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Chapter 1

“Honey come check this out,” called my wife Britney.

“On the way baby,” I replied as I made my way down the street toward the small gift shop where she was examining something, which I was sure she was thinking about purchasing, only I did not know what, yet.

Walking up to her I could see the bright sunlight reflecting off of her golden blonde hair and as she looked up at me with her brilliant blue eyes she smiled, held a dress in front of her body and asked, “What do you think?”

Looking at the typical island dress which was blue and sported a floral theme she moved it from left to right and asked, “Well?”

Nodding my head gently I said, “It’s very pretty.”

Pulling it away and holding it in front of her she said, “It is, isn’t it?”

Then putting it back on the rack she took a red dress with the same floral theme and held it up to herself and said, “I think I like this one better,”

“You know what, I think you’re right, and I do too,” I replied.

A clerk just happened to appear from within the shop at that moment and asked, “Finding everything okay Miss?”

“I’ll take this,” she said, as she handed the dress to the shop attendant.

Looking at the woman, I could clearly tell that she was early forties, slightly curvy, and was clearly a pacific islander, which was no surprise as we were in the south Pacific after all.

“Come on in the shop and I’ll ring you up,” she said and smiled.

Following behind my wife I looked down and could not help but notice her beautiful legs which were clearly displayed courtesy of her short white sun dress.  I sure liked looking at them but did not know how I felt about all the other guys getting to see them as well.  However, I knew one thing, I liked every inch of her as much as the day I met her eighteen years ago and she was still just as beautiful.

Our relationship was what you might call a May to December romance as I was fifteen years older than her, which initially did not go over well with her parents.  After finding out that she was pregnant and that I was willing to marry her they found it in their hearts to overlook my transgression.

Britney and I met at a local real estate firm in the town of North Point where I’d worked for several years in the commercial division of the firm.  Our group shared a building with the residential group as they occupied one side and us the other.  One day at an after-hours mixer was where I met her and it was love at first sight, and as far as I was concerned it was like an angel had just fallen from heaven.  Talking with her I found out that she had just graduated from high school three months before, did not want to go to college, and had decided to become a real estate agent, which made her parents very unhappy bears.

After a few too many drinks the two of us then headed back to my place where we ended up in bed together and from that day forward our relationship was in full bloom, and the next thing we knew she was carrying, not a .38 special but our baby. 

After the attendant rang her up we walked down the street hand in hand as we always do, and as she glanced over at me and smiled I thought of how much I love her and how glad that she was in my life.  Sometimes I wondered if she would ever get tired of having an older man as her husband, but she always assured me that would never happen.

Passing by a shop that seemed to sell a curious assortment of rare treasures including a large selection of stones I asked, “Hey, want to check this place out?”

“Not really, but you are always so patient when you go shopping with me that I guess I owe you one,” she replied.

“One?” I asked as I raised my eyebrows.

Laughing she said, “Okay maybe one hundred.” 

Upon entering the first thing that caught my eye was how organized all the rocks were as they were all neatly displayed in wooden boxes on a series of tables.  We were soon greeted by a man who was short in stature, clearly a local, and seemed somewhat mysterious.

“What could I interest you in today?  I have a nice array of polished stones.”

“I think we’ll just look around,” I said.

“I go by Ben, so please let me know if you need any further assistance,” he said and then walked away.

Walking around the place I could see that this store was clearly a geologist’s treasure house as there was an extremely large assortment of rocks, especially with this being a tropical island out in the middle of the ocean.

“Where did you get all of these rocks?  They look like they came from all over the world,” I asked.

“You’d be surprised at how many of these are native to this island chain.  However, I used to travel for business when I was younger and over the years, I collected rocks, and as I did I would mail them home to my family to hold on to for me because I knew I would retire here one day and open this shop.”

“With this being a U.S. territory did you spend much time in America?” Britney said.

“Yes, and with jobs being scarce on the island I moved to the U.S. mainland just as many of our young people do to this day.”

We continued to look at his interesting collection of rocks for a couple of more minutes and I finally asked Britney, “Ready?”

I could tell by the look on her face that she’d looked at rocks about as much as she could stand and was ready to engage her warp drive and blast out of there.

“Whenever you are,” she said.

As we walked toward the door the shopkeeper asked, “Leaving so soon?”

“Yes, but thanks for letting us look,” I said.

“Did not see anything that interested you today?” he asked.

“I don’t think so but thank you,” I said as I continued toward the exit.

“Can I show you one thing before you leave?” he asked.

As he walked up to us, we turned around to face him and he then removed from his pocket what looked like two translucent crystals which were perfect cubes.

“What are those?” Britney asked.

“These are volcanic crystals,” he said.

“Were they cut and polished to look like this?” I asked.

Shaking his head he said, “Oh no, these were created naturally by a volcanic eruption on one of the nearby islands.”

“You’ve got to be kidding, they kind of look like dice,” Britney said, “How did they get to be so perfectly cubed?  And besides, I thought volcanic rock was black.”

“That’s the interesting part, they were exposed to such heavy heat and compression that they turned out like this,” he said.

Looking at them I said, “They’re pretty cool but I’m not sure that I need any square volcanic crystals, I think we already have enough curios in the house.”

As I completed my sentence, I could see by the expression on her face that Britney did not appreciate my comment.

“But sir, these are not ordinary crystals, they have special abilities.”

“What kind of special abilities?” I asked.

“These crystals will enable you and another person to exchange consciousnesses.”

“What does that mean exactly?” Britney asked.

“Exactly that which is if the two of you exchange consciousnesses then you will be able to see what it is like to be the other person.”

Britney and I turned and looked at one another and then redirected our attention back to Ben before I asked, “You mean I would be in her body and she would be in mine?”

“Yes,” he said confidently.

“I know we look like tourists that just fell off the turnip truck ….” I said.

“Sir, no turnip truck here, it really works.”

“And how much do you want for these magic crystals that will allow us to exchange places?” I asked.

“$100.  And by the way they are not magic,” he said.

“$100?  And what do you mean they are not magic?  How do they work then?” Britney asked.

“You can see how they are translucent,” he said as he held them up with his fingers, “that enables them to capture light and energy, from the moon for example.  Anyway, when the pair of them are activated at the same time and both cubes are in close proximity those holding them can exchange bodies if they wish.”

“If they wish?” I asked.

“Yes, once the process starts you will discover that you can swap with the other crystal holder or stay in your own body.  The experience is beyond description.”

“How do I know you’re not putting us on?” I asked.

“Take the crystals back to your resort for the evening and try them as the moon is full tonight.  If you are satisfied bring me the money, if not, bring them back and there’s no charge.”

“We could do that,” Britney said.

“So, Ben, all we have to do is sit out on our deck, each one of us holding a crystal in the palm of their hand at the same time while the moon is full?”

“That is correct.  However, I must advise that you do not run off with them as they must never be taken from the islands where they were forged.”

“Then what?  Are we supposed to pay you $100 if we can’t keep them?” I asked.

“You may use them on the island while you are here, enjoy them, and then return them to me.”

“So it’s kind of like a crystal rental fee?” Britney asked.

Nodding he said, “Yes, and satisfaction is guaranteed, Mr.?”

“Just call me Lewis,” I said.

“How long will you be staying with us Mr. Lewis?”

“We are leaving tomorrow night.”

Putting the two crystals and his business card into a small purple velvet bag he pulled it closed with a gold string, handed it to me and said, “Please return the crystals to me before you leave tomorrow night.”

