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Chapter 1

I had just finished my senior year at Midwestern Central State and returned home to Madisonville to spend a couple of weeks with my parents before heading to Europe for the next ten months. My folks had decided to finance the entire trip so I could get a global perspective on things and see the world from a different view than the average American. I was totally down with that, and if I just happened to get the opportunity to do a little drinking and womanizing along the way, then that was fine by me. I had never been to Europe and was looking forward to seeing every bit of what I could squeeze in over the next three quarters of a year. Then after sowing a few wild oats, I could return home and get a job in my chosen field, software engineering, which was my college major.

Having run to the grocery store to pick up a couple of items for my mom, I returned home, parking my car in front of the house. Grabbing the plastic bags off the seat, I stepped out of my vehicle, and as I looked across the street, I couldn't help but notice our sexy neighbor, Crystal, washing her car, wearing nothing but a purple bikini. She was a beautiful young woman with long blonde hair who was twenty-nine years old and had an hourglass figure that was impossible not to notice. Smiling at me, she called out, "Hi, Logan." I gave her a quick wave, turned, and headed toward the house. I would have loved to have stood there gawking at her but did not because I didn't want it to appear too obvious that I enjoyed looking at her curvy, scantily clad, and almost naked body. After all, I didn't want her to think I was some sort of a creep. The main reason I was so skittish around her was because of something I'd been doing in private, which I subconsciously felt a bit guilty about, my dirty little secret.

Dropping the shopping bags off to Mom in the kitchen, I headed upstairs to my room, and as I looked out the window, I saw that Crystal was no longer visible. It was clear that she had gone inside. Raising the lid on my laptop, I got online and worked my magic, and with a few simple keystrokes, I had access. I was in her computer and had a clear view of her king-sized bed. For some reason, this was where she enjoyed doing the majority of her computing, including email, web surfing, bill paying, as well as some online shopping. Sitting there watching her pick out her next pair of shoes was boring, to say the least, and I could have cared less about those sorts of activities. What I was interested in were the other things she enjoyed doing, those which brought her great joy, that I absolutely loved watching her do.

Seeing her enter the bedroom, she walked back and forth across the floor a few times, doing only God knows what, and finally, she took off her bikini, dropped it on the floor, and then picked up the laptop and carried it to the bed. Reaching into the bedside table, she got out her usual pleasuring device, lay it next to her, accessed an adult website on her laptop, and started watching a video where a couple was having sex. She then took her wand and placed it on her womanhood, watching the video while the device pleasured her. Her breathing was heavy, and a short while later, she began to moan as she usually did during these sessions, which took place once or twice daily. Ramping up the speed of her wand, her cries of pleasure became louder as her body convulsed from the stimulation, and a short while later, she could no longer hold back and cried out as she climaxed. Quite honestly, she wasn't the only one because I did too. I loved nothing better than watching her while I pleasured myself.

I was reasonably sure she would not have appreciated what I was doing if she had known because making love to oneself is something very personal, and she would have felt quite violated. Additionally, I was also pretty sure that her husband would not have been wild about the idea either and would have most likely kicked the living shit out of me if he had found out. However, he wasn't there because he traveled for business extensively, so I felt quite safe, at least for the moment anyway. His absence left poor Crystal alone a lot of the time, and it was clear she had a strong libido and was forced to take matters into her own hands, so to speak. So many times, I thought of how unfair it was that she was being denied the comfort of a man, and I often wondered why her husband left her alone so much. After all, she was a beautiful and desirable woman, and it was abundantly clear that she was lonely. More than once, I thought of how wonderful it would be to make love to her as her body was perfect in every detail. I was especially fond of how she was clean-shaven, which really turned me on as her womanhood was absolutely perfect in every detail. On so many occasions, I thought of how wonderful it would be to partake of it and pleasure her with my tongue to warm her up. When she was no longer able to resist, she would demand that I give her my manhood, which I gladly share. After a relentless pounding, at her request, of course, she is screaming at the top of her lungs, and I bring her to one orgasm after another. Our lovemaking is so intense that she eventually passes out from exhaustion. As much as I wanted her, I was sure that such a thing would never happen. After all, I was six years younger than her, had just graduated from college, and she probably viewed me as way too young and immature. 

Watching her on camera, I noticed she smiled and looked directly at the computer. Picking up her phone off the nightstand, she looked at the screen, tapped it a few times, and then put it next to her face. It was clear that she was making a phone call. The next thing I knew, my cell was ringing, and the caller id indicated that it was her, Crystal Price. WTF? She was lying naked on her bed, looking directly at the camera and calling me. Did she know I was watching her, or was the call a coincidence?

Deciding I should answer, I pressed the button on my phone and said, "Hello."

"Hi Logan, it's Crystal from across the street; remember me?"

How could I not know who she was? After all, I had been virtually intimate with her a number of times, of which she had no idea, or then again, did she?

I was extremely nervous and could barely speak, but after clearing my throat a couple of times finally choked out, "Oh, um, hey Crystal, how's it going?"

"Oh, it's going well over here. After I washed the car, I decided to kick back, relax and get comfortable," and she looked at the camera with an ear-to-ear smile and then took her thumb and forefinger and stroked her nipple momentarily before asking, "How about over there? Doing anything fun and exciting?"

Oh shit! I thought to myself, it seems like she knows, and if that's the case, why is she calling and asking me? Perhaps she's just toying with me. Then again, maybe not. Perhaps she has no clue, and it's all just a coincidence, as I previously suspected.

"Nah. It's boring over here. Nothing exciting going on at all."

"I bet that's not true. You seem like a guy who likes to have a little fun now and then. After all, you're just out of college, and you've spent the last four years having a good time," and then she chuckled.

After a few moments, she said, "Anyway, I hope I've not caught you at a bad time. If I have, I'll be more than glad to call you back later."

"Oh no, Crystal, now is just fine. I can talk."

"Okay, great. I wanted to ask you this earlier when we were outside, but you rushed into the house before I could. You weren't trying to get away from me, were you?" she asked and chuckled before licking her lips.

I wonder what on Earth she wanted to ask me. Did I miss my big chance to have her invite me in and let me do what I'd been dreaming of, to make love to her? If so, I was really sorry that I'd just blown it for the both of us, forcing her and me to take matters into our own hands, so to speak.

"Get away from you? I'm sorry if I gave you that impression. I was trying to get Mom's grocery items into the house. After all, there were some frozen goods in the bag."

On camera, I could see her shaking her head and saying, "Not a problem. Anyway, with you being home from college and probably tired of studying, I was wondering if you might be interested in attending a wine tasting with me. A friend just gave me two tickets to Four Points Winery this evening, including dinner for two in their restaurant afterward. My husband is out of town, and I thought about going alone, but that wouldn't be any fun. I know this is late notice, and if you've got plans, I completely understand, but I thought I would ask anyway, and I totally get it if you don't want to spend your evening with an old married woman. I'm sure a good-looking young man like you probably has more fun things to do than hang out with me."

Was she kidding? What man in his right mind wouldn't want to spend the evening with a drop-dead gorgeous woman like her? Then again, it was all very strange as I had just watched her in a very sensual setting, and then she picked up the phone and called me, of all people, and asked me out. How she looked at the computer was almost like she knew I was there. But most likely, that was not the case because if she had known, she would have either stopped putting on a show for me once to twice a day and cursed me out or reported me to the police. Thinking about it, I decided absolutely not, there was no way she could, and I just needed to calm down because I was doing nothing but second-guessing myself. There was nothing to worry about. That's what I kept telling myself anyway.

"So what do you say? Do you have an opening in your schedule, or will I be forced to stay home and order pizza and eat by myself while watching some boring movie?"

"Crystal, I would love to, but I have one question. Are you sure your husband would be okay with you going out on a date with a single man? I'm only asking out of respect for you and him as well."

Chuckling, she said, "Oh, it's fine, and he's also okay with it. We came to an understanding a long time ago that during his absences, I have to have a social life of some sort. Otherwise, it would be bad for our marriage, not to mention my mental health."

"He's a pretty understanding guy. Well, if that's the case, then I'm in," I replied.

"Wonderful. Be at my place at 5:30 p.m."

"See ya then," and I hung up the phone. After ending our call, I continued watching her on my computer screen and noted that she was smiling from ear to ear and then giggled like a schoolgirl before closing the laptop lid.

