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Chapter 1
“Ladies and gentlemen please put away all electronic devices and raise your seats to the upright position as we will be landing shortly,” said the female voice over the aircraft’s cabin speaker.
Already in compliance I had very little to do except look out of the airplane window and enjoy the beautiful Colorado landscape, which I was glad to see once again.  The last time I was out here had been five years ago, just before I started college, with my long-time high school girlfriend.  We had spent a week travelling around the state sightseeing and hiking before we returned home to start college.  Unfortunately, she was attending Eastern State University and I was at a private college clear across the state, which was not conducive to our relationship, and by the time Christmas came that freshman year, we were no more.
After the plane landed, I grabbed by backpack, and headed out of the terminal where I picked up a shuttle to the local bus station and bought a ticket to Silver Hills State Park, which would be my base of operations during my stay.  I was looking forward to two weeks of being a tourist and doing some hiking as well as general sightseeing.  The way that I figured it I deserved a nice break, after all I’d just finished college and had received my B.S. in Accounting, and this was my reward to myself for a job well done. 
After arriving at the park, I checked in at the campground and they assigned me to the cabin that I had reserved many months ago.  Overall my accommodations were nice with a bed, dresser, stove, couch, TV with cable, and even had wi-fi, so I had all the luxuries of home.  After unpacking my gear, I walked down to the park’s general store, which also doubled out as the café, and served as the zip codes local post office.  Not seeing anything on the menu that sounded good at the moment, I picked up a few food items that I took back to the cabin and prepared my own dinner which consisted of a small salad, a ham sandwich, and a beer to wash it all down. 
The next morning, I decided to get an early start and walked down the hill to Snow Springs, which was a picturesque mountain town with a population of about 1500, give or take a hundred.  Surprisingly the local community had a large number of farmers who did everything from growing vegetables to raising livestock, and once each week they put on one of the largest farmers markets in the state. 
As I walked down the sidewalk looking at all of the mom and pop shops it was definitely a breath of fresh air from what I had been used to in the city.  The people here were friendly, said good morning when you passed by them, and seemed to be generally happy.  However, this was not the life I was destined for because when I left here, I was going to be working for one of the big five accounting firms in a large metropolitan city, and hopefully making partner as well as the big bucks.
After poking around town most of the morning I looked at my watch and noticed that it was almost noon, which explained why my stomach was growling, so I decided to check out the restaurant scene and find something to fill my belly.  Spying a diner called Ted’s I went in looking for a table, but they were all full, so I sat down on a bar stool at the counter and began to examine the menu.  Within a few seconds I was greeted by a man in his early thirties with medium brown hair who said, “Meatloaf is the special of the day and it comes with mashed potatoes, green beans and your choice of dessert.”
“Sounds good,” I said.  “What are the dessert choices?”
Looking upward briefly and then back down at me he said, “Oh, it’s apple pie.  Sorry, we ran out of the lemon meringue.”
“I think I will just have the hamburger and fries.”
“Everything on that burger?”
“Yes.”
“Anything to drink?”
“Just an orange soda please.”
“I can tell you’re not from Texas,” he said.
“How’s that?”
“They come in here and say, “I’ll have a coke, and you ask what kind, plain?  Diet?  And they say grape soda, or whatever.”
“I’ve never heard of that before,” I said.
“Let me get your order put in.”
I sat there for a while and examined the current week’s edition of the local newspaper which just happened to by laying on the counter.  Sitting there I caught up on the local goings on which included articles about upcoming activities in the community as well as information about which families had just had visitors come in from out of town, and so forth.  Next thing I knew the gentleman returned with my food and sat it down on the counter and said, “Here you go.  Need anything else?”
“Maybe some mustard?”
He reached underneath the counter and produced a glass bottle of mustard and I said, “Thanks.”
After finishing my meal, I returned to the local newspaper to finish catching up on the goings on and I was soon interrupted by the gentleman who had waited on me.
“How was it?” he asked.
“That’s one of the best burgers I’ve ever had.”
“Appreciate that.  It’s an old family recipe.”
“Really?”
“Nah, that’s bullshit, it’s all in the seasoning.”
I laughed at his comment which also made him chuckle.
He stuck out his hand and said, “Ted.”
“I’m Christian.  I take it you’re the Ted of Ted’s Diner?”
“That was my dad and he’s passed on, but I’m Ted, Jr. so I guess I am the Ted of Ted’s Diner.”
“I certainly enjoyed your food, and by the looks of the place everyone else is too.  Are you packed like this every day?”
“We stay pretty busy, but I’m just like all restaurant owners I can’t get or keep good help.  Hell, I take that back I can’t get or keep just plain help period.  People just don’t stay any one place in this business very long.  You passing through?”
“Just playing tourist.  I’m staying up at Silver Hill State Park campgrounds.  Got a cabin up there.”
“Well Christian you be sure and come back and see us again during your stay here.  Maybe next time you can try our special of the day and I won’t be out of the dessert of the day.”
“I promise to do my best.”  Reaching into my pocked I pulled a bill out to cover the tab and said, “Keep the change,” then I got up and left.




Chapter 2
The next morning, I got up, took a shower, and then had a small breakfast of coffee and cereal before packing a lunch for myself as I would be out all day.
I left the cabin about 8:00 a.m. and took off down the hiking trail following the path as laid out in the state park’s brochure.  It was a sunny day, and the Colorado air was slightly cool making it an absolutely perfect day for exploring the terrain and getting some great exercise at the same time. 
Following the trail for about three hours I stopped, sat down, and examined the map and noticed that the spot I was now at was halfway through a hairpin turn.  Looking closer I estimated that if I cut straight through the woods in a northerly direction, I could pick up the trail I was now on in just a few minutes and shave about thirty to forty-five minutes off my hike.
After hiking for several hours, I did not get back on the trail with a short walk and to make matter worse, I was just plain old lost.  Getting a bit hungry I decided to stop and have lunch.  There was a large red rock hanging over a cliff so I setup for lunch underneath it as it also provided some shade.  For lunch I’d brought a peanut butter and jelly sandwich, some chips, an apple and a granola bar, which satisfied my hunger.  As I sat there finishing up, I inadvertently dropped my pocket knife, which I had used to cut my apple into pieces, and as I did so, it fell to the ground with a clink.  Realizing that something was wrong I picked it up again and dropped it and heard the same sound. 