“We will,” I said, “And thank you.

Britney and I started to walk out of the shop when he said, “Enjoy the crystals and the experience.”

Turning back toward him I said, “Thanks.”

Returning to the resort Britney and I took a nap before dinner and then got up, showered and dressed and then walked to one of the on-site restaurants for a bite to eat.  Pork seemed to be popular in this part of the world so it was no surprise that was our main dish for the evening but that was okay because the food was tasty.

Exhausted from the day we decided to climb into bed where we turned on the television set and caught up on the news back home, thanks to the marvels of satellite television.  Britney kissed me, turned off her lamp and said good night, but I decided to stay up and read as I’d been working on a book for some time that I seemed to be having trouble finishing.  After a few minutes I gave up and turned in as well.

The next day we woke up early, had breakfast at the resort and caught a bus which took us on a tour of the island.  It was quite interesting as we learned a lot about the folklore, culture and customs of the place as well information on their primary source of income, tourism, which I think I already knew.

After a full day we returned to our room, showered, changed, and packed out suitcases and called for the bellboy who picked us and our bags up on what looked like an oversized golf cart and took us to the front of the hotel.  We waited almost no time before a cab picked us up and took us to the airport where we caught a 7:00 p.m. flight which was our first leg of the journey back home.


Chapter 2

As I put my key in the lock and turned the knob the door opened and there stood my daughter with an ear to ear smile who exclaimed, “Daddy!” and hugged me like she hadn’t seen me in years even though it had only been a week.

Ashley was the spitting image of her mother with blonde hair and blue eyes and the best daughter that a father could have.  We’d always been close and there was no doubt that she was daddy’s girl.

“Did you guys have a good time?” she asked as she hugged her mom as well.

“We did,” Britney said, “And I picked up the cutest dress that I’m just dying for you to see.  Lewis honey, will you carry our bags upstairs?  Please sweetie pie?”

My wife knew that sugaring me up was the key to getting whatever she wanted and she definitely used it to her advantage, so up the stairs I went with the bags.

Arriving at our bedroom I threw our luggage on the bed, opened them up and started returning my stuff to the closet and drawers that it routinely occupied.  Right about that time Britney and Ashley came through the door talking, which was not unusual, headed right for one of the suitcases which was lying open on the bed. 

Looking through the suitcase Britney quickly found the dress she’d bought on the island and held it up in front of her and said to Ashley, “What do you think?”

“Oh mom, that is super cute.  I’m actually going to a beach party at Amanda’s next month and the theme is beach, there’s not any way that my favorite mother in the world might loan it to me is there?”

“Of course, I will, we’re the same size after all.”

“Thanks mom,” she said as she hugged Britney and said, “You’re the best.”

“By the way, when do you start school?” I asked.

“Baby, it’s on our shared online calendar.  Didn’t you see it?” Britney asked.

Shaking my head, I said, “I guess I’m getting forgetful with old age.”

“Fifty-one is not old daddy,” Ashley said, “And the answer to your question is one month from today, on September 1st.”

“I can’t believe our baby will be a freshman in college a month from now,” said Britney in a pitiful voice.

“Mom, the school is in town, I’m not moving halfway across the country or anything.”

“I know, but it’s sad to see your kids growing up.  One day you’ll understand.”

Ashley’s cell phone started ringing and she took it out of the back pocket of her jeans and looked at it and said, “I’ve got to take this,” said, “Hello,” and walked out of the bedroom headed down the hall.

“Oh shit,” Britney exclaimed, and as I looked at her standing over the suitcase, I saw her holding up the velvet bag given to us by the man back on the island.  “Lewis, how could we have forgotten about this?”

“We just got busy, it’s not like we were intentionally trying to steal them or anything.”

“I know but I feel bad, we gave our word, plus that man, Ben, said they should not be removed from the islands,” she said, “And you know how it is, I’ve heard stories about people taking volcanic rocks home from places like Hawaii and then having bad luck.”

“I’ve heard those same stories including how people also end up mailing those same rocks back to the island where they got them, which is what we are going to do,” I said.

Taking the bag from her I opened it and looked at the business card inside and then said, “I think I’m going to give Ben a call, apologize and tell him I’m going to send the crystals back.”

“Oh, and make sure you pay him, it’s the least we can do,” Britney said.

“I agree.”

Taking out my cell phone I called the number on the card which appeared to be a U.S. number, which I thought was rather strange but dialed the number anyway.

“Hello,” said a voice on the other end of the phone.

“Ben?”

“Yes?”

“This is Lewis, remember me?  My wife and I were the ones you lent the square crystals to the other day.”

“Yes Mr. Lewis, it is good to hear from you.”

“I think we owe you a big apology.  After we left your shop, we got busy the next day and forgot to return the crystals to you, and we have returned to the mainland U.S.  We need to send them back to you and would also like to make this up to by sending you $200 as well.”

“You are indeed very honest people sir, and I definitely respect and appreciate you getting in touch with me.”

“What is the best way to get them back to you?” I asked.

“After we hang up, I am going to text you an address to send the crystals to, and if you can overnight them versus standard mail that would be excellent.”

“That’s the least we can do.  Would you like me to send you a check to the same address along with the crystals?” I asked.

“Please wire the money to me if possible, I will provide wiring instructions in the text.”

“We will get this taken care of immediately, and once again we sure are sorry.”

“It’s okay, I just appreciate your honesty.  Oh, and Mr. Lewis, please send them back as soon as possible, they are powerful and were never intended to be used away from the islands where they were born.  I would suggest that you not use them no matter how tempted you are, as they might not work as they should, plus it might not be safe.”

“Okay Ben, thanks again,” I said, “By the way, how do you have a U.S. phone number?”

“The modern age sir, VOIP.”

“Okay, that makes sense,” I replied.

“Thank you, sir, and goodbye.”

We hung up the phone and Britney said, “I am so embarrassed that we ran off with his crystals.”

“Yeah, me too baby.”

Right about that time my phone bleeped, and I saw the information he just texted me pop up.

“Here’s his info.  Since we’ve been gone a week don’t we need to make a run to the grocery store?” I asked.

Nodding she said, “We certainly do.”

“I’m going to go with you.”

Putting her hand over the middle of her chest she said, “I can’t believe it, you’re going with me to the store?  Like where we buy food?”

“I’m going to go ahead and wire him the money from the market where you shop, then I’ll try and get the cubes in the express mail by tomorrow and get this over with,” I said.

“Good idea, and by the way, I’m impressed that you’re going to the grocery store with me.’

“You are?”

Putting her arms around me she said, “And later, I may show you the kind of rewards that come with helping me grocery shop.”

Standing there together we kissed and then I asked, “Why did you not tell me about this before?  I didn’t know you had a rewards program for going to the grocers with you.  This could become a regular thing.”

“I’m almost done unpacking, then I’ll run downstairs, see what we need, check the computer for what’s on sale and load coupons to my grocery store rewards card and we can go.”

Feeling a slight discomfort in my chest I said, “See if they’ve got antacid on sale, I think I’ve got a little heartburn from that airline food.”


Chapter 3

After returning from the store with Britney I helped her put up the groceries and then walked into my home office and started sifting through the mail that was on my desk.  I’m convinced that I get more mail when I’m on vacation that when I’m actually in town, maybe I’m wrong but that is the way it seems.

