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CHAPTER 1:

I was out jogging even though the sky looked threatening. I didn’t always eat right and gym memberships usually went largely unused but I tried to stick to my running routine as faithfully as possible. Even so I didn’t want to get caught in a downpour and the clouds ahead were suddenly getting quite dark.

It was normally a lovely stretch of road to run on. Kind of a quiet rural lane surrounded by trees on both sides. Running always seemed to clear the cobwebs from my mind creatively, which was good since I made my living as a romance author and I had been struggling a little with a concept for my latest title.

In case you’re wondering what classifies a book as a romance novel here’s a pretty concise summary I grabbed off the web:

According to the Romance Writers of America, a romance novel must have a central focus on the development of a romantic relationship between two people. The other criteria for a romance novel is that it must have an emotional throughline and build to an optimistic conclusion.

These books are targeted primarily to women and usually have some kind of softly erotic cover art and the actual sex in the story is generally rather tame and suggestive, although there are writers who do more explicit romances, and I’ll admit I’ve written a fair amount of those as well as the less pornographic “bodice rippers” that you see in paperback form all over the place.

It was not the genre I planned to go into back in college when I thought I would be the next Norman Mailer or Truman Capote or some other important author with a significant voice in the world of literature. I wrote my first romance novel, The Desires of Letisha, because I needed money and I wasn’t make much as a clerk in a small vintage bookstore. I didn’t really know anything about the genre but I read a couple of titles and figured it couldn’t be that hard to crank something out that fit the bill and to my surprise my first effort was a modest success.

I had told myself that it would be a good exercise to write in a female voice since I was a man and most of my work tended to lean into masculines tropes. Ernest Hemingway stuff with a guy holding a hunting rifle in one hand, a drink in the other, and a cigar dangling from his lips. Of course the problem there was that I wasn’t any more familiar with that lifestyle than the lifestyle of a lovesick 19th century countess so my work was generally the product of my imagination, which was fine up to a point. A good science fiction writer doesn’t need to have traveled into outer space and a crime author needed be a criminal but creating believable characters with genuine human emotions and feelings was still usually central to most literary endeavors.

Having made some actual money from my first romance novel I decided to crank out another just to see whether the first one was a fluke but the second one was pretty successful too. I had chosen to write under the female pen  name Sarah Landers because I thought it might make women more comfortable thinking that the story was written by a female and also because I didn’t want my real name, Arthur Duggins, to be associated with such lightweight fluff. The Great American Novel was still percolating in my brain and I wasn’t going to tarnish my artistic credibility by being associated with pulp fiction that involved innocent farm girls going for a roll in the hayloft with handsome stable boys.

When I had my first real “hit” my life started to change. I was able to quit my job at the bookstore and devote myself to writing full time. I kept telling myself that I had a cushion so I could put the romance stuff aside and concentrate on something “serious” but the great idea hadn’t come to me yet and I had grown rather fond of the world of damsels in distress and the hunky men who came to their rescue or the plucky heroine who had to make choices that might compromise her virtue as she struggled to overcome adversity.

As my mind had wandered on the run I had failed to notice how dark the sky had become and there was a large black cloud looming right overhead. Suddenly I could hear the rumble of thunder and there was a blinding flash. It felt like a bomb had dropped on my head and I wondered whether I had been struck by lightning but that was the last thought I had before everything went dark.


CHAPTER 2:

When I regained consciousness I found that I was in a clearing in the woods. I knew that even if I had been struck by lightning I wouldn’t have been blown clear off the road so I wondered whether someone had found me lying out there and dragged me away for some reason but that didn’t make sense either.

I felt a little groggy but not particularly in pain but I started to touch my body all over to  make certain that I wasn’t bleeding or that I didn’t have any broken bones. That was when the astonishing horror gripped me because I wasn’t touching my own body I was touching a woman’s breasts.

