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CHAPTER 1:

It had been over three years since my wife Alicia passed away after lingering with a long illness. And it had been at least four years since she had been healthy enough for sex so all told I hadn't been laid in over seven years. Some of my friends seemed to think that I would be excited to be able to start dating again, but that idea really seemed so unappealing. I had done all that, found the woman I wanted to marry, and figured that we'd grow old together. Instead I was a lonely 39-year-old man with an 18-year-old son who was getting ready to graduate and go away to college, which just made me feel even older and more lonely.

I could sort of understand where my friends were coming from because many of them were in some kind of midlife crisis where they had either hit 40, or were nearing it, and suddenly found themselves desperate to reclaim their youth. It was the usual stuff. Buying a sports car. Having an affair with a much younger woman. Basically anything that made you feel a little more like your younger self.

I already had the car but the idea of dating some college co-ed at my stage in life seemed kind of shallow and empty. At the same time I really wasn't looking for a replacement wife either. I figured that if I met some special woman somewhere along the line and it was meant to be I would deal with that then. In the meantime I just really needed to get my rocks off with another human.

There was this new sex drug on the market that had been getting a lot of buzz, not to mention generating a good deal of controversy. It allowed a person to temporarily switch their gender. Medically it was supposed to be safe, but morally it caused a bit of an uproar. Supposedly it had been developed to help people with gender identity issues, but people being the weirdoes that they are, naturally found a billion ways to pervert the thing for their own hedonistic amusement. The more conservatively minded folk hated the drug for both encouraging transgender behavior, it's intended purpose, and encouraging deviant sexuality, it's more popular usage. I wasn't all that conservative so it didn't bother me either way. In fact, it sort of intrigued me.

It's not that I'd ever had any sort of a fantasy about being female but like a lot of men I did really get off on lesbian porn. There's just something about two hot women going to town on each other that really turns my screws. It seemed like I might find it easier to hook up with some horny chick if I was a horny chick myself. I'd seen some before and after pictures of men who took the pill and became women, and they were generally pretty attractive, although most of them were younger so that probably helped. I thought that perhaps the novelty of doing something so totally different, and becoming a completely new person, might spark my interest in dating, or at least socializing sexually again.

The closest I had ever come to some sort of trans thing was one night when I was really missing Alicia and decided to wear one of her nightgowns to bed. It wasn't anything terribly sexy, but I couldn't believe how soft and silky the fabric felt on my bare skin underneath. It actually gave me a hard on just wearing the thing, which wasn't exactly what I had in mind, but I wore it again several times after that. Fortunately I was secure enough in my manhood to not feel threatened by the idea of sleeping in a woman's nightgown, so I probably could handle being in a woman's body for some meaningless lesbian sex. Ironically that would be a homosexual act, but since I was actually a man there didn't seem to be anything gay at all about wanting to have sex with a woman, no matter what gender I appeared to be at the moment.

I still wasn't crazy about the idea of going through all of the motions of the whole dating thing, especially from the female perspective, so I looked into some web hookups for people who liked to use the pill. That seemed like it might be a good way to try it out since both parties would be looking for the same experience and despite the "lesbian" aspect of the thing they would know that there were no actual women involved. I didn't know anything about being a woman so trying to pretend to be one seemed a little daunting.

I registered with what seemed to be the most popular site and spent a lot of time reading comments and suggestions from other users. There seemed to be two main ways of handling the hookup. You either met up with your "date" while you were both in your true identity and then once you were together if you both decided to go through with the copulation you would both pop a pill and get busy. This seemed to be favored by people who just wanted the sex and weren't interested in getting dressed up and dealing with a lot of makeup and bullshit like that. Also if you got cold feet, or just didn't like the other person for some reason, you didn't have to waste a pill.

The other way was to change into a woman first and then meet up with your partner for the evening somewhere. For obvious reasons lots of people couldn't use their own home for such shenanigans so hotels were a popular spot for these trysts. A nicer hotel might also offer a bar to meet up in first or maybe just pound a couple of drinks to steady the nerves.

I was definitely leaning towards the meet up as a man first thing because I couldn't see the point of going to all of the hassle to get dolled up if all I was going to do was get naked and lick pussy anyway. I knew how much time my wife used to spend getting ready just to go out to dinner or run errands and I had no idea how she did it or what sort of implements were required. I didn't want to end up looking like some sad drag queen so I opted for the "natural" look.

It was strongly recommended that a first-timer try it with a more experienced partner, and I could see the wisdom of that. When I found a guy named Chet, who was around my age, and lived fairly close to me, I decided to see if he wanted to get together. He did and we agreed to meet at a fairly nice hotel about halfway between where we lived.

Chet didn't suggest meeting in the bar so I just showed up a little early and fortified myself with a couple of shots. I was really pretty nervous, yet a bit excited at the same time. I wondered whether I would really go through with this, but I think the drinks helped to steady my resolve.

Chet had booked the room and when I knocked on the door at the appointed time I was greeted by a rather plain-looking, middle-aged man wearing glasses. I knew what he looked like from his profile picture, but people tend to look a lot better in those than in real life and Chet was no exception. It didn't really matter because I wasn't there to fuck Chet, I was there to fuck the woman he turned into, but I was a little worried that better-looking men turned into better-looking women, but I had also seen his female photo and it was very nice, and I had no idea what I would look like, having never tried the pill before, so there wasn't much to do but go along for the ride and see what happened.

He also had a kind of bland personality that seemed to match his kind of bland looks and he worked at what sounded like a very bland job compiling statistics for something or other. Fortunately he was very polite and talked me through the whole process. He suggested that it would probably be best to be naked for the actual transformation and offered to use the bathroom to disrobe while I changed in the bedroom. He also said we could wear a towel if I was uncomfortable with the nudity.

It was very weird taking off my clothes in a hotel room, knowing that there was another man in the bathroom doing the same thing, but it was also kind of arousing in a way. Not that I was turned on by the thought of Chet being naked, but because hotels always seem kind of naughty, and what I was doing was even naughtier still.

When Chet came out of the bathroom I noticed that he had his towel wrapped around his whole torso, while I just had mine wrapped around my waist, the way I would have done if I had just come out of the shower. I felt a little foolish trying to re-wrap it now so I just sat there and took my pill when Chet did.

The change came on like gangbusters. It was fast, probably less than 30 seconds, and I didn't really feel my body reconfiguring itself. Yet a moment later I realized that it must have worked because it felt like I had two sandbags hanging from my chest and looked down to see my rather impressive jugs.

"My...don't you look lovely my dear," said Chet in a very sultry feminine voice.

"Oh...thanks...so do you," I replied, suddenly startled by the high pitched voice coming from my head.

"You should take a look at yourself in the mirror," Chet suggested.

I got up, almost as if sleepwalking, and wandered over to the mirror above the dresser. I had to blink a few times to be sure I was actually looking at my own reflection. I was definitely a woman, and a pretty sexy one I thought, especially for my age.

"Wow, look at those tits," I said absent-mindedly.

"Believe me, I have been," Chet chuckled as he, or I guess I should now say, she came over and stood slightly behind one of my shoulders. "It's pretty amazing, isn't it?"

"You can say that again."

"I'm Angelique, by the way. Have you chosen your female name yet?" she asked.

"Gosh, no, I hadn't even thought about that," I replied a little sheepishly.

"Well you're not bound to it or anything, so just tell me what I should call you tonight. You may think of something better later but you're definitely not a Bradley now. Not with those boobs," said Angelique as she reached around me and cupped my breasts.

"God...I feel so strange," I said softly.

"I'll bet you do," said Angelique as she fondled my breasts and kissed my neck. "But it's a good kind of strange, don't you think?"

"Absolutely," I replied as I turned around and locked lips with the bland little man with the glasses who was now a pretty cute redhead dressed only in a towel which soon fell to the floor as we stood and embraced.


CHAPTER 2:

Angelique pretty much took over from that point on, which was fine with me since I had no experience. It was shocking how much Chet had changed, and not just physically. There was nothing remotely bland about the sexy vixen who shoved me on the bed and pounced on top of me, getting her fingers inside my snatch as quickly as she could.

I was still trying to adapt to my new body and my new name, Brandi, which I thought of on the spur of the moment as something similar to Bradley, but with Angelique busily finger banging me all I could think of was how good I felt.

"It's nice having a pussy, isn't it baby?" Angelique purred softly as she continued to work my cunt.

"Yeah. It's pretty amazing," I replied.

"And those boobs. You really hit the jackpot there."

"I guess so. I think maybe they're too big. They're so darn heavy."

"You'll get used to that honey. It's a small price to pay for being stacked."

My wife had been a rather buxom woman so I certainly could appreciate the value of a nice rack, but it was still strange being the one with the big bosom rather than just enjoying their benefits. Angelique was not exactly petite either, but she wasn't quite as well-endowed upstairs as I was. That didn't matter to me at all at the moment. I was focused a lot more on what was going on down below.

"Oh, my God! Does it always feel this good?" I moaned.

"We're just getting started honey. You don't even know what good feels like yet," Angelique said with a laugh just before she started to suck on one of my nipples.

I was never what you would call an Alpha male, but I generally took the lead in bed. I was the aggressor; the one with the cock. And Alicia had never been too adventurous in the sack. Now I was the one being aggressively serviced and it felt kind of nice to be the center of attention. Angelique obviously found me attractive and was eager to demonstrate that attraction through her forceful attack on my body.

It had been so long since I had been with anybody other than my wife that it was hard to believe it was actually happening, let alone that it was happening to me as a woman. I felt a little guilty about how good I was feeling and about how much I was enjoying myself but I realized that was silly. Alicia might not have approved of the way I was going about it, but she never would have wanted me to deny myself pleasure once she was gone.

Perhaps it was easier for me to get back in the saddle this way since I wasn't really myself at the moment. This Brandi character, with the big boobs, was some sort of an illusion. She didn't really exist, she was more like an elaborate marionette that I was operating. Whatever she did was only a reflection on me for allowing her to do it. I would go home and be the same man I always was.

As Angelique slid her head down between my legs it was getting harder and harder to remember that I ever was a man, let alone that I would be one again in a couple of hours. I had no idea in the world what it would feel like to have a pussy, let alone to have it stimulated, but for some reason it all seemed so natural and instinctive, as if I had always been this way. I'm not sure why I started playing with my own tits while Angelique went down on me, but that's where my hands went automatically.

Every so often she would look up at me and I could tell she was smiling, even though her mouth was obviously concealed. Her eyes said it all. She knew. She knew exactly what I was feeling because she had already crossed this bridge before.

I imagine the fact that I hadn't had sex with another person in years added greatly to my excitement, and the novelty of being in a totally different body must have contributed as well, but even so I was astounded at how incredible I felt. Obviously I knew that women enjoyed sex, and I'd like to think that I had been a capable lover to my wife, but I still couldn't get over the fact that I was experiencing something that was taking my whole body to places it had never been before. My skin seemed to be crackling with electrical energy and even the act of touching my own breasts was making me get off.

Of course I didn't feel the same pressure to perform that I had always felt in the past. When I was younger, and in better shape, getting an erection was no problem. Sustaining it could be, since I was so horny and eager to get laid, but my body could handle the physical aspects of supporting myself on my arms for some length of time or whatever was required. The great challenge for a man is to fight the natural urge to ejaculate as quickly as possible. Animals don't care about satisfying their partner, they just have an urge and they need to satiate it. Men have the same urge, but they also have the intellect that tells them they need to be generous lovers. That wasn't always the easiest thing to accomplish.

So far I'd just been lying on my back while another woman worked her way around my body, pushing all the right buttons. It was that warm and fuzzy feeling of being pampered you get when someone is giving you a really good massage. Angelique had seemed totally focused on my pleasure but she soon got in on the act as well as she sort of swung one leg over me and shoved the other under me. That left her leaning backwards a bit, resting on her outstretched arms, as she began to grind her pussy against mine.

I had seen this kind of "tribbing" in videos before but I always sort of figured that the moans of pleasure were totally fake, or at least exaggerated. It didn't seem to make sense that just rubbing cunts together could produce that kind of response but very quickly I discovered how wrong I was. It wasn't quite like being licked or fingered, but it had its own kind of magical sensation. It felt like my clit was really getting stimulated and that seemed to be even more arousing than the other things.

"Oh, fuck...this is incredible," I moaned.

"Yeah, baby, it is, it so is," Angelique replied. "I like rubbing my wet pussy up against you."

"Me too."

I wanted to grab her tits, but resting on my elbows as I was I could only manage to use one hand at a time, but at least I could do that. I had a powerful desire to kiss her too, but that would have to wait. For now I just copped a feel and started rubbing against her snatch even harder until I realized that I was starting to cum.

"Oh, my God! Oh, my God!" I wailed. "It can't feel this good. Nothing feels this good!"

"Nothing feels better, I can tell you that," Angelique replied. "Congratulations. You're having your first girly orgasm. The first of many I'm guessing."

