

Copyright © 2021 by Madison McCall

All rights reserved

No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

This is a work of fiction.  Names, characters, business, places, events, locales, and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner.  Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

Madison McCall





Chapter 1

“Brother Chris, you will now turn to the east,” said the voice in the darkness and without hesitation my escort rotated me ninety degrees before bringing me to a complete stop. 

Then just as suddenly, I was asked, “Does the brother wish to be lifted out said darkness and embrace the light?” and as he finished speaking my escort whispered into my ear, “Yes,” essentially telling me how to answer the question that had been presented.

“Yes,” I announced after clearing my throat which was scratchy as I had said little during the elapsed time where I had said almost nothing.

My escort then removed my blindfold and as he did, I caught sight of a man in a black suit wearing a fedora rising from his chair which was lavishly decorated with a variety of gold painted insignia and had purple upholstery on the seat and back which was very impressive to say the least.  As he finally rose every one of the men in the room announced in unison, “All hail the Worthy StoneMaster.”

Taking the gavel off the podium in front of him he banged it once and everyone sat down except for me and the man who had been escorting me around the room for what seemed like an extended period.  However, I was unsure of how much time had actually passed because I had been blindfolded during the entire event and led around the lodge room in a variety of directions where I was introduced to an assortment of individuals, all in the dark.

Stepping down from the stage the man then approached me and stood there before me and said, “It is my honor and privilege to welcome you to this honorable and ancient order.  As you stand here before me with only one step remaining before you are a full brother in this fraternity, I ask you to please not take this lightly as it is an honor to have been accepted into this brotherhood as so few are.  Please remember that this noble organization has had members including kings and presidents, as well as a variety of politicians and business leaders since its founding. You are joining a group of men who are bound together by the oath which you have already taken at the altar.  With all that being said, are you willing to proceed?”

I nodded and said, “I am sir.”

The Worthy StoneMaster then opened a small black box and took a gold ring from it which had an emblem in the middle that consisted of a jagged stone with a crossed sword and mallet.  This was not new to me as I had seen before, and who on Earth hadn’t because it was clearly the logo of The StoneCraft, one of the world’s most ancient and secretive orders.

“Brother Chris, before I place this ring on your finger and you become a full member do you agree that you will never reveal any of the secrets of a Master Craftsman which includes any of our initiation ceremonies, or ways that we recognize one another as well as our secret words.”

“I do.”

Continuing he said, “The bible in the book of Genesis talks of Adam and Eve in the Garden of Eden, which I am sure you are familiar with.  Brother Chris, if you break your vow to this noble order, you will lose the rights and privileges of a man, those granted to you at birth, and will spend the remainder of your days on Earth as Eve.  In addition, you will also suffer the same fate as it was her disloyalty that resulted in her and Adam being cast out of the Garden of Eden, paradise, and you too will be cast out and will no longer be a member of this noble organization.  Understanding this are you willing to proceed?”

Lose the rights and privileges granted to me at birth and spend the remainder of my days as Eve?  Hmmm.  Sounded more metaphorical than anything.  They must be trying to say that if I break my vow, I will be thrown out of The StoneCraft and they’ve presented it in a really dramatic way as part of the ceremony.  I was not too worried about that happening to me literally, but I had to admit that it definitely added some flair to the initiation ceremony.

“Sir, I am willing to proceed,” I said.

“Present your right hand,” he said, and I immediately raised it and presented it to him.  He subsequently took the ring from the box and placed it on my ring finger and said, “Brother Chris, you are now a Master Craftsman and a full member of this organization and will be bound to us until the day you die, lest you break your vow, and if that is the case you already know the penalty.”

He then took my hand in his, shook, and said, “Brethren, I present to you our newest member, Brother Chris,” and the entire room rose to their feet and began to clap.

Afterward he said, “Would you like to say anything to your new brothers?”

Looking around the room at the men present, all dressed in black suits I said, “Yes, and thank you Worthy StoneMaster.  I just wanted to say that I am honored to be amongst your ranks and now, finally after so long, be one of you, as my father and grandfather were also members in this esteemed organization. I am glad to be following in their footsteps.  It is unfortunate that they have both passed and are not able to be here tonight as they would be so proud that I was carrying on the tradition.  Once again, thank you, my brothers as this means so much to me.”

There was much applause from the brethren which warmed my heart and at that point the meeting broke up. After several minutes of my fellow members congratulating me, I was off to The ChopHouse, the nicest restaurant in the city of Four Points, for a good meal and drinks.  Present at our dinner that evening was Brian, The Worthy StoneMaster and head of the craft as well as Jonathan, The Senior StoneMaster and number two man in the organization, as well as Adam, the Junior StoneMaster, the next man in the lineup.  With the senior members present as well as the rest of the officers I celebrated my entrance into one of the world’s most ancient orders with my new friends and fraternal brothers that I had dreamed of becoming a member for so long and I felt like I had finally arrived.

Now that I was surrounded by a circle of people that weren’t a bunch of total losers, but winners, the people who make the world go round and truly make things happen, I felt I was absolutely on top of the world as I was set.  In my mind, I was now unstoppable and there wasn’t anything that I couldn’t accomplish and all my lofty career, as well as my personal goals and ambitions, were now within reach as I was connected with all the right people. 

During my initiation I swore that I was not joining the brotherhood for personal or financial gain as words to that effect were included in the oath that I took at the altar.  Well, maybe I told a wee bit of a fib but what the heck, as how many guys in The StoneCraft joined strictly for the purpose of brotherhood and fraternal relations?  Not many I guarantee.  I am sure most were like me in that they did join for personal and financial gain.  But surely, they, just like me, were also looking forward to the brotherly love aspect as well so it wasn’t a total fabrication.

The celebration lasted until about midnight when the party finally broke up and we all went home and as my head hit the pillow that night, I was almost too excited to sleep as in my mind I had finally made it, and with my newfound affiliation great things lay ahead because I was a member of The StoneCraft, and nothing, absolutely nothing was beyond my reach.


Chapter 2

With my newfound enthusiasm, I was ready to get involved with The StoneCraft and I didn’t just want to be a member but an active one as I was sure that was what was going to lead me to true success and open the doors that would benefit me in my career as well as personal life.  Officer elections and installations had happened just a month before my initiation into the group, so I wasn’t eligible to hold an elected or appointed seat, but that was okay as I was willing to wait.  I would simply step up and offer to lend a hand wherever it was needed and with my winning personality and a little bit of effort, I was sure that I would shine showing my brothers that I had the right stuff.

Though there were already two individuals in the order who were appointed to make sure the meals were taken care of at the monthly stated business meetings, I volunteered to help them any way that I could and pitched in doing dishes, cleaning off tables, and even helping with the cooking and serving.  It was fun hanging out with my new friends and I couldn’t get enough of the camaraderie and fellowship that I experienced, and I felt truly connected and that I really belonged, more than I ever had anywhere.

Now, I didn’t completely understand everything that was going on in the craft as there were some things I was still trying to grasp.  I am referring specifically to the strange lectures, symbols, and rituals that I was repeatedly exposed to, but that was okay, it was cool, I was breaking out of my routine and doing something different, which I had needed for some time.  When you’re an independent social media manager as I was, it was not uncommon to spend a lot of time alone in front of the computer which is not all that great for one’s interpersonal skills.  So, in addition to enjoying the newfound friendships I also looked at it from the standpoint that I was also receiving socialization therapy, better enabling me not to become a total hermit and potentially leading a somewhat normal existence.

Returning home after a stated meeting one night, I entered my apartment and there on the couch sat my roommate Megan who was busy playing on her tablet, which caused me to think back to the day when I first told her I was going to join the organization.  I remember it well because she gave me a really hard time and said The StoneCraft was like a cult or something, and it was best not to get tangled up with those types.  I told her not to worry as it wasn’t like it was made out to be in the movies or on the conspiracy theory websites and that it was just a group of guys doing a little bonding as well as some networking.  I thought it was so cute as she had repeatedly tried to convince me not to join and it seemed like she really believed what she was saying about what a dastardly group they were. 

She was a real sweetheart and was not only my roommate but was also my bud, and I truly cherished our friendship.  Megan was an attractive young blonde of twenty-nine years of age who had the most beautiful blue eyes, and she was quite stunning.  Several times I had pondered the possibility of a relationship with her though I had never acted upon it, and I was also, well almost, sure she felt the same about me.  We had so much in common, never had a disagreement, and loved spending time together. However, it had apparently not been in the cards and my thinking at the time was that it was okay as good roommates were hard to find.  With that I vowed to just be satisfied with our current relationship as roomies, even though it was sometimes hard not to stare at her as I was intensely attracted to her.

“So,” she asked as she looked away from her tablet and smiled, “Did you plot the takeover of the world tonight or just part of it?”

Shaking my head I said, “No, that was actually tabled until next meeting, as we discussed a coup, we were sponsoring to overthrow the President of Guatemala.  Oh, and I almost forgot, we also talked about arms trafficking in Central Asia, as there are a group of rebels we would like to see put pressure on ….”

“Okay, okay,” she said and then chuckled.

“I will tell you one thing though, that really did happen.”

“What’s that?”

“We had ribeyes for dinner and they were absolutely great.  One of our members is in the restaurant supply business and brings in the best cuts of meat you’ve ever sunk your teeth into.”

Smiling she said, “You know, it sounds like you’re really enjoying your newfound membership with The Brethren,” which she said in a funny voice as she wiggled her fingers.

Nodding I said, “I am, and besides, it gets me out of the house and my rut which is so easy to fall into and not crawl out of.”

“That way you’re not stuck here with me, the old ball and chain,” she said sarcastically.

“Megan!  It’s not like that at all.”