Well, it looked like I had a date with my parent's beautiful married neighbor. She was someone I didn't know well and had only spoken to a handful of times, but on the phone, she acted like we had been friends forever. As I thought about it, I realized that I had clearly gotten to know her better than I initially thought, not in the biblical sense, but in a virtual kind of way. I was apprehensive about the evening and didn't know what to expect, but there was no need to worry about it because 5:30 p.m. was only three hours away. I would know soon enough if we were going out as friends or if she had other intentions, which worried me because she was married, and I didn't want to cause trouble with her husband, as that could muddy things up big time. Even though I would be leaving soon, my parents still had to live in the neighborhood, and I didn't want to cause any trouble for them due to my actions.

After telling Mom that I wouldn't be joining the family for dinner, I went upstairs and began getting ready for my outing. The entire time I couldn't help but think about Crystal and how beautiful she was and how fortunate I was to go out with such a gorgeous woman. Unfortunately, she was taken, and I would simply have to enjoy her company, and that would have to be sufficient, and I accepted that. 

Finally, the clock struck 5:29, and dressed in jeans and a white dress shirt, I headed out the door and across the street, excited about the evening that lay ahead and slightly terrified at the same time. As I pressed her doorbell, I took a deep breath and told myself that everything would be okay because, in the end, things always were, and I stood there patiently as I waited for her to answer.


Chapter 2

I had suspected that Crystal and I would take my car to the event, but she had something else in mind and had ordered a ride share to take us to the winery. She said that since we would be drinking alcohol, we shouldn't drive and that having someone else take us there and bring us home just made good sense, and I had to agree.

After ringing the doorbell, I waited patiently, and within a few seconds, the door opened, and as I caught sight of her, she almost took my breath away. There she stood, drop-dead gorgeous, wearing a short pink and white floral print dress that flattered her already perfect figure in every way. Once again, I couldn't help but wonder how her husband could leave her alone for such long periods of time. I knew one thing, if she were mine, I would be home with her taking care of all her personal needs, not to mention mine in the process.

The tasting portion of the event was fun, and we tried a wide variety of reds and whites. After many samples, I began to feel the effects, and based on how she was acting, I could tell she was feeling it as well. She had become way more friendly than she had been earlier and touched me quite a bit as she talked. This included brushing up against my arm, placing her hand on my shoulder while talking to me, and so forth. I also noticed that she was standing way closer to me than earlier, a sign that she was clearly feeling comfortable around me and maybe a bit more than she should have. Though I loved all the attention she was showering me with, there was one thing I was trying to keep in mind, she was married, and crossing that line could be big trouble for her and me.

Finishing our tasting at the winery, we started walking toward the restaurant across the beautifully landscaped grounds. The sunset was magnificent, and it was the perfect romantic setting. Crystal grabbed my arm and said she was a bit lightheaded from the wine, and being the gentleman I was, I readily agreed. After all, who was I to not allow her to hang onto me to steady herself because I didn't want her to fall and break something, right?

"Isn't this just the perfect evening?"

Nodding, I said, "Yes, and isn't this the most beautiful sunset you've ever seen?"

"It is, and I'm fortunate enough to have a handsome guy accompanying me this evening, not to mention to hang onto as well. If you weren't here, I might have fallen flat on my face," she said and then looked at me with her big beautiful green eyes and smiled at me radiantly.

Reaching the restaurant, we checked in with the hostess and, after a brief wait, were seated on the patio, where we enjoyed a view of the vineyard and grounds, not to mention the last rays of the setting sun. After perusing the menu, we ordered, sat there, chatted, and drank more wine, which was the last thing we probably needed.

"So, your parents told me that you'll soon be off to Europe, and you'll be gone for almost a year?" she asked.

"That's right. I leave in just a few days."

"It's good you've been here spending time with your family the past couple of weeks. I'm sure you'll miss them while you're gone."

Nodding, I said, "It’s been a good visit, and I will definitely miss them, but I’m sure the time will pass quickly, and before I know it, I will be back home.”

Biting her lip, she looked at me and asked, “Logan, I want to ask you a personal question. Do you have a girlfriend?”

Shaking my head, I said, “No. My last relationship at college ended earlier this year, and I decided not to get involved with anyone and just stay single, which makes this trip a lot easier, ya know?”

“That’s a good point. You can enjoy your ten months in peace with no girlfriend calling, texting, or just bothering you, in general, the entire time, constantly telling you that she misses you and wishes you were back home. Not to mention her questioning you about every little thing because she’s worried about you hooking up with some European beauty. Yep, you’re better off because if you were in a relationship, it might turn your wonderful experience into misery, essentially ruining your trip. I think it’s awesome that it worked out the way it did and that you’re getting the opportunity to do this.”

“Thanks, me too. I am fortunate that Mom and Dad are doing this for me. It’s a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity, and I’m grateful.”

“When I graduated college, I almost got to go to Europe for the summer, but my dad lost his job, which definitely cut into the family budget, and there went my trip.”

“I’m sorry to hear that. Have you had the opportunity to go at any point since then?”

Shaking her head, she said, “No. The next thing I knew, I was working, then I met Paul, and soon afterward, we were married. I really would have liked to have made that trip, but you know how it is? Life got in the way.”

“Know what I think?” I replied.

Leaning forward, she rested her chin over the back of her folded hands, smiled warmly, and replied, “What?”

“Make a plan and go for it. After all, life’s too short not to do what you want. Don’t you think?”

Shaking her head, she said, “That’s easy to say, but when you get down to the reality of it all, then no. You’re at a completely different place in life than I was when I graduated from college. As I previously told you, my dad lost his job, and with my mom being a cosmetologist, we weren’t exactly rolling in the dough, a far cry from your mother, a pediatrician, and your dad, a high-powered lawyer.”

I was a bit taken aback by her response, but it was clear that I had hit a nerve which was the last thing I expected. Sitting there thinking about what I could have possibly said, I offered, “Crystal, I didn’t mean to offend you in any way, and I would like to apologize. I would never, in a million years, have intentionally said anything to hurt you. Please believe that.”

Smiling at me, she said, “I do, and I hope I didn’t come across too sharp with my response, and if I did, I’m sorry. All I was trying to say was that things worked out a little better for you than they did me at age twenty-three, and you are indeed fortunate, Logan, and I envy you. A lot.” 

After a few moments, she added, “To be your age and setting off to Europe for almost a year must be wonderful.”

We sat there silently for a few moments when she added, “Got room for one more?” and we chuckled.

Shrugging my shoulders, I said, “I’m okay with it if your husband Paul is,” and once again, we chuckled.

“He is a pretty understanding guy, but I’m not sure he is that understanding,” she replied, adding, “But if he were, I would take you up on it.”

I wasn’t exactly sure what to say but felt she was telling the truth about being okay tagging along, which I would have gladly accepted. After all, what man in their right mind wouldn’t want an attractive woman like Crystal as their companion for the next ten months? What a bunkmate!

“Well, thank you, I’m flattered.”

“You’re welcome. I have a feeling you would be great to travel with.”

“How do you know? I might be a terrible companion who was demanding, wanting to see all the stuff I was interested in and not caring much about what attractions you wanted to see. You might be completely miserable with me,” I replied.

Shaking her head slowly, she said, “I don’t think so.  I have a feeling we would get along just fine, Logan,” and then she smiled and bit her lower lip.”

I had no doubt that she was coming onto me, and I could feel myself getting a bit turned on downstairs. That was the trouble with being a young man my age; it sure didn’t take much to get my motor running. I decided to change the subject to cool things down, so I asked, “So Crystal, tell me what you do professionally. I can’t recall.”

“I’m a database administrator for a company that owns a chain of hospitals nationwide. The work is not totally exciting, but overall, I enjoy it, and the upside is that I get to work from home and rarely have to go in for meetings, which I love.”

“So, you’re an I.T. major?” I asked.

“I was a business major and minored in information systems, and specialized in database management, which helped me land the gig I’ve got at present.”

“Cool. I enjoyed all of the database classes I took in college and often thought about pursuing that track, but in the end, I decided to major in software engineering, and I hope I’m going to be able to make a good living working in that field.”

Smiling at me, she said, “Software engineering. You have to be pretty smart to get a degree in something like that, but then again, it’s obvious that you’re brilliant.”

“Thank you, Crystal, that’s nice of you to say.”

“It’s true, and I’m pretty sure you’re good at everything you do,” She gently ran her tongue across her lower lip. 