Fortunately my son Kyle was obviously old enough by now to be left at home on his own, but I hadn't planned on being gone for more than a couple of hours, and Chet needed to get home as well. Consequently we wrapped things up pretty soon after making sure that we had both been totally satisfied. It would have been nice to spend more time and try more things but for a first experience it couldn't have gone better in my book.

When it was time to change back we just did the same thing and Angelique went into the bathroom and came back out as Chet, where I was dressed and ready to go home as Bradley. That was kind of an awkward moment because it seemed like we should do or say something but we just shook hands in a firm and manly fashion and said a quick goodbye.

Whatever doubts and misgivings I might have had going into that room had vanished completely by the time I left it. I knew I was hooked.


CHAPTER 3:

I had thought about getting rid of my wife's clothes a million times but never could find the motivation to actually do it. Instead I had just boxed everything up and put it in the garage. Now I hauled a few of those boxes back up to the bedroom and starting looking through them.

If I kept taking those pills, which I knew I would for the time being anyway, I'd probably want to get dressed as a woman sometimes and if some of Alicia's clothes happened to fit me that would make it all the easier to do without having to go out and buy a bunch of junk I'd probably only wear once or twice in my life.

I tried holding some things up to my body and guessing whether they might fit, based on my recollection of what my body had been like as Brandi, but finally I realized that was pretty futile so I took a pill and started methodically working through my late wife's wardrobe, putting aside anything that seemed like it might be useful to me.

Being a bit more buxom I found that some of her stuff was a little tight in the titties, but not terribly uncomfortable. I sure made some of her tops really pop, especially with no bra under them where the outline of my nipples was as clear as day.

It was weird wearing her clothes, but kind of comforting, in a familiar way, sort of like it was when I wore her nightgown to bed. I couldn't even begin to imagine how shocked she would probably have been if she could see me in her own clothing, but she wouldn't recognize me any more than I couldn't really recognize myself.

I tended to look at what I was doing as sort of a hobby; something I think I needed almost as much as I had needed to get laid again. Since my wife's illness we really hadn't been able to go out at all to dinner or a movie or anything like that. What little "leisure" time I had was spent watching TV, reading, or surfing the Web. Now I had something to do that was both a time killing activity and a social event. If I ended up investing a little in clothing or makeup it was no different than any other hobby where you bought a new fishing lure or a new putter.

The first two things I invested in were some bras that fit my bodacious hooters a little better, and a couple of sex toys. That was kind of ironic, since I had been heavily motivated to try this female thing because I was tired of just jacking off, but being a girl made masturbating a totally new and fascinating experience to explore.

Kyle seemed to be happy that I was going out more, but I honestly couldn't say whether that was out of concern for my wellbeing or because it let him crank his music up or bring girls over without having to deal with my scrutiny. Obviously he had no idea what I was really doing when I went out and it was essential that he never did. I can't imagine anything more humiliating for a young man than to know that his father was parading around town as a woman.

Once I had started practicing a little with fixing my hair and doing makeup I started going on hookups already transformed into Brandi. Of course those situations were a little trickier to arrange because I had to make absolutely certain that my son didn't see me coming or going that way, but that wasn't too great of an obstacle to overcome.

I wondered about Chet, and the other men I hooked up with sometimes. What was it that had made them decide to go down this road? For Chet, I was guessing, it was the personality change that he enjoyed. Mild-mannered and unassuming as a man, Angelique was a very outgoing and vivacious woman. I certainly understood how being a reasonably attractive woman could really boost your confidence. And I could also understand how being someone else for a time sort of allowed you to be off the leash and do things you might never ordinarily do.

Some of these guys were probably gay, or had long standing fantasies about being female, but it wasn't something that we usually talked about. It was kind of an unwritten rule that you never asked someone why they were doing it, unless they brought up the subject first. It was probably a good rule because the motives were more often than not extremely personal and we were there to bear our boobs, not our souls.

As I began to have more experiences I was always pleasantly surprised at how much I still enjoyed them. Instead of the novelty wearing off it seemed like the more times I had sex as Brandi the more I liked it. Some partners were better than others, but I always got a rush out of just being in that sexy body.

I was also getting to enjoy the dressing up aspect of the thing. What seemed like a hassle at the start was becoming sort of a ritual that helped me put even more distance between Bradley and Brandi, which was always good for my frame of mind. I also rather enjoyed the looks I got from bartenders or doormen or men in general when I strutted my stuff in a particularly sexy outfit.

Sometimes the other person didn't want to dress up, and that was fine with me too. It certainly made it easier to get out of the house, and I could remember when I much preferred not to bother with lipstick.

It was on one such encounter that things changed for me in a big way.


CHAPTER 4:

The man's name was Ronnie Price and he was a couple of years younger than I was. About 35 I think. He was a car salesman at a BMW dealership. I actually remember quite a bit about him, and probably always will.

Things started out pretty normal. At least as normal as they can be when two strange men meet at a hotel to take a pill and turn into women and engage in lesbian sex.

I had lost my inhibitions about being naked in front of another man so when Ronnie suggested that we just strip and take our pills simultaneously I had no problem with that. It wasn't that big of a deal to me so we downed our drugs and a few moments later I was busty Brandi once more. The funny thing was Ronnie was still Ronnie. We waited a few minutes but nothing seemed to be happening.

"Gosh, that's funny. I've never had this happen before," said Ronnie apologetically.

"Well, let's give it a few more minutes and see if it kicks in," I volunteered.

We waited and still no results. I noticed that Ronnie kept trying to steal glances at my naked female flesh but was trying not to be too obvious about it. That's when I started to wonder if there was something fishy going on.

"Hell, looks like I got a dud or something. It would sure be a shame to waste the room, and for you to waste a pill, especially after getting all fixed up and looking so hot. We could always just do it like this I suppose," said Ronnie as if he was just thinking of the idea off the top of his head.

"Come on buddy, I'm not some teenage bimbo. I don't know whether it was a sugar pill or aspirin but you took a placebo, didn't you? You thought I'd be too dumb to figure it out and then you'd swoop in and have your way with me," I said rather tersely.

"You're right about it being a placebo but I never began to think that you might be dumb in any way," he replied casually.

"So why try to pull a stunt like that? Did you really think I was so desperate for sex that I'd fuck you after you tried to con me?"

"In all honesty, yes, I did think you were probably pretty desperate for sex, and I'm reasonably certain that you still are. Have you ever had sex with a man?"

"No, and I don't plan on starting now," I said flatly.

"But tell me the truth. Since you started becoming female haven't you ever wondered what it would be like to be with a guy? I mean, you're obviously an adventurous and inquisitive person. Surely you've been somewhat curious about that."

He was right about that, but I wasn't anxious to admit it. There had been times, especially when I was masturbating, where I imagined that the dildo inside me was actually a man's penis. Ronnie seemed to be reading my mind.

"You masturbate with a dildo, don't you? You must like the feel of that hard tool inside your tight pussy. Wouldn't you like to feel something just as big hard, but warm and alive as well?" asked Ronnie as he very slowly began to stroke himself into hardness.

"Look, I'm not gay. I like women," I protested.

"So do I. And right now you're a woman and there's no reason you shouldn't like being with a man. I'll bet you've done all kinds of things in that body that you would never have done in your own,"  he pointed out. "And I can see you staring at my cock as it grows bigger and bigger.  You really want to touch it, but you're mad at me for being dishonest so you're going to punish the both of us and deny us the pleasure we could be having right now."

He was right about that too. I had been staring at his dick and I was being petulant about the way he tried to trick me. He was even right about saying that it was a shame to waste the room and the opportunity. I hated that he was right about so many things.

"It's the perfect opportunity, really, for you to experiment. I know who you are, so you don't have to try and pretend that you're actually a woman with some guy who tries to pick you up at a bar. And we both know that it doesn't mean anything so there's no worry about getting caught up in some big emotional hassle," Ronnie continued.

If the guy was as persuasive selling cars as he was at seducing ladies he probably was very successful at his job. He was giving me the hard sell, but there was something soothing about the way he did it that didn't make me feel like he was being as pushy as he was.

"Tell you what...you let me touch your pussy, and if you're completely dry down there I'll put my clothes on and go home. I'll even pick up the tab for the room and reimburse you for any other expenses you might have incurred tonight. But if you're as turned on as I think you are then I'm going to fuck your brains out like the horny little bitch I know you are," he said as he came over and stood quite close to me.

He was so close that his erect penis brushed up against my leg and I felt a little tingle of excitement as it did. It was a sucker bet, because I already knew that I had been getting moist, but I agreed to the deal anyway for some reason.

Ronnie just looked deeply into my eyes as he put his hand between my legs and rubbed his fingers around my slit a little before sticking two of them inside me. When he removed them it was clear to see that they were indeed quite wet, and Ronnie casually stuck them in his mouth and licked them clean. Then he took me in his arms and we began to kiss.

I was angry with myself for being so weak-willed, and confused by the fact that kissing a man seemed so completely natural. As we kissed Ronnie got his hand between my legs again and started to rub me more aggressively. I reciprocated by reaching down and grabbing his cock.

It felt so warm, which I obviously knew it would from many lonely years of stroking my own pole, but feeling another man's warmth in my hand was new territory for me. It was fairly big, bigger than mine at any rate, but nothing too outlandish. I'd had bigger sex toys inside me so I wasn't really afraid of the size, but my legs were shaking anyway.

Eventually Ronnie put his hands on my shoulders and gently, but firmly, started to push me down to the floor. In a way I didn't mind ending up on my knees because I was feeling a bit wobbly, but now I had that hard cock pointed straight at my face and I knew exactly what he wanted me to do.

"Oh, I don't know if I could do that," I said softly as I looked up at him pleadingly.

"Of course you can baby," he replied. "I'll bet you've even practiced sucking on a dildo or a banana or something."

Damn that man! He could read me like a book. I had practiced a number of times. I don't know why, since I had never planned on doing anything with a man, but I was curious I guess. I wondered what it would feel like. I wondered how much of it I could take without gagging.

"Just relax and enjoy it," said Ronnie as he let the tip of his dick rub against my lips and my cheeks and my chin.

While his prick was pressed against my lips I stuck my tongue out and gave it a lick. It was all so wrong but I couldn't help myself. I felt ashamed of the way that this man was manipulating me so easily, but in the heat of the moment all I could think about was getting his cock in my mouth so I grabbed his shaft and started licking him all over.

"Good girl, you're getting the hang of it," said Ronnie.

What the fuck was wrong with me? This asshole had lied to me and pressured me into having sex with him yet here I was, exactly where he wanted me, down on my knees about to give him a BJ.

"Go on, baby...suck it. Suck that big cock," Ronnie instructed.

I gave him one more glance imploring him to call off the attack, but it was hopeless and we both knew it. There was really nothing to do but open my mouth and suck his big cock.


CHAPTER 5:

It was the dirtiest thing I had ever done and I felt so wicked doing it. That wasn't surprising. What was surprising was how incredibly hot it made me feel to do it. Whenever I became Brandi I felt sexy, partly because of my curvy body, and partly because I knew the only reason I was being her was to indulge in some kind of sexual activity. Since my partners, up until now, had all been men who were doing the same thing I was doing I always felt on equal footing with them, regardless of who was more aggressive or more experienced. Now I definitely felt something different. It was hard to put into words. I was sort of humbled, or more submissive. I felt weaker, though not exactly helpless. Maybe I was just a dumb bimbo, although I hadn't actually fallen for any of his game.

It made me feel frustrated to have surrendered so easily, but I was having such a good time giving him head that I couldn't really stay angry. There was something pretty awesome about being on my knees with a man's cock in my mouth. Something I hated to admit, but couldn't deny.

"Yeah, honey, suck it good," said Ronnie as he put his hand on the back of my head. "You like feeling that big cock going down your slutty throat. Show me how much you like it."

I looked up at him, but this time not in an attempt to be let off the hook. This time I wanted him to see how much I did like feeling his big cock going down my slutty throat. I liked it so much I tried to take it all which seemed to please Ronnie very much.

"Good girl. Look at you going all deep throat on my dick like a whore. Like a naughty, cock crazed, horny, little whore!"

The more he talked the hornier I got in spite of myself. I was dripping wet now and would have killed to have felt his manhood in my pussy. I guess he really could read my mind because he soon picked me up and tossed me on the bed, face down. Before I could get up, or even turn over, he was on the bed right behind me, lifting me up by the waist.

That left me kind of sprawling on my outstretched forearms and my ass sticking up in the air as he pounced on my bare bottom like a wild animal and thrust his throbbing member inside my slippery gash.

"Oh, oh, oh..." I cried as he began to hump me quite vigorously.

"I just popped your cherry, honey. What do you think of that? Now that you've had a cock inside your cunt I'll bet you'll never be the same again," he grunted.

"Oh, God...please...please...oh, yes...God," I mumbled pathetically.