Laughing she said, “I’m just fucking with you dude.  So, how long have you been a member now?”

Looking up and then back down at her I said, “Two and a half months.”

“Good for you.  If you are enjoying it and it makes you happy then that’s all that counts.”

“Thanks.  Have you had dinner?”

Shaking her head she said, “Nah, I was too lazy to make anything.”

Holding up a plastic bag I said, “In the mood for some medium rare ribeye?  There were two left over from the meal.”

Flying off the couch she grabbed the bag out of my hand, kissed me on the cheek and said, “You are the best,” and headed for the kitchen at warp speed.

“Hey, one of those in mine, it’s for my lunch tomorrow!” I called out to her as she vanished around the corner.

As I entered the kitchen, she had pulled the styrofoam container out of the bag and had it open and was putting one of the steaks onto a plate and said, “Wow, these are huge,” and then popped the dish into the microwave to heat up her food.

After eating almost half of her meat she pushed the plate back and said, “Oh man, that was good.  You know what, maybe I was wrong about you joining The StoneCraft after all.  Maybe, just maybe, they’re a decent group of guys after all.”

With an annoyed look on my face I said, “You’re just saying that because you’re thinking this could improve your meal situation from time to time.”

Looking up at the ceiling while bobbing her head from side to side she then looked at me, smiled, and said, “I guess I’m just a sellout,” threw her hands out and shrugged her shoulders.

With a serious look on her face she turned, looked right at me and asked, “By the way, what’s on the menu for next meeting?”


Chapter 3

Over the next few months, I continued actively participating as a member of The StoneCraft with my new brethren and attended every stated meeting, floor school (where we practiced our initiation ceremonies), as well as any other special events that came up.  The membership was extremely impressed with my enthusiasm as I was a real go getter and always ready to pitch in and help with anything and everything where needed.  However, by the time that four months had passed by my interest had begun to fade a bit and as even more time passed the thought of having to go to the lodge almost felt like a chore.  It didn’t seem as exciting as when I first started my journey in the fraternity five months prior. 

In a way, I was feeling a little guilty about the way that I felt and was wondering if there was something wrong with me. Perhaps there was something that I didn’t understand about the organization and its goals.  Shortly thereafter, after a meeting had just finished up, I asked Brian, who was the effective head of the lodge, aka The Worthy StoneMaster, if I could sit down and talk with him.  He was very down to Earth and was more than glad to do so and the first question I asked was about his history with the group, as that seemed the best place to start.

Brian was in his early forties, slightly balding, and wore wire rim spectacles which suited him well as they seemed to fit the shape of his face.  He told me that he had been a member for eight years and went into the officer lineup a year after joining and quickly moved up in leadership.  He, like me, had come from several generations of men who had been members and had decided to continue the tradition which was not uncommon as almost a third of the guys in the group fell into that category.

I shared with him that my enthusiasm was not what it was when I had been initiated and that I was disturbed by my recent feelings because all my life I had wanted nothing more than to belong to The StoneCraft.  He asked me specifically what I did not understand or what was bothering me, so I told him what was on my mind.

I told him that to date, it seemed like all we ever did was have a meal once a month, followed by a business meeting, and if we weren’t doing that we were having floor school where we practiced our induction ceremonies in the event we got a new member who had to be initiated.  I then asked him why all of our special events seemed to almost exclusively revolve around honoring our existing membership in some capacity versus anything external.  Whether it was a special ceremony for those who had served as Worthy StoneMaster, had received the Platinum Stone Award for superior service, or had been members for twenty, thirty, forty, and even fifty years it seemed we never got out of the building.

I then asked him if we were ever active in the community, and he said that the organization had been more so in the past but had not been as much in recent years as times had changed.  He also added that getting new members who would commit to public and charitable events was problematic as events outside of the lodge building took time, more than most people were willing to give in the current day and time. 

Brian then told me that the truth was that in the modern world, people had lots of things to choose from when it came down to how to spend their free hours and it was often hard to compete with cable TV as well as the internet as many people would rather stream a movie versus attend a public event The StoneCraft was sponsoring.  He then said that he and many others were hoping for a renaissance where people would lay down their electronics and return to socializing with their neighbors and get involved in their communities.  However, until that day came, we would just have to do the best that we could.

He told me that getting and retaining good members could be a challenge and he sure hated to hear that my interest was fading as I seemed like a good guy and was definitely the type of member the lodge was looking to keep and potentially move up the ladder, if I was interested.  I thanked him and told him I was honored more than he could possibly know and would keep it in mind but at that point I was still new to the club and trying to find my way.  He said he understood that clearly and asked if I would at least think about it as they needed good men to lead The StoneCraft into the future.  Finally, he said that if I had any additional concerns and questions to reach out to him anytime as he was not just the head of the craft, but he was also my brother, just as the oath we had both taken stated and to never forget that. 

Thanking him for his time I exited the building, got in my car and headed home.  While driving I began to think about my conversation with Brian. I wasn’t feeling any better and I was beginning to get the impression that the group was what it was, and if I was interested in being part of it, I just needed to get used to the idea.  Anyway, I headed on home, brushed my teeth, and climbed in bed as I wasn’t going to resolve anything that night.  Maybe in the morning I would wake up with renewed enthusiasm as a good night’s sleep always worked wonders, but I doubted it as my fun meter just wasn’t lighting up with all this StoneCraft stuff any longer, however, tomorrow was another day, and I would address it then.


Chapter 4

“Why do you even go then?”  Megan asked with a scowl on her face, “If it’s not fun why do it?”

Shrugging my shoulders I said, “I don’t know.  I guess it’s something I wanted so bad for so long, and once I got it, well, it’s kind of hard to walk away from ya know?  Kind of like an abusive relationship that you can’t walk away from, not that I’m being abused or anything.”

She chuckled and said, “No, maybe self-abuse, but not actual.  However, I get it.”

“By the way, thanks for bringing me out for my 33rd birthday, it is appreciated.”

Smiling at me she said, “You are most welcome.  Anything for my favorite roomie and a great friend.”

“Thanks, and if I’ve not told you lately, I consider you a great friend as well,” and then took a look around the restaurant and continued, “After all, only a great friend would take someone to The ChopHouse for their birthday, the nicest restaurant in Four Points.”

“I remembered you telling me that after your initiation into The Illuminati ….”

Cutting in I said, “The StoneCraft!”

Laughing she took another sip of her drink and said, “I know, I’m just messing with you dude.  As I was saying, I think you were here last after your initiation into the New World Order.  Oops, sorry, got it wrong again.”

Chuckling I asked, “How many drinks have you had now?”

“Two,” she replied, “Not including this one which is mostly full,” she said as took another sip of her Moscow Mule out of the brass cup it was in and then asked, “What are you?  The alcohol police?”

Shaking my head I said, “No.  Sorry I said anything.”

“It’s okay, I have to admit, I am feeling the alcohol a bit.  Maybe I’d better slow down.”

“I’m sure the food will be here soon.  That will soak up some of the booze and bring you back down to Earth.”

Sitting there in silence for a bit, she then said, “You know what I like about you Chris?”

“Tell me.”

“The way that you take care of me.”

“Really?”  I chuckled and then continued, “The way I take care of you?  Like how?”

Shrugging her shoulders she said, “I don’t know, you just do.  It seems like you’re always watching out for me one way or another.  Remember that guy I went out with for so long Brad?”

Nodding I said, “Yes.”

“After I discovered he was cheating on me and I broke up with him, remember how I told you that I was thinking about getting back together with him and you talked me out of it?”

“I don’t think I talked you out of it at all.”

“But Chris, don’t you remember when I told you that I was thinking about taking him back because he had so many great qualities and he had simply slipped up, which is not uncommon as men sometimes have moments of weakness, you talked me out of it?  Do you not recall that?”

“Megan, what I recall is that I reminded you that he had slipped up with your best friend plus two other young women at the restaurant where you were working at that time.  One slip up, well, that’s one thing, but three?  That’s more than a fuck up, don’t you think?”

Smiling gently, she said, “Anyway Chris, I guess the point I’m trying to make is that you do such a great job of grounding me you know, of bringing me back to Earth when I start dreaming too much, and when I start drifting toward decisions that might not be in my best interest, you reel me in and bring me back to reality.  Example, a couple of minutes ago when you asked me how many drinks I had consumed.  I have a lot of friends in my universe but none like you who really and truly care for my wellbeing and are looking out for my best interest.”

After sitting there silently for a bit I said, “Megan, I don’t really know what to say.  However, I do know one thing, that as long as I’m in your world and you are in mine I will not hesitate to protect and defend you when and if I think you need it.  That is until you throw me out of your world and tell me to fuck off.”

Her eyes began to water, and she said, “That’s exactly what I was talking about Chris.  I have no one, anywhere, that ….”

She stopped talking and then reached across the table and took my hand in her which was resting on the white linen tablecloth and then said, “Stand up, I want to whisper something to you, okay?”

Shrugging my forehead, I nodded once and then stood up at the same moment as she did as well and the leaned forward.  Expecting her to whisper something into my ear I was surprised as she quickly pulled back, placed her hand on the back of my neck and pressed her lips against mine for about ten seconds, which surprised me beyond belief as that was the last thing I was expecting.

As we separated and returned to our seats, she looked at me and smiled and I subsequently said, “Wow, that was unexpected!”

“Chris, I hope that didn’t offend you in any way as that’s the last thing I would ever want to do but I have to tell you right here and now that I’ve been thinking about doing that for so long, well, you wouldn’t believe how long I’ve been wanting to kiss you.”

Smiling I then shook my head and said, “Megan, it’s okay, I am not offended, because in the back of my mind, for a long time now, I’ve been wanting to do the same.”