The next thing I knew, I felt a bare foot crawling up my pants leg, and as I looked across the table, I noted the seductive look on Crystal’s face, which was also accompanied by an ear-to-ear smile. At that moment, any questions I’d previously had about her intentions were gone, and it was abundantly clear that she was interested in more than just being pals. 

Pulling her foot back quickly, she said, “Oh, I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to do that. I was trying to rest my foot on the table’s leg.  Please forgive me,” and once again smiled at me warmly.

“Not a problem, these things happen,” I said.

She laughed and replied, “Oh Logan, you’re so funny,” and after a few moments, added, “You know what? One of these days, some young woman is going to have the good fortune of having you as her husband, and she will be fortunate indeed,” and then rested her chin on the back of her folded hands and just sat there looking at me while batting her eyelashes.

Was she just saying something nice to me, or was she insinuating that she wished she had me for herself? I was pretty sure that I already knew the answer, which I loved, but it also made me uncomfortable at the same time.

“Crystal, I don’t know what to say.”

“What do you mean?”

“You keep on showering me with all these wonderful compliments. You’d better be careful, or I’ll get a big head,” I replied.

She looked downward at the table, approximately where my private parts would be underneath, and then smiled and said, “That wouldn’t be so bad. Would it?”

Dang. This chick was pretty much letting me know that she was ready to get down to business. The only thing she hadn’t done was just come straight out and say, By the way, Logan, in case you’ve not figured it out, I would really like to fuck you, but at the rate she was going, I expected that to be coming next.

“Excuse me?” I replied.

“Just like I said, that wouldn’t be so bad. After all, you’ve got a lot going for you, smart, good-looking, charming, and it’s not really being big-headed just because you’re confident, is it?” and then looked at me and smiled. Crystal was good, and I mean good and knew how to send the right signal to let you know that she was interested and then send another right afterward to cover her tracks. Using that method was brilliant as it gave her the option of being able to deny that she came on to you in the event that you were not interested.

The next thing I knew, our server arrived at the table with our dinner and placed our dishes on the table directly in front of us, and the food smelled delicious.

“Can I get you anything else?” she asked.

Looking at Crystal, she shook her head, and I replied, “I’ll take some more water with extra ice, please,” She replied, “Yes, sir,” and vanished around the corner. Hopefully, she would be back with the H2O soon because I needed cooling off after the conversation I’d had the past half hour.


Chapter 3

After finishing our dinner, we returned to Crystal’s place via rideshare, and after exiting the car, I closed the door. The sedan wasted no time speeding away as I was sure the driver was on to his next gig, which I understood because time was money. His departure left the two of us standing in the middle of the residential street, which was illuminated by the moon and a series of streetlights.

“Thanks for being my date, Logan. I sure had a good time,” she said in the sweetest tone and then smiled.

“Well, thanks for asking me,” I replied, adding, “It was awesome.”

We stood there in awkward silence for a few moments, with the only sound being that of the gently chirping crickets, and it was clear that the two of us were having that uncomfortable moment that couples have when saying good night after a date. Finally, looking up at me, she smiled, took me by the hand, and asked, “Would you like to come in for a coffee?”

Before I could respond, she added, “If not, I understand. Besides, you’re probably tired of me. After all, we just spent the entire evening together, and you’re probably ready to get to bed.”

Was she kidding? Tired of her? Who on Earth would ever get tired of a beautiful and desirable woman such as Crystal? After all, she was perfect in every way.

“Crystal, I would love to, provided it’s decaf.”

With an ear-to-ear smile, she said, “Then decaf it is,” and then grabbed me by the arm, and we immediately started walking toward the front door of her house.

Entering her home, we headed to the kitchen, where she prepared a couple of hot beverages for us, and we settled into the living room. Crystal wasted no time cozying up next to me on the couch, and we sat there making light conversation while we sipped on our piping hot drinks. As I sat there, I couldn’t help but notice a small stone statue on the end table next to me, which appeared unusual, to say the least. Dark brown in color and about four inches in height, it had what looked like a penis on one side and a vagina on the other and was one of the most bizarre things I had ever seen.

“What are you looking at?”

“I couldn’t help but notice this interesting statue on your end table. I’ve never seen anything like it in my life.”

“It is a bit unusual. Paul brought it back from one of his business trips. If I'm not mistaken, he picked it up somewhere in the Near East, India or Pakistan.”

Continuing to examine it, I reached for it, but before picking it up, I looked at her and asked, “May I ….”

Nodding, she said, “Of course, by all means.”

Picking it up, I noticed that the stone from which it was made was incredibly smooth and unusually warm to the touch. This seemed odd because it hadn’t been sitting near any sort of heat source from what I could tell and should have been room temperature.   

“Paul told me it had something to do with a fertility ritual in the village where he picked it up, which is quite obvious by the sexual symbols.”

Nodding, I added, “I can see that, and it’s clear that it is quite sexual in nature.”

Flicking her long blonde hair back, she then said, “Here in the West, we have lots of hang-ups about sexuality, which is programmed into us, almost from birth, teaching us that our bodies and genitalia are something to be ashamed of. People in other parts of the world view sex quite differently than we do and see it as beautiful and natural. They see it as something that two people who care about one another do to express how they feel about one another,” and she then shot me a seductive smile while twirling a lock of her hair with her thumb and forefinger.

Here you go again, I thought to myself, coming onto me with the sexual innuendos. At that point, I was in her house and not out in public, and there was no telling what she might say or do next because she was home and didn’t have to hold back.

She then took the statue from me, rested it in her left hand, then took her right thumb and forefinger and placed them on the shaft of the figurine’s penis, which she stroked gently and then looked directly into my eyes and smiled at me.

“There’s nothing more beautiful than two people who are attracted to one another being intimate,” and then, after a few seconds looked directly at me and smiled and added, “Don’t you think?”

As a twenty-three-year-old young man, I probably don’t even have to tell you that I was at full staff, which was for several good reasons. One, her actions with the small statue had been quite intimate, and two, how she talked to me while she massaged it did not help calm me at all. I would also like to add that her feet resting on the coffee table in front of her put her shapely legs on full display, making it almost impossible not to stare at them, no matter how hard I tried.

At that point, it was clear that she was mine for the taking. If I wanted her, that is, and boy, did I ever. I wouldn’t have hesitated for a second if she had been single, but she was married. On top of that, she and Paul were my parents’ neighbors, and I certainly didn’t want to create a problem for my folks. However, my manhood was screaming for relief; from what I could see, she was ready, willing, and able to participate fully in making that happen. The question on my mind was whether to let her or not, for the reasons I previously stated.

Setting the effigy down on the coffee table, she asked, “Logan do you think I’m pretty?”

Nodding briefly, I said, “Yes, I do, Crystal, to the point of taking one’s breath away.”

As I finished my words, her face lit up, and she replied, “Oh, Logan, that’s the sweetest and most romantic thing anyone has ever said to me,” she then threw her arms around me and kissed me on the lips and added, “Thank you, I never get compliments like that, so you don’t know how much your words mean to me.”

Looking at her, I could see tears in her eyes. She was clearly touched. Sniffling, she added, “Sorry, I didn’t mean to get emotional.”

“It’s okay,” I replied, “I didn’t mean to make you cry, Crystal.”

Reaching for the tissue box on the end table, she said, “It’s nothing you’ve done, Logan. As a matter of fact, you’ve done everything right.”

After a few moments, she said, “You’re the perfect man, Logan. If I’d only waited, then perhaps I could have had you as my husband instead of Paul,” and after a few moments, added, “That is if you had wanted me,”

“Are you kidding? Crystal, what man in his right man wouldn’t want you? You’re smart, beautiful, and, well, you’re just perfect in every way.”

Smiling at me, she asked, “Every way?”

“Sure, every way.”

Tilting her head slightly sideways, she asked, “How do you know? You’ve not seen me with my clothes off,” a wicked smile came across her face, and she just sat there gazing at me. After a long pause, she added, “Yet!” and then bit her lower lip briefly before saying, “Or at least I don’t think you have,” and she chuckled.

Putting her arms around my neck, she pulled me close and kissed me passionately. Since she had been flirting with me for the past several hours, not to mention all of the sexy innuendos she had been bombarding me with and my ability to resist her charms had been destroyed. I was hers to do with as she wished, and I was helpless about what would happen next.

Pulling back, she said, “Wait right here,” and then scampered off down the hallway and quickly vanished into one of the rooms. As I sat there waiting to see what would happen next, I couldn’t help but wonder what the coming sequence of events would be, but I had a pretty good idea.