Using my hands, I started to push back the dirt from the area where my pocket knife had fallen to see what was underneath.  From the sound of it, I was sure that it was most likely metal, but what on earth could it possibly be out here in the Colorado wilderness miles from nowhere.  Finally, I started to get a glimpse of something and noticed that what I had discovered was not metal but stone.  As I moved more earth, I continued to tap on it with my knife and surmised it was hollow.  Taking shape, now that enough dirt had been moved, I could see a carving showing a round sphere and several other smaller markings on the side which appeared to be unfamiliar writing.  At this point I was pretty sure that there was something underneath and I started to move the earth around the sides of the object hoping this was a lid, and much to my surprise I was right as I had found a stone box about nine by nine inches in size.
I tried to lift the lid with my hands, but it seemed to be stuck, so I reached into my bag and pulled out my Swiss Army knife to aid me in my endeavor.  Using the flat tip screwdriver tool, I started trying to pry the lid loose but could not get the tip into the ridge where it met the box, so I did what any man would do, I found a rock and beat on it until I got it in.  Success was at hand as the lip of the lid had been moved, so I put on my gloves and started to pull on the box until the lid gave way and as it did it came off suddenly and I went flying backward and landed on my rear end.
With the lid still in hand I got up and walked toward the box waiting to see what was inside, and as I approached it I could see a blue glow emanating from inside.  Finally reaching it I got down on my knees in front of my newfound discovery and much to my surprise I saw something I had never seen before, a blue orb.  It was about six inches in diameter, translucent, and with each pulsation gave off a beautiful ocean colored hue, just like the waters of the Caribbean.  Bending down to take a closer look at it I suddenly had the bright idea that I should touch it and as my forefinger made contact with it I suddenly felt an electric charge shoot throughout my body, and as I tried to pull away I quickly found that I could not move.  The sensation that I was glued to this thing seemed like it lasted an eternity, but in reality, it was only a couple of seconds, and then everything went dark.




Chapter 3
As I awoke, I looked up and saw the rafters of a house above me, which was strange as I didn’t recall seeing any structures where I had been hiking or near the cliff where I had been having lunch earlier.  Trying to gather my thoughts I then remembered the shock the blue sphere had administered to me just before I passed out and ended up here, wherever this was.  My nose quickly caught the scent of bacon, and I could also hear the sizzle of grease which told me that one of my favorite foods was being fried up in an adjoining room.
Rising up off of the bed I swung my legs around and planted my feet firmly on the floor and as I did, I could feel the wooden floor beneath my soles, which meant someone had removed my shoes.  Still groggy and trying to regain my senses I looked around the room and saw a night stand next to the bed I was sitting on which had a lamp that barely illuminated the room.  Looking ahead I could see light coming through the doorway, so I stood up and started walking toward it. 
As I entered the other room, I could see a slim dark headed woman in her late thirties standing over a stove tending to her cooking, and by the smell, she was clearly the one cooking the bacon.  As she turned toward me, I could see that she was wearing jeans and a black top, then she smiled at me and spoke, “Good morning, how are you feeling Christian?”
As I spoke and asked, “How did I get here?” I was shocked at the tone that came out of my mouth as it was not my voice.  It was the voice of a female.
Now noticing my hands, I saw that they had shrank and were about the size of a woman’s.
“My hands!  What’s going on?” I asked frantically, and once again a girl’s voice emanated from my lips.
Turning the stove off and setting the bacon on another burner she said, “I’m Margaret, but everybody calls me Maggie, and you’re at my place on the Rez.”
“Where?” I asked.
“You’re on the reservation, and you’re at my house.”
“What’s happened to me?”
“Please come,” she said, and then she walked back into the bedroom I had just left, turned the overhead light on and I followed her in.  Entering the room, she motioned for me to come toward her, took me by the arm and positioned me in front of a full-length mirror, and as I saw myself I was in complete disbelief.  As I stood there in awe, I was astonished as I looked at myself through the eyes of a short woman no taller than five foot, who had long brown hair, and green eyes. 
“This must be some sort of a dream, yes that’s what it is, it’s nothing but a dream.  This could not possibly be real.”
“It’s going to take some time for you to process this, however, it is true, you are now a woman.”
Still looking at myself I could see that my flannel shirt and shorts were practically hanging off of me, as I had lost ten inches of height as well as fifty pounds of my mass.
“Please come into the kitchen Christian and let me make you a sandwich, and I will tell you everything.  Come, you must be starved,” she said, and then returned to the other room.
After staring at myself for a while longer and determining that this was a dream, I decided that there was nothing that I could do except wait for it to end so I decided to just go with it and returned to the kitchen.
“Please sit,” Maggie said, and as I did, she put a bacon sandwich down in front of me and said, “It is good, I hope you like tomatoes and mustard on your BLT.”
“I do.”
She joined me at the table with her own bacon sandwich and then began to talk.
“I know you have many questions but let me ask you, how did you get off the trail and end up at the forbidden red rock?”
“How did you know I was on the trail?” I asked.
“In your stuff was a map issued by the state park and you had even marked on the trail part of it where you were going, plus there was a room key to one of the cabins in your backpack.  I did find your wallet and that’s how I knew your name.”
“The answer to your question is that I was going to take a shortcut and shave time off my hike, and somehow, I got lost.  That’s how I ended up by the big rock.”
“The map the park service gives out is not drawn correctly and many people accidentally get lost, that’s why they tell you to not get off the marked trail.”
“Next time, I will know to stay on the trail,” I said.
“You seem pretty calm for someone that was just changed into a girl,” she said.
Laughing I said, “You see Maggie, none of this is real, it is all a dream, and soon I will wake up, and what a great story I’m going to have to tell.”
Nodding her head, she said, “It would be natural for you to still be in denial as this is pretty powerful medicine.  However, let me tell you what happened.  You accidentally found the orb that rested on the staff of the Mountain God.”
“And tell me why did it turn me into a woman?  Was it mad because I dug it up?”  And with that I decided to take a bite of the sandwich that Maggie had made for me, and it was incredibly good.
“Two thousand years ago there was a plague that killed most of the women of our people and there were mostly men left.  The mountain God sent the staff and orb down from the heavens for the medicine man to use to replenish our people, and with it he was able to turn half of our men into women so they could rebuild the population.  Afterward the staff and scepter were each buried separately so they would not be found or used again unless absolutely necessary.  The staff and scepter are monitored by the Guardians, who make sure that the items are never disturbed as their power is too great for anyone to know about or possess.”