Radiantly she said, “Oh Chris, that makes my heart so happy to hear you say that.  Now I don’t feel like a complete fool.”

Shaking my head I said, “Megan, there’s no way you could ever be a fool as far as I’m concerned.”

“You are such a sweetie Chris.”

The ice between the two us had clearly been broken and now I knew beyond the shadow of a doubt that she was just as attracted to me as I was to her.  Interesting, sometimes a little alcohol is all you need to melt that icy wall as you are quickly able to see what’s behind it.

After a few minutes of quasi-silence and smiling at another she finally broke the silence and said, “So, I want to ask you a question.”

“Go for it.”

“Tell me The StoneCraft’s secrets.”

“What?”

“Yes,” she reiterated, “Tell me your secrets.”

“You mean the secrets I swore to keep, well, secret?”

Nodding she said, “Yep.  Tell me the secrets of what are you called?  A Master Craftsman?  Isn’t that the highest you can go and surely you know where the treasure is buried?”

“Megan!  You want me to tell you The StoneCraft’s secrets?”

Nodding she said, “Yes.  Oh, come on.  Besides, it’s all just a bunch of fucking horseshit anyway that doesn’t amount to fuck.”

Looking at her beverage I estimated that she had now consumed about three fourths of it, and I was absolutely sure that she was feeling no pain and her tongue was clearly loose as well using such language as fucking horseshit and doesn’t amount to fuck as those were not words she used day to day.

“So, you want me to break my oath of silence?”

Nodding excitedly, she said, “Yes!”

Thinking to myself I then said, “Okay Megan, what the fuck!  But you must swear that you will never repeat any of this to a soul, anywhere, ever, no matter what, no matter how mad you might ever be at me.  Do you agree?”

“Of course.”

“Okay, first off, there is no treasure.”

Nodding she said, “Mmmm hmmm, they just haven’t told you where it is yet.  Go on.”

Continuing, I told her of my initiation ceremony and my journey around never never land, the secret handshake that was imparted to me, as well as the oath that I took.  I then told her of the additional pledge that I took and that if I broke my silence, I would forfeit my God given right to be a man and would suffer exactly as Eve did when she betrayed Adam in the Garden of Eden.

“So, Chris, that’s it?”

“That’s it!”

“What’s the big deal with that?  I already knew all of that?”

“Explain by what you mean that you already knew all of that, if you please?”

“Every bit of what you just said is published and is in books that talk about The StoneCraft and their secrets, plus it’s all over the internet.”

“It is?”

“It is!”

Sitting there with a disgusted look on my face I asked, “So, now that I’ve broken my oath and have told you everything that was supposed to remain secret you are telling me that the shit was already published?  In books?  And on the net?  Is that what you are telling me?”

Nodding she said, “That is exactly what I am telling you.  It’s not so secret after all.”

Right about that time our food arrived and as it did our conversation stopped, which was okay on one hand as I was all ready to eat.  However, on another I was discouraged as all the stuff that I’d been told was secret was apparently not all that classified after all and that was very disappointing.  After all, part of the fun of a secret is knowing something that no one else knows.

I had been told all my life about The StoneCraft and what a great organization they were and what a difference they could make in one’s life and come to find out their secrets were all over the web and in great detail at that.  Well fuck!


Chapter 5

After dinner was over Megan and I took a ride share back to our apartment and as soon as we walked through the front door, she set her purse down on the counter, kicked off her heels and plopped down on the sofa and said, “Chris, please join me,” and patted the cushion next to hers.

Apparently, she wanted to chat, or so I thought, and as I sat down next to her, she smiled warmly and then said, “Happy birthday, birthday boy, I hope you had a great one.”

I could tell she was still feeling the effects of the alcohol by her speech and actions throughout the evening as she was typically a bit more reserved, but it had loosened her inhibitions and she was speaking a little more freely than she normally would have.  In a way I liked it as she’d finally broken the ice, but in another I did not, as it seemed that needing to use liquor as liquid courage wasn’t natural and that people shouldn’t have to do such things to say what was on their mind.  But then again, it was too late to change anything and since it was about to work to my advantage, what the heck?

“I did, and I can’t thank you enough for your hospitality.  Megan, you are indeed an absolutely wonderful friend, probably the best I’ve ever had if you want to know the truth.”

As she sat there smiling at me warmly, I knew what was going on inside her head, as her comments from earlier, as well as her body language, said it all.  Now, make no mistake, the alcohol she and I had both consumed was a factor, there was no denying that tidbit. But more so, the pent-up mutual attraction that we apparently had for one another had been bubbling under the surface for some time and it seemed to be rising to the top. 

Looking down and then back up she said, “At the restaurant I think I might have done something which was a bit unexpected when I, well, ….”

“Kissed me?”

Chuckling she said, “Yes.”

“I have to admit, you did catch me a bit off guard but, if truth be told, I think it was a long time coming, don’t you?”

With an ear to ear smile she said, “Yes.  I do.  Isn’t it funny how two people can feel the same thing for one another for so long and not act on it?  I guess sometimes a little alcohol goes a long way, though I wish I could have just said it without the assistance of the Moscow Mule or Mules,” and she then chuckled.

Was she reading my mind?

Glazing over it, I nodded and then said, “It certainly is.  Why do people who have mutual attraction toward one another often wait so long to get together?”

“Probably because they both like the friendship that they have which goes along with it.  You know how it is, one or both are afraid that if they step across the line and the other party doesn’t feel the same way they may lose that as well, and for some reason they’d rather continue on with the status quo.  Isn’t that silly?”

Nodding, I said, “It is.  I think the one thing I’ve learned over the course of time, especially recently ….”

“Maybe even tonight?” she interjected.

Nodding, I continued, “Yes, maybe even as recent as that,” and we both laughed.

“Megan, when it comes down to it, sometimes you just have to take that chance. If you don’t, you’ll never know, and life’s too short to waste a mountain of time waiting to find out if the person you care about feels the same way about you.  Don’t you agree?”

“Truer words were never spoken.”

After we sat there silently for a few moments I asked, “So, do you regret your actions?”

Smiling, she shook her head gently and then turned slightly toward me and said, “No.  You know that thing you said about how there comes a time when you have to decide whether you are going to take a chance or not?  I took it and am waiting to find how it played out.”

“What if it turns out differently than how you thought it would?  What will you do then?”

“Shut up and kiss me.”

As our heads slowly moved toward one another I closed my eyes and before I knew it our flesh was soon pressed together and the softness of her lips against mine was extraordinary. It was even better than the peck she had given me at the restaurant as I was now able to savor her tender kiss at length.  It was something I had thought about many times in the past.  I had even fantasized about it in my bedroom late at night on more than one occasion. I had thought about how great it would be to hold her in my arms and ultimately make love to her.

Opening her mouth, I quickly accepted her invitation and our tongues were soon embroiled in deep and passionate kissing which the two of us were clearly enjoying.  Soon our hands began to roam across one another’s bodies and the feel of her flesh beneath my hands excited me even more as her skin was soft to the touch and as I breathed in, I caught her scent which seemed to arouse me even more than I already was.  I soon felt her graze across my swollen manhood and as she noticed my excitement she pulled back slightly, smiled and said, “Why don’t we get more comfortable?” and then stood up, extended her hand and helped raise me off the couch.

Still holding onto my hand, she led me to her bedroom where she turned on the lamp on her bedside table and as it came on it gave off a faint glow, just barely illuminating the room, providing the perfect romantic setting.  Megan then looked up at me, smiled, put her arms around my neck and gave me a quick passionate kiss before stepping back and taking the straps of her white and pink floral print dress and pulled them over her shoulders and as she did so her garment quickly fell to the floor.  Within seconds she reached around and unhooked her bra and as it dropped to the ground it immediately released her firm breasts which were now fully on display to me.

Standing there before me, wearing nothing but her black thong, I was captivated by her perfect body which in my opinion was more enticing than any porn star I had ever seen. She was the most gorgeous female I had ever laid eyes upon.  As my eyes scanned her from top to bottom, she was clearly exquisite in every way, and her breasts were no exception as they were medium size with nipples that had a slightly dark tone to them as well as small areolas, perfect and just how I liked them.  Gazing into her wanton eyes which were fixed upon me I could see a passion burning in her soul and I knew at that moment, beyond the shadow of a doubt that she was ready to take me, right then and there.

With her thumbs she took the sides of her thong and inched it downward slightly and with a few nudges it quickly fell to her feet, and she stepped out of it.  Now with her womanhood now in plain sight I examined her and could see that she was clean shaven which excited me even more.

Stepping up to her I kissed her briefly before she pulled back and then unbuttoned my shirt in record time and then quickly looked up at me and smiled.  Before I knew it, she had unhooked my belt, released my pants, and had even pulled my underwear down, causing my manhood to spring free, which she took into her palm and then wrapped her hand softly around it.  Kissing me passionately she began to massage me and then whispered, “How does that feel?”

“Oh Megan, that is absolutely wonderful.”

Stepping back, she said, “Chris, you’ve not felt anything yet my dear.”

Pushing me down onto the bed she then joined me and kissed me before moving to my nipples which she took into her mouth and began sucking on them gently, driving me absolutely out of my mind and causing me to moan as I had never had a woman do that to me before.

“Oh God, Megan, where did you learn to do that?” I asked.

Not answering she continued pleasuring my nipples until she finally began to move downward toward my privates.  As she took my manhood into her mouth and began to massage my tip with her tongue, I thought I was absolutely going to lose it right there as the pleasure I was experiencing was just out of this world.  In all of my thirty three years, I had never felt the sensation I was experiencing at that moment as it was mind blowing to say the least.

