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Chapter 1

I’ve always been attracted to blondes, so maybe that’s why I was getting ready to marry one in just a few days.  Ms. April Roberts was getting ready to be my blushing bride on Saturday and rightfully so, as she had been waiting on me to marry her for a long time.  We first met in high school, then went to college together, and had been dating almost exclusively the entire time.  So, after having been my girlfriend for the past twelve years I would not have been exaggerating at all by saying she was very patient.

I’d worked as a real estate agent for a local realty company here in town and had done so since I graduated from college.  After I got out of school with a B.S. in Business I decided that I did not want a traditional job where I was chained to a desk all day so this seemed like the perfect career for me.  It was a pretty good gig that suited my personality well. 

April on the other hand was a structural engineer.  When we were at college together she majored in civil engineering, which is what she got her B.S. in.  She was always a smart lady and is actually the smartest woman that I’ve ever known.  So, after she graduated she went to work for a civil engineering firm and she did quite well and was on the fast track to even becoming a junior partner.  However, the entrepreneurial bug bit her and she decided to open her own structural engineering company.  She’s always been a go-getter and I’ve always been proud of her.

We’d been busy planning our upcoming wedding for some time, and let me tell you, there is a ton of stuff that needs to be done to get ready for the big day.  For the most part I really just tried to stay out of the way as April had everything well in hand, not that I’m a slacker but that’s the way she likes it.  She’s always been a bit of a control freak, but that’s okay, as we’ve all got our little quirks.

It was Friday night and it was one week until our wedding and April and I had climbed into bed early and were laying there watching television, or should I say we were streaming, as nobody watches TV anymore.  She was busy playing on her phone which was not unusual, as she did so a lot.  I’m amazed she was marrying me as much time as she spends with that darn phone and have often wondered if she was having an affair with it.  Ha ha.

“Jack sweetie, will you help me with something?” she asked.

Leaning over I said seductively, “Oooo baby, I’ll help you with anything that you need.”

Giving me a quick kiss on the cheek she said, “If you help me with this app I’ll do anything that you want, well almost.”

“What’s in the almost category?” I asked.

“Look, I’m offering straight sex, do you want it or not?”

That was good enough for me, so I grabbed my phone and asked, “Okay, what do you want me to do?”

Tapping diligently on her phone she said, “Okay, I’m sending you a link to this app that you will download to your phone and it will install automatically.”

“Ok,” I said. 

I lay there waiting for her link to arrive and my phone soon dinged letting me know that I had a text message waiting on me.

“Hey April, what’s this app for?” I asked.

“I’d read about this app on a wedding website.  It’s called Switch! and is supposed to let you and your spouse understand how the other one feels.  I don’t think there’s really anything to it but it should be fun to try, don’t you think?”

April had been obsessed with the wedding since she started planning it almost a year ago.  I had no idea that there were so many wedding magazines and websites on planet earth, but I was sure she was familiar with all of them.  Hopefully after we got married she would chill out and do some other stuff, which would hopefully not include planning to have babies, at least in the short term.  Despite the fact that I am not ready for children I’m not at all opposed to practicing, if you know what I mean.

I got on my phone and clicked on the link she had texted me and it started installing on my phone.  This concerned me as apps not downloaded from the online app store could be a security risk, however, I did it anyway thinking it would probably be okay.  No need to be paranoid, right?

“Is your app installed?” I asked.

“Oh yeah, just waiting on you.”

Watching the app’s progress installation bar on the screen of my phone, I soon saw it was at 100%.

“Okay, all done,” I said.

“Let’s get started,” she said.

I started my app and patiently waited for it to load.  Looking over at April’s phone I saw hers was already up and running.  Once the app was loaded, part of the setup required our phones to connect to each other via Bluetooth, which we accomplished.   

On my phone screen there was now a square with me in it on the left and another one with April’s live image in it on the right, and beneath was a red button which had the word Switch beneath it.  

“Hey, I think we’re ready,” I said.  “Are we supposed to press our buttons at the same time?”

“The fine print says either of us can press the button once we are perfectly lined up in the windows,” April said.

Looking at my screen our faces appeared clear and I asked, “Ready?”

“Ready,” April said, and before I could say or do anything she pressed the button on her Switch! app.  As she did so there was a blinding light from the flash on my phone as well as hers that illuminated the entire room and the intensity was unlike anything I had ever experienced, and I was temporarily blinded. 

As the flash happened I heard April say “Ouch,” due to the intensity of the light, which was exactly what I was thinking.

I think I was completely blinded for at least twenty seconds, though it could have been longer, before my vision started coming back to me.

“Oh my God,” I heard myself say, which I thought was strange because I did not recall saying those words.  So, what was I hearing?  I would soon find out.

When my vision returned the first thing I noticed was that I was on the opposite side of the bed.  The second thing I noticed as I looked forward was that I was wearing April’s nightgown and I even had the new pedicure that she had stopped and gotten earlier today on the way home from work.

As I turned to look at her I noticed that I was looking at myself and not at April, and I also observed that this replica of Jack was looking back at me.  Both of us were sitting up in the bed with our mouths hanging open just looking at one another, with absolutely no idea of what to say.

“Jack?”

“April?” I asked.

“The mirror!” we both exclaimed, as we both jumped out of bed and ran to the bathroom and looked at ourselves in the mirror.

As we stood there it was clear that I was in April’s body and someone else was in mine.

“Jack, I’m in your body!  I’m a guy.”

“I know, I can see that,” I said with my womanly voice.  “And I’m, well, you!”

“What are we going to do?”

Still standing there looking at myself in the mirror, occasionally glancing over at April now in my body, I was at a complete loss for words.

“The app!  We can use the app to switch back” I shouted as I ran for the bedroom with my fiancée following along behind me.

As we got back to the bed we each grabbed our phones and started looking at them.

“April, my phone won’t turn on, plus it looks like it’s damaged as some of the plastic is melted and it’s kind of hot.  I think the flash is burned out too.  I’ve never seen that happen before on a cell phone.”

“Same thing here Jack.  My phone is burned out as well.”

She sat down on the bed, in my body of course, and started crying.

“This is all my fault.  If I hadn’t wanted to use that stupid app we wouldn’t be in this mess right now.  I am so sorry that I did this Jack,” April said while continuing to sob.

Sitting down beside her I hugged my love and said, “Hey, don’t blame yourself sweetie.  We were just going to have some fun with the app.  Who knew it would do this?  It will be okay.  We will go and get a couple of new phones, download the app again, and everything will be fine.”

“You think so?”

“Sure, it will be okay.  Let me have a look at the phones and make sure the sim cards are okay.”

I took our phones and removed the backs planning to pull out the sim cards but the plastic had melted over the top of them.  Whatever that app did overheated the phones big time.

“Well,” I said, “We will just have to wait until tomorrow when we can go to the phone store, get new sims, and new phones.  Then we can download the app and try and reverse this.”

“That sounds good Jack, and the sooner the better.”


Chapter 2

The next day was Saturday and I work up early, which was surprising as we were up late.  Neither of us had really been able to sleep and we had spent a lot of the night laying in the bed, talking about our situation, and just generally being restless.  Hey, who wouldn’t be restless after an event like this, right?

As I lay there in the bed I looked over at April, in my body, who was still fast asleep.  It is really strange to be outside of your body and looking at yourself.  The only way I can describe it is that it’s an eeriness that is totally unexplainable, like nothing you can imagine.

I got up to go pee and went into the bathroom and sat down on the toilet, which reinforced the fact that I was now a member of the fairer sex, which I would hopefully be retiring from today, and then went back to bed.  After laying there for a bit I knew I was not going to be able to sleep so I got up, put on the robe that matched my short silky pink nightgown (heaven help me), and headed for the kitchen where I started the coffee pot.