“Are you a Guardian?”
“Yes, my grandfather was a medicine man and appointed me to oversee the orb.  I check on it daily and make sure it is undisturbed.  After I found you, I resealed the box and moved it so it would not be found.”
Still munching on the bacon sandwich, I was starting to think that the taste of it was the most vivid I had ever experienced in a dream.  I then asked, “How did you get me here?”
“I have a litter on my donkey and when I found you yesterday afternoon ….”
“Yesterday afternoon?  I’ve been out ….”
“It is seven o’clock in the morning, so I’m guessing eighteen hours?  Anyway, I put you and your stuff on the litter, and my donkey Paco hauled you back here.”
With each passing minute I was starting to get the idea that there was the possibility that I was not dreaming, and this was real.  But how could that be?  This is stuff that happens in movies, and to other people, not me!
Maggie then said, “I’m glad you enjoyed that sandwich.”
Looking down at my plate I noticed that I had completely devoured it and I said, “Thanks for the food, that was actually the best BLT I think I’ve every had in my life.”
Laughing she said, “Glad you enjoyed it.  Help yourself to some coffee, just made a fresh pot,” and she pointed to the counter.
I selected a plain white mug that was hanging on a hook underneath the upper kitchen cabinet, filled it up with coffee and returned to the table.
“So, Maggie, let me just throw this out there, do you know of any way that I could possibly get changed back into a man?”
Shaking her head, she said, “No, I’m afraid not.”
“Are you telling me that I may have to spend the rest of my life as a girl?”
“Yes, it sure looks that way.  I’m sorry I wish I knew a way to help you, but I’ve told you all that I know.”
Sitting there looking around the place I did notice it was somewhat sparsely decorated, but it was neat, clean, and comfortable.
“How about we get you out of those clothes and into something that fits, I don’t know how your clothes are even staying on you?” she said.
Following her into her bedroom she started looking through her closet and soon pulled out a white dress with spaghetti straps.  “What do you think?”
“Do you have any pants I could wear?” I asked.
“I’m sorry but I’m probably at least two sizes larger than you, but this dress was my niece’s and she left it here accidentally.”
“Then she might come back for it.”
“Hardly, they moved to Hawaii, so I think it will be okay.  Go ahead and try it on.”
“I don’t know, I’ve never really thought of myself as the dress wearing type.”
“Christian, you are now the dress wearing type.  Go ahead and try it on.”
I took the dress into the spare bedroom and removed my shirt, shorts and decided to remove my boxers  as well since they were about to fall off anyway.  Slipping my new garment on I marched up to the full-length mirror and took a look and was amazed at what I saw.  Looking at myself I realized that I was truly an attractive young woman and looked very pretty in this dress.
Heading back into Maggie’s bedroom she said, “Wow, you look absolutely lovely.”
“Thanks, I think.”
“Hold on, I think I’ve got some shoes for you too.  Do you like pink?”




Chapter 4
Sitting in Maggie’s living room that night sporting my new dress and pink flip flops we chatted, and I told her about my concerns.
“Maggie, what am I going to do about my life?  I can’t go onto Los Angeles and take my new accounting job that I’m supposed to start in two weeks, they’re expecting a guy to start work, not a girl.  I can’t go home either, people would not believe that I was in this body.  This is something that I can’t just explain away, if you know what I mean?”
“Yes, you are in a difficult position, and I feel for you.  Do you have a lot of family?”
“Actually not, during my senior year in high school my parents were killed in an automobile crash, and on top of that I’m an only child.  I immediately moved in with my closest living family member, my dad’s aunt Vera, who was seventy-four at the time and is now eighty.  She was really great and helped me through some hard times.  Just before I came out here, I stopped to see her and packed my stuff up and sent it onto L.A.  While there I noticed that her memory was slipping, and I think it will be a matter of time before she has to go into a home, which saddens me.”
“So, it sounds like you do not have a lot of people that will notice that you are missing?  I hope that does not sound rude?”
“Guess you’re right.  I do have some friends from high school, but we’ve drifted apart, you know?”
“I certainly do, it happens to all of us.”
“I have some college friends I’ve known for the past few years, but you know how it is, people get busy, move around and so the story goes.  Wonder if any of them will notice I’ve vanished?”
“Any love interests?  Girlfriends?”
Shaking my head, I said, “Afraid not, I’m about as single as they come.”
Sitting there quietly for a bit Maggie then asked, “Christian, why don’t you stay here?”
“With you?”
“Sure, you’re a pretty young woman and will have these people eating out of your hand.  I’m sure you can get a job down in Snow Springs.”
“Maybe.  You know, I was really looking forward to being an accountant, but will I ever get to do that here?”
“Are you kidding?  I don’t think there’s an accountant in town and trust me I know these people and they need all the financial help they can get.  Also, you can stay with me until you get settled if you want.  However, if you’ve got a better offer …”
“Maggie, you are a life saver, in more ways than one.  First you brought me back here from under the rock, and now you’re setting me up for a new life.”
“Glad to help, after all, it was kind of my fault.”
“Absolutely not, I should not have been messing around with that thing in the first place, now look at me, I’m a girl.”
A day later she drove me back to the state park where I had been staying and I picked up the rest of my stuff out of the room and loaded it into her jeep.  As I left the cabin key in the room and pulled the door closed behind me, I knew that was the end of my life as I knew it and there was no turning back even if I wanted to.
Maggie set me up in her spare bedroom in no time and it started to feel like home.  Personally, I thought she set it up a little bit girly but what can I say?  I am a little girly these days if you know what I mean.  Additionally, she taught me to apply makeup, which was something new to me.  Personally, I thought I looked okay without it, but she assured me that I would fare better as a female with makeup than without.
Driving into town we did some shopping at a second-hand store where she helped me pick out a few outfits which consisted of several dresses as well as jeans and blouses.  When I was a guy, I wore shirts, now I wear blouses and tops.  Then we stopped in at the local dollar store where I bought some shoes and underwear, including a couple of thongs.  After I got used to them, I decided I really loved the way they felt, and I liked how I had no panty lines when wearing tight jeans and dresses.  I could not believe I was taking to being a girl so easily, what was wrong with me?