Ceasing her efforts, she then climbed up, took my member in her hand and rubbed it against her womanhood which was already wet, clearly from the excitement she had incurred as a result of our foreplay.  Holding my manhood steady she then began to slowly lower herself upon me, and as I entered her, she moaned slightly.  Looking up at her I heard her gasp briefly and then noted that the expression upon her face indicated she was experiencing nothing but pure pleasure.

Megan was extremely wet, indicating that she was clearly turned on, which I noted by the way she took me inside so quickly and easily.  Now fully inside her I was amazed at how tight she was, and it was such an erotic feeling and I don’t recall any other woman I dated that felt quite that way.  It was clear that her womanhood had me in its grip and I loved it.  But considering that, plus the fact that she was so beautiful, I had a new problem, how long could I last?  I certainly did not want to disappoint her and at the point felt under pressure to try and control myself and not shoot too quickly.

As she slowly moved up and down, she said, “Oh Chris, you feel so good sweetie, and you are so big and feel me up completely.”

Reaching up I cupped her soft supple breasts and as I took them into me hands said, “Megan, you feel wonderful, oh God absolutely wonderful.”

Smiling at me she continued riding me and then looked down at me and said, “I’m glad Chris.  I want to make you feel good.”

As she continued rocking me, I knew I wasn’t going to last much longer, however, I didn’t want to disappoint her either, but before I could say anything she said, “You’re about ready, aren’t you?”

Nodding, I looked at her with an inquisitive expression and asked, “Yeah, how could you tell?”

Smiling she said, “A girl just knows these things, it’s our job.”

Women are intuitive and tend to know when a man is ready as they can feel him swelling up inside them as well as taking notice of their breathing and facial expressions, as well as their overall level of excitement.

After a few moments had elapsed, she bit her lower lip, shot me a grin and then shook her head and said, “Let it go Chris.”

“But Megan I want to make sure that you ….”

Shaking her head she said, “Don’t worry about me.  It’s your birthday Chris and this is my very special present to you,” and she then began to move up and down at an even faster rate and on top of that I suddenly noticed that she was making herself even tighter than she already was, and with that I knew I would not last long at all.

Now riding me like a cowgirl would at a bull riding contest she began to talk dirty to me and said, “Does my pussy feel good baby?”

Nodding I eeked out, “Oh yes.”

“Good, I want you to let it go and shoot it deep inside me Chris.  I want you to blast your wad as hard and deep as you can and fill my pussy up like it’s never been before.  Can you do that for me baby?”

“Oh God Megan, I’m losing it, I can’t….”

Not able to hold back any longer I admitted defeat and with one great burst I finally released and as I did so I moaned loudly as I emptied myself inside of her.  Though I had essentially finished I could see that she was riding me until the end as she was going to make sure that my manhood was completely drained as she was determined to extract every last drop from me.  Looking up at her I could see her smiling, almost laughing, as she was loving every minute of it as it had clearly been her goal to make sure that I was completely satisfied, and finally she came to a stop.

Taking both of her hands she flicked her long hair behind her and then leaned down and began kissing me and then putting her mouth to my ear asked, “I hope you had a happy birthday?”

Still trying to catch my breath I said, “Oh Megan, I think this is about the best birthday present I’ve ever had.”

“I was hoping you would say that handsome,” as she ran her hands across my hairy chest and then added, “There’s an old saying where my family comes from in Eastern Europe that tells you how to take care of a man.”

Looking at her intently I asked, “Really?  What is it?”

“The best translation is something like, If you keep your man fed and fucked he will always be happy and won’t stray.”

“Works for me, and with what you just delivered what man in their right mind would?” and we both laughed.

She kissed me once more and then rolled off and curled up beside me.  Afterward we held one another closely and talked for a bit but didn’t last too long as the calisthenics of the evening had knocked us out and before we knew it, we were fast asleep.


Chapter 6

I woke the next morning to the sun peeping through the sides of the lacy floral print curtain in Megan’s room and initially I pulled the cover over my head trying to shield my eyes from the light.  A few moments later it was clear this would be in vain as her bed covers were all white and they didn’t provide much protection from sunlight, so I sat up and grabbed my phone from the bedside table to check messages.

Glancing to my right I noticed the spot next to me was empty and I soon noticed the smell of breakfast in the air as apparently Megan had gotten up before me and was in the kitchen whipping something up.  She surprised me from time to time with a special breakfast but apparently, she was up and at ‘em early after our night of making love and I looked forward to what she was preparing.

Checking my messages, I saw that I had a missed call and also had a voicemail from Brian at the lodge who asked me to call him and from his tone he sounded displeased.  Dialing his number back ASAP he picked up quickly and I said, “Hi Brian this is Chris, and I’m sorry that I missed your call.”

In a very serious tone he said, “Chris, do you have a moment to talk to me?”

“Well yes, of course.”

“I want to talk to you about some very serious allegations made against you last night by a member of our order.”

“What?”  I asked.  “Allegations against me?  By whom?  You’re kidding?  What did I do?”

“I was informed that last night while at The ChopHouse you talked with a female about our organization in depth and discussed our initiation ceremony, our secret handshake, our oath, and finally the additional pledge regarding the penalty that would befall you if you ever revealed any of it, and I’m going to ask you right here and now if you deny that?”

Well fuck, I thought to myself, when it comes right down to it, I was guilty, I blabbed.  The previous evening while we had been sitting there at the table having drinks and one thing led to another, primarily our conversation, the next thing I knew I had told her everything.  But how could he have known?  There was no way.

“What if I deny it?”

“Then, we would have a trial where evidence and witnesses would be brought in against you and ….”

“Okay Brian, I mean Worthy StoneMaster, you can stop.  It’s okay, I get it.  Look, I’m not going to make any excuses, not for a second, and I really need to apologize for my actions last night and I’m not going to insult you or the fraternity with any bullshit excuses.  I fully admit that I was out of line and potentially acted inappropriately as far as safeguarding the secrets of a Master Craftsman and The StoneCraft due to the effects of alcohol.  I know that’s not a valid excuse, but it is what it is.”

After a long silence he said, “Chris, I appreciate how you admitted your transgression against the organization, and it means a lot that you did not try and lie and cover it up as so many might have, and I personally thank you.  However, the fact that you did remains, and I am sorry to inform you that since you have broken your vows you are no longer welcome in our organization and are no longer a member of our ancient order.  To avoid embarrassment to yourself and our membership please do not come down to the lodge building as that would just make things worse.  Do you understand?”

“Well, yeah.  I get it.  But Brian, I’m out?  All the way?  Just like that?”

“I’m sorry Chris, but you are and in accordance with the terms of your oath to our craft you have forfeited certain rights given to you at birth, if you remember.  Do you understand?”

I couldn’t believe the guy was bringing that up.  Was he trying to tell me that I was just out of the club or that I would soon live out the remainder of my days as Eve?  A female?  And that would be my fate?  This motherfucker clearly had a screw loose and if they were all like him maybe this was a good thing after all because what he’d just insinuated was pure science fiction.

“Do I understand?  Well, I hear what you’re saying to me, and I get it, I’m out, all the way out, but live out the remainder of my days as Eve?”

I then quickly added, “By the way, can you tell me one more thing before we hang up?” I asked, “How did you know?”

Chuckling briefly, he said, “By now you should know that our people are from all walks of life and all professions, and we have members who work at The ChopHouse who heard your conversation and relayed it to us.  Chris, our people are everywhere.  I am sorry that you decided to break your vows, but it is done, and your fate is sealed.  I wish you well,” and the line went silent.

Well shit!  I thought to myself.  Was there as a server, busboy or manager that just happened to hear me running my big mouth and now I was out, just like that?  It was over?  Well, fuck em!  I’d been growing tired of them and their boring bullshit for some time and it was just as well.  Now I didn’t have to think about how to get away from them and their boring load of crap as they had gotten rid of me, and in so many ways it was a sense of relief, and I was free.

Looking at the foot of the bed I could see my bathrobe lying there.  Megan must have gotten it out of my bedroom and placed it there so I could put it on once I got up, which was very thoughtful.  As I slipped it on, I thought about how I had lost my affiliation with The StoneCraft of which I had mixed emotions.  But then again, I had gained Megan, which was worth much more as the prospect of a potential future with her made me happier than ever.

Now wearing my dark blue terry cloth bathrobe, I headed into the kitchen where Megan was busy working on breakfast and as she saw me said, “Hi,” and an ear-to-ear smile came across her face as I walked up to her, put my arms around her and kissed her.

“Hi yourself.  What are you making?”

Pulling away and returning to her cooking she said, “Breakfast for you silly.  What does it look like?”

“It sure does smell good.”

“It’s nothing too complex just some microwave bacon, toast with butter, and some instant oatmeal.  Oh, and some fresh strawberries.  Not breakfast at a high-end hotel but it should get us down the road.”

“Well, I think it is it smells wonderful, and I appreciate you taking the time to put it together for us.”

Giving me a quick peck on the lips she said, “My pleasure Chris.  Just trying to make sure that you have a great birthday.”

“And you’ve done a wonderful job.  Best birthday I can remember.”

“Good answer,” she said as she winked at me.

Eventually, we sat down to eat and with it being light fare it didn’t take too long to scarf it down.  As I finished up, I said, “Megan that really hit the spot, thanks.”

“You are most welcome.  Oh, by the way, don’t you have a StoneCraft meeting tonight?”

Rolling my eyes up in my head I said, “Well, ummm, I think I’m not going to have to worry about that very much going forward.”

With a puzzled look on her face, she turned her head slightly to the right and asked, “Really?  What do you mean?”

“It’s kind of like this,” and I then shared the contents of my telephone conversation with Brian, The Worthy StoneMaster, from a few minutes prior and as I finished I asked, “Well, what do you think?”