I don't know whether I was begging him to stop or to fuck me harder but it didn't really matter. He was going to fuck my brains out just as he said he would. Whatever part of my brain that was left functioning at that moment wasn't powerful enough to stop it, even if I had wanted to, which I'm pretty sure I didn't.

It was the most overwhelming sex of my life. My circuits were so overloaded that I was afraid that I was going to have a stroke or a seizure. Information was coming into my brain from all parts of my body so fast that there was no way I could keep up with all of it.

Now I'd always loved sex as a man. It made my dick feel really good, and when I finished there was a profound sense of relief and of accomplishment. And when I watched porn, which I did frequently, the girls in the videos often looked like they were on the verge of tears, although it didn't seem like they were in real pain or unhappy with what they were doing. I never quite understood that, but now I could see what that was all about. The sensation was so intense that I couldn't respond in a normal fashion. Things were very much out of my control. It was too much to take, but too good to stop, so I was reduced to a whimpering mass of flesh, existing only to receive that man's cum when he eventually took mercy on me and ejaculated.

"Oh, yeah...oh, yeah baby that's so good...I'm going to cum in your pussy soon," Ronnie announced finally after what seemed like hours.

"Cum in my pussy....cum in my pussy...please, oh...please...God!" I wailed.

Finally Ronnie did cum in my pussy and I felt more relieved than I ever had as a man, no matter how horny I had been or desperate to get my rocks off. I even felt a sense of accomplishment for having survived his savage pounding.

I just collapsed face down on the mattress and tried to catch my breath while I hoped that my heart rate would come back down to normal soon. Ronnie flopped down on his back next to me and I noticed he was also breathing rather heavily.

"Wow," was all I managed to blurt out.

"Now tell me the honest to God truth. Don't you feel more like a real woman now than you ever did after fooling around with those carpet munchers?"

"Yes, but I'm not a real woman so I don't know why that should matter," I replied.

"It matters because you're obviously really into this whole being female business. I mean a man might try it once, maybe even twice, just for kicks or out of curiosity or on a dare, but to keep coming back to it over and over implies that it's something more than that," said Ronnie.

"Are you sure you're a car salesman and not a psychiatrist?" I joked.

"They're actually kind of similar jobs in a way. I have to understand how people think. And while I have no idea exactly why you take a pill that turns you into a woman and hook up with strangers in a hotel room I know a satisfied customer when I see one. You like being female. You like the way you look. You like the way men look at you. And you like the way you feel when you're getting laid. You want to feel like a real woman because you are a real woman when you're on that pill. And getting fucked good and hard by a man is one of the best ways there is to really feel like a woman. It's only natural. It's instinctive. You shouldn't fight it, you should embrace it. You're really good at it being a girl."

"Well, you seem to know all about me, but what's your story? Why do you get off on banging guys who turn into girls?" I asked.

"Are you kidding? You gals are the best! You're just looking to have a good time and don't have all the baggage that a lot of other women carry around. And you tend to give the best head without making me beg or bargain for it. Take you, for instance. All I needed to do was apply a little pressure on your shoulders and you were on your knees with my dick in your mouth, you greedy little cock whore," said Ronnie with a laugh as he slapped my bare behind.

"You know, you probably shouldn't say things like that," I cautioned him.

"Why not? Don't you like being called a greedy little cock whore?" he replied.

"Well..sort of. I guess it's kind of hot actually," I admitted.

"Of course it is. And so are you honey. You're hotter than fire and you're just going to get better and better each time you fuck. Pretty soon you'll be the ultimate lay. Every man's wet dream come true. Trust me on that. With those balloons and that sweet cock sucking mouth you will go far!"


CHAPTER 6:

So, I had actually done it. I had fucked a man. Hell, I even gave him head before he decided to nail my snatch. And I had liked it. Loved it, really, at least I loved the way it made my body feel when it was happening. Once it was over my mind tried to go into rebellion.

Despite everything Ronnie had given me the best fuck of my life. I hated to say that, partly because it seemed disrespectful to my late wife, and partly because it made me feel sort of gay. How could a man, any man, make me feel that good? I didn't want to enjoy it. I couldn't help myself. And he was just so darn right about me in so many ways that it was kind of aggravating.

I thought about what he had said about me being every man's wet dream and that sort of went to my head a little. I had married a beautiful woman, and had some pretty attractive girlfriends in my day, but I was never what you would call super sexy as a man, and I hadn't improved with age. Men are typically supposed to age better than women but Brandi was a fine specimen of middle-aged womanhood. I don't think there were too many guys of any age who would have kicked me out of bed for eating crackers.

That was powerful stuff to mull over. All I had to do was pop one of those little pills and I became an instant object of desire. So far I had only hooked up with other men who also liked to take the pill, and one shyster who liked to trick those men, but I wondered how I'd fare in the real world where nobody knew the truth about me. If I was really as hot as Ronnie said I was I imagined that I could do pretty darn well.

When Kyle graduated he had a lot of activities planned for his last summer at home before starting college and I started to plan a few of my own. I was thinking about spending some more time as Brandi, aside from the online hookups, and curious to see how I might do trying to attract men on my own.

On a weekend in early June, after Kyle had graduated and was off with his friends on a trip out of town, I decided to spend my leisure time as my female alter ego. Kyle wouldn't be home until Monday afternoon so I could be Brandi as much as I wanted without fear of him catching me in the act. I didn't really have any agenda planned out, I just wanted to see what it would be like going about my daily business as a woman instead of a man.

On Saturday afternoon I heard the doorbell, and since I was expecting a package, I decided to give the mailman a little thrill to brighten up his day. I was just wearing some shorts and a very tight tank top with no bra underneath and instead of quickly putting something on top of that for modesty I just flung the door open with my nipples proudly on display.

To my dismay it wasn't the postal carrier bringing me my package, it was one of Kyle's friends, a guy named Darrell, who apparently wasn't off on the out of town trip with my son. His eyes went straight to my bosom, which didn't surprise me in the least, but I was suddenly caught off guard. What the hell was Darrell doing here anyway?

"Oh, hey...is Kyle at home?" asked Darrell, barely able to pry his eyes from my breasts.

"No, I'm sorry. He went away for the weekend," I replied.

"Oh, damn, that's right. I forgot all about that."

"You're a friend of his I take it?"

"Yeah. My name is Darrell. Kyle said he had an extra gamepad I could borrow. Mine's all worn out and the buttons stick. He told me just to drop by anytime and his dad would give it to me if he wasn't home," Darrell explained.

"Well, ah...I'm a...friend of his father. I suppose it wouldn't hurt to let you take it, if you know where it is. I'd hate to think of you playing with sticky buttons," I said a little seductively, without even meaning to.

"That would be great ma'am."

"Please...call me Brandi. Like the drink, only spelled with an "i" at the end."

"So...Kyle's dad isn't home?" asked Darrell cautiously.

"No. He won't be home all day," I replied. "Now where do you suppose Kyle keeps that gamepad?"

"In his bedroom, probably," Darrell volunteered.

"Well, then shall we go to the bedroom?"

I don't know what got into me that day. I had just wanted to tease the mailman with a glimpse of my nipples sticking out under my shirt, but now it definitely felt like I was trying to seduce this 18-year-old boy who was a friend of my son. I suppose I thought I was just being flirty, at the start, but as I looked the fellow over I realized that he was a fine figure of a man. Tall and lean, with nicely developed arms. I wondered how much sex he'd had in his young life.

We went up to Kyle's bedroom and I knew that Darrell was getting a little edgy. He was alone in a bedroom with a strange woman with big tits, and nobody was due to be home for hours. I'm sure his mind was racing with lustful thoughts and fantasies. I know my was.

"This must be the one," said Darrell after looking around the area where Kyle had his game box set up.

"You know I've always wanted to try one of those games. Kyle seems to love them."

"They are pretty addicting," said Darrell.

"Maybe you could show me how to play," I suggested. "Unless you're in a hurry to get going."

"No, not at all. I mean, I'm not in a hurry. I'd be glad to show you some games."

Darrell booted up a car racing game and handed me a controller. I imagine he thought a first person shooter would be too violent for the delicate sensibilities of a female, or maybe it was just the first game he grabbed.

We played for a little while and I think he was surprised at how well I was doing. What he didn't know was that I had been playing video games with my son for years. I also think he was a little distracted because he couldn't help but try and sneak a look at my boobs whenever he could.

"You're pretty good at this," said Darrell.

"Beginner's luck. And you're a good a teacher," I replied. "But shouldn't you really be keeping your eyes on the screen and not on my tits."

"Gosh...I wasn't...I mean...I'm sorry..." he stammered.

"Relax. I don't mind at all. Do you think I have nice tits?" I asked innocently as I cupped my boobs from the bottom and gave them a little jiggle. "Or maybe you need to see them a little better before deciding."

With that I pulled off my top, cross hand style as a proper girl would do, and watched Darrell's expression when my hooters were on full display.

"Wow," he said in a breathless tone of voice, reminding me of my initial reaction just after getting fucked by Ronnie.

"I take it you like them," I said with a smile.

"What's not to like? Are they real?"

"If they exist, they're real," I joked. "But yes, they're natural if that's what you mean. Go ahead and touch them if you want to see for yourself."

We had been sitting on the foot of Kyle's bed while playing video games so Darrell just had to reach over to grope my globes. He seemed quite fascinated by them, but God knows I would have been when I was his age. While he copped a feel I stuck my hand on his crotch and could tell that the young man was hard as a rock.

"Mmmm...I have a feeling you have something special under those shorts," I said.

"Oh, I don't know about that," Darrell said modestly.

"Let me be the judge of that," I said as I got down on the floor in front of him and pulled his pants off.

The dick that popped up to greet me was indeed something rather special. I had just been trying to say something sexy but his prick was very big and throbbing like mad.

"Oh, Darrell...that's a very beautiful cock," I said as I took his member in my hand. "Would you like me to suck it?"

"Yes ma'am, I mean Brandi, I mean...please do," Darrell sputtered.

"I can only do this if you absolutely swear that you'll never tell anyone about this, especially Kyle. I don't want his father finding out," I said firmly as I let my hand glide up and down his shaft very slowly.

"Of course. I mean, I can keep a secret."

"Good. This will just be between us," I said just before going down on that gorgeous piece of young man meat.


CHAPTER 7:

It seemed pretty obvious, although surprising, that I really enjoyed giving head. I suppose the fact that I knew how much it meant to a man had something to do with that. I hadn't met many girls who voluntarily jumped right for the BJ, and most of my friends had the same impression. Even sneaky Reggie had pointed out the difficulties in getting most women to provide a BJ. In porn it was a standard thing to do and nobody ever had to be coaxed, but porn wasn't real life obviously, it was a fantasy. I guess I liked the idea of making that fantasy come true for men.

Darrell had a lot of cock for me to try and swallow but I did the best I could and found that it was easier for me this time, having gotten over the shock of my initial experience, even though I was working with a bigger piece of equipment. Darrell just kind of leaned back happily with his arms stretched out on the bed for support.

In between blowing him I'd stick his dick in my cleavage and press my boobs together so that he could titty fuck me and then I'd go back to sucking his cock. The look of utter joy and contentment on his face made it all seem worthwhile, no matter how naughty and wrong it really all was.

The young man lasted a lot longer than I thought he would but suddenly I felt a jet of sticky goo slam against my cheek while I had his cock between my tits. I knew I had to cap that gusher quickly so I got my mouth open and my head down and let him shoot the rest of his load down my throat. That was a new experience for me and it took me a little by surprise. His cum was very warm and sticky, but didn't taste all that bad. Kind of a neutral flavor I suppose. It was more texture than taste but I got it all down like a good little slut, even though there seemed to be gallons of the stuff pumping out of his prick.

"Did you enjoy that?" I said with a smile as I wiped the cum off my chin and licked my fingers clean for his benefit.

"Oh, fuck yeah. That was the best BJ I ever had," Darrell replied. "My girlfriend doesn't like giving head."

"Silly girl. She doesn't know what she's missing. What girl wouldn't want to suck such a magnificent cock?"

"Gosh, I'm really sorry I didn't get to do anything for you," said Darrell, sounding genuinely apologetic.

"That's all right. I enjoyed myself thoroughly. But if you'd like to come back tomorrow around the same time we could always pick up where we left off," I suggested.

"Are you sure nobody will be home?"

"I can promise you that," I said with a wink.

"I'll definitely be back."

"Wonderful. Now don't forget the gamepad...and don't ever tell a living soul about this."

"I won't."

I was the worst father in the world I thought once Darrell had put his pants back on and gone home. Not only had I seduced one of my son's friends I had blown him right there on Kyle's bed. And worst of all I had doubled down and invited the boy back for another round tomorrow. At least I could take him to my own bedroom next time, which made it slightly less sordid.

And as guilty as I felt I also felt somewhat pleased that I had pulled off the seductress thing so well. I was also pleased that I had given a young man an experience he would probably remember and cherish his whole life. I certainly never had anything that exciting ever happen to me and I imagined that it was a first for him as well.