The afternoon passed by quickly and before I knew it, I was lying in bed after a light dinner that Britney whipped up consisting of salad and a club sandwich.  That was perfect for me as I was not in the mood for a big meal since I was still having heartburn from the food served to us on the aircraft when we returned home.

Already changed into a sexy little orange nightgown that just barely covered her rear end and crotch, Britney walked into the room and plopped down on the bed facing me with her legs crossed Indian style. 

As I turned my head and looked at her, she said, “Hey, what are you doing?”

Laughing I said, “Working on this book.”  I then closed it and set it down on my nightstand as I knew she was wanting some attention, I was not sure what, but my hope was that I would be getting laid.

“Why don’t we try something fun?” she asked, and the next thing I knew she was taking the two crystal cubes out of the velvet bag Ben had put them in a couple of days before.  After removing them she then sat there with her right hand open holding the two translucent blocks and looking directly at me.

“Ah, you’re wanting to try that body swap thing that Ben talked to us about,” I said.

“Sure, don’t you think it would be fun?”

“I do think it would be fun, however I think that you and I both know that it won’t work.  Old Ben was just having some fun, it was part of what he does, spreading island folklore, and making a few bucks in the process.”

“I know, but I just thought it would be fun to try, especially since we are mailing the cubes back to him tomorrow, and after all, we are paying him $200, so let’s try and get our money’s worth.”

“Whatever that is,” I said.

“Please,” she said while looking at me with her baby blue eyes.

“Okay, anything for you.”

She gave me a quick kiss on the lips and said, “You’re the best husband ever!  I might just keep you.”

“Might?”

“Just kidding.  All my girlfriends always tell me about how difficult their husbands are, so I would never let you go.  You’re too well trained.”

Jumping off the bed she opened the French doors to the balcony and the moment she did the moon started to beam through the opening and into the bedroom.

“What now, do you want to go out on the balcony?” I asked.

“No, let’s do it right here.”

She then lit a couple of candles which she placed on the dresser and then told me to turn off my bedside lamp.  Once I did, the only illumination was that of the candles and the moon beams coming through the door.

“Come here baby,” she said and then sat down on the floor with her legs crossed in front of the open doors.

I sat down straight across from her and got as close as I could, her knees pressing up against my legs.  She then said, “Open your hand,” and after I did, she placed one of the cubes into my right palm, keeping the other one in her hand which was open as well.

“What now?” I asked.

“He didn’t give any other instructions, maybe we should close our eyes,” she said.

After doing so I sat there on the floor and began to take notice of my surroundings.  I could feel a gentle breeze coming through the window, which was slightly cool, plus the smell of the vanilla candles were also quite pleasant.  The next thing I knew I could feel a strange sensation like I’d never experienced before in my life.

My entire body was feeling light and I began to wonder if I was going to start levitating or something.  Upon feeling the sensation, I opened my eyes and could see what appeared to be a stream of light between mine and Britney’s cubes and it was very bright, almost too brilliant to look at.  Closing my eyes again I then saw what I could only describe as an out of body experience, despite the fact that I’d never had one.  It was as though I had risen out of my body and was moving toward Britney’s, and when I got within a few inches I was sucked into her, and my first reaction was to open my eyes.

There I sat in the moonlight on the floor of my bedroom and when I looked across at her, instead, I saw, well, me.

My body looked back at me and said, “Baby, it worked!”

Looking down I could see myself sitting there in an orange nighty with smooth legs crossed and as I spoke and said, “Britney?” I could hear her voice coming out of my mouth.

“Cool!” she said in an excited tone.

After standing up Britney held out her hands and help raise me up off the floor.  Looking at her I said, “This is unbelievable.”

“Isn’t it though?” she asked.

She took the cube out of my hand and placed it on the bedside table along with the one that she had been holding during the transfer process and then turned back toward me.

“So, this is what it’s like to be a man,” she said as her hands explored her new body.

Feeling of her face she said, “Whiskers, it’s very strange feeling that rough texture on my face.”

Then as her hands ran down her new male body across her chest the said, “It’s odd not feeling breasts where they should be.”

I then took my right hand and slipped it down the front of my nighty and felt my new boob which was very soft.  Moving my fingers toward the nipple I began to rub on it, and it became hard very quickly and the sensation was incredible and felt wonderful.

“That’s nice isn’t it?” She asked.

“It really is, now I know why you’re always wanting me to suck on your nipples.  Wow.”

Standing there she said, “It’s really odd being so tall and looking down at you.  You seem so much shorter than me, now.”

“I am shorter than you.  What’s really weird is hearing your high pitch voice when I talk.”

“I was just thinking the same thing, as it is odd hearing your deep voice emanating from me.”

“So,” I asked, “How long do you want to stay this way?”

With an evil grin on her, or should I say his face, she said, “We can change back any time you want, but is there anything you’d like to try before going back?”

By the look on her face I knew what she was talking about, she was wanting us to take a road test of each other’s bodies before we transferred back.

“You’re wanting to have sex?” I asked.

Shaking her head, she said, “Oh no my love, we can have sex any time, what I’m wanting to do is show you how I like it, want it, and need it.” 

Thinking for a moment Britney then added, “And I do have to admit that it would be kind of cool to have sex as a man, just so I would know what it was like.”

Putting her arms around me, which was strange as it was like I was putting my arms around myself, she then kissed me and said, “What do you say?”

Deciding to play along I asked, “So, you think I need some improvement and you’re going to give me a lesson?”

“You do a great job in bed and I’m very satisfied, otherwise I would not have stayed with you all these years.”

“Well thanks.”

Pressing her body against me I could feel her hard cock through her pants and at that point I knew my fate was sealed, but I was a little apprehensive because I’d never had sex with a guy.

Kissing my neck and shoulders Britney said, “Oh God, I am so turned on,” and while she was doing so I began to feel turned on myself and could feel a strange sensation between my legs which was making me breathe faster.

She then took me over to the bed and said, “Lay down,” and after I did so she unbuttoned her shirt and threw it aside and then dropped her pajama pants to the floor.  Standing there I could see her cock was fully erect and I knew from experience that it was armed and dangerous.

Joining me on the bed she continued kissing me and quickly moved to my breasts where she took my nipples into her mouth and began to suck on them.

“Oh Britney, that feels so good and is such a turn on I could almost come.  Once I get back to my body, I promise I will be a better titty sucker.”

She stopped and laughed before continuing downward where she raised my nighty and moved toward my newfound womanhood where she used her tongue to lick my folds from bottom to top and very quickly moved to my clitoris where she started to suck on it very gently and as she did I began to moan.

“Britney, that feels so good baby, keep doing it just like that,” I said, as she continued to stimulate my womanhood with her talented tongue.

Moving upward she parked herself between my legs and with her face right in front of mine she kissed me passionately and at the same time began to stroke my already moist folds with her tip and as she did so I continued to moan gently.

“Lewis.”

“Yes baby,” I replied.

“I’m going to fuck the hell out of you,” and suddenly she thrust herself inside me and as she did the sensation of her filling me up caused me to moan even louder.

“What does it feel like to have a cock inside you?” She asked.

“Oh, Britney, it’s unlike anything I ever imagined.”

She then began to pump me and every time she rammed into my petite frame and hit my clitoris I continued to moan as I could feel pleasure like I’d never known before and it was filling me with delight.

“Oh Lewis, you feel so good,” she said as she continued to pound away at full force.

Nodding I said, “You feel good too, keep fucking me baby, don’t stop.”