“So, it sounds like you’re out?”

Nodding I said, “Yep, sure does.”

“Well, you weren’t really all that happy anyway, so it must be freeing, at least to some degree.”

“Ya know, it really is, and even though it’s over I do have to accept some responsibility for getting myself into it.”

Once again turning her head sideways she asked, “And how is that?”

“I joined for all the wrong reasons.  My initial thoughts were that it would connect me with all the right people which would help me to fuel my social media management business, but I quickly found out that all the guys there were regular dudes like me.  They are just folks involved with real estate and insurance, a guy that has a pet sitting business, and even a dude that’s an independent financial planner, like I said, all just like me, trying to meet people and make a little money.  It was a far cry from what I originally envisioned as an organization laden with high rollers that execute secret backroom deals, you know, the boys that make the world go round.”

Resting her chin on her folded hands, she said, “I’m sorry, I can tell you’re disappointed, and it seems like you’re more let down because the group was not what you thought it was, versus you being thrown out.”

Nodding, I said, “Yeah, I’ve got plenty of business already which I get from referrals as well as off the net because I’ve got a pretty good reputation in the industry you know, so being cast out, so to speak is secondary.  But you’re right, it was just a bunch of stuff I had dreamed up from watching too many movies about the global power brokers that make stuff happen and I wanted to be connected to them.  Unfortunately, there were no billionaires, captains of industry, global finance ministers and hell, not even one politician.  So, in the end I guess I got what I deserved as I was looking to join for my own selfish purposes.”

After a few moments of silence, she said, “Oh Chris, don’t be so hard on yourself.  You know that every one of those guys are in it because they’re trying to network and make some money.  Why else would one do it?  Anyway, based on what you’ve told me it didn’t sound all that fun, except for the food part.”

I sat there silently for some time saying nothing and she finally asked, “Are you okay?”

Nodding I said, “I’m happy but I’m sad, kind of bittersweet, ya know?”

Climbing on top she straddled me and said, “I think I know a way to turn your bittersweet into sweet.”

“You do?”

Nodding she said, “Mmmm, hmmm, I’ve got one more present to give you birthday boy as your party isn’t over,” and she gave me a quick peck on the lips.


Chapter 7

With my membership in The StoneCraft now a thing of the past I had plenty of free time on my hands and decided to try and put it to use by doing a little bit of marketing to fuel my social media management business, probably the method I should have used in the first place and if I had I would not have wasted half a year of my life trying to take a shortcut to success as sometimes it’s just plain old sweat of the brow that makes things happen.

My relationship with Megan had definitely changed, and our status of roomies had evolved into one of lovers and the two of us just couldn’t seem to get enough of one another as our newfound romance blossomed into a full-blown love affair.  We were like two bunnies in heat and there was no stopping us.

It had been exactly two days since our big date at The ChopHouse where we had finally connected, oh, and let’s not forget to mention me being thrown out of The StoneCraft the day after while I’m at it as they were both significant events. 

As I was saying, it had been two days since that evening, and I had begun to feel somewhat strange and was having a variety of symptoms which were quite uncommon to me. This concerned me as I had always been the picture of health during my thirty-three years on planet Earth and feeling bad was something that just didn’t happen to me anyway. 

It was very peculiar as the initial symptoms appeared they were virtually insignificant and considering that I was healthy as a horse and always had been, I was in denial that something might be wrong with me.  However, as time wore on, I began to feel a loss of appetite and felt dehydrated, and strangely enough I didn’t feel as energized as normal and felt like I wasn’t getting enough sleep, even though I knew I was when Megan and I weren’t humping like bunnies.

Day three.  New symptoms continued to emerge including breast tenderness, which totally caught me off guard, because in all my life I had never ever experienced anything such as that.  Oddly enough, I also noted that my skin seemed to be slightly softer and smoother, which in my opinion was weird to say the least as I was used to my hide being a slightly rougher texture.  As I stood in front of the mirror that evening before bed looking at my reflection, I noticed that my facial features seemed a bit softer and not as rugged and looking closer I noted that the pores on my nose which were generally large, looked smaller as well.

Day four.  Heading to the bathroom mirror I was appalled as I didn’t need to shave, which was bizarre as I was a guy that needed to shave every single day, and on top of that I noticed another strange thing as my body hair seemed thinner and in many places such as my legs it was totally gone.

Day five.  As I had previously stated, my relationship with Megan was in full swing and we were enjoying getting to know one another as that’s what couples new to a relationship do, right?  However, strangely enough I seemed to be having a hard time getting it up, and never in my life had I experienced that, and additionally, it seemed like my equipment was a bit smaller.  Was it my imagination?  Yes, it had to be as anything else was simply not possible.

Day six.  After getting out of the shower I noticed the oddest thing, that my derriere was plumper as well as rounder, and as I continued to look at myself in the mirror it was undeniable that my hips and thighs seemed wider as well, and I had an hourglass figure to boot.  The fact that my arms seemed smaller than normal also got my attention, but more disturbing than that was the fact that I seemed to be developing breasts.  Despite the fact that they were small, the truth remained, that they were in the early stages of development, and if things continued, I would soon have a pair of titties.

Reaching to grab my deodorant I noticed another change, that the bathroom counter was higher than normal, but further examination showed that was not the case as the problem was with me.  I appeared to be shorter, which would be normal if I were seventy years of age as people frequently lose height as they become elderly.  However, I was in my early thirties and symptoms like that should have been several decades away at a minimum.  Despite that my height was down a few inches and I wasn’t going to get out a tape measure to check exactly how much, I was perplexed enough by all the other changes that had been happening to my body.

Not wanting to seem paranoid, I talked to Megan about my symptoms and went over them with her one by one and she admitted that I was not paranoid. Something seemed wrong because I did not seem like myself and my symptoms were undeniable as well as bizarre.  She concluded that if I had not improved within a day or two that I should make an appointment and go see the doctor. I fully agreed as it seemed that my appearance was almost, well, feminine, which disturbed me to say the least.

The next morning, I awoke to the sun peeking around the curtains in Megan’s room which seemed to be a recurring theme.  Facing the east this was unavoidable and as I mentioned previously her white curtains didn’t provide much protection against the rays of the rising sun.  Looking next to me it was clear that she had gotten up way earlier or had slept in my room since when we had gone to bed, I had told her that I didn’t feel good, so it was entirely possibly she’d left me in her room to rest and slept in mine.

As I threw the covers back, I swung my legs over the side of the bed and prepared to stand and the first thing I noticed was that my feet were not touching the ground which was strange as I had long legs.  Scooching off the bed I finally landed on the floor and was still befuddled at what the issue could possibly be since I wasn’t fully awake yet.  No matter, stepping in front of the dresser I caught a glimpse of myself and was shocked as my vision came into focus. 

Standing there before me was striking young woman wearing a t-shirt and boxer shorts in her early thirties with black hair and green eyes, about five to six inches shorter than me, making her about 5’6”, and if what I was thinking was true that was the reason my feet were not touching the floor as I sat on the side of the bed.  As bizarre as it seemed I was now a woman, or least one was looking back at me through my eyes.   

As I made a series of motions in the looking glass such as winking at myself, waving, jumping up and down and even making a dancing motion she repeated them.  I then spoke to myself and as I did a feminine tone rolled out of my mouth which got my attention and proved to me it was real.  That or I was in the middle of a serious dream or nightmare.

Okay, what do you do when you wake up and you’re a woman?  That was the first question on my mind.  Then, suddenly it hit me.  Oh fuck!  Could it be?  The StoneCraft’s oath!  I had broken it, big time, and supposedly the punishment was that one would be forced to live out the remainder of their days just as Eve had when she fucked up and got her and Adam thrown out of the Garden of Eden.  No!  Was it true?  Or would I be waking up soon and have a good laugh with Megan over breakfast where I shared the story in great detail telling her that for a few moments I truly thought it was real and that I was actually a female.  Afterward we would have a good laugh and then a quick roll in the sack before work.

However, until that happened, and I confirmed that it was a dream how should I proceed?  Walk into the next room, show her the new me, she screams and calls the police and I’m never allowed to explain as I’m ejected from the apartment into the street.  From there I become a homeless woman who is forced to forge a new life for herself in the streets, fighting off alcoholics and drug addicts who want nothing more than to use my supple young body to pleasure themselves and end up forcing me into prostitution.  Going forward I have no choice but to submit myself, that or be beaten, to a never-ending stream of John’s who are simply looking to satisfy their urges as they relieve themselves into my womanhood, and in the end exposing me to a variety of STD’s and potentially pregnancy.  I could see it now, wearing nothing but rags pulled out of dumpsters and lying on a stained mattress right next to my shopping cart there I am, giving birth.  Accompanied only by my best friend, a toothless woman named Marie, who spends a great deal of time talking to herself and claiming she is Dean Martin’s ex-wife.  I didn’t know if that was true or not, but one thing was obvious and that was that she hadn’t had a bath since his show was on TV.  Was this my fate to end up on the street with such a bleak future, all because I had broken my oath to my brethren?

Opening the door slightly and peeking through the crack I could see Megan sitting at the kitchen table in her nightgown playing on her phone and having a cup of coffee so I slowly closed it and thought about how it should handle this very delicate hard to explain situation.

Picking up my cell from her bedside table I sat down and sent her a text message, Good morning.

She replied, And good morning to you handsome.

Oh boy I thought to myself, I was definitely not feeling that way at the moment.

Why don’t you come in the kitchen and have coffee with me? 

There’s something I wanted to talk with you about first.

Would you not prefer to talk about it in person?  After all, I’m only a couple of feet away from you.

Looking up and then back down I replied, Well, it’s kind of a sensitive matter.