I did have a crush on a teacher once, but nothing was ever going to happen. I was only 15, and she didn't show the slightest inappropriate interest in me, but I had a lot of fantasies about her anyway. I don't even recall her being super sexy, but there was just something about her that turned me on.

It was funny that morality never entered the picture with Darrell. I was supposedly dating Kyle's father, and he supposedly had a girlfriend, but neither one of us brought the subject up or saw it as an impediment to doing whatever the hell we felt like. The only thing we seemed concerned about was not getting caught.

Well, I guess that's what sex does to you. You're thinking with your genitals and all they can think about is pleasure. Obviously I wasn't really cheating on anybody, and at Darrell's age I doubted that he was in some mature and dedicated relationship, but that might have just been my trying to rationalize the whole thing.

My ego was definitely boosted. Darrell was a teenage stud with a big cock and he seemed very attracted to me. I knew he would be back tomorrow and that he'd probably be thinking of little else in between. I honestly couldn't wait to feel that trouser snake inside me. I had a feeling that it would be a delightfully snug fit.

So here I was, being sort of a homosexual in a way, and not worrying about that much at all. Of course I was still Brandi, and was planning to remain that way for the rest of the weekend, but even so I knew that I had developed a taste for cock that would be hard to forget about no matter what body I was in.

I knew I wasn't feeling too guilty because I went right out and bought some really sexy lingerie. It was very wicked and lacey and had stockings and a garter belt and everything that a young man might dream about seeing a woman wear for his benefit.

I had been out in public as Brandi before, but that was usually just getting to the hotel for a hookup, or maybe having a drink in the bar. It was interesting to just go shopping like it was the most normal thing in the world to be doing. Fortunately to most people I'm sure there was no reason to suspect that there was something odd about me. As far as I could tell the only looks I was getting were from appreciative men who couldn't help but stare at my curvy figure as I strolled about my business.

I didn't really need to try an exaggerate my walk. My hips just kind of swiveled on their own. Like everything about being Brandi it took some getting used to, but the more I did it the more natural it became.

I knew I could extricate myself from this tricky situation simply by taking a pill and answering the door tomorrow as myself instead of as Brandi, but I also knew that was unlikely to happen unless I came to my senses pretty quickly. All I could think about was trying to look sexy and pretty tomorrow, and how hot that young hunk's body would look naked.


CHAPTER 8:

"Come in," I said as I greeted Darrell at the door in my new lingerie. "I'm glad you could make it."

It was funny to be wearing night clothes in the middle of the day, but it seemed like the appropriate attire for what I was about to do. I had thought about offering Darrell a drink, but realized that he was only 18 and not old enough to drink so I decided not to compound my sins even further by plying him with booze.

"You look hot," said Darrell as he stepped inside and I closed the door behind him.

"Well I feel hot. Hot for you," I replied as I grabbed his head and pulled him in for a kiss.

Darrell responded by kissing me quite ardently and grabbing my butt cheeks in the process. There hadn't been anything remotely like this happening yesterday, as I just blew him like a whore and that was that, but I was enjoying this bit of foreplay and warm up. Darrell was a surprisingly good kisser for one so young.

"Shall we go upstairs?" I suggested.

"Lead the way," Darrell replied.

I took him by the hand and soon we were up in my bedroom. That gave me a moment of pause as I realized that the only other person who had ever been in here with me like this was my late wife. I suppose it was inevitable that another woman would be in my bed someday, I just never expected to be that woman.

There was sort of a cape-like thing that hung down to about mid thigh and I unfastened the bow in front that held it closed and let it drop to the floor. The bra was the under bust kind that left the breasts exposed and with the lift it provided my bosom looked even more spectacular than usual.

Darrell obviously approved of my selection of clothing and went right for my tits. Soon he was squeezing them and sucking on my nipples while I gently stroked his hair and whispered dirty things in his ear. I suddenly wondered what Kyle would do if he was presented with the same kind of situation. I also wondered how I would feel about that. Kyle seemed to date a number of girls so he probably wouldn't be cheating on anyone special, and there was really no reason why he shouldn't enjoy the experience of being with an older woman, but it was still kind of an odd thing to think about.

The way Darrell was devouring my boobs, and the way I was dressed, made me feel more desirable and beautiful than I think I had ever felt in my life. I tried not to get too puffed up about that but it made me feel so incredibly good about myself.

When I thought the time was right I took Darrell by the hand again and we went to lie on the bed. I pulled his shirt off while he quickly removed his pants and then I lay on my back and spread my legs wide apart while I gently fingered my slit.

"There's that big cock I've been thinking about," I said with a grin.

"I've been thinking about you too," said Darrell as he lay next to me and let one hand run over my stomach and up to my breasts.

"Have you ever been with an older woman before?" I asked.

"No, never."

"The age difference doesn't bother you?"

"Not in the least. I think it's awesome."

"Well I've never had a teenage boy's cock in my pussy before. I think that might be pretty awesome too."

"Only one way to find out," said Darrell as he got between my legs and pressed his large hard on into my waiting box.

"Oh, Darrell...it's definitely pretty awesome," I sort of gasped as I felt the fullness of his erection stretching me deliciously.

There wasn't much technique in his thrusting, but that was okay. He was young and strong and virile and the feeling of his cock inside me was blowing my mind. Oh, to be young again, I thought, and have that kind of energy and passion. Of course he didn't have the experience or maturity to know how to pace himself, or the understanding of the mysteries of a woman's body, but on the other hand how many men ever did become really good lovers no matter how much experience they had? Darrell was just fucking me hard and fast, because his animal instincts told him to do it that way, and from where I was lying that was good enough for me.

I was even more impressed with the muscular nature of his arms watching him support himself as he drilled his cock into me. I could imagine that he could probably do a hell of a lot of pushups without breaking a sweat. And it definitely did make me feel younger being with a younger man so I could begin to see why some of my middle-aged friends were so interested in younger women. Of course this didn't have the same nostalgia for me because I had never been a young woman, so I wasn't exactly flashing back to the glory days of my youth.

I wondered what it would have been like to have been born female instead of male. Obviously I wouldn't have had any trouble enjoying sex with guys my age, but there would have been so much that was different outside of sex. I wouldn't have married my wife Alicia or had my son Kyle. I probably would have been someone else's wife by now and maybe had someone else's child. I would have had different friends, and different interests, and maybe even a different job. In bed the differences were primarily cosmetic, but everything in my life would have been so totally different.

"God, you're so fucking hot," Darrell grunted.

"And you're cock is so fucking big," I replied.

It wasn't great conversation, but I wasn't doing this for the witty dialogue. Soon I was in that happy place where everything was exquisite agony and all that mattered in the world was feeling that cock slamming my pussy.

"Is it okay to cum inside you or should I pull out?" asked Darrell.

"Huh?"

"I mean, you are on the pill or something, right?"

For a moment the mention of being on the pill panicked me. Had he figured out my secret? Had he known all along? Then I realized he must have been referring to the birth control pill, which I obviously didn't need since I was turning back into a man tomorrow.

"Go ahead and cum inside me. I'm fixed," I replied.

"Oh, fuuuuuuuuuuuuuuck!" Darrell groaned in one long throaty gasp as he pumped a serious load of jizz into my snatch.

When he was finished Darrell pulled out and rolled over on his back next to me. I felt kind of sad feeling his cock slide out of me, even if I was thoroughly satiated. I was beginning to really be addicted to the feeling of having a man inside me. It made me feel so complete, and connected, and alive.

"You're incredible," said Darrell as he stared up at the ceiling.

"You did all the work," I reminded him.

"I mean the way you look, and the way you talk, and how you just know what a man wants," he replied.

"I think everyone knows what a man wants," I joked.

"I wish my girlfriend were more like you."

"Now don't say that. I'm sure she's a lovely girl, and in any case you've got plenty of time to meet all kinds of girls. I imagine you're looking forward to all those frat parties next year."

"Yeah, that could be pretty cool. But you're special, Brandi, and I'll always remember this."

"You're pretty special too," I said as I kissed him gently on the lips.

It was a nice moment. I had a feeling that Darrell would indeed probably have a lot of girlfriends in his life, and hopefully they would appreciate that nightstick he had between his legs, but it was also nice to think that I had made a strong impression on him. He seemed like a good kid and he deserved to be happy. But what did I deserve?


CHAPTER 9:

Being Bradley seemed very dull to me these days. That was a dumb thing to think, since nothing had really changed with my old self or my old life, but it was just so much more fun to be Brandi.

The idea of going back into the dating pool as myself still seemed like a drag, probably even more so now that I had discovered the wonders of being a hot cougar. It was just so much easier to get noticed when you had two big balloons sticking out in front of you wherever you went. Tits just drive most men to distraction, even if they don't particularly think of themselves as "boob" men. And it wasn't just men who seemed to appreciate a nice pair. Most of the ladies I had hooked up with were also quite fascinated by my fun bags. Of course they were really men underneath the female exterior so maybe that had something to do with it, but in all modesty I'd have to say that I was probably pretty enough to attract attention even if I wasn't quite so stacked.

I could tell that there were aspects of my femininity that lingered even when I wasn't female and I did worry about that a little. I found myself stopping on different programs on the TV when I was channel surfing, or looking up topics on the Internet that never would have interested me before. I noticed the way women were dressed, and how they fixed their hair, and what kind of accessories they wore. Worst of all I noticed men and let my mind wander off on lustful fantasies about them.

I kept telling myself that this was all just part of the novelty and that it would wear off soon enough, but I wondered if that was true. It made sense to me that I would be caught up in the excitement of my new hobby, but I couldn't quite figure out why I suddenly enjoyed looking at men with cute butts.

Still, it was just a hobby, and people tended to spend a lot of time thinking about their hobbies, even when they weren't actively pursuing them. Fortunately I had a number of barriers that kept me from indulging in my vice as often as I might have, as I had a job to go to during the week, and of course a son who still lived with me for a couple of months. It was mostly on weekends, and the occasional evening hookup, that Brandi was unleashed on the world.

It was on one fine sunny weekend afternoon, when I was sure that Kyle was gone for the day, that I decided to pop a pill and do a little sunbathing in the back yard. I obviously didn't care about getting a tan, since it wouldn't still be there the next time I turned into Brandi, but I thought it would be relaxing to slip into my new bikini and catch some rays.

While I was lying on my stomach, stretched out on a reclining lounge chair, I happened to spot my neighbor Dirk lurking around the fence. He tried to act like he wasn't watching me, and I pretended that I didn't notice him as I reached behind my back and unhooked my bikini top. Dirk just kept weeding his garden with an imaginary rake so I decided to up the ante a little.

"Hello there!" I called to him cheerfully as I sat up just enough to show him some major side boob. "You wouldn't have any suntan lotion I could borrow by any chance?"

"Ah...yeah, hang on. Let me go get it," he replied as he disappeared almost as if by magic.

As quickly as he had vanished he reappeared at the wall holding up a small plastic bottle of lotion.

"Here you go. I hope it's right the strength," he said.

"Say, I know it's a lot to ask a stranger but would you mind rubbing some of that on me. It's really hard to cover my back by myself without leaving a bunch of patches."

"Sure thing. I'll be with you in a jiffy!"

Dirk made his way around the driveway and through the gate and soon he was standing beside me with the bottle of suntan lotion in hand. He had managed to walk a little more normally, but the time it took him to get there could still easily be considered a "jiffy" by any standards.

"Where do you want me to start?" he asked.

"Oh, anywhere you like, I suppose. It's all got to be covered," I replied.

Dirk knelt down next to me and began to rub the cream all over my back. I felt so completely devious for luring him over like this, but what the hell. He obviously liked what he saw and I couldn't see any real harm in letting him have a little fun.

"I'm Dirk, by the way," he said cheerfully as his hands moved lower and lower down my back.

"I'm Brandi."

"I don't recall ever seeing you here before. Are you visiting Bradley?"

"Yeah, just killing time really until he comes home...which won't be for hours and hours, in case you were worried about what this might look like."

"Well, I don't want to cause any trouble," Dirk replied, thoughtfully, trying to figure out just what I was implying.

"You're not. You're being a doll for helping me out. I do hate to have tan lines."

"So aren't you worried about the tan lines on the bottom?" Dirk dared to venture.

"That's a good point. Maybe you should pull my bottoms off," I suggested.

Dirk didn't hesitate to accept my invitation and a moment later I could feel his hands pulling the bottom of my bikini down and off my legs. Then I felt his hands on my ass as he began to rub some lotion all over it.

"So do you do this very often?" Dirk asked.

"Obviously not since my complexion is so light," I joked.

"No, I mean let strange men run their hands all over your luscious naked body," he replied as I felt two fingers sort of tentatively poke into the crack of my butt.

"Not as often as you might think," I said.

We made some more idle chitchat as he continued to lube me up, and then I flipped over on my back and got my first good look at the priceless expression on his face.

