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CHAPTER 1:

When Gerry James opened his eyes it took a moment to comprehend his location. He appeared to be in a hospital bed, but for the life of him he couldn't recall checking into a hospital for any reason. It certainly wasn't any hospital he was familiar with.

"Well, Sleeping Beauty awakes at last."

At least the voice was familiar. It belonged to old Dr. Crabtree. If that was Dr. Crabtree than Gerry must be in Green Castle. Yes, that made sense. He had been in Green Castle staying at his cabin. But what the hell was he doing in a hospital bed?

"How are you feeling?" asked the kindly old doctor.

"Actually, now that you mention it, I'm feeling pretty fine," Gerry replied. "A little light headed, but otherwise not bad at all."

"That's the pain killer I gave you, I would wager. And you had a sedative to help you sleep. You're a very lucky young lady, you know. Aside from that bump on your head and a couple of minor scratches there doesn't appear to be any serious damage. Nothing to scar that pretty face of yours anyway."

Gerry reached up and winced for a moment when he felt the small bump on his forehead. There appeared to be a bandage covering it but it was still sore to the touch.

"What happened?" asked Gerry.

"According to the accident report you were making a pretty tight turn on the old Coast Road when you apparently lost control of your car and smacked right into a tree. Jake, over at the garage, said your brakes looked like they were pretty worn out. Probably quit on you as you were making that turn. Luckily you veered off to the right and hit that tree. If you'd gone the other way you might have sailed right off the cliff."

"Yeah, those brakes have been squeaking for ages. I've been meaning to get them fixed but never seem to get around to it," Gerry explained.

"Well it is a handsome old car, I'll give you that, but you just might want to consider something a little more modern. Something with airbags maybe?"

"You're probably right, but modern cars just don't have any soul."

"Of course all of that heavy steel may have saved your life. They sure don't build them like they used to."

"How long do I have to stay here?" asked Gerry.

"You could probably go now but I think you might still be feeling those drugs a little too much. I'll come back in about an hour or so and check your vital signs. If everything's solid you can get dressed and go home."

The doctor shuffled off and Gerry lay back down in his bed and tried to reconstruct the events that had put him here. He had been in Green Castle for about a week now. Nothing unusual about that. He often came up here to work. He must have gone for a drive last night, but he couldn't recall exactly where he had gone or where he was going. It had rained a bit earlier in the evening so the road's were kind of wet and slippery. That must have contributed to the accident. Well thank God it wasn't worse.

Things were slowly starting to come back to him and make sense but suddenly Gerry realized that there was something very strange about the way Dr. Crabtree spoke to him. Didn't he refer to him as "Sleeping Beauty" and call him a "lucky young lady?" What hell was that all about? Was the old doctor getting that senile? He probably shouldn't be seeing patients if he couldn't keep men and women straight. Probably best to make an appointment with his regular doctor when he got home, Gerry thought.

Then Gerry realized that his voice had actually sounded different to him when he spoke. Higher and softer. More feminine. In his drugged out condition he wasn't thinking clearly, and the bump on his head may have contributed to that as well, but just to be certain he stole a quick peek under his hospital gown and was shocked to discover that he had very female breasts. His hand shot between his legs and to his horror his cock and balls were missing!

Had the accident been worse than they were letting on? Surely if he had suffered a severe wound to his groin there would be bandages down there. He let his hand roam down below again and realized that not only was his penis gone, in its place appeared to be a vagina. Even if he had lost his cock in an accident they wouldn't have replaced it with a pussy.

Gerry sat up in his bed and swung his feet over the side. There was a little closet in one corner of the room and he went over and opened it. There was a dress on a hanger and some under things folded neatly on a shelf. There was also a purse. There was no sign of his belongings at all. Feeling a little guilty about ransacking some woman's handbag he quickly took a peek inside and produced a wallet. As he flipped through it he was stunned by what he saw. There was a driver's license issued to some woman named Geraldine James who appeared to share his birthday and lived at his address. There was a Social Security card too, which was identical to his own, accept for the name Geraldine instead of Gerald.

With a growing sense of dread and disbelief Gerry realized that somehow, impossible though it was, he had been turned into a woman!


CHAPTER 2:

Gerald James was a reasonably successful author of romance novels. He wrote the kind of "bodice rippers" that you often saw in paperback form in supermarkets. It was a very old style of fiction that had been around forever, and certainly over the years the sexual content had become more and more explicit, as people no longer expected flowery euphemisms for intercourse all the time, but the old formula was pretty hard to beat.

These books were written for a female audience, and in many ways have always been considered sort of a "legitimate" alternative to pornography for women. They date back as far as ancient Greece, and possibly beyond. They can take place in many different settings and time periods but the core of the romance novel is two people meeting and developing a romantic relationship which inevitably concludes with an emotionally satisfying and optimistic ending.

Over the years people have tried to push the boundaries of the romance novel by merging it with other genres, or tweaking the basic format, but by and large it's one of the most popular and enduring forms of fiction ever created.

The term "bodice ripper" comes from the often slightly lurid covers that are used to entice potential readers. Fair maidens with heaving breasts held in the arms of a ridiculously attractive man have long been a staple of the format. Times change and trends come and go but it's always hard to beat a nice rack being shamelessly flaunted within the bounds of moral decency.

It wasn't what Gerry had planned to do with his life but Gerry wanted to eat and since no one had yet recognized his "serious" work as the next Great American Novel, he had turned his hand to something that paid. At first he wrote under the penname Carrie Watkins, thinking that a female author would appeal more to female readers, and also because he was a little shamed to be associated with such "pulp" fiction, but as soon as the books started selling and people expected him to do signings and other press junkets he came out of the literary closet and began writing under his own name.

Green Castle, California was a small town along the coast, not terribly far from the Oregon border. It was like a place frozen in time, something that really appealed to Gerry who favored almost all things older and more nostalgic. It was also quite remote and not really on the way to anywhere big in particular, another plus for a writer looking for solitude.

In many ways it greatly resembled some sort of village in New England, complete with an old lighthouse, and it had served as a stand-in for such a place in several movies and TV shows, but it's remote location and lack of services and amenities had made it a far less-popular filming location than it might have been otherwise.

Gerry had a little cabin, or beach house, perched precariously on the side of a cliff with a spectacular view of the ocean and the rocky shore below. There was nothing prepossessing about the house but the location couldn't be beat.  Sometimes he came up for the privacy and sometimes he came up for inspiration as the town and the environment seemed to be dripping with classical romanticism.

The locals knew who he was, of course, but nobody treated him like a celebrity or a big shot. He'd been there long enough to be part of the community, even if he had no roots there. Once in a while a tourist staying at the local bed and breakfast would recognize him and he'd be obliged to sign an autograph or pose for a picture but most of the time he could just be himself and do his job.

Now it appeared that something terrible had happened and he couldn't be himself wherever he was. Although it made absolutely no sense, and wasn't even physically possible, Gerald had transformed into Geraldine. Why someone like Dr. Crabtree, who knew him as a man, would take this bizarre circumstance in stride was beyond logic. A total stranger seeing a woman with a wallet full of cards verifying her identity would naturally assume that everything was in order, but not someone who knew the truth.

Maybe the accident had been really bad and he was in a coma having a weird transgendered dream or something, but did people in comas dream that they were getting out of bed? That didn't seem likely. He felt completely normal, aside from the minor injury and the lingering effect of the medications. And of course the fact that he was now in a woman's body.

There seemed to be nothing to do at the moment but play along with the thing. For the time being he was a she and she should probably be prepared for everyone to treat her that way. Hopefully, once she got out of here, she could sort this all out but for now things were probably going to be a little funky.

Once she was cleared to go there was the awkward realization that she needed to put her dress on. Slipping the panties on was easy enough, as they were basically the same as men's briefs, but she did note that the silky softness of the fabric felt much nicer than any brief's she had ever worn.

The bra looked like it would be a little trickier to manage. She had unhooked plenty of them as a man but obviously never tried to wear one herself. To her surprise she instinctively slipped into the garment with relative ease and reached behind her back to fasten it with almost no fumbling.

She was now dressed in female attire from head to toe and snatching up her purse she walked out of the little hospital and started strolling down the sidewalk. Dr. Crabtree had mentioned that Jake had looked at her car so it was presumably in his garage, which wasn't too far away. The town was pretty small so nothing was too far away from anything else.

People didn't usually pay much attention to her when she strolled around but she had the distinct feeling that a couple of men she passed were sort of staring at her. Maybe it was the bandage on her head or the fact that she had been in an accident. News travels fast in a s mall town so it was probably no secret.

When she got to Jake's garage and started to survey the damage to her beloved 1935 Auburn B/T Speedster she couldn't help but notice that Jake had a hard time keeping his eyes on her face. They seemed to be drifting down to her cleavage, as if being pulled by some invisible weights. Now that she thought about it the men who seemed to stare at her weren't looking at the bandage on her head, they appeared to be fixing their eyes much lower, like her legs or her ass or something. Was she that sexy, she wondered, or did men just instinctively check out any reasonably attractive woman who came into their field of view?

As to the damage to her car it wasn't quite as bad as she had feared. There was a lot of damage to the front end, but as Dr. Crabtree had pointed out, the design and the construction of the car had probably minimized her physical damage. At least she had seat belts installed.

"I can probably get her running well enough but I'm guessing you'll want to have a specialist deal with that body damage," said Jake, his eyes still fixed on her bosom. "I imagine you'll want to call your insurance people first. I didn't want to start working until I knew what your plans were."

Being a classic antique car the parts weren't something that your typical garage would stock, or even know how to acquire, so she feared that she might have to have the thing towed all the way home, but she snapped some photos and emailed them to her insurance agent.

At the moment she just wanted to get back to her beach house and Jake generously offered to give her a lift. Considering the way he was eying her boobs she was a little dubious of the offer but it seemed like the quickest way to get there so she climbed in his tow truck and off they went.

Fortunately he didn't try to slip a hand on her knee or anything like that and he absolutely refused to accept any money for the trip. As Jake drove away Gerry breathed a heavy sigh and headed for her cabin. Hopefully something in there would verify her true identity. Something would make sense.


CHAPTER 3:

Unfortunately nothing in that house helped in the least. The closet was full of female clothes. The bathroom was stocked with female toiletries. Even the photos on the back cover of the copies of her books she had lying about were all of Gerry as a woman.

Nothing on her computer did anything to assuage the notion that she was this Geraldine character. Her biographical information was all the same as usual except for the gender thing. Even Wikipedia thought she had always been a woman for some reason.

She sat down and poured herself a stiff drink. At least this Geraldine chick liked the same booze she thought with a chuckle. Being a writer of fiction it was safe to say that Gerry had a very powerful imagination but she couldn't see how she could just be hallucinating this whole thing. On the other hand if it was all real, how could it be?

It was too elaborate to be a joke or a hoax or a scam of some kind. Nobody could have altered all of that information in total secret. The whole world would have to be in on the joke and she just wasn't that famous or important to bother with.

Perhaps it was some sort of really unusual medical phenomenon brought on by shock. That might explain the gender change but not the revisionist history of her life. She would probably have been taken to some major hospital for examination by a team of experts. It wouldn't just been men ogling her legs, she would be an object of fascination to the whole world.

Maybe she was dead and this was hell or some kind of purgatory. But did they have fully stocked bars in hell? And going through life with her breasts strapped in a harness might be uncomfortable but millions of women did it all the time and didn't seem to think of it as the torture of the damned.

It seemed like something out of the Twilight Zone. Some kind of goofy science fiction that would have a twist ending or some kind of a message. But that was just fiction and Gerry clearly new the difference between fantasy and reality.

There was one possibility that popped into her head that actually made sense. Perhaps the reason everyone thought she was a woman and everything indicated that she had always been one was quite simply because it was the truth. The evidence strongly suggested it. It looked like it might be hard to convince anyone that it wasn't the case. Yes, that was the sensible solution...but it was wrong!

She remembered her boyhood vividly. She remembered "playing doctor" with Amy Bradley and getting her first glimpse of a naked girl. She remembered having a crush on Felicia Gomez in the 5th grade and losing her virginity to Sally McMullen in high school. She remembered playing basketball on the varsity team; the men's varsity team. Maybe there was some record of that she could look up.