It’s kind of a sensitive matter and you would prefer to text with me?  You’ve got to be kidding?  Do I just need to come in there? and I then heard her chair moving slightly screeching on the floor.

No, please don’t, not yet anyway.  There’s something I need to try and explain to you to prepare you for what I’m getting ready to tell you, okay?

After about a thirty second pause she continued, Chris, you’re not getting ready to tell me that you and I are through, are you?  You’ve now fucked me a dozen times or so and that’s it and you’re through with me!  If you are that would not make me very happy, especially if you’re doing it via text, and if that’s the case maybe you or I one need to start packing our shit right now.

Megan, I can assure you beyond the shadow of a doubt that’s not the case at all, and if anyone is getting ready to get upset with anyone it will probably be you toward me and not the other way around.

That’s a real brain teaser, so let’s go down the list.  One, I already know you are not breaking up with me.  So, is it something like you don’t want to break up with me but you’ve got another girlfriend besides me, and you need to get rid of her?

No.

You’re bi and have a boyfriend as well?

No.

You are already married?

No.

You are in trouble with the law?

No.

Children from a previous relationship and/or behind on child support?

No.  I think it would be best if I just told you because you will never figure it out, and you’re not going to believe it even when I tell you.

The next thing I knew I heard the door fling open and as I looked up there stood Megan in the doorway who was looking at me in disbelief.  After a few moments she said, “Oh my God, Chris, you’re a woman, an actual fucking woman!”


Chapter 8

“Yes, I truly am and I’m also kind of shocked that you actually believe me, as I was absolutely positive that once you saw me that you would call the police and have me thrown out of this apartment.  There’s no possible way that your roommate Chris could have turned into a girl, and who could have blamed you?  I wouldn’t have,” I announced in my new soft feminine voice.

Shaking her head, she said, “I would be a fool not to believe you considering all the biological changes that have been happening over the past week.  Looking back, it is clear that your transition has been in progress for seven days or so.  Chris, are you thinking what I am?”

Nodding, I said, “That The StoneCraft did this?  That it wasn’t all a bunch of bullshit and they followed through on their promise when I violated my oath?  You mean like that?”

Shaking her head, she said, “Yep, exactly what I was thinking, great minds truly do think alike.”

Now clearly annoyed she added, “Damn it, Chris, I told you not to get mixed up with that bunch of weirdos from the start and now look what’s happened to you.”

“What can I say?  You’re right, and I should have listened to you, and at this point wish I would have because in my wildest dreams I never expected anything like this!”

Shaking her finger at me she said, “And, and on top of that I had a very nice and cute boyfriend who I had been pining after for a very long time, and when I finally hook up with him, poof, he’s turned into a woman.  Well, I guess I shouldn’t be too surprised, my last boyfriend left me because he decided that he was gay and told me it wasn’t me, that it was him, and I accepted that.  But now I’m beginning to wonder because I’ve lost another, not exactly like the last one but kind of along the same lines.  Maybe it's time for me to hang it up.  That or just throw in the towel and become a lesbian.”

“Megan, I’m sorry. I don’t like this any better than you do and nobody, I repeat, nobody, is more disappointed than me.  I was thrilled about the relationship we had just started and was totally looking forward to it as at long last, we had finally gotten together.  Trust me, this was the last thing that I wanted,” and I then began to cry, wiping the tears out of my eyes as I sniffled.

Sitting down next to me she said, “I’m sorry Chris, I shouldn’t have been so hard on you after what just happened to you, I’m sure it’s pretty traumatizing.”

Nodding I said, “To say the least.”

After a few moments of silence, she asked, “So, you were actually thinking that what you and I had going was a relationship?”

“Yeah, I was.  I know we hadn’t actually used that phrase yet but yeah, that was what was going on in my mind anyway, and I was looking forward to what lie ahead.  Come on!  You’re a great girl and what guy wouldn’t want to be with you?”

Smiling at me she said, “Thanks, that means a lot and that was what I had been hoping as well.  I guess we were thinking the exact same thing.”

I looked at her and smiled gently and said, “Thanks Megan.”

“Chris, you’re a good guy, even though you’re girl.”

We both chuckled at her comment, and I then added, “I am what I am.  I think?”

“So, the big question on my mind is, where do I go from here?  I wonder if there’s any possibility that I can get changed back?”

“The big question on my mind is how the hell did you get changed in the first place, that’s what I want to know.”

Shrugging my shoulders I said, “The curse of The StoneCraft?”

“Oh no, I don’t buy that at all, there’s not anything supernatural about it.  Somebody, somewhere did this to you and I guarantee you the cause is one hundred percent scientific.”

In an inquisitive tone I said, “You seem pretty sure about that.”

“Of course, I’m sure.  Chris, I don’t believe in hocus pocus garbage and we will find out in the end there was nothing magical about it.”

Sitting there tapping her forefinger on her chin, she said, “Let’s go back to the beginning, where it all began, the night we had dinner at The ChopHouse, as that’s the best place to start.  However, before we do that let’s get this day started and then we can begin working on solving this mystery and see if there’s any possibility that we can return you back to normal.”

Hopping off the bed she grabbed me by the hand and pulled me up and said, “Come on, let’s get something to eat,” and she led me into the kitchen.

“Now that you’re no longer my big strong man whom I’m looking to impress with my food preparation skills I’m putting you to work, so come in here and help me get our breakfast put together,” and she then added, “Please.  Sorry I didn’t mean to sound bossy.”

Shrugging my shoulders I said, “It’s okay, you know how territorial we females are when it comes to another woman being in our kitchen.”

She laughed and said, “You’re learning fast Chris, you’re learning fast.”


Chapter 9

After washing up the breakfast dishes, Megan suggested I take a shower and while doing so she would go through some of her clothes and find something for me to wear as it was clear that nothing in my wardrobe would possibly fit.  This was true as my new figure was a little curvier, my decreased weight had significantly lessened my body mass, and not to mention my decreased height. 

Taking off my clothes, I stepped into the shower and immediately felt the spray of the water bouncing against my flesh. I grabbed the bar of soap from the holder, rotated it several times and then began washing myself.  As I looked down, I saw my new body, now unclothed, for the very first time, I was slightly in awe of my new condition as I had been given a nice figure.  With my hands now traveling across my breasts it was impossible not to notice how firm they were as they also had large dark areolas which were sensitive to the touch as I brushed across them. 

Looking down further, I was able to confirm what I already knew, the one thing no man, or even a previous one as in my case, wants to face, is that their manhood no longer exists.  It was true, as it was gone and that area of my body was completely flat, with the exception of the patch of hair that was present.  Otherwise, its contents had been removed by my brethren for my breach of the oath and it was clear I was looking more and more like Eve by the moment, just as the penalty stated.

Extremely curious about my new female body I reached down and began exploring and quickly identified my newfound womanhood.  As I found my clitoris, I noticed that it was sensitive to the touch and my brushing against it had felt very nice, so I decided to check it out even further and began rubbing it in a circular motion and the sensation was incredible, so powerful in fact that it almost took my breath away.  Wow, I thought to myself, this was awesome, and it was clear that I would orgasm if I kept doing what I was doing.  However, I was also curious what the sensation was like with penetration, as that’s what women normally experience during intercourse, right? 

Lying down in the tub I raised my legs where my ankles were resting on the edges of the tub and then taking my left hand, I inserted my middle finger in my opening and as I did, I let out a gentle moan as the pleasure of it going inside me was so intense it was impossible not to.  Still using my left hand, I plunged my finger in and out of myself while I massaged my womanhood with the other, all the while fighting not to make noise as I was afraid that Megan would hear me.  As the tingling built inside me, I thought I was going to go out of my mind as I’d never ever felt anything so good, even in my previous life as a man, as it was incredible to say the least. 

Now whimpering from the overwhelming gratification, I continued massaging my womanhood harder and faster as I was almost there, and I could tell that this was going to be like no other climax I had experienced in my life.  The sensations going on internally were phenomenal and the pure excitement of it all was causing a build up inside me, not unlike a volcano working its way to an eruption, and I knew that a mind-blowing experience as I had never envisioned, one that was simply out of this world was just around the corner.  Just as suddenly and without warning I arrived and in one great explosion of what could only be termed as pure bliss my entire body convulsed and as it did, I let out one long moan in my new feminine tone, which would have been impossible for the dead not to hear.  In those final seconds as I arrived, I felt a sense of physical and emotional fulfillment as I never had as it was almost spiritual in nature.  It was as if though my heart, mind, body, and soul were one and I felt a sense of peace that I had never known, and it was purely magical to say the least.  Afterward I lay there for some time, trying to catch my breath, in awe of the unbelievable pleasure that had brought me to heights I had never thought possible.  Meanwhile I lay there, on the floor of the tub, simply content with reliving the past couple of minutes in my mind, as the showerhead continued to rain itself upon me.

Eventually I got up, finished cleaning up, and got out of the shower and wrapped in my towel.  As I walked into the bedroom there stood Megan who was smiling at me.  After a few seconds she asked, “Have a good shower?” and she then chuckled.

“I guess you heard me?”

“I did.  Checking out your new body I’ll wager?”

“Well, I ….”

“Chris, it’s okay.  I’m not surprised.”

“You’re not?”

Shaking her head she said, “When you got in the shower, I fully suspected you would try and get to know your new body, after all you’re a man in the body of a pretty young woman.  It would be pretty common for a guy in such a situation to live out their new fantasy as a girl, almost like you might see on a porn site.  How am I doing?”

Looking at her I said, “Megan, you’re the coolest girl on planet Earth.”

“Thanks.”

Shaking my head I said, “No, I mean it, you really are because you understand men and realize our little quirks and you’re okay with them.  I’m going to tell you this right here and now and hopefully it doesn’t freak you out, okay?”