As we walked down the sidewalk with our shopping bags, we were walking by the diner I’d previously eaten at and I stopped and turned to Maggie and said, “You know what, I’m going to need a job.”
“Yes, I suppose that’s true.”
I looked at the diner and then back at her and said, “I’m going to go in there and get a job as a waitress right now?”
“Really?”
“Yes, but let’s go in and sit down and eat.  Then I will hit the owner up on the way out.”
We walked into the diner and took a booth in the back which barely held the two of us and all of my shopping bags.  It took a little while before we got our order taken but eventually we were waited on by Ted himself.  Apparently, Maggie and Ted already knew each other as he greeted her by name.
After we finished our lunch, he walked back by our table to see if we needed anything else and I struck up a conversation with him and said, “Hey I heard you needed help here at the restaurant.”
“Who told you that?”
“A young good-looking guy in his early to mid-twenties who I met out at the state park.”
“I think I remember him, name was Christian.  Good to meet you ….”
Offering his hand, I shook and said, “Christian.”
“Same name as that kid, what are the odds?”
“Pretty crazy huh?” I asked.
“So, you’re interested in waitressing?”
“Yes, sir.”
“Any experience?”
“I had a part time job as a server with a banquet company who I worked for about two years while in college.”
“When can you start?”
“Day after tomorrow.”
“Sounds good.  We open for breakfast at 6 a.m. so be here at 5:30.”
“I will be here.”
“Oh, by the way, it pays waitstaff wage plus tips.  We’re pretty small so there’s no benefits.  Be sure to bring your driver’s license and social security card, I’ll need those before you can start.”




Chapter 5
Back at Maggie’s house we sat and strategized about what we needed to do to set me up for my new life.  First, we concluded that having the name Christian was a plus because you could be a male or a female with that name, so no problem there.  Second, social security cards don’t have photos so that part would be easy too.  So how do we get around the whole driver’s license thing which has my photo, weight, height and thumbprint?
Taking an inkpad, I inked my thumb and pressed it on a piece of white paper and compared it to the one on my drivers license and it was an exact match.  So, apparently Christian Caldwell’s fingerprints were still intact and that was a good thing.
Maggie said she had an idea, so we took my driver’s license outside and she sat it down on the ground.  Then with a large jagged rock she quickly defaced my photograph removing all evidence that a man’s photograph had ever been on the license. 
The next day Maggie drove me back into Snow Springs to the courthouse so I could visit with Mr. Terry, who was the local DMV representative.  He was silver haired, every bit of seventy years old, and by all appearances looked exhausted and in need of retirement.  Anyway, by absolute chance this just happened to be the one day a month that he came down from Denver to man the local office, with Snow Springs being so small they did not need a full-time staff member.
“Hi Mr. Terry how are you?” asked Maggie as we entered the small office.
“Good to see you Maggie, how can I help you today?”
“It’s not for me but my friend, she just moved here and needs to get a Colorado license.”
“Well hello, you’re a lovely young lady, what’s your name?” he asked with an ear to ear smile.
Extending my hand, I said, “I’m Christian.  Good to meet you sir.”
“Please have a seat,” he said.
Maggie and I both took seats and I filled out an application for a driver’s license at his request.  When finished I handed it to him along with my existing drivers license as he requested.
Looking at my license he asked, “What the heck happened to your photo?”
Maggie and I looked at each other and then I said, “My brother works on cars, and as crazy as this sounds it fell out of my wallet, I mean purse, onto the ground and then V-8 engine fell right on top of it.”
Examining the license and then me he said, “Well, I’ve heard of crazier than that before.”
“Really?” I asked.
“Yep, you hear it all in this business.”
Still looking at the license he then asked, “Says on the license that you are five foot ten.”
“Oh, that’s a type-o.  I just never got it corrected.”
Continuing to examine the license he asks, “Have you lost weight?”
Thinking fast I asked, “Oh, you’re looking at my weight on the license.”
“Yep, says you’re 175 pounds.  You don’t look over 125 pounds.”
“That’s right, I’ve lost a lot of weight since then.  I had that new band surgery, and it took the weight right off.”
“Are you talking about lap band surgery?”
“Yes, yes that’s the one.  Made me into a new ma…. Woman.”
Looking at me he said, “Hard to believe, you look great.”
“Thanks,” I said.
Still examining my license he said “Says here you are a male.”
“Another type-o.  Just never got it corrected.”
“That’s a pretty big one.”
Then Maggie added, “Mr. Terry, in this world in which we live where people can self-identify what sex they are, does it even matter?  Look at her, could you ever imagine her even being a male?”
Sitting there looking at me long and hard he then said, “Come on over and let’s get your thumb prints and picture and we will issue you a temporary license, which you will use until your new license arrives in the mail.”




Chapter 6
I started my job at Ted’s and did quite well, and I was truly surprised at the tips I was earning.  I’m also sure that the fact that I was a cute girl versus a hairy dude helped my income stream as well.
Within a couple of months I had some business cards printed up and started offering bookkeeping and accounting services to my fellow town folk.  My first customer was actually Ted, who was desperately in need of accounting help.  It was obvious that he had too much overhead and he needed to make tweaks in several areas if he wanted to make more profit.  Fortunately, he listened to me and his business quickly began to improve and he was grateful for my help.
About two months later I moved out of Maggie’s place and into my own cottage which was absolutely perfect in every way, plus it was right in the center of town and everything was only a short walk away.
After another two months had passed and I had built up my accounting practice to the point where I was able to leave my job with Ted and run my own company full time.  I was busy from sun up to sun down and was doing accounting for most of the town and even had clients in some of the nearby communities.  It was amazing how everything had worked out for me despite what had happened.
Ted and I stayed friends after my departure from the diner and we even began to spend time together which was fun because he was a good guy who had become a friend.  Initially I considered him nothing more than a pal, but the more time I spent with him something began to change inside me.  Denying it at first, I later acknowledged to myself that I was developing feelings for him and did not even understand why.  As a man I had never had any sort of attraction to men on any level, so this was truly bizarre to me in every way.
I talked with Maggie about my situation and my newfound feelings and swore her to secrecy, which means everyone in the small town of Snow Springs knew by nightfall, right?  She told me that in the legends of her people, after the orb changed the men into women, they slowly began to live and act as women in every way.  At first, they were resistant but as time went on they began enjoying their role as a female and even became attracted to the opposite sex.
