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CHAPTER 1:

My name is Peter Collins and I’m 67-years-old, although a slew of medical problems have made me look and feel much older. I won’t go into those in detail but I will say I’ve had a few brushes with death which has made me keenly aware of my mortality. Having survived those near death experiences, however, has also made me appreciate life even more and has motivated me to try and be more active, despite my limited physical capacity, so that I could enjoy whatever time I had left.

That also caused me to reconnect with a lot of the passions of my youth, as well as inspiring me to try new things. That is why I found myself spontaneously pulling off the road one evening and wandering around a traveling carnival all by myself, eating cotton candy for the first time since I was a kid, and just soaking up the memories of my childhood.

I tried my hand at the shooting gallery and actually won a stuffed tiger. My first impulse was to give it to some child but then I thought about the fact that I would probably be seen as a creepy old pervert and might even be reported to the police since we live in an age of paranoia and fear and an elderly gentleman alone at a carnival would easily be pegged as a predator.

The sadness of that thought filled my heart with despair. When I was young no one thought it was strange for kids to just take off on their own without telling anyone where they were going as long as they got home in time for dinner. Sometimes my pals and I would get on our bikes and ride all over the place just exploring and goofing around. We didn’t have portable phones and nobody expected us to check in all the time we just acted like kids, having fun. Common sense told you if something was amiss and nobody was likely to jump into a car with a stranger or anything like that but we didn’t live in fear every time we set foot out of the house.

The funny thing is that statistically crime wasn’t any worse today than it was then but fear is so baked into the fabric of our society that everyone believes it’s some kind of epidemic. Crime rates go up and down, usually based on economic factors, but with the Internet and 24-hour news channels everything is magnified and “tough on crime” politicians make their living by trying to keep everyone perpetually frightened of unseen monsters, usually with some racist implications thrown in for good measure.

That’s not to say that things hadn’t changed for the worse in some ways. The Internet that amplified crimes was also frequently a cesspool that lured unsuspecting children into horrible situations creating a whole new set of crimes that didn’t exist before. And the supreme power of the gun lobby and right wing politicians had created the dreadful phenomenon of school shootings that would have been unthinkable in my day.

I had never married and never had kids so I guess I’m not really qualified to say how someone else should bring up their child but I was definitely glad that I had been raised in a more positive era, or maybe it was just a more naive one, who can say? The point was that if a nice old man had given me a stuffed toy at a carnival my mom would have made a point to tell me to thank him, not start videotaping him for “evidence” while clutching her pepper spray in the other hand.

That distressing chain of thought had made me decide to leave and I was looking for a place to just set down the stuffed toy figuring that somebody would find it when I passed a booth called the Wheel of Chance that caught my eye for some reason. It was one of those “spinner” things, like the Wheel of Fortune game show where various outcomes were marked along the circle like the spokes of a wheel. You gave it a spin and whenever it came to rest the pointer determined what your fate was.

In this case there were choices like “Spin Again” or “Better Luck Next Tine” or “Free Food” which got you a coupon for a snow cone or something along with other prize options. It was pretty standard carnival stuff except this one had a twist. You first wrote down a one word request and stuck it in a box, then if the wheel landed on “Chance” that meant you would at least get a premium prize and you might even get your secret wish fulfilled. Obviously I didn’t put much faith in that option, and I really didn’t need another stuffed animal, but I felt compelled to play the game anyway.

“Your hopes, your dreams, your wishes may just be a spin of the wheel away,” said the carnival barker running the game.

I doubted that sincerely but I wrote “youth” on the slip of paper and stuffed it in the box. Then I took a firm grip on the wheel and gave it a good spin, which took more effort that I thought it would, which only made me feel even more aged and feeble than usual. Once I got it going the wheel went around for quite along time before landing on the coveted “Chance” option.

“And we have a winner!” I heard the barker cry out as he handed me another stuffed animal that I had no use for, this one a panda bear.

I put one animal under each arm and starting trudging back to my car when my body was suddenly ripped with an intense convulsion and I suddenly regretted my decision to buy a chili cheese dog at a roadside carnival. A moment later the feeling was gone but that wasn’t the relief I was hoping for as my whole body was gone as well and in its place was an unmistakably younger female one.

I looked around in panic to see if anyone had observed what had happened to me but I was alone. Being in kind of a daze I slowly walked by to the game booth as if somehow I would find an explanation there, or see my old body lying on the ground or something but I saw nothing out of the ordinary.

“What about you little lady? Want to try your hand at the Wheel of Chance?” the barker called to me.

I just turned and practically ran to the parking lot. Fortunately my car was still there but I couldn’t find my keys in my pocket, largely because I was wearing a skirt that didn’t have pockets. Instead I had a purse slung over my shoulder that I hadn’t been aware of and after quickly fishing through that I found my familiar set of keys. At least that much was still normal I thought as I got in my car and started it up.

As I started to drive away I realized that megs were shorter so I had to quickly adjust the seat to accommodate that and had to tweak the mirrors as well. That’s when I got my first look at myself as a girl. It was so startling that I almost veered off the road and into a ditch so I decided to wait until I was home to do a proper inspection.

I would say I was confused more than scared. Definitely in some state of shock I imagined yet still able to function. I drove home, parked my car, and was relieved when my key opened the door to my apartment. Once inside I made a beeline for the bathroom and stared at myself in the mirror.

What I saw was a very pretty young woman wearing a crop top and a short skirt. The breasts sticking out in front of me weren’t huge but they had been my first clue that something was amiss with my body. They felt a little heavy but it wasn’t a totally unpleasant feeling. I cupped them in my hands, as if trying to see if they were real, which of course they were, assuming that any of this was real and that I wasn’t just dreaming or hallucinating.

I walked slowly, almost as if in a trance, back out of the bathroom and saw the two stuffed animals I had won at the carnival. I had tossed them on the passenger seat of my car in the parking lot but brought them inside with me for some reason. It was strangely comforting to see them because it reminded me of who I really was. I was a 67-year-old man named Peter Allen Collins and I had been to a roadside carnival that night and played a couple of games. The stuffed animals were prizes I had won but had no use for. I had eaten a chili cheese dog and some cotton candy. It was clearly in my mind and I even had evidence to support my memories yet somehow something had gone horribly wrong.

I had played a game called the Wheel of Chance and written down my fondest desire on a piece of paper which had simply been the desire to be young again, which had been on my mind a lot lately and probably the main reason I went to the carnival in the first place. I had wanted to recapture some element of my youth. Well apparently I had done part of that because I was definitely much younger right now but in the process the wires had gotten crossed somehow and I also had tits and a pussy.


CHAPTER 2:

One of the first things I did after taking stock of the situation was to dump everything out of my purse and go through it. There was a wallet that seemed to contain everything that my old wallet had except that the name on all my cards was Patricia Collins not Peter Collins. My drivers license said that I was 21-years-old. Well, at least I could buy booze I thought.

There was a variety of other stuff in the purse, some familiar like the breath mints I usually carried around, and some was totally unfamiliar like a tampon, which kind of made me shudder. I was pretty clueless about the female anatomy from any practical maintenance standpoint.

As freaked out as I was by the shocking development I did notice how nice it was to be in a younger body again, even if it wasn’t the one I was hoping for. The little aches and pains I had come to take for granted just weren’t there anymore. My lungs felt healthier and I indulged in a few really deep breaths impressed by how easily the simple act of breathing was again. And I felt sort of energized like I could go all night instead of feeling like I needed to drag myself off to bed, although in my current condition I couldn’t imagine where I would want to go.

I had always considered myself a practical and realistic man not prone to wild flights of fancy. A bit of a skeptic really who had only hardened that attribute with age although with age I had also learned that strange and inexplicable things do sometimes happen and that just when you think you have everything figured out life can throw you a curve. Well life had certainly thrown me a major league breaking ball this time.

The question of how this had happened to me was actually less important at the moment than trying to figure out how to fix the problem. It seemed to me that I needed to go back to the scene of the crime and have a word with that carnival barker who ran the Wheel of Chance game. Obviously I had taken the whole premise of wish fulfillment as total bullshit but it appeared now that there must be some trick to it and I needed to get them to make it right. Me signing a piece of paper that said I craved youth was not a binding contract authorizing them to perform some kind of a gender change procedure on me.

It was pretty late by that time and the carnival might have been closed already by the time I got back so I decided that I’d go back the next day, which left me to ponder what to do with the rest of my evening since I wasn’t totally sleepy yet as I might ordinarily have been.

I decided to go online and poke around that sometimes useful sometimes destructive world of information and misinformation generally filtered through a healthy dose of profiteering and marketing. Don’t get me wrong I was as hooked on the Internet as anybody and screamed my head off if I lost service for more than an hour but I could remember what the world was like before it existed and I had to say that there were some definite upsides to that period of time.

The thing was while everybody was connected to each other by a giant network we had also kind of become disconnected to each other as humans, disconnected from a shared reality, and disconnected from the physical world we lived in. The Internet was sort of like that carnival was in its attempts to get you to click or like or subscribe often employing dubious claims in the process. And it tempted you with treats that weren’t necessarily good for you.

I started out looking for stories of spontaneous gender changes but needless to say there weren’t any except in fiction. I didn’t know there was a whole world of books and stories about people who magically changed their gender and kind of wondered why that was such a popular topic. It had actually happened to me and all I could think of was how to change back as quickly as possible.

That caused me to read a few short stories and look at some captions about being transformed, either by choice or against your will, and that was kind of freaky because it felt more like a documentary and less like fiction. These stories and captions all had a strong sexual narrative to them and seemed to imply that the person being changed, usually from a man to a woman, actually enjoyed the experience in time if not immediately and found that the sex was fantastically better than it had been as a man. That didn’t seem too logical to me and I guessed that sex was probably just sex and there was good sex and bad sex and everything in between regardless of whether you were male or female.

I assumed this sort of thing catered to people who already had fantasies about becoming a woman and wanted those fantasies to be reinforced and confirmed as positive impulses. It would kind of suck to dream of changing your gender only to find out that you hated the new person you had become.

After prying myself away from the TG erotica I tried to do some serious research on the reality of gender transformation and why people did it or wanted to do it and what was involved in the process. That was less titillating perhaps but even more fascinating and compelling in many ways. It was just something I had never really thought about much before. Sure I had sometimes pondered what it might have been like had I been born in different circumstances and what kind of a difference that might have made on my life but I had certainly never focused on the concept of someone actually taking drastic action to make that happen.

Obviously I hadn’t chosen to become female but sitting there in front of my computer as a newly minted young woman it was hard not to feel somewhat a part of that community in a way. I figured it couldn’t be easy for anyone to make that kind of a change even if they had always wanted to. I had spent my whole life being male and being seen as male by everyone else. I had been conditioned to think of certain things as inherently “masculine” and “feminine” and was frightened by the fact that I didn’t know anything about being a girl. Just finding the tampon in my purse had been a bit of a shocker.

Ultimately it seemed like there was nothing I could do until I could get back to te carnival and search for answers there so I decided to just get into bed and put the TV on until I fell asleep as I usually did. Going into my bedroom I found that my closet and drawers were now filled with female clothing and whatnot.

As I undressed I saw my reflection in a mirror and was kind of captivated by my new body. My skin was beautifully smooth and everything was so firm and fresh-looking. I looked pretty damn good naked, which wasn’t something I would have thought for quite some time.

I didn’t know what to wear but I found a long T-shirt that looked like it would probably be fairly comfortable so I pulled that on and got ready to hop in bed. Before I did I went back and grabbed my two stuffed animals and brought them along with me. Somehow it just felt comforting to curl up with them as I faced a terribly uncertain future.


CHAPTER 3:

Sleep did not cure my problem as I woke up just as female as I had been the night before. On the bright side I felt very perky and didn’t have any of the little aches and pains I usually had when I dragged myself out of bed in the morning and that was definitely a plus.

I wasn’t sure what to wear but at least there was a large selection to choose from and ultimately I just went with some shorts and a top that I thought looked good together. The whole panties and bra thing was a little strange to put on but felt kind of nice once I figured out how to strap myself in.

After breakfast I just tried to distract myself and kill some time before heading back to the carnival. I wanted to make sure that they would be open when I got there but as it turned out that was pointless as the whole thing was gone. I saw plenty of evidence that they had actually been there, like fresh tire tracks in the dirt and trash left behind so it wasn’t like they had just vanished into thin air but it certainly dashed my immediate hopes of getting any satisfaction or a solution to my problem.

It probably wasn’t surprising that they were gone. It was Monday morning and a traveling carnival like this probably did most of their business from Friday through Sunday I figured. Presumably they had moved on down the road to some new location where they would set up soon and presumably I could figure out how to find them if I tried hard enough but at the moment I didn’t feel especially motivated.

What I did feel was several different and sort of conflicting emotions all tugging at me at the same time. I was scared that I was going to be stuck this way for some extended period of time but also excited by the way it felt to be young again. And I was confused about how to be female after so many years of being male but also curious about what that actually meant and how much it would change my life.