After the coffee finished brewing I poured myself a cup, sat down on the couch, and looked at my smooth feminine legs which were resting on the coffee table.  Despite the fact I was in this strange situation I noticed that I did have great legs, or maybe I just thought that because I’m a guy looking at the legs of an attractive woman.  You know how men are, which kind of includes me, I think?

It was not long before my fiancée joined me in the living room with a cup of coffee and sat down next to me on the couch and propped my former feet and legs up on the table as well.  We smiled at each other and gave one another a quick kiss, and let me tell you, it is really strange kissing yourself.

“What time does the cell phone store open?”

“It opens at 9:00 a.m.,” I said.

“That’s good Jack.  I can’t wait till we get our bodies back and things get back to normal.”

“April I completely agree, and besides we’ve got a busy day ahead of us.  Aside from going to the cell phone store and getting our bodies back, you have a bachelorette party to attend tonight, and in your body!”

“What are you going to do while I’m out tonight Jack?”

“Are you kidding? After last night and today?  I’m going to stay in, have a couple of beers and order wings.  I’m looking forward to a nice, quiet, night at home,” I said gladly.

“I wish I’d had my bachelorette party last weekend like you had your bachelors, that way I could stay home too.”

“Let’s go ahead and get dressed and get on down to the cell phone store.  The sooner we get this day started the sooner we can get back to normal,” I said.

“I agree Jack.”

We returned to the bedroom where we each showered, which was interesting to say the least, as I had never really spent time naked as a woman before.  While in the shower washing myself I noticed how soft my skin was to the touch, and how attractive my body appeared as my hands travelled across my firm breasts.  At this point I could feel a tingling in my crotch and knew that I was getting turned on, so I hurried up and finished my shower before I got to the point where I had to take matters into my own hands.  Pardon the pun.

We started the process of getting ready for the day, and believe me it was a team effort, well sort of.  Getting April ready was easy as she was in my former body, and let’s face it, it’s often a little quicker getting a guy ready.  My status was a different story as I needed a lot more help.  My fiancée insisted that I wear makeup despite that fact that I felt it was not necessary, but in the end, it was easier to wear makeup than continue arguing.  I sat patiently as she applied my foundation, concealer, and a wide variety of other products designed to make me beautiful, a process which I would not be able to repeat if I had to. 

April was wanting to put me in a dress for the day, but I was extremely resistant to the prospect of that, so we settled on slacks and a silky top, which was still a little too girly for me.  The slacks I was wearing were tight, but I was amazed as to how they were not as uncomfortable as I had imagined, which I believe was due to the fact that I had no male equipment for them to crush.

Then my fashion consultant and fiancée adorned me with earrings, a necklace, and a couple of bracelets, which completed my look of the day.   

I stood at the entrance to the closet while April went through her/now mine, shoe collection trying to find the perfect pair of shoes to go with my outfit. 

After some time had passed I asked, “How about those riding boots?”

Looking at me April asked, “Are you kidding?  With those slacks?  They would go better with jeans or maybe a dress.”

“Never mind,” I said.

My fiancée then produced a pair of low heeled black sandals which I put on, that showed off my painted toenails.  At this point, I was not feeling the love on any of this at all.

“So, you said I could wear the boots if I were willing to change clothes?”

“Why do you want to change?  You look really cute.  Come on over and look in the mirror.”

As I walked over and looked in the full-length mirror I could see that I had been transformed and was now an attractive blonde woman.  Continuing to look at my reflection in the mirror my initial feelings of embarrassment began to subside as I realized that there was nothing for me to be embarrassed about or ashamed of because I was a real honest to goodness woman, at least for a few more hours.

“See how great you look Jack?  You look really pretty.”

“I’ve never been called pretty before, but thanks,” I said.  “And you look really handsome.”

We both laughed at my comment, which was good, as we were both needing some laughter to lighten up the outrageousness of the situation.

“And I’ve never been called handsome before,” said April, who was still laughing.

“Okay, let’s develop a game plan for when we go out in public, like the cell phone store we are going to,” I said.

“I agree Jack.  What have you got in mind.”

“I think the first thing we need to do is not draw any undue attention while we go to the cell phone store.  For starters let’s make sure we call each other by the name assigned to the body we are in.  April, you call me April, and I will call you Jack.”

“Okay then, April.  Let’s go to the cell phone store, if you’re ready to get your body back that is?”

“Very well, Jack,” I said sarcastically.  “Let’s go.”

We got in my car and I climbed into the driver’s seat and found it necessary for me to adjust the mirrors and driver’s seat as I was now 5’3 and not 5’11 as I had been the day before.  With the seat adjusted we were ready to go so I backed out of the garage and headed for the cell phone store.

On the way to the store my fiancée, who from this point forward I will refer to as Jack, provided me with the information necessary to access the cell phone account once we arrived as the account was in April’s name, the person I now was.  Over the years we had both shared a cell phone plan but I’d never had access to the account, as I had never needed it.

We got there right at 10 a.m. when the store opened and fortunately we were first to be waited on by the young man who worked there, who asked for my cell phone number, so he could access the account.  We then told him that we needed replacement cell phones as the ones that we had were no longer functional.

“Looks like you have insurance to cover the phones being replaced.  Can I see the old phones?” he asked.

We produced the phones, which he examined carefully and then asked, “What happened?  Were they in a fire or something?”

Thinking quickly, I responded and said, “We both had our phones charging and there was a power surge in our house, and next thing we knew our phones were fried.”

“I’ll say, they were fried big time.  Okay, just a sec Miss,” he said as he typed on his computer screen.

I thought to myself, Miss? When did I become a Miss?  Answer, last night.

We continued standing there at the counter and he finally said, “The exact phones you have are not available in store, however, I could give you different phones that you could use temporarily until your new phones are overnighted to you.”

“Great,” Jack said.  “That sounds good.”

“Is it okay with you Miss?” the young kid asked, which I’m sure was because it was my account, or it was now anyway.

“That will be fine,” I said.

The salesman disappeared into the back of the store while Jack and I stood there at the counter waiting for him to return which he did several minutes later.  He got our new phones completely setup, and we were already to go, so we thanked him and left the store.

“Thanks Miss,” he called out again as I left the store.

On the way back to the house Jack was frantically working on his cell phone trying to locate the website where the mysterious app had been found by April originally, while I drove the car.  Upon arriving at home, we went inside, and I noticed that Jack was still diligently working away.

“I can’t find the website.  It’s gone!” he said.

This mildly concerned me as I was sure that he had probably gotten the name or URL wrong and we would figure it out shortly. 

“It will be fine,” I said.  “What’s the website?”

He gave me the web address which I typed into my phone and there was no website there.

“Are you sure this is correct?” I asked.

Taking me to his computer he showed me where the URL was in the history of the browser, but we were not able to access the site from there either, as the website was gone.  All you saw when you visited the homepage was a message that read Down For Maintenance.  Be Back Soon.

“I’ve got an idea,” Jack said.

I watched as he used the whois function on one of the sites that sell domain names, to lookup the domain information for the website.  The results were private and we were not able to see anything of any relevance at all.

“Why don’t we do a web search on the domain name and see what we get?  Can’t hurt!”  I said.

“Great idea.”

We got on the computer and started searching the web for information on the website, which returned a number of results.  However, none of them produced anything of relevance as they were all URL’s that were part of the website itself, which at present was offline.

“What are we going to do?”

“We’re just going to have to be patient and wait for the website to come back online,” I said. 

“You’re right.  I’m sure it will be back up soon, and when it does we will find the app, run it, and get our own bodies back.”