A person knows who they are. She had never demonstrated any sort of mental problems before. She wasn't that big of a drinker. The accident had left her a little hazy on some of the most recent details but now that the drugs were wearing off she seemed to remember most of her life with crystal clarity.

It was a nightmare, but kind of a low-key one. Far worse if she had suffered amnesia and had no idea who she was at all. She might end up spending her whole life thinking that she was actually female. And it wasn't like somebody had stolen her identity and was pretending to be Gerald James while she was assumed to be some unrelated woman. That was her car in the shop and this was still her cabin on the cliff and presumably she still had access to her money.

What she needed right now, aside from another drink, was someone she could trust completely. Someone she could open up and explain her situation to who wouldn't just laugh or call for someone to put her in a straight jacket. She needed her oldest and dearest friend, Darren Watson. They had been friends forever, through thick and thin. If anyone could help her it was Darren. At least he could give her a ride home. She decided to give him a call.

"Hey buddy, it's me Gerry."

"How's it going babe? I thought you were doing your hermit thing up in the boondocks."

"I am, or I was, but I had sort of an accident."

"Oh, my God! Are you all right?"

"Yeah, yeah, I'm fine but my car is totally screwed. I was wondering if you would mind driving up here and giving me a lift home."

"Wouldn't you rather fly back?"

"Well getting to an airport without my car might not be that easy around here and in all honesty, what I really want is to see you as soon as possible."

"I'll leave right now."

"Well don't kill yourself getting here. We already have one accident to deal with remember."

"I'll keep you posted while I'm on the road. You just relax and take care of yourself babe."

That was that. Gerry was a little disappointed that Darren seemed to recognize her female voice without a hitch and even more disappointed that he kept calling her "babe" bur at least he was on the way. It was a hell of a long drive but he would be here soon enough and that thought made her feel a little better.

She tried to work on her newest book that evening but couldn't seem to concentrate. Television was familiar but uninspiring. She cooked herself a simple meal and decided to turn in early, by her standards at any rate.

Gerry usually slept in boxers or sweat pants and maybe a t-shirt, depending on the weather. It was pretty obvious she wasn't going to find any boxer shorts so she rummaged around her dresser drawers like a burglar. She found a very sheer nightgown that looked quite pretty but she was having none of that. She found some yoga pants, or whatever they were called, and a tank top and that seemed to replicate her usual sleepwear, as closely as possible, so she changed and got under the covers.

A few minutes later she found that she needed to use the bathroom so she climbed out of bed and headed for the toilet. As she passed the mirror over the sink she stopped and took a good look at herself for the first time. It was something she had kind of been avoiding. What she saw was a very attractive woman. Possibly even beautiful with a little work here and there. No wonder all those men were giving her the eye, she thought. A nice rack too. Not insanely big but the kind of tits that looked great in a low-cut dress. Plenty of cleavage. With the right hair and outfit she could probably model for one of her book covers she thought. Then she brushed her teeth and went to bed.


CHAPTER 4:

When Gerry woke up the next morning she was disappointed to find that she was still the same as she had been the night before. There was always that lingering possibility that this was some sort of a dream and that a good night's sleep would cure all. It didn't.

Her insurance company had left a voicemail saying that she should arrange to have the car towed back to Los Angeles and that they would cover that cost so she sent them a text asking them to make the arrangements. Jake may have liked her boobs but he wasn't likely going to offer to tow her car all the way down to LA without some assurance that he'd be able to cop a feel at least. Let the insurance people handle it. That's what they were there for.

The outfit she had slept in was comfortable enough so she left it on for the morning. She wasn't planning on going anywhere today so her looks were of no consequence. When she got a call from Darren she was shocked to find how close he was. Apparently he had flown up to San Francisco, and rented a car there, and was no more than an hour away at this moment.

Suddenly Gerry thought about her appearance for some reason. It was silly. It was just Darren, but she probably should put on a bra at least. She didn't want to give him the wrong impression. But what impression did she want to give him? She didn't want to appear crazy, that was the main thing, so fixing her hair and dressing like a normal human would probably help.

She searched the bedroom again and found some brown slacks, that sort of reminded her of pants, and a tan sweater, that seemed to go with the slacks pretty well, and slipped those on. She didn't know what to do with her hair so she just kind of brushed it until it looked like she hadn't just been asleep. There were some cosmetics in the bathroom and to her surprise she seemed to have some idea of how to apply them. She went with a very light touch but it was amazing how much it helped. Once she was ready there was nothing to do but wait...nervously.

When Darren arrived she was so happy to see him that she was tempted to throw her arms around him but realized that such a move would be counterproductive to her intent of convincing Darren of her manhood, but Darren beat her to the punch and hugged her straight away. He even planted a little kiss on her forehead.

Gerry told the whole story of what had happened, at least as far as she could remember, and brought Darren up to date on her plans to have the car towed back by the insurance people. Then she took a deep breath and looked straight into Darren's eyes.

"What I'm going to tell you now is probably going to sound completely insane. I was hoping that you were going to see what was wrong with me right from the start, but you didn't. When I crashed my car I was a man named Gerald James. When I woke up in the hospital it appears that I became a woman named Geraldine James. All of my identification says I'm a woman. Everybody who knows me in town acts like I've always been a woman. Even you seem to think that I've always been a woman, but it's just not true. Somehow that accident changed everything in my life and rewrote it with me as a female."

"Well, if you're trying out the plot of your new book on me I have to say that I find it pretty implausible," said Darren, once he realized that Gerry had not been joking.

"It's more than implausible, it's impossible, but it's not the plot of any book. It's what's actually happening to me. I thought that as soon as I got back to my cabin there would be pictures or documents or something that would show that I was really a man. Instead I've got a closet full of female clothes. I figured there would be something on the Internet that would prove me right, but everything I saw just made it seem like I really was a woman. You were kind of my last hope. You know me better than anyone. I thought maybe you would know what I was talking about," said Gerry with a sigh.

"If everything you see indicates that you've always been a woman and everyone has that opinion, what makes you think that you're really a man?" asked Darren.

"Amy Bradley showed me the difference between boys and girls years ago."

"What?"

"Never mind, it doesn't matter. You don't have to look at your cock to know that you're a man, you just know it. You've always known it because that's what you've always been. It's the same with me, except that I don't have a cock I can look at right now, and don't volunteer to show me yours, I know what you're thinking."

"You know me too well," Darren said with a grin.

"If the whole world and everything in it thinks that I've always been a woman then I had no reason to hope that you would think otherwise I suppose," Gerry said sadly. "I'd like to say it's one of those things that happens sometimes but it doesn't. I doubt if this has ever happened to anyone. Or maybe it happens all the time and they just end up in a nuthouse. I'm really up shit creek without a paddle on this one."

"How so?"

"I've got tits Darren. Tits and a pussy."

"Is that the end of the world. They're very nice tits you know. A lot of women would kill for your body."

"They are more than welcome to it as soon as I get my old male body back."

"Just for the sake of argument let's say that you don't get it back. The days go by and you live and work like you always did before, only you talk with a higher voice and you have more wardrobe options. If you eat the same food and you live in the same house and you sleep in the same bed after a while it would start to seem like the new normal, wouldn't it?" suggested Darren rather logically.

"That sleeping in the same bed part is kind of a big issue if I'm not doing it alone. This is going to put quite a crimp in my social life, don't you think?"

"I don't know, it might enhance it. If you're saying that you prefer women being a woman shouldn't be a major impediment."

"But I'm not a lesbian, I'm a man!" Gerry cried.

"I want to believe you because I believe that you really believe it. You must be going through hell if you really think that you're trapped in the wrong body. But maybe it's shock or some kind of neurological damage that this rustic hospital wasn't able to detect. Once we get back to Los Angeles you need to see a specialist. Wouldn't you rather find out that your thinking that you're a man is simply the result of your accident and that it will go away? That would seem to solve the problem since you're living in a world that expects you to be female."

"This is so hard to explain."

"You're doing a fine job of it so far. I'm not secretly calling for a straight-jacket."

"Yes, it would be the easy fix. I come to my senses and realize that I've been a woman all along, but I'm telling you that inside me somewhere I know with absolute certainty that it isn't true. And while I've got nothing against women, I write about them and I write for them, and I've certainly banged more than my share of them, I don't want to be one because I wasn't born that way. Something is terribly wrong here. Something that has no scientific explanation that I can see. Something that makes no sense at all. Maybe it would turn out that for some reason I liked being a woman more than a man, but it would still torture me because I know it isn't real. It isn't me. I don't want to be an imposter."

"Well I'm here for you, whatever you need. I've cleared my schedule and I'm completely at your disposal. If you want to pack up right now and get out of Dodge I'll go warm the car up and make the plane reservations. If you want to chill out here a while and see you how you feel in a couple of days I'll gladly crash on your couch. Whatever the truth is about your identity the fact remains that you've been through something pretty stressful. Maybe I can help to take your mind off your troubles for a little while."

"I am so glad to hear you say that Darren. That's exactly why I called you. I'm in no rush to go back to Los Angeles, although I think you're right that I should probably see a specialist when I do. I was really making some great progress on my new book and wasn't planning on leaving here for a while. If you're sure you don't mind the rustic accommodations."

"It's not like I haven't slept here before," Darren said with a wink that seemed entirely too suggestive for Gerry's liking.


CHAPTER 5:

It was great having Darren around. He obviously didn't believe that Gerry was really a man but he wasn't being a jerk about it. She didn't want him to pretend to believe her, like she was some lunatic on the edge of a building who needed to be talked down. She wanted to find a way to convince him but hadn't thought of anything right off the bat.

They went into town and strolled around a little and had something to eat. Darren was pretty horrified when he saw the damage to her car and couldn't believe she got off with just a bump on her head....and possibly a sex change. The insurance people had already made the necessary arrangements and the car was going to be hauled off anytime now. That was no problem to Gerry since Darren was here with his rental car. They could go wherever they wanted whenever they wanted.

There was no question that Darren seemed completely comfortable seeing her as a woman. He acted as if it was the most natural thing in the world. The ease with which he called her "babe" or held her chair for her in the restaurant made it seem like this was business as usual. It was kind of infuriating to be treated like this but there was no reason to fight him. He was trying to be nice after all.

She had reluctantly given in to modern technology in that she used a computer instead of a typewriter, and had a modern phone, and to Darren's satisfaction there was also a satellite dish providing a wide variety of television options. He busied himself with 400 channels and a six pack of beer while Gerry actually got some work done on her book.

The words in her computer were exactly as she remembered them but even though she had only been a woman for a couple of days she went back and read some of the earlier chapters with a slightly different perspective. Certain words and phrases didn't seem quite right while other passages landed with even more emotional impact than she had recalled. She found that she wrote a little more quickly now and let ideas flow across the page as opposed to her usual approach, which was a bit more methodical and structured. It probably had nothing to do with being female and everything to do with the emotional state she was in but she liked the pace she was working at, whatever the cause.

She was still flying away at the keyboard when Darren turned up with a sandwich he had made for her. She didn't want to stop so she just sat on the bed, continuing to type, while she wolfed down her dinner. She didn't even notice that Darren was still sitting in a chair watching her long after they both had finished eating.

"Do you always work this hard?" Darren asked when Gerry finally took a break and stretched her arms.

"No, not really, but I feel kind of inspired."

"It must be my presence. Maybe I'm your muse."

"I think a muse is usually a woman," Gerry replied.

"But can't a woman have a male muse? That only seems fair."

Gerry was going to protest that since she wasn't really a woman she wouldn't likely need a male muse but the idea sounded pretty silly.

"Come on, take a break. You're supposed to be recovering from an accident you know. Let's go sit on the balcony and pound a few drinks," Darren suggested.

That sounded like a fine idea so Gerry shut her computer down and went with Darren to sit on the little patio area that looked out over the sea. The whole house extended from the cliff and the balcony extended from the house so it was a pretty spectacular view, although probably not the place you'd want to be in an earthquake.


CHAPTER 6:

"Look, I can prove to you that I'm a man, or used to be at any rate," said Gerry very suddenly after they had been kicking back on the balcony for a while.

"How?" asked Darren.

"Think back to college. A girl named Veronica Lacey. Cute redhead with perky tits."