"Well...you did me from the back so you should do me from the front now," I said pleasantly, as if unaware of the sexual innuendo of my choice of words.

"Of course. I should definitely do you all over."

Dirk and I hadn't been neighbors all that long. He had moved in about a year and a half ago, and we hadn't really socialized or anything, except to wave or maybe briefly chat about a ballgame over the fence for a moment or two. He was about my age. Divorced. Two kids, both away in college. Now he was rubbing my tits right out in the bright light of day. It appeared we were getting acquainted in a hurry.

"You know I saw you spying on me over the wall," I said casually.

"No, I assure you that..."

"Relax. It's okay. If I didn't want to be looked at I wouldn't have been lying out here in the nude," I said with a chuckle. "And if I minded you spying on me I wouldn't let you grope my titties like you're doing now. You really want to fuck me, don't you Dirk?"

"Of course I do," he replied rather softly.

"Well...let's fuck."


CHAPTER 10:

Dirk was shocked that I didn't want to go inside and that I wanted to do it right there in the yard, but he wasn't going to pass up the opportunity no matter what the risk. He quickly got undressed and I had him take my place lying on the recliner.

His dick was firm and stout and sticking straight up in the air like a flagpole. It was the perfect peg for me to climb on top of. Fortunately the lounger was made of sturdy wood, and not some cheap aluminum thing, so I figured it would hold the weight of us with no trouble, even if I bounced around a bit, which I planned to do.

Mounting him was a little trickier than I had expected, and I had to reach down and guide his dick into my gash, but once I was there it was a delightfully snug fit and I couldn't wait to go for a ride.

Dirk was a pretty average-looking man. Certainly not the sort of guy I fantasized about, but pleasant enough. Most importantly he was here right now when I needed some cock and I wasn't going to be picky about my partner. There was always such a limited window of opportunity for me to get laid as Brandi, and it was always such a high priority. Maybe I wouldn't have been such a reckless slut if I were female all the time, but I wasn't, so I had to take advantage of opportunities like this when they presented themselves.

"Oh, my God...I think I must be dreaming," said Dirk as he reached up and grabbed my bouncing boobies.

"Well if you are dreaming don't wake up too soon because I'm really enjoying myself," I said jokingly.

"You know I would have paid good money just to catch a glimpse of your bare breasts."

"We can settle accounts later," I teased.

It was a strange thing to be making a cuckold of myself, first by fucking my son's friend, and now by riding my neighbor's cock in broad daylight. Obviously my female self was clearly implying that she didn't mind cheating on my male self, which should have been a humiliating blow to my manhood, but it was hard to care about my manhood when I was being so joyously stuffed with every prick in the neighborhood.

"Damn, you are one sexy lady," said Dirk as he let go of my boobs and let them bounce freely.

I was really getting into it now. The warm sun on my bare skin. The gentle breeze on my back. The incredible delight of riding up and down on Dirk's very erect staff. Basking in his praise as much as the sunshine. I liked being a sexy lady. It was a lot to live up to but the rewards were worth the effort. It was sort of like waking up and discovering that you suddenly had great athletic ability, or had magically learned to master some musical instrument you had never played before. All I had to do was pop a little pill and I was instantly transformed into a voluptuous sexpot. I didn't even have to leave my home to get laid. All I had to do was stretch out in the yard in a bikini.

"Oh, that's so good...that's so fucking good," I moaned.

"Yeah, honey, just keep riding that big cock and you'll feel better and better," Dirk replied.

I knew he was right about that. Alicia always claimed that it was difficult for a woman to have an orgasm, but I sure wasn't finding that to be the case. It always made me sad, because I wanted to please her so much, but she often had a hard time climaxing, no matter what tricks or techniques I employed. Of course her health may have had something to do with that, or maybe I just wasn't good at pushing the right buttons, or maybe Brandi was just more orgasmic than my late wife.

This was probably pretty good exercise, I thought, and I was beginning to really feel the burn in my legs but I just kept riding. Dirk was holding up pretty well but he was bound to burst at any moment and then I could relax again.

I leaned forward and Dirk buried his face in my cleavage. Then he grabbed one of my tits and started sucking on my nipple. I was surprised at how much I loved that feeling, even if it could get a little rough. My nipples kind of tingled when they were stimulated, and it made me feel good all over as well.

"I'm going to cum inside you honey, I'm going to cum inside you," Dirk eventually announced.

"Oh, yeah...come inside me baby. Give me your cum," I hissed in response. "Give me a big load of that hot sticky jizz."

"Uh...uh...uh," Dirk grunted with each shot of his goo.

It probably sounded silly to a bystander, but to me his grunts were pure primal expressions of his relief and satisfaction. Cavemen probably sounded something like that when they were ejaculating into some woman they had managed to corner and hump.

"Well that was fun," I said cheerfully as I remained sitting on his dick after he had finished.

"You can say that again," Dirk kind of panted.

"I guess I owe you some suntan lotion."

"That's okay, you can keep the bottle if you like. You'll probably make better use of it than I would."

"We should do this again sometime," I suggested as I finally dismounted and stood next to the recliner.

"Anytime, honey. Anytime at all," Dirk replied as he grabbed his clothes and quickly got dressed.

"That would be nice. I may have to work on my tan more often."


CHAPTER 11:

I was still riding the buzz of my encounter with Dirk from the day before as I sat down to breakfast with my son. Things were normal again, and as they should be, but I had some very pleasant memories of the very naughty thing I had done and it put me in a very good mood.

"So dad, who was that lady having sex in our backyard with Mr. Porter?" Kyle suddenly asked, shattering my euphoria and practically giving me a heart attack.

"What?" I stammered.

"Yeah, there was some naked woman with big tits having sex with the neighbor on our lounge chair yesterday. I came home because I forgot something, and I saw your car was here but I couldn't find you anywhere, so I glanced out back and there they were going at it," said Kyle rather casually without really interrupting his meal.

"Oh, I...must have gone out for a walk or something," I stammered again, desperately trying to think of some logical explanation.

"At first I thought you had some girlfriend I didn't know about but then I saw it wasn't you and that seemed strange."

"Yes, that is strange. I'll have to talk to Dirk about that," I said, slightly more in control of my voice this time.

Fortunately that was the end of the conversation. I couldn't honestly think of any good reason why our neighbor would be fucking some woman in our backyard but Kyle didn't seem interested in pressing the issue so I was off the hook for the moment.

I had majorly dodged a bullet, but I knew that I had to bring this fantasy to an end. For one thing I had blown my cover story, had I ever been caught by my son, which was to pretend to be a girlfriend of his father's, much as I had done with Kyle's buddy Darrell. It would still be tricky trying to explain why a strange woman he had never met before was alone in the house with the real me nowhere to be found, but I figured it might get me by if Kyle didn't press for too many details. The fact that he had noticed my car being here without finding me sort of made me worry that any excuse I came up with would probably sound pretty lame. It was time to pack away the panties and bras and live my life as I was intended to live it. The risk of exposure was just too great.

That completely destroyed the good mood I had been in. I hated the thought that I could never be Brandi again. I felt like I was just getting started. Just beginning to get the feel of being female. Just in the exploratory phase of trying to figure out what I really liked and what I liked doing to others.

On the other hand maybe I didn't have to quit cold turkey. Maybe this was just a warning to be more careful. It was reckless of me to do it out in the open like that when there was the possibility that my son could come home unexpectedly, as he did. I loved the convenience of being able to just walk outside and get laid, but I didn't love the idea of getting caught. Maybe if I stuck to my usual online hookups there'd be no reason for Kyle to ever suspect anything. And when the summer was over he would be going away to live on campus and I could be Brandi pretty much anytime that I wasn't at work.

It was somewhat of a relief to have talked myself off the ledge like that, yet the fear of being discovered had definitely shaken me up quite a bit. Not only had my son caught me while I was Brandi, he caught me buck naked riding the neighbor's cock in broad daylight. I don't know how long he watched, or how much he saw, but I noticed that he described me as having big tits. Hopefully he didn't have any lustful thoughts about that naked woman, but I couldn't really blame him if he did. He had no way of knowing that it was really his father.

It was a little scary knowing how hooked I was on taking those pills. Perhaps it was a type of drug addiction, although nothing I had read about that drug made it sound like it was habit forming, from a chemical standpoint. Apparently some people tried it once and that was more than enough. Others did it occasionally, when the mood was right or something. The habit I was forming was an addiction of a different kind. Not a physical one, where I would go into withdrawal if I didn't have another fix. It was a mental one, where the thought of never being a woman again made me unbearably sad.

I did manage to confine my urges to the occasional online hookup, usually with other men who became women, which was always fun, but I did also find myself yearning for the feel of a man again. I didn't have a lot of experience with men but I knew I wanted to experience some more.

When the summer ended and I bundled my son off to college I knew that I was free to indulge my passion on the weekends as much as I liked, and shortly thereafter I got some even better news.

My company was pushing to improve their image environmentally and encouraging people to work from home more and telecommute. I jumped at the chance to do my part for saving the planet, and found myself alone at home almost all of the time. I still had to come in for important meetings once-in-a-while, but on the average day I was in my house, free to be whoever I wanted. Not surprisingly I chose to be Brandi most of the time.

Sometimes I put in an appearance as Bradley, going out to get the mail, or mowing the lawn, just to keep up appearances, but I let people assume that Brandi was my live-in girlfriend. If they never happened to see us together, so be it. Most people are busy with their own lives anyway and not all that interested in what their neighbors are doing, as long as they don't cause trouble or make too much noise. Of course I didn't hesitate to let the neighborhood men see Brandi as often as possible, usually jogging in some skin tight pants that crawled up my ass, or puttering around the yard in shorts and a revealing top.

Of course spending all of this time as Brandi was kind of messing with my sense of reality. Instead of popping a pill every now and then to become female for a few hours I was popping a pill to become my true male self for a few hours. Bradley was kind of becoming a forgotten man.

One time I wasn't thinking clearly and answered the phone as Brandi, even though I could see that it was my son calling from school. I had to make up some excuse about his dad being in the bathroom, then quickly downed a pill and came back to the phone as myself.

"So I see you're not exactly lonely without me," Kyle joked. "She sounds sexy."

"Never you mind about that," I replied, still a little flustered by the mix up.

"That's cool. You should be dating again. It's been a long time and you deserve to be happy."

"So it doesn't really bother you? I mean, it doesn't seem disrespectful to your mother?" I asked.

"Mom wouldn't want you to sit around like a monk. You're still relatively young. You've got plenty of time to find someone new."

"Thanks for the boost of confidence," I teased.

"You know what I mean. It's never too late. Frankly I'm surprised that it's taken you this long to get out there again."

"Not everybody has sex on their minds 24 hours a day," I scolded rather hypocritically.

"Now you're thinking old again. Get back to that sexy lady and show her a good time."

If he only knew. Thank God he didn't know, but I guess it didn't hurt to let him think I was dating women again. I guess I was, in a way, when I had one of my lesbian fuck fests, but I'm sure that wasn't at all what Kyle was thinking.

I was glad that he didn't mind the idea of me meeting someone new. I wasn't really sure how he would feel about that. I always had that lingering feeling that I was betraying Alicia's memory somehow by thinking that someone could take her place, but I suppose life does go on and we have to pick up the pieces and make the best of it.

Of course it was a lot easier for me to think about new lovers when I was thinking about men instead of women, but eventually I would get back to being myself and hopefully be ready to look for love again. Right now all I really wanted to look for was a nice thick cock to suck.


CHAPTER 12:

When I put myself on display for the neighborhood it usually just resulted in some friendly greetings, or a smile, or maybe just a furtive glance. Men obviously liked to look at me but they weren't always ready to actually make a move. Dirk would probably have been content to just stare at me over the fence if I hadn't forced the issue by asking him for suntan lotion. Of course a lot of these guys were married family men and probably didn't want the risk involved in having an affair with a neighbor, no matter how tempting it seemed. I could understand that, but it wasn't getting my pussy stuffed the way I would have liked.

I had developed kind of a friendship with one of my online partners, a man in real life named Dave, who liked to become a woman named Francesca. It had mostly been just online chatting but we decided to get dressed up and go to lunch one afternoon as our female selves.

Like me, Francesca was interested in men, although unlike me she had always had bi-sexual leanings that prompted her to try the pill in the first place. It was kind of nice to be dressed up a little bit for a change, and extremely fun to be hanging out with another woman for a purpose other than sex.

"How would you like to go to a party?" Francesca asked as we nibbled on our salads like women often do no matter how hungry they are.

"That sounds like fun," I replied.

"I have to warn you though that it will probably turn into a bit of an orgy before the night is through," Francesca said with a slight giggle.

"That sounds like even more fun," I said, giggling myself in the process. "How does a bit of an orgy work anyway?"