After several minutes of fucking me as hard as she could I knew I was going to orgasm soon as I was so turned on and I think part of it was because I was experiencing something new and maybe even a little bit naughty at that.

“Baby, I’m almost there, almost there, don’t stop,” I said.

“Do you like the way I’m fucking you?”

“God yes, I love it, don’t stop, fuck me harder,” I commanded.

As I experienced the most powerful orgasm of my life I screamed loudly, and a wave of intense pleasure traveled throughout my body filling me with a sensation of warmth and fulfillment like I’d never known before.

Still pounding away Britney asked,” Do you like the way I’m fucking you bitch?”

Deciding I would play along I said, “Fuck me then, harder, harder,” and then I slapped Britney on the ass and asked, “Is that all you got?”

Looking down at me she said, “Just for that you little cunt, I’m going to blast my wad deep in your pussy, like you’ve never had it,” and started fucking me at warp speed.

“Yes, Britney that’s it, I know you’re close, shoot it.”

“I’m coming, oh God  I’m coming,” and at that point as I looked at his face I could see it was contorted and he loudly moaned and then said, “Oh my love,” and collapsed on top of me, not moving at all.  I knew Britney was exhausted because well, I would have been after sex like that.  Personally, I was amazed at how much energy she put into the sexual act because honestly, I would not have been able to have performed at that level, not at my age anyway.  Okay, maybe.

Laying there thinking about what we’d just done, switching bodies, having sex with one another, it was wild and had been fun.  Experiencing sex as a woman was way different that I’d envisioned and felt far better than I imagined that it would.  There were so many things about a woman’s body that heighten the experience such as the sensitive nipples, clitoris, and even the neck and shoulders.  It had been great, and I loved how Britney and I had both been able to share this experience together, and I would never forget it.

About two minutes had passed when I said, “Britney.”

Britney did not move at all.  Her head was close to my ear and I noticed that she was not breathing.

Louder now I said, “Britney,” and I still got no response.

I began to wriggle underneath her and was able to roll her over onto her back.  I then turned on the bedside table lamp and moved back toward her where I began to shake her.

“Wake up,” I said frantically.

I grabbed her wrist and attempted to take her pulse and there was none, so I then put my ear to her chest and could not hear a heartbeat.

Jumping off the bed and onto the floor I opened the bedroom door and ran into the hallway and screamed, “Ashley, Ashley, help!”

Popping out of her bedroom in her nightgown she asked, “Mom, what’s wrong?”

“Your mother, she’s stopped breathing, I can’t get a pulse, come quick.”

With a confused look on her face she joined me in the bedroom where she jumped on the bed and put her ear up to her dad’s nose to check for signs of breathing and then attempted to find his pulse.  She then shook him and said, “Daddy!  Daddy!”

Grabbing the home phone from the bedside table she dialed 911 and spoke to the operator telling them what had happened and our address.

“Mom, the ambulance is on the way,” she said.

I just stood there, looking at my former body lying there on the bed, non-responsive while we waited on the EMT’s to arrive.

Ashley kept shaking the corpse of her lifeless parent saying, “Daddy, Daddy,” but it did not respond.

With tears rolling down my face I feared the worst, that the love of my life Britney was gone, and on top of that I was effectively stranded in her body. 

What was I going to do?


Chapter 4

Ashley unlocked the door, pushed it open and let me enter the house first and I headed for the living room where I practically collapsed into one of the chairs.  I was tired as it had been a trying five days for that matter, but today had been darkest of all because I had buried the body where I had spent my entire life and was the last place that Britney had resided before she perished, and I missed her more than anything.  If I had known what was going to happen I would never have done the body swap with her, because the way I was feeling at the moment, I would rather be dead than living as the pain of being without her made me feel that life was not worth living.

After the passing of my physical body along with the soul of Britney I had a crash course of becoming a woman and fast.  Over the period of a few days I started the process of learning to live as a member of the fairer sex and learned to dress as a female, do my hair, and put on makeup just like my former wife would have done each and every day.  Using her social media page as a template I went back and looked at outfits that she would normally wear and simply wore those clothes.  I found that heels were hard to walk in and decided to stay away from those in the short term which drew the attention of Ashley because Britney wore heels practically every day.  When asked about it my excuse was that my back had been hurting a little and I was going to try and wear flats or lower heel shoes for a bit.

“I think the wake went well don’t you mom?”

I nodded.

“It was really a good tribute to daddy, and I think he would have been proud.”

Looking at her I smiled and said, “Sweetheart, I know for a fact that he would have approved.”

“I’m glad to hear you say that,” she said.

Sitting down in the chair next to me she said, “It’s going to be so strange him not being here.”

“Ashley, he’s here with you now, so don’t mourn his loss, he knows everything that we are doing, even as we sit here now.”

Perhaps it was strange of me to sit there and make the comments to her that I did, but then again, the whole situation was bizarre.  It was true that I loved the tribute they did to me at the wake and it was also true that he was watching over us at this very moment, just not in the way that she thought he was.  I wished that I could tell Ashley what happened but that was not a possibility, because if I did, she would probably have me committed to a psychiatric ward.

“Mom I heard you telling someone at the wake that he’d been having heartburn symptoms earlier in the day before he passed, you hadn’t told me that.”

I nodded and said, “He was having some symptoms that he thought was heartburn and tried to treat them with antacid tablets.  After popping a couple of tabs, he thought he was okay, but the bottom line was he had no idea he was getting ready to ….”

I stopped talking and just sat there and as I did, I could feel tears rolling down my cheeks and I then started to cry.  My biochemistry as a female was in full play and it was quite easy to be emotional, way different than being a man where I had slightly better control over it.

Ashley came over scrunched down and hugged me and said, “Mom, it’s going to be okay, and I’m going to be with you every step of the way.  We’re going to get through this together.”

“You’re the best daughter ever,” I said.

“Mom, are you blaming yourself for this?  There’s no way you could have known dad was getting ready to have a heart attack, he didn’t even know it himself.”

“I know sweetie.”

She then sat back down in the chair and we sat there in silence for some time before she asked, “Need anything mom?”

I shook my head and said, “It’s just going to take some time,” I then reached over and took her by the hand and said, “You’ll never know how much your dad loved you, Ashley you were his perfect little angel.”

I could see she was starting to get misty so I asked, “Think we should get out of these black dresses?”

“That might not be a bad idea, want to do something this afternoon?” she asked.

“They say that sometimes the best way to lift your spirits is to get up and do something,” I said.

“I think I’ve heard daddy say that before.”

“And I suspect that he was right,” I said as I smiled at her.

The doorbell rang and as it finished chiming Ashley and I looked at one another as neither of us were expecting guests.

“I’ll get it,” Ashley said as she hopped up and headed toward the door.

I heard the door open and there was a joyful exchange between her and our visitor, but I did not know who it was as the chair I was sitting in was facing opposite.  Ashley then walked into the living room with our visitor and much to my surprise it was Chris, Britney’s friend from high school who walked over and hugged me and said, “Oh my God Britney, I am so sorry.”

I returned his hug and then looked up at him as he was about nine inches taller than me, probably around 6’1.  He had dark brown hair and eyes and a medium build and one of those personalities that made women melt in their shoes.  He and Britney had stayed in touch over the years and sometimes I was a tad bit jealous, even though I never mentioned it because the problem was my insecurity and no one else’s.  But hey, he was a good-looking younger guy and I had a smoking hot young wife, so perhaps my feelings were justified.  He did look a lot like me physically, especially when I was a couple of years younger.