“Exactly.  And in the meanwhile we’ll just have to make the best of this situation,” I said.

“I agree, and now that I think about it, I believe it will be really good for you.”

“Good for me?” I asked.  “How’s that?”

Looking at me with an evil grin my fiancée said to me, “You will see what it’s like to be me, and you’ll get a chance to be an honest to goodness woman, even if it’s just for a little while.” 

“I’ve already learned about sitting down to pee,” I said.

Laughing Jack said, “I love it!  You’ve mastered the art of being a woman.”

We both laughed at our exchange and then I walked up to my former self and said, “Hey, it’s going to be okay.”

Jack took my hands in his and said, “Thanks.  I know as long as I’m with you everything will be fine.”

I stood up on my tiptoes and kissed him briefly and then stood there looking at him.  Kissing my former self was bizarre, but I knew that April was in there, and that’s what I kept on telling myself.

“I’ve got to admit something to you.”

“What’s that?” I asked.

“I’m kind of scared.”

“Are you kidding?  Who wouldn’t be?”  I paused and then said, “I have to admit, it is a little bit scary.  But we’re going to get through this, I promise.”

“That’s good enough for me.”

“Know what’s funny to think about?  Having sex, with me as the woman and you as the man.” I said.

Looking at me with a slight grin Jack said, “Well, despite the fact that you’re now a woman, you’ve still got the mind of a man.  Typical guy, always looking to get a piece of ass.”

Pausing for a moment he then said, “I have to admit, the thought is interesting.  Despite the fact that I was born a woman, I have noticed that since I became a man that it is incredibly easy to get aroused, way easier than when I was a woman.  I’m beginning to see why men are like they are, it’s totally a biological thing and guys can’t help themselves.  You’re just kind of minding your own business and out of nowhere, boom!  You’re up!”

“I’ve been telling you for years that I couldn’t help but get turned on anytime that I got around you.  I’m glad you finally realized that I come by it honestly,” I said.

Looking at me Jack asked, “You know what?” He then walked toward me putting his arms around me.  “Maybe we ought to go ahead and see what it’s like.  After all, once we get switched back we will never know what it’s like to make love as a member of the opposite sex, so why not?”

Despite the fact that I was a man mentally I was starting to get turned on for some strange reason, which did not make any sense to me at all.  Over my lifetime I had never been attracted to men or had any homosexual tendencies, but something odd was happening to me and I was feeling incredibly horny, and in a way that I had never felt before.

Jack began to kiss me, and I was overcome by an overwhelming desire to return his affection.  I opened my mouth and the next thing I knew our tongues were intertwined as our passion began to unfold.  Our hands were roaming one another’s bodies as we continued to kiss, and I loved the way that his hands felt as they caressed my firm breasts. 

“Let’s go in the bedroom.” I said.

In record time we made it to the bedroom where we continued to explore each other’s bodies while we kissed, and then we began undressing one another slowly until every last stitch of clothing was removed from our bodies and rested in a pile on the floor. 

I then took Jack by the hand and led him to the bed where I sat down momentarily before lying on my back, my legs still hanging over the side.  Jack then raised my right leg and kissed the instep of my foot and then continued kissing me all the way down my leg until he was almost to my crotch, and then went back to my left foot instep and repeated the process.  Whatever he was doing was sure getting me warmed up, and fast.

Jack then raised my legs before pulling them apart and moved between them and stood there looking at me passionately before lowering his head to my crotch.  He went down on me and began to pleasure my womanhood with his tongue, then he began sucking on me gently at first and increasing his rhythm as he continued.  I couldn’t help it but the cunnilingus I was receiving was causing me to moan like I never had as a man (yes I know that sounds funny), and the sensation was so intense it was beyond description.  The pleasure continued to build inside me and I knew by the way he was stimulating me I would not take long to orgasm.  Clearly his experience as a woman in a previous life contributed to him knowing exactly what a woman needs.

“Oh God,” I cried out, “That feels so good.”

In a flash he raised his head, stepped forward, and slipped himself inside filling me up completely, which in turn caused me to gasp for air.  While holding my legs up he began to move back and forth, and as he continued I could feel the sensation of him slipping in and out of me with each movement.  His pace picked up and he was now moving at incredible speed, and with each thrust I felt incredible pleasure as he continued to pound against me.

For the life of me I could not believe any of this was happening because at that moment I was having sex with a man.  Part of me said this was wrong and that I was committing a homosexual act, but another part of me said that all the old rules were out the window and I was a woman now, and besides, it felt absolutely divine every time he thrust against me with all his might.

April had never really been into the whole talking dirty thing and I typically had to beg her to get her to play along.  So, I thought this might be a good opportunity to try some reverse dirty talking psychology, if there even is such a thing.

“Fuck me harder,” I said and then continued by saying “Deeper.  I want you to pound me as hard as you can and don’t stop until I’m begging you for mercy.”

I knew he was close and within seconds he cried out, “I’m coming,” and as he did so I could his face contort as he released himself inside me, and then began to slow down as he finished depositing his seed.

I was clearly not going to orgasm from straight intercourse during this session but I was determined that I was not going to be cheated, so I took my finger and moved it downward to my crotch and began to pleasure myself.  Using my middle finger, I started to stimulate my clitoris using a circular motion, and I instantly knew that I had found the spot.  I continued to caress myself and as I did so I could feel the pleasure building inside me rapidly.  Picking up speed I cried out, “Keep fucking me if you can, I’m almost there.”

Jack complied and started back to work, and the feeling of him slamming against me seemed to turn me on even more, and I knew I was almost there. 

“I’m coming, I’m coming,” I announced while moaning at the top of my lungs, and then I orgasmed and as I did a wave of pleasure like I had never know before washed over my body.  I collapsed, and Jack joined me on the bed also exhausted from our love making session, and we lay there for some time trying to catch our breath.

“Well, what was it like having sex as a man?” I asked.

“I’ll tell you one thing, I’ve never orgasmed that fast in my life,” Jack exclaimed.  “All these years I’ve always suspected that you were just going ahead and getting off quickly without considering me.  I guess I own you an apology because at this point I now realize that it was not necessarily within your control.  You guys get so excited so quickly that you just can’t hold it back.”

“I’m glad you finally realize how we men, or should I say former man, are wired,” I said.

“So, what was it like having sex as a woman?”

“It was incredible!  The orgasm I had was remarkable, and was intense, no, it was beyond intense.  I’ve never, ever felt such powerful sensations during sex in my life.  When you come as a woman it’s like, it’s like….”

“Are you trying to say that it’s like your whole body, including your mind and soul are part of the total experience?” Jack asked.

I smiled and said, “That’s a perfect description.  You know, I could feel a burst of pleasure and then an intense warmth that seemed to resonate throughout my entire body when I came, and at that moment my body, heart, mind and soul were all one.”

“You know what, I think we’re going to make a woman out of you yet.”

We burst out laughing at Jack’s comment as it was quite funny.

“I don’t think there’s too much required to finish the job, as I’ve already got the vagina, tits, and everything else needed to do the job,” I said.

“By the way, are you all ready for your bachelorette party tonight?”

“Do I have to go?”

“Yes, you have to go, all my girlfriends want to show me, or now you, a good time before we get married.”

Looking rather put out I asked, “What do they have planned?”

“I’m not exactly sure but I’m sure you will probably go out for drinks, then have a long dinner and then who knows what else.  It should be lots of fun.”

“Great,” I said unenthusiastically.

“Come on, it will be fun, and besides, you know my cousin Charlotte, she’s absolutely great and lots of fun to be around.  And besides she really needs a night out, you know how hard it is taking care of babies.”