Confusion took hold of me and I felt myself starting to shake a little. I was scared. While I had a creative mind and a fertile imagination I normally was a pretty down-to-earth guy who believed in tangible reality and a logic driven universe. I looked around again and noticed a small pond and slowly got up and walked over to it. Although the water was still it was quite clear and not stagnant at all and I could see my reflection on the surface.

I was looking at a woman with long hair, full breasts, wide hips and a pretty face who was stark naked. The water wasn’t a perfect mirror but it showed me enough to know that something totally insane was happening. One minute I was a man jogging down a quiet road and the next minute I was a naked woman standing by a pond. As a plot device it seemed all too improbable. I guess there was a Wizard of Oz like quality in that a weather related incident had transported me to a fantastical land but Dorothy wasn’t naked when she stepped out of the house and she hadn’t grown a dick.

Suddenly I heard a sound from the trees and spotted a man staring at me. He was big and had long dark hair and a beard. In fact he was pretty hairy all over and just as naked as I was. He must have been at least six and a half feet tall but I wasn’t really focused on that because his rather large penis was kind of hard to ignore. He took a step towards me and I bolted in the opposite direction.

Once I left the clearing the woods became increasingly dense and  it was hard to run in bare feet through such an obstacle course but I just kept going until I spotted a cluster of bushes where I thought I might be able to hide.

I was an experienced runner but I had never run in fear before so I don’t think I paced myself very well and it was hard to stop my heavy breathing. I didn’t even know for certain whether the hairy man had pursued me but I wasn’t taking any chances so I just sat there in the thicket for a little while and tried to come up with a plan of action.

“Come here girl,” a masculine voice suddenly boomed.

I timidly looked out through the branches and saw that the man had indeed followed me and was now just a few feet away from my place of concealment. He was looking  right at me and I knew I wasn’t going to be able to just hide there but I also didn’t know if I had the stamina to start running again.

“Come here girl,” the man commanded again, perhaps a little more forcefully.

Almost as if in a trance I found myself obeying his order as I stepped out of the bushes and walked over a little closer to him.

“Why did you run?” asked the man.

“Scared,” I kind of croaked.

“Scared of what? Of this?” he said with a laugh as he grabbed his prodigious member and swung it around a few times.

I just stood there frozen, confused, and wondering when I would wake up from this strange dream.

“Come closer and get on your knees,” said the man.

Mechanically I complied and found myself in the awkward position of not knowing where to look. If I looked straight ahead I was staring at his penis and if I looked up I was staring into his eyes. I tried to tilt my head down so that I was looking at the ground but he grabbed me by the hair and pulled my head back up.

Next he took his pecker and started rubbing it all over my face, my chin, my cheeks, my lips. I tried to break his gaze but I couldn’t.

“Why are you doing this to me?” I asked in almost a whisper.

“To you?” he replied. “Touch yourself between your legs. You’re getting moist aren’t you?”

My hand slipped down to my pelvis and then proceeded to find my pubic area. It felt so strange to touch those mysterious folds of flesh but it was hard to resist the powerful sense of curiosity. I could tell that I was getting wet down there without touching myself but ir was such a strange new sensation my fingers started to probe. I had no idea what getting aroused with a dick was supposed to feel like but I was certainly liking what I feeling.

The man had gone from rubbing his prick all over my face to sliding the tip back and forth in the crease of my closed lips. The raw carnality of the situation drove me to touching myself even more and probing even deeper.

“Open you mouth,” said the man firmly.

As soon as I did I felt a couple of inches of warm flesh sliding past my lips and resting on my tongue. I fingered myself even more aggressively and looked up at the man with pleading eyes. I don’t know whether I was pleading for mercy or pleading for him to stick it in deeper but I definitely felt a yearning of some kind.

As the man slowly slid his cock back and forth I could feel it getting harder and harder. It had seemed relatively harmless when it was flaccid, although still intimidating, but now that it was springing to life the danger was much more apparent.

“Take your time...enjoy yourself...I’m in no hurry,” said the man.