Hearing a voice from down the hall, Crystal asked, “Logan, why don’t you come and join me?”

Rising to my feet, I proceeded down the corridor slowly until I reached the only illuminated doorway in the hall, and as I entered, I heard her sweet voice saying, “Logan, please come in.”

Entering the bedroom, I found the room dimly lit by a series of candles, and I could see Crystal standing beside the bed, smiling at me. As I caught sight of her in her red negligee, I thought I was going to cream in my jeans right then and there, as she was breathtaking. 

“I hope you don’t mind, but I thought I would slip into something more comfortable,” she said very casually and then batted her long eyelashes.

She then sat on the side of the bed and patted the space next to her, indicating that she would like me to join her, so I complied and sat beside her.

“Logan, would you like to be with me tonight?”

Nodding, I said, “Oh, Crystal, you have no idea how much I would like to be with you, trust me, you can’t even imagine.”

Smiling, she said, “Logan, it just warms my heart that you find me desirable, it really does, and I want to be with you as well, very much as a matter of fact,” and she then kissed me passionately. After a moment, she pulled back and asked, “Since it’s obvious that you and I are very special to one another, I was wondering if you would do a favor for me?”

“I don’t think there’s much I wouldn’t agree to, Crystal. After all, it would be tough to say no to you, no matter what.”

Chuckling, she said, “You’re so sweet. Anyway, I wanted to ask if I could borrow your body?”

At that point, I’m sure the expression on my face had changed from one of joy to one of confusion as I turned to her and said, “Say again.”

Nodding, she said, “You heard me correctly. I want to borrow your body.”

“Right, and why don’t you explain how this process will work? After all, body swaps aren’t all that common, don’t you agree?”

I wondered if this chick was firing on all cylinders because it would be difficult for her to take possession of my body. After all, I was using it, plus I wasn’t aware that there was any way for her to actually do what she was proposing. If the technology to make that happen did exist, I wasn’t aware of it.

“After we finish making love, our consciousnesses are going to swap, I will be in your body, and you will be in mine.”

“And Crystal, exactly how will we pull this off?” I asked.

Taking the small statue off her bedside table, which we had examined earlier while sitting on the couch, she held it up and said, “With this.”

It was funny that it was now in her bedroom. I hadn’t noticed that she had picked it up and carried it with her when she left the living room.

“How?”

“This statue is powerful, Logan, and will enable us to do a mind-body swap. Simply put, I’ll be in your body, and you will be in mine.”

Did she really believe what she was telling me? Because I sure didn’t. However, if it enabled me to get in her panties, then so be it. I was ready to do or say whatever it took.

Nodding, I said, “Okay, I’m in. Exactly how long will you need to borrow it?”

“If it’s okay with you, I will borrow it for the next ten months and go to Europe in your place.”

Trying not to bust out laughing, I then nodded and asked, “Okay, that’s cool, but what about me?”

“Oh, you’re going to stay here and be me.”

“Crystal, exactly what will that involve?”

“You will do my job, live my life as Crystal, and be Paul’s wife. By the way, Paul and I have been wanting to have a baby and have already started trying, so I would prefer it if you could get pregnant over the next month and have the baby before I return and we swap back. That would be my preference anyway.”

This broad was truly mental and undoubtedly had more than one screw loose, but hey, who was I to argue. I was getting ready to experience true ecstasy as I would soon be throwing the bone to her, something I had been dreaming about.

“So, Logan, do you agree? You’re okay with letting me use your body for the next ten months?”

Confident that I would not be doing any such thing because the whole notion of what she was proposing was nothing but ludicrous, I replied, “Sure. Not a problem.”

“And once we do the swap, there’s no backing out? Agreed?”

Shaking my head, I said, “No backing out at all. I’m all the way in.”

And very shortly, I hoped to be all the way in her!

“You’re sure agreeable. I can’t believe you’re willing to give up your big trip to Europe just to be with me. You must want me pretty badly if you’re willing to do that, which I find quite flattering, by the way.”

“Sure, not a problem. Go on and enjoy Europe. I hope you have a blast.”

Yeah, right, she wasn’t going anywhere, and when that plane took off, I would be riding to London in first class and not her. However, there was no need to tell her that she was nuts, as that wouldn’t be polite, especially to a beautiful young woman with whom I would be making love very shortly.

“I like you, Logan, and I’m going to make this the best love-making experience you’ve ever had,” and we then began kissing passionately, and in a very short amount of time, I was completely undressed, courtesy of Crystal. She certainly had a talent for getting a guy’s clothes off in record time leading me to believe that she was either very talented or very horny, and at that point, I didn’t care which.

After making out for a few minutes, we began to explore one another bodies, and in a short amount of time, she asked me to go down on her, and I gladly complied. As I lifted her nightie, her womanhood was in plain view, and it was just as beautiful in person as it had been on my computer screen, and I couldn’t wait to sample it firsthand. As I began pleasuring her, she moaned and gave me further instructions on what she liked, and I happily obeyed. 

“Oh God, Logan, that is absolutely fantastic,” she cried out, “I can’t believe how talented you are.”

After a few moments, she stopped moaning and said, “I’m ready for you. Take me, Logan. I’ve got to have you now.”

Assuming the traditional missionary position, I had no trouble entering her as she was ready for me, and she cried out as I filled her womanhood completely. Crystal felt absolutely fantastic, just as divine as I had dreamed she would all those times when I had watched her pleasuring herself on my PC. Moving back and forth, I couldn’t believe I was finally getting to make love to her, and it was everything I had hoped it would be, and the sensation was incredible. She kept crying out for me to go harder and faster, and the volume of her voice seemed to keep increasing each time she asked. She was clearly thoroughly enjoying herself, which excited me even more than I already was. So much that I knew I wasn’t going to last much longer.

“Are you close?” I asked, “I can’t hold back. I’m almost ….”

She shook her head and said, “I want nothing more than to make you happy, Logan, so just let it go, sweetie. This is all for you.”

Unable to hold it any longer, I could feel myself release, which was absolutely wonderful. However, at that exact moment, Crystal grabbed the curious statue off the bedside table, which seemed like an odd thing to do.

In an instant, everything went black, and I couldn’t see, hear, or feel anything at all. I was floating in absolute darkness and had no sensation whatsoever, and during those moments had no idea of where I was, much less how much time was passing. The next thing I knew, I was flat on my back on the bed and was looking up at myself. I was in the exact position I had been in mere seconds ago, between Crystal’s legs and lying on top of her, but it appeared that I was now the one being mounted.

“What the hell?” I asked, and as I finished speaking, I noticed that my voice sounded exactly like hers.

Smiling at me, they said, “Hi, Logan, or should I say Crystal?” They then gave me a quick peck on the lips and rolled onto their back.

“What’s going on?” I asked.

“The body swap is complete, the one we discussed earlier. Remember?”

Looking downward, I could see that I now had a pair of breasts and two very smooth, non-hairy legs, and my toes appeared to be painted purple. From what I could see, I was now in the body of a woman, Crystals, to be exact.

“I wasn’t expecting this,” I shouted in my new feminine voice.

“A body swap is a pretty straightforward thing. What were you expecting?”

“I guess I’m in disbelief. When I agreed to it I ….”

“Didn’t think it was possible?” he asked.

Nodding, I said, “Well, yes, I really didn’t.”

Rolling on his side, he looked at me and said, “You thought I was a silly blonde girl talking mere nonsense and just went along with what I was saying so you could get laid. How am I doing?”

Rolling my head from side to side, I said, “Well, I wouldn’t put it exactly like that.”

“It’s okay. I would have thought the same thing if I had been you. The whole notion of a body swap being possible is pretty outrageous, don’t you think?”

“So, I take it you’re going to hold me to this?” I asked.

Nodding, he said, “Well, yeah. After all, we did agree to it, didn’t we?”

“But it’s not fair,” I said.

Laughing, he said, “It’s not fair because you thought it wasn’t possible.”

“Well yeah.”

“And you agreed to my request because you thought you wouldn’t get in my panties if you didn't.”

After a few moments, he smiled and said, “I’ve got news for you. Even if you wouldn’t have agreed, I would still have slept with you because I like you, Logan, a lot,” and then gave me a quick kiss on the lips.

“Crystal, I want my body back. I don’t think I want to do this,” I replied.

Nodding, he said, “Oh really? Because you didn’t know this was a possibility?”

“Yeah.”