"Well, it's sort of a swingers thing, really, but you don't have to come with a date. I know this guy who likes to throw kind of kinky and unconventional parties. Usually at the start it's kind of a mingle situation as people size up other people, but if you stick around long enough the clothes will start to fly. You can come as my date, actually. And if you don't like the scene, or feel uncomfortable we can always pair up or just take off. You're not required to do anything," Francesca explained.

"Hey, I'm up for just about anything, you know that," I said with a grin.

"I thought you might be. People usually dress kind of fancy so it'll be fun just getting dolled up."

"Maybe we could go shopping after this and you could help me pick something out. I don't have much in the way of fancy party attire and I'd hate to show up dressed inappropriately," I suggested.

"You read my mind darling. Lunch and shopping. They just go together somehow."

I had the most unbelievably wonderful time that afternoon. Having a female friend, even if she was only a part-time female like myself, seemed like a missing ingredient. My wife's illness, and work, and basically taking care of my son on my own had taken up so much of my time and energy that I hadn't really socialized with my old friends all that much lately. It was good to just chat with someone and hang out for a while, and the fact that we were both doing it as females just made it all the more enjoyable.

It took forever for me to finally settle on a dress for the party but once I let Francesca talk me into the one I ended up buying I couldn't wait to have the opportunity to show it off. It was sort of gold and sparkly and very low cut in both the front and the back and slit up the side as well to flash plenty of leg. I wouldn't be able to wear a bra in it, but I wasn't too worried about being able to hold it up. My cleavage looked absolutely spectacular.

I decided to go all out and got my hair and nails done. I had never felt so beautiful or so glamorous in my life. Francesca was a knockout too in her new dress and I think we must have looked like two movie starlets on the red carpet...or two really high class hookers at any rate.

The party was at a very fancy house in a very ritzy neighborhood and I could see that Francesca's fashion advice had been right on the mark. Elegant/sexy was how she described the dress code and that seemed to be the case. There were a lot of stylish and attractive people everywhere you looked.

I wasn't usually much for parties, and the ones I did attend tended to be rather modest and informal affairs, but it was different being at a party like this as Brandi. Even though I didn't know a single person there, except Francesca, I sort of felt like I belonged. I also sort of felt like I was on display, which I suppose I was in a way. When a woman attends a party she's the object of male attention, whether that's her goal or not. I simply had to glide around the room and there would be one man or another, offering me a drink or a cigarette or some flirtatious conversation. I hadn't been a smoker in 12 years but tonight I let a rather charming fellow named Rudy give me a cigarette. He even lit it for me, like something out of an old movie, which I found charming.

When I finally met the host, Gregory, I found that he was quite charming as well. It was hard to tell his age but he was probably in his fifties and spoke with a very slight accent that I thought might be Italian.

"So you're a friend of Francesca's," Gregory commented as we stood off to one side of the rather large bar.

"Yes. Thank you for letting her invite me to tag along," I replied.

"Your presence here is a very welcome addition, my dear. I can never refuse a beautiful woman anything."

"Careful with what you say. This is a pretty fancy spread you've got here. I might ask for an expensive painting or something," I joked.

"And I might give it to you," he replied with a slight smile. "Don't ever be afraid to ask for what you want. You might just get it."

I figured he was probably joking, but I wasn't totally sure of that. I was completely turned on by the guy and didn't need any bribery to want to fuck him, but nice gifts are always appreciated, even if the thought made me feel even more like a prostitute.

Gregory excused himself to go mingle with his other guests and I soon had another dashing man at my side. This one I guessed was slightly older than me, but probably younger than Gregory. His name was Carl and he was crazy handsome. I usually seemed to be attracted to younger men, or ones about my age, but I was discovering that older men could be very attractive too. I guess I just liked good-looking men regardless of their age.

"My wife has been admiring you all evening long," said Carl as we stood and sipped champagne.

"Just your wife?" I asked.

"No, of course I've been admiring you as well," Carl replied with a smile. "Perhaps you'd let us show you around the place a little. We're old friends of Gregory and feel very much at home here."

"Sounds great. I'd like to meet your wife," I said.

I suppose I shouldn't have been all that surprised that he was married, since this was supposed to be some kind of a swinger's party, but it was still a little weird being propositioned by a married man who wanted to introduce me to his wife.

She turned out to be a stunningly beautiful woman named Anita, which also shouldn't have surprised me since Carl looked like the sort of a man who would have a stunningly beautiful wife.

"I love your dress, my dear," said Anita once we were introduced.

"Thank you. Yours is very lovely as well," I said, returning the compliment.

"Perhaps you'd like to go for a stroll in the garden. It's very beautiful in the moonlight," Anita suggested.

"Lead the way," I replied.

They each took me by an arm and escorted me towards the glass doors leading out to a sort of veranda. I was pretty sure they didn't want to just look at the flowers, and that was fine by me. I was having a real adventure, and after having had perhaps a little too much champagne, I was ready for whatever they had in mind.


CHAPTER 13:

What they had in mind was pretty much what I had expected, although how the actual event would go I wasn't certain. With two women and one man I sort of assumed that Carl would be the center of attention but it appeared that I was what they both wanted to sample.

We did a little group kissing out on the veranda before Carl pulled the straps of my dress down revealing my breasts. Anita immediately began to fondle them while Carl and I continued to kiss.

"My goodness, they're real," Anita pronounced after her examination. "You really should feel them Carl."

"Oh, I plan to," he said with a grin as he put his hands on my boobs and picked up where his wife had left off.

Anita and I kissed while Carl copped a feel and then they both started sucking on my nipples and I wasn't sure what to do except stand there moaning while they suckled at my tits.

"You keep yourself in excellent shape I see," commented Anita.

"I do a lot of jogging," I replied.

"Why don't we get you out of that dress so that we can see a little more of you?" Carl suggested.

My dress was a little snug in the hips but Carl and Anita had it off of me in no time. Anita draped it very carefully over the railing of the veranda and while she was doing that Carl and I started kissing again while he stuck his hand in my panties and began to feel me up. Anita came over and stood behind me, cupping my breasts and kissing my neck and my back.

I felt sort of like a toy or a doll. It seemed pretty obvious that Carl and Anita assumed that I would be willing to do whatever they wanted, and they were right, but it was still a strange feeling. For one thing I was standing outside at a party wearing only my panties while they were both fully dressed. If this was a college party I would figure it was a prank and that once they got me stripped down they'd grab my clothes and run off, but I knew it wasn't that kind of a party and nobody was pulling a prank on me.

"Would you like to see my husband's cock?" Anita whispered in my ear. "It's very beautiful."

"Yes, I would like to see his cock," I replied truthfully.

"Carl, show this lovely creature your beautiful cock," Anita instructed.

Carl got his hands out of my underwear and unzipped his pants. A moment later he produced what was indeed a very beautiful cock, at least in my eyes.

"Oh...that's gorgeous," I said.

"Would you like to suck it?" Anita inquired.

"Absolutely," I said as I squatted down in front of him and took his shaft in my hand.

While I stroked Carl's dick Anita came and kind of hunched down behind me. She put a boob in one hand and used her other hand to feel me up, much like her husband had been doing. Then I started to blow Carl and wondered how people got into relationships like this.

Alicia and I never came close to having a three-way of any kind. It just wasn't something that we ever talked about, except maybe in jest. And if we had done it once, for some special occasion, I'm sure it wouldn't have been out in such a public place as this. Carl and Anita were both so attractive. Couldn't they be happy just pleasuring each other? Or maybe they were at some stage in life where they needed spice to keep things going.

Out of the corner of my eye I could see a handful of people standing at a discrete distance out on the terrace. They had drinks in their hands and they were obviously watching the show. How long they had been watching I had no idea, but it only made me all the more aroused.

Carl's cock tasted as good as it looked, although I would be hard pressed to give you a detailed description of what I thought it tasted like. I'm sure it was all in my mind, but that's where the best sex takes place anyway.

Anita kept running little circles around the hood of my clit, only occasionally slipping a finger under it and stimulating the little pearl itself. In between that she finger banged me with two fingers before going back to the clitoris. I was dripping wet, and my legs were starting to shake so much that I thought I might have to switch positions and get on my knees, but I really liked the way I felt in this pose, especially the way everything seemed to be sort of running to my ass.

"You're very good at this, my dear," Anita said softly. "I can tell that my husband is really enjoying himself."

Again, it was strange to hear a woman praising me for how much her husband was enjoying the way I gave him head, but to each his own I suppose. I was certainly enjoying it. I was enjoying it so much that I started to cum pretty hard, which made it a little difficult to stay focused on the BJ but apparently that was the cue to mix it up a little.

Anita went over to the railing and hiked up the bottom of her dress. She had no panties on underneath, which was pragmatic of her I thought. She kind of hopped up on top of one of the large posts and spread her legs open wide, gripping the rails on either side of her.

Carl lifted me up and brought me over to where Anita was perched and it didn't take long for me to figure out what was expected of me. I bent over, still standing, and began to lap at her gash. Carl took the opportunity to get behind me and I felt my panties being pulled down before he planted his stake deep inside me.

I was still buzzing from my orgasm and having Carl's cock in my pussy while I went down on Anita's sweet snatch seemed like it was going to trigger another one any moment. That was one of the nice things about being a woman; you could cum as much as you wanted without having to wait to get an erection in between. I didn't miss that old experience one little bit.

Anita seemed to be enjoying my oral skills as much as her husband had, and I was pretty sure that Carl was having a good time boning me from behind, and if the audience was still there they were probably getting a nice display as well. Everything was just fine and dandy, as far as I was concerned.

I wondered for a moment what Francesca was doing, or who was doing her more likely. Or maybe I was just the big slut at the party and everybody else was just enjoying cocktails and appetizers. We were an orgy of three, for all I knew.

I'm pleased to say that I got Anita off shortly before her hubby shot a load into my cunt and everyone seemed very pleased with the outcome of our little "stroll" in the garden.

As Carl and Anita straightened themselves up I went to fetch my dress but Anita put a friendly hand on my wrist.

"You really don't need to put that on if you don't want to. No one will think it's odd and the night is still young. Who knows what adventures might still be in store for you?" she said with a sly wink and a sliver of a grin.

I was still the only person at the party that I had seen totally naked, but I felt bolt and sassy so I just draped my dress over one arm, kissed my new friends goodbye, and strutted back into the house, stark naked, my pussy full of cum and the taste of Anita on my lips.


CHAPTER 14:

Once inside I could see that the orgy was in full bloom, which made me feel a little better about being so naked. I had my panties in one hand but I simply dropped them in the first wastebasket I ran across. A maid appeared from somewhere and took my dress upstairs. Now I was unencumbered and ready for more action.

Needless to say I had never been to a party like this, or an orgy of any kind, so it was kind of a shock to the senses to see so many people in various stages of undress performing various sex acts on each other. There were still quite a few spectators, as well, which I suppose was to be expected since not everyone wanted to get so wild abd there was plenty to feast your eyes on.

I walked around looking for Francesca and wondered what she was up to but I didn't locate her until I strolled up to the bar. I didn't really need another drink but it made me feel slightly less naked to be holding a glass so I went and ordered another champagne. The bartender seemed a little flustered and I glanced over the bar and saw the reason for his distraction. There was Francesca, sucking the guy's prick while he tried his best to maintain his composure. I imagine it was the best tip he got all night, in any case he was certainly being generously rewarded for his service.

As I stood at the bar nursing my drink, while Francesca continued to nurse the bartender's cock, I looked around at all the people copulating and cavorting in front of me. There were a lot of attractive ladies and handsome men but I felt like I held my own with most of them. I wasn't trying to be vain or smug, I was just surprised at my honest assessment. I looked pretty good naked, even at 40. People wanted to fuck me and buy me drinks and light my cigarettes. I was actually an object of carnal desire. Maybe "real" women hated the idea of being reduced to a sex object but I sure didn't. I hadn't felt this good about myself in years, if ever.

Was it shallow to feel good about my appearance, or the fact that a lot of people wanted to screw my brains out? Probably. It wasn't like I had done anything to earn that kind of praise or appreciation. It wasn't even hours spent at the gym or maintaining a sensible diet. It wasn't a cure for cancer or the solution to world peace. It was really just about being a piece of ass, but that made me feel fantastic.

"I'd buy you a drink, but I see you already have one," said a man I hadn't noticed standing near me at the bar.

"Thanks anyway. But I think the bartender is a little preoccupied at the moment," I said as I nodded to the back side of the bar.

The man looked over and smiled broadly.

"Probably better not to order anything too complicated at the moment," he joked.

"So I notice you're wearing all your clothes," I commented.

"And I notice that you're not wearing any of them...except your shoes, which are very nice," he replied.

"Thanks. Ironically the only thing I still have on is the most uncomfortable part of my outfit," I joked.

"I doubt if anyone would mind if you took them off," he suggested.

"Are you kidding? For what I paid for these I'm not letting them out of my sight," I said with a laugh.