"Yeah, I remember her. Nice ass, too, as I recall."

"And a tattoo on her lower back...a tramp stamp I'd guess you'd call it, but for the life of me I can't remember what it was of."

"It was the infinity symbol," Darren said slowly.

"That's right! Well we both wanted her badly and couldn't come up with any sort of a way of choosing who had first crack at her. Neither one of us wanted to yield. So it was Veronica who said..."

"If she could handle three guys at once she could certainly take care of two," said Darren in dismay.

"And she was right. I remember her standing up but bent over. My dick was in her mouth while you were banging her from behind. Ring any bells?" asked Gerry.

"Sure, that's not something one easily forgets, but you weren't there. It was my old pal...oh...what's his name?"

"Later you were on your back and she was on top of you riding your dick. I got right up behind her with my legs rubbing against your hairy legs and I stuck my cock up her ass. Our dicks were separated by the thinnest wall of membrane but we were so fucking horny that we didn't care."

"I must have told you about that," Darren protested.

"About the tattoo?"

"You could have seen that when she was wearing a short top sometime. Or she could have told you about it for all I know."

"Try this on for size," Gerry continued. "We started out on the couch, with her sitting between us, while we drank some crappy wine and watched TV. Somewhere along the line she reached between our legs and started rubbing us through our pants simultaneously. Things got a lot better very quickly and nobody bothered to turn the television off. I can distinctly remember that Wheel of Fortune came on right about the time I was ass fucking her. Ever since then that show makes me think of anal sex."

"Holy Christ! That was you. It was my old pal Gerry James! I can see it now clear as day. But it couldn't have been you because you're you now and that's the you I remember the most."

"Darren, you've got to believe me. I don't know what happened to get me into this mess but here I am. All the evidence points to me being this Geraldine woman but all of my memories tell me otherwise. Now at least someone remembers that I used to be a man. That's something that might help me hold onto my sanity."

"Okay, I'll admit that I seem to remember that night you're talking about, but how come I can remember other nights where you were female just as vividly, if not more so? Let me try one on you and see if you remember anything about it."

"Okay, shoot."

"I remember the first time we made love," Darren began.

"The first time?"

"Just let me talk and you try to concentrate on what I'm saying."

"I don't know if I want to hear this," said Gerry nervously.

"I think we've got to find out if you can remember a time when you were female."

"Okay, go for it."

"You had just bought this place and you invited me to come up and check it out. I brought along a really nice bottle of wine and we sat right here on this balcony and watched the sun go down. It was an incredibly beautiful view. You said that you loved this place because it brought out the most romantic side of your nature. That it was easy to think about love on these wind-swept cliffs and that you could totally picture yourself as one of your heroines in the arms of a strong, handsome, lover."

"That sounds like my basic attitude towards this place, maybe without the bit about picturing myself as one of my heroines," Gerry interjected.

"Let me finish. When we stood up to go inside I grabbed you and held you while we gazed into each other's eyes for the longest time. Then you smiled and gave a tiny little nod of your head and I knew it was okay for me to kiss you, so I did. The sun was just disappearing and it cast kind of an ethereal glow around you that I'll never forget."

"I should be writing this down, this is pretty juicy stuff," Gerry joked.

"My hand cupped your left breast as we continued to kiss and I could feel myself getting hard as a rock in my pants. I had always found you attractive but our relationship seemed destined to be purely platonic...until that moment. I could see in your eyes that you wanted me. I didn't know why now, all of a sudden, but I didn't take time to ask. The way you were kissing me was so intense and deep that I had to have you."

"Go on," said Gerry, a little unsteadily.

"You suddenly broke away from me and went and stood right over there, near the railing. I thought you were putting a stop to things before they got any more intimate but then you leaned forward and grabbed the rail in front of you, sort of arching your back in the process. Then you looked over your shoulder at me and gave me the same smile and the same little nod. I didn't hesitate for an instant. I got up behind you as you started to hike up your dress and I finished the job. Then I dropped down to the my knees and pulled your panties down around your ankles. For some reason I stopped and planted a kiss on each of your butt cheeks before I got up and prepared to mount you. You were still looking at me as I entered you but then you closed your eyes and tilted your head back and I could see the breeze rustling through your hair. I wanted to be gentle and slow but I wasn't. I pounded you savagely and you started to thrust your hips violently to meet my strokes. You don't remember any of this?"

"I'm so sorry Darren. I wish I could say that I remember it. It sounds incredibly beautiful and passionate. It's just the kind of thing that I would write about but I honestly don't remember living it."

"Maybe this will help you remember."

Darren suddenly grabbed Gerry and kissed her deeply. Gerry struggled for a moment and then seemed to melt into his arms. When they finally broke from their embrace Gerry gave Darren a little smile.

"I thought you said you waited for my permission?" Gerry teased.

"Under the circumstances I thought it might be better to cut to the chase."

"You're a very good kisser, I'll give you that."

"So let's say you don't remember that night. You don't remember being a woman and making love to me on this balcony. You're a woman now. What did you feel when I kissed you?"

"I told you, you're a good kisser. It was very nice."

"That's all? No arousal? No sexual feelings stirring inside you?"

"Well, that story you told was pretty spicy. It would be kind of hard not to be a little aroused after hearing that," Gerry admitted.

"It wasn't a story. It was a memory. And while I had to wrack my brain to remember Veronica Lacey I don't know that a day goes by where I don't think of that moment, or at least every time I see a sunset."

"That kind of tops Wheel of Fortune doesn't it?"

Darren took Gerry in his arms again and kissed her. There was no struggle this time. Gerry was swept up in the moment. The strangeness of the situation and the odd new sensations she was feeling were too much to fight right now. She pulled away from Darren but held his gaze.

"Let's go inside and make some new memories," she suggested. "It's getting kind of chilly out here."


CHAPTER 7:

They went straight for the bedroom and Darren began to undress but Gerry suddenly had an idea. She went over to the dresser and fished out the sheer nightgown that she had thought was so pretty.

"Get undressed and wait for me in bed," she instructed as she headed for the bathroom.

Gerry started to take off her clothes and then stopped suddenly. What the hell was she doing? That was Darren out there. Hadn't they just made a breakthrough in recalling an incident from their shared male past? Of course they had also just kissed each other. Why had that kiss felt so good? She honestly couldn't remember anything about Darren having fucked her on the balcony, or anywhere else, but for some reason she was really turned on.

She finished stripping and slipped on the nightgown. It was sheer, indeed. You could really see everything through it, which was presumably the whole idea. Well it was somewhat better than walking out there naked. Hopefully they would just kiss some more and maybe she'd let him touch her breasts or something but that was definitely the limit.

When she came out of the bathroom she discovered that Darren had only partially followed her instructions. He had gotten undressed but he was on top of the bed, not in it. He lay there propping his head up on one arm and Gerry couldn't help but notice that he was sporting a rather impressive erection.

Gerry had seen Darren's cock before and knew that he was pretty well hung, certainly better than she had been, but she had pretty much put that out of her mind. That Veronica Lacey incident was the only time they had ever had sex in such close proximity...as far as she could recall.

Darren let out a whistle of appreciation and patted the bed next to him as Gerry came into the light.

"Why don't you turn that thing off?" Gerry suggested.

"Not yet. I want to see you babe."

Gerry just sighed and went over to the bed. She plopped herself down next to Darren and found herself staring at his cock, even though she tried hard to look anywhere else. It made her think of Jake and his laser beam vision on her bosom. Well, when a man's cock is sticking up like that and kind of twitching with anticipation it was hard to focus on other things.

"You know I've always thought you were so amazingly beautiful," said Darren as he pulled her tight against his body.

"Let's not talk about the past. I don't know that history. I only know what I feel right now."

"Then feel this," said Darren as he began to kiss her neck.

That was a new sensation and something she wasn't really used to. She was surprised at how responsive her neck was to his kisses. While they kissed, Darren unfastened the little belt that held her nightgown closed and his hand soon began to fondle her breasts. This, too, was a new sensation and also surprisingly pleasant, especially when he began to tweak and pinch her nipples a little.

She liked kissing and felt safe with that. Whether you were a man or a woman kissing felt pretty much the same, unless the guy had facial hair, which Darren didn't. They had both been drinking so the taste of alcohol lingered on their tongues a bit but the biggest difference she noticed was the smell. Darren had the scent of a man. It should have repulsed her but in this frame of mind, and in this body, it was actually kind of arousing.

Then suddenly Gerry realized that she had a fantastic and unique opportunity here. She had spent years writing about love and passion from a female perspective without having ever experienced that for herself. She had tried to "think like a woman" but what did that mean anyway? What did a woman think about when a man had his arms around her or his lips on hers...or his cock inside her? This was the greatest research she could ever do. That's all this was really. A fact finding mission. Best to let things unfold and learn as much as she could.

She was certainly learning that Darren liked her tits. Both hands were playing with them by now and he had been very busily sucking her nipples in turn. Her own hands has started around his neck but they were slowly beginning a journey southward. First his shoulders; broad and firm. Then his arms; nicely developed she noted. Next his chest; hard and muscular, as was his abdomen. She knew Darren had a gym membership but she had no idea how often he really went. It appeared that he went fairly regularly.

Without thinking, her hand brushed against his raging hard on and she pulled it away for a moment. This was probably enough research for one night but there must have been a magnet in his dick or something because she just couldn't keep her hands off of it.

She thought of all the times she had masturbated as man, but this was nothing like that. That was a very personal thing, usually done rather quickly. Touching your own prick was one thing, but touching someone else's was another thing entirely.

"You're so damn gorgeous," Darren whispered in her ear has his hands also began the trek to the nether regions.

"Thank you. So are you," Gerry replied, almost absent-mindedly.

"Do you like touching my cock?"

"I think so. It's awfully big."

"I don't know about that. I think I'm probably pretty average."

"No, you're big. You have a big hard cock. You want to put it inside me, don't you?"

That was not dialogue that she would ever have written but it had just come out her naturally. It was what was on her mind and she wasn't filtering her thoughts too well right now.

"Very much," Darren replied. "But not yet, I don't think you're ready."

With that Darren put a finger inside her pussy and Gerry was surprised at how wet she was. His finger slipped in with ease and began to probe and poke around. She let out a little gasp. Darren was right. She wasn't quite ready. How clever of him to know that. He could have just pounced on her and been banging away but he wanted this to be special. She sort of wanted that too.

Darren used two and sometimes three fingers and occasionally rubbed her clit so that she was really squirming and moaning. Sometimes they kissed and sometimes Darren went back to sucking on her nipples but all of her senses were being constantly aroused and stimulated. It seemed hard to believe that it could get better than this. Then he was between her legs and she soon found out how much better it could be.

"Oh, my God!" she cried as she felt the magnitude of his hardness going up, up, up inside her, and then back down again.

It was like being on a swing or a teeter-totter she thought. That feeling of motion. The rocking back and forth. Of course she wasn't really going anywhere and Darren was supplying most of that motion but she soon fell into an exquisite kind of rhythm. She knew what fucking felt like, didn't she? Why had it never felt like this before?

"Oh, my God! Oh, my God! What are we doing?" she moaned.

"We're making love, babe, that's all. People do it all the time. You know that. Doesn't it feel good?"

"Oh, yes. Oh, fuck yes!"

"Then that's all that matters. Just relax and enjoy it."


CHAPTER 8:

She hadn't relaxed but she had definitely enjoyed it. Way more than she had imagined she would. Way more than she should have. But in the afterglow she wasn't worried about that. She had gone to bed with this man with her eyes wide open. He had done nothing to rush her or force her into something she was reluctant to do. Quite the contrary in fact. She really appreciated that. A lot of guys would probably have just jumped at the opportunity and not given it a second thought.

Darren wasn't just a good kisser he was a pretty terrific lover it seemed. They had both been horny, drunk, college guys with Veronica and nobody was being particularly romantic then. She was hot and wild and they were hard and hungry. That was all she knew about Darren's sexual prowess. Funny to be thinking about that while basking happily in the knowledge that she had just been fucked by a man.

Well, why shouldn't she have tried it? How many people ever get the chance to know what the other sex feels like? Even if she weren't a writer who specialized in this sort of thing it would only be natural to be curious.