“Chris, I appreciate that,” I said.

“How are you holding up?” he asked.

“As well as could be expected.”

“I am so sorry I was not able to make the service.  I was out of town on business and just got back in an hour ago.”

Ashley said, “Chris, why don’t you have a seat?”

“I would not want to intrude at a time like this.”

I motioned toward the chair and said, “Not at all, please.”

We sat down in the chairs which were right next to each other and I sat there smiling at him, all the time sizing him up and could not help but think that his visit sure was convenient now that Britney’s husband was out of the way.  I had always suspected that he’s had a thing for her, and who could blame him as she was beautiful which now meant that I was beautiful.  Perhaps I was over thinking the whole thing and just need to calm down, yes, that’s what I would do.

“Would you like a drink? Ashley asked him.

“That’s nice of you Ashley, I think I will, what do you have?”

“We have a full bar, name your poison.”

“I don’t drink much but I’ll have a Jack and Coke.”

Ashley nodded and said, “I’ll get it started,” and then turned and headed toward the bar.

“Ashley,” I called, and she turned and looked at me.

“Could you bring me one as well?”

With a puzzled look on her face she asked, “Mom?  You want a Jack and Coke?  I’ve never seen you drink hard liquor outside of daiquiri, pina colada, or maybe a margarita.”

“It’s to calm my nerves,” I said, and with that she continued toward the bar.

Chris laughed at my comment and then asked, “I heard it was a heart attack.  Britney, I hope that’s not too personal of a thing to say right now.”

I shook my head and said, “It’s okay, it was what it was.”

“And he had no warning signs?”

I began to tear up, not thinking about my body’s death, but about the passing of my Britney’s consciousness and was having trouble talking.  Chris reached over and took my hand trying to comfort me, which was a bit strange for me because as a man I was not used to having another guy grab my hand, but I’m sure Britney the woman would have been okay with it so I just let it ride.

Ashley arrived with our drinks and set them down on coasters on the small table between our chairs and I immediately picked up mine and drank about a third of the glass quickly.

As I put the glass down Chris said, “That should get you calmed down.”

“Chris, as I was saying, he had a few minor symptoms, but they were so unnoticeable he was completely unaware he was having a heart attack.”

“What was he doing when it happened?” he asked.

I sat there silently for a moment, rolled my eyes up and then back down and said, “Oh boy.”

With a puzzled look on his face he said, “Huh?”

Ashley was grinning at his question because she was first on the scene after the incident and saw her father’s naked body lying there on the bed as she continuously shook him trying to wake him up.  We did have a conversation afterward where I told her what happened, which was mildly embarrassing.  She told me to never feel bad about it because it was in no way my fault, and I appreciated her saying that because I was carrying guilt about what had occurred.

“We were, well ….”

Still looking at me confused he finally turned toward Ashley shaking his head, and with a big smile on her face she said, “Chris, he went the way that most men would have wanted to go.”

Finally, a look of realization came to his face and he said, “Ah, hah.  I am so embarrassed that I even asked the question.  I apologize”

Taking another big gulp of my J & C I said, “It’s okay, it is true, isn’t that true with most men?”

Shaking his head, he said, “No, not me.”

“Then Chris, what would be your preferred method of departure from this plane of existence?” I asked.

Looking at me he said, “My preferred method of departure from this plane of existence?”

Thinking about it for a moment I realized that was a sentence that Britney would not normally use, as she would have used simpler words, which was something I was going to have to get used to doing and fast.

Nodding my head, I said, “Sure, how would you like to kick the bucket if you had your choice?”

Looking upward and then back down he said, “Mmmm, if I could pick, I would choose ….”

“Yes?” I asked.

“Mmmm, okay, that’s as good a way as any.  Me too.”

We all broke into laughter and Ashley said, “Men!”

“Hey,” Chris said, “Well at least you always know where we stand.”

By this time, he had finished his drink and then started to stand up saying, “As I said when I arrived, I don’t want to overstay my welcome, especially at a time like this.”

“By the way, how’s your wife?” I asked.

“Didn’t you know?  We got divorced.”

“Sorry to hear that, I had no idea.”

“We’d not been getting along for some time; we were not really happy together.  It was for the best.”

By this time, he was standing, and I rose as well and walked him to the door.

As he started to leave, he turned and looked at me and said, “Take care of yourself Britney.”

Smiling back at him I said, “You too Chris,” and then he gave me a great big hug.

As he walked down the sidewalk toward his car, I watched him until he got in and drove away and could not help but ask myself why he and Britney never got together.  He was a nice guy and genuinely cared about her based on what I saw today, but perhaps the truth was that she was unable to return the feelings he had for her, leaving them just friends.  In the end her decision had resulted in her falling in love with me versus him, so I could not complain about that. 


Chapter 5

Financially, I had left Britney, or should I say myself, pretty well off.  The house valued at $400,000 was paid off, there was a portfolio that was worth $1,700,000, I had $100,000 cash in the bank, and the life insurance check I had just received for $750,000 was nothing to sneeze at which brought my cash balance to $850,000.  The next question I had was, where do I go from here?

As a man I had worked in commercial real estate for over two and a half decades while Britney had worked as a residential agent for about eighteen years.  I liked commercial and was very experienced, but if I walked into the office and told the broker that I, Britney, wanted to go to work in the commercial division, how would he react?  Plus, would I really like to enter the world of commercial real estate as a woman with it being kind of a good ole boys club and slightly chauvinistic?  Did I even want to entertain doing what Britney had done for eighteen years and sling houses?  I hadn’t practiced residential for decades so if I went that route there would definitely be a learning curve.

After giving it some consideration, I finally decided that I would take some time off and figure out what I wanted to do with the rest of my new life as a woman.  After all, I had no debt and plenty of money so why not take this opportunity to explore my options?  If I changed my mind I could always come back and do real estate later.

It was about a month later and I had just finished up my grocery shopping for the week and was walking across the parking lot pushing my shopping cart.  I could not see my car but was sure it was somewhere in the distance.  Suddenly I heard someone calling my name, and as I turned, I saw Chris walking toward me.

Walking up to me he hugged me and asked, “How’s it going?”

Not wanting to be rude I returned his hug and said, “Good, how about you?”

“Great.  I see you shop at the same place as me.”

“Yep, we’ve shopped here for years.”

Holding up his reusable shopping bag he said, “I just picked up a couple of things to hold me over until my next regular trip, but right now I’m on my way to my weekly speaker’s group.”

“Your what?”

“It’s a group of people that get together once a week and practice improving their public speaking.”

“That sounds interesting,” I said.

“Why don’t you come and visit our chapter and see what you think.”

“I don’t know if I’m ready to get involved with anything just yet, I’m still trying to get in the groove of my new life, if you know what I mean?”

“And I respect that.  If you want to come and visit, we meet once a week on Wednesday during the lunch hour.  You can come a visit a time or two and see what you think.  If you like it cool, if not you don’t have to come back, but you might pick up a few pointers on public speaking.  If you decide to try it give me a call or text so I can give you the address.  Well, I’ve got to run, see you soon,” he said and then gave me a quick hug and continued walking across the parking lot.

Continuing to my car I loaded my groceries up, put the shopping cart in the special place where you’re supposed to put them versus letting them wander aimlessly across the parking lot, got in my vehicle and headed home.  While driving I began to think about his offer and thought that it might be fun to try, after all I was considering my options and was willing to try new things to figure out where I wanted to go as the new Britney.