"My name is Len, by the way, and I think you're an astonishingly beautiful woman. I may not be able to buy you a drink, but I would love to take you to dinner sometime," said Len.

"You know, we are at an orgy, and you probably wouldn't have too much trouble getting me to fuck you right here and now," I replied.

"I know, but I think I'd rather do things the old fashioned way. Dinner and drinks. Get to know each other. Maybe find out your name," he said with a smile.

"Oh, it's Brandi," I said offering my hand to shake. "I'd say that things are a little more advanced already since you've seen me buck naked."

"That certainly does provide additional motivation for wanting to go to dinner with you, but I'd still like to go that route, if you're at all interested."

I looked him over very carefully. There were obviously a lot of kinky people here, and probably a few perverts, but I couldn't quite figure out what his game was. He was good-looking and I was naked and basically offering myself to him, or he could just drop his pants and jump on a pile of bodies writhing all around us. Still, I was intrigued. I hadn't come here expecting to line up a date, but it might not be the end of the world to go out with this guy sometime, if he was serious.

"Okay, that sounds lovely," I replied as I gave him my phone number. "If I don't answer just leave a message and I'll get back to you."

"Wonderful. I look forward to it," he said as he entered the information into his phone.

"So are you planning to do anything at all tonight or are you more of a voyeur?" I asked.

"Well, I do enjoy watching, and there is a lot to watch," he said with a smile. "Why don't you go ahead and have some fun and I'll be rooting you on from the corner."

It seemed pretty obvious that Len wasn't going to dive in and indulge himself, and I was still horny as hell, so I shook his hand again and wandered over to a sort of a large couch thing, that was almost more like a bed. There were several people actively engaged in fooling around in sort of a mix and match kind of a way so I sat on the foot of the thing and like a giant whirlpool I was sucked into the sexual maelstrom.

I found myself on my back, with a cock in my pussy and a pussy straddling my face. Someone else soon jumped in and began to play with my tits, but I couldn't see if it was a man or a woman. I was in full sensory overload mode as I lay there putting virtually every part of my body in play.

I discovered that nothing stayed the way it was for terribly long. People just sort of melted into one thing or another. There was no conversation. Nobody suggested a new position. It was kind of like a human jigsaw puzzle and everyone just filled in the pieces as they became available.

As swept up in the craziness of the moment I did wonder about Len and why he didn't want to join the fun. I guess some people just really get off on watching, but it seemed strange to come to a party like this and not even make the effort to get your dick wet.

I didn't have much time to contemplate the subject as someone flipped me over and I found a dick in my mouth and another in my pussy. This group stuff was a little tricky to manage with all the jostling around and lack of focus, but it sure made me feel on fire.

It was quite late by the time Francesca and I finally got back into our clothing and headed for home. She had apparently been as busy as I had, and had even fucked our host, Gregory, somewhere along the line. I had honestly lost track of how many cocks I'd had inside me and how many pussies I'd licked, or even how much cum I had tasted or had planted in my gash. It was all so incredibly dirty, and nothing like anything I had ever done before. Oddly enough the thing that kept running through my head was Len, and wondering whether he was seriously going to call me for a date.


CHAPTER 15:

"So did you not know what kind of a party that was?" I asked as I sat across the table from Len at a very fancy restaurant.

"No, I knew exactly what kind of a party it was going to be. Gregory is a business associate of mine so I get invited to all of his parties, even though I'm not much for participating in the more colorful aspects of them. It's not really my thing, but it can be enjoyable to watch. I must say you certainly kept me entertained," said Len with a smile.

"Well just so that you don't think I'm a total whore I can assure you that I've never done anything like that before. I think maybe I'd had a little too much to drink."

"You don't have to explain or apologize for anything. And I don't think you're a whore for enjoying yourself at a party. It would probably do me good to cut lose sometime and dive in," said Len. "Since my wife passed away I've had a hard time really getting myself motivated to have much of a social life. Standing on the sidelines watching other people have fun has been more my speed."

I was about to say that I knew exactly what he was going through from my own experiences but I caught myself in the nick of time. I didn't really want to get into any sort of heavy personal experience stuff, and I didn't want to invent a dead husband.

"Yet here you are on a date," I pointed out pleasantly.

"Yes, here I am. Thanks to you."

"You know I didn't really do anything special...aside from standing there naked."

"Maybe that was what I needed. A reminder of just how magnificent a woman can be. You certainly made a strong first impression."

"Well I'm glad for whatever the reason. I'm having a very nice time with you tonight," I said as I reached across the table and gently touched his hand.

"I am too. I don't want to get ahead of myself but I just felt like we had a connection. There's something different about you that I can't quite put my finger on, but I find it very attractive."

We chatted pleasantly through dinner and I managed to get Len to do most of the talking. It usually wasn't hard to get a man to talk if you seemed like you were really interested or impressed by what he was saying, which I actually was. Going on an actual date as a woman was something I hadn't really ever planned on, but now that I was here I was enjoying myself immensely.

Afterwards he took me to this very interesting nightclub that had an actual orchestra and played a lot of classic standards. It was very elegant and romantic and we slow danced anytime an appropriate number was played. Alicia liked to dance but I had never been terribly interested in it but we did slow dance together quite a bit so I was somewhat familiar with what was involved. The main thing was that I had to remember to let Len take the lead and to try not to step on his toes in my heels.

I had enjoyed a lot of incredible sensations as a woman, many of them sexual in nature, and some of them more of an ego boost, but this was the first time I felt something more deeply emotional. It was easy to get horny around a good-looking guy. I was always excited by the thought of how good it would feel to get his cock inside me. Romance was something else entirely. Something I knew I should avoid, but something I had let myself get trapped in at the moment. It was just a first date but I really liked Len and I also felt that we made a connection that night at a party. It seems insane to think that one could find romance meeting someone at an orgy but I felt warm and close to him as we danced.

"Having already seen me naked doesn't that take away some of the anticipation for you?" I teased when we were seated at a both enjoying a drink.

"Looking isn't touching," he replied. "Think of it this way. If I had a date with a porn star or a nude model I would have seen her naked but it certainly wouldn't discourage me from trying to see her naked in my bed."

"And the fact that you've seen me shamelessly cavorting with all sorts of random men and women doesn't scare you off?"

"Not in the least. If nothing else I know that you're very good at sex," he said with a grin. "Although I don't know if one man is enough to satisfy you."

"The right man is, I assure you."

"No pressure there," Len joked.

"No, I don't mean it that way," I said as reassuringly as possible. "I just mean that I'm not a completely crazed slut. Well, maybe I am, but I can go crazy for one man just fine."

When we went back to his place later that night I was a bit scared of the feelings I was developing towards him, but I couldn't help myself. I wanted him to make love to me so bad that I couldn't worry about any ramifications. I could worry about that later. Tonight I just wanted to be with him.

After showing me around his rather impressive pad we sat on the couch and chatted a bit. Then he made his move and I was so very ready for it.

"Okay, you've seen me naked already so it's time to even the score. Strip," I told him.

"Oh, I'm sure we'll get to that," he replied.

"No. I mean right now. Right here. Stand up and take off all of your clothes," I insisted.

He looked a little reluctant but then flashed me an amazing smile and got up from the couch. He didn't try to do any sort of a routine, but just casually took off every stitch of clothing that he had on and stood in front of me in the nude.

I was pretty impressed by what I saw. Very fit and athletic. Nice butt. Big cock. The whole package was way more than I had been expecting.

"Oh, my goodness Len...you're gorgeous," I said as I got up from the couch and got on my knees in front of him.

"Don't you want to go in the bedroom?" Len asked.

"Not yet. I want to suck that beautiful cock right now and I can't wait," I replied as I grabbed his shaft and began stroking.

I had been a little disappointed that I didn't get to do anything with Len at the party, but now it seemed all the better for having waited. He could have just been one of any number of random and anonymous cocks that I had stuck in me that night, but now it was one special cock that belonged to a very specific and special man and I wanted very much to please him.

"Oh, Brandi...it's been so long...so long...I don't know how long I'll be able to last," he moaned softly as I began to lovingly suck his prick.

"Don't worry about that. Just let it happen naturally. This is only the beginning," I said before I resumed my task.

He didn't last all that long, which was fine with me. He needed to get his rocks off and I was happy to oblige. It gave my jaw a rest at any rate, and hopefully soon he would recover and I'd get to feel that stout tool in my pussy.

Len took over at that point and literally carried me into the bedroom. There he undressed me very gently and placed me on my back on the bed. He climbed between my legs and went to work on my muff. Even though he may have been a bit out of practice Len still seemed quite skilled in the cunnilingus department. He had me squirming on the bed in no time.

Just as I felt myself on the edge of an orgasm Len suddenly stopped licking and I was going to make some crack about not leaving a girl hanging when I felt the tip of his dick rubbing against my slit. A moment later it found the mark and the fullness of his manhood slid home.

"Jesus, fuck!" I gasped rather loudly. "How did you recover so fast?"

"Inspiration I guess," he replied with a grunt as he began to treat me to that always delightful feeling of a hard cock pressing and stretching and going deep inside me before pulling back and starting all over again.

Once again Len demonstrated some serious technique as he mixed up the tempo, and periodically rubbed the hood of my clit, or did some little corkscrew thing that I had never even thought of trying. I was creaming so hard on his dick I was afraid I might be dripping all over his lovely bedspread, but there was nothing I could do about that. The man had me enthralled.

"Oh, you fuck me so good, baby...so fucking good," I panted.

"You drive me wild," he replied as he picked up the pace a little.

There usually comes a time where technique sort of goes out the window and brute force takes over. The man knows he's getting close, and with the finish line in sight it's hard not to make a mad dash for it. Len held out for an impressive amount of time before beginning his sprint, but when he did I was right there, banging my pelvis against him for dear life and clutching at his back so hard I'm sure I was leaving scratch marks.

He had given me a lot of cum to swallow not that long ago so I wasn't expecting any sort of a gusher this time but the man seemed to be very potent as he began to fill my tank with his hot rocket fuel.

Len looked so completely happy and relieved when he finally pulled out of me and flopped down on his back. I sort of draped myself over his torso, with my head resting on his chest, feeling his heavy breathing.

"That was wonderful," I said softly.

"Yes, it was. You're wonderful," he replied.

"Well...then I guess everything is just wonderful."


CHAPTER 16:

Everything was just wonderful. Perhaps a little too wonderful for my own good. I suddenly had a real Cinderella moment, not that I was going to turn back at the stroke of midnight, but that this happy princess feeling couldn't last for too long. I would have turn back eventually, and Len could never know why I wasn't interested in a more serious relationship. That was the problem with waiting to worry about problems later. Later always came around sooner than you expected.

Meaningless sex was fantastic. I highly recommend it if you get the chance, but there was also something really nice about a deeper kind of connection. I had been missing that since my wife passed away, and it appeared that Len was going through the same thing. It might have been perfect that we found each other at the right time...if I were actually a woman.

With online hookups everybody knew that everybody was on a pill and not what they appeared to be. At the party, or walking around town in general, everybody assumed I was a woman because I appeared to be one. Even making up some bullshit excuse about why I was in Bradley's home was relatively easy compared to trying to fabricate an entire life that didn't exist.

How long could I keep that up? Eventually I was bound to make a slip and spill the beans. Plus it was so unfair to Len, or any other guy who might be serious about me, to lead them on only to pull the rug out from under them.

For the first time I think I really wished that I was a genuine woman. I did my job just fine as a woman, I loved the sex as a woman, I enjoyed the way I looked and felt as a woman. Even girl talk with someone like Francesca seemed more natural to me now than my old male bonding experiences. Brandi brought out the wilder side of me sexually, but she also brought out a much softer, and gentler side that I found appealing.

But I could put all of that aside and remember who I really was, and that I had a life, and a family as a man and that this was still just a hobby. A very elaborate hobby, but a hobby none-the-less. I had no business messing around with men who might be very nice boyfriends, or even husbands to someone someday. It was a complication that I didn't really need to deal with, yet here I was, feeling very emotional about the man who had just made love to me and thinking about a potential future that had no potential.

Len kept trying to get me to open up and talk about myself but I somehow managed to deflect a lot of his questions. Some mundane stuff was easy to answer, like favorite foods, or where I liked to go on vacation. When he wanted to know about my dating history I had to tap dance around it a bit, probably making myself seem like a pretty shallow slut, which is really all I should ever have aspired to be in the first place.

Fortunately the man's dick seemed to bounce back remarkably fast, even after two ejaculations in a fairly short time span, so soon we were back to fucking and I was off the hook as far as sharing personal information was concerned.

We had been lying close together, with me leaning on my side facing him, but Len neatly rolled me over so that we were kind of spooning. He slid his dick into me from behind, and I sort of instinctively put my upper leg on his thigh. It was a lovely position because he could do me from the back while we could still kiss and make eye contact quite easily.

Len clutched at one boob, and then the other, as I purred softly, at first, and then a little louder as he began to work up some steam.