She felt good for the first time since this dreadful ordeal had started. Well, that wasn't exactly true. She had felt good just having Darren around for support, and she had felt pretty good when she was working, but she felt really good right now. Like, better than she could remember feeling after sex before. Was being a woman really that much more enjoyable in the sack or was it just the uniqueness of new sensations and the kinky taboo nature of being nailed by her best friend?

Darren was already asleep, and Gerry knew that she would follow him soon, but she was still trying to process everything. This was research. She was learning things. Some of those things would probably not ever make their way into the pages of her books but she was connecting with the female psyche like never before. Hopefully she would find a new language for describing the throes of womanly ecstasy.

In the morning she felt a bit different. She felt kind of embarrassed and ashamed. She was glad that she woke first because that gave her a chance to get up and get dressed right away. No chance for Darren to continue where they had left off the night before.

She was in the little kitchen area drinking coffee and smoking a cigarette when Darren finally strolled in, wearing nothing but his boxers.

"Morning babe. That coffee sure smells good."

"Weren't you planning on getting dressed?" Gerry asked in a voice that was a little more terse than she had intended.

"Sure thing."

Darren departed and Gerry felt like the coldest bitch in the world. What had that man done to deserve a rebuke? He had been sweet, and gentle, and loving, and brought her to new heights of pleasure.

"I'm sorry I kind of snapped at you," said Gerry when Darren returned, fully clad.

"That's okay, I've had worse the morning afters," Darren joked as he poured himself a cup of coffee. "I thought you'd quit smoking."

"I had."

"Jesus, was it that bad?"

"No, damn it! It was that good. It was really good. It was fucking amazing!"

"You just didn't want to see me in my underwear?" Darren quipped.

"Can you even begin to understand how messed up I feel right now? How could you? You're a man. You've always been a man. You've always known me as a woman..."

"Except when we double-teamed Veronica Lacey," Darren interjected with a grin.

"Exactly! We double-teamed Veronica Lacey. I ass fucked that little bitch while you drilled her snatch. You remember that. You know I'm not crazy. Yet you shoved your tongue in my mouth and tore my pussy up with your huge cock."

"I tried to be gentle."

"That's not the point! The point is I'm a man and you're a man but we fucked and it was great."

"Maybe that makes us gay, but you sure didn't look like a man last night. Don't look like one now either. If you're a guy right now than sign me up for homosexuality because I'd fuck you any day of the week and twice on Sunday."

"Oh fuck."

Gerry suddenly burst into tears and Darren was at her side in a flash, rubbing her shoulders and speaking in a soothing voice.

"Hey, I'm sorry babe. I know I shouldn't be so flippant about this. I was really hoping that some good sex would make you feel better. Might make you feel a little less upset about being female, even if you were male before. In hindsight that seems like pretty egocentric thinking. I never should have kissed you like that. You were in a weak and vulnerable condition and I took advantage of it. I'm really, really, sorry," he said as he tried to dry her tears.

"No Darren, you didn't do anything wrong. I wish we had been drinking more because I could blame it on that, or I might not even remember what happened, but that isn't the case. You acted on your natural impulse and I responded. I guess that's what bothers me so much. Hearing you talk about making love to me on the balcony really fired my imagination. I guess after writing about women in love for so long I desperately wanted to know what it was really like."

"Well, there you go. There's your explanation right there. It makes total sense. You probably thought of it as research or something."

"That's exactly what I thought of it...at first. But that doesn't explain the way I felt when it was happening."

"Wasn't that what you were trying to find out? What it felt like? What sort of emotions you experienced as well as the physical sensations?"

"I suppose so."

"Then there's nothing to cry about. A couple of old friends spent a pleasant night together in the same bed. That's hardly big news. I promise I won't kiss you again, without at least a smile and a nod," said Darren as he went back to his chair.

"You think I'm crazy, don't you?"

"Not in the way you mean it. I think you're probably a little crazy, like all women are a little crazy, but I don't think you're out of your mind for being confused about who you are right now."


CHAPTER 9:

In truth Gerry wasn't confused about who she was, she was more confused about who she wanted to be. There was still no doubt in her mind that she was Gerald James and throughout the course of the day she came up with a couple of other incidents that Darren seemed to recall when she provided some very specific details that would be hard to know without having been there.

Darren tried to offer up some memories of his own but once again Gerry had no recollection. It was a very strange stalemate. Despite appearances to the contrary Gerry made some pretty convincing arguments in favor of her masculine past. Just the way she could easily describe things from her life as a man sounded totally believable...if they weren't coming from the mouth of a woman.

Gerry, for her part, despite her complete lack of female memories, didn't seem to be struggling with the transformation as much as one might have expected. It was superficial evidence, as a criminologist might say, but she seemed to know how to apply makeup and walk in heels and sit properly while wearing a dress. Not always perfectly, but better than most men would do if they suddenly found themselves playing for the other team.

There was no denying that she was making great progress on her new book. Darren actually saw very little of her sometimes and amused himself with walks on the beach or more television. He even started reading some of her books, which were lying about, to see if there was any clue in there that might explain things.

He honestly hadn't read much of her work after the first couple of novels. It just wasn't his cup of tea and Gerry understood that perfectly. She wasn't writing for guys like Gerry, or guys in general. Even she knew that her work was formulaic in nature. If you read one of them you had a pretty good idea of what all of them were like.

Darren found them surprisingly interesting right now. He didn't find any "magic key" that unlocked this big mystery, but he did see how much Gerry wrote in a female voice. These characters and situations were so overtly romantic that it was hard to think of it as being based in reality, but of course that was part of the appeal. It was escapist fare. Probably went over like gangbusters with the right audience.

Despite being somewhat predictable, Darren could see that Gerry certainly knew how to write. Gerry knew how to keep your interest. They were page turners, that was for sure. It was hard to imagine that Gerry might have written these while he was male. These stories were so detailed in the way they expressed the heroine's yearning for the love of a man that you could easily imagine that the author was sharing her own personal, deepest, desires.

Yes, Gerry sure seemed to be a woman but there were those memories that Darren had of Gerry as a man. How could that be possible unless Gerry had actually been male at some point?

He wondered whether there might be some sort of "parallel universe" somewhere where everything was exactly the same as this one except that Gerry was living as a man in one and a woman in the other. Maybe the accident caused the two Gerry's to change places or something and now there was a confused female Gerry living in a male body on another plane of existence. Unfortunately that wouldn't explain why Darren could remember the male Gerry unless he too had jumped from one universe to the other at some point. That whole concept was so perplexing it started to give Darren a headache.

But did Darren really remember male Gerry? It was still possible that Gerry was simply repeating things that Darren had told her, despite the high level of detail. Someone with Gerry's imagination and creative skill could easily add little touches that sounded convincing, but why would she want to? She was a beautiful, successful, woman. She had always seemed like a happy and well-adjusted person. What in the world would make her "pretend" that she was really a man? And if she wasn't really the guy in Darren's memories then who was that dude?

Darren worried about Gerry's mental state. Whether she really was a man who had gotten zapped into a female body, or she was a woman who was convinced that her gender had been switched, it was bound to put quite a strain on her.

He sort of wished that Gerry could just let it go and live as a female but Darren knew that was a selfish thing to wish for. They had obviously been close friends as men, if that had actually happened, but it was so much nicer to be lovers. It was so funny to think that he might have once competed with Gerry for girls. This Gerry was so soft and feminine and appealing. But Gerry was a friend, first and foremost, and there sure seemed to be something weird going on with her. If there was a way to make things right Darren knew he had to help, despite the lust he was feeling.


CHAPTER 10:

Darren had been sleeping on the couch since that first night and there had been no more kissing or fooling around. It was frustrating for Darren to be so close to Gerry without being able to express his fondness for her in physical terms, and he sort of hoped that maybe Gerry had some of those same feelings.

As they sat on the balcony one evening, watching the sun go down, Darren couldn't help but think of the first time that they made love. At least the first time that he remembered. He thought about trying to recapture the moment by taking her in his arms again but when she stood and walked to the rail he just remained seated.

"What is it about sunsets that make them so romantic?" Gerry asked as she gazed out on the horizon.

"The color I suppose," suggested Darren.

"I think it's more than that. There's something about the promise of the moonlight to come. It's sort of like foreplay."

"You're definitely the author in the family," Darren quipped.

Gerry took a step back and Darren assumed that she was about to turn around and return to her chair or maybe go inside but instead she reached out with her hands and grabbed the rail in front of her.

"Was I like this?" she asked casually.

"Well, your back was arched a little more."

"Better?"

"Perfect, as far as I'm concerned."

"Well...what are you waiting for?"

"I guess that's as good as a nod," Darren joked as he came and stood close behind Gerry's rear end.

She was wearing pants this time instead of a dress so it would make things a little different but that was no real obstacle to overcome. Darren soon had her bottom half exposed and stopped to kiss her butt cheeks again, as long as he was down there. But then he didn't stop with that. He pulled her buns apart and let his face sink deep between her legs as he lapped greedily at her moist slit.

"Hey, I thought you only kissed me there," Gerry pointed out.

"This is the extended version, like the director's cut of a movie."

After that Darren couldn't really be understood if he tried to talk with a mouthful of pussy and Gerry was switching over from articulate speech to involuntary moans. Darren was good at this too, she thought. Very good. He'd probably make some woman a pretty terrific husband someday, if he could keep his philandering in check. Darren always seemed to have some gorgeous girl on his arm...and in his bed, and she was usually an actress or a model but it cast of characters seemed to turn over quite frequently. Gerry couldn't remember the last time Darren had a steady girlfriend who he seemed really serious about.

When she felt him pulling his face away from her she knew that it was time to take a firm grip. She grabbed the rail even tighter and tried to arch her back a little more and soon she felt the tip of Darren's penis sliding around, trying to find the magic opening. Bingo! He found it.

Her body started to feel electrified, like someone was cranking up an old generator to build up power. And what power there was in a man's cock. The power of initiating the creation of life, of course, which was pretty awe inspiring. The power of getting another human to submit to the experience of being penetrated, which was kind of humbling. And the power to turn an intelligent, sensible, woman into a whimpering wreck, which was fucking incredible.

That feeling of being on a swing was greatly intensified by being in this position, and particularly in this location. She really was rocking back and forth with some intensity and each forward thrust drove her just that much closer to the edge of the cliff. She wondered how strong this railing really was as it creaked and groaned with every blast from behind that she received. Well, it would be a hell of a way to go at any rate.

Darren was on fire. The past few days had caused him to build up an enormous amount of sexual energy and he couldn't wait to release it. He had no idea why Gerry wanted it now. He certainly had gone out of his way to avoid flirting or suggestiveness. They had been out on this balcony before without anyone dropping their pants. Maybe she was just horny, he thought. Or crazy. Or both.

He reached around and unbuttoned her blouse so that he could grab her breasts. Gerry half hoped that he would just rip her top off, but it was a pretty nice blouse and probably fairly expensive. She didn't really need to have her bodice ripped to enjoy herself.

Darren did yank her boobs out of her bra rather forcefully and that sent a thrill through her body. She could sense that she was driving him wild with desire. She had always wanted to drive someone wild with desire.

"You think I could hump you hard enough to sending you flying out over that cliff?" Darren suddenly grunted, as if reading her mind.

"I think you could hump me hard enough to send me flying to the moon," she gasped in reply. "But I think I'm already there."

"I'm not fucking you too hard, am I?"

"I don't even know what that means. Fuck me as hard as you like and I'll tell you if it's too much."

Those were brave words, and possibly foolish, as Darren ramped up his action. He was driving into her so fast now that it didn't seem possible for a human to operate at that speed. He must be a robot or a machine or something, she thought. Then thinking went out the window as the orgasm tearing through her body made her quiver and cry out.

"Oh, God yes darling, don't stop, don't stop!"

It was the first time Gerry had referred to Darren as "darling" or anything remotely like that. Darren called her "babe" whether they were in a sexual situation or not but Gerry had refrained from any such terms of endearment until now. It certainly didn't escape Darren's attention and he felt completely filled with love and desire.

"Oh, babe. Oh, babe. We belong together."

Then suddenly there was a loud crack and the rail split in Gerry's hands.