“So, you’re going back on your word. Okay, that’s fine. All we have to do is have sex, and the statue will swap us back. Okay?”

A sense of relief came over me, and I said, “Thank you so much. That would be great, and I’m sorry I’m going back on my word.”

“No problem. I would never force anyone to do anything they didn’t want to.”

After a few moments, he said, “Oh, by the way, I know you’ve been watching me.”

Shit! I thought to myself, how could they have possibly known? Then again, maybe I had nothing to worry about, and they were talking about something else.

Clearing my throat, I very casually asked, “What do you mean?”

Nodding, he smiled and said, “Mmmm hmmm, I know what you’ve been doing since you got home from school a couple of weeks back, not to mention every time that you’ve visited from school. You thought I didn’t know, but I knew all along.”

Trying to choke out the words, I said, “I’m still not all that sure what you are talking about.”

Laughing, he said, “You know. The way that you’ve watched me pleasure myself while you enjoyed it from the comfort of your bedroom in your parent’s house. Does that ring any bells?”

Sitting there speechless, I didn’t know what to say. How could she have discovered what I had been up to?

“Remember, I studied I.T. in school as well. I may look like a dumb blonde, but I am sharper than I appear. Anyway, it wasn’t too difficult to figure out that someone was watching me, and after noticing the camera indicator was on, I knew someone was. All I had to do was figure out who. After some detective work, I back-traced the IP address and discovered it was you. Initially, I was slightly put off and thought about telling your folks. But, after giving it some thought, I decided that I was more flattered than anything because I’d had my eye on you for some time. Anyway, I decided to start recording the intimate moments where you were watching me, and unbeknownst to you, I was filming you at the same time, courtesy of the camera on your laptop, but I was smart enough to turn your camera-on indicator off so you wouldn’t know.”

“You knew it was me all along and just let me keep watching? Crystal, what’s this all about? What are you trying to tell me?” I asked.

Shaking his head, he replied, “I’m saying it’s not nice to spy on a young woman alone in her bedroom with no clothes on. That’s a total invasion of privacy, perhaps even punishable by law.”

“Crystal, are you blackmailing me?” I asked.

“Moi? Do I seem like the kind of girl that would do something like that? Or should I say, guy? Anyway, I just told you you could have your body back now, didn’t I?”

“Well, yes, but ….”

Cutting me off, he said, “I tell you what, I’ll give your body back if that’s what you want, but I might just have to report your activities to the police. I think there might even be some sort of federal law that states you’re not supposed to watch a young woman in the privacy of her bedroom. Don’t you think?” 

They then stopped talking and just stood there smiling at me, waiting for my response.

“So, I can have my body back, but there’s the potential that you just might have to turn me in, and if you do, there goes my life and career because no one wants to hire a felon, especially one that’s done what I did.”

“There’s always that possibility. Then again, if you do the little favor you agreed to, there’s no problem at all. All is forgiven. So, what do you say?”

If I disagreed, my life was potentially over, provided she followed through with her threat. All I had to do was honor my agreement and let her borrow my body for the next ten months. On top of that, she also wanted me to become pregnant and then carry the baby to term if possible, and then we would switch back. The thought of Paul repeatedly parking himself between my legs and subsequently grinding away on me to satisfy himself was not appealing in the least, and the prospect of him pounding me senseless after an extended business trip also filled me with dread. What was I to do?

“Barefoot & Pregnant to Stay Out of Jail seems to be my only option,” and after a pause, added, “Okay, I’ll do it, I don’t want to, but I will.”

“That’s fantastic. You don’t know how much this means to me,” my former self gave me a big hug and added, “Europe is going to be so much fun, and I’m just giddy with excitement.”

“Great. It must be nice to take such a trip,” I replied.

“Sour grapes? Don’t be like that. Remember how I told you that I didn’t get to go to Europe after I graduated college?”

Nodding, I said, “I do, yes.”

“I was discouraged, but a friend gave me some encouraging words. Want to know what they said?

“What’s that?”

“Make a plan and go for it. After all, life’s too short not to do the things you want. Don’t you think? That’s exactly what I did and now look at me. I’m off on the adventure of a lifetime.”

I loved how she threw my words back in my face, but what could I do? I was stuck.

“So that’s it? Wham bam, thank you, mister, or should I say ma’am, and now you’re off to Europe?”

“Oh, Logan, or should I say, Crystal, it’s not like that at all. We’re just two friends who are doing one another a favor. You know that this isn’t all about stealing, or should I say borrowing your body? I still fancy you like crazy, and if I weren’t married to Paul, you would be my top choice for a spouse. Anyway, let’s just see what the future holds because, believe it or not, I do have feelings for you.”

I replied, “I’m getting the impression that you’re not all that wild about the man you’re married to.”

“Oh? Why do you say that?”

“Just little things, like when you said, that’s the sweetest and most romantic thing anyone has ever said to me, not to mention you making the statement that you’d had your eye on me for some time. There’s also the fact that you had sex with me, you know, stuff like that.”

Rolling his head from side to side, he said, “I see what you mean. Paul is a nice guy, but he’s not very romantic at all, and when it comes right down to it, everything is all about him, and what you’re interested in is irrelevant. He’s not mean or anything. He simply thinks that the world revolves around him. You’ll find out, especially when you make love. As soon as he’s done, it’s over. He got his, and fuck you. Do you now understand why I have my special friend in a drawer? It takes me to the height of ecstasy, something I’m sure not going to get from him.”

“The thought of having sex with your husband is not appealing. How hard do you think it will be for me to discourage him from wanting to have sex with me?” I asked.

He shook his head and replied, “Dude, you’ll have to do it. That’s it. If you don’t, he will be aggravated and cop an attitude until you do. I advise getting him off as quickly as possible, and then you can get on with your day. On the plus side, he typically goes about four minutes max, which is good because some of my girlfriends have husbands who go on for ten and fifteen minutes, which would be awesome. However, with Paul, you just want it to be over with as quickly as possible because there’s very little in it for you. As I said earlier, it’s all about him.”

“If that’s been the case, why have you stayed with him?” I asked.

“I don’t know. I was trying to be a good wife and do what everyone expected of me.”

“Even though you were miserable?” I asked.

Shooting me a brief smile, my former self paused for a few moments and then nodded and smiled, “Yeah, even though I was miserable,” and after a few moments, added, “Now that I hear myself saying those words, I realize just how ridiculous I sound. I’ve been living a lie.”

Smiling, I said, “You don’t have to, Crystal. If it’s that bad, then end it. After all, life’s too short not to be happy.”

“You’re right, and you know what I need? A little time to sort it out.”

“And with you running off to Europe with my body, you’ll have the advantage of not being around him for the next ten months.”

“Plus, that will give me time to figure out if I truly want to be with him or not.”

“Crystal, I think you’ve already answered that question.”

After a few moments, they replied, “There I go lying to myself once again. Logan, you’re right. The burning question is not me figuring out if I want to be with him because I already know the answer. What I need to do is figure out how I’m going to break up with Paul. I just don’t love him, Logan, and I can’t help myself.”

We sat there silently for a few moments, and I added, “You’ve been married to the guy for five years. By this time, you should know if you love him or not.”

Smiling at me, the person occupying my body nodded and said, “You would think, perhaps, it’s called denial,” and then, after a slight pause, added, “Paul will be home in two weeks, and we’ve got a lot of work to do to get you ready. Not only that, but you’ve got a lot to teach me as well, so let’s get started.”


Chapter 4

Neither of us knew how much work would be involved in assuming each other’s roles, mine as Crystal and theirs as Logan, but we sure found out quickly as there was a lot more to it than we initially thought. 

Assuming that I would require the most instruction, we started with me, which was logical, because there’s a little more to being a gal than a guy, in most cases anyway. Crystal gave me a crash course in being a girl that included everything I would need to make it as a member of the opposite sex. This included learning female mannerisms, selecting appropriate apparel & accessories, and applying makeup. I also learned that shoes were crucial, something I hadn’t previously known. To think that an entire outfit could revolve around a pair of heels was mind-blowing. I would also like to add that walking in them was quite a challenge. For the life of me, I couldn’t imagine why a girl would pay so much money for something that was so difficult to walk in, but Crystal had an explanation. It was sometimes more important to look good than be comfortable, a concept that would take a bit of getting used to, for me anyway.