I had written about things like this, well not exactly like this because I didn’t usually go in for fantasy scenarios, but more than once I had been called on to describe the sensation of giving a blowjob from a woman’s perspective. Now I was actually doing it, which seemed like a great opportunity to improve my writing with some practical experience but at that moment I wasn’t exactly taking notes.

The self stimulation was doing wonders down below and the thick man meat in my mouth was demanding most of my attention. Fortunately the hornier I got the more I enjoyed what I was doing and before too long I was working his pole rather enthusiastically.

“That’s good girl you have the instinct. You feel the attraction and you know what to do about it,” said the man as he grabbed my hair again. “You don’t just want this you crave this.”

With the way I was moaning and slurping at his love pump it was kind of hard to argue with his assessment. I knew I shouldn’t be enjoying this so much but I also knew that I shouldn’t even be in this place or any place in a woman’s body for that matter.

Logic should have told me that he would eventually start to ejaculate but it still came as a bit of a shock when the hot sticky cream started shooting into my mouth. It wasn’t exactly what I expected it to taste like but it didn’t really matter. The man was seeing to it that it went into my mouth and down my throat so it wasn’t like I had much of a say in the matter.

“You did very well, I’m impressed,” said the man with something that sort of resembled a smile. “Now you can go on your way. I’ll find you again if I want you.”

“Where am I?” I asked.

“You’re here of course,” the man chuckled. “What could I tell you that would make sense to you?”

With that he walked off and I just sat their on my knees, licking his cum off my lips.


CHAPTER 3:

Most of my books, even the more erotic ones, were kind of demure. Sex was generally a romantic thing or maybe a spontaneous collision of passion but I knew there were books that were all about fantasies of dominance and submission. I suppose being a man who respected women and always tried to treat them well I never really understood the appeal of that genre but it had kind of gotten my first lesson in that.

Being outdoors in nature with no clothes on with a beast of a man who could both outrun and outsmart me was a positively primordial experience. And he didn’t exactly force himself on me, I just found myself obeying his commands. I don’t think I was really all that scared that he would hurt me if I didn’t do what he wanted but I was definitely worried about how it would feel physically and how I would feel afterwards.

Physically it had been a turn on although having to suck a cock that big your first time at bat was a bit of a challenge. Mentally the fact that I had just sucked a cock at all was still hard to process. I had written about it in the first person, as if it was something I naturally knew how to do, but actually doing it for the first time it wasn’t quite as easy at it seemed. Even so I figured it out pretty well as I went along and the fact that I got complimented for it pleased me for some reason.

I couldn’t deny that I had felt an instinctive desire to please that man. His powerful command over me certainly made it easier for me to submit because I could tell myself that I had no choice but I made no effort to resist nor offered any protests. My soaking wet pussy was proof that I had been seriously aroused by the encounter even if I hadn’t had an actual orgasm. I could rarely recall a time I had been quite as stimulated.

As I got up and looked around I realized that I had absolutely no idea where I was or in what direction I should go. If there had been a path I would have followed it but one way seemed as good as another so I just started walking.

It was a deep, dark, primordial (there’s that word again) forest that didn’t look like anything I was familiar with at home. In some ways it didn’t even look like anything that should exist in the modern world. One almost expected dinosaurs to come crashing through the branches at any moment, and honestly that wouldn’t have been much more astounding than the fact that I was feeling my big tits jiggling with each step I took. It made me start to see why women wore bras.

I had absolutely nothing to connect myself to the real world. Even if I came out of the woods and found myself back on the road where I had been jogging I was a buck naked woman with no ID, phone, wallet, or keys. Even if I got back to my car I wouldn’t be able to start it. I’d probably end up arrested and sent to a psychiatric ward for observation after trying to explain my situation. There simply wasn’t any way to make me tale remotely convincing.

Of course that was the writer’s mind thinking. This plot doesn’t make any sense. These events don’t just stretch credibility they shatter it. Even if I had been struck by lightning it wouldn’t have changed my gender or transported me to some strange place, it probably would have killed me.