“You’re right, she is really nice.  I promise I will do my best to have a good time.”

“Good attitude,” said Jack.  “And you know what?  I know we are both hungry after that love making session so I’m going to make us a nice lunch.”

Jack brought up a good point because I was absolutely starved as well and was ready for a good meal.

Before we got started in the kitchen we took a shower and then got dressed.  After putting on a pair of bikini panties I slipped into some tight jeans, which I had to squeeze into.  As I stood there looking at myself in the mirror I realized what a great ass I had.  I had always known that April had a smoking rear end, but seeing it on myself somehow reinforced it, and I think I was almost getting turned on looking at my own butt.

At the insistence of my fiancée I was told it was more common to put on a bra at the same time you put your panties on, but it was not written in stone.  With Jack’s help I got my bra on which helped to cradle my very firm size 36C breasts, or that’s what the manufacturers tag said anyway.  Then I put on a tunic style top to complete my outfit, and as I looked at the finished product in the full length mirror I realized that I was truly pretty.  It was not something I had ever thought of before or even planned, but that was the status quo, and you know what?  I might as well make the best of it.

I helped Jack make lunch which was not something I normally did but today I was feeling different for some reason.  Could it have been that my female side had an undying urge to work in the kitchen and perform customarily female duties like preparing food?  Nah! 

We sat down and ate and discussed the upcoming evening during our meal and I was briefed on what to expect and we agreed that if I had any questions while I was out tonight that I could simply send Jack a text message and he would respond quickly.

“Charlotte should be picking you up here about 6:00 p.m.” said Jack.  “So, we’ve probably got some work to do to get you ready by then.”

“It’s about 2:30 now,” I said, “How much work is involved in getting me ready?”

“Let’s finish up and then we will get started,” Jack said.

We finished up our meal, cleaned up the kitchen and then I started school with Jack’s tutelage, so I could learn how to function as the real April this evening, and I had much to learn.

This first thing I was instructed in was walking, and for good reason, as that was the area where I needed the most help.

“Why do I need to learn how to walk?  I walk fine,” I said.

“You need to learn how to walk like a woman, and I’m going to show you how.  Plus, you’re going to be wearing heels tonight, so …….”

“What?” I exclaimed.  “Oh, no, no, no.  There’s plenty of shoes I can wear that are not heels, so you can forget that.”

“Look, your outfit for tonight is all picked out, and you need to wear the shoes I’ve got picked out for you.  If you don’t the girls will think something is wrong, because they know that the real April would never wear the little black dress she’s wearing tonight without heels.”

At this point Jack held up a pair of black shoes and said, “These are your shoes for tonight, April.”

As I looked at the shoes I said, “There’s barely enough material to even hold the thing on my foot, and I’m expected to walk in them?”

Shaking his head Jack said, “These are peep toes mules and you’re going to look absolutely divine wearing them.”

I sat down so I could put the shoes on to prepare for my walking in heels lesson.  After slipping them on I looked down at my red polished toe nails stick out the end of my shoes, and then stood up.

“Hey you look great.  Now let’s get started.”

“I feel like I’m going to fall over.” I said.

“They’re only 3 ½ inch heels, you will do just fine.”

We got started with the walking lessons and I was instructed how to walk as a lady, and surprisingly, in a very short amount of time, I was doing quite well.  In my past life as a man I had never really noticed how women walk, but now I had gained a great appreciation for it as there is a technique involved.  Next time you watch a woman, especially in heels, pay attention and you will notice that they walk using the heel to toe technique.  This is done by putting one-foot right in front of the other with each step and it does a number of things: it helps you maintain good posture; it keeps you from falling over while you’re walking in heels, and finally it causes your rear end to wiggle when you walk.

“You’re doing great,” Jack said.  “And in the event, we don’t get switched back by next Saturday, this training will come in handy.”

Looking at Jack I asked, “What do you mean?”

“If I’m not back in that body by then, it’s going to be you walking down the aisle in white heels, and you’ll need to be prepared,” Jack said as he laughed.

“So, if we don’t get switched back by then that means, I’m The Bride?” I asked nervously.

I paused and then said, “I guess I already know the answer to that.”

After we had determined that I was proficient in walking in heels Jack showed me a little bag which contained what he described at foldable ballet flats.  He explained that toward the end of the evening the heels may start to become uncomfortable, and if that’s the case I could slip into them.

“If the heels are going to be potentially uncomfortable, why can’t I just wear the flats all night,” I asked.

Shaking his head, he said, “That’s not the way it works.  You’ve sure got a lot to learn about being a woman.”

“So, let me get this straight, I have to at least start the evening out with heels, so I will have attractive shoes for all my girlfriends to initially see and they can tell me how cute I look?” I asked.

“Yes, that’s right?”

“And later on, after our feet are killing us, we can then put on comfortable shoes?” I asked.

“Once again, you are correct.”

With a puzzled look on my face I said, “You’re right, I’ve got a lot to learn about being a woman.  And it’s not going to be easy.”

From there we moved onto basic mannerisms which was also something I had never even thought of which included: how to smile, crossing my legs when sitting down, holding a fork, carrying a purse, shaking hands, and much more.  Jack told me I was as ready as I was going to be.

Throughout the afternoon we had continued to check the wedding website where April originally found the mystery app that got us in this predicament in the first place.  Much to our disappointment every time we checked the website was still offline

“I know this is a stupid question, but do you think we should talk to someone about our situation?”

“Like who?” I asked.

Jack stood there pondering for a moment and then said, “Nobody.  Where would we even start?  Who would believe us?”

“My thoughts exactly.”

“Then, I guess we are truly alone, aren’t we?” Jack asked.

I walked over and wrapped my arms around him and said, “As long as we have each other, we will never be alone.”

“Thanks sweetie.” He replied, returning my hug.

“I could talk to Charlotte about it tonight, if you think that would help?”

We both burst into laughter at my comment and then Jack said, “I would love to hear you tell her that we accidentally ended up in each other bodies, she would believe that for sure wouldn’t she.”

“Think it’s about time to get me ready for my party?”


Chapter 3

After much work on Jack’s part, I was finally ready for my big night out with the girls.  As I stood there looking in the full length mirror I was amazed at how great I looked in my little black dress with the low hemline, which showed off my shapely legs.  I also noticed that Jack was right, the heels really put the finishing touch on my outfit and made me look extra sexy.

It was 5:59 p.m. and as the doorbell rang I walked to the door and opened it.  Standing there was my beautiful blonde headed cousin, Charlotte.  She was wearing a short dark blue dress and a pair of yellow ankle strap heels and she looked fantastic.  By the way, the only reason I know what ankle strap heels are is because I found some in the closet and Jack still would not let me wear them, despite the fact that I was sure they would stay on my feet better, but I’m not complaining.

Charlotte and I were first cousin’s as her father and my mother were siblings.  Her father disappeared under mysterious circumstances about ten years ago while working for an oil company in South America.  He and his team were exploring a remote region of Venezuela looking for potential drilling sites and he became separated from his group and he was never seen or heard from again.  During their twenty-five years of marriage Charlotte’s parents had a total of two children which included she and her sister Lauren, who is obviously my first cousin as well, and a good friend.

“Girl you look so cute,” she said as she hugged me, “and I just love that dress.”

I stood back and looked at her from head to toe and said, “Charlotte, you look absolutely great, and I love those shoes.”

Jack had trained me earlier about the importance of complimenting my girlfriend’s shoes and other items as necessary and explained it as a customary thing in female relationships.  This was my first chance to try out my newfound social skills as a woman and I think I did pretty well. 

“Hey let’s get going,” Charlotte said.

“Sounds good,” I said.