The topic of how I would deal with Paul in the bedroom also came up, which was important because I would interact with him on a very intimate level. Crystal briefed me on what making love with him was like, the best she could anyway, and then came up with the idea that maybe we should make love so I would be better prepared. This didn’t surprise me at all because I had noticed that the person now occupying my body seemed to be aroused a good bit of the time, according to the bump in their pants. 

Ever since their transition, I had heard comments such as, “Wow, this is unbelievable. I can’t believe how easily you guys get aroused. How do you deal with it?”

I would simply reply, “We just do, sometimes taking matters into our own hands if we have to, and often, we do.”

“I always thought that guys were just dirty or perverted, the way you always wanted to have sex, but now I see. You just can’t help yourself. The best way I can describe it is ….” after a few moments, I added, “It’s almost like a deep hunger or craving that needs satisfying at all costs, and you’ll do almost anything to extinguish that fire. Well, I can tell you one thing, when I eventually return to my own body, I’m going to be a lot more sympathetic and understanding toward the man in my life,” after a few moments, he smiled at me and said, “Whoever that is.”

Back to the topic at hand, as we sat in the living room, we continued discussing the subject of making love so I would know what to expect when Paul returned home. According to Crystal, it was for my own good, so I would be comfortable with the process, ensuring that everything seemed normal when I would have relations with my spouse. I thought there was validity in their argument but also surmised that there was a bulge in their pants, which I understood all too well from past experience. After additional discussion, I agreed because it was part of my training, and I needed to be ready, not to mention the fact that the naughty side of me had wanted to see what it was like having sex as a woman, and who better to copulate with than the person occupying my body. Besides, it was better than doing it with some strange guy, which seemed very unappealing, but in the end, it would be inescapable since I would eventually be having sex with Paul, yet another unattractive prospect,

Putting on a sexy purple negligee from Crystal’s wardrobe, at their suggestion, I then slipped on the matching robe and headed to the living area. As I entered the room, I noticed it was dimly lit and illuminated only by candles and the fireplace. It was clear that my date had taken the time to try and set the atmosphere so we would have a very romantic evening. Looking across the room, there sat the former me on the couch, who smiled and then patted the seat next to them. Slightly nervous at what lay ahead, I took a deep breath, exhaled it slowly, and then walked slowly across the floor, where I joined them on the sofa. Picking up a glass of champagne, they handed it to me and then clinked their glass against mine, and we both took a sip of our drinks.     

“You look beautiful this evening,” and after a second, added, “Crystal.”

Nodding slightly, I said, “Thank you,” and I then smiled before adding, “I guess that is my name now, as least for the time being, isn’t it?” and after a moment, added, “Logan.”

Chuckling, they said, “You’re right, and maybe we should start using our biologically assigned names to get in the habit of responding to the correct one.”

Nodding, I said, “That’s a good idea, so from now on, I will be Crystal, and you will be Logan. Okay?”

“Okay, Crystal.”

“Thank you, Logan,” and we chuckled at our exchange.

After a few moments, he scanned me up and down and then said, “You really are quite beautiful.”

“That’s funny,” I replied.

With a surprised look, they asked, “How’s that?”

“You’re complimenting me and the body you used to occupy all in the same sentence.”

With an agitated look, they asked, “Are you saying I’m conceited?”

Rolling my head from side to side, I said, “Maybe. When you were me, did you think you were beautiful?”

Thinking for a few moments, they replied, “I thought I was attractive. Pretty maybe, but never thought of myself as beautiful,” after a few moments, they asked, “When you were a young guy, what did you think of Crystal? Was she pretty? Beautiful?”

After a pause, I said, “Honestly?”

He nodded.

“The truth was that I thought you were drop-dead gorgeous and could hardly keep my eyes off you. Not only that, but I thought you were perfect in every detail. Every last square inch of you.”

Smiling from ear to ear, they said, “Thank you, that means a lot, it really does,” after a few moments, they added, “And I felt the same way about you, that you were handsome. I was sure you’d picked up on how I felt by how I looked at you, not to mention how I always tried to start a conversation with you.”

Shaking my head, I chuckled and said, ”Let me tell you, I didn’t have a clue.”

How romantic, I thought to myself. What they had just shared with me was quite beautiful and warmed my heart. The next thing I knew, my privates were tingling, and I wondered why. What on Earth could have caused me to become turned on out of the blue? After thinking about it, I quickly realized there was a simple explanation. I was a female, and girls get turned on by romantic words and gestures which was precisely what had just happened to me.

Love was definitely in the air, and neither of us could hold back any longer, and within a few moments, we began to kiss passionately. Opening my mouth, my invitation was quickly accepted, and as our tongues swirled together, the heat of the moment intensified. We were on fire, and our bodies were screaming for satisfaction, and there was only one way to extinguish the flame. That night I made love as a woman for the first time, and the experience was nothing like I imagined. Not only my body but my heart, mind, and soul were also brought to new heights. Each time I climaxed, it was as though I was experiencing some sort of spiritual connection with my partner, which ultimately left me fulfilled in a way I never envisioned.

The way I viewed intimacy had changed forever, and I loved it.


Chapter 5

It had been three days since we swapped bodies, and I felt I was getting the hang of being a girl. I’m not saying it wasn’t a bit of an adjustment, but I was making progress which I felt good about. What I did not feel good about was that the day had arrived when the person inhabiting my body would be taking off for Europe for almost a year.

Standing in the doorway, the two of us stood there talking, sad that we would not see one another for ten months.

“I’m nervous about you leaving. I hope I can pull this off,” I said.

“You’re going to do just fine, Crystal,” and then they smiled as they finished their sentence, “Besides, I’m just a text message away if you have a question.”

“That’s easy for you to say. I’ll be the one getting pregnant and carrying your baby to term, which doesn’t seem like an easy task. Not only that, but ten months seems like an eternity. If you’re potentially not going to stay with Paul, is it really necessary for me to get impregnated?”

Nodding, they said, “At this point, I don’t want him to know that I’m thinking of leaving him, so you need to proceed as though nothing is wrong with the goal being that Crystal is trying to get pregnant. Okay?”

Turning my head sideways slightly, I asked, “Really? Let me get this straight, you may be leaving him, and you still want his baby?”

Nodding, they said, “Yes. As I said earlier, just stick to the plan, okay?”

After a few moments, they added, “Remember, I’m going on this trip to clear my head and figure out what I want to do as far as Paul. But who is to say I won’t figure it out before ten months and return home early?”

Nodding, I said, “In that event, will we swap places when you return, or will I have to wait until I deliver the baby?”

Chuckling, they said, “Once I return, we can swap immediately if that’s what you want. Not a problem. I wouldn’t want you to stay in my body one second longer than necessary if you didn’t want to. Hopefully, the experience won’t be too dreadful.”

After a few moments, they said, “Well, your folks, or should I say mine, are waiting to take me to the airport, so I had better get going.”

Nodding, I said, “You had better, or Dad will complain about how you’re going to miss your flight right up until the moment he drops you off,” and we both chuckled.

We then embraced and kissed passionately, and during those few moments, I experienced the same feelings I had when we last made love. I knew this was a special person who was like no other as they filled me with joy and made my heart sing, and I knew as long as I was with them, I would be happy and fulfilled.

“Bye.”

Sniffling, I replied, “Bye,” and hugged them one last time before they departed.

Watching them walk down the sidewalk, I stood there and wept, not just because I was a man trapped in a strange body left alone with a daunting task ahead of them. There was another reason. I was sure that the person who had just left was much more than an individual who was inhabiting my body but was also the person I was meant to share my life with. That was why I felt so sad because they were gone, and I felt empty without them.


Chapter 6

With the house all to myself and my husband Paul still not due to return for almost two more weeks, I decided to make the best of the situation and worked on settling into my new role as a woman. Before leaving, Crystal had provided me with all the education she possibly could during our time together so I would be proficient at being her during her absence. However, I still didn’t know many things about being a girl, and it was up to me to bridge the knowledge gap so I could assume her role without anyone being the wiser.

I want to say that it was pretty cool not having to get up and shave my face every morning, which I thought was awesome, proving that there were a few perks to being a girl. On the flip side, however, there were plenty of other things on my new body that did need grooming which, in the end, took just as much time, if not more, than when I had been a guy. These included my armpits, legs, and most importantly, my privates, an area which I thought had been one of Crystal’s, now mine, most beautiful attributes. Additionally, she told me that her husband preferred her womanhood to be completely smooth because that’s how he liked it, and if I was going to get pregnant, then I needed to keep him happy. Therefore, it made sense to stay clean-shaven. She also admitted to me that she enjoyed being bare because it enticed Paul to go down on her, which she absolutely loved. This meant that it was highly likely I would be receiving the same, which sounded quite fun. According to Crystal, he was talented in that department but never stayed the course because, after a minute or two, he would stop and move on to straight intercourse, where he would quickly satisfy himself and no one else.