Exactly one week later I attended the speaker’s group with Chris and got my first dose of what they did, and I really enjoyed it, much more than I thought.  It was not only educational but fun, and I could also see where it could help to build one’s self confidence as well.

After class I walked out of the meeting room and into the lobby and the next thing, I heard was someone calling my name.

“Hey, Britney,” he announced loudly trying to make sure I would not get away before he had the opportunity to speak with me.

“Chris, I appreciate you inviting me to this, it was fun.”

“Great, please feel free to come back anytime.”

Nodding my head, I said, “I might just do that.”

“Have you had lunch yet?” he asked.

Shaking my head, I said, “No, and I’m starved.”

“Me too, want to grab a bite to eat?”

Knowing that he was attracted to me, I was hesitant to accept because I did not want him to think that I was interested in him.  However, he had been nice enough to invite me to his speaker’s club so maybe it would not hurt to accept this one time.

“On one condition, it’s just lunch, between two friends, okay?”

“What else could it be?” he asked.

Chris and I drove in separate cars to a café called JJ’s, which was a local place that served a little bit of everything.  We entered and looked around the dining room, which was not over run, and then we noted there was a sign up that said to seat yourself, so we took a booth against the north wall.  We were soon greeted by our server who was a young blonde girl whose hair was in a ponytail and was wearing a JJ’s t-shirt, tennis shoes, and cutoff jeans that just barely covered her rear end.  The male part of me certainly noticed that baby did have back, which probably helped her when the meal was over and it was tip time.

After we ordered we sat there and looked around the restaurant and began to make small talk.

“Do you come here often?” Chris asked.

I laughed and said, “I’ve not been here in a while.  Not because of the food or anything, it’s just one of those places that Br…., Lewis and I always seemed to forget about when trying to decide where we were going to eat.”

“I totally get that,” he responded.

Sitting there silently for a few seconds he then asked, “So, are you going to be returning to real estate?”

“Not immediately anyway, I’ve decided to take some time off.  I really need to clear my head and figure out where I want to go from here.”

“Go from here?  Hopefully not out of town.”

I smiled and said, “No, not out of town, I meant do with my life.”

“Any ideas?”

“At this point none.  I’m just going to see what comes to me.”

“You know what you would be good at?” he asked.

“Tell me.”

“Being a speaker in some capacity.”

“Chris you’ve got to be kidding.  I came to one meeting of your speakers club and you’ve already got my career planned out?” I asked.

He smiled and said, “Hear me out, you’ve got a great voice, good vocabulary, your speech does not have many umm’s and uh’s and is very clear.  On top of that you're beautiful and who wouldn’t want to listen you speak?”

“Thank you, Chris, that is nice of you to say.”

As he sat across the table from me, I could tell by the way he was looking at me that he had it bad for me.  He was a super nice guy and if I was a woman, born one anyway, I would be interested, but I was new to all this and if I was going to have a relationship it would be with a hot lesbian, or so I thought at that moment in time.  I had to admit one thing, and that was that I loved the way he thought that Britney could do anything, and on some level that made me like him a little more than I had previously.

“I’m telling the truth,” he said.

“Are you sure you’re just not flattering me?”

Shaking his head, he said, “No, just go home and think about what I said, and come back to the group again next week.”

“I will think about it.”


Chapter 6

As the weeks rolled on, I continued learning to be a woman and became more proficient at it by the day, and before I knew it, I could even walk in heels successfully.  I also became more proficient at matching outfits, selecting accessories, and all the little things that girls do on a daily basis.  It was also quite helpful that my daughter Ashley lived in the house with me and I was able to watch some of what she did and build on that.  I would also ask her opinion from time to time which clothing, shoes, and accessories she liked best which also helped with my apparel education.

My visits to the speaker’s club Chris had invited me to become regular and it wasn’t long before I joined and became a full member.  I was having a blast and truly looked forward to Wednesdays because I knew it was meeting day.  Additionally, I was proud that I had gotten better at speaking in front of groups, well the one at our speaker club anyway.

There was another woman in the group named Kacey who was about my age, single, and was a Latina.  She was incredibly beautiful with dark hair, eyes, light brown skin, and was very petite.  We became friends and even started hanging out together from time to time.

One night after we’d been out for dinner we went back to her place where we kicked our shoes off and got on her couch and started to talk.  We’d had a few drinks and were having a good time chatting, and the next thing I knew our conversation had taken an unexpected turn.

“Britney, I would like to ask you a personal question.  If it’s too personal just pretend like I didn’t even ask.”

“Of course.”

“I was wondering if, you’d ever thought about being with a girl.”

Talk about getting my attention with that question!  I did not immediately respond because I was not sure how to since I had been with a girl but as a man.  But then again, the question was had I ever thought about being with a girl, so I could easily answer.

Nodding I said, “I have to admit, it has crossed my mind.  What about you?”

“Yes, it truly has, especially the past few weeks.  There’s been someone I’ve had my eye on.”

From her seductive tone I knew she was talking about me, and as I sat there looking into her dark eyes it was impossible not to notice how gorgeous she was.

“No one I know, I’m sure?” I asked while smiling at her.

She said, “The girl I’ve got my eye on is blonde and has the most breathtaking blue eyes you’ve ever seen.”

Kacey began leaning closer to me and I reciprocated by moving toward her and before I knew it our lips were together and we were kissing passionately, and our hands were soon wandering through one another’s hair.  After several minutes of exploring one another’s bodies she said, “Why don’t we take this in the bedroom,” where we had a wild night of passion and sex that absolutely blew my mind.

Kacey and I had a spicy relationship and saw each other several times a week for about two months until it just finally fizzled out.  Neither one of us was mad at the other one it just seemed like we both lost interest.  Initially it was super steamy, and I was really turned on being with her, maybe it was because it was a girl on girl thing, I don’t know.  However, after all was said and done, it was like there was something missing from the sexual act and I don’t mean orgasms as we had plenty of those.  It was like something was missing or incomplete, but I just couldn’t put my finger on it. 

Anyway, Kacey and I remained friends and still attended speaker’s club together on Wednesdays.  We even got together from time to time but were never intimate with one another again after our two-month relationship ended.  She was a sweet lady and I hoped that she would find someone special to share her life with, whether it was a man, or woman, as she went both ways.

It was a Friday night about 6 p.m. when my doorbell rang and I knew that my chariot had arrived, as our speaker’s club was having a New Year’s Eve event at a local restaurant/bar and Chris had offered to drive me.  Not wanting to seem rude I agreed and accepted his kind gesture.

As I opened the door, I saw he was wearing a black suit, white shirt and a red tie and he looked quite nice.

“Hey Chris, you look quite sharp,” I said.

For the evening I had put on a somewhat short black cocktail dress, mules to match, and gold hoop earrings.  I’d decided that I wanted to look nice for the event and since Chris was picking me up, I didn’t want him to think I was an absolute bum who could not dress.  But, why was I feeling that way?  I had no interest in him, so why did I spend so much time getting ready so I would look presentable to him.  I did have to admit that he’d been growing on me as he had a great personality and I was really starting to like hanging out with him.

“Britney, you look beautiful,” he said.

“Thank you, Chris,” I said as I grabbed my black clutch and closed the door to the house. 