I was retired and fortunately had done a pretty good job of planning for that future so I didn’t have a job to go to where I would have to try and explain how I had suddenly become a young woman so that was a plus but if I was really only 21-years-old now I was going to want to do something with my life aside from sitting around collecting a pension and playing golf.

My family had passed away some time ago and I didn’t have any close friends so I had been living a pretty lonely existence for quite a while now but I kind of missed the old days of having a more active social life. It would make total sense to seek the company of other people my “new” age but I had no idea how to accomplish that or whether I would fit in with them at all. Not having kids of my own I hadn’t really been exposed to the inevitable changes in pop culture, music, slang and so on that tends to define each new generation. I was an old man in a young woman’s body and I was afraid that would make me stand out like a sore thumb.

I tried to use some basic logic and asked myself what I would do if I had just become 45 years or so younger but remained male. That didn’t really solve the problem of the generation gap since I still wasn’t dialed into the fads and fashions of the younger crowd and more disturbingly the main thing I found myself thinking about was getting laid.

At 21 having sex was definitely a top priority in my life, even if I didn’t accomplish it nearly as much as I would have liked to. I was a fairly ordinary-looking guy who was a little shy and kind of withdrawn sometimes so I wasn’t exactly what my friends and I would have referred to as a “chick magnet” back in the day. Did anyone still say that?

Sex was a very scary thing to think about now especially since my new appearance would very likely make me much more of an object of desire than I had been in the past. I mean just looking at myself naked in the mirror made me feel like I wanted to have an erection so that I could jerk off to myself which of course led me to the topic of masturbation.

I didn’t have a cock at the moment but I did have a pussy and presumably one could derive some sexual pleasure from stimulating that in some way. The question was how did one go about that exactly and how different would the experience be?

It seemed like I had a lot of research to do to educate myself in the ways of being a young woman, or a woman of any age for that matter since the whole feminine hygiene thing was a mystery to me aside from a basic biological understanding of the reproductive process. The tampon in my purse was definitely a reminder that I was going to have to learn some more detailed information in a hurry.

I drove back home and got on the Internet again but just sat there for a few minutes trying to figure out what the hell I wanted to research first. Presumably everything in the world was just a Google search away but I had so many questions and so much to learn that it was a little overwhelming.

Apparently it was very good for you and increased blood flow throughout your entire body while releasing endorphins which reduced stress and made you feel happy. That all sounded pretty good. It was also good for your sex life because it could teach you what types and pressure you enjoyed the most and were the most likely to bring you to climax. That certainly made sense although I wasn’t anxious to start thinking about actually having sex with another person just yet.

I also learned that it could ease postmenopausal sex issues caused by the vagina narrowing making intercourse or vaginal exams painful but I was seriously hoping that this whole female thing would go away long before I ever reached that stage of life so I didn’t dwell on that aspect too much.

The “medical” tidbit that I picked up on right away was the popularity of sex toys and their potential to increase vaginal, clitoral and even anal pleasure during masturbation. Apparently most women used some kind of a toy at least sometimes so that seemed like a good thing to research next. Of course doing a search for “sex toys” brought up a mountain of options so I was overwhelmed again.

There were things that looked like disembodied dicks complete with bulges and veins and featuring “lifelike skin” which was kind of a creepy thought in some ways but probably practical. There were toys that looked like very large bullets or very small artillery shells, very sleek and smooth or with bumps and ridges of some kind. There were kind of weird-looking clear ones that looked like they might have been made by somebody taking a class in glass blowing and even more futuristic ones that were curved and had multiple “prongs” that could have come straight from a science fiction movie about alien probes. There were even some that featured the small head of a rabbit complete with pointy ears that I guess were supposed to stimulate your clit or something.

Then there was the issue of how mechanical they were. Some were inert objects that you presumably provided all the power for (or had someone else use on you I guess) and some were featured packed with rotation, vibration, heating, thrusting and who knows what else. The big message I took away from most of these devices was that having sex as a girl meant ggetting penetrated by something, which made total sense considering the configuration of the female anatomy but kind of scared me just the same. I wasn’t used to sticking things in my body, except like food that I was eating with a fork or a spoon but I wasn’t jamming that into my mouth like a weapon. Could one really derive pleasure from being aggressively violated like that? I knew there was only one way to find out.

Now it was time to go back to the porn and see what “educational” information I might pick up from watching women actually putting some of these devices to the test. Of course these days it didn’t seem like I needed much of an excuse to look at pornographic materials, I was just kind of drawn to it in a way that I hadn’t been in years.


CHAPTER 4:

I actually didn’t get too far in watching videos of girls masturbating before I found myself rubbing my crotch through my shorts. It wasn’t a conscious effort to duplicate anything I was seeing on the screen it was just an involuntary reaction to how horny I was feeling.

The rubbing led me to putting my hand down my shorts and then inside my panties and finally to standing up and pulling those articles of clothing down around my ankles so I could have easier access to my pussy while I sat in front of the computer.

One thing I had noticed in the videos was how much girls seemed to rub around the outside of their snatch rather than just sticking their fingers inside it. I tried that and found that it was a very pleasant feeling, especially when I rubbed around the hood of my clit, but even just touching the various folds of my pussy lips gave me a bit of a thrill.

I had planned to do a pretty extensive “deep dive” into female masturbation videos that would include all manner of toys as well as hand stimulation but once I got caught up in playing with my own pussy my focus changed quickly and I just looked for a video with the prettiest girl I could find doing herself with her hand and let that play while I tended to my own business.

Hearing the girl’s little moans of pleasure turned me on but I soon realized that those moans were coming from me as well as from the video. I was getting into a very deep state of arousal that was a bit different than my usual frantic “jerk and pop” masturbation techniques as a man. I wanted to touch myself all over, and did.

My free hand roamed about, cupping a breast here, pinching a nipple there, massaging my neck and putting pressure on my pelvis as I saw the girl in the video do. When my finger finally ventured into my slit I was stunned at how wet I was. I guess I was kind of aware of that already but until my finger actually probed that moist squishy place it wasn’t at the forefront of my mind.

I wished I knew more about my body but when I was a teenager back in the 70’s sex ed meant sneaking off to the local adult bookstore and slipping a quarter into the continuous loop machines that played a few minutes of some scratchy 8mm porno and then depositing another quarter to watch the next few minutes. In theory it was a way to cheaply “preview” a movie before buying it, which was rather expensive and required a movie projector to watch, but lots of people just shoveled quarters into the thing until they finished jacking off. If you had told me back then that someday I would be able to just sit in front of a screen at home and watch porn it would have sounded like A Star Trek fantasy. Of course if you had told me that someday I’d be a girl doing anything that would have sounded like a fantasy too yet here I was somehow.

My young female body seemed so sensual and sensitive to the touch that I felt creamy and dreamy all over but then I started to focus on my clitoris and I think I kind of lost my mind for a while. Getting under the hood and working that little pearl directly was like jerking off on steroids. My head thrashed back and forth against the chair and I saw stars before my eyes. When I stroked my dick and it got really, really good near the end I never thought about stopping because it was too much to handle but I honestly couldn’t rub my clit for too long without needing to give it a little break.

When I had my first female orgasm I literally cried out like I had just stepped on a tack in my bare feet or something but it wasn’t really a cry of pain as much as a primordial scream of ecstasy. I honestly didn’t know that humans could feel that good and I wondered if I had ever actually gotten a woman to that same state or whether they had just been exaggerating out of politeness or for the sake of my ego.

The next thing I discovered was that reaching climax didn’t necessarily mean that it was over. As a man you built up and fired your shot and it was clearly time to move on but I just sat there lightly rubbing my gash and thinking about horny I still was.

It was kind of scary actually because I didn’t need an erection to masturbate now and I didn’t seem to need some big cooling off period in between. Having discovered this intense secret power to pleasure myself I was afraid I’d just be masturbating all day long. I hoped I would have enough self-control to overcome that but the way I felt after that first orgasm I wasn’t entirely sure.

While I was still in front of my computer I did a little more research on toys and then a little online shopping once I had picked a few things to try out. I figured there was no harm in getting a variety as none of them were too terribly expensive.

After a calmed down a little from the sexual stuff I turned my attention to more mundane research like “clothing ideas for women in their 20’s” and “movies and TV shows about young women” and things like that. Like most searching on the Internet it turned into a rabbit hole experience of chasing one thing only to get sucked into another and I’m not sure how much I actually learned from the process. On the other hand it felt good to be proactive about my situation and I did actually find those searches to be quite interesting, especially the ones concerning fashion. Fortunately I had a closet full of clothes so I didn’t need to rush out and buy a whole wardrobe but I did need to learn what to wear in which situation and discovered that with a bit of mixing and matching I could turn a few things into several totally different outfits.

The clothing articles often emphasized “going with your own personal sense of style” or something like that but I had no idea what that meant to me. Maybe if this thing didn’t wear off soon and I was stuck being female for some length of time I would develop some kind of “personal style” but at the moment I figured I’d better stick to whatever I had available.

From the beginning of this shocking and unwanted transformation there was one thing that I couldn’t deny feeling good about and that was the fact that I was now a much younger person and could feel the physical benefits of that enormously. I had aged into a more leisurely pace in life and come to grips with my physical limitations but it seemed like those limitations were gone now and I definitely had way more energy. Just sitting in my house in front of a computer all day was making me restless and I found myself wanting to be more active. The only question was what did I want to do?

Golf was my only real physical activity these days, such as it was, and that made me curious about the clubs I had in the trunk of my car. When I went out and checked I found that I had a bag of clubs but they were entirely different than the ones I had put there a few days ago. These were clubs specifically designed for female golfers and even the bag was now pink instead of the usual black I was accustomed to. My golf gloves were also smaller and designed for a woman and I found that they fit my hand perfectly.

Just for the hell of it I decided to head over to my local driving range and hit a bucket of balls just to see how different that experience would be in my new female body. The first thing I noticed was how much attention I seemed to be generating just by being there. I could understand that because had I been there as my usual self and some girl who looked like the current me showed up I would definitely have noticed. I probably looked pretty cute in my white shorts and pink golf top that was tight enough to show the shape of my boobs.

Everyone was very pleasant to me and a number of them found some excuse to come over and make some kind of comment or quip or small talk. It was a little odd to me because I had seen some of these guys here before but never had a reason to speak a word with them and now they were being all gregarious while they tried, sometimes none too successfully, to not stare at my chest.

When I went to actually hit golf balls I noticed that my body was a bit different. That probably sounds really dumb because obviously my body was different but I mean that in the sense that taking my normal swing in this new body didn’t feel normal at all. Part of that may have been adapting to new clubs but it seemed like my hips moved differently and my tits kind of got in the way of my back swing sometimes.

After a little adjusting I started hitting the ball pretty straight and my distance wasn’t anywhere near as bad as I was expecting it to be. For one thing I a lot younger and in much better shape than I was in my older male body and for another the lighter shafts on my new golf clubs helped me generate more head speed as I drove through the ball. If I actually lost anything in distance it seemed to be made up for in accuracy as I didn’t fatigue as quickly and had more control over my muscles.

I was actually kind of anxious to get out and play a round to see what kind of score I might shoot but that was a serious time commitment that I wasn’t prepared to make at the moment so when I finished my practice session I just hauled my clubs back to my car and took off.

No doubt there were some horny old men there that day who went home and looked up hot female golfers to fantasize about while they jacked off.


CHAPTER 5:

It seemed quite likely to me that I was going to have to deal with the fact that some men were probably going to find me attractive and some might actually try to act upon those feelings. That wasn’t something that I really wanted to think about too much but it seemed like I better have some thoughts on the subject before I found myself in a situation where I would need to know how to react in a hurry.

One of the dildos I had ordered was the realistic type and it did indeed look andd feel very much like the real thing. When you’re holding a piece of plastic with a goofy rabbit’s head on it it’s a little hard to even think of it as something sexual until you start to use it (which turned out to be a pretty amazing experience) but when you’re holding a dick complete with balls in your hand it’s impossible not to think about the fact that it’s a representation of a male sex organ.

Obviously I put it in my pussy, since that’s why I bought it, but I also put it in my mouth and “practiced” giving head. Why did I do that? Curiosity I suppose, although I have a feeling that real cocks don’t taste quite so much like latex. My sudden transformation into womanhood had definitely changed some things about my brain and how it functioned but my memories were all intact and it was a little hard to come to grips with the idea that I might now find myself attracted to men.

When I first started masturbating as a girl there was certainly a part of me that thought that being a lesbian might be a really cool thing. I was pretty and young and had a good body so it seemed like maybe I could hook up with some hot chicks who would have been way out of my league even when I was a younger man, and I was definitely open to the idea of having sex with another woman, but the porn I watched for stimulation did often make me feel kind of aroused if there was something about the guy in the video that appealed to me for some reason, even if it was hard to define that sometimes.