CHAPTER 11:

For a moment Gerry felt herself losing her balance and starting to tip forward. It was getting dark but she could clearly see the jagged rocks below and the waves crashing against them. It must have only been a split second but she felt frozen in time. Then she was suddenly falling, but in the opposite direction.

Darren had reacted the moment he realized the danger and grabbed Gerry around the waist and yanked her away from the rail with all his might. That had caused him to fall on his butt, even though his cock was still firmly planted inside Gerry. They both hit the floor with a terrible thud and it took a moment for Gerry to grasp what had just happened.

"Oh my God! You just saved my life!" she cried.

"I don't know about that. The rail split but it probably still would have kept you from falling."

"Oh, shit! I fell on your cock! Your beautiful cock! Are you hurt?"

Gerry jumped off of Darren's lap and began to closely examine his potentially wounded phallus.

"I think I'll survive," said Darren with a grunt.

"My poor baby. You risked your cock for me. Your gorgeous, gorgeous, cock. Let me kiss it and make it all better."

Gerry began to smother Darren's still erect member with kisses. Darren's heart had been beating a mile a minute from the near potential disaster but Gerry almost seemed to be feeding off of that fear with increased sexual desire. Her kisses soon turned to licks which soon led to sucking.

Darren had assumed that Gerry would be as terrified as he had been, if not more so. He had expected her to cry or run in the house or clutch at him for safety. He honestly never imagined that he'd be sitting on the floor of the balcony while she gave him head. He guessed that you could never really predict what a woman was going to do at any given moment.

Gerry didn't write about blowjobs in her books very often. That always seemed more like male wish-fulfillment. Oral sex, when there was any, was almost always a man going down on a woman. Cock sucking seemed more like something you went to a prostitute for or something you saw in pornography. What woman would want to stick a man's penis in her mouth? It seemed more like a favor you'd do your husband on his birthday or something you'd try if you wanted to butter him up for something.

It wasn't really that bad, thought Gerry. It was actually kind of fun. It felt far more empowering than she had imagined. She was in complete control of the situation. A man had to have a lot of faith in a woman to let her get her teeth near so sensitive a part of his body. And there's nothing more painful a man can experience than having something bad happen to his balls, yet Darren allowed her to cup and squeeze them freely.

It didn't have the same primordial feeling of the traditional mating experience. It felt more sophisticated in a way. Every living being knows how to replicate itself by natural instinct but someone had to think up the first blow job. Some woman, somewhere, thought it might be fun to suck a dick and gave it a try. Or maybe it was a gay man who gave the first BJ. Who knows what kind of kinky shit those cave people got up to?

Darren had been very close to climaxing when the rail broke so he didn't have too much stamina left in him which meant that Gerry's first blowjob was a fairly brief one. As the first drops of his cum hit her tongue she pulled her head away and grasped his pole with both hands. He started to shoot his liquid straight up, like a fountain or a geyser, but near the end she changed her mind and clapped her mouth back down on him again. It was sort of like capping an oil well after a gusher.

He was pretty spent by the time she got back down there so there wasn't much left but the sticky residue on the head of his penis, but she sampled that anyway. She felt kind of silly for pulling her face away in the first place but she didn't know how to react and acted on impulse. There was still that lingering thought that this was a sort of dirty and disgusting act, although it hadn't seemed that way at all while she was doing it.

"You  are the damndest woman I've ever known," said Darren as he just sat and looked her casual licking his cum from her lips.

"Ain't that the truth!"


CHAPTER 12:

A very strange thing had happened to Gerry while she was contemplating her mortality for that millisecond on the balcony. Her life had literally flashed before her eyes, But it was a weird, mixed up sort of life that she saw. She saw herself as a teenage boy hitting the winning shot in the league championship game with a sweet fall-away jumper right at the buzzer, but she also saw herself as a teenage girl in a pink gown with a corsage pinned to her shoulder, obviously on her way to the prom or some other dance. It was as if someone had mixed up the reels from two different movies and just flipped back and forth between them at random.

What was really strange was the fact that she could recall all of the male memories but none of the female ones. She knew it was her, even in the childhood memories, but they weren't quite like real memories at all. It sort of seemed like things she might have imagined at some point or even fantasized about, but she couldn't recall doing even that.

Perhaps the same thing had happened to her just before she struck the tree, but perhaps that happened so quickly that she wasn't even aware of the danger she was in. The experience on the balcony may not have actually been as life-threatening as it seemed at the time but it felt like a near-death experience while it was happening.

Most people have at least heard the expression "we create our own reality" but was such a thing really possible? Was Gerald a man who wanted to be a woman so badly that he created a world where that was true? Or maybe it was Geraldine who wanted to be a man so she created a world where she could be male. Or perhaps Gerry was kind of a confused person who vacillated between the two genders and ended up with a weird "mix tape" of a life, sometimes male, sometimes female.

The Buddha said, "What you dwell upon you become," and Hindu mystics claim that “Whatever a person’s mind dwells on intensely and with firm resolve, that is exactly what he becomes.” Even the Talmud says, “We do not see things as they are, we see them as we are.”

It was kind of weird "New Age" philosophy that Gerry had never put much stock in but the basic idea obviously had ancient roots as well. It was mind blowing to think that your brain was so powerful it could actually alter the nature of everything. But of course altering nature usually has some consequences. It's a pretty common belief that if you could travel back in time and change just one thing the ripple effect would be enormous, and potentially even disastrous. Perhaps Gerald's mind-driven body swapping experiments had finally resulted in him being trapped in this female identity. But would Gerald have actually wanted to body swap, even temporarily?

When Gerry thought about her male life it was usually prototypically masculine things she seemed to recall the clearest, like being an athlete, or having sex with women. She could remember the embarrassment she felt in using a female penname at the start of her romance novel writing career. Lots of her male friends gave her hell about that and delighted in calling her Carrie or Miss Watkins whenever they could. Writing under an assumed female name seemed to imply some deeper desire to actually be female and Gerry had been delighted to discard the name as soon as possible.

But what if those guys had been right? What if Gerald secretly did long to be Carrie Watkins, or at least Geraldine James? What if those romance stories were actually a confession of sorts, or an outlet for Gerald to express his desired femininity? Might that not explain the desire in his heart to create a new reality where he could be that woman? There was some logic in that theory, aside from the totally illogical idea that one could invent their our world using the power of their mind, but there was still a big problem for Gerry, even if you got past the scientific improbability. Gerry just couldn't remember having those feelings or urges. To the contrary, what stood out most in her mind was the fierce desire to protect her manhood and prove her masculinity.

Boy, she had done a pretty bad job of that lately, she thought. She hadn't just allowed herself to be seduced, she had actually initiated a sexual encounter with a man. And what was up with that whole blowjob thing anyway?

It must have been the shock of the moment. Having felt so close to death she suddenly reacted with an uncharacteristic recklessness. If you wanted to read even deeper into it she had been thinking of a man's penis as a symbol of life and fertility so maybe she was just drawn to that symbol and wanted to drink the essence of that fountain. That was kind of heavy philosophy to lay on a BJ, but she was willing to consider just about anything these days.

If Gerald always wanted to be a woman then Geraldine should be delighted right now. She was a woman with a good life and a good career and probably even a good man if she wanted him. Darren may never have been the marrying type but he did seem pretty smitten with her. Maybe that was because she had previously been more unobtainable, and so more of a desirable conquest, but they did have the advantage of a long friendship already established. If nothing else they could certainly be friends with benefits.

Maybe it was silly to be so obsessed with her identity issues when it seemed like there was nothing she could do about it anyway. She had certainly suffered no serious ill-effects from being female so far but of course she had also been living in kind of an isolated fantasy world. Green Castle always put her in the mood for romance and when she was writing she really immersed herself in the atmosphere she was creating.

Darren sort of resembled the type of male hero she often wrote about, both physically and the way he had behaved. He had dropped everything and rushed to her aid without question, like a knight rescuing a damsel in distress. He had even saved her life, probably. Most importantly he was willing to listen to her crazy story and not dismiss it out of hand. If he wasn't a hero than she didn't know what one looked like.

Sex is sex. It's probably fun for everyone if you know what you're doing or you're with someone who did at least. Darren certainly knew what he was doing and that made it all the easier to enjoy something that probably should have made her skin crawl.

It might be nice to just go on like this indefinitely, but Gerry knew that she needed answers, or at least needed to be looking for them, and she guessed that she needed some professional help with that.

"I think it's time to go back to Los Angeles," Gerry announced.

"I'll make the arrangements right away," Darren replied. "Aren't you happy here?"

"I'm very happy here. Maybe too happy here. I sort of need to get back to that other world and see how I feel there. I think I should also see a doctor."

"You're absolutely right. You've probably put that off too long."

She didn't tell Darren that the kind of doctor she was thinking about was a psychiatrist, but she would get a thorough medical examination as well.


CHAPTER 13:

It was always sad to leave Green Castle, but especially so this time since it seemed to mean more to her than ever before. She and Darren had shared some pretty special moments, sexual and otherwise, and she felt so much closer to him now in a million little ways.

On the other hand being back in the big city with its many options and distractions was always kind of nice too. It would be sort of interesting to interact with some more people who knew her well to see how differently they treated the female Gerry.

Suddenly a thought popped into her head. Darren said that they had made love before but she had no recollection of it. How many other guys were there out there who had banged her? Darren made it sound like it was kind of a unique thing that they had done only sparingly, but what about the rest of the male populous? She may not have been married but she must have had boyfriends, dates, one-night-stands. Maybe she was seeing someone now. That seemed unlikely. She would certainly have heard from him, even up in Green Castle. But would her phone ring sometime and a male voice ask her out on a date? That was kind of a scary thought.

She was tempted to try and track down Veronica Lacey. If Darren remembered their ménages à trois might not Veronica recall it too? Even if she didn't recognize Gerald in Geraldine she might remember the names of her two lovers from that evening. Or she might not. They had only gotten in that situation because Veronica had a voracious sexual appetite and she had probably gone through a great many partners over the years. Plus it would be a weird thing for a strange woman to pop up out of the blue asking intimate details about a sexual encounter that took place back in college. Now if Darren bumped into her "accidentally" and got the conversation around to the "good old days" that might work, but she probably wouldn't remember him either.

Her publisher was certainly stoked by the progress she was making. She was way ahead of her usual schedule, and the chapters she had sent him were received with glowing praise. She had kind of felt like she was hitting a wall with her work, and possibly running out of ideas, but this new book was re-invigorating her. Her stuff still sold reasonably well, based on her name, but having a solid "hit" again would certainly be nice.

Medically she was relieved to find that there was no serious or lasting damage. Even the bump on her head was completely gone by now. So if the accident hadn't triggered some kind of brain damage it was reasonably safe to assume that she was functioning, more or less, like normal. That also meant that her problem was still there, and still very real. She was certainly willing to undergo analysis, but she also feared that if she was totally honest she might end up being locked away. She wanted to choose her analyst very carefully but wasn't entirely sure how to do that.

She traveled in the kind of circle where damn near everybody spent some time on the couch but it wasn't a subject she particularly wanted to broach with people she knew. The Internet might be the best place to do some research so she started poking around looking at her various options.

When she received an invitation to a cocktail party being thrown to celebrate the release of a new book by a fellow author she knew, named Dylan Randolph, her first reaction was to ignore it. Parties weren't usually her cup of tea, unless they were more intimate affairs with a smaller group of close friends, but this time she decided to accept. There would probably be quite a few people there that she knew and it would be a good opportunity to gauge their interactions with her.

She could bring a date and immediately thought of asking Darren but she decided that she wanted to fly solo this time. It would certainly make it easier to disappear quickly if she got cold feet, and being there with Darren as her date might give the impression that they were dating, which they certainly were not in any "official" sense. There was no need to stir up the gossip mill unnecessarily.

While she would rather have come home to find her closet stocked with men's clothes it was actually pretty handy that she had such an extensive female wardrobe. Unlike the cabin, she had just about anything she could want for any occasion. It actually took her a while to sort through everything and come up with a suitable party outfit that she was satisfied with.

Her car was still in the shop so she was driving a "loaner" provided by the insurance company. It was nice enough, but definitely not her style. Modern cars were just boxes with wheels on them as far as she was concerned, but the GPS system was kind of nice and made finding the party a breeze.