With this newfound knowledge I took it slow with Ted as I was truly scared, despite the fact that I was incredibly attracted to him.  Starting off slow I finally let him hold my hand, later I let him kiss me, and eventually we slept together.  The first time that we had sex I was so scared that I thought my heart was going to beat right out of my chest and I was going to die during the sexual act itself.  However, I did not perish and eventually became comfortable with it and learned to enjoy sex as a woman.
It had been a year since I had arrived in Snow Springs and my accounting practice was in full swing. Ted was my steady boyfriend who I had fallen in love with and he was just as crazy about me.  As a loving couple we had a pretty active sex life which was okay because nobody liked screwing better than yours truly, which has not changed to this day by the way.  Being new to the whole woman thing there was something that I had not paid proper attention to and guess what?  Yep, that’s right, before I knew it, I was pregnant, which was a real attention getter by the way, as the last thing I had ever envisioned in my life was being a mom.
I told Ted and he was thrilled and wanted us to go out and celebrate, so I cordially accepted.  On Saturday he left his assistant manager in charge and we drove around the mountain to the other side of the reservation where there was a casino/hotel.  Checking into our room we then headed down to the restaurant for dinner which I was truly looking forward to as I was starved.  After all, I was eating for two, right?
After entering the casino restaurant, we sat at a table in the corner which was less smoky than the main floor of the casino but was smoky, nonetheless.  We ordered a couple of drinks and began to chat.
Holding up his whiskey glass he said, “Here’s to our baby.”
Clinking my wine goblet against his glass I said, “I’ll drink to that.”
“Think you should be drinking?”
“Probably not, but one won’t hurt.  It’s for medicinal purposes.”
Thinking about it he then nodded his head and said, “Oh.  Everything in moderation.”
“Exactly.”
“Chris, how long have we been going out now?”
“You should know the answer to that, five or six months.”
“I knew that, I just wanted to see if you did.”
“Mmmm hmmmm,” I said.
“Seriously, Chris, by this time I hope you truly know how crazy I am about you.”
Putting my hand on top of his I said, “Aww, I feel exactly that same way about you Ted,” I said.
“Good.  And I want you to know that I am completely committed to helping you raise our child.”
“I’m glad to hear you say that.  After all, you’re the one that could not keep your hands off of me and ended up getting me pregnant.”
“There’s no denying that.  You’re so pretty I can’t keep my hands off of you.”
“And other stuff out of me,” and then we both burst into laughter.
“Know what I like about you,” he said while gazing into my eyes, “It’s almost like you know what I need and what makes me happy.  It is truly uncanny.”
“Let’s just say I’m pretty good at knowing what men want.”
“I believe it.  Tell me, how do you know?  What’s your secret?”
“Girls never tell all their secrets.  Let’s just leave it at that.”
“Christian,” he said, “There’s something I think we should discuss.”
I nodded.
Out of nowhere he produced a small black box and opened it and before my eyes there was a wedding ring.  Now, let’s get this straight, a year ago I was changed from a man to a woman, and so far, I had done pretty damn well at accepting the transition including dating the opposite sex, of which I used to be a member.  On top of that I had just found out that I was pregnant, and now my boyfriend was getting ready to propose to me.  What the hell?
“Chris, will you marry me?” he asked while gazing at me adoringly.
I was just about ready to tell him I needed time to think about it when all of a sudden I started to tear up and then started crying.  I don’t have a clue why, but I guess that’s just what we girls do.   Unable to mutter a word I walked around the table to where he was sitting, nodded my head, and then he put it on my finger, and I hugged him like crazy.  Several other patrons around us began clapping when they witnessed our engagement and one of them, an intoxicated carpet salesman from Alabama even bought us each a drink.
After dinner we gambled in the casino for a while and spent most of our time playing the machines versus the tables.  I could tell the girl in me was coming out because I was trying to flash my new ring at almost everyone we came in contact with.  Why?  I don’t know but I was thrilled and proud, plus I was carrying our baby which made it all the more special.
Back in the room we got ready for bed and I changed into a very short white sexy nightgown to celebrate our night out, and now our engagement.  It was really cute, and I was pretty sure that he would like it, because if I was still a man, I would love it and would be trying to get it off of me in no time flat.
He came out of the bathroom in his pajama pants and was not wearing a shirt, which I found sexy because it made me think of how I loved running my fingers through his chest hair.  Walking up to me and putting his arms around me he then kissed me and said, “God Christian, you are the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen in my life.”
“I’m glad you think so handsome, and you’re not too bad yourself.”
Sitting down on the bed with a naughty look on my face I asked, “Want to join me?  Maybe we could get our marriage consummation going early?”
“You are in a mood tonight.  I take it you’re needing some loving?”
Nodding my head, I said, “I am.  I think being pregnant must have kicked my hormones into overdrive because …., Ted, can I be frank and brutally honest, and you won’t think I’m a slut?”
“Baby I would never think that.”
“Okay, good.  Anyway, my hormones are raging, I’m horny like crazy and am craving to have your cock inside me.  I don’t want you to make love to me, not tonight, but I want you to give me a good hard fucking.  Does that sound nuts?  You must think I’m a complete whore.”
Laughing he said, “It’s not uncommon for some pregnant women to develop strong sex drives my love.  There’s nothing wrong with you and I still love you as much as I always have.”
Pulling him down he sat on the bed beside me and said to me, “Hey, you know how you mentioned consummation?”
“Yes, and I’m ready to get started early.  By the way, we need to set a date to get married, baby will be here in about seven and a half to eight months and that will be here before we know it.”
With a slightly serious look on his face he said, “I agree, let’s talk about setting a date, however, there’s something I want to talk to you about first.”
“Ted what is it?  You look serious,” I said, and while waiting on his response paranoid thoughts were running through my mind which included everything from him getting ready to admit he was really gay, to leaving me for another woman, or a man for that matter.
“I know you’re new to Snow Springs and our town is for the most part a normal American town.  However, like most U.S. cities we have our own set of cultures and customs like everywhere else.  And within our town different families have their own traditions as well.”
Nodding my head, I continued to listen.
“Based on everything you’ve told me you won’t have anyone coming in for the wedding?  No friends?  No family?”
Shaking my head, I said, “No I’m afraid not, I’m sad to say that I had a very small family and they’ve all passed away or gotten too old to travel so it’s just me.  I’m all that’s left of our bunch.”