I appeared to be biologically female in every way possible so I had to kind of clear my head of my male thinking a bit and try to be pragmatic. I was only 21-years-old and very interested in sex so dating was something that I would probably want to try doing sometime in the future. I didn’t know anything about same sex dating but I could certainly remember what dating was like back in the day, If some guy asked me out I would pretty much know the routine I’d just be playing a different role in an otherwise fairly familiar scenario.

That part of it was very logical and easy to rationalize. The harder part was trying to figure out whether I would want to take my clothes off and let a man put his cock inside me at some point. That had certainly been my objective when going out with girls when I was a young man and I assumed that things hadn’t changed much in that regard.

I honestly can’t tell you how strange it was to be thinking about things like this because it wasn’t something that I had ever anticipated having to deal with. Why would I? I had lived my whole life as a heterosexual male. I wasn’t homophobic or religiously offended by the idea of men as sex partners it just never seemed to be an issue with me. And frankly by the time I hit retirement age sex was more of a distant memory anyway than a pressing concern that I was dealing with on a regular basis.

Being a prudent and pragmatic person by nature I decided that I should probably go see a gynecologist and maybe learn a little something about modern birth control methods in the process, just to be on the safe side. I’m not going to go into all of the details of that examination because frankly that’s my own private medical history but I will say that it was one of those quintessentially female experiences that drove home the fact that I wasn’t a man anymore.

The doctor was very nice and did a good job of making me feel as comfortable as possible and apparently whatever mojo turned me into a girl did so completely and without leaving a trace of anything being odd or amiss. I was a healthy, fertile, female who could get very pregnant so I needed to make sure that didn’t happen.

I decided to go on the pill but of course I didn’t know shit about it and just assumed it was like taking a low dose aspirin every day but that wasn’t quite the case. First off there were two basic varieties of birth control pills, combination pills that contained both estrogen and progestin and progestin-only pills. You could get them in 21, 28, 91 and 365 day packs and apparently the packs contained active and inactive pills. So if you had the 28 day pack, for example, you took the active pill for 21 days and the inactive pill for 7 days just to keep you in the habit of taking your daily dose on schedule. The doctor emphasized that it was absolutely essential to follow the instructions religiously and I took that message to heart.

Now here’s the kind of funny thing that surprised me about learning that I could get pregnant, I was naturally terrified because that whole process was such a mystery to me and afraid that I might suddenly turn back into a man at some point and have this kid who would wonder where his mother went or that getting pregnant would somehow condemn me to be a woman forever, but on another more instinctive level the thought of giving birth someday was actually kind of exciting.

I had never married or had kids and there were times where I felt that I might have missed out on something. Since it appeared that I was getting a chance to live my life over again it wasn’t totally cray to consider the possibility that I might want to experience that whole marriage/family thing even if it meant that I would end up being the bride and mother instead of the groom and father. The main thing now was that I didn’t get knocked up and become a single mom who still didn’t know how to put a bra on without making it a major production.

I guess I was also kind of glad to hear that I was a normal human woman and not some kind of a weird space alien or a robot or something. There was such a sci-fi feeling to my whole transformation that I had been a little worried that I was an unwitting victim of some diabolic experiment or something. Knowing that I was just a healthy young woman was a little reassuring I suppose but it ultimately didn’t change the day-to-day facts of my new reality, aside from the fact that I had to remember to take the right pill on the right day at the right time.


CHAPTER 6:

When I was a kid I wasn’t super athletic but I liked sports. I was kind of short for basketball and kind of skinny for football but I was quick and had good hands so I was pretty good as a middle infielder in baseball, although I never played beyond Little League. Since I had tons of free time and a healthy young body I decided to look for a girls’ softball league to join in my area. Unfortunately there wasn’t one starting up soon but there was a co-ed league so I decided to give that a shot. I was a little intimidated by the thought of playing with guys but every team had to have a certain number of girls on it so I hoped I could chip in with my defensive skills like I used to do in Little League.

I went out and bought a glove, a batting glove, some glove oil, a softball and a bat and wanted to get my glove broken in as much as I could so that I didn’t look like a total newbie with the ball popping out of the pristine leather. I also bought some clothes to wear for practice sessions. I felt like a kid again, which was a really cool feeling. I thought those days were long past me. It was kind of like the kick I got out of being asked to show my ID when I went to buy a bottle of wine. It had been years since I had been “carded” and the request kind of caught me by surprise but also pleased me because it reinforced how youthful I was now.

Since I was joining the league as a “free agent” I was randomly assigned to a team called the Tigers. Games were on Wednesday night and there was a practice session on Saturday afternoons. Being coed the team was a mix of men and women and I seemed to be on the young side of the players, most of whom appeared to be in their late 20’s or early 30’s. Needless to say having a cute 21-year-old girl added to your roster was something that the male members of the team seemed to appreciate and I was made to feel quite welcome right away.

I was rusty but at least I could remember the skills and got back into the swing of things pretty quickly. I was also very quick and what seemed to impress people the most was that I didn’t “throw like a girl” so I soon found myself moving from second base to the more coveted position of shortstop.

It was slow pitch softball, which I had never played before, which took some getting used to but I figured it out pretty fast and could slap the ball through a hole or dunk a shot into the outfield and with my speed I could sometimes stretch a single into a double. It was actually kind of nice to be one of the better girls on the team, and after a few games I would say I was one of the better girls in the league as far as I could tell. The fact that I also looked good doing it made me rather popular.

There was a local joint near the field where the games were played and it was a tradition for the team to go there for pizza and beer afterwards. I was a little shy about it at first but pretty soon I got to enjoy the camaraderie of it and looked forward to the after party almost as much as the game itself.

The best hitter on our team, at least as far as power was concerned, was a big guy named Ted Blankenship who played third base so we were positioned next to each other on the field. The dude was like 6’4” and had huge arms and when he got a hold of one he could drive a softball further than anyone I had ever seen. He had taken a fancy to me from the start and seemed to make a point of sitting next to me on the bench at the games or at the piza place and was always very complimentary and friendly.

I suppose I should have known that he was hitting on me but it kind of caught me by surprise when he actually asked me out on a date, Now I have known girls who acted offended if someone asked them out if for some reason they didn’t deem that person, sometimes me, to be in their league or up to their standards but I just felt flattered. I was used to people asking me out and I hadn’t done any kind of dating in years.

He certainly seemed like a nice guy, and we had the whole teammates thing in common, and I was certainly impressed by his muscular physique but I still didn’t know exactly where I stood on the idea of getting intimate with a man. Ultimately I decided that the best way to answer that question was probably to go out with a man and see how I felt so I accepted his invitation.

I had a few panic attack moments leading up to the big date night which kind of vacillated between trying to talk myself out of going and obsessing about how to make myself as attractive as possible. Telling myself that it was wrong to lead the poor guy on when I obviously had no interest in men while almost simultaneously trying to figure out how to accentuate my boobs more.

In the end I was generally pleased with my fashion choices and happy that I hadn’t blown off his invitation. What I probably should have been worrying about more was my lack of a logical life story since dates were usually in part to get to know one another better. I was a 21-year-old girl with no job who wasn’t in college yet owned her own house and had a pretty nice car. I was attractive but I wasn’t seeing anyone at the moment and kind of stumbled when asked about that. Ted was fairly recently divorced and just getting back into the dating pool but I didn’t have a story like that handy.

For the money thing I did improvise a tale about having just gotten access to a trust fund that a relative had set up for me so I at least covered my ass there but when asked about what my plans for the future were I was again at a total loss for words. Even when Ted was praising my softball skills I kind of walked into a trap.

“You’re really good, did you play on your high school team or something?” he asked.

“No, I haven’t played in a long time actually, not since I was a kid,” I replied.

“I know you must be at least 21 because I’ve seen you buy beer but it can’t be that long ago that you were a kid,” he teased.

Now realistically if I had said that I hadn’t played since I was 11 that would have been 10 years, which could certainly be called a long time away from the game, and he didn’t say it like he was catching me in a lie but I still kind of freaked out like I had just been busted. As a 67-year-old man there was nothing unusual about the fact that both of my parents were now deceased but as a 21-year-old that was harder to explain. The fact that all of my real childhood memories took place back in the 1960’s was hard to explain. The music that I grew up listening to, the movies and TV shows I liked as a kid were all from another generation. I hadn’t thought that through and spent too much time worrying about whether my tits popped enough in my outfit.

And therein lies my saving grace because at the end of the day as pleasant and polite as Ted was I knew the conversation was of far less importance to him then his wondering how my bare boobs would look bouncing around while he fucked me so I shifted the conversation into more overt flattery and flirting. It worked like a charm. In fact it worked so well that we soon found ourselves skipping desert and heading back to his place.

Oh we tried to make a little more small talk while we sipped some wine but it didn’t last very long because pretty soon Ted was kissing me and I was kissing him back. I wasn’t unusually small but I felt kind of tiny with his massive arms around me but it wasn’t a scary feeling it was actually sort of comforting. And when he pulled off my top and pulled my bra down so that he could fondle my breasts it seemed like the most natural thing in the world for him to do.

Even when he unfastened his pants and pulled out his very large hard prick I wasn’t scared but I was definitely impressed because I had never seen such a large erection in person before. He put my hand on his dick and I started to stroke it while we continued to kiss and I felt myself getting terribly aroused.

It was only when he put his hand on my head and began to gently guide it down on his throbbing member that I finally became scared but obviously not scared enough to pull away because I instead opened my mouth to receive it.


CHAPTER 7:

I never imagined that the first sex act I performed on another person as a woman would be a blowjob, but of course I never imagined that I would be a woman until it happened so “never” doesn’t have quite the import it might. As previously mentioned I had done a little BJ practicing with a dildo but it still wasn’t registering in my brain as a precursor to an actual event. Now I had a man’s cock in my mouth and I wasn’t quite sure what to do with it but I also felt like I needed to at least try to figure that out on the fly.

That was some ballsy shit from Ted I thought. He kissed me and got my top off and put my hand on his dick and pressed my head onto it as well, all in a take charge kind of way. That was some quick work, especially since it was only our first date. He basically overpowered me but I don’t mean that the way it probably sounds. It wasn’t like I was struggling and resisting or opposed to anything he was doing, and it wasn’t because I was afraid of his considerable physical advantage over me. It was more like his strength and confidence turned me on and I felt relieved that he was guiding me because I didn’t know what the hell I was doing sexually and I might have overthought everything had we gone slower.

Once I agreed to go back to his place I pretty much knew that I was willing to have sex with him. I may have shifted the conversation into a more flirtatious nature to cover my embarrassment over a lack of an actual female history but once we were flirting and making sexual innuendos I enjoyed the experience enormously and was very open to the idea of Ted introducing me to the world of sex with a man.

Still it did seem to be happening much quicker and with less fanfare than I would have expected, but what the hell did I know? Maybe that’s what people did these days? When I was this age and dating girls it would have been like pulling teeth to get someone to give me head that easily but Ted made it seem like it was just a part of foreplay, like kissing. Maybe that was the porn influence where cock sucking was so often presented as basically a standard warm up to fucking. When I was younger porn was kind of hard to come by. There was no Internet and television certainly didn’t show any kind of sex or nudity and even the more explicit erotic foreign films that started coming to America were never as graphic as anything you could see easily today on your phone or your computer. Maybe generations growing up with access to all that hardcore material took it for granted that porn represented “normal” sex or something.

In my day a girl who put out that quickly would have been considered “loose” or “easy” or a “slut” or something but fortunately I wasn’t a girl back then so I didn’t have that whole guilt trip hammered into my head since puberty. I was raised in a time where there was a clear double standard that said that men should try to get laid as often as possible and women should guard their virginity with their lives or risk their reputations being ruined and decreasing their chances of ever getting married. I clearly remembered the days where you openly talked about girls you wanted to fuck versus girls you wanted to marry. It all sounds totally crazy, looking back on it, but that’s just the way it was.

Of course maybe things hadn’t progressed as much as I assumed and I really was just a slut but it didn’t much matter at the time. How and why I had ended up with a dick in my mouth didn’t change the fact that it was there and that I was sucking it.

The actual experience was pretty similar physically to practicing with a dildo except that as I assumed the taste of his flesh was nothing like rubber. It was a little bit like leather, I thought, sort like it might have tasted if I were licking my new softball glove, but not quite. That was just the first thing that popped into my head. It was also different because it was so warm and pulsating and most significantly of all attached to an actual man not just a toy I was holding in my hand. A man I appeared to be pleasing from the contented moans he was making which really aroused me.

“That’s so good baby, oh yeah…” Ted kind of grunted, further confirming my suspicion that he liked what I was doing.

The more Ted enjoyed it the more I enjoyed it. I was really getting off on being the instrument of so much pleasure even though I knew I wasn’t doing anything special and had no fancy technique to demonstrate. I knew what Ted was feeling because I had felt it myself long ago and it thrilled me to be able to please him like that.