How strange it was to see so many familiar faces. There were probably women here that she had fucked as a man and possibly men here who had fucked her as a woman. Now all the scripts would be flipped and she had no idea what her current relationship to any of these people might be. She only remembered how Gerald saw them but they would no doubt see her very differently.

"Darling, you came! I'm so flattered. You never come to anyone's party," said a familiar voice.

It was Clara Breckinridge and she was quite the socialite. Married five times, always to authors of one sort or another, she was kind of like a sophisticated book groupie. She loved parties, especially when she was throwing them, and viewed the success of the party largely on how many "big name" celebrities actually showed up. Younger people might view social media "friends" as the barometer of their popularity but to Clara it was more about how many best-selling authors turned up for her shindigs.

"Nice to see you Clara. Thank you for the invitation," said Gerry politely.

"Are you here alone? No man on your arm? I'm surprised! Well, no matter. We can fix that up shortly. Do you know our guest of honor? Well, of course you do, what am I saying? Oh, excuse me darling there's someone I have to say hello to!"

Clara darted off and Gerry was left to wonder how Clara knew that she knew Dylan Randolph. As far as she knew she didn't know him well. Dylan wrote mostly thrillers, usually with a political or espionage angle, but they did share the same publisher and had met at a few social functions like this. Of course there was that book signing cruise.

A few years ago their publisher ran a promotional tie-in with a cruise liner. There were about a dozen authors, representing a variety of genres, who were sort of the "featured attraction" of the voyage. It was a chance to have books signed but it was also a chance to meet and greet some of your favorite authors and perhaps bend their ear a bit with your suggestions for future releases and whatnot.

Most of the people were very nice, and not too pushy, as she recalled. It was actually kind of interesting to just sit and have a drink with your true fans and hear what they liked, or didn't like, about your work. The author kind of creates in a vacuum and hopes that people will enjoy the finished product, but it was important to remember that your readers weren't just numbers of sales to tally, they were people who were hoping, even expecting you to take them on some kind of journey.

Dylan had been there, but so had a lot of other authors. Was Clara there too? Shit, she might have been. That would have been right in her wheelhouse, especially if she was between husbands and shopping for the next one.

"Well, I kind of had the feeling you were avoiding me."

Gerry turned and saw Dylan Randolph smiling at her.

"Now what would make you think that?" Gerry replied, actually curious to know what he meant.

"Oh, I don't know. The fact that I haven't seen you since the cruise, I suppose," he replied.

"Well, I guess I have been pretty busy."

"Buy you a drink?"

"Why not?"


CHAPTER 14:

Dylan Randolph was about ten or twelve years older than Gerry but he was one of those men who just seemed to improve with age, A few lines here and there added distinction and the little hint of grey creeping into his temples implied maturity and experience. He easily could have served as the model for his most famous creation, Lance Frankfort, CIA.

Dylan wasn't writing the Great American Novel either, but his genre was definitely more main-stream than hers. Some of his books had even been made into movies, making him a very rich man, indeed. Her books were sold in supermarkets. His were sold everywhere.

"You're looking very lovely tonight, my dear. I'm incredibly flattered that you came," said Dylan as they sipped champagne near the bar.

"That's what Clara said. I guess being anti-social is the key to real popularity," Gerry joked.

"I'm not usually the kind of man to carry a torch but I admit that I've been thinking about you quite a lot since that trip."

Uh oh, Gerry thought. Something must have happened on that cruise. She figured there was a chance she would bump into someone who had dated her or something, but she never guessed it would be Dylan Randolph, or that he would still be harboring some kind of feelings about their encounter.

"It's hard to believe that a man like you would give me a second thought," Gerry said modestly. "I thought you were seeing that Brazilian fashion model."

"I didn't say that I'd taken a vow of chastity," Dylan said with a slight chuckle. "I like the company of beautiful women, and my good fortune has allowed me to meet a wide variety of them from all walks of life. But a woman who gets into my head and makes me think and feel is something else entirely."

Gerry didn't want to admit it but she was getting kind of turned on by this conversation. Just exactly what the hell had they done on that cruise? And why couldn't she remember any of it, except from the perspective of Gerald, who didn't bang anyone on that trip, let alone meet a woman who made him think and feel and whatever.

"Well you had kind of a limited selection of females to choose from on that cruise, unlike your normal life. I imagine I seem pretty dull compared to the jet-setting starlets you usually squire," said Gerry, trying to make light of the situation.

"You know you were much more than that to me," said Dylan earnestly.

"How so?"

"You're toying with me."

"Maybe. Maybe I want to hear you tell me."

"Then let's step out on the terrace, shall we?"

Gerry didn't know what she was getting into but she felt like she had rather cleverly maneuvered him into revealing some of the details of their relationship, whatever that might have been. With Darren she could just tell him that she didn't remember a thing and Darren would work to fill in her in all the graphic details. Sometimes very graphic details. She honestly wondered what Dylan was going to say.

"I think it was your legs that first caught my eye," said Dylan as they began to stroll around the gardened terrace area. "That and the fact that you always dress like a woman. Girls today have no sense of style or elegance in the traditional sense. It's all baggy pants and baseball hats."

"Perhaps you should try dating women a little closer to your age," Gerry joked.

"It's not a matter of age, it's a matter of taste. You have taste in spades. I mean look at you tonight. That's the absolutely perfect outfit for an affair like this."

Gerry started at the word "affair" but suddenly realized that he meant party, not sexual tryst, Or did he?

"You're also a woman who needs to be wooed before she's won," Dylan continued.

"So you thought I was playing hard to get?"

"Not at all. I knew almost from the beginning that we would be lovers, I know that sounds conceited but that's not what I mean. I could see in your eyes that you wanted to be romanced. But you didn't want it to be a matter of convenience, no matter how aroused your senses might have been. You have no idea how inspiring that can be to a man, especially one who adores the thrill of the chase. Do you remember how long it took for me to kiss you for the first time?"

"Remind me."

Dylan led Gerry over to a stone railing and placed her so that she was looking out into the darkness. She felt a tingle run down her spine as he stepped away from her.

"You were looking out to sea one night, rather late as I recall. There was only moonlight on the water and I thought you looked like a woman who was dreaming of something. And I came up behind you and stood very close, like this. I'm sure you could hear my breathing but you never turned, never flinched. Then I very gently turned you around, just like this, and I saw the most delightful smile on your face. I knew you were just waiting for me to kiss you. You knew it would be me when you turned around."

With that Dylan took Gerry in his arms and they kissed quite wonderfully. Smiling at a man can be quite dangerous, Gerry thought. It seemed to frequently turn to kissing...and then some.

"So we kissed. Then what happened?" asked Gerry.

"Are you saying that you don't remember?"

"I like to hear it from your perspective. Maybe I'm comparing notes."

"Oh, you are a little devil! So much the tease and yet so giving as a lover."

"You're fast forwarding too much. Let's get back to the kiss."

Dylan kissed her again and then continued his narrative.

"We kissed for what seemed like hours but when I reached down to slowly pull up your dress, like this, you gently brushed my hand away and told me to be patient. I felt like I was going to explode in my pants right then and there. Then we held hands and walked around the deck talking nonsense about life and art when we both really wanted to make love. I would have taken you right there in the open, for all the world to see, but you told me to come to your cabin in half an hour, which felt like eternity to me. Oh, God, I can almost feel how agonizing that wait was even now! I think you like torturing me."

"Perhaps."

Gerry really didn't want to torture anybody but she was kind of turned on by this recounting of what was supposedly her real life. Dylan was definitely a handsome man, she was hardly the first person to notice that, and he seemed to be a pretty darn good kisser, too.

"When I finally entered your stateroom you were exactly as I had pictured you. Reclining on the bed in the perfect outfit as always. It was undoubtedly new but designed with vintage flair right down to the old-style garter belt and snaps. You might have been a creation of F. Scott Fitzgerald or a movie star from the thirties. You made me undress, very slowly of course, while you watched closely, but when I got to finally join you on that bed you became so yielding that I knew I had won your consent. And you opened up to me and gave yourself with such intensity that I almost wept with joy."

Dylan grabbed her once more and they began to kiss with even greater passion than before. It was a damn good story. Just the sort of thing that Gerry could eat up with a spoon.

"There you are! I should have known that you two lovebirds would try to sneak off. Why, it's just like I remember you from the cruise."

Clara had discovered them. The rest of the story would have to wait it appeared.


CHAPTER 15:

Dylan was hauled away to perform various duties as the guest of honor and Gerry was left wondering whether to get out now while the getting was good or stick around and find out what sort of nasty things she and Dylan had gotten up to on that damn boat. She opted to stay.

This was all very perplexing in so many ways. She remembered everything that had happened to Gerald on that cruise, and nothing that had happened to Geraldine, and yet it appeared that somehow both versions of the event were true. Well Geraldine's version of the cruise sure seemed a lot more eventful than Gerald's but it obviously hadn't led to anything serious since Dylan said that they hadn't seen each other since. They were just two ships that passed in the night...or two people who passed the night on a ship at any rate.

But Dylan sure seemed to want more. It was obviously Gerry that had balked at a repeat performance. She kind of wondered why. Of course she kind of wondered why she had kept Darren at arm's length. Was there some man out there who would tell her about the six years they had lived together or something? Maybe it would be best to just tell everybody about her car accident and claim partial amnesia. That way she wouldn't be expected to know the past and could have the details filled in as she went along, much like she was doing now.

It seemed like kind of a cheap theatrical gimmick but it might actually work in her case. She really did have an accident and she really couldn't remember anything that had happened to her as a woman before the car swerved into that tree. Then she reminded herself that she couldn't remember being a woman because she hadn't been one prior to that. Where these details were coming from she had no idea.

"I'm a man, not a woman. I'm not interested in being swept off my feet, by this man or any man," she said softly out loud to herself. "I'm falling into my own trap with all this moonlight and sweet talk. I wrote the book on seducing women...literally. Tons of them actually."

She quietly made her way out of the party and drove home. She felt bad about leaving Dylan hanging like that but there was no point in starting something up with him. As long as the specter of her missing penis was hanging overhead she was never going to accept her fate.

Gerry knew she needed a pro so she made an appointment with a Dr. Susan Painter. She liked the idea of talking to another woman, even though she was planning to tell her that she was really a man, and she liked the artistic sound of her last name. When she went for her first appointment she really liked the old-fashioned, antique look of the office. It seemed sort of like something from another era, which always appealed to Gerry. There was even a black leather couch like you always saw in the movies.

"Do I get to lie on the couch?" Gerry asked hopefully.

"If you'd like," the doctor replied with a pleasant smile.

"Okay, I'm going to tell you something that will probably sound crazy, although in your line of work you might have a different benchmark for that than I do," Gerry began.

"I'm all ears."

"As far as I have always known I have been a man named Gerald James. I was born a man and have lived as a man my whole life. Then a short time ago I was in a car accident that knocked me out."

"Were you seriously injured?"

"No, thank God. Just a bump on the forehead really. But when I woke up in the hospital I was in this body that you see now and everyone knew me as Geraldine James. It was like my whole life had be rewritten with me having been female all the time. Even my picture on my books was suddenly female, although I wrote all of them as a man."

"I've read some of your books, by the way," the doctor interjected. "They're very passionate."

"Oh, well...thank you. I was afraid I was going to have to explain what I did for a living."

"So even your friends seemed to believe that you had always been Geraldine and not Gerald?"

"That's right. Except my closest friend, Darren, who didn't believe me at first until I started to bring up some memories of the past that were almost impossible for me to know about without having been there. He tried the same technique with me but I honestly couldn't remember a single thing about being a woman from before the accident. I still can't. Although I did have another near accident recently where I thought I was going to fall off a cliff and saw my life flash before my eyes."

"My goodness. You seem to have been in a lot of peril lately."

"It probably wasn't that bad, but at that precise moment I was fearing for my life."

"What exactly were you doing?" the doctor inquired.

"Ah, well...I was having sex on the balcony of my beach house up north and the rail broke. Fortunately Darren pulled me back right away but it was kind of terrifying for a moment," Gerry explained.

"So I take it you were having sex with your friend Darren."

"Yeah."

"Even though you thought you had convinced him that you were actually male somehow?"