Taking my hand in his he said, “You seem sad as you say that.”
I nodded.
“Well you know what, from this point forward you’ve got a full family going forward, a big family that you’re a full member of, and you’ll never be alone again.”
“Thanks Ted, that means a lot,” and then I kissed him gently on the cheek and he hugged me.”
I was hoping he was about ready to have sex with me because I was not sure how much longer I was going to be able to hold out.  If he did not get busy soon, I was going to call downstairs and have the bellboy come up and do the job. 
“So, you know how I was talking about the customs and traditions of towns and families?”
I nodded.
“And you know how earlier you mentioned us getting started early with the consummation?”
Once again, I nodded, now starting to wonder where he was going with this.
“In Snow Springs there are a number of families that practice a unique wedding ritual, last used in Europe somewhere between the Dark Ages and the Renaissance, give or take a century or two.  The locals that settled the valley where Snow Springs sits had ancestors from Europe that carried this ritual with them from the European Continent and continued to practice it when a new couple got married.  It is considered good luck and is a symbol of fertility for the large local farming community, the town as a whole, and the couple itself.”
By this point I’m absolutely positive I had a serious look on my face, and I asked, “Ted, what are you talking about?  What is this tradition?”
Clearing his throat, I knew the best was yet to come as he said, “After the wedding it is customary to stop at the couple’s new home, or the family home, so the marriage can be consummated, and then the couple continues onto the reception.”
Smiling at him I said, “Ted, I will admit that is a little different, okay quite different, but that’s what the custom is?  After we are married, we stop at home for a quickie and then continue onto the reception?”
“Yes.”
“It’s a little different but you know what?  I’m flexible.  That’s easy stuff and not a problem.”
“Oh, there’s just one more little thing,” he added.
“Tell me my love, anything for you,” I said.
“It is also tradition that the families of the newly married couple ensure the marriage is consummated.”
With a puzzled look on my face I asked, “And exactly how is that done?”
“They personally observe the act of consummation.”
“Ted, are you trying to tell me that your family wants to watch you fuck me after our wedding?” I asked loudly.
“I don’t think I would put it exactly that way.”
“Fine.  Am I technically correct?”
Rolling his head from side to side he finally responded and said, “Yeah, you’re kind of technically correct.”
Trying to be calm about this, which was difficult as I felt my head was about to explode, I asked, “Are you fucking kidding me?  Dude!”
“I thought it might be kind of a sensitive issue because any time that someone from Snow Springs marries an outsider, this kind of reaction is not uncommon.”
“I can’t believe that you’re calling it a reaction of all things.  What kind of people want to watch their children fucking?  Oh my God Ted, this is unbelievable.”
“Listen, this is a custom my family has participated in for generations, and it’s important to me and my family and means a lot to us.”
Popping my sexy nightgown off I threw on some jeans, a top, and a pair of heels and said, “Ted I’m going down to the casino.  I’ll be back,” and I walked out the door.
I’m not sure how much time had passed but I was sitting at the bar having another glass of wine, which I was sure I was not supposed to be doing as I was pregnant, but as I said earlier it was for medicinal purposes, this time for mental health issues.  Anyway, what the hell, before modern science they did not know about drinking and pregnancy and they got by just fine.  Well, some of them anyway.  I had been sitting there for some time thinking about this strange ritual which was straight out of the middle ages and was bizarre on top of that.  I knew it was part of the valley’s customs but it damn sure was not part of any that I’d ever heard of or felt comfortable potentially participating in.
As I sat there continuing to think I thought about Ted and what a great guy he was and how apparently the custom was important to him and his family.  I loved him enough to do anything for him, but this?
Next thing I knew Ted was sitting on the barstool next to mine and asked, “Can I join you?”
I nodded and then swung around and put my arms around his neck and said, “I am so sorry I acted that way.”
Shaking his head, he said, “It’s okay, it’s a lot to process if you’re from outside of Snow Springs.  Some couples end up splitting up over it sometimes because the outsider just can’t deal with it.”
Looking at him I said, “You know I truly love you.”
“After the way you stormed out of the room I was wondering.”
We both laughed and I asked, “Will you marry me if I say I don’t want to do this?”
Looking at me with those big beautiful eyes he said, “I love you so much I would do anything for you but I’m asking you one thing, please don’t ask me to do that.”
Sitting there I asked, “Okay let’s say we stay in Snow Springs and have a house full of kids.  As they each get married do you want us to be there watching them have sex with their new spouse?”
“Chris, we don’t consider this something dirty, it’s beautiful, and a bonding between two people who love each other.  It’s not only that but it’s a proclamation of the couples love for one another, and the new life that they will create together and bring to the community in the coming years.  So, yes, I would be glad to see our children making a commitment to their new spouse and sharing themselves at the deepest level two human beings possibly could.”
I had never ever thought about it in the terms he just presented to me, and now that he’d explained it as he had, I understood how he really felt.  From his perspective, and apparently his family’s this was not some sort of a pornographic show, it was a joining and a display of affection and love between two people who were wanting to spend their lives together, and with that being the case I suddenly saw it in a whole new light.
“Oh my God Ted, I’ve never thought about it quite like that before, but I see, I understand.  You know, modern religion tells us that something like that would be wrong.  But then again, I’ve never seen it written down anywhere that you’re not supposed to watch people having sex.  Have you?”
“So, you think you can do it?”
“I’ll do anything for you.”  Pausing I asked, “So, it would be your mom?  She’s nice.  I like her.”
“Well, it’s actually closest family.”
“Why do I have the feeling I’m not ….  Anyway, who?”
“Mom, my brother Jesse, my sister Liz and her husband.  If you have anyone you want to invite, friends or family, it is customary to invite up to four people.”
Still not believing that I was actually considering this I said, “Probably not, however, if I wanted could I invite Maggie?  She’s been like a sister to me.”
“Of course, you can,” he said.
Standing up and taking him by the hand I asked, “So why don’t we go back upstairs and start practicing our consummation ritual?  I’ve got the perfect little white nighty.”




Chapter 7
Maggie met me over at my place two days later and I told her that Ted and I were going to be getting married and she was really excited for me.  Then I laid out in detail the entire conversation I’d had with my future husband about our upcoming nuptials and the semi-public consummation that would follow after.
“I’ve heard of that before,” she said, “It’s pretty common practice here in the valley of Snow Springs, so I’m told.”