It wasn’t at all like I thought it might be. I didn’t feel like I was doing a chore or taking my turn doing something for him so that he would hopefully do something for me later. My skirt and panties were still on and nobody was touching my pussy but I was feeling incredibly horny and stimulated anyway. I definitely wanted him to fuck me but if he just finished up right there I was pretty sure I wouldn’t feel cheated.

“Why don’t we go into the bedroom honey,” Ted suggested after a little more cock sucking and I got up and took his hand as he led me upstairs.

As we stood in front of the bed he unfastened my skirt and let it fall to the floor and then pulled my panties off and began to feel me up while we resumed kissing. He had just stuck his dick back in his pants when he got up so he was still fully dressed while I was buck naked and that was kind of an exciting feeling. It again seemed to put the focus on me as the vessel, the object of desire. His cock was obviously the engine driving the machine but he needed me to fuel his lust. I knew he craved me, possibly to a point where it made him uncomfortable, but the only thing that would bring him the relief he so desperately yearned for was my soft silky body.

When he suddenly picked me up and deposited me on the bed it was so incredibly effortless that I felt like my insides must have been removed and replaced with air, like a balloon, because I felt more like I was floating than being carried. Then I lay on the bed lightly fingering myself as I watched him undress, and as he did I fingered myself more vigorously because his jacked body was a sight to behold.

“No wonder you crush the ball the way you do,” I joked.

“Don’t worry, I can be gentle too,” he joked back.

I wondered if that was true but I didn’t really care all that much. This was soft little bitch versus huge powerful stud so if I got a little crushed in the process that was probably to be expected.

“Hell that cock is so hard you could use it as a bat,” I teased, continuing the softball analogy, “although I think it’s probably longer than regulation.”

“Not quite, but hopefully long enough to meet your specifications,” he replied as he climbed on the bed, naked at last, and flipped me over on my stomach before grabbing me by the waist and lifting me up on my knees.

Ted was obviously a man who knew what he wanted and probably got it a hell of a lot of the time I figured. I had sort of assumed that we’d do it with me on my back but if Ted wanted to hump me from behind I wasn’t going to object. One way or the other that cock was about to go into my pussy and that’s all I was thinking about.

When it happened I squealed. There was a moment of panic when I felt the tip of his dick beginning to press inside me but it all happened pretty quickly and once the initial shock was out of the way I realized that I was experiencing something wonderful and exciting. Since I had turned into a girl and accepted my fate I had wanted to feel feminine, and act feminine, and think feminine thoughts and quite frankly there was nothing that emphasized that more in my brain than getting fucked by a man. I mean it was the whole purpose of having different genders in the first place, wasn’t it? A man would become aroused by a woman and put his prick inside her pussy to try and impregnate her. That was just human nature hard wired into our DNA. Of course those little pills I was taking religiously would hopefully keep the impregnating part from happening but the mechanics were still place. His balls were full of sperm that needed to go somewhere and he had found the place ideally designed to receive it.

While Ted wasn’t the manager of our team he was essentially our captain and a leader on the field, often positioning players for certain situations, so it didn’t feel odd at all for him to be positioning me in bed. It was as if he had told me to move closer to second base for a double play opportunity. I trusted that he knew what he was doing and I felt that same trust now as his cock plunged into me repeatedly and his heavy balls slapped up against my ass.

I couldn’t imagine what being a big strong man like Ted would be like but it was great not having to care or feel jealous about it. All that power and masculinity was available for my enjoyment and I was enjoying it very much. And it’s not like I felt diminished as a human being or something by being smaller and softer and weaker than this man but it was clear to me that the world saw me in a different light now and that I would be expected to play a different role sometimes.

That probably wasn’t going to be completely easy but I figured I was off to a good start the way I was squealing and morning and crying out with pleasure as Ted did me on my hands and knees. I hadn’t grown up as a girl and spent a lifetime discovering what that meant and how people would judge me on my gender alone. And I wasn’t dumb enough to have picked a fight with a bigger guy like Ted when I was man but I wouldn’t have offered up my ass to him either. Obviously I wasn’t required to submit to Ted’s wishes, I could have told him to fuck off at any time, but I felt drawn into the scenario he was creating and wondered what else I might do differently as a woman.

That night turned out to be just fabulous and we had plenty of sex before finally going to sleep. I got to suck his cock again and tasted cum for the first time, which in his case was tangy but with a hint of saltiness too. The main thing I remember was how much of it he produced, much more than I could ever remember manufacturing.

There was kind of a “that was fun let’s do it again sometime” vibe the next morning that gave me the impression that we weren’t starting some big love affair, but that was okay with me. I don’t know how much in common we had aside from the fact that we were both left side infielders on the same softball team and obviously found each other attractive enough to want to fuck. That had been literally my first and only date as a woman so far and my first and only sex with a man so I probably could do with a little branching out and exploring before making any kind of a serious commitment to somebody. At least I had answered the basic question...yes I did find men attractive and I enjoyed having them put their cock inside me. As learning experiences go that was a pretty good one.


CHAPTER 8:

Ted and I did “do it again sometime,” a couple of times in fact, and then the season ended and I was kind of adrift again. When I wasn’t playing softball or fucking Ted I was being pretty lazy just bumming around the house watching TV or surfing the web or masturbating. Now I’m not knocking any of those pursuits because they’re all perfectly enjoyable but I had been spending too much time being more or less forced into that lifestyle by age and physical limitations.

The question was what did I want to do? It appeared that I still had my college degree. When I looked at my diploma it had magically updated to reflect my new name and age. Of course to have actually gotten that by the age of 21 would mean I either started early or worked really fast but I assumed it was valid. I had no control over the magic anyway so it was what it was.

Going back to school sounded interesting but I wasn’t sure what direction I would want to take that this time around. I was more intrigued by the thought of the parties and social life and wondered what it would be like to join a sorority or something. I mean I had already done the hard part so I wasn’t sure that I wanted to do it all over again.

It was kind of the same feeling I had about getting a job. I had the same education and the same skill set I had when I was just starting out in the business world as a man so I could probably retrace my steps but was that what I really wanted? I had made a decent living but it was never exactly a great passion for me. Plus as a woman I would probably be paid less and more likely be passed over for promotions because of my gender. It would be like swimming the English Channel again but doing it the second time with a 100 pound weight strapped to your back.

The physical restoration of my youth had been a fantastic feeling. I could do things I hadn’t been able to do in decades. I enjoyed those benefits every time I just got out of bed without feeling old and creaky but my age rollback also meant the opportunity not to just recapture my youth by playing sports I enjoyed again but the chance to literally live an entirely different life.

I had been so focused on a “practical” business career that I never really dabbled in anything else too seriously. Maybe it was time to get creative and learn how to paint or play guitar or something, or study foreign languages and see something of the world. Rather than just dive right back into the whole full-time university student thing or try to pick some random career path to follow I decided to enroll in some night school classes to just try my hand at a variety of things to see if I had any natural aptitude for them or at least found them enjoyable enough to pursue further.

Ironically while browsing the various courses that were available at my local community college I ran across an ad seeking nude models for an art class. I was checking out the class description because I thought art might be something fun to try my hand at but for some reason the idea of posing nude in front of a room full of strangers sounded strangely appealing to me. The fact that I could make a few bucks doing it certainly didn’t hurt but it certainly wasn’t the prime motivating factor in my interest.

How odd, I thought, that just a short time ago I was kind of ashamed to be seen in public as a woman fully dressed. Somehow I had gone from that kind of modesty to a brazen desire to show off my body. My rationalization was that since I didn’t have any artistic experience at all this might be a way to introduce me to that world without actually having to paint or sculpt something. That was probably just bullshit but it helped me cope a little with the fact that I was so eager to flaunt my hot bod.

I went to see the instructor, Mark Davidson, who turned out be younger than I expected for some reason and kind of good-looking. I wondered if he was going to ask me to strip and felt a tiny bit disappointed when he only asked me to show him my poses.

“Ah...my poses?” I stammered.

“Yeah you kind of need to have a number of poses prepared that you can hold for some length of time,” the teacher explained.

“That certainly makes sense, I guess I just figured that you’d tell me what to do,” I said.

“It’s not quite as easy as just taking off your clothes and standing there. You basically need four standard poses, standing, seated, reclining and semi-reclining. Ideally you should have some idea of where to start for each of those poses but you may be asked to place your hands differently or maye hold something like a basket of flowers. The main thing is to be expressive. It’s not like a medical class examining a dead body.”

“Oh, I really didn’t know any of that,” I said sheepishly.

“That’s okay, we’ve all got to start somewhere. Why don’t you go home and see if you can come up with a few poses and practice holding them for five to ten minutes at a time. A lot of people find yoga classes helpful with that for gaining flexibility and body control. Then come back and show me what you’ve got and we’ll see about starting you with a class,” said Mark.

I sort of wished that Mark had just asked me to show him what I had by disrobing for him but I could see that this wasn’t just some scam and that I’d have to take it seriously if I actually wanted to give it a shot.

I went home and did some research, as I so often did when I was curious about something, and there was a lot of helpful information and videos. I practiced posing in front of a mirror and was pretty happy with the results but it was incredibly hard to hold even some of the more basic poses for such a long time. That led me to researching yoga, which seemed like kind of an interesting thing to take up in and of itself.

When I felt ready to strut my stuff I went back and had the instructor put me through my paces, which again didn’t include removing and clothing other than my shoes so that they wouldn’t influence my poses since I would be naked. I guess I past the test because he gave me some paperwork to fill out that allowed me to be paid by the school and gave my consent to have my nude likeness reproduced.

The actual modeling assignment was held in the same studio where I had interviewed for the job so I was already familiar with the environment. It was a large but kind of cluttered room with a lot of wooden easels and paint supplies and backdrops and props and things kind of all over the place. There was also a screen that I was to step behind while I undressed and a couple of hooks I could hang things on back there but that was about it. Not exactly glamorous but I wasn’t about to go walk some fashion runway in Paris or Milan, I was going to go stand in front of a bunch of students at a community college art course who would sketch my nude figure for a couple of hours.

I had been told to bring some kind of a robe to cover up with when not actively posing and I chose this very lovely silk kimono thing I had in my closet. It was so light and comfortable with a very pretty floral pattern on it and I loved the feeling of the fabric on my bare skin. I also had a comfy plush cloth robe that I was very fond of but it was more appropriate for wearing after a shower and was just plain white. The more exotic and attractive kimono seemed more appropriate in the artistic setting to me.

The students sat around me in basically a semicircle while I took my position in the center of the room. Then I was asked to disrobe and the session began. I would say it was a pretty even mix of male and female students, who all sat in chairs holding a big pad of paper while they sketched my features in charcoal or pen or something. Apparently this was kind of a getting the basics of the human form down sort of lesson so I went through a variety of poses, which was fine with me because it meant that I didn’t have to hold any one pose for too terribly long.

Now I understood that these students were here to study and practice their art, and I assumed that most of them took it fairly seriously, but I did have to wonder what might be going through their heads as they stared at my naked body so intently. Not trying to sound conceited but I knew that I was very attractive by most objective standards. I’d been a heterosexual male for almost seven decades and I knew what an attractive woman looked like. I certainly felt turned on posing like that in front of a crowd so it didn’t seem impossible to me that at least some of the students might be at least a little turned on by looking at me.

In some of my poses I couldn’t really look at the students too well because I was sort of gazing off into the distance or literally standing with my back to them but when I got to recline on a little sofa they placed on my posing spot I could steal a few quick glances and tried to guess who might be secretly lusting after me.

Now I know this probably doesn’t sound very professional but I was getting so aroused by that game that I had to catch myself a couple of times when I felt the desire to slip my hand between my legs and toy with my moist gash. I loved the thought of being looked at with lust by total strangers. It wasn’t exactly why I had signed up for the job but I guess you could say it was a learning experience that would have powerful consequences for my life down the road.


CHAPTER 9:

Apparently my first modeling gig was a success because I was told that people were requesting that I come back. Again I wondered how much of that was because they liked drawing me or because they liked looking at my naked body but it was nice to be popular either way. I also found a yoga class and enrolled in that, which was something I never would have done in a million years as a man but I felt quite comfortable doing it now.

After one of my modeling sessions a student named Kyle approached me and asked me if I’d like to go out for coffee once I had changed back into my clothes. He was what I would describe as sort of what you would picture in your head if you thought about what an “arty” person should look like. He tended to dress in black and liked turtleneck sweaters and sported a kind of scruffy dark beard and shaggy hair. Even though he wasn’t a muscular hunk like Ted I found him rather attractive and accepted his invitation.

It turned out that Kyle wanted to hire me to pose for him privately for a painting and it would require a few sessions to complete. He was willing to pay pretty decent money for my time so I was interested.

“I should warn you right up front that I tend to sleep with my models,” Kyle said, “so if that’s a problem we should probably talk about it now.”