"Oooooooo...that feels so nice," I said as I gazed into his eyes longingly.

"Oh, Brandi, you don't know what you do to me," he replied.

"I think you're the one doing me at the moment," I teased. "And don't stop. Don't ever stop."

"There you go putting pressure on me again," he joked.

"Never. Just keep being yourself. I like what you're doing just fine. And feel free to cum inside me anytime you want...day or night...night or day..."

"You know I don't think I've ever heard a woman say that before," he chuckled.

"Some women are just silly bitches," I said. "Who wouldn't want your cum inside them?"

"If you keep talking like that I'm afraid you'll get your wish all too soon."

When he wasn't fondling my breasts Len used his free hand to play with my clit, which was like my turbo button. It always gave me that extra boost of adrenaline, whether I actually needed it or not.

This position probably wasn't the best for full penetration but fortunately Len had more than enough cock to keep me happy, even if I didn't get every inch of it. What I was getting was quite ample.

For a moment I thought about the fact that Len had a bigger dick than I did, and wondered whether that contributed at all to my feeling so happy being the female component in this arrangement, but I tried to let that pass as quickly as possible. I had fucked quite a few men with bigger dicks than mine, but I never really let it get to me. I didn't particularly think of myself as an "inferior" male because I wasn't hung as well as some other men, but maybe somewhere in the back of my mind it made it easier for me to be the girl.

Right now it was the easiest thing in the world and I couldn't imagine wanting to be anything else, or to be anywhere else, or to be with anyone else. I felt really good around Len. Quite comfortable for someone I barely knew. But there were also all these sparks flying around whenever anything got sexual. It seemed pretty obvious that we were both very attracted to one another.

Aside from the smaller dick was there anything overtly effeminate about me before? I couldn't honestly think of anything off the top of my head. Of course with a big cock sawing away at my wet gash it probably wasn't the best time for any deep thinking. Still it seemed odd to me that I relished my femininity so much. So much that I felt like I could really fall in love with a man and happily be his mate, if I let myself go.

The funny thing was that I really loved being a slut and having a bunch of one-night-stands and Internet hookups. I was completely free and easy at a party full of strangers who banged the hell out of me in some anonymous stream of partners. After Alicia I thought I would never be interested in a serious romance again, but for some reason I still longed for that.

Maybe it's only natural that people yearn to be with someone special, no matter how much fun they may have just fooling around. It took a lot more work, and a lot of commitment, but the rewards were usually worth the effort, even when things ended as sadly as my marriage did. I never once regretted having made that choice.

"Here you go, baby...just what the doctor ordered," said Len as he began to cum inside me.

Maybe not a doctor, exactly, but it was definitely what the pharmaceuticals wanted me to have.


CHAPTER 17:

"It sounds like you two really hit it off. I hope you'll let me be your bridesmaid," said Francesca one afternoon when we were doing the ladies at lunch thing again.

"Don't go crazy. There's still the little problem of me actually being a man, and him not being gay in the slightest, as far as I can tell," I reminded her. "But it has been really wonderful spending time with him."

"Maybe it's time for you to wake up and smell the perfume, honey," Francesca chuckled. Maybe that whole actually being a man thing is in the past. I mean, you do have a lot of painful memories from that life. Maybe it's time to walk away and start a new one."

"But I have a job," I protested.

"That I'm sure you can do just as well, if not better, as a woman."

"I have a son."

"And you still will. You'll just be his mom instead of his dad."

"Everybody who knows me will know that I chose to be a woman instead of a man," I sputtered.

"Big fucking deal," Francesca replied. "So what? Who cares? It's your life. If you'd rather live it as a woman it's nobody else's business."

"Do I want to live it as a woman?" I asked softly.

"Well, only you know that, sweetie, but it sure seems to me like the signs are pointing to it."

The drug was never intended to be used as a permanent gender transformation but I had read that a number of people were attempting to do so anyway. It just made sense. It was a quick, painless, and relatively inexpensive way to transition, and theoretically one could always go back if they wanted to. It was so new that there weren't any long range trials yet, so there was always an element of risk that prolonged used might lead to complications or something, but I really wasn't too afraid of that. I was mostly afraid of what people would think.

When I started on the pill I was only with other men who were also taking it so there was no judgment there on either part. It was our dirty little secret that we shared in a hotel room for a couple of hours. When I fucked my neighbor or my son's friend they thought I was someone else; my own girlfriend, ironically. At the party nobody knew who I really was, except Francesca, who was also on the pill like me. If I came out now and announced that I was changing my gender everybody would know the whole sordid story.

Dirk and Darrell would know that they had actually been screwing a guy. My friends would know that I was some kind of a queer, and probably wonder whether I had been lusting after them all these years in secret. My son would know that the strange woman with big tits was me. And Len would have to know, if I wanted to keep seeing him. That was a double-edged sword. On the one hand I'd be free to follow my heart, but on the other I would have to reveal that deception I had been perpetrating on him. He might be happy that I was willing to give up my manhood to be in a position to truly love him without limits, or he might hate me for being a lying freak.

Of course I had been really mad at Ronnie for trying to trick me into fucking him and we ended up having some pretty terrific sex, so maybe Len would get over his anger if I could just remind him how much he liked the way I sucked his cock. It was devious to try and use sex to soften the blow, so to speak, but I was already in a devious situation and trying to come clean at last. All's fair in love and war they say.

Francesca was right that the signs had been pointing this way. I just didn't want to see them I guess. There's something about the idea of voluntarily surrendering your manhood that's hard to take. I'd spent 40 years building up my male ego only to chip away at it, one pill at a time. My only real objection to becoming female fulltime was having to admit to everyone that it was what I truly wanted. That didn't seem like a good enough reason to remain male.

Thank God for the Internet, and not just for all the kick ass porn available. There were obviously a lot of people like me who had experience using that drug and I was able to chat with a number of them who had taken the giant leap of attempting total transformation. Not surprisingly everyone had a different take on the subject, and the laws were different in different states and countries, but in general the consensus seemed to be that if one really wanted to change their gender the red tape shouldn't hold you back.

I decided that Len would be the first to know, I suppose just in case it went really badly and I had second thoughts, but also because the need was more pressing than telling my son who was away at school. Len and I had a date coming up and I didn't want to lead him on even more than I already had been doing. It was time to suck it up and face the music like a woman.


CHAPTER 18:

I had hardly touched my food at dinner, despite it being one of my new favorite places to eat. I really couldn't wait to get back to Len's place and put my plan into action.

As soon as we hit the bedroom I took my dress off and stood before him wearing a very thin slip with nothing under it. It had concealed my nipples enough during dinner for respectability but they were certainly poking up now.

"Take me," I commanded.

"Wow, you're in a hurry," Len joked. "You got another date lined up after this or something?"

"I want you to fuck me like a savage," I replied, gazing deeply and intensely into his eyes.

"Really."

"Yes, really. Come take your woman."

Len kind of suppressed a half smile and walked over to where I was standing. He put his arms around my waist and looked like he was about to kiss me but I sort of stepped back.

"Tear it off," I barked.

"Huh?"

"Tear this off of my body."

Len looked a little confused and apprehensive so I grabbed him by the back of the head and pulled him in for a very wet kiss.

"Now tear this off of me and fuck me like an animal," I almost hissed.

I guess that got to him because a moment later his hands were on the top of my slip and the dainty little thing was torn to pieces. It was so sudden and violent that even though I had asked him to do it the surprise made me gasp.

Recovering quickly I walked over to the bed and climbed up on the mattress, positioning myself on all fours, waiting as patiently as I could to see what he would do in this situation. I never turned to look over my shoulder but I could hear his clothing falling to the floor in a big hurry. Then he was right behind me, grabbing my hips with the same strong hands that had just ripped my clothes off.

Usually Len was all about technique and foreplay and building up the excitement, but tonight he just rammed his hard cock into my waiting cunt and began drilling me.

"Oh, fuck..." I moaned loudly. "Yes, baby, yes...fuck me hard!"

That was exactly what he was doing, and when he put his hand on the back of my neck and shoved me a little I fell from being extended upright to resting on my forearms. Then he kind of held me there with one hand while he slapped my butt cheek with the other. He was a lot better at this rough stuff than I had expected.

"God...oh, fuck...yes...fuck...oh, God, fuck, yes..." I babbled incoherently.

Part of me wanted Len to have a really great sexual experience before I dropped the bombshell on him, and part of me wanted him to fuck the last shreds of my manhood out of me, and part of me hoped that if this was the last time we made love it would be something memorable. In any case all of me was getting seriously pounded and I was yelping and whimpering so hard it felt like I was sort of hyperventilating.

"You can fuck my ass if you want," I suddenly blurted out, for no good reason.

Apparently Len did want to fuck my ass because a moment later he repositioned himself more on top of me and gave me the fullness of his manhood right up the butt. The bed was rocking like crazy and I was making these crazy little noises as Len humped the living daylights out of me.

"Oh, baby...it's so big...so big...so tight...oh...oh...ooooooooooooooh," I gasped, letting the last bit sort of trail off in one long wail of delicious anguish.

Len stayed pretty quiet through this process, aside from the natural grunts and groans along the way. Yet when he started to ejaculate in my anus he let out kind of a primal roar that blew me away. There was just so much cum that I could feel a ton of it dripping out my ass when he finally pulled out and flipped me over on my back.

In an instant he was lying by my side, almost on top of me, cradling my head and kissing me almost as frantically as I was trying to kiss him.

"I love you so much, baby...I really do...I really do love you," I cried whenever my lips were free enough for articulate speech.

"I don't know what's gotten into you tonight, but I sure like it," Len replied with a grin as he pulled me over so that I was now mostly on top of him, resting in his arms. "And for the record, I'm madly in love with you too, in case you were wondering."

I was tempted to drop the whole idea of confessing and just bask in the glory of the moment but I knew that I had to go through with my plan. When I finally got around to bringing the subject up I tried to make it sound as casual as possible.

"So, babe...have you ever heard of that new gender changing drug that can turn a man into a woman?" I asked.

"Hey, I know I've been trying to come out of my shell more, and try new things, but I'm not sure that I'm really ready for that," Len replied hesitantly.

"No, no, no...I'm not suggesting that you try it. God no. Not with your manliness. That would be such a waste of cock. I just sort of wondered how you felt about the concept in general."

"I suppose it depends on the situation. I can see where someone might try it for fun, or maybe out of curiosity. I like to watch people fuck so I'm hardly one to pass judgment on what gets people's rocks off," said Len with a shrug.

"Suppose you found out that someone you knew was using that drug? Maybe even someone you thought you loved as a woman. Do you think you could ever forgive her and love her just the same?" I asked in a very shaky voice.

"Darling, you can't be serious. There's no way you used to be a man," Len sputtered.

"Afraid so. Still would be if I took another pill, but I don't plan on ever taking that pill again. I like this me so much better than the old me, and I especially like the way we are together."

To make a long story short there was a lot of talking, and a lot of fucking, and some crying along the way, as I got very emotional at times, but in the end we were resolved to remain a couple and I felt like the weight of the world had been lifted from my shoulders.

Of course my ass was really sore, but I felt like I kind of deserved that for having deceived that man I loved for so long. It would probably get easier to take his dick up my butt the more often I did it...and with a healthy dose of lube. Fortunately it looked like all of my holes were going to be getting plenty of work from Len's cock for some time to come.


CHAPTER 19:

I broke the news to my son when he came home from school for a visit. I wanted him to see me as Brandi to get to know the new me. Of course it was a little disconcerting that he had already seen me naked bouncing up and down on the neighbor's cock but he seemed to take it all in stride. I guess living away from home for the first time, and being in college, and feeling very grown up and independent he wasn't as shocked as he probably would have been before. I guess it didn't matter that much, as long as I kept paying his tuition and sending him money whenever he needed it.

And when the day came, some months later, when he found out that Len and I were getting married he took that in stride as well. He was sort of getting used to me being his "mom" by that time, so gaining a new stepdad, who happened to be pretty wealthy, wasn't that hard to stomach.

Len and I found a place that we both absolutely loved, in a different neighborhood than I had lived in before, and I finally was able to put to rest most of the ghosts of my past and truly start my life over as Mrs. Brandi Chamberlain. If the new neighbors wanted to ogle me when I sunbathed now at least I didn't have to make up some story about who I was or why I was there. And when my son's friends came by to visit him when he was home for summer vacation they could stare at my tits all they wanted knowing that I was Kyle's mom and a married woman now.

In a way I had sort of migrated from cougar to MILF, not that I was planning on fucking anyone other than my husband...unless he wanted to watch while I did it.


AUTHOR'S NOTES:

I noticed that I tend to write about characters who either are young or become young when they change into a woman. I started thinking about all the beautiful women there are out there in their 40's and 50's and decided to do a midlife crisis story where the protagonist stays middle-aged. It's a departure for me, but it was fun to try something a little different. I hope you enjoyed it!
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