighborhood it wasn’t too much to ask of me if I had to watch him getting it on with two other women. And Dave was a great lover. If cock could fuck the manhood out of someone maybe it could fuck the mischief out of a couple of horny witches.


CHAPTER 17:

“So this is the man who’s stolen our little girl’s heart,” said Candice as I was presenting Dave to the witches for their approval.

Yes, I know it was a really weird thing to say but we are dealing with witches and magic and enchanted transgender spells so what exactly is normal?

“Not bad...not bad,” Maureen commented as she walked around Dave and checked him out from all sides. “But the real question is what does he have where it really counts?”

Candice went and crouched down in front of him and unzipped his pants. Then she fished around and pulled out Dave’s dick.

“My, that’s bigger than I expected it to be,” said Maureen as she stared at Dave’s exposed member.

“And it’s really thick and hard,” Candice added as she took his prick in her hand.

“And don’t forget the lovely purple head on it Mistresses,” I added for good measure.

“Yes, it does have a lovely purple head,” Maureen said in agreement.

“Why don’t you get a closer look at it,” Dave suggested as he gently pushed Maureen down next to Candice.

They may have been witches, and they may have been on a power trip, but they were still women, and horny ones at that, and the sight of such a luscious piece of manhood so close to their faces was more than they could resist. Soon they were both taking turns sucking Dave’s cock and I had a flashback to the first time I was with Maureen and Candice and they had done the same to me. I wasn’t too worried because I had a feeling that Dave was much more in control of the situation than I had been. He could be really cocky when he wanted to and this seemed like it might actually be a good time for that.

I watched the two witches happily blowing my future husband with more pride than jealousy. Certainly I would have loved to have been invited to join in but I knew this was a test and I believed with all my heart that Dave would prevail.

“You like that, don’t you babe? Why don’t you take it deeper?” said Dave as he grabbed Candice by the back of the head and shoved his cock further down her throat.

Maureen got the same treatment next and rather than protest it seemed to create kind of a competition between them to she would could blow him the best. Despite their intense efforts Dave seemed to be handling it all with relative ease, which impressed me all the more.

“Okay ladies, enough warming up. Let’s see what you’ve got under those clothes. It’s time for some fucking,” Dave announced.

Once again the witches responded obediently and hurriedly stripped totally naked. They were so much less intimidating as they stood there in the nude waiting anxiously to be penetrated. God bless toxic masculinity and porn culture I thought. No feminine magic was going to best Alpha male dominance.

“Assume the position bitches,” Dave commanded and Maureen and Candice got down on all fours with their butts facing Dave who turned and winked at me before taking his own clothes off and getting down behind the witches.

Dave started by rubbing both of their pussies at the same time and periodically sticking a finger up their ass.

“Now who wants it the most?” said Dave as he “taste tested” both of them for wetness.

Candice must have been the “winner” because Dave lined up behind her and shoved his cock in her snatch. She let out a gasp that seemed to be a mix of triumph and relief and I could understand the feeling. I was getting so hot just watching what was happening that I couldn’t help but finger myself.

While Dave rode Candice he kept Maureen busy with his finger play and soon both ladies were whimpering and moaning loudly. When he got Candice right on the verge of a climax he shifted over and starting boning Maureen and I think I actually felt a little sympathy for Candice who must have been pretty desperate by that point.

Maureen was totally ready for it when Dave slid over and gave her the pounding she was desperately craving. Of course he didn’t forget about Candice, which was good for her, because she was desperate too, but the way she was jerking his ass against his hand I was afraid she was going to sprain his fingers or something.

“Why don’t you get in there honey and give them something to play with while they wait their turn?” Dave said to me.

I happily pulled off my panties and flipped up my skirt as I lay on the floor in front of Candice with my legs wide open. I started to slowly rub my pussy but Candice didn’t give me a chance to get very far with that before she dropped her head into my lap and started feasting on my wet gash.

“You people really don’t have any shame, do you?” Maureen groaned as she glanced over at her roommate greedily lapping at my snatch.

Dave just laughed and gave Maureen a few playful slaps on her behind as he started fucking her even harder and faster than before. And so it went as Dave switched back and forth between the witches and I did the same, rubbing my pussy in the face of whoever was dickless at the time, or grabbing their tits and tweaking their nipples. I couldn’t believe how long Dave was lasting but I was bursting with pride at his display of stamina.

Maureen and Candice were total wrecks. They were crying, whimpering, screaming, and begging by the time Dave finally announced that he was getting ready to pop.