“No, I don’t see that as a problem,” I said with a smile. “It actually sounds more like a job perk but I assume you’re paying me just to model and the rest is going to depend on the chemistry between us and the mood of the moment.”

“Most definitely. I don’t have a lot of money but I really do want to paint you and many of the same qualities I find appealing about your appearance as a model I also find appealing as a woman. I like to capture beauty and sensuality and you radiate those things. Why wouldn’t I want to experience that physically as well as artistically?”

That certainly made sense to me. I had been kind of hoping that more people in the art class had similar feelings. I liked the idea of inspiring someone’s artistic creativity but I also craved the more visceral validation of human contact rather than just being admired from afar.

While Kyle’s appearance and mannerisms certainly seemed like textbook arty stuff to me his actual studio wasn’t quite what I had pictured in my head. It wasn’t some loft somewhere with a skylight like you see in the movies it was basically something he had set up in his garage. It actually looked kind of like a smaller version of the classroom with a similar amount of clutter. There were however a number of finished paintings of attractive women that I thought were rather good, although I was certainly no judge of fine art.

“So out of curiosity did you sleep with this one?” I asked playfully while admiring one of his portraits.

“Yes,” he replied.

“How about this one?”

“Uh huh.”

“And that one over there?”

“That one too.”

“Okay, let’s try this the other way, are there any girls in these paintings you haven’t fucked?” I said with a laugh.

“Um...I don’t think so. There may be one or two in the house,” he said.

I know it was just his word but it didn’t seem like he was lying to me and I was kind of impressed. I had been a man after all and knew the challenges of getting laid, especially consistently and by a lot of very beautiful women. The guy wasn’t famous and he didn’t have money and he wasn’t automatically someone you would peg as a “chick magnet” but I saw his sex appeal and could believe that others saw it too.

The actual job was a bit different than the classroom posing had been since I was placed in one very specific pose and needed to hold it as long as possible. And since the painting would take more than one session to complete I would have to be able to recapture that pose each time. Another thing that was a little different was the fact that instead of stepping behind a screen I just took off my clothes in front of Kyle. He had offered to show me where the bathroom was if I wanted more privacy but I really didn’t see any point in that. Kyle had already seen me naked several times and he was going to see me naked for hours alone in that garage and there was a very good chance that we might end up fucking somewhere along the line.

I hadn’t been doing yoga for long but I could feel that it probably helped me because holding a single pose for a long stretch of time was physically challenging and mentally challenging too. It’s natural to want to shift your weight, or stretch your limbs, or look in a different direction and it was hard to concentrate on doing nothing but staying still.

Things got a little better when Kyle offered to turn on some music and I was able to relax more. During the breaks I had some water and used the bathroom but there wasn’t much conversation because Kyle wasn’t really taking a break and just kept working away.

When the session came to an end Kyle invited me to look at what he had accomplished and I was impressed. He was basically just sketching out the portrait that he was going to paint, which was similar to what I was used to from the class, but this was more detailed and I could see where this thing was heading.

When Kyle took me in his arms and kissed me I could see where something else was heading and I welcomed it. Once again I was totally naked with a fully clothed man and completely comfortable about it. If I had dug into the psychology of that I might have seen the similarity in the power dynamic. Ted was the captain of my team and someone I looked to for leadership just as I had put myself completely in Kyle’s power as his model to move and bend and pose as he wished.

I guess maybe I was kind of attracted to “take charge” men. Or maybe my lack of sexual experience as a woman made me feel better being with a guy who knew what he wanted and wasn’t afraid to take it.

Kyle kind of followed the same pattern as Ted and just pulled his dick out and stood there waiting for me to automatically drop to my knees and blow him, which I did without hesitation. I had never done anything like that as a man, and doubted that I ever would, but I was seriously impressed by the boldness of it all. That was kind of a risky move for a man. Even if girls were more “pro blowjob” these days it seemed unlikely that they were all willing to go for it without any type of persuasion. I used to have to really negotiate for that sometimes even with girls I had been dating for quite a while. I guess it kind of made me feel like these men had a kind of confidence in their masculinity that I never did which made me feel like maybe I was actually better suited to the new role I was playing which made it easier for me to accept the shocking change to my life so quickly. Or maybe I was just a horny slut who really liked sucking cock.

Honestly I did really like sucking cock. Now that I felt free to look at a man’s body sexually I had come to appreciate the beauty of a man’s penis, well not just his penis his whole body actually, but the penis seemed to hold some special appeal to me. I know I tend to overthink things so maybe my dick obsession was due to the fact that I used to have one and missed it or something but whatever the case I sure liked them now and I liked having them in my mouth.

Kyle didn’t talk a whole lot and when he did it was usually to praise some aspect of my beauty, which wasn’t the worst topic of conversation from my point of view and spared me from having to worry about my small talk giving away my secret. I know it’s vain but I liked being thought of as beautiful. It was a new feeling for me and something I was still trying to get used to but there was no doubt that I was a sucker for flattery.

Kyle had this fancy old love seat thing up against one wall of the garage which was probably some kind of antique but looked like it needed a little restoration work. After I had sucked him off for a bit he had me go over to the sofa and literally posed me on it. Then he took off his shirt, grabbed a big pad of paper, and started sketching me while his dick was still sticking out of his pants. It almost made me laugh but I could see the fire in his eyes and the passion in the way he attacked that pad and wondered if he’d attack me as passionately when he was ready to claim my pussy.

The answer was a resounding “yes” as once he finished sketching he tore off his pants and pounced on me. I was on my back with my legs kind of wrapped around him and I could see the fire was still in his eyes as he began to thrust his cock inside me.

“You’re truly amazing, you know,” he said as he locked his gaze on mine, “Something ethereal and almost otherworldly. It’s hard to define but something I want to capture.”

I suppose I was “otherworldly” in that I had been created by some kind of strange magic for some unknown reason but I wondered if he could really sense that or whether it was just some artist’s pickup line. A guy at a bar probably wouldn’t call me “ethereal” right off the bat but it seemed totally natural coming from Kyle.

There wasn’t any messing around with Kyle on that love seat, he was all business and we were tightly locked together bucking in unison like a well-oiled machine. He hit the ground running and my pussy took the full onslaught from start to finish. I couldn’t take my eyes off of his until an orgasm caused them to roll back into my head and I couldn’t focus on anything, I knew I was still fucking but the details were now more blurry and I just knew that I was doing exactly what I wanted to be doing.

Just before he ejaculated he pulled out and scooted up so that he could feed me his cum and I swallowed it hungrily and appreciatively. Again there was no conversation, no asking me where I wanted him to finish, just his throbbing cock shooting hot jets of jizz into my open mouth.

Then we scheduled our next session and I got dressed and went home.


CHAPTER 10:

I know some critics of porn would describe what had happened as some kind of male wish-fulfillment fantasy but I didn’t see why it couldn’t be just as much a female wish-fullment fantasy as well. Hot artist makes passionate love to his model after spending several intimate hours working together. No fanfare, no promises, no expectations, just raw lustful energy that led to both of us getting what we really wanted. Maybe that was the old male side of my brain speaking or something but I didn’t see anything remotely wrong with what he had done or how it all had gone down.

I was really starting to enjoy modeling. Even though being an artists model was a very static and disciplined job I felt like I was contributing on an essential level by providing the inspiration needed for the whole project. Obviously someone could paint a tree or a bowl of fruit, and many had over the years, but to paint a living person required some kind of human connection. I actually started to wonder whether that was my real “calling” in life, to be a muse, if you will, to fuel someone’s creativity.

That was such a different way of thinking for me but I was such a different person now. Growing up as a male, especially in the era I grew up in, I think I probably embraced a lot of qualities of “toxic masculinity” as we would say today. I was old enough to remember the openly sexist attitudes that were prevalent in society and the way that gender roles were so strictly laid out and enforced. I always felt like I was in competition with any other man I met to be stronger, to be more successful, to be more popular with the ladies. To lead, to dominate, and to never show any weakness or vulnerability. Of course I failed at that plenty of times, as all men do, but it was a guiding light that made me fall into the typically male trap of trying to do everything on my own instead of asking for help, or feeling the constant need to be seen in a “typically” masculine way.

That was all out the window now and I was finding that it was quite a relief. I was letting my instincts and true feelings guide a lot of my actions in ways I had never done before. I was trying to do what made me happy instead of what I thought I was supposed to do. Sure, being a model was kind of a crazy career path that didn’t promise a lot of stability or longevity but that was okay. I had been given the gift of youth which meant that this could easily be just a “phase” on the journey that is a full life. A chapter in the new autobiography that I was writing.

The fact that I was now a woman didn’t necessarily cause me to choose a different path but I definitely felt that it freed me to pursue it with fewer reservations than I might have had otherwise. I just didn’t feel as restrained by the pressure to behave a certain way as I always had. It’s like nobody thinks it’s weird if a girl dances around and acts goofy and has a good time even if they’re completely sober. It’s hard to explain how incredibly liberating that feeling was after 67 years of keeping my emotions in check and trying to maintain a dignified posture at all times. In short I came to realize that I’d rather have a dick up my ass than a stick up my ass.

Speaking of which, it was Kyle who introduced me to anal sex, or I guess I should say took my anal virginity. In my quest for the ultimate sex toy collection I had acquired some butt plugs and whatnot and begun “training” my anus for the possibility of being penetrated some day by an actual penis.

It happened after my third session in Kyle’s garage/studio. After the second one he had grabbed some lube, that I originally thought was a tube of paint since it kind of resembled that, and slathered a bunch around inside my anus before finger banging my ass.

“I’m going bigger next time,” he had warned me and he was true to his word.

After the third session Kyle had posed me, which is how I always thought of it, with my knees on the love seat cushions and my arms draped over the back of it. Then he stood on the floor behind me and grabbed my hips as he pressed his dick into my tight asshole. Between the lube and my prep work at home he actually slid in rather easily, which was a relief.

As usual there hadn’t been a ton of discussion about the whole anal thing aside from him telling me that he planned to fuck me in the ass. Again I wasn’t sure which part of my brain found that confidence so sexy but it was probably a combination of both my male and female mind. The male part was always impressed to see a man who was that ballsy, knowing that it’s not the way I would have ever done things, and the female side just got off on a man taking charge.

In any case I found that getting fucked in the ass could be quite exciting and stimulating so I logged that away for future reference. I liked the idea of being the girl who was up for anything. I mean why be a prude? I had known a number of women who acted like having sex with you was this big favor they were doing you and God forbid that you wanted to try anything kinky or adventurous. Maybe it was just me and I sucked at pleasing women, or maybe they really didn’t enjoy sex the way I did as a girl, but sometimes it felt like it was just something in their heads that had conditioned them to think that sex was basically just for men or something like that. Fortunately I knew better and could enjoy a wide variety of sexual experiences, including ones that involved taking a cock up your ass.

Our fourth session was the final one and I couldn’t wait to see the finished results, which Kyle had been hiding from me as much as possible, although I had been able to steal a glance or two when he wasn’t looking. I was really impressed because Kyle obviously had real talent and seeing myself immortalized on canvas was actually kind of an emotional experience.

“It’s so beautiful...I mean the painting, not me,” I said modestly.

“If it’s beautiful it’s because you’re beautiful and I’ve just been able to capture some essence of that,” Kyle replied, being unusually modest himself, which wasn’t generally his thing.

We fucked after that, of course, and that was pretty beautiful too. And then that was basically it. I still saw him in class sometimes but he was moving on to his next project, or muse, or conquest, however you wanted to look at it. Maybe the guy would become famous someday and my painting would be hanging in a museum or something or maybe it was just going to sit around in his house or garage along with the other babes he had painted.

My next potential career move came when a girl with purple hair approached me after a modeling session at the college and asked me if I had ever done any photographic work.

“No, but I’m certainly not opposed to it,” I told her.

“I heard about you from a friend. She kept telling me about this incredibly hot model that I’d love to shoot and I can see why,” the girl replied.

“Thank you. What kind of photography do you do?” I asked.

“I photograph women. Sometimes alone, sometimes with other women.”

“Okay, sounds like I have the basic qualifications,” I joked, “but I don’t have any experience with that kind of modeling.”

“Don’t worry about it, that’s my problem. I can’t pay much but you’ll build a portfolio and I should mention that you’ll probably be nude sometimes,” said the photographer.

“Not a problem. I just spent three hours in there being buck naked in front of a room full of people,” I pointed out.

“Cool. I’ve seen sketches of you and I can tell you’ve got a rockin’ body,” said the girl.

“Thanks again,” I said with a smile. “So these pictures with other women, would they be nude?” I inquired.

“Would that be a problem?”

“Not in the least.”

“Fantastic!” said the girl. “I think we’re going to get along fine.”