As we headed toward the front door Jack was standing there waiting and said to me “Have fun babe.”

With my handbag in hand I kissed him goodbye and said, “I love you.”

He responded by smiling at him and said, “I love you too.”

“Good seeing you Charlotte,” Jack said.

“It was great seeing you again too Jack,” she said as she kissed him on the cheek.

Picking my handbag up off the front entryway table I followed Charlotte out the door where our car was waiting, and I said, “Oh, I see we are ride sharing with Suber tonight.”

“Of course, we don’t want to have to worry about anything tonight, it’s all about you having a great night out with the girls.”

We got in the car and closed the doors and the driver took off, headed toward our first destination of the evening.

“Where are we headed?” I asked.

“It’s a surprise.  Just sit back and enjoy the ride and we will be there soon,” Charlotte said.

About fifteen minutes later our car pulled up in front of the restaurant and I was fairly satisfied that the ride was over, as our Suber operators driving left much to be desired.  I was thankful that we had arrived in one piece and I was very pleased that we were at Little Sicily, which was one of mine and April’s favorite restaurants.

“I’m so glad you picked this place Charlotte.  It’s one of my favorites.”

We headed on inside where Charlotte checked in with the hostess who directed us toward the bar area.  When we turned the corner into the bar we heard the word “Surprise” and I instantly saw several of April’s girlfriends standing there who included, Kim, Whitney, Christine, and Lauren.

All of my friends were real estate agents with the exception of Kim, who was the wife of Morgan Wells, a long-time friend and well-known agent in the local area.  There had been a rumor that the Well’s had an open relationship, but I suspect that is exactly what it was, as you know how people like to talk.

Whitney was a long-time friend and agent who I had known for many years, who had recently gotten married to a gentleman named Phil, who was her former brother-in-law.  Supposedly, after her sister asked Phil for a divorce she encouraged Whitney to develop a relationship with him.  Whether that’s true or not I don’t know, but it does make interesting coffee talk.

I had known Christine forever, as she had helped to train me when I entered the real estate business a number of years ago.  She was a short petite lady with dark hair who had just given birth to her third child recently and this was the first time I had seen her since she’d had her baby.  Her husband was a commercial real estate agent named Rene and they had been married about ten years.  April would often kid with her about being a quasi-cougar since she was seven years older than her husband.

And last but not least was Lauren who was my first cousin and Charlotte’s sister.  About a year and a half ago she finally got together with her long-time loan officer of many years, Chase, whom she married.  They recently had a child and coincidentally, on the same day her sister Charlotte had twin girls in the hospital room right next to hers.

“Hey, what’s a girl got to do to get a drink around here?” I asked.

“What are you having?” Christine asked.

“Raspberry cosmo please,” I said.

She spoke to the cocktail waitress who nodded her head and then I stepped over to Christine and hugged her and said, “It is so good to see you.  Is Rene watching the kids tonight?”

“Yes, he is.  He’s such a great hubby, staying home with the kids tonight so I can have a night out with the girls,” she said.

“And I really appreciate him babysitting so you can be here tonight Christine,” I said.

Right about then the cocktail waitress delivered my drink which I immediately tasted and said, “That’s so good.”

This would not have been a beverage that I would normally have ordered, however, I’m supposed to be doing what April would do tonight and not draw any undue attention.  The raspberry cosmopolitan was a little sweet for my tastes but overall it was not too bad, for a girl’s drink that is.

“Hey cuz,” said Lauren as she walked up to me and hugged me.

“Oh, my goodness Lauren, you are looking great.  Tell me, how is motherhood?” I asked.

“It’s so much fun and I just love being a full-time wife and mom, despite the fact that I’m the only girl in the house,” she said radiantly.

“I’m so glad for you Lauren and I’ve never seen you happier,” I said.

“Come on and have a seat at the table and let’s get this party started,” Lauren said.

I walked over to the table and took a spot between Whitney and Charlotte and as I sat down I placed my purse on the table.  Hopefully I would not forget it when I left as I’m not used to carrying a purse around.

We sat there for about an hour and a half chit chatting and catching up with one another before we moved into the dining room for dinner.  I can’t speak for anyone else but I was pretty lit up from drinking by that time, and I’m pretty sure the others were in the same state as I was.  None of us were Dean Martin falling down drunk, but we were not sober either.  I was amazed at the impact of the alcohol but then again, I’m eight inches shorter and about 50 pounds or so lighter than I was this time yesterday, so I’m not able to hold my liquor like I used to be.

During dinner I sat next to Charlotte and we talked about my upcoming wedding as well as what was going on in her personal life.  With two small children she had been forced to become a stay at home mom and suspend her career, at least for now.  Despite the fact that she had been April’s friend for years there was something different about Charlotte that I just could not put my finger on.  I had first noticed it was about a year ago or so just before she became pregnant with her girls.  There is nothing specific I could have told you about but all I can say is that it was intuition, or should I say woman’s intuition?  Ha ha.

Whitney said, “Hey girls, ready to get out of here?”

Turning to her I asked, “What do you have in mind?”

Looking at me with a wicked grin she said, “You’ll see.  Come on, let’s pay up and get going.”

We paid up and walked out of the front door of the restaurant and much to my amazement there was a white limo parked and a driver standing beside it.

“What’s this?” I asked.

The driver opened the door and motioned for us to get inside.

“The fun’s just starting,” said Kim, as she hugged me.  “Let’s go.”

The six of us piled into the back of the limousine and the driver closed the door behind us.  He then started the car and took off toward our destination, which at this point, was still unknown to me.

We pulled up in front of a club about fifteen minutes later and as we did the driver stopped the car and promptly opened the door for us.  Upon exiting the limousine, I looked up and saw a neon sign that had the word BUNS brilliantly illuminated in red.

“You’ve brought me to a male strip club!” I exclaimed.

Laughing Whitney said, “Isn’t that the best kind?”

We proceeded inside where we were escorted to a table and the six of us took a seat where we could enjoy the male strippers.  This was the last thing I had envisioned for the evening, as the prospect of some dude dancing around me and slapping me in the face with his stuff was not my idea of a pleasant evening.  However, I had to remind myself that I am April and not Jack, and for all intents and purposes I am a woman, and a damn good looking one at that, but that’s my opinion.

After ordering several rounds of drinks and spending the next hour watching male strippers on the stage, Whitney went and talked to one of the dancers who came over to our table and started to dance around me.  I was smiling and pretending that I liked it despite that fact that deep inside I was experiencing slight homophobia as he continued to dance around me peeling off his clothing one piece at a time.  Finally, he was down to his combat boots and a thong and he moved in front of me and was shaking his rear end while he danced.  Without any warning Whitney took my hand and mounted it right on his right buttock which surprised the hell out of me, but it had no effect on him, as I’m sure stuff like this happened to him all the time.  At this point all the girls in the club were laughing hysterically, but not as much as when Christine took my other hand and placed it on his other butt cheek, as that really got the girls going.

“April, you are a spicy little thing,” said Whitney.  “I had no clue.”

I figured I had handled his rear end enough and removed my hands and returned them back to the resting position in my lap.  The dancer finished the song he was dancing to, I thanked him, and Whitney slipped him a twenty-dollar bill.

All the girls in our group seemed to be having a good time watching these guys shake their ass with the exception of Charlotte who seemed a little more reserved for some reason. 

“Charlotte, are you having a good time?” I asked.

“Yes, I’m having a great time.”

“I was just wondering as you seem a little distracted,” I replied.

“It’s nothing, I was just thinking about Rich and the girls back at the house, on their own,” she said.  Then she asked, “Are you having a good time?  You seem a little distracted yourself?”