As I walked down the sidewalk to his car, I thought about how much I liked the way that he flattered me and told me that I was beautiful.  Why was I feeling that way?  Five months ago, I was a man and the last thing I would have ever envisioned would be becoming attracted to one.  I was disturbed at how much I liked Chris and that was all there was to it, but I could not help myself.

At the restaurant our group of about twelve met for cocktails.  Surveying our crew, I noticed that some of them had spouses or a date and some did not. 

Standing there with Kacey we chatted about what was going on in our personal lives and gossiped, respectfully, about our fellow club members.

“So, Britney, as I was walking into the restaurant, I noticed you getting out of Chris’s car” she said with an ear to ear smile.

“He was nice enough to offer me a ride and I accepted.”

She giggled and said, “Girl, I can tell he’s got it for you, bad.”

“Kacey, you know that he and I are longtime friends and nothing more.”

“I’m just saying, he really likes you.  A lot!”

We stood there silently for a moment when she asked, “So, you aren’t interested in him?  He’s awfully cute.”

“Like I said, we’re just friends.”

“If you say so.  So, would you have a problem if I went out with him?” she asked.

“Are you kidding?  No, of course not.”

“Then I may try and get to know him better since you’re okay with that,” she said.

Chris walked up to us and asked, “How are you ladies doing?  Getting enough to drink?”

“We’re doing fine,” I said.

“You look really nice tonight,” she said to him while batting her long eyelashes and smiling at him.

“Thanks.”

The waiter came up to Chris and told him our group would be seated in about five minutes and that everyone could go ahead and close out their bar tabs if they wished.

“Oh Chris, can I sit by you?  I wanted to talk to you about our club and growing our membership,” she asked.

At that point I have no clue what overcame me as I reached over and grabbed his arm and said, “Chris, you told me that we would be sitting together tonight, remember?”

“Of course, maybe both of you can sit beside me.  I’ll be right back, I’ve got to pay my bar bill,” and he moved away from us and squeezed in between a couple of people at the bar.

As Kacey and I stood there and she asked, “So, you’re not interested in him?”

“It’s just that we had planned to sit together,” I said.

“Mmmm, hmmm.  It’ okay, I was pretty sure you liked him, that’s why I asked if you were alright with me trying to get to know him better.”

All I could do was say, “Thanks Kacey,” and nothing more.  It was clear that I was interested in him, despite that fact that I was trying to deny it, not only to the world but to myself as well.

“No problem, you know the old saying Hoes before Bros,” she said.

We both laughed at her comment.

Chris returned from the bar and asked, “Ready ladies?”

We both took him by the arm, me from the left and Kacey from the right and headed toward the dining room with the rest of our group in tow behind us.  As we walked across the restaurant I was alarmed at how comfortable I felt next to him, and at that moment I felt for the first time like everything was okay as I was a woman, and with a man who I liked and who valued me.


Chapter 7

After dinner Chris drove me home and upon arrival, he opened my car door and walked me up to the front door of the house.

“Thanks for driving,” I said.

Smiling he said, “Of course.  Thanks for riding.”

We both laughed at his comment.

“Well, I guess I’d better let you get to bed,” he said, and then gave me a kiss on the cheek and said, “Good night, and Happy New Year” and started to walk toward his car.

I had truly had a blast with him that night and was not ready for our evening to end but standing there watching him walk away I knew that I’d need to act fast or he would be gone.

“Chris,” I said.

As he stopped, turned and looked back at me I walked toward him until we met halfway down the sidewalk and I asked, “You wouldn’t like to come in for a cup of coffee or anything would you?”

With an ear to ear smile he said, “I would love to.”

He surprised me by taking me by the hand and walked me all the way to the front door where we entered the house.

As we entered the house Chris followed me to the living room where we sat down on the couch side by side, and just as our bottoms touched the couch the grandfather clock on the north wall of the room struck twelve reminding us of what time it was.

“Happy New Year,” he said.

“And Happy New Year to you.”

It was clear that he wanted to kiss me and on some level I wanted him to as well, but since that was not going to happen we just hugged one another instead.

“What would you like to drink?” I asked.

“It’s late so I’d better make it decaf coffee or hot chocolate.”

“Coming right up,” I said as I stood up and headed toward the kitchen.

“Need help?”

“Sure,” I said as I motioned for him to follow me.

After making Chris and I each a cup of hot cocoa we sat down next to each other at the bar which overlooked the kitchen and enjoyed our beverages and continued chatting.

“What are you doing the rest of the weekend?” I asked.

“Going to run a few errands on Sunday, that’s about it.  What about you?”

“I’ve got the weekend open, no plans,” I said.

“No errands?”

“I’m not working, remember?  When you don’t work you can do all your odds and ends during the week while everyone else is at their workplace, and you wouldn’t believe how easy it is getting in and out of places Monday through Friday during the day.”

“Lucky you.  Think you’re ever going to go back to work?”

“I don’t know, I’ve been enjoying my time off but sometimes I get so bored I can’t stand it.  I’m really glad you turned me on to the speaker’s club, it’s helped to fill in some of my free time while I decide what I’m going to be when I grow up.”

We chuckled lightly and then he said, “I’m glad you’re enjoying it.  Everyone loves it that you joined us and are so active, plus you and Kacey seemed to have become good friends as well.”

“Yes, she’s quite nice.”

“The two of you seemed to be having a pretty good conversation this evening just before I walked up on you.  You weren’t talking about me, were you?”

I turned and looked at him and asked, “How did you know that?”

The way you guys kept turning and looking at me.

“I’ll have to be more careful next time.”

As I sat there next to him it was difficult not to stare at him. I had become so attracted to him and I wanted nothing more than to just sit there and gaze into his gorgeous dark brown eyes.

“So, was it anything good?”

“Do you really want to know?”

“Of course.”

“She was wanting to know if I was interested in you, because if I wasn’t, she was.”

“She doesn’t beat around the bush.  What did you say?”

“I said no.”

A look of slight sadness appeared on his face and he said, “Oh,” in a disappointed tone.

“Right about then you walked up to us and she asked if you would sit with her, and I put her on notice that I was sitting with you.  Remember that?”

“I do,” he said as he smiled at me.

“A girl has the right to change her mind, doesn’t she?” and I then took a lock of my hair resting on my shoulder and began to play with it.

“I’m glad you changed your mind.”

“You know Chris, I’ve been a widower ….”

“A widow?” he asked interrupting.

Laughing I said, “A widow for five months now.  My spouse’s passing was not something I had planned for at all, as I thought we would have quite a few more years together, but that was the hand I was dealt.  I had no plans to get into a relationship or even explore the possibility of one, but you know the old saying, when you’re not looking for love is when you will find it.”

He smiled at me and then I continued, “Chris, the truth of the matter is that I like you.  Initially I tried to deny it, but I just can’t any longer, you’re a great guy with so many wonderful qualities, and I know you’re a true gentleman who would treat me well and take care of me.  That’s why I couldn’t let Kacey have you, because I wanted you for myself, plus you’re super cute.”

“Britney, you probably didn’t know it but I’m really glad you opened up to me because I feel the exactly same way about you.”

I smiled and said, “I suspected there was a good chance that you did.”

He then leaned over and started to slowly kiss me and the moment our lips touched I felt a wave of satisfaction travel throughout my body and I wrapped my arms around his neck.  Our tongues were soon in a frenzy and we were kissing passionately and the more we continued the more aroused I got.  Never in my wildest dreams would I have thought I would be making out with a man and loving it, but then again, I would never have envisioned being a biological female either.