“You say that very casually, do you do that up on the Rez too?”
“Heck no.  White people are crazy.  We don’t watch each other screw.  You people come over here take our land, put us on the Rez, then fuck in front of each other and claim we are a bunch of uncivilized animals?  Please!”
Realizing what she was saying she then stopped, looked at me and said, “Present company excluded from that last statement.”
Nodding I said, “No problem.  So, I have agreed to do this for Ted because it is important to him and his family.  I’m also entitled to have my family there, and you know that story.  Maggie, you are the closest thing I have to family and as strange as this sounds, God help me, will you be there when we consummate the marriage.”
“Despite the fact that you’re already pregnant and the marriage has already been technically consummated in my opinion, I will be glad to.  What are my responsibilities?”
“You and the other women, Ted’s mom and sister will get me ready, which includes getting me into my nightgown, into the bed and under the covers.”
“Okay good, does not sound too technical, so I can’t really mess anything up.”
“It would be impossible to mess up.  Just be there for me, and that will be great, because I’m really scared at the prospect of having five strangers watching me have sex.”
“Chris, I’m scared at the prospect of watching anybody have sex, but I will be glad to be there to support you, and I won’t even crack any jokes.”
Laughing I said, “Maggie, you are hilarious.”
Then I stopped laughing, looked straight at her and said in a serious tone, “Yeah you’d best not, his family might not think that was cool.”
“I promise to behave.  Have you two picked a date?” Maggie asked.
“Yes, last day of this month.”
“Cool, I bet in your wildest dreams you never thought you would be a June bride.”




Chapter 8
It was the last day of June which just happened to fall on a Friday, and it was the day I was getting married.  Maggie spent the night with me on Thursday night and helped me get ready for my big day including getting my makeup just right, my jewelry on and last but not least my wedding dress.  Finally, after stepping into my white peep toe mules I took a look at myself in the mirror and realized how much my life had changed over the past year.  Initially, I was not totally thrilled with my new life after the transformation, but now as the looking glass reflected my image back at me, I was pleased with what I saw, and I was proud to be the beautiful woman that I had become. 
“Christian, you have got to be the most beautiful bride I’ve ever seen,” said Maggie.
“Thanks Maggie.”
“Ready to go?  It’s 11:40. If we leave right now you will be standing at the altar at high noon, just like you are supposed to be.”
“Let’s go,” I said.
As we drove toward the church in Maggie’s pickup truck, I could see the steeple getting ever closer which meant that I would soon be married, which delighted me.  It was the after part that concerned me where Ted and I would be putting on a show for my new husbands’ closest family.  Maggie said she would park and be right in to assume her maid of honor duties.  I jumped out of the car and raced into the church where I was greeted by Mr. Terry from the DMV who I had become friends with the past year, as he was going to walk me down the aisle.  Then, within seconds, or so it seemed, Maggie joined me at the back of the church, gave me my bouquet, and I headed toward the front of the sanctuary.
The music started, I took Mr. Terry’s arm and started my walk down the aisle toward my fate with destiny.  I was very proud to be marrying Ted and was thrilled at the prospect of being his wife, but I was petrified of the half time show between the church service and the reception.
Arriving at the front of the church Mr. Terry presented me to Ted who took me by the arm and then we turned toward the pastor.  The service itself was quite beautiful and when the moment came where I was asked if I took Ted to be my lawfully wedded husband I proudly said, “I do, with all my heart.”
The pastor then presented us to the congregation, which consisted of about one hundred people, and announced that we were man and wife.  He then stated that it was currently 12:25 p.m., that we would be taking wedding photographs immediately, and that the reception would start at the Snow Springs Community Center at 2:00 p.m. but the doors would open at 1:45.
Wedding photos were relatively quick and immediately afterward me, Maggie, Ted, his mom, brother, sister and her husband headed to my cottage for the upcoming ritual.  The men waited in the living room, Ted headed off to another bedroom to get changed, and the girls headed into the master suite to get me ready for my date with destiny. 
“Have you got your nightgown picked out?” Ted’s mom asked.
It was laying on the bed and I picked it up and showed it to them, which was the one I wore when Ted and I stayed at the casino.
“Oh, that is sexy,” his sister said, “Any man would like that.”
Ted’s mom and sister Liz, without my permission, started helping me get undressed and in very comfortable fashion, it was almost like they had known me all my life.  After my dress came off Ted’s mom unhooked my bra from the back and my girls sprang free showing the room full of strange women exactly what my rack looked like. 
Then as I grabbed my nightgown and started to put it on, I could feel someone pulling my panties down and they promptly landed on my ankles, and as I looked to see who had liberated them from me, I could see Ted’s mom was the culprit.  And as I looked at her, she smiled at me and said, “Ted is so fortunate to be getting a lovely bride like you.”
“I think we’ve just about got you ready,” Liz announced.
As I looked over to the side of the room Maggie was just standing there watching, and I could swear that she had a smirk on her face.
Standing at the foot of my bed I could now see Ted’s mom pulling the covers back and making sure the pillows were fluffed.
“Maggie could you help with the candles?” Liz asked.
Then, very quickly the three of them lit candles and placed them all around the room which actually created a very romantic atmosphere.  Liz then reached into a bag and got out two bottles of wine and several glasses and set them on my dresser.
“What’s that for?” I asked.
“It’s to celebrate the consummation,” said Ted’s mom, just as Liz uncorked a bottle.  “As soon as the ceremony is complete the family toasts the union, it is part of the tradition.”
Stepping over to Liz I said, “Liz, I am nervous like you would not believe.”
“Everyone is,” she said, “We’ve all been exactly where you are.  You’re going to be fine.”
I then took the open bottle of red wine, filled a glass almost to the top, and then kicked it back and drank most of its contents, and then set it back down on the dresser.
“Hopefully that will relax you,” Ted’s mom said.
Laughing Liz exclaimed, “I love it.  Come on hon, let’s get you in bed.”
I climbed into the bed and the girls covered me with a single sheet as the heavier bed covers were resting at the foot of the bed.
Liz went to the door, cracked it open and nodded her head which was clearly the signal for everyone else to enter the room.  On the right side of the room was Maggie standing toward the head of the bed, while on the left side there was Ted’s mom, Liz, her husband, and her brother Jesse.  Liz then broke out of formation, poured everyone a glass of wine, except me, and then returned to her position.  There they stood with their beverages in hand waiting for what lay ahead.