“On your knees bitches...time for your reward,” said Dave.

Maureen and Candice looked like too people who had just come out of the Death Valley and were promised a refreshing drink of water the way they opened their mouths and stuck out their tongues. Dave casually stood in front of them and jacked off all over their slutty faces. I mean it looked like he was turning a fire hose on them. I don’t think I’ve ever seen a man cum that much.

“Now look, you two, Natalie and I are happy to come over and play with you guys but you’ve got to promise not to mess around with this magic stuff with us. I know you can be good girls if you try and it’s really a win-win for everyone,” said Dave as he rubbed his sticky dick against their cheeks and lips.

They both promised to be good and we promised to come back soon. Somehow I had the feeling that they would probably stick to their promise. Dave had absolutely fucked the living daylights out of them and it was a performance they wouldn’t soon forget. I knew I wouldn’t either.

“God, you were so amazing!” as said as we were heading for home. “How did you keep it up that long?”

“A little magic of my own, baby. Pharmaceutical magic in the form of a little blue pill. I don’t usually need it but it can come in handy when you really need a little extra staying power. Plus I jacked off right before we came over here,” Dave confessed.

“What a waste. You could have at least had me blow you,” I pointed out.

“That’s okay. I expect you to blow me when we get home.”

“Yes Master,” I replied with a grin. “Only maybe don’t use that pill for the BJ stuff. I don’t want to get lockjaw from sucking your cock for three hours straight.”


CHAPTER 18:

So Dave and I got married and the reception was held in the same banquet hall where I had been gang banged but there was no public sex this time. His daughter Lindsey was there with her boyfriend and I suddenly realized that I was now a stepmother. I had watched Lindsey growing up over the years but we had decided not to tell anyone that I used to be Nate Armstrong so I was “introduced” to my new stepdaughter. It was just another one of those oddities that seemed to define my life these days that I became a wife and a mother in one shot only a few months after being a man for half a century.

Lindsey seemed genuinely happy that her father had found happiness again and I hoped she was sincere. It had to be a hard thing to see your father marrying someone else after your mother had died. Fortunately she was a grown woman so she wouldn’t be seeking any womanly advice from me because she probably knew a hell of a lot more that stuff than I did.

We went to Hawaii for our honeymoon and booked a golf package but we never made it to the links. I made sure Dave brought a few of those magic pills along with him and he was just as masterful in our bedroom suite as he had been at the witches house.

He was still cocky but I didn’t mind at all. He had the goods to back it up. He may not have had the perfectly chiseled body of one of the Silver Foxes but it was hot in my eyes and he had technique that would put a much younger man to shame. And I quickly figured out that letting your man be the master of the bedroom was the easiest way to make sure that you were in charge of everything else. That was one piece of womanly advice that I could have passed on had anyone asked me for it.

I sold my house and moved into Dave’s house on the golf course so the witches weren’t my neighbors anymore but we did drop by sometimes for a little group fun and there didn’t seem to be any fear that they would suddenly mess things up for us. And every now and then we’d go to a party where we’d end up doing some things with other people that a lot of married couples would not find appropriate but it just spiced things up a little. Dave and I were very happily married and quite secure in our relationship.

When I finished my first book written as a woman it did reasonably well and got some pretty good reviews. Nate Armstrong just became my pen name, since I was already known by that as an author and the world never knew that Nate Armstrong had become Natalie Adams.

At the beginning of this book I said that having been single for so long I wasn’t likely to ever tie the knot but it was really just a matter of finding the right woman, who rather surprisingly turned out to be me. And the thought of moving into a “retirement” community when I was only 50 had depressed me a little because I was afraid that being around a lot of older people would make me feel old but the exact opposite had happened. Of course there was some magical intervention that shaped my destiny but even so I was now a firm believer that it was never too late to find love and true happiness.


AUTHOR’S NOTES:

This story was inspired by a friend of mine whose grandfather went to live in a really nice retirement community when his wife passed away. My friend’s grandfather was a very colorful character and from his accounts the place was basically the biggest swinger’s club in the world with every kind of sexual activity imaginable going on all time. Later I read some reports that said that people living in senior communities were far more likely to have sex than college students living on campus so I started to think that maybe my friend’s grandfather hadn’t just been exaggerating.

I often write about young people because we usually associate youth with beauty and vitality and sexual awakening but age really is just a number and there are plenty of hot people of all ages out there. And if the stories are true a lot of them are having the best sex of their lives after 50 so I thought that was something worth celebrating.
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