"It's a long story."

"We've got plenty of time."

Gerry told her about the strange life flashing experience and how it was a mix of male and female images, although the male ones were the only ones she could actually remember. They talked for a long time and their session just seemed to fly by to Gerry. Dr. Painter was very easy to talk to, but then again, that was what she got paid a whole lot of money to do.

"So I hope you didn't push a button under your desk and now there's going to be some guys with straightjackets waiting for me when I walk out that door," Gerry said, not quite jokingly.

"My, but you do have a vivid imagination, don't you? But of course you would being a writer. No, no one is going to put you in a straight jacket. It wouldn't be very good business for me either, would it? I make a lot more if you just keep coming back for more sessions."

Gerry was definitely going to come back. She had stumbled across the right doctor and it felt incredibly good to have someone else to share her bizarre story with.


CHAPTER 16:

"I think I owe you an apology," said Gerry when she had finally reached Dylan Randolph after a bout of "phone tag" with him. "I probably seemed like I was avoiding you again."

"Weren't you?" he asked.

"I don't think so."

"But you're not sure?"

"No, I guess I'm not sure," Gerry answered truthfully.

"Then let me take you to dinner and we can continue this discussion in person."

"I'm not sure if that's a good idea."

"You're kind of unsure about a lot of things."

"Boy, that's the truth."

"Well, I'm sure that we both have to eat sometime so why don't we kill two birds with one stone and eat together?"

Gerry agreed and they made a date. It was only dinner and it was going to be in a public restaurant, not on his yacht or something. Dylan must certainly know by now that she wasn't implying or guaranteeing anything by accepting his dinner invitation. In truth she was definitely interested in hearing more about that cruise and in the restaurant they wouldn't be likely to act any of it out.

Her sessions with Dr. Painter had been going really well, as far as Gerry could tell, although she didn't feel any closer to a solution to her problem. Even Dr. Painter admitted that Darren's corroboration of her stories was hard to explain although she tried to find a logical answer.

"It's obvious that he has deep feelings of affection towards you so it's possible that his desire to please you would be so strong that he would tell you what you wanted to hear, even if he didn't actually believe it," the doctor suggested. "That would certainly explain why he was willing to go to bed with you, even though he claimed to remember you as a man."

"I don't think he'd lie to me about something like that," Gerry protested.

"It's also possible that he was convinced that he remembered you without having any clear recollection of it himself. Did he ever bring up anything where he remembered you being a man and you had to be reminded of it?"

"No, now that you mention it. It was always after I told him about the incident," Gerry admitted. "But he never could come up with an answer for who the other man was if it wasn't me."

"And now that you've had some time to live as a woman, how do you like it?" asked Dr. Painter.

"It's not as bad as I thought it would be. A lot of things are pretty much the same as they used to be only now it takes a bit longer to get ready to go do them. I'm sure it would be fine if I had been born this way."

"Do you find men more attractive these days?"

"That's pretty easy to say since I never found men attractive before and now I've actually had sex with them."

"Yet you write about attractive men. You describe their many virtues in detail, as I recall. You must have had some idea that one man was more attractive than another and why that was so," the doctor pointed out.

"I guess I just kind of guessed what a woman might find attractive in a man."

"You must be a pretty good guesser."

"I guess so."

"Does it really bother you that you find men attractive now?"

"Of course!"

"Why?"

"Because I'm a man."

"That doesn't automatically mean that you can't find other men attractive."

"Well it does to me."

"I think I would like to try hypnotherapy with you," said Dr. Painter.

"You mean hypnotize me?"

"Yes. When a person is in a relaxed state they often remember things from their past, even their very distant past. Things that they haven't thought about for years or might even have repressed."

"Ah, I get it. You want to see whether my childhood memories are male, like I've explained them, or female, which would seem to make more sense under the circumstances," said Gerry.

"Yup, you saw right through me. Wouldn't it be good to find out, one way or the other?"

"I'm guessing that you're assuming my memories will all be female and that you may be able to trace the root of my peculiar obsession with the idea that I'm really male."

"You are a good guesser."

"But what if all of my memories are male?" Gerry asked as she sat up from the couch. "That would be very unusual for someone who had lived their entire life as a girl, wouldn't it?"

"It sure would. But it might make for an interesting paper. You're not the only one who writes you know."


CHAPTER 17:

Dinner with Dylan was quite delightful. The man did have a lot of charm and they both had sort of a report that felt natural and easy. They talked shop and they talked politics and they talked the weather and the meal flew by in a flash. Then the talk turned to what they should do next and Gerry's palms started to sweat.

Dylan, the sneaky bastard, actually did suggest casually that they adjourn to his yacht but Gerry was not going with that man on anything that floated, not even a pool raft. They decided to take a stroll around a nearby shopping district, which seemed safe enough, and Dylan resumed his narrative, more or less where he had left off.

"As I was saying before, the wonderful thing about you is that you understand how to let a man be a man. You don't shy away from your femininity, as many women do who feel that they have to prove something all the time. You're very nurturing in bed, but spirited at the same time."

"You mean I'm submissive?" asked Gerry.

"No, no. You're...appreciative. You don't need to be handcuffed to a bed or tied up to make a man feel masculine. It's just in your every move, your words, your glances. I don't know whether it's instinct or genius, but every time I'm inside you I feel like I'm the most powerful and virile man in the world. It's an amazing quality you have."

"Every time?"

"Well, the few times I've had the pleasure."

"I'll bet you say that to all the girls," said Gerry.

Dylan just broke out laughing. It was quite an unexpected response.

"In truth, I have used that line more than once, but I'm sure you already suspected that. I'm a rogue, what can I say? We made love on that cruise several times and I enjoyed it thoroughly, as I also enjoyed your company at dinner tonight. My ego seems to demand that I call the shots and I wasn't lying when I said I love the thrill of the chase. You're a fascinating creature and an excellent lover and I would very much like to go to bed with you again sometime. There, now I've laid all my cards on the table," said Dylan with a voice of total sincerity.

"Well I think I'd like that too, but not just yet. And I'm not playing hard to get. I'm just sorting some things out in my life right now and I'm not sure that going to bed with you would be the best idea at the moment. I'm sorry if that sounds mysterious," said Gerry.

"Don't be silly. Your mystery is one of your most appealing qualities. You have my number. Let me know when you feel up to the challenge."


CHAPTER 18:

Gerry, like most people, was skeptical of the whole idea of hypnosis. It always seemed like some sort of party game or carnival side show attraction but the damn thing actually worked! Dr. Painter was very successfully taking Gerry back to her early childhood and working forward from there. And much to the good doctor's surprise every single memory was of the childhood of a boy named Gerald James.

It was all there. Things that Gerry remembered and had already told the doctor about and things that she didn't recall at all. It was quite baffling to Dr. Painter, who quite logically assumed that she would quickly discover Gerry's female past, yet it appeared that there was no female past to discover.

How then was she the woman she now appeared to be, and why did everyone else in her life remember her as always having been a woman, with the possible exception of Darren, who may or may not be completely convinced of her alleged male past?

Dr. Painter wasn't prepared to believe that something "magical" had happened, but under the circumstances, it was hard to tie everything up in a neat little package. Gerry was there for help and Dr. Painter was determined to do everything she could.

The doctor decided to change her approach. Instead of trying to trigger specific responses that would show that Gerry did indeed remember her female childhood she decided to speak to Gerry as a man and probed for some possible sexual identity issues that might have been repressed.

"I used to really envy girls for the toys they got to play with and the pretty things they got to wear," said Gerry in her dreamlike trance voice. "There were a lot of girls in my neighborhood so I had plenty of chances to hang out with them, which I always enjoyed very much. Sometimes I'd even let them dress me up, until my mother found me one time with lipstick on and a princess dress that someone had gotten for Halloween. She was so embarrassed that I felt like dirt. She kept saying 'thank God your father didn't see this' over and over."

"Was that the last time you dressed like a girl?" asked the doctor.

"No, far from it. As I got older it started to take on a sexual nature. I stole a bra from my mother's dresser and used to wear it in front of the mirror. It made me feel sexy. It made me wish that I had breasts."

"Were you attracted to boys at that time?"

"Yes, but I tried hard not to be. It was so wrong and there was nothing I could do about it anyway."

"Did your parents ever suspect that you were harboring these types of feelings?"

"Worse than that. I actually got caught by my dad masturbating while wearing a bra and some nylons I had come up with from somewhere."

"Did he punish you?"

"Not exactly, but he hated me. He was ashamed of me. I'm sure that he felt like he had failed completely as a father. His son was a queer. How do you deal with that?"

"How did you deal with that?" asked Dr. Painter.

"I threw away the bra and the stockings and anything else I had that was remotely feminine. I started playing sports aggressively and lifted weights in my garage. I wanted my body to become more masculine and I wanted to prove to my dad that I wasn't the fag he thought I was. I got really good at basketball and even made the Varsity in high school. I dated one of the cheerleaders and put all those girlish thoughts behind me," stated Gerry rather flatly.

"Did you really?" the doctor pressed.

"Of course not. How could I? It wasn't like I didn't enjoy playing basketball and going out with girls and being popular and good in school but the desire to explore the other side of my nature was always there. Every time I thought I had it licked it would sneak back in some little way. But I'm pretty strong willed and I was determined to live a normal life and make my parents proud of me."

"Did that work?"

"It seemed to. I think they both decided that I had gone through some kind of 'phase' and gotten over it. I never gave anyone any reason to doubt it. But the female voice was always in the back of my head. I just got really good at pushing it further and further back. Until I started writing romance novels, that is. There I could articulate my secret thoughts. I could be any kind of woman I wanted. These books are supposed to be escapist entertainment for my readers but I was the one who was really escaping. Escaping the shackles of my overtly manly life. Free to live and love as I wanted, at least within the bounds of my imagination. I was good at it and I made money at it so most people accepted it as just my job and never attached any significance to what I was writing. But every one of those books was a desperate cry for help. Sometimes I wanted to be a woman so badly that every part of my body ached. But I always beat it back. I always got control of myself again."

"Why did you continue to fight it as an adult? Surely you knew that there were ways of transitioning. You weren't living with your parents anymore. You weren't married. You were making good money. What kept you from at least exploring those options?"

"I didn't want to admit it."

"To your friends and family?"

"To myself," Gerry replied.

"But you obviously were aware of it," Dr. Painter reminded her.

"Aware of it, yes, but not accepting of it. Too many years of fighting against it. Too much fear of being rejected by society after having built a successful life. Too much shame. It would be like the whole world catching me masturbating in a bra and nylons."

"When your car hit that tree was it really an accident?"

"I don't know. I honestly don't know. I think maybe half and half. I didn't deliberately swerve off the road but I'm not sure I did all I could have done to avoid the collision."

Had Gerry been sitting in Dr. Painter's office as a man the case would not be that remarkable. Many people have serious gender identity issues that they try to hide or suppress or simply don't want to face out of fear of being ostracized by society. It would be easy to say that Gerry should consider sexual reassignment, on some level. It was quite obvious that Gerald James had a deep desire to express his female side, if not actually become female, but it wasn't a man named Gerald sitting in her office, it was a woman named Geraldine, who seemed to have no female memories that went back prior to her car crash, which may or may not have been an accident after all.

There was no scientific explanation for why this woman had the memories of a man. To have invented an entire life and somehow planted it into her subconscious mind seemed equally absurd and impossible. What could there have been about that accident that rewrote her entire life story, let alone manifested a complete physical gender change? Nothing logical. Nothing scientific.

It was a fascinating case and it might take years to get to the bottom of it and find the truth, but to what end? There was no question that Gerry had always wanted to be a woman. Now she was one. It didn't really matter anymore whether she had once lived as a man or not. She had finally admitted her true desire. Admitted that her resistance to the idea was based on other people's opinions of her. But since all of those people now saw her womanhood as "normal" there was nothing more to fear or be ashamed of. She could walk out of this office and begin living the life she always dreamed of, and that's exactly what she did.


CHAPTER 19:

Gerry hadn't seen much of Darren since they had gotten back to Los Angeles and that was by design. Darren was a powerful temptation to her, especially now that she had known what it was like to be his lover, and she didn't want him clouding the issue while she tried to find a "cure" for her problem. Now there was no problem, as far as she could see. Dr. Painter had shown her what she really wanted and for the first time since she woke up in that hospital she felt completely free and at home in this body.