Maybe it had. Maybe I was dead and this was some kind of heaven...or hell? Was I just going to spend eternity wandering around the woods sucking huge cocks and fingering myself? That seemed like a strange part of any sort of divine plan. Or had someone made a mistake and confused Arthur Duggins for Sarah Landers. I sometimes tried to think about what Sarah would look like if she actually existed and from the reflection in the water I seemed to be a lot like I had imagined I would be if I had really been a woman.

I would stop occasionally and rest for a few moments but then I was back on my feet and trudging along again. I was getting hungry and tired and very emotional about my situation, which seemed pretty hopeless at the time. Then I thought I saw a light through the trees and headed for it with a renewed sense of optimism. Maybe I was heading for my doom but at least I was heading for something instead of just aimlessly walking around forever.

As I came out of the treeline I could see a white structure that looked something like a Greek temple. There were torches burning outside which had obviously been the source of light that had attracted my attention. I stood at the edge of the woods for a few minutes trying to see if there was any activity in the area but nothing was stirring so I mustered my courage and walked up to the structure.

There were no signs to identify the place but there were symbols of some kind carved above the archway that was supported by ornate pillars. I had no idea what the symbols meant but it was a building with a roof and somebody had lit those torches so I figured I had better go inside and hope for the best.


CHAPTER 4:

As I stepped inside, a gorgeous blonde woman in a virtually transparent gown that showed off her spectacular body walked up to me.

“Hello Sarah, I see you found your way here,” said the woman.

“Why did you call me that?” I asked.

“I’m sorry, is there another name that you prefer?”

“No, I just wondered how you knew that I...I mean...what made you think that I wanted to be called Sarah?”

“You chose the name for your female alter ego so I just assumed that you would want to go by that now that you were a woman,” she explained.

“What is this place?” I asked.

“You might call it a temple, or a chapel, or a retreat I suppose. It is a place for women to embrace their femininity.”

“What are you doing out here in the middle of nowhere?”

“Everywhere is somewhere,” said the woman with a smile. “But you must be hungry and longing for a bath and a bed. Come with me.”

The woman led me into a dining hall of some kind although there was no one else eating there at the moment. Even so a plate of food was already set on the table and I dug into it hungrily while the mysterious woman sat across from me sipping some wine.

“So why does this place exist?” I asked between bites. “Who pays for it? Do people live here or work here or what?”

“There are custodians, such as myself, who have the honor and the pleasure to oversee the proceedings and offer guidance, and there are those who assist, and those who pass through,” said the woman. “I am called Freya by the way.”

“Isn’t that like a Nordic goddess of love or something?”

“Different spelling, but you are obviously well read.”

“Majored in literature in college.”

“Of course, you’re a writer, I should have known that you would be well-versed on such things,” said Freya.

“How is it that you know things about me?” I asked. “I’m not famous and up until today I wasn’t even female.”

“I know it must seem confusing now but I’m sure it will all make sense soon enough,” said Freya. “If you’re finished with your meal perhaps you would enjoy a bath now.”

I certainly felt like I could use one after all the running around and lurking in the bushes I had done. I followed Freya into another room that had several ornate marble tubs, one of which was already filled and steaming.

“I will send Audra to you to assist in your bath and then we will speak again before you retire,” said Freya.

Audra turned out to be a very cute little brunette with amazingly blue eyes who was dressed like Freya but wore a more simple headpiece. Audra helped me to get into the tub and began to scrub me all over with plush sponges or clothes of some kind and had me move around a bit so that she could also oil my skin. The temperature of the water was absolutely perfect and as strange as it was to stand up and have a strange woman rub oil on my ass I had to admit that it was a supremely sensual experience.

“May I share your bath?” Audra inquired after rubbing me down.

“Please do,” I replied.

Audra removed her clothes and climbed into the tub sitting across from me. The thing was large and could have accommodated a number of people and I wondered if that was by design.