CHAPTER 11:

The photographer’s name was Teri Sanchez and she was short and spunky. Like Kyle I thought she looked very arty but that was mostly her purple hair I guess. She usually wore a tank top with no bra under it and kind of baggy “army” pants with a bunch of pockets that seemed to be stuffed with batteries and data chips and cigarettes and who knows what else. I got the impression that she might be a lesbian but she didn’t make any announcements about sleeping with her models so I left that to my imagination for the time being.

For our first photo shoot she had me wear a very feminine and kind of frilly dress and we just walked around the college campus for a while, snapping pictures here and there. She said she just wanted to get a feel for me but I did wonder whether she purely meant that in a professional way or whether she had any personal desires to “feel” me in a more intimate way.

I hit it off with Teri right from the start. For one thing I didn’t have any female friends that I hung out with, although I had always been friendly with the girls on the softball team, so it was kind of nice to just pal around with her. Sometimes we’d just get coffee and talk for a while and maybe look at some of the pictures she had shot of me or other people and never actually do any work, but that was fine with me.

From the pictures she showed me it seemed obvious that she liked pretty girls who were very feminine. I sort of suspected that might be her personal taste as well.

A lot of the time we took pictures just outdoors somewhere like a park or strolling along a sidewalk. Sometimes she just snapped pictures of me candidly when we were just hanging out which kind of blurred the line between artist and model I thought but it was nothing that bothered me. She also had a little studio set up in her home that had some backdrops and lights and stuff. My first session in the studio environment was going to be a shoot with another girl where we’d both be in some pretty sexy lingerie and I was kind of excited to shift into this new area of modeling.

The other model was a dark-haired girl named Adriana, which contrasted nicely with my light hair. We started out just standing next to each other striking a few poses but then Teri got down to the real reason we were together.

Teri had Adriana sit on the floor while I kind of stretched out with my head in her lap. In one shot Adriana was stroking my hair and in another I was reaching up and cupping one of her breasts. Ultimately we were guided into a make out session and I could feel myself getting incredibly aroused. Teri was invisible yet everywhere at once. She would sort of swoop in and move a hand or brush a strand of hair then disappear again. Sometimes she would coach us and sometimes she would just let us do whatever we felt like doing.

It was a strange thing for me because I had made out with women way more than I had ever made out with men in my life but it was the first time I was doing it as a woman myself. It was also strange because I had never done any kind of modeling like this that involved fooling around with someone else, male or female. I wasn’t sure what the rules were.

The closest we came to something pornographic was when one of my boobs popped out of my bra and Adriana fondled it a a bit before sucking on my exposed nipple but that was basically the end of the shoot.

“That was fucking hot you guys,” said Teri enthusiastically. “Come take a look.”

Teri popped a memory card into a reader on her computer and brought up a number of shots from the session we had just completed. I had to admit that they were pretty fucking hot and seeing myself looking that sexy, especially when engaged in some heavy necking with another pretty girl, just reminded me of how horny I still was.

After we finished looking at the photos Adriana headed off to the bathroom to change clothes and Teri asked me if I wanted to stick around and maybe have a drink or something. I was in no hurry so I agreed to stay and when Adriana came back we said our goodbyes and Adriana took off leaving me alone with the purple-haired photographer.

“I guess I should go change,” I said.

“You don’t have to on my account,” said Teri.

“Okay,” I said trying to figure out if she was coming on to me at last.

Teri fixed us a drink and we sat on the couch chatting for a bit. It wasn’t quite the naked woman/clothed man thing but it was sort of in the ballpark.

“Sorry about the wardrobe malfunction,” I joked.

“You never have to apologize to me for showing me your tits,” she replied.

“Do you want to see them now?” I asked.

“Yeah, I do,” said Teri.

I reached around my back and unfastened my bra, a move I still wasn’t terrible smooth with, and then pulled the thing off and tossed it aside. I thought Teri would touch them or kiss them or at least comment on them but instead she grabbed her camera and snapped a couple of pictures.

“So you cut us off once things started to get a little heavy. Is there a specific line that you don’t cross?” I asked.

“Not necessarily,” Teri replied. “Would you have liked to have gone further?”

“I wouldn’t have minded,” I said.

“Do you like girls?”

“I’d say I probably prefer men but I’m open-minded, and I certainly have no trouble appreciating an attractive woman.”

“I’m glad to hear you say that,” said Teri as she leaned over and kissed me.

A moment later she was basically on top of me as we continued to kiss. She pushed my panties aside and began to feel me up and our kissing became a little more passionate. This was like being a man, I thought, only a bit better because I didn’t have to worry about an erection.

Teri pulled off her familiar tank top and we were soon pressing our bare breasts together. Teri was small but she definitely seemed to be the aggressor, which was fine by me. While I certainly wouldn’t call her “butch” I could easily imagine that she liked to be the top and got off on overtly feminine girls like me who were happy to be the bottom. I thought it was kind of funny that even though I used to be a man I so easily thought of myself as “overtly feminine” and willingly embraced the bottom role even with other women. I guess maybe there was just kind of a passive streak in me that I didn’t know about, or maybe it was still the fact that girly sex was so new to me that I welcomed any guidance I could get.

Pretty soon Teri was out of her cargo pants and I was down to just my stockings and a garter belt. Teri pushed my legs open and went to town on my pussy with her mouth, which felt absolutely fantastic. I could really do much of anything but lay there and enjoy it so that’s what I did.

I wondered whether I would have been so receptive to this girl-on-girl action had I been born female or whether I would have had hangups about it being a homosexual act. I had certainly heard many times that girls were more likely to fool around with other girls than boys were to do any gay experimenting but I had no idea whether there was any truth to that. Having played for both teams now I was just happy to get in the game anytime I could.

Teri made me cum and then we kissed some more and I got her off with my fingers so it seemed like a pretty good deal all around. We had another drink and Teri took a few more pictures of me and then it felt like we were kind of winding it down.

“Do you think you’d ever be up for taking some pictures like that?” she asked me.

“You mean nude? Sure,” I replied.

“Well I meant getting more intimate with another woman,” said Teri.

“Yeah, I think so, but I feel like I should ask what you do with this stuff,” I said.

“You mean am I getting rich off of lesbian porn?” Teri said with a laugh.

“No I was just curious.”

“As well you should be. I know I’m paying you next to nothing because basically I’m just perfecting my craft and building a portfolio. I don’t even have a decent web page yet. I still consider myself a student basically. But the more pictures I take of you in different circumstances the more options that might open up for you down the line. The more explicit stuff is basically for my own pleasure, I’m not even sure that I’d want to do that commercially,” Teri explained. “But I think you may have a future in the modeling game. There’s something about you that’s kind of hard to define but I really see it through my lens. It’s almost like an ethereal quality or something.”


CHAPTER 12:

Ethereal. There was that word again. The ancient Greeks believed that the world was composed of earth, air, fire and water but the heavens were made of an invisible substance called ether. In English the word ethereal had come to mean something heavenly, otherworldly or divine. It could also mean something that was unnaturally beautiful, light or delicate.

Looking at it objectively I was kind of “otherworldly” in that I wasn’t born into this body and only inhabited it because of some “divine” magic or power beyond my comprehension. As far as I was concerned I was real in that my boobs were surgical enhanced and I had my periods like any other woman but these artists seemed to be able to spot my uniqueness without being able to identify the cause. I wondered if other people got the same vibe from me but just didn’t try to articulate it.

I knew I was attractive from the first time I saw myself in a mirror but I also didn’t think I was some world class bombshell beauty. I had pretty great skin, but who doesn’t at 21? I loved the shape of my breasts but they certainly weren’t unusually large. When I thought about “supermodels” someone like Kate Upton popped into my head but when I looked at lists of the top supermodels of all time it was pretty obvious that their looks were all over the map. They certainly weren’t all just pretty white blonde girls with big boobs, they were all women who had some “it” factor that was hard to peg down.

Now it seemed a bit unlikely to me that most, or any of them were actually elderly males who had been magically transformed into beautiful young women but it seemed to me that maybe I did have some intangible qualities that might serve me well in the modeling profession. People wanted to sketch me, paint me, photograph me and yes, fuck me. I was a total novice at both modeling and fucking but it all seemed to come very naturally to me.

It was kind of scary to think about that because I had always been rooted in some pretty down-to-earth logic. If you were good with numbers you should do something with accounting or take advanced math classes and go into science. If you were gifted athletically then you should work out and build your body up and train for some specific sport. If you were good at public speaking you could join the school debate team and practice giving speeches in front of a mirror while you contemplated a political career. Possessing a secret inner beauty that I had no control over was a hard thing to harness. I was trying to learn the basics of posing and stamina and taking direction but as far as the intangible stuff went I couldn’t figure out how to improve it. In fact I was afraid that if I thought about it too much I might ruin it and come across as fake or something.

I suppose I really liked the idea that what I initially thought of as a curse, being a man turned into a woman, might actually be a blessing in disguise. It kind of made me feel special, like I had a superpower or something. Maybe there was something “special” about me and maybe there wasn’t but it felt like something that would be fun to continue exploring.

When Teri told me she wanted to do a more explicit shoot I was all for it. I really wasn’t worrying too much about what my grand kids would think if they ever found out about someday because frankly the thought of having kids was very far from my mind and hardly seemed like something I should let get in the way of my interests at this point in my life.

We were shooting in Teri’s home studio again but I had a different partner this time, a lovely girl named Carol who had long silky hair and a super fine ass. The session started pretty much the way the other had with us posing together in lingerie, resting a head on a shoulder or a hand on a breast or stroking a cheek. Then we were told to begin getting more physical and Carol and I began kissing. This time it wasn’t a wardrobe malfunction that made the first boob pop out it was Carol deliberately pulling one side of her bra down and pushing my head onto her nipple which I sucked quite readily.

Teri had a small couch, that was more of a modern thing than the one in Kyle’s studio, and we all stopped the action for a few moments to help her put it in place in front of the backdrop we were using. Then it was back to making out and the clothing started to get pushed aside or removed entirely.

Teri started getting a little more specific in her direction and wanted to see us doing some “tribbing” which I discovered meant two girls rubbing their pussies together so I ended up on my back on the sofa while Caroline sort of straddled my pubic area and we began to move and gyrate our lower parts to bring our genitals into contact. Surprisingly it was a lot like fucking but without penetration and I could definitely see why a lesbian might have that in her arsenal.

Later we moved into a variety of other poses, kissing, rubbing, fingering, sucking and licking all over. Sometimes Teri stopped us and told us to hold a pose or to go back to something we had just been doing and sometimes she just let us play. At one point when she popped in to make an adjustment I noticed she had taken her shirt off and was now topless and I wondered if she was planning on joining us at some point.

We kept going for a while but then suddenly there was Teri, buck naked and without her camera, grinning from ear to ear.

“Okay bitches, I can’t just watch any longer,” she said with a chuckle. “Too much tasty pussy on display.”

I certainly didn’t mind and it looked like Caroline didn’t either. I had seen some hot nude photos of Caroline in the past so I got the impression that she and Teri had probably hooked up sexually before. It was the first three-way I had ever participated in as either a man or a woman so it was extra exciting. Teri was aggressive again but it was a little harder for her to totally dominate the situation with so many moving parts in play at the same time. Even so I literally found myself on the bottom quite a bit as Caroline licked my slit and Teri rode my face or some similar combination.

Maybe I was just the “fresh meat” but I did end up feeling like I was getting a hell of a lot of attention from both of them. Not that I wasn’t trying to be a team player but they just kept setting up situations where I was sort of the centerpiece of the action.

When we finally finished Teri uncorked a bottle of halfway decent wine and we enjoyed that while we looked through the pictures we had taken. None of us had bothered to get dressed first but it was all so casual it didn’t seem out of the ordinary.

I had a feeling that Kyle and Teri fucking their models was probably not the most professional thing to do but on the other hand why not mix business with pleasure if everyone is on the same page? It wasn’t like I was being told that I wouldn’t get this huge payday unless I slept with someone but even then I wondered if I’d be likely to object too much. Of course I found Kyle and Teri very attractive so I suppose it might depend on who I had to sleep with but the philosophical implications of that sort of thing didn’t really shock me or cause me to shy away from the business.

Of course I was just a 21-year-old slut discovering sex for the first time as a woman and modeling for fun and out of curiosity as much as anything else. If I stuck with this career path and started doing more professional gigs I might take a more professional attitude as well but for the moment I was happy to have these combination posing/fucking sessions.


CHAPTER 13:

I decided that I should probably start identifying as bi-sexual, although I couldn’t really think of any good reason why I needed to. It wasn’t like there was a straight/gay/bi checkbox on my passport or driver’s license or something. It just seemed like after my two lesbian encounters I was probably pretty open to future experiences of a similar nature so if anyone ever asked me if I liked fooling around with girls I could just give a straight answer, no pun intended.

And for the sake of full disclosure I think I should mention my one same sex experience that took place long ago when I was a much younger male, younger even than I was now. There was this homophobic jerk who was always bragging about how straight he was and how much of a pussy most men were compared to him. “That guy’s a fag” was one of his favorite expressions. Anyway he was bragging about how another dude could jerk him off all day and he’s never ejaculate but he could get the average guy off in no time.