“Are you kidding? I’m having a great time.  You might say that I’m not feeling like myself today.”

Charlotte replied, “Trust me, I know the feeling.”

Eventually the evening was over, I thanked all the girls for a great night out, and we all headed home.  Whitney told the limo driver to take me home and Charlotte decided to ride along since she was going in the same general direction.  We climbed into the car and as I landed in the seat I lay my head back on the seat and closed my eyes as I was exhausted.

Upon opening my eyes I looked at her and said, “Charlotte I don’t know about you but I’m slightly intoxicated.”

“I know what you mean,” she said, “I am too.”

I sat there looking at Charlotte sitting next to me and I realized how attractive she was, but really, I had always noticed how pretty she was since I’m a guy at heart, if you know what I mean.

As I was admiring her legs I looked up and noticed she was looking at me.  Now that she had caught me I didn’t know what to expect next, was she going to think I was bi or a lesbian?

“Are you all ready for your wedding next week?” she asked.

“I guess I’m going to have to be ready,” I said.

Looking down and then back up at me she said, “You’re going to make a beautiful bride.”

“Thank you, I really appreciate you saying that.”

“I really mean that, and I’ve always thought you were an extremely attractive woman,” she said as she slid a little bit closer to me.

“You are such a sweetheart,” I said as I reached over and hugged her, and she returned my embrace.

As she pulled away I stroked her hair and said, “You have such pretty blonde hair Charlotte,”

At this point I was becoming extremely turned on by the circumstances as she was so pretty and so desirable.  Despite the fact that I did not have the required male anatomy that I used to I really wanted her bad.

“Thank you, April, and might I say that you have pretty blonde hair as well” she said.

“Charlotte, your perfume is absolutely fantastic, and it smells so good.”

Smiling at me she said, “I’m glad you like it,” and she took a lock of my hair and began to stroke it.

At this point I was almost positive that she was having the same feelings as me, however, I didn’t want to get myself in trouble, as if I was not in enough trouble already, right? 

Charlotte and I were inches apart stroking one another’s hair when I said, “Thanks for everything tonight, I really want you to know how much I value you being a part of my life,” while starting into her eyes.

I was sure that she was wanting to be as careful about making a move on me as I was on her and not be blamed for making a lesbian move on her cousin and best friend, but what the heck, we do have family from Kentucky and Tennessee.

I finally decide to go for broke and I kissed her slowly and gently on each cheek and said, “You are the best,” but I still kept a close distance to her hoping she would make the next move on me.

Suddenly she kissed me gently on each cheek and then gave me a quick kiss on the lips.  As she did so I said, “Give me one more for good luck,” and I puckered my lips.  As her lips touched mine we kissed for several seconds and then broke contact, but we were still looking deeply into one another’s eyes.

Then she said, “You can’t get too much luck,” and I puckered up and she kissed me again, this time we did not break contact as we had before.

As I grabbed the back of her head with my hands she wrapped her arms around me and we continued to kiss passionately.  She opened her mouth invitingly and the next thing we knew our tongues were darting back and forth.  Charlotte was so passionate and such a great kisser and knew how to use her tongue better than any lover I’ve ever known.

Our hands were exploring one another’s bodies as we continued, and I was so turned on by my encounter with her I could barely contain myself.  I could feel her hands moving down my body where she stopped and squeezed my hips, and then continued down to the hemline of my dress.  I then raised my dress up to my waist which exposed my panties and I could see she was delighted by the sight, and then I lowered them for her and they dropped to the floor.  Charlotte was wearing a short dress just like I was and decided to join me in going commando, as a popular television show would say, and quickly removed her panties as well. 

She lowered the top of my dress exposing my black bra and then moved the material just enough to expose my nipple which she took into her mouth and began gently sucking on it, which was turning me on like crazy.  I moved my hand to her crotch and began massaging her and as I did so she moaned, and the next thing I knew she was massaging my womanhood as well with her middle finger.

“Put in in,” she whispered, and then she took my hand, extended my middle finger, and pushed it up inside her, and as I entered her she let out a moan.  She grabbed my hand and began moving it back and forth causing my finger to slide in and out of here.  I then moved my head down to her shaven crotch and began gently massaging her with my mouth as my finger continued to massage her.  I could feel her getting harder as I continued to stimulate her with my tongue and knew that she was enjoying herself.  Her breathing was heavy as she moved her hips stroking back against me.

“Oh God, April, I’m going to come,” she said softly, and I could feel her body shaking as she let out the longest and most gently moan I had ever heard. 

She was pounding back against me hard as her body twitched and she was calling my name, April that is, as she orgasmed, and then collapsed onto the limo seat, all of her energy spent.  Laying there breathing heavily she said, “Oh April, thank you so much, that was absolutely fantastic,” and she pulled my mouth to hers and we kissed passionately.

“Now, bride to be, it’s your turn,” she said with a naughty look on her face. 

She then took my dress off and threw it on the floor and removed my bra just as quickly and said, “Just sit back and relax,” as she lowered her mouth to my opening she began to caress me gently with her tongue and as she did so my entire body became alive.  As I leaned back against the car seat and Charlotte made love to me with her tongue and fingers I experienced immense pleasure that sent shivers from my head to my toes. 

I had pulled my legs back as far as I could, and my feet were hiked up into the air as Charlotte continued to pleasure me and the only thoughts that were running through my head were that somehow all of this felt right and I had no guilt, no shame, and was totally at peace.  I was close to coming and was not looking forward to this ending as part of me wished that this would never end and that I could stay here forever doing nothing but relishing in the pleasure I was now receiving. 

As I lay there with my eyes closed I soon felt myself come and I moaned loudly as my body convulsed from the immense waves of pleasure that rippled throughout me, and as my back arched I could see a starburst of a thousand colors as this journey ended and I was forced to return to reality.

Charlotte raised her head to mine and kissed me gently on the mouth, and as she did I could taste myself on her full red lips.  I took her head in my hands and continued to kiss her and then I said to her, “Well, I guess we are officially kissing cousins,” and we both began to laugh uncontrollably at my comment.

“April, you realize we can never tell anyone about this,” she said.

“I totally agree with that statement,” I said, “And besides, we might want to do it again sometime, if you’re game.”

Looking at me seductively Charlotte said while playing with my hair, “I’m glad to hear you say that I was just thinking that same thing.”

While chatting I decided to slip my clothes back on as we would be at our first stop soon which was Charlotte’s house, and I did not want to get caught with my pants down, or dress off, in this case.

“So, April, have you ever been with a woman before?”

Pondering for a moment I said, “Let’s just say that I’ve never been with the same sex before.  How about you?”

“I like the way you put that, and no, I’ve not either.  So, have you had your eye on me for some time and have just been waiting to make your big move?  I never suspected you liking girls,” she said.

“Actually no.  This was totally unexpected.”

“Same here, completely unplanned and definitely unexpected,” she echoed.

“I never really suspected you liking girls,” I said.

Thinking for a moment she said, “Well, like I said, I’m not myself these days.”

“Do tell,” I stated.

“How about this for a story?” Charlotte asked.  “About a year and a half ago Rich and I got caught out in a thunderstorm and were inadvertently struck by lightning.  When that happened I, Rich, was transferred into Charlotte’s body and she into my old body.”

I laughed briefly and said, “That’s a good one, but how about this?  Jack and I had the same thing happen to us yesterday.”

Looking at me while sliding her panties back on she said, “Your turn, do tell!”

“While playing with a mysterious phone app that April downloaded from the internet, I ended up in this body and she ended up in mine, aka Jack,” I said.

We both laughed hysterically at my comment and before we could regain our composure the limo came to a stop at Charlotte’s house.