Ted then entered the room, now only illuminated by candles wearing white pajama bottoms and no shirt.  He walked up to the side of the bed, sat down, slipped off his bottoms and joined me under the covers where he raised his head to mine and gently kissed me.
We began to whisper but were sure that everyone else in the room could hear us, but we continued nonetheless.
“Hi,” he said.
“Hi.”
“How are you doing?”
“I’m holding up.  I just had a big ass glass of wine, hopefully that will calm me down.”
I could tell that he was quite amused and was holding it back.
“It’s okay Chris, it will be over soon.  I’ve not had sex and relieved myself for a couple of days so hopefully I will be quick and then it will be over.”
“Sounds good to me.  Think you’re going to need much foreplay?” I asked.
“No babe, I’m already rock hard, and with you being so incredibly beautiful I won’t last long.”
He then began kissing me deeply which I absolutely loved, and as we continued our tongues were intertwined as we could not get enough of one another.  At this point Ted would normally go down on my breasts as I loved having my nipples sucked, but today, he was holding out on me, probably because there was a room full of people and he did not want his mom to see him sucking on my tits.
As he continued kissing me, I could feel that I was getting wet which surprised me.  Was the fact that all these people were in the room actually a turn on of some sort on a subconscious level?  I then whispered into his hear, “Put it in.”
Looking down at me and smiling he moved to position himself on top of me and I moved my legs apart to give him full access.  Pulling my hips back my short little legs raised up and without warning he entered me easily because I was so wet, and as he did, I cried out, as I absolutely loved the sensation of the way he filled me up so completely.  He began to move back and forth, slowly at first, then picking up speed, and each time he pounded my petite frame, I moaned from the pleasure.
Ted continued his relentless pleasuring of my clit with each in and out movement, and with each stroke he delivered, my excitement built and I knew I was on the way to an explosion of ecstasy.
Finally, the big glass of wine I had chugged had kicked in and I was relaxed, despite having a room full of people standing around me watching me get fucked.  The alcohol had also lowered my inhibitions and my tongue was getting a little bit loose as well.
I then said to Ted, “Oh God, Ted yes, harder baby, faster.”
My new husband was doing his best to comply with my request and was giving my pussy quite a pounding, and I was loving every second of it, and somehow, this did not seem so bad after all, which was probably because I’d just had at least two glasses of wine on an empty stomach.
“Come on sweetie, fuck me, fuck me hard,” I cried out.
Looking out of the corner of my eye I could see that Ted’s mom was a little shocked with my language, however Liz was doing her best not to bust out laughing, while Maggie had raised her hand up over her mouth, and her eyes were scrunched telling me she was not going to be able to hold the laughter back much longer.
I knew Ted was close and was about ready to shoot because let’s face it, after you’ve had sex enough times with a guy you know when he’s about ready to come.
Drinking the alcohol had made me hot, and now with Ted pounding away I was burning up, so I kicked the sheet back which gave everyone in the room a clear view of my husband’s bare ass, which was going back and forth, pumping away on his new bride.  Ted’s mom had a look of shock on her face, while Maggie, Liz, her husband and Jesse found it amusing.
It did feel better without the sheet, but I decided it was about time for this show to end and the way to do that was to make Ted come.
“That’s it baby, I’m almost there, I’m about to come, keep fucking me hard, like that, just like that, don’t stop baby I’m almost there, yes, yes, yes,” I yelled and finally I let out a scream.
Within seconds I could tell that Ted was coming and was now delivering his payload to me and I was thankful that this was over.  As he finished, he collapsed on top of me, and as he did, I lowered my legs which were tired from being up in the air.
At this point I heard Ted’s mom say, “Here’s to the union of my son Ted and daughter in law Christian.  May they have a long and happy life, and may she bear him many children.”
As I turned my head and looked at her, suspecting that she would be displeased with me she smiled, leaned over and whispered, “I can tell that you’re going to be a great wife.”
“Really?”
Nodding she then said, “You know exactly how to keep a man happy,” and then she winked at me.




Chapter 9
It has been a full year since I married Ted and I’m very happy with my life and things could not be better, even if I wanted them to be.  We have a baby girl named Amanda who is five months old and she keeps us hopping, and fortunately, we have a great support system with Ted’s mother and sister Liz living here in town which comes in handy.
Ted is still running the restaurant but has a great assistant manager and is able to work a little less these days.  Not a lot less but some is better than none.  I’m still running my accounting practice, which has not stopped growing by the way, and that keeps me quite busy.  One of the good things about working for yourself is that you can take your baby to work, which I do on a daily basis.  Some days I get more work done than others but the joy I get from being able to spend time with my child is the greatest pleasure I’ve ever known.
Two years ago, I came to Snow Springs as a tourist and through a twist of fate I became a resident, an entrepreneur, a wife, and a mother.  I can honestly say that when I first walked down the street of this town and stopped in Ted’s Diner for lunch this was the furthest thing from my mind.  But you know what?  I’m okay with it and would not change a thing, and as a matter of fact, I’m thinking about running for Mayor.
I still have mixed emotions about the consummation ritual I participated in a year ago, but I’m glad I did it because it made my husband happy, and on this earth there’s nothing more important than that.  When our children get married one day, I supposed it will be possible that they will carry on the tradition as well, but that will be their choice. 
Sitting at my desk in my flower print dress, looking down at my toes which I just finished painting a nice shade of red, I was thinking about how I’m going to tell my husband that I’m slightly late, and I don’t mean for dinner.  Then, without warning my office door flew open and Ted walked in.
I jumped out of my chair trying to hold my toes apart, not sure if the polish had dried yet and hobbled over to him.
Looking down he said, “New color?”
“Not really but I’ve not worn it in some time.  Want to know the last time I wore this color?”
“When?”
“One year ago.”
“How can you remember that so clearly?”
“It’s easy my love, it was the afternoon that your family gathered around the bed and watched us as we made love.  And I clearly remember that as you orgasmed, I looked up at my feet which were hiked into the air and saw my toenails which just happened to be painted fire engine red, as they are now, and I thought to myself, wow, here I am,
Barefoot, Pregnant & Consummated
“Wow, you’ve got quite a memory,” he said.
“Thank you, sweetie,” and then I kissed him gently on the lips and then asked, “Oh, what would you say if I told you that I was about ten days late?”
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