I thought the guy was a total jerk, but I had no idea if he was telling the truth about being totally immune to another man giving him a hand job. Even so I found his boast so disgusting that I took him up on his challenge. In front of several witnesses we both dropped our pants and stood facing each other. With one of the bystanders checking the time on his watch we proceeded to try and jack each each other off.

We were both hard when we pulled out our dicks so that gave me some hope. Just the thought of showing my cock to a group of people had gotten me kind of aroused but this idiot was also turned on by something. 38 seconds, I still remember the exact time to this day. I jerked the jerk off in barely over half a minute. Of course he stopped stroking me as soon as he realized he had just humiliated himself in front of all his friends and took off running. I made a crude joke to one of the girls in the crowd about finishing me off or something like that, which I’m not proud of now, but in my own way I was trying to prove my own anti-gay credentials in spite of the fact I had just made a dude cum all over my hand.

I don’t honestly know how much longer I would have lasted if he hadn’t shot his wad so quickly and I never engaged in any activity like that again but as a newly-minted and proud member of the LGBTQ+ community I can freely admit that I had found the experience very arousing.

It didn’t scar me for life or cause me to seek therapy but it was always kind of a dark secret that I locked away in the back of my brain and never related the story to anyone before now. Knowing what I now knew about how awesome cock could be maybe I would have been tempted to explore that side of my nature more. Of course it was a different time back then and it wasn’t just a question of not being able to have a same sex marriage and it wasn’t until 2003 that the Supreme Court finally ruled that gay sex was protected by the Constitution.

Of course with a Supreme Court willing to overturn half a century of reproductive rights for women it wasn’t hard to imagine that they would be gunning for gay sex sometime in the near future but at least the popular attitude of the majority of people in the country was squarely on the side of the government keeping their noses out of the bedroom.

So I was bi-sexual and I didn’t care who knew...at least until they started rounding us up and shipping us off to concentration camps. For the time being I would suck cock and lick pussy like a free American with the right to life, liberty and the pursuit of an orgasm, to slightly paraphrase Thomas Jefferson.


CHAPTER 14:

I had been so busy with modeling, both for the classroom stuff and with Teri, and my yoga training that I hadn’t really been thinking about much else (aside from sex of course) but every time I opened my trunk and saw my clubs I was reminded that I still hadn’t played a round yet as a woman. I was already in pretty great condition from the moment I was transformed but I figured the yoga stuff might actually improve my golf game as well as my modeling so one morning I hit the links.

It was a quiet middle of the week time so the course was pretty empty but there did happen to be a young man signing in at the same time I was and the starter asked if we minded playing together.

“I don’t mind, if you don’t mind playing with a girl,” I teased the other golfer.

“I don’t mind, as long as you don’t kick my ass to hard. Not sure my masculinity could handle that,” he joked back.

So we paired up and got sent to the first tee right after picking up our golf cart, which I let the man drive. It didn’t come up in the conversation I just jumped in the passenger seat. I didn’t really think the guy was threatened by playing a girl but I figured I was there to golf not wage a battle for feminism or something.

My partner’s name was Paul Goff and he was tall dark and handsome as they say. Or as they used to say, I’m not sure anyone says that anymore. I was used to wagering a couple of bucks a hole on a round of golf but I didn’t mind that Paul didn’t suggest it. Since I had no idea how evenly matched we might be I didn’t want to add to his discomfort by potentially taking his money along with his pride.

Fortunately I didn’t have anything to worry about there because Paul obviously knew what he was doing and as well as I was playing it was kind of a struggle to keep up. I did have a pretty impressive recovery shot from a bunker on the 7th hole that left me with a tap in for a birdie so that pretty much made my day as far as I was concerned but I was also having a really good time just chatting with Paul in between.

After we finished Paul suggested that we go to the clubhouse and have a drink.

“If you’re old enough to drink that is,” he added with a grin. “A Contributing to the Delinquency of a Minor charge wouldn’t be great for my law career.”

“I’m old enough to drink so you won’t get into any trouble there,” I said with a laugh.

We actually ended up both just having an ice tea because it was turning into a hot afternoon and that sounded more refreshing. We talked about the round we had just played and made some other light chit chat and I asked him about law school and he asked me if I was a student. Without really thinking about it I told him about my degree.

“No offense, but I would have guessed that you were closer to graduating from high school than from college,” he commented.

“None taken. I’m really 67-years-old and just have a great skin care regimen,” I joked.

“Well you ought to bottle that and sell it, it would make a fortune,” he said with a laugh. “Just wait until I pass the BAR so that I can represent your company when you set it up.”

When he asked me for a date I jumped at the opportunity. We hadn’t really been very flirty and he didn’t do any of the typical “man stuff” like offer to help me with my swing as an excuse to press up against my back or anything corny like that. Nothing special had happened but I definitely felt some chemistry there and I guess he did too.

He may have still been a student but he obviously got some money from somewhere because he came to pick me up for our date in a rather nice car and took me to a pretty fancy restaurant. During our dinner conversation I learned that he came from a family of successful lawyers and was basically following in their footsteps so that probably explained the financial backing.

“I totally get the family business thing but if you weren’t going for a law career what do you think you’d be doing instead?” I asked.

“Well, actually I’ve always loved painting, although I’m not very good at it,” he replied.

“You mean painting like an artist sitting in front of a canvas or painting like redoing a kitchen with a different color?”

“I meant sitting in front of a canvass but I’m pretty good at painting a kitchen as well,” he said with a laugh.

“That’s kind of an unexpected coincidence,” I said. “I’ve actually done a bit of modeling.”

“I can totally see that. You’ve got that look. It’s kind of hard to put into words but there’s just something that kind of radiates from you,” said Paul.

“I get that a lot,” I said with a laugh, “although I’m usually described as ethereal.”

“I’ve seen how far you can drive a golf ball so it’s a little hard to think of you as delicate exactly, but there is an intangible quality about you that I find completely irresistible. I hope you’ll show me some of your work sometime,” said Paul.

Kyle obviously had the painting he did of me in his home but he did send me a really good digital version of it which I had on my phone because I was so proud of the work we had done so I pulled it up and showed it to Paul.

“That’s really impressive,” said Paul, “both from the artist’s standpoint and of course the subject matter. I would love to be able to paint like that someday.”

“Well if you need a model I work pretty cheap,” I joked.

“Do you always pose nude?”

“For the art stuff I always have so far but I’ve also been doing some photography modeling that isn’t all naked,” I told him. “I’m pretty new to the whole modeling thing so I don’t have a ton of experience yet.”

“Look, I’m going to have to make a confession here. I truly do appreciate the artistic aspects of that painting and your crucial role in that process but as a man out on a date with you it’s hard to look at that picture and not have my mind running off in prurient directions,” said Paul with a grin.

“You’re wondering if it’s a preview of coming attractions?” I asked.

“Maybe something like that,” I replied.

“Well I don’t see why it couldn’t be,” I said.

“Check please!”


CHAPTER 15:

We went back to Paul’s place, which was nice, neat, and filled with books, but didn’t display the same conspicuous wealth as his car. Maybe the car had been a graduation present or something I thought.

As I glanced at his books I saw that there were a lot of law books and books on history and political subjects but there were quite a few books on art as well. I liked that eclectic mix of interests. Obviously there was nothing wrong about going out with a guy who was going to be a lawyer someday but the fact that we both enjoyed art and golf gave us at least a couple of shared interests.

In my 67 years on the planet I had always found it interesting how people segued into having sex. Sometimes they went straight for the bedroom, and sometimes the fooling around started somewhere else and continued on the journey home before exploding on the spot as soon as one got through the door, but more times than not it seemed that it started on a couch, and this was no exception.

When I was a young man trying to woo a woman I experimented with all kinds of couch techniques like lowering the lights or putting on music. Drinks were usually involved although I never tried to get anyone intoxicated. It was intended as more of an icebreaker for both of us to relax a little and it also provided with with an excuse to make the thing seem less obvious than it was. I wanted to get in the girl’s panties and she knew that I wanted to get in her panties so the trick was to make it so that she wanted me to get in her panties without feeling like all I wanted was to get in her panties.

It didn’t seem like times had changed all that much in that regard, and it was interesting being the one who was being wooed, but I had already decided that I wanted him to get in my panties from the moment I agreed to go out with him, if not sooner. I probably would have fucked him on the golf course if the conversation had been more overtly flirtatious. Consequently I stood up and took off my clothes as Paul watched from the sofa.

“I think I promised you a look at this in the flesh, as it were,” I said seductively as I peeled off the last of my clothing and struck a pose.

“I sort of knew what to expect and yet I’m speechless at how beautiful you are,” said Paul as he stood up and took me in his arms.

Yes it was me nude with a fully clothed man thing again but in this case it just kind of happened because I wanted to cut to the chase and show him what I knew he was desperate to see. His hand went between my legs immediately as we started to kiss and I felt something on a gut level that I hadn’t really felt before in my previous sexual encounters. Sort of like butterflied, but not from nerves. I barely knew this man but something inside me was getting kind of mussy and emotional just from making out.

I had tried to be pragmatic, maybe even a little cynical by getting clever and using my vast experience as a man to anticipate Paul’s thoughts and actions but with his tongue in my mouth and his finger in my gash I kept thinking about how much I hoped he really liked me and would want to see me again rather than just thinking about getting laid because that sounded like fun. It actually made me panic for a moment. Was I putting out too quickly? Would that make him see me as just a piece of ass instead of an interesting woman who had more to offer him than just her holes?

“So do you think you could ever respect a woman who gives it up so easily on the first date?” I sudden;y blurted out.

“What an interesting question. I don’t think I’ve ever heard anyone put it quite that directly,” said Paul with a slight chuckle. “That would seem like kind of a double standard to me if I equated character with a woman’s sexuality. We can go at whatever pace you like so don’t feel like you have to rush into this quickly or lose my interest or feel like you have to play hard to get to make me value you as a person. In my mind whatever we do here tonight as consenting adults is just a reflection of the attraction we have for one another, not some kind of test to prove how serious we are.”

“I’m very glad to hear that because I really want to suck your cock right now but I didn’t want to screw anything up by acting too slutty,” I said as I crouched down and got his prick out of his pants.

Paul had a really lovely cock I thought. Just a good-looking specimen of manhood of generous length and girth and with an appealing shape. It probably sounds ridiculous to say this but my mouth was practically watering as I stroked him and prepared to take his rod into my mouth for the first time. It’s funny that I distinctly remember thinking about it as the “first” BJ I would ever give him, as if it was already a given that there would be more.

As anxious as I was to devour his cock I took my time in pampering it first with a lot of stroking and licking and kissing. I really wanted Paul to enjoy it and to see how much I enjoyed what I was doing. Once I finally had his dick in my mouth I frequently looked up at him and tried to make eye contact but sometimes he kind of had his head back and his eyes closed so I didn’t always accomplish that goal. Even so I could see that he was happy so that made me happy and I just kept going.

A weird thought popped into my head and I worried that if I did too good of a job he might finish up right there and since he still had his clothes on the convenient thing would be to stick his dick back in his pants and drive me home. I really wanted him to make love to me but I felt foolish having to ask if I could spend the night.

And for some crazy reason I also had a flashback to that 38 second hand job I gave that homophobic asshole back in the day. I wanted so badly to make a fool of him that I couldn’t wait to make him ejaculate, and then felt incredibly guilty finishing myself off later thinking about his hot sticky cum all over my hand. I had been fascinated by jizz ever since and loved to watch cum shot compilation videos trying hard not to associate that with being gay in any way. Now I was free to make men ejaculate as much as I wanted with no repressed feelings but here I was worrying about making a guy bust a nut too quickly for entirely different reasons.

“Hey I’m in no hurry to be going anywhere tonight so if you want to finish up here I’m up for an encore later,” I suddenly announced.

“That’s good to know,” Paul replied, “because I don’t think I could stop myself now even if I wanted to.”

A few moments later I felt his cock tense up and then he began to pump his essence into my mouth. I was glad that I had spoken up, even if it hadn’t been necessary, because I really wanted to be able to be honest with Paul and not feel like I had to play a lot of games. I had been in too many relationships where I had felt like there was always a lot of guesswork involved in trying to figure out what the other person really wanted, and sometimes getting punished for it if I guessed wrong.

After I had drained his balls and cleaned his shaft we went into the bedroom and I helped Paul undress. Then we got on the bed and started fooling around rather gently until he was hard again. I thought his lovemaking was superb the way he sort of organically moved us around into different positions and variations and I knew I was in the hands of somebody who knew what he was doing. One minute I’d be lying on my side with Paul spooning me while he lifted my upper leg and then he would just casually flip me over on my back and get on top of me. It felt very smooth and natural and those butterflies just kept doing cartwheels in my stomach every time I looked into his eyes.