“The week ahead will be busy for you April, so please let me know if you need anything at all,” she said.

“You’re the best maid of honor a girl could ask for,” I said.  “See you at the rehearsal on Friday night.”

“See you then,” she said smiling, giving me a quick kiss on the lips just before the driver opened the limo door and she exited.

The driver closed the door and I watched as she walked up the sidewalk toward her house.  Before going in she turned around and waved at me but I’m sure she could not see my waving back through the tinted glass of the limousine window.

The car pulled away headed toward my house and watched through the windows until her house had faded from sigh.

All the way back home I sat there thinking about how much I really liked Charlotte, and how special the evening had been, and how easy it would be to develop feelings for her.  Despite the fact that she made up a story about her and Rich switching bodies like April and I had just done, I wonder how she would have really felt if she had known that there was a guy inside this body’s brain and not the mind of April.  Anyway, tonight was interesting, as how often do you have sex with your first cousin, who is also your maid of honor, and both of you are girls, and one of you has done a body swap with your significant other?  The only thing that would have made it stranger would be if she was telling the truth and Rick was really in Charlotte’s body, but what are the odds of that?

The one thing that was now on my mind was what happens when April’s mind returns to this body and she is alone with Charlotte at some point.  How will she react when Charlotte comes up to her and gives her a big old kiss right on the mouth?  Oh my God, what have I done?

At this point I began to shake, lightly at first and then harder, and to beat all, Charlotte was calling my name as well.

“April, wake up, are you okay?”

I opened my eyes and Charlotte was looking at me and shaking me gently.

“I was having trouble waking you up and was getting worried about you,” she said.

At this point I was in a complete daze and didn’t know what had happened and what had not and I asked, “How long have I been sleeping?”

“After we got in the car at BUNS you went to sleep and have been ever since.  We just arrived at my house and I wanted to wake you up to say good night.”

I hugged her and said, “Charlotte thanks for waking me up, you would not believe the dream I just had.  And by the way, thanks for the great night out, you are the best.”

Hugging me back she said, “Glad to do it.  See you at the rehearsal on Friday night?”

“See you then.”

She stepped out of the car and headed up the sidewalk toward her front door, and as the car drove away and she faded into the distance I was relieved that it had all been a dream and that nothing had actually happened.  In so many ways I’m glad to be headed home so I can get in my bed for a good night’s sleep.


Chapter 4

The week went by quickly and before we knew it Friday had arrived which meant the rehearsal and the accompanying dinner was tonight.  I had sincerely hoped that by this time I would be back in my old body but no such luck, as the website was still down and the mysterious app we needed to swap back was still out of reach.  I was praying that the website would be back up by tomorrow and I would be back in my old body.  If it’s not then I’m The Bride, which does not fill me with glee as it does most women who are getting ready to get married.

We gathered at the church at 6 p.m. for the actual rehearsal and all went according to plan.  In addition to our parents being there, there was Charlotte, my maid of honor, and my bridesmaids, Lauren, Christine, and Whitney.

On Jack’s side was Rich, his best man and Charlotte’s husband, and his groomsmen, Chase who was married to Lauren, Rene who is the husband of Christine, and Whitney’s spouse Phil.

After a successful rehearsal we were off to dinner at The Steakhouse, which was a popular establishment in town and had pretty good food as well.  It was a little expensive but April’s dad, or should I say mine, was footing the bill, so what the heck.

We were a private room for the event and we were seated in customary order at the head table with other distinguished family and guests being out on the main floor.  Jack and I were in the center of the table while his best man and groomsmen were seated next to him and my maid of honor and bridesmaids were next to me.

I sat there between Jack and Charlotte while we waited on our food to arrive and I was slightly nervous about the whole affair.  Charlotte and I talked about how the rehearsal went and the upcoming wedding tomorrow and all the while I could not keep from thinking about the dream I had in the limo on Saturday night.

Speaking softly she said, “I had a great time on Saturday night.”

Looking at her I said quietly, “So did I.  Thanks for putting everything together.”

Smiling she said, “Well, everything except for your visit to the strip club.”

We laughed at her comment and I said, “I was pretty sure that was setup by Whitney.”

The food came and we began to eat and the meal was actually pretty good, and at $100 a pop it had better be.  Personally, I hated to see dad pay for this but what the heck, he wanted to do this for his little girl before she got married off. 

After the meal several people stood up and made comments about the happy couple, wishing them well, and so on and so forth, blah, blah, blah.

After the meal it was back to my house for me and Charlotte and Jack was off to spend the night with Rich.  We had decided early on that we would stick with tradition and be apart the night before the wedding, despite the fact that we had been living together for the past several years.

We had agreed awhile back that Charlotte would sleep over the night before the wedding, so she could help April, now me, get ready the next day.  I was actually looking forward to having her stay with me as I will definitely need some help getting ready for my wedding in the morning.

Charlotte and I decided to go to bed early as we were both tired, plus we had a big day tomorrow and we needed to make sure that we were both well rested.  I made one last check of the wedding website before I turned in to see if it was back up and unfortunately it was not.  It was looking like there would not be a last-minute reprieve and I was going to be walking down the aisle as the beautiful bride tomorrow.

We got up early, had coffee and ate, and I started the process of getting ready with Charlotte’s help, which I desperately needed.  After showering she helped me with my hair and then I put my makeup on, something which I had gotten good at doing over the past week thanks to Jack’s instruction.

Next it was time to put on the dress, and with Charlotte’s assistance I was now donned in white, and ready to report to the altar.

“You look absolutely beautiful April,” she said.

Looking at myself in the full-length mirror I could see what she was talking about, as I was truly beautiful, thanks to my fiancée loaning me this body.

It was 11:30 a.m. when the limousine pulled up to the house and Charlotte and I were ready to go.  We were right on time for my 12-noon wedding.  We grabbed out stuff, got in the car, and we were off to the church.

We arrived at the church right on time and as we got out of the car we were greeted by Kim and her husband Morgan, who took possession of our bags and other stuff for safekeeping, so we could get on with the wedding.

Entering the church, I was greeted by my father who said, “April, you look so beautiful.”

“Thanks daddy,” I said.  I normally would not have called him daddy but I did so because that is what April calls her father.

I could see he was a bit teary eyed which for some reason caused me to be as well.  I think I’ve been a woman for too long and am being affected by hormones or something.

The bridal chorus music started, also known as Here Comes The Bride, and my father asked, “Ready?”

“Ready!”

Dad started escorting me down the aisle and as we walked I could see that everyone in the church had stood up and all eyes were right on me.  On one hand it was scary and everyone was starting at me and on the other it was kind of cool being the center of attention, as I was the princess of this affair and it was my day.  I really hated that April was not in this body and was being cheated out of what was rightfully her big day, but there was nothing that I or anyone could do about it.

When we got to the front of the church daddy kissed me on the cheek and handed me to Jack and the pastor began the traditional Episcopalian/Anglican wedding ceremony and we were married.

After the wedding we all gathered in the church hall for the reception and we started it off by Jack and I dancing first thing.  As we started we had to remember that he is supposed to lead, and I am supposed to follow, otherwise everyone would have thought that we were strange.  This was something that we had discussed in advanced and were prepared for.

We started to dance, and I asked, “Well, how do you like being married to me so far?”

Smiling at me he said, “I love it, and I’m glad that we are finally married.”

“You know,” I said, “I am so sorry that you were not able to walk down the aisle as the bride.”

“Thanks.  It’s in no way your fault, because I’m the one who created this mess with the phone app,” Jack said.

“I love you,” I said.

Looking down at me he said, “I love you too,” and kissed me, and as he did so everyone in the room applauded.