I was tingling like crazy between my legs and my need to be satisfied was growing exponentially, and I was determined to be just that by the time this date was over.  I’d had sex with my former body once before it expired and it was a lot of fun, but this was not me and Britney and it was going to be different.  I was scared and excited all at the same time.

Reaching down to his slacks I located his swollen member and began to massage it through his pants and as I did, he said, “Oh that feels so good.”

He then started to edge his hand underneath my dress and quickly reached my privates where he began to massage me though my underwear and as he did the pleasure was so intense, I gasped for breath for just an instant.  Chris continued massaging me in a clockwise motion which caused me to moan with delight every time he stroked me.  By this time, I had unzipped his pants and had my hand inside and was playing with his swollen member which was wet with excitement, and I took the drops from its tip and massaged his head causing him to breathe even more rapidly than he already was.

Chris then moved both his hands underneath my dress and with his forefingers pulled my thong completely off and threw it on the counter.  Hiking my short dress up I then threw my right leg up on the bar and moved my left leg outward and he immediately took my womanhood into his mouth and began to suck it.  At first, he was gentle and slow but then he increased his speed which was causing me to moan even louder than I had been earlier when he was fingering me. 

“Chris, that feels incredible,” I said, “I’ve got to have you right now.”

“Here?”

I jumped out of the chair and took him by the hand where we walked around to the kitchen where I dropped my dress and bra to the floor and hopped up on the counter, and let me tell you it was cold as my bare ass hit that granite counter top.

As he walked toward me, I undid his belt and his pants dropped to the floor and subsequently lowered his underwear liberating his swollen manhood which was at attention.  He was maybe about five inches in length which was more than enough for a petite girl like me, but he had nice girth, more than what I’d had in my day.

Stepping up to me we continued kissing and he then took his cock and began to massage my folds which were already moist with dew and as he did, my level of excitement increased even more.  I then wrapped my legs around him parking the heels of my bare feet just above his butt and then pulled him toward me and as I did, I felt him enter me.  Feeling his manhood pressing my walls apart and filling me up sent a shiver throughout my body causing me to cry out with delight.

Chris began to move in and out of me with increasing speed, and each time he slammed into my clitoris bursts of intense pleasure I had never imagined possible caused me to moan.  I could tell that he was as excited as I was or even more by the way he was moaning and the way he was pouring his cock to me relentlessly I was pretty sure that he was not going to last much longer

“Are you close?” I asked.

Nodding he said, “Britney, I’m not going to last much longer, I’m sorry.”

Knowing exactly where he was coming from, so to speak, I said, “It’s okay.”

When you’re a guy, you’re going to have plenty of times where you don’t go long, and it’s something you just can’t help.  At that point I was thinking that I was going to make a wonderful woman because I had the inside track to the male mind.

Since this was not going to go long, I said, “Come on Chris, harder, give it to me,” and he began to ram me even harder causing me to be stimulated even more.

Taking my middle finger, I began to stimulate my clitoris and very quickly realized I was well on my way to an orgasm, so this might not be a total bust after all.

“Fuck me harder, harder, harder,” I commanded, and he began to slam against my petite body with all his might and within a few seconds I knew he was spent as he emptied himself deep inside me.

“Chris keep going,” I said as I continued massaging my clit, “Don’t stop I’m almost there.”

Despite the fact that he had already released he kept pounding me as I continued playing with my womanhood working my way toward climax.  Within moments I screamed loudly as I orgasmed and as I did a sensation of warmth traveled throughout my body and I felt a completeness I never thought possible.  At that same instant I also experienced a wave of intense pleasure that traveled from the top of my head to the tips of my toes that was so powerful it made me arch my back as well.  As my eyes were closed, I could also see what could only be described as fireworks as all of this was happening, which was amazing.

As the sensation ended and I began to return to normal I said, “Oh my God Chris, that was incredible, beyond belief actually.”

“Chris?” said a female voice which sounded exactly like my own asked.

As I opened my eyes sitting across from me on the bedroom floor was Britney with the crystal cube resting on her palm looking at me.

“Britney!” I exclaimed, and as I did, I noticed my voice was the one I was hearing and not hers.

“Baby, who is Chris?”

“Have I been here the whole time?” I asked.

“Of course, where else would you have been silly?”

“Was I unconscious?” I asked.

“I don’t think so.  Lewis, what’s going on?”

“How long have we been sitting here on the floor?”

“About two or three minutes.”

“Did we switch bodies?”

She laughed and said, “I’m afraid not.  I didn’t expect it would really work, I just thought it would be fun to try, so we did.”

“Lewis, are you going to tell me what’s going on?”

“Baby, have I got a story to tell you.”


Chapter 8

Britney and I sat at the bar in our kitchen having coffee as I completed my tale of what I experienced, or at least what I believed I had.

“Lewis, that’s quite a story, and you say you actually lived all that out in the two to three minutes we were sitting in front of the door?  I mean, all that?”

“That’s right.  Did you happen to experience anything yourself?”

“Yes, mosquito bites, two of them.  Sounds like you had a better time than I did.”

“It was unique, that’s all I’ve got to say,” I said.

“And you essentially lived five months as me?”

“I sure did.”

“And you even dated Chris?  My old friend from school?”

Shaking my head, I said, “Yeah, I’m afraid I did.”

“And you had sex with him?”

“Yep, or should I say you did.”

“Oh, no, no, no, it was you, not me.  He’s just a friend.”

“If you say so.”

“By the way Lewis, he’s going to be in town next week and wanted to know if we would like to get together.  I actually feel bad for him, did you know that ….”

“He and his wife are splitting up?”

“How did you know that?”

I just sat there looking at her and finally shrugged my shoulders and she asked, “Is it possible that you just didn’t dream all that up and you actually lived as me for five months on some alternate plane of reality?”

“I’ve had dreams before and I have to tell you, I have never, ever, had one like that.  It was real and I was there.”

“So, what are you going to change, if anything, now that this has happened?” she asked.

“First off, I’m going to the doc tomorrow and make sure that my heart is in good working order.”

“I think that’s a great idea, because I want to keep you around for a long time,” she said as she kissed me on the cheek.

“Two, I’m going to have more respect for women.”

“But you’ve always been very respectful of women Lewis.”

“Well, I’m going to be even more so going forward, as I know what it’s like being a girl, now.”

Looking at me with a naughty look on her face she asked, “What was it like having sex as a woman?”

Kissing her on the lips I said, “Not bad.  It was actually kind of fun.”

“It sounds like you enjoyed it,” she said.

“What else could I do but make the best of the situation, after all, I was

STRANDED

my dear.”

Laughing she said, “I love you Lewis.”

“And I love you too Britney, and I’m glad to be home.”

It was true, I was glad to be back with the one that I loved and was happy that life was back to normal, as I will never forget my days as a female where I was truly a member of the fairer sex.  Even though I would never admit it to anyone, I did enjoy the experience of being able to live as a beautiful woman and still miss it from time to time.  There was something about being a girl that seemed to put me at ease and gave me a level of comfort with myself that I never experienced as a man, as strange as that sounds.

My memories of Chris will also be something that I treasure as well, as for a brief period we were in love, and I will never forget that way that he made me feel, nor will I forget how much he truly loved and adored me.  If anything, ever happened to me I would hope that she would be so fortunate as to connect with him, as there’s no man anywhere who would love and cherish her as much as he would. 

But for now, I think I’ll just keep Britney for myself.

THE END
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