It was just a beautiful night all around and made me really glad that I had decided to play golf that day. I had honestly never thought of the golf course as a pickup place but damn if I hadn’t struck gold with that round. I don’t think I ever had as fond a recollection of losing at golf.


CHAPTER 16:

Paul quickly became a central figure in my life even though his schedule kept him very busy. We talked on the phone, texted and emailed each other a lot, usually just to keep in touch and talk about how our day was going. Weekends were our big getting together time and Paul often took me to art galleries or museums where I learned a lot about famous painters and styles of art. Ever since I had started modeling I had focused on that part of the process but it seemed like it was a good time to broaden my horizons and learn something about the field I was endeavoring to work in.

Of course I was also really interested in the history of famous models who sat for some of the great artists of the world or were specifically linked to one master artist who immortalized them hundreds, or even thousands of times. A lot of these women were quite fascinating and accomplished in their own right as artists themselves, or fashion designers, or businesswomen. Some were basically the supermodels of their day and defined feminine beauty for different generations.

I liked the idea of that duality, of being a muse to inspire someone else but still being a successful woman at the same time outside of the modeling thing. I loved being a muse who could motivate someone else to create something but I didn’t necessarily want to feel like that was my only function in life.

When I started dating Paul I thought it was fascinating watching myself become someone’s girlfriend for the first time in my life but I soon realized that it wasn’t really all that different than being a boyfriend had been. There were some social traditions like letting a man be a “gentleman” and open doors for me or receiving flowers as a gift, and there were some practical differences in the amount of time and effort I put into getting ready for a date, but by and large we were just two people enjoying each other’s company and the more I saw of Paul the more I saw us as a team or a partnership.

I suppose I had always been kind of a romantic heart so I appreciated the little gestures and Paul was very good with that sort of thing. Sometimes I liked being kind of a “bro” and slipping back into my masculine past but other times I enjoyed being more classically feminine in a way. I suppose the fact that I had never hated being a man contributed to that. I think I could have lived the rest of my life being male without having any reason for regret or second thoughts but now that I’d had the chance to experience life all over again as a woman it felt like I was getting the best of both worlds.

Paul, being a law student, was very sharp and very observant. He also wasn’t quite as self-absorbed as a number of men I had met. Normally those would all have been very good things in my book but there were a number of things about me that were either kind of hard to explain since I was really a 67-year-old man living in the body of a 21-year-old woman. When you’re dating somebody you tend to talk to each other a lot, especially in the earlier stages when you’re trying to get acquainted and that was always tricky for me.

As I mentioned before my “early” graduation from college and lack of a family were unusual enough but I was constantly having to catch myself before I blurted out some detail that betrayed my true age like mentioning that I watched the Beatles on Ed Sullivan or saw the moon landing live. My intimate knowledge with the past made me seem well-informed but I was always on a tightrope trying not to reveal that I possessed that information because I had actually lived through those times. Paul noticed details and had a sense for spotting evasiveness or dishonesty which made me believe that he’d make a good lawyer, which was great for his career but problematic for me as his girlfriend.

How do you tell someone that the impossible is possible? When I magically became a girl everything about my past either vanished or got switched to my new gender yet my memories remained intact. I was living life as a 21-year-old for the second time but I remembered the first time pretty clearly. The more time I spent with Paul the more likely I was to slip up and I couldn’t think of any “evidence” to make my “case” that I really had been transformed at a carnival, to put it into legal terms that Paul would probably relate to.

And even if somehow I could convince him that what I was saying was true would he be comfortable with that knowledge? It wasn’t as bad as trying to convince an old friend who knew me as a man and might have a hard time adapting to the idea that the person he had always known was now totally different but I wondered whether Paul might freak out if he knew he was fucking some old dude, or just freak out because he was fucking a freak who defied all the rules of logic and nature and science.

On a more immediate level of transparency I had hesitated to show Paul some of my more explicit photographic work, wondering how he would react to seeing me cavorting around in what one might construe as lesbian pornography but he seemed fine with it. Actually every time I showed him sexy pictures of myself it made him want to fuck me but he pretty much wanted to fuck me all the time so that wasn’t really unusual. I thought he might suggest a three-way with one of my model friends but if he was thinking it he didn’t verbalize it.

Now when a man dates an attractive woman there are basically two opposite schools of thought, men tend to lean towards one or the other. The first is the hyper-jealous, she’s mine, nobody else should ever even look at her attitude and the other is the look at the kind of woman I can get, isn’t she hot, don’t you wish you could fuck her, smug/confident attitude. Obviously plenty of men fell somewhere in between those poles but for an aspiring model I was really glad that Paul seemed to lean towards the latter.

Of course the fact that all of the photos were taken by a woman and I was only posing with women might have had something to do with that but I didn’t try to hide the fact that I had posed for a man and posed nude in front of an entire class of both men and women. Now I didn’t go out of my way to tell him that the male artist who did my painting had fucked me at every session but I wouldn’t have lied about it if the subject had come up.

Much to my pleasant surprise Paul told me one day that he’d like to have me pose for him. He wanted to do some rough sketches of my body in different positions so I happily disrobed for him and worked my way through some of my standard classroom poses. It was actually a lot like the work I did in class except that Paul frequently interjected comments about what he would like to do to me sexually in my current pose. It got me pretty hot and I was tempted to tell him to put down the pad and get his big dick over to me as quickly as possible but as a muse it was my job to stimulate his art as well as his cock so I waited until he couldn’t wait anymore and then we aggressively made love on the floor.

I knew that Paul was going to be a lawyer not an artist but I loved that he had this creative side to him and I especially loved the fact that I was helping to bring that out and nuture it. It was a rush to be thought of as beautiful but it was even better to know that I was helping to create a thing of beauty.


CHAPTER 17:

I honestly don’t remember where we were going or coming from but one day we were out driving when we spotted a roadside carnival and Paul suggested that that we stop.

“I know these places are kind of corny,” he said, “but I always loved them as a kid and it sort of reminds me of my youth.”

“Yeah, I know what you mean,” I said a little nervously.

I had no reason to believe that it was the same carnival that had started me on this wild path of womanhood but I got kind of a weird feeling as we pulled into the parking area. It definitely looked familiar but most of these attractions looked pretty similar. It was more of a strange feeling in my stomach, although I didn’t know why I should be afraid to be here even if it was the same carnival. After all I had searched for it unsuccessfully for a time after being transformed.

I suppose it was the knowledge that this place might possess powerful magic that concerned me. Originally I was hoping that I would be able to use that somehow to turn back into my old self but now I was worried that it could happen, which was something I definitely didn’t want. Not having any idea how or why this carnival had made me female, other than the assumption that it had something to do with the Wheel of Chance game, I was apprehensive about pushing my luck.

Life as Patricia was going spectacularly well as far as I was concerned. I obviously loved being younger and healthier, and the sex was fantastic, but there was so much more to it. I had really embraced everything about femininity, even the stuff that wasn’t so fun, and started a new career path that I would never have explored in a million years. On top of all of that I had fallen in love with an incredibly cool guy that I could honestly see as being someone I might try to make a home with someday.

It was kind of hard to believe that I had gone from despair and desperation to being totally committed to womanhood in such a short time but that was what had happened. It wasn’t even just a matter of being resigned to my fate I actually preferred being a girl. The wheel hadn’t just given me my youth back it had given me an identity that I felt more comfortable with. My body lined up with my brain better and I had come to realize that a lot of my past behavior had been molded by social expectations rather than by my natural instincts and impulses. It sort of felt like maybe something had gotten out of whack in the Universe and that the wheel had put me back in the right place to correct that mistake and now I was terrified that it could all fall apart in the blink of an eye.

Paul and I strolled around the carnival for a little while and played a few games and ate some tasty but unhealthy foods and then I spotted it. The Wheel of Chance booth. The same guy was working it as before so I knew this had to be the one that I had changed my life. Despite my urge to turn and head in another direction I went straight for it.

“Step right up folks, your hopes, your dreams, your wishes might just be a spin of the wheel away,” said the barker.

“Imagine that, your whole life could be changed just by giving this guy some money and spinning that wheel,” Paul said with a laugh.

“Paul...what if I told you that might be true?” I asked.

“I’d say you were a very optimistic person, which is one of the things I love about you,” he replied.

“Do you remember when I joked that I was actually 67-years-old?”

“Not off the top of my head I must confess.”

“What if I told you that was true?”

“I think I’d ask to see your driver’s license,” he said with a chuckle.

Then I proceeded to tell him the whole story. I knew it made me sound like a lunatic but I just couldn’t stand keeping that secret in any longer and standing right there in front of the wheel I felt a powerful urge to make my confession. Paul mostly listened but interjected a few questions along the way. I knew I didn’t have much evidence to support my wild contention but I did point out the oddity of having graduated from a four year university despite being so young and more significantly the fact that I was drawing a pension from a company that I had retired from despite being only 21-years-old. Being the lawyer in training that he was that was the thing that seemed to really get his attention. Then it suddenly occurred to me that I had even more compelling evidence that I hadn’t really thought of before.

I had told him that my parents were both deceased, which they were, and made up some story about a tragic car accident but if anyone actually went to their graves they would see that they had died in their old age and couldn’t possibly have had a child running around who was only 21 now.

“I guess my closing argument would have to be that as crazy as this story sounds who the hell would make something like that up?” I said with a shrug. “I have absolutely no motive for wanting you to think I’m a total lunatic.”

“Honestly, as odd as it sounds, it actually makes some things make sense to me. Sometimes you make comments about things like payphones and record stores that sound like something my parents, or maybe even my grandparents would say,” Paul commented as he rubbed his chin thoughtfully.”

“I know, I can’t help it, stuff like that just slips out sometimes and I don’t even notice it. It’s hard to try and monitor every single thing you say, which is why it’s such a relief to be able to get this out in the open,” I said. “Please don’t hate me for taking so long to tell you. I’m just so much in love with you that I didn’t want to blow it by having you think I was a nut job.”

“Darling, I’d love you even if you were a nut job...although I’d probably encourage you to get some therapy,” said Paul.

“So it doesn’t freak you out that you’re really banging a 67-year-old man?” I asked.

“I don’t look at it that way, I just see a gorgeous young woman,” Paul replied. “Although I know better now than to wager any money on a 60’s trivia game with you or something.”

It’s hard to describe the incredible relief I felt in that moment. The veil of secrecy had been lifted and I could speak openly about my past life experiences without worrying that I would slip up. Of course I was also starting a new timeline. Each birthday going forward would be my second time experiencing that same event and after a certain number of years those original memories would probably fade quite a bit and the newer ones would seem more and more like my “real” life.

“So do you want to spin the wheel and see if you can get your old self back?” Paul asked. “I mean it would be heart breaking but maybe we could still be golf buddies or something.”

“No I’m not going to tempt fate. And you’re not going to spin it either because I like girls just fine but I love you the way you are and I’m not taking any chances on you losing that big beautiful cock of yours,” I said with a laugh.


CHAPTER 18:

Naturally as soon as we got home Paul stuck that big beautiful cock of his inside me and I felt incredibly happy for all the usual reasons but also because we had stumbled across that carnival. It allowed me to finally tell my story and it proved once-and-for-all that I had absolutely no desire to ever go back to the way things were before. Maybe writing something like “masculinity” as my wish would have just turned me into a really butch lesbian or maybe it wouldn’t have done anything but I wasn’t going to gamble with my beautiful femininity. Some things are just better not being left to chance.


AUTHOR’S NOTES:

I’m not even sure what inspired this story. Usually something triggers a “wouldn’t it be interesting if…” kind of thought and then I’m racing off into a world where someone has to deal with the challenges and rewards of changing their gender. I guess the age thing was probably what interested me the most. I’m guessing that a lot of people would voluntarily change gender if it meant that they could go back to their youth and live an entire life over again, even if they had never felt particularly dissatisfied with their current sex, just like I think that there would be rich people who would willingly be poor for an extra 50-60 years on this planet. Age hopefully brings you wisdom and maturity but there is something about the joy of youthfulness and the feeling of unlimited possibilities ahead of you that’s kind of irresistible.


SOCIAL MEDIA

I’ve recently started trying to establish some kind of more substantial social media presence. What I’m really hoping for is to get people to engage and communicate with me so that I can better understand what my readers want to see in the future. And I would like to use things like my blog as an outlet for some of my other artistic endeavors that I hope you will find entertaining and stimulating.

At the moment the two that I’m concentrating on are:

https://www.facebook.com/pages/Stacey-Zackerly-Author/1433132996914960

http://staceyzackerly.blogspot.com

There’s a lot of fun stuff starting to happen at the blog like my new cartoon/caption series called “Stacey’s World” that is a surprisingly honest and generally amusing look at my life primarily from a sexual perspective.

I would love to hear from you guys and make this relationship more of a two-way street. The fans that I’ve met online have been absolutely awesome and I can’t wait to make some new friends!


NEW VIDEOS!

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

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

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