Throwing myself into my new role as a woman, wife, and future mother, I decided I would try and enhance my cooking skills, which were greatly lacking. How bad were they? Let me put it this way; I would have died of malnutrition in college if there hadn’t been a dining hall. My greatest culinary skill before that had been my enhanced ability to change the power setting on a microwave. Anyway, I think you get the picture. 

I began watching online videos on how to cook, concentrating on the things that I loved to eat and found many of them helpful. The downside was that I was constantly starting and stopping the stream and ended up with many ingredients all over the tablet screen, which was okay because it washed off. Fortunately, I ran across a bookstore that was going out of business, where I picked up fifteen well-illustrated cookbooks for fifty dollars cash, which I found easier to use than online media. In no time, I was cranking out lots of good food, which I found pretty tasty, and I hoped that my husband would as well. For some strange reason, I was excited about cooking for him and even daydreamed about him telling me my food was the best he’d ever had. The only thing I could figure out was that my female psyche was changing how I acted and thought because it certainly wasn’t coming from the old me.

Though I loved Crystal’s clothes, shoes, and accessories, I felt they were unique to her and wanted to change that. I decided that my wardrobe needed a bit of tweaking to reflect my personal tastes and saw no reason I shouldn’t enjoy having the things I wanted because this was my new life, for the time being, anyway.

After doing some shopping to beef up my wardrobe, I decided I was on the right track and felt more confident about the new me by the day.

Though Crystal’s hairstyle was lovely, I decided I wanted a bit of a change and went to a salon where they fixed me right up. When they asked me how I wanted my hair cut, I told the cosmetologist to make it a little wavier than it was, and I also wanted a lot of body and wished it could look a little fuller. When all was said and done, I had exactly that, and as I looked in the mirror, I was quite pleased with the results as the new me was emerging.

My next stop was the nail salon, where I requested a mani and pedi to reflect my tastes and style. Crystal had typically painted her toes and left her fingers natural, and I decided that I would change that, so I had the tech paint both a shade of dark purple that sparkled. As I looked down at my toes, I smiled and thought about how much fun it was to be a girl.

Another thing I became familiar with was Crystal’s wand which she used to take care of her personal needs during her husband’s absence. The two of us quickly became good friends as it took me from one mind-blowing climax to another. I couldn’t believe the intensity of the orgasms I had using it, as they were far more powerful than any I’d had as a guy. As I pleasured myself with the device, it was impossible not to moan and then cry out as I climaxed, as the ecstasy it provided was beyond belief. I quickly learned that it would become very easy to become addicted to the device as the pleasure it delivered was out of this world.

It had been five days since Crystal left with my body, and I was settling into my new life as a girl, waiting for Paul to return so I could move on to the next phase of our plan, Operation Babymaker. You can imagine my surprise when the front door opened one day and in walked Paul pulling his rolling suitcase behind him. Looking over at me sitting on the couch, he very casually said, “Oh hey, Crystal.”

Knowing that I needed to act like I was excited to see him, I said, “Hey babe,” and jumped off the couch and walked quickly across the room and threw my arms around him and then kissed him on the lips and added, “Welcome home, I wasn’t expecting you for another week.”

“Thanks,” he said, then looked at me and asked, “What’s been going on around here?”

In a sexy voice, I replied, “Just waiting on you to get home,” and then pressed my lips against his as I caressed his neck with my hands.

Pulling back, he said, “How bout I get unpacked, and then we can visit? I’ve got some things I need to discuss with you.”

With my arms still around him, I asked, “There will be time for unpacking and talking later. I thought maybe we could spend some quality time together. After all, you have been gone a couple of weeks, and I’m sure you need some loving,” and I then looked up at him and smiled.

“Of course, I do, but maybe we can wait until after I unpack, and considering that it’s 5:00 p.m., maybe we could have dinner first,” he replied.

I was a bit put off that he was rejecting my advances because I was his wife and one that was beautiful at that. Any man in his right mind would have picked me up, taken me to the bedroom, and had his way with me, so what the hell was wrong with this guy?

“Honey, is anything wrong?” I asked.

He shook his head and said, “Nah, nothing at all.”

Maybe this was part of what Crystal had tried to describe to me regarding him being selfish and wanting everything his way. If that was the case, I was beginning to see exactly what she was talking about. Well, if that was how it was, then so be it. I would simply have to go through the motions, do my best, and wait until he was ready to have sex.

“Okay, sweetie,” I replied, “What would you like for dinner?”

“I’m flexible. Where would you like to go? If you would prefer to stay in, we can order something and have it delivered if you would like?”

“Nonsense. I’ve been brushing up on my cooking skills during your absence, so why don’t you let me make you a nice dinner?”

Raising his eyebrows, he asked, “Really?” after a few seconds, he said, “That’s a surprise. I can’t wait to see what you’ll whip up.”

“Great. Why don’t you get unpacked and settle in?”

I then put my arms around his neck, kissed him, and added, “You could take a shower, get nice and clean, and then after dinner, maybe we could do something dirty.”

Chuckling, he said, “Okay, let me get unpacked, and we’ll see how the evening plays out.”

Heading to the kitchen to get dinner started, I began to think about what would happen after the meal was finished, and we ended up in the bedroom, and as I did, I felt a tingling between my legs. I was clearly getting turned on at the prospect of having sex with Paul, which I had previously thought was disgusting. As I prepared our food, I tried to keep my mind on the task at hand, but my biochemistry had other ideas, and I found it difficult to concentrate as my mind kept drifting back to making love with Paul. Despite my best efforts, I kept imagining myself lying on our bed while Paul ravaged me for nothing other than his own selfish pleasure while I lay there obediently accepting my fate as his submissive wife and loving it. To beat it all, I didn’t even understand why the thought of being intimate with him appealed to me, yet it was undeniable.

Fortunately, I could control my thoughts and feelings and finished dinner, and then the two of us sat down to eat. The dining room was illuminated only by candles as I wanted to create the perfect romantic setting. Sitting there looking across at him, I wanted nothing more than for him to enjoy the meal I had worked so hard to prepare, which I hoped he would love.


Chapter 7

“That meal was out of this world,” Paul said as he patted his belly with both hands, “When you said you’d been improving your cooking skills, you weren’t kidding.”

Looking across the table at him with my chin resting on the back of my folded hands, I replied, “I’m delighted you enjoyed it.”

“I believe that’s about the best meal you’ve ever made since we’ve been married,” he said before adding, “No offense.”

Chuckling, I said, “None taken. I know my cooking skills have been somewhat lacking since we’ve been married, and I finally decided to do something about it.”

The meal I had put together wasn’t rocket science and had been quite simple to assemble. First, I prepared a couple of salads using the customary ingredients, including lettuce, spinach, tomatoes, green onions, bell peppers, and cucumbers. I threw on a little goat cheese, a few dried cranberries, and a dash of sunflower seeds to jazz it up. 

The main course, Korean Beef, had also been easy to make. Browning some ground beef in the wok, I seasoned it and let it simmer for a few minutes. When finished, all I had to do was put white rice in individual bowls, put the Korean Beef on top, and then sprinkle a few green onions over it. Easy peasy. However, Paul was clearly impressed, mainly because before that evening, his wife had done well to heat up leftover pizza. Anyway, I looked like a rockstar when all was said and done.

“Well, you’ve certainly outdone yourself,” and after a few moments, he added, “Let me help you clean up.”

“Really?” I asked. From what Crystal had told me, Paul would never do anything, such as help with the dinner dishes.

“Sure, you did all that work preparing the meal, so the least I can do is help you clean up.”

Smiling at him, I said, “I appreciate it, Paul, but don’t worry about it. Just sit down in the living room and relax, and I’ll take care of it and join you shortly.”

“Are you sure? I’ll be glad to help.”

I then got up and walked to the other side of the table and threw my arms around his neck and kissed him passionately, and said, “I’m sure you’re tired from your trip, and besides, you need to conserve your energy because after I finish up in the kitchen, you’re going to be paying me back in another way.”