She had gone up to Green Castle to finish her book. It was a very pleasant ride up there in her recently restored classic auto and she vowed to take better care of her baby from now on. What was the point of owning a car like that if you let it fall apart out of carelessness?

Everyone in town was happy to see that she was doing fine and that her car hadn't been a total loss. The sight of her bombing around in that convertible was part of the local landscape now and it just didn't seem right for her to be driving anything else.

When she called Darren this time she made certain not to sound panicky or in any sort of distress, She wanted him to come up if he could arrange it, but not with any sense of urgency. He was up there in a flash anyway, flying part of the way and driving the rest again.

She greeted him at the door with a big hug and a kiss, which seemed to please him very much. He wasn't sure what to expect this time, having not had much contact with her lately, so it was especially nice to find her in such a warm, and affectionate mood.

"Darling, I can't tell you how happy I am to see you," she said as they sat on the couch, after she had poured them both a drink.

"Well, you're calling me darling so I think you know how happy that makes me," Darren replied, feeling his heart begin to beat a little faster.

"I've been seeing someone...oh, I should have phrased that better! Not a man, not a romance. I've been seeing a doctor who has really helped me through this rough patch," Gerry explained.

"So I take it this doctor convinced you that you weren't really a man?" Darren asked cautiously.

"No, not exactly. There simply doesn't seem to be any explanation for my male memories. Even under hypnosis they were still there. That's not supposed to be possible, but it looks like it's the truth anyway."

"So you're saying the doctor told you that you really are a man?"

"No, not that either. She couldn't prove to me, or to herself, that I wasn't a man, at least at some point in my life. My mind is totally convinced of that at any rate."

"But how does that help you?" asked Darren, beginning to feel really puzzled.

"It helps me because she also showed me the secret that I've kept locked up my entire life. The secret that I've always longed to be a woman, and probably always was one in my heart. That was all I really needed to know. I don't have to cling to some macho image or prove how manly I am by fighting against this miracle. When I wrapped my car around that tree I was handed a gift from the gods. I was given the life I always wanted complete with a back story and a wonderful man."

"But what about Veronica Lacey?" Darren sort of stammered.

"You know, we probably banged the hell out of her," Gerry replied with a laugh. "But then again, who didn't back then?"

"And you still have no memory of a female past?"

"None whatsoever. But I don't care. I don't care at all. I remember everything that's happened since the accident so as far as I'm concerned that's my new birthday, despite what it says on my driver's license."

"This is still kind of confusing," said Darren, shaking his head.

"Yes it is, but fortunately I can live with this answer. For whatever reason I've been walking around thinking that I was a man, and working really hard to deny that I wanted to be a woman, but now I only have to work on being the best woman I can be."

"I don't think that will take much effort at all."

Darren rested a hand on her cheek as he leaned over to kiss her. This wasn't research now and there was nothing to feel guilty about anymore. It wasn't the longest or deepest kiss that they had shared but it was the best one so far in many ways. She had been waiting a long time to kiss Darren with such an open heart. Possibly years even. It was hopefully the first of many to come.

Gerry pulled off her top and unhooked her bra and Darren was on her breasts in a flash, as she knew he would be. Wearing a bra had gotten her into a heap of trouble with her father but it was kind of handy now that she had something substantial to put in it. Of course it was also a nuisance when you had a man who desperately wanted to play with your tits.

While Darren continued to squeeze and suck upstairs he managed to work a hand under Gerry's dress, where he began to stimulate her through her panties. In return Gerry had somehow gotten Darren's pants unzipped and was now stroking him vigorously. They were kind of twisted like contortionists on that couch with so many moving parts all in play but it was definitely getting the job done.

Eventually Gerry stood up, pulled her dress off and pulled down her panties, which gave Darren time to get his pants off. Gerry didn't return to her seat on the couch next to Darren, opting to just plunk herself down on his lap, anchored firmly in place by the stiff rod that was sticking straight up. It made her think of how strong a connection you made when you put a peg in a hole. She liked that analogy because she felt so connected to Darren right now, and to her true self for the first time. She would be quite happy to be the hole to Darren's peg forever.

As she bounced up and down on his lap she almost felt giddy with happiness. It was hard to believe that she had ever felt any sort of guilt or shame over what she was doing now or over who she had become. Everything worked better this way. Everything was so natural. Everything fit perfectly...especially her man's cock!

Was Darren really her man? It certainly looked like he wanted the job. Of course men can be pretty easily motivated to take whatever is in front of them at the moment. Still, their friendship was long and really close. Even closer now that they could express their feelings physically, but sometimes sex messed up friendships, didn't it? That's what people always said. But people would say that it was impossible for her to have simply turned into a woman by crashing her car, so what the hell do people know? She was tired of worrying about what other people thought anyway. As long as she knew that Darren loved her that was all the public opinion polling she needed.

"Do you love me baby?" Gerry shouted over her shoulder as she continued to ride his big boner.

"What?"

"I said, do you love me baby?"

"Well, of course I love you! I've always loved you. Haven't you figured that out by now?"

"That's good. I was just checking."

Totally insane, thought Darren, despite whatever that doctor said. But in the best possible way of course.


CHAPTER 20:

With her book completed Gerry could devote all of her time to being with Darren, and neither one of them was in any hurry to leave. This place had become very special to both of them. Apparently it had always been but it was all the more so now that Gerry was creating so many wonderful new memories here.

They went into town on occasion, or drove out to the old lighthouse, but many times they just stayed in and made love or sat on the balcony watching the sunset. The railing had been repaired but Darren absolutely refused to let her lean on it, even if they weren't having sex.

"You know, I don't know how many men I may have slept with in this old female life that I don't remember," Gerry said one evening as they sipped wine and admired the view. "There may be tons of guys out there who've fucked me who could just pop up at any moment."

"I doubt if it's tons," Darren replied.

"Why? You don't think I'm hot enough to have tons of lovers?" Gerry teased.

"You know that's not what I meant," Darren replied.

"I don't want to hide things from you, but I can't tell you what I can't remember."

"Don't worry about it. It's not like I haven't had previous love affairs you know."

"That's for sure."

"Great. That you remember but not your own lovers. Seems kind of convenient to me," Darren joked.

"Why haven't you ever settled down with a woman Darren?"

"Because I was waiting for you to come to your senses, babe. And it's about time if you ask me!"

"But do you think you could ever really be happy with just one woman? I mean it must be pretty fun screwing a lot of different chicks. Probably keeps things from getting boring," Gerry pointed out.

"First off I'm not in love with a lot of different chicks, I'm in love with you, and the idea that going through life with you would ever be boring seems completely absurd. But what about you? Like you said, there may be tons of men out there who are mad about you. I've done lots of fooling around and playing the field so I know I'm ready to come home to one woman, but you've only been a woman for a little while, that you can remember. Maybe you need time to look around and check out some of those other guys first," suggested Darren.

"I don't need to, really I don't. I've always known that you were the one. In this life, some other life, or the next life to come I'll always find you and we'll always be together in some way."

The next day they went for a walk along the shore and the wind was starting to pick up, causing their hair to billow in the breeze. With the waves crashing on the rocks it was exactly like a scene from one of Gerry's books. Suddenly she stopped and tried to place Darren in a specific spot.

"Stand here. No, not quite...a little to the left," she commanded.

Darren gave her a bemused smile but did as he was told. Then Gerry got herself in position in front of him and started to breath very heavily.

"Would you say my bosom was heaving?" she asked between deep breaths.

"Sure. I thought maybe you were hyperventilating or something," Darren joked.

"Do my womanly breasts drive you wild with desire?" she asked.

"Always. They're very nice breasts."

"Then tear my blouse off and ravish me," she instructed.

"Are you kidding?"

"No I'm not kidding. Tear it!"

"If someone sees me they'll think I'm attacking you and call the cops," Darren said nervously.

"No one's going to see you. There's no one around here for miles. Just tear my damn shirt off! I can't keep my bosom heaving forever."

Darren shrugged and put his hands on her blouse. With a mighty tear the flimsy garment was shredded.

"Oh, shit, I didn't think that would destroy the whole thing. I figured a few buttons would pop off or something," said Gerry as she surveyed the damage.

"I'm really sorry. You told me to tear it."

"It's not your fault darling," said Gerry as she began to laugh. "The whole idea was pretty ridiculous. It's just always been my dream to have a man rip my bodice and ravish my heaving bosom."

"Well if ravish means what I think it means we can still take care of that part."

Darren yanked her bra down so that her breasts were exposed and then placed one arm behind her and bent her back for an incredibly sensual kiss. The wind kicked up perfectly, as if on cue, and her tattered blouse flapped wildly, like a sail on a ship in a storm. Then he buried his head in her cleavage and she clutched at his hair. It was perfect. Absolutely perfect.

"Tell me that you'll love me forever my darling," Gerry moaned.

"I would, but it's hard to talk with my face stuffed in your tits," Darren mumbled.

Well, almost perfect. In her books she never really worried about details like that. How could a man talk with a face full of boobs? Maybe she should incorporate that into her writing sometime? Nah, who would think about something like that in a romance novel?

Darren continued to "ravish" her for quite some time before they strolled back to the house. Gerry had stuffed her tits back in her bra but the blouse had vanished somewhere along the line. As it turned out Gerry was wrong about being totally alone out there as they came upon old Mr. Hemplemeyer, who sometimes combed the beach looking for driftwood. They exchanged a pleasant hello as they passed and Gerry couldn't help but notice the old man's gaze fixed squarely on her breasts. Who could blame him? She was only wearing a bra and they were really nice breasts. They were especially nice to Gerry because they were her own and she could claim them with pride; the most overt symbol of the femininity she had always craved.

Gerry really never thought much about her male past. In time those memories, like most memories, started to fade away or become hazy. No one ever offered an explanation for what had really happened and she didn't care one way or the other. Something about that accident changed everything in her life for the better. Whether it was mind over matter, the power of love, divine intervention or merely the product of her active imagination it had turned out to be a most happy accident indeed.


AUTHOR'S NOTES:

This is kind of a different one for me. I sort of liked the ambiguity of it. I know from my own life that near death experiences can have a profound impact on you and that your life can indeed flash before your eyes. It didn't cause me to suddenly change my gender but it did cause me to change a number of things. Ultimately I suppose this story is mostly an allegory about finding the courage to be yourself, regardless of what other people think or say. Whether it's sexual in nature or not a lot of us try to live up to someone else's expectations and miss the opportunity to make ourselves happy.

It was also fun to write about a character who was a romance novelist. I don't know about everyone else who does this kind of thing but I sure do get swept up in the passion sometimes. It's easy to picture myself in the arms of my lover, with my bosom heaving, just waiting to be ravished. And having clothing torn from your body can be a real rush...just try to plan ahead and make sure it's something that will tear easily and that you won't miss very much when it's gone!


ALSO BY STACEY ZACKERLY:

Confessions of a Cybersex Slut

The Transformation

The Virgin Whore of New York

Free Love

Unchained

Borderless Desire

Sweet Dreaming

Not Really Me

No Turning Back Now

The New Roommate

Only One Exit

Pink and Blue

The Ultimate Punishment

The Role of a Lifetime

Buried Treasure

The Halloween Party

The Fairy Godmother

In the Name of Science

Second Time Around

Buried Treasure 2: Secrets and Longings

The Dude Ranch

Becoming Penelope

At the Crossroad

Rejuvenation

Rotation

All for the Best

The Slut Squad

Girl of my Dreams

Weekend Woman

Try Before You Buy

Reform School

A Christmas Karol

Pinup Girl

Weekend Woman 2

The Project

The Stand-In

The Experiment

Welcome to the Club

Chemistry

Trans Travel, Inc.

Metamorphosis

Star Power

The Castle

Just Enough Magic

FOR MORE INFORMATION ABOUT THE AUTHOR:

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

https://www.goodreads.com/author/show/7391028.Stacey_Zackerly

http://staceyzackerly.blogspot.com

http://www.pornhub.com/users/staceyz/videos

(If you'd like to see any of my 3D erotic videos!)

OEBPS/image_8.jpg