“After what I’ve seen this morning, I don’t think there’s too much that could but go ahead.”

Rocking my head from side to side I said, “Good point.  Anyway, if I ever get back to my old body and become a man again, I’m going to marry you, because you are the perfect woman.  My search is over, I’ve found you.  So there, my offer is on the table.”

Smiling at me she said, “And what makes you think I would say yes?” and then looked at me as though she were somewhat agitated.

“Oh, well, I would hope you would.  If you did, you would make me the happiest man ….”

“Yes?”

“Okay, if I was a guy, you would make me the happiest guy in the world.  You don’t have to answer now.  You’ve got until I turn back into a man.”

“And if that ever happens Chris, because we still don’t know how this is going to turn out.  However, I am honored that you would ask me to spend your life with you and I accept, provided you get turned back into Chris the man.  Oh, if it takes a long time or I end up meeting someone else while waiting then all bets are off.  Deal?”

Shaking hands with her I said, “Deal.”

“Come on girlfriend, I picked out a few things which I think you can potentially wear,” and then handing me a bra and panties she said, “Put these on and then we will get started.”

Looking at her slightly shocked I asked, “Here?  In front of you?”

Smiling, she shook her head and said, “Dude, I don’t care, you can do it here or go back in the bathroom and change.  For someone that just got themselves off, loudly, you’re now worried about me seeing you naked?”

Stepping back into the bathroom, I dropped my towel to the floor and put on the white panties and as I admired them in the mirror Megan spoke to me through the door, “Those undies are a string bikini, which I thought you would be more comfortable wearing since I was pretty sure you wouldn’t want a thong which is what I typically wear day to day.”

“And I appreciate that Megan, because the thought of a piece of fabric going up my ass does not fill me with glee.”

“Hey, don’t knock it until you try it.  There’s something about wearing a thong that just makes a girl feel sexy.”

“Maybe one day I will try it.  Or not,” I said in a smart-ass tone.

Walking out of the bathroom I was holding the lacey white bra over my breasts and as I looked at her said, “I’m having a bit of trouble getting this latched together.”

Laughing she said, “Turn around,” and as I did, she instantly had it hooked together in about two seconds and then added, “With a little time and practice you will be an old pro, just like me.”

“Hmmm,” she added, “I think it’s a little snug.  I typically wear a 32C and you’re a little fuller than I am, so you probably need a 32D or a 34 C or D.  We will need to take you and get you sized.”

“We do?  Do we really have to do that?” I asked as I wrinkled my forehead.

Nodding she said, “A proper fitting bra is everything, and wearing one that doesn’t cup you right can cause you to have an awful day.  You will find out.  Now, let’s try on some clothes.”


Chapter 10

It had been a full thirty days since my transformation and a lot had happened during the month that had elapsed, and I had come to terms with my new reality.  They say acceptance is key when there is any great change in one’s world, and I was working hard to embrace the fact that my past life was over as it was essentially dead and buried.  For me to be successful going forward, I had to fully accept that fact otherwise I would essentially wallow in the past, unable to forge my future and certainly unable to go forward.  Yes, it was time for me to discard the past and move into the next phase of my life as otherwise I would never, ever be able to move onward and have a life worth living.

As you know, I had always gone by Chris, short for Christopher, perfect for a guy, but now it was time for me to move on and take a handle that aligned with my physical form.  I had always been a logical person and didn’t see any sense in reinventing wheel so to speak as I had always thought the shortest point when traveling between two destinations was a straight line.  With that being said, I came up with the idea that I should go by the name Christine, at least until I had a better grasp on the current situation as it fit me perfectly and was close to Chris, the name I had used almost all of my life.

Having made that decision that the new Chris, or Christine rather needed tutelage in the fine art of living as a woman. Fortunately, Megan volunteered to teach me the ropes so I could live and act as such.  There were many things to learn in my new role as a female including wardrobe, the application of cosmetics, as well as social training.  I quickly learned that females have minor differences compared to guys when it comes to mannerisms as well as a few in the vocabulary department.  Personally, I had never given much thought to the entire business until Megan pointed it out.  There was more to being a girl than meets the eye.

So, it sounds like I decided to throw in the towel and had given up on potentially returning to my previous state of being a guy, right?  What caused me to make the decision to move on as easily as I had because it sure sounds like I had truly given up, right?  Not so, please let me explain.

During those four weeks Megan had done a ton of work trying to help me answer all the questions which were, well, unanswered.  She also spent countless hours attempting to help me determine how I had been changed into a member of the fairer sex and also trying to figure out the ultimate question:  Was there a way to potentially change me back.

First, her relentless online research into The StoneCraft eventually resulted in her locating an article from thirty-one years prior where a man in New Zealand had allegedly been turned into a woman after he revealed their secrets and within a short amount of time also discovered he was pregnant.  Strangely enough there were no follow up stories to it and there was no additional information to be found, which we found quite curious.  What happened?  Did they snuff him out?  Or did no one simply do a follow up story to it? 

In the back of my mind, it was hard not to think, Is it my fate to become pregnant as well?  That would truly make sense because after all the penalty did have language that insinuated that you would suffer as Eve.  I prayed that would not be the case as I had just become a girl and did not want to become a mother too, not yet anyway as I was still trying to get the hang of my current condition and wasn’t ready for part two, if there truly was which personally scared me to death.

Second, I don’t think I mentioned previously that Megan worked in IT security and was pretty resourceful when it came to just about everything technology related as she was a first-class professional.  She easily hacked into the restaurant’s security cam footage and found where a guy named Mike, the head waiter of the restaurant and also a member of The StoneCraft, had been eavesdropping on our conversation the night we went there for my birthday.  He subsequently went to the back of the restaurant where he placed a phone call with his cell.  About forty-five minutes later another camera showed where he went downstairs and met Brian, The Worthy StoneMaster, who gave him a small paper bag.  A short while later, additional footage showed where he used an eye dropper to put something on our desserts, more specifically, the one that was delivered to me.  It was clear that Mike had heard me disclosing the secrets of the order to Megan, had called Brian, who then delivered the mysterious substance to him which he then put in my food.  Yes, The StoneCraft was responsible for my transition, that much was clear.

Megan and I then got the idea that the best place to continue our research was at The StoneCraft building so under cover of darkness we entered via an open window which they had forgotten to latch.  Entering The Worthy StoneMaster’s office we began to look around and after a couple of minutes of searching located a safe in the wall, which was behind a painting.  This was very strange as I hadn’t seen anything like that except in old 1950s and 60s movies, which was way before I was born.  Sorry Boomers.

Not knowing what the combination was to our newly found safe we sat there puzzled for some time.  Then, just by chance I lifted up the painting slightly where I looked at the bottom right corner, and there was a label which had written on it, 36-24-36.

“Megan, I found the combo,” and I read it to her.

“Great.”

As she looked at the number she said, “Hmmm, I wonder what that means?  Are those numbers related to The StoneCraft in some way?  Is the numerical sequence significant in some way,” she asked?

Shaking my head I said, “It is not.”

“Then what?  Tell me.”

“I watch a lot of movies, like from the 1950s and 60s, and in those days, men thought 36-24-36 were the perfect measurements on a woman.”

“Dude, you’ve got to be kidding.”

I nodded and said, “Yes, strange I know.  However, it is clear that the person who picked the number for the safe combination clearly lived during that time and probably picked that sequence because it was easy to remember.”

“You know, people are always saying that we Millennials are screwed up.  But that’s okay, because I’d rather be like I am than like them, if that’s any indication of the way they thought and viewed the world.”

“Don’t be too hard on them, they were simply products of their time, just as we are.”

“Chris, or should I say Christine, you are so wise for someone so young.”

“Thanks.”

Opening the safe she removed a black metal box, sat it on the desk, and then opened it.  Inside were two rows of small vials and examining them closer I could see etched on the side of each, in very petite lettering the word Eve. 

Easing the top off of one of them, without removing it from the base in which it was anchored, she took a dropper, sucked up just a bit, and then put it in a test tube that she had brought along, just in case we found anything where we needed to collect a sample.  She then put everything back in its place, closed the safe and we returned home.

Megan seemed to know a lot of people from a wide variety of technical fields.  Don’t ask me how, she just did.  Anyway, talking to a former boyfriend of hers who was a genetic research engineer she explained the whole situation regarding me to him, which initially he found hard to grasp, and who wouldn’t, right?  Eventually said he would check it out and to send the sample we had obtained as well as a blood sample from me and overnight them to him and he would see what he could turn up.

About a week later, he called Megan and reported that he had examined the specimens she had sent him, and he was flabbergasted.  In his own words, This shit is real!  Apparently, my body had been overpowered by an aggressive virus, which was modifying my cellular structure at the most basic level.  That virus was what was in the vials in The Worthy StoneMaster’s safe, and there were clearly trace elements present in my bloodstream, but it was too late to do anything as the DNA rewrite was essentially complete.  He did say that he would do additional research and see if he thought there was any possibility that a cure could be developed but not to be too hopeful as reverse engineering the virus would be a feat unto itself.  From what he said, it could take years of research and that would be with a full team working on it as it was extremely complex and was unlike anything he had ever seen or even heard of in all his years.

That’s why I decided to try and get a move on with my life and attempt to make lemonade out of the lemons I was given since the prospect of returning from Christine to Chris seemed remote at best.  Having always considered myself an optimist I was also a realist.  I didn’t want to dwell on the past and cry in my beer and complain, I just wanted to forget it, make the best of the situation and move on, and the sooner I started the better.