Picking up the dinner plates, I headed into the kitchen, where I began cleaning up, and as I washed the dishes, I couldn’t help but think about how much I had enjoyed preparing and serving Paul dinner. The compliments he gave me on my cooking absolutely thrilled me, and I was so glad that he was pleased, but I still couldn’t figure out why serving him and making him happy was so important to me, yet it was.

After finishing up, I slipped down the hallway to the bedroom, where I disrobed and put on a sexy dark purple nightie, which I hoped he would like. I decided not to put on the matching thong because I was really revved up and ready to go and didn’t want it to get in the way. Besides, it would just have ended up on the floor anyway. For the finishing touch, I then applied a very light mist of perfume, which smelled heavenly.

Walking into the living room, I saw Paul sitting on the couch playing on his cell phone, apparently quite into whatever he was doing. “Hey,” I said.

Looking up at me, he smiled and said, “Well, hey yourself.”

“Whatcha up to?” I asked and then smiled at him and bit my lower lip.

“Just sending a text message,” he replied.

“Why don’t you put that phone down and meet me in the bedroom? There’s something I want to talk to you about?” I said, and then turned and headed down the hall. 

Upon entering the bedroom, I climbed onto the bed and then propped myself up against the headboard facing the door, and within a few seconds, Paul showed up and immediately joined me, curling right up next to me.

“Are you trying to seduce me?” he asked playfully.

“Do I seem like the kind of girl who would do that?” and we both chuckled at my response.

“What’s wrong with a wife wanting to please her husband?”

Looking up and then back down at me, he said, “Nothing, and I appreciate it, but before we proceed, I would like us to talk, like I mentioned when I got home.”

I touched his chest and replied, “There will be time for that later. For now, why don’t we get caught up in a different way, if you know what I mean?”

Paul and I began kissing, and before I knew it, one thing led to another, and both of us were soon naked, rolling around on the bed and exploring one another’s bodies. Every fiber of my being was craving to have him inside me, as that was the only thing that would extinguish the fire burning deep in my soul. Hovering over me as we continued making out, already between my legs, I was ready for him to put it in. Deciding I could wait no longer, I reached down, grasped for his manhood, and in short order, I was pretty surprised at what I felt when I took it into my hand.

“What’s this?” I asked in a less than approving tone, “What the fuck? Considering what we are trying to do, isn’t this the last thing we need right now?”

“Babe, I’ve got a good explanation.”

“And that is?”

“Remember when I got home, I told you that we needed to talk?”

“I do, yes.”

After a long pause, he said, “Crystal, I’ve got something to tell you, and I’m pretty sure you’re not going to be very happy about it.”


Chapter 8

It had been six months to the day since Crystal had left for Europe with my body when I received a text message from them asking, Crystal, are you alone? I mean, Paul’s not home, right?

Texting back, I said, I’m quite alone. How is Brussels?

Suddenly I heard the doorbell ring, and heading to the door, I opened it, and there she stood with my body and then smiled at me. Wrapping my arms around their neck, we hugged and then kissed.

“So no one is home?”

Chuckling, I said, “Not to worry, he’s gone. What are you doing here? The last message from you said you were heading to Belgium. I take it you decided to return home early?”

“I did, and here I am.”

“Well, I’m glad you did.”

Closing the door, I said, “Let’s have a seat so I can get off my feet because my back is killing me,” I then patted my swollen tummy.

With their eyes wide open, they said, “Wow, girl, you’ve got a baby in there, and you appear to be pretty far along. Apparently, you were successful.”

“Six months,” I replied.

They smiled at me and then asked, “You know what causes that, right?”

Chuckling, I replied, “I’ve got a pretty good idea.”

Sitting down on the couch, I asked, “So, how was Europe?”

“Wonderful. It was the trip of a lifetime.”

“Then why did you decide to cut it short?” I asked.

“I saw plenty, and it was great. The experiences I had are something I will never forget. However, I decided to come home because I figured out what I wanted from life.”

“Do tell,” I replied, “Exactly what is it that you want?”

They smiled at me and said, “I’m looking at it.”

“Oh God, that means so much hearing you say that. It really does,” and we then kissed passionately.

“I am so glad you’re back. You have no idea how much I missed you,” I said.

“And it’s great to be back, right here with you, where I belong.”

After a few moments, they said, “Well, I guess it’s onto the hard part, telling Paul I’m leaving him. I wonder how he’ll take it.”

“I don’t think that’s going to be a problem, my dear,” I replied.

“It’s not?”

Shaking my head, I said, “No. The two of you, or should I say Paul and I, are no longer married. We are divorced.”

“What? You divorced him without consulting me first? Why couldn’t you have sent me a text message telling me that?”

“For two reasons. I already knew you wanted to split up with him. That was all too clear. Plus, he provided me with an opportunity to divorce him, and I decided to run with it and was pretty sure you wouldn’t mind.”

“Tell me what happened,” they asked excitedly.

“It turned out he’d had a girlfriend for some time and wanted to leave me for her, and I told him I was hurt beyond belief, and I couldn’t believe he’d been cheating on me. Because of that, he decided to sign the house over to me as part of the settlement, which was easier than going to court and admitting infidelity and potentially losing more money. Anyway, that’s pretty much what happened, and here I am, a pregnant single girl.”

“Oh, Logan ….”

“That’s Crystal,” I replied, and we chuckled.

“You’ve made this so easy on me. You really have. I had been dreading telling Paul I wanted out, and I returned to find out you’ve taken care of the entire matter. Thank you so much.”

“Even though the entire matter pretty much took care of itself, you are certainly welcome. I love you and would do anything for you. I want you to know that.”

“And I feel the same way about you,” and then we kissed.

After a few moments, they said, “And you’re okay with the fact that I’m going to be carrying another man’s baby? Just as soon as we switch back, that is.”

“That’s a bit complicated.”

“Oh?”

Nodding, I said, “When Paul got home a few days after your departure, and we started to have sex, I noticed something, he was wearing a condom. Inquiring about it and telling him that was the last thing we needed considering what we were trying to do is when he admitted that he wanted out and the stuff about his girlfriend.”

With their eyes wide open, they asked, “So if it’s not Paul’s ….”

Smiling, I said, “It’s ours, sweetie, from where we were screwing around before you left. Congratulations.”

“That’s great. It’s our baby. That’s the best news yet. By the way, we can go ahead and switch back just as soon as you’re ready.”

Opening the drawer on the end table, I opened and retrieved a plastic bag and handed it to them, and they asked, “What’s this?”

“It’s the figurine. While dusting the table, it fell off and broke into multiple pieces. God, I am so sorry,” I said.

“Oh no,” they said, “That means you’re stuck in my body.”

“And you in mine.”

“Do you think you can get used to being a woman?”

Nodding, I said, “If you can get used to being a man,” we chuckled and then kissed.

“You know, this guy thing isn’t so bad, and I think I will be okay with it. It’s pretty awesome not having to squat to pee, and I don’t miss having a period,” and once again, we chuckled.

“Oh, what is the other thing you wanted to tell me?”

“I’ve learned how to cook.”

“Really?”

I nodded, “Yes, and I’m getting quite good at it. A great attribute for your new wife, don’t you think?”

Nodding, they said, “Yes, and I’m glad to hear it because if we were counting on me, we would starve to death.”

Chuckling, I said, “Surely you weren’t that bad.”

Throwing my hands out to the side, they said, “Hey, my husband just left me, didn’t he?”

“It was technically me he left, but I get what you’re saying.”

“I’d always hoped to be a mother instead of a father, but I’m still super excited,” and after a few moments, asked, “How do you feel about being a mother? Are you okay with it? I wouldn’t want you to feel uncomfortable with carrying, delivering, and raising a child if you don’t feel up to it. I love you and will support whatever you decide.”

“I’ve had time to process it and have become very comfortable with my new gender and feel good about the new me. I also feel good about carrying our baby to term and raising it with you, and there’s no one I would rather do it with than you.”

Sitting on the couch, the two of us kissed passionately for a couple of minutes and then headed off to the bedroom, where we made love for the rest of the afternoon, and who could blame us? After all, we hadn’t seen one another in six months and had a lot of catching up to do. 

As I conclude this story, all I can say is that I’m happier than I’ve ever been in my life and feel pretty comfortable in my new body. I’ve taken to being a girl like a duck to water and enjoy getting up each day as the new me and feel fulfilled in every way and wouldn’t trade my new life for the old one for any amount of money.

And to think, I found true happiness all because I agreed to become Barefoot & Pregnant to Stay Out of Jail.
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