After the song we were dancing to was over the music started up again and he danced with his mother, actually mine, and I danced with daddy, and then we got down to some good old eating and drinking.

The wedding celebration lasted for about three hours total, and when it finished Jack and I headed home where we consummated the marriage.  It was taking some getting used to being the woman during the sexual act but after a week I was getting the hang of it to some degree.  In a way it was kind of cool not having to do all the work like the man typically has to do, as all you have to do is lay back and get pleasured.  The only down sides were the times where he took forever to come, and I lay there just hoping it would be soon as well as having to keep my legs elevated for extended periods of time while he pounded away on me.  Don’t get me wrong, sex as a woman is great, ninety-nine percent of the time so please don’t think I’m complaining, as the worst sex I’ve every had as a female was wonderful.

Saturday night was a very active sexual night for us and that should not be surprising as it was our wedding night after all.  Both of use were in a very horny mood and we had sex several times that night as it seemed that neither of us could get enough.  By the time we went to bed we were both exhausted and were ready for a good night’s sleep.


Chapter 5

After a night of getting hammered by my husband I woke up early with a smile on my face and was thinking about waking him up for another round but decided to let him snooze a few more minutes as he was sleeping so soundly.

I went into the living room and decided I would give the website one more try and much to my amazement it was active.  After locating where the app was on the website, I downloaded it to my phone as well as Jack’s cell phone.  Now all I had to do was wake up him and we could switch back, and our lives would be back to normal.

As I started to think about switching back a strange feeling started to come over and me and I started to ask myself, did I really want to switch back?

I began to think about my experiences as a woman the past ten days and realized that they were not so bad after all, and in many ways I had started to become comfortable being a female.  The thoughts I was having at that moment were even surprising to me, as I had always been a manly man, or so I thought.  I had been on the football and basketball team in high school, wrestling team in college, played golf with the guys, been a member of the local Republican Party, and done the other plethora of masculine things that supposedly make one a real man in our society.  What was wrong with me and why was I feeling this way?  Why was I okay being a member of the softer sex, and even having a level of comfort with it? 

As I was sitting there Jack came into the living room and joined me. 

“Hey, you’re up early,” he said.

With a somber look on my face I said, “Jack, the website is back up.”

“That’s great,” he exclaimed.  “Why didn’t you wake me up?”

I sat there silently for a moment and then said, “It’s only been a couple of minutes, and I’ve been sitting here thinking about my experience as a woman the past ten days.  You know, I’ve learned a lot, and I’m glad I got to do it.  In some ways I’m almost sad that I’m having to go back.”

“What?”  he said.  “That’s really surprising.  I figured that you probably hated being a woman and wanted to get back in this body as quick as you could.  What do you like about being a woman?”

“I don’t know how to describe it but it’s a gentler way than being a man, and it’s kind of nice not having to always worry about being the one in charge, and …. I know that sounds silly.”

Hugging me he said, “I completely understand what you are saying.  There are advantages to being a woman.”

“What about you?”  I asked.  “Have you hated being a man the past week?”

“I’ve spent my entire life being a woman, so this has been an interesting experience.  I’ve learned so much about being a guy, things that I never imagined.” He said.

“Like what?”

“For example, your dick is hard like all the time, and I just don’t see how you guys put up with it?  I’ve got myself off more in the past week than I ….  Anyway, two, I can’t believe how easily you guys get pissed off.  In traffic when somebody pulls in front of me I want to get out and kill them right there on the spot.  Now let’s talk about conversation when you get together with a bunch of guys, it’s way different than getting together with a group of girls.  Men seem to spend a lot of time talking about complete nonsense such as sports, hot girls, and cutting each other down with stupid remarks.  And finally let’s talk about sex.  I never realized how much work sex is when you are the man, and I truly have a new appreciation for all the times that you have spent screwing me like crazy until you were about to fall over, just to get yourself and me off.  I don’t see how you guys do it.”

Pausing he then said, “Now on the flip side, it’s nice being able to stand and pee, and it’s a real time saver not to have to put on makeup and accessories to get ready in the morning.  I’ve also noticed that in general I seem to get treated with more respect as a man than I did as a woman, and it’s pretty cool not getting mansplained to by members of the male species on a regular basis.”

“So, in general, what’s your pick?  Man or woman?”

“Are you asking if given a choice would I rather return to a being a woman or stay a man?” he asked.

“That’s exactly what I’m asking.”

Putting his hand on his chin and thinking he then responded by saying, “I think I’m ready to go back.”  Then he paused and asked me, “What about you?”

“I have had the good fortune of being able to know you in a way that no one ever gets to know the love of their life, but I guess it’s time to get back to reality.”

I picked up our cell phones off the table, kept one, and handed the other to Jack and said, “Apps are already installed.  All we have to do is switch back.”

We started the apps on our phones and very quickly I saw the app pop up with my face in the box on the left side and Jack’s face in the box on the left side.

“Ready to do this?” he asked.

“I’m as ready as I’ll ever be.  See you soon.”

I pushed the button on the app labeled Switch and nothing happened. 

“Jack, nothing happened, try it from your phone.”

“I’m pushing switch and nothing is happening,” he said.

“Let’s download the app again and see what happens,” I said.

We downloaded the apps to our individual phones again and installed them, ready to give it another try.

“We’re ready to go, let’s try it again,” he said.

“Let’s do this,” I said as I pressed the switch button once again.

“Did you push the button?”

“Yes, still nothing, you try it,” I said.

“I did and it’s not working.  I’m pressing the button and nothing is happening.”

Jack reloaded the phones with the app as we tried it multiple times and absolutely nothing happened.  After sitting there for a minute he said, “Well, it looks like were stuck.”

I squeezed his hand and then leaned my head over on his shoulder and said, “We’re together, and that’s all that matters.”

“I got us into this mess in the first place with this stupid app, you must hate me,” he said.

“No, I could never hate you.  Don’t you remember what Father J said in the wedding ceremony?  For better or for worse?”

“I love you,” he said.

“I love you too Mister.”


Chapter 6

Despite the fact that we tried repeatedly we were never able to return to our God given bodies, so we made the best of our situation and began to live our lives the best we could as the other person.

Formerly, I had been a real estate agent when I was Jack, but now I was a structural engineer, and let me tell you, I was going to need all the help I could get.  Going from real estate agent to engineer is not an easy task, but fortunately I had Jack, formerly April, to help bring me up to speed on engineering principles.

On a personal level, I did well being April, and was comfortable in my new life and body.  I was determined to live my life to the fullest and make the best of my situation for as long as I was to be her.  Believe it or not I even got to where I liked wearing dresses, especially on hot summer days, and after all, why shouldn’t I, as I’ve got the figure to make any dress look good, and I know that because I catch guys checking me out all the time.  That’s the part I’m not sure if I totally like.

I’ve also become comfortable hanging out with my female friends like Charlotte, Lauren, Christine, and Whitney and doing girly things with them such as a girl’s night out, shopping and pedicures.  Initially I tried to have friendships with some of my former male friends, but they did not work out so well as they kept trying to get in my panties, and after all, I am a married woman.

Jack and I were not sure what the future held for us but there was one thing that we did know, and that was the fact that we loved each other.  It did not matter that we were not in our assigned bodies because the one thing that was important was that we loved each other’s personality and soul, and in the end, isn’t that what makes up what we are?

The only thing I was concerned about was that I was now twenty-nine years old and that my biological clock was ticking, and I suspected that soon Jack would be talking to me about that subject as it was not one that I was going to bring up first.  I know that when it comes to having babies that it is not possible for him to have any as he does not have the correct anatomy and the responsibility would ultimately fall to me because after all, I’m The Bride!
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