I asked Megan if there was anything we could do about my identity because every government database in the land had me listed as Chris, a male, which would cause a problem at some point because eventually I would need to renew a drivers license or passport.  A Ukrainian hacker, who owed her a favor for something she helped him with a year or two back, took care of the whole thing for a small fee and poof, Chris was gone, and Christine was born.  From the state drivers license bureau, to the state department to the social security administration, I was good to go.  The guy was so good at what he did he was even able to forge, or should I say update, my birth certificate. With all that behind me I could press on and live my new life legally as Christine, which did provide some consolation.

It was now six weeks since my transition and I was doing well, or so I thought.  Initially after being transformed, I’d had my first period, yes, a real period, which was a real eye opener.  Until it happens to you, well, you just can’t imagine your snatch bleeding for almost a full week, and it was bizarre to say the least.  On top of that, I was due, or should I say overdue, and was having stirrings of morning sickness, and the prospect of what potentially lay ahead scared me to death.

After peeing on the stick since Megan was good enough to pick up a pregnancy test from the drugstore, we sat in the bathroom, me on the toilet and her on the floor and waited.  As we sat patiently and waited on the results the color on the indicator began to change, and as it did, I began to cry. 

Hugging me she said, “Honey, it’s okay.”

“Oh Megan, what am I going to do?  I’m too young to be a mother.”

“Girl, you’re actually thirty-three.  Well, that’s what your age was prior to your transition.”

Looking at me as though examining my face she then added, “And, I’m pretty sure that’s right about your chronological age in the body you’re in at present.  Christine, I would say that your biological clock is ticking.”

With tears still running down my cheeks smearing my makeup I asked, “My biological clock?” and began bawling once again.

“I’m sorry, I guess that didn’t help much did it.”

“My God Megan, I don’t even know who the father is.”

Tapping her finger on her chin she finally said, “Hmmm, now that one is a real head scratcher, isn’t it?”

Finally stopping my sniffling, I asked, “How on Earth am I going to raise this baby alone?”

“Don’t people do it all the time?”

Nodding I said, “Yes, but they’ve frequently got at least a little family to help them along.  Look at me, my parents are deceased, I am an only child, and the rest of my fragmented family lives halfway across the country in a variety of directions.  That totally makes it totally inconvenient as far as dropping little Johnny or Jennie off so they can babysit for me from time to time, don’t you think.”

“Christine, it’ll be okay, I promise.”

“That’s easy for you to say, you’re single, beautiful, and aren’t getting ready to look like you’re carrying a beach ball under your clothing for half a year, and then be imprisoned for eighteen years while the kid grows up.”

Giving me another hug, she said, “You’re just a little overwhelmed right now, which is completely normal.  Girl, you know that I’ll do anything and everything I can to help, you should know that.  You don’t think I’m getting ready to abandon you, do you?”

“Megan, I do appreciate that, I really do, but when it comes down to it the baby will be my responsibility and not yours, and I would never want to impose on you.”

“Chrissie,” she said softly, a named that she had begun to call me since I had decided to adopt the name Christine, “I’m here for you, and don’t ever forget that,” and she then took my hand and squeezed it and smiled, the first time she had been that affectionate since my transformation.

“Thanks, you’re a great friend Megan, you really are.”

Looking down and then back up she said, “There’s something I’ve been thinking about, and I guess this would be as good a time as any to talk to you about it.”

“You’re wanting me to move out?  This has all gotten too weird and you’re ready to move on?” and I then began sniffling.

Shaking her head she said, “No dingbat, I’m not going anywhere and before you say it, I don’t want you to leave either, okay.”

I nodded and then asked, “What?”

“Since your, well, change, I’ve been sitting back and watching you from a distance, and I’ve determined something.”

“What’s that?”

“You’re the same old Chris on the inside as you always were.  I guess the best way to put it is that you’re like a chocolate bar, always taste the same, you’re just in a different wrapper.”

“Oooookay,” I said as I tried to figure out where she was going with all this.

“That sounds weird I know.  Look, what I’m trying to say is that over the course of the past six weeks I’ve realized you’re the same, except for your body, and you are that same warm, wonderful individual who I connected with just prior to your change.  Chris, I mean Christine, I know you’ve been through a lot and are still trying to figure all this out, but how do I say this ….”

“Directly would be best.”

Chuckling she said, “Remember when we agreed that we would get married as soon as you turned back into a man?”

At that point I know I had a confused look on my face as I said, “Yes?”

“I don’t want to wait until then and as a matter of fact won’t.  Chrissie, I’m calling you on it, I love you and want to take you up on your offer.”

Almost unable to catch my breath I gasped, “What?”

“You heard me, what do you think?”

“And you’re okay with me no longer being a guy?”

Nodding she smiled, took both my hands in hers and said, “All I want to do is be with you and I’m yours if you want me, provided you are okay with the whole girl on girl thing, but if you’re game then I am.”

Hugging her tightly the tears began to stream down my cheeks as I sobbed and I said, “Oh yes Megan, I will marry you and I love you so much, more than you know, and have for a long time.”

As we pulled back, she said, “Me too,” and we kissed gently on the lips.

“So, you’re ready to settle down with me and become a co-mom?” I asked and then smiled at her.

Nodding she said, “You’d do the same for me, right?”

“Sure, but I don’t think that’s something we are going to have to worry about.”

Scrunching her face she said, “Well Chrissie, now that I’ve trapped you into marrying me, there’s something I need to tell you.”


Chapter 11

Megan and I had the most intimate wedding on the scenic grounds of the most beautiful B&B, which was a short drive from where we lived, where we also spent our honeymoon.  I will never forget those days away, just the two of us in our very cozy room that was absolutely perfect, and it even had a heart shaped jacuzzi right in the middle of it.  During the long weekend we ordered a lot of room service and ended up eating in their restaurant every night as the food was outstanding, plus, we didn’t want to mess with driving into town to dine.  You see, we were so incredibly comfortable in our room lounging around in our nightgowns that it just didn’t make sense to get dressed because if we did, we would soon be out of our clothes and back in the bed.  It seemed like such a challenge even getting out of the bed as we simply couldn’t get enough of each other’s loving.  Each time we finished making love I would lay there in bed holding her in my arms, feeling her bare flesh against mine, looking into her eyes and thinking about how much I adored her and how happy I was and couldn’t imagine a better life.

Anyway, the two of us are now an old married couple and are expecting in right about six months.  The moment I knew I would have a partner to help me raise my baby, and the fact that it was Megan quelled all my fears and I am super excited that I am going to be a mom.  As I feel my child growing inside me, I can feel a connection with it that’s impossible to explain and I know more than anything that I love it and always will because it’s part of me just as I am it, and I hope I will be a good mother to it, of which Megan assures me that I will.

By this point I know you’re dying to find out what Megan said at the end of the last chapter where she said there was something that she needed to tell me, which I am sure that you recall.

As you already know, prior to my transition, Megan and I were having a hot and steamy love affair.  Do you know what happens when two young people have such a relationship and are not using birth control?  Yep, you guessed it, Megan is carrying my baby as I apparently got her pregnant prior to my transition, and she and I are expecting within a month of each other.  It looks like we are going to have two bouncing babies to take care of and that will be quite an adventure.

So, the question remains, whose baby is growing inside me?  Megan’s former boyfriend who is a genetic engineer surmised that the baby is mine, on both counts and that the virus somehow was able to take my sperm and implant my newly formed egg during the transition process.  If that’s true, I’m having my own baby as I am both the father and the mother and I’m already wondering how I’m going to explain that one day when he or she asks about their father.  Until then I’ve got time to think about it, I suppose.

As I write this last paragraph in my journal, I quickly glance down at my wonderful Megan who is lying beside me fast asleep.  It is impossible not to think of how grateful I am to have her in my life, and as I gently stroke her hair she smiles and tells me that she loves me and once again begins to snooze gently.

I am excited at the prospect of spending the remainder of my days with her as the two of us raise our children, live our lives, and eventually grow old together.  Yep, I’m the luckiest girl in the world and would never have known the love that I now do if I hadn’t joined a fraternity called The StoneCraft, broken my oath, and woken up one morning to discover that I’m

Suddenly Christine




Check out Madison McCall’s other books in the Kindle store at Amazon.com

Realty Romance: The Temptation

Realty Romance: Mirror, Mirror

Realty Romance: Seductive-Sister-In-Law

Realty Romance: Barefoot, Pregnant & Loving It!

Realty Romance: The Road Trip

Realty Romance: I’m The Bride?

Too Close For Comfort

Barefoot, Pregnant, & Wearing A Bikini!

Barefoot, Pregnant & A Double Knot Spy

Barefoot, Pregnant & In The Kitchen

Barefoot, Pregnant & A Porn Star

Barefoot, Pregnant & A Billionaire

Barefoot, Pregnant & Consummated

Barefoot, Pregnant & Ready To Beam Up

One Of The Gurls

Barefoot, Pregnant & An Evil Villainess

Barefoot, Pregnant & A Time Traveler

Curvy Gurl

Barefoot, Pregnant & The CEO’s Wife

Barefoot, Pregnant & Shipwrecked

Stranded

Coffee Shop Gurl

Mail Order Gurl

SuperStar Gurl

Hit Gurl

Barefoot, Pregnant & No Habla Inglés

Gurl Next Door

Barefoot & Pregnant & In A Parallel Universe

Framed

Genetic Engineering for Beginners

S.C.A.T Gurls

Paradox

Saving Robyn

The Price

Middle Age Crazy

Young At Heart

The Poisoner

Also, please visit Madison’s Goodreads Author Page At:

https://www.goodreads.com/author/show/17723194.Madison_McCall

Madison McCall’s Website can be found at:

http://www.madisonmccall.rocks


OEBPS/image_rsrc1AC.jpg
"MADISON MCCALL