“So do you live here?” I asked. “I mean, is this like your job?”

“Yes, I assist in a number of ways,” said Audra as she moved to sit next to me and I felt her hand slip between my legs.

Soon she was playing with my pussy and we began to kiss. Her lips tasted like strawberry, although I could still taste cum on my tongue.

“Are all the women here this beautiful?” I inquired.

“All women are beautiful,” she replied as she began to finger my clit.

“Oh wow...so that’s what that feels like,” I moaned.

I had basically just jammed my fingers into my snatch without giving much thought to it but Audra went right for the button and it was like the afterburners were kicking in or something. I honestly didn’t know that a person could feel that good all over and soon I was trying to do the same for my companion.

“Oh God...oh my God...this is so fucking amazing,” I cried.

“It’s fun to be a girl, isn’t it?” Audra giggled.

“It’s something alright...oh fuck…”

When I reached climax I was amazed at how horny I still was. Usually the orgasm was the end of the show but I could have kept right on going. Impulsively I leaned over and started sucking on Audra’s nipples while I tried to bring her off, which I managed to do after a bit of effort. Then we got out of the tub and Audra dried me off thoroughly and led me to a corridor where Freya was waiting.

“Did you enjoy your bath?” asked Freya.

“Best one I ever had,” I replied with a grin.

Audra just giggled and disappeared somewhere and Freya took me to a bedroom that had a beautiful four-poster bed with a canopy over it. Everything in the room was elegant and somehow feminine. Since she said other people were there I suppose I was picturing more of a dormitory or something but I wasn’t going to complain about the first rate accommodations.

In the morning we can talk some more, and hopefully some things will become clear to you but I hope your mind is enough at ease to rest soundly tonight. You’ve had a big day full of happenings that no doubt seem quite strange to you but know that you are safe here and that you are loved and that nothing can harm you.

I suppose that’s what someone might have said just before they murdered you but the way she said it sounded sincere and I was really tired so I climbed into bed, which was amazingly comfortable, and soon drifted off to sleep.


CHAPTER 5:

In the morning I woke and I guess realized that I hadn’t been dreaming. On the bed was one of those see-through gowns that everyone seemed to wear here so I slipped it on. The fabric felt amazing against my bare skin and the belt at my waist really accentuated my hourglass figure.

Another pretty girl soon appeared and took me back to the dining hall which was now full of pretty girls, all dressed in the barely-there uniform of the place and I found a seat. It was beginning to look like this might not be such a bad place to spend eternity if it came to that. After the meal I went for a walk with Freya and started to get some answers to the questions that were burning in my mind.

“It’s a nice place you’ve got here,” I commented.

“I’m very glad you like it. I hope you enjoy what we have to offer,” she said.

“So what exactly do you have to offer, if you don’t mind my asking.”

“We are dedicated to helping people like you unlock the full potential of their femininity,” Freya replied.

“People like me?”

“More specifically men who have an interest in becoming female,” she said.

“Look, I’ll admit that I’ve tried to get into a woman’s head, but that was for my work. I’m not sure I’d say I’ve ever particularly had an interest in actually becoming one,” I protested.

“You wouldn’t be here if there wasn’t something that had drawn you here,” said Freya. “I know that may be hard to accept at first, and you may reject the concept entirely, but you’ve been offered a rare gift so all I ask is that you consider your decision carefully.”

“So if I want to go home and go back to my old life you can make that happen?” I asked.

“Yes you will go back but the question is whether you will return here to continue your journey,” said Freya.

“Now I’m kind of confused.”

“The first step is to accept our training and to acclimate yourself to being a woman. Then you will go back to your old life with an option to return for further education if you desire. Or you can go right now and never return.”

“What does this training involve?” I inquired cautiously.

“You will learn about your body, how it works, how to maintain it properly, and how to carry yourself as a woman of grace and polish. And you will learn about men and how to bed them properly. That is the first stage of your journey. Then you will go home with a key that will allow you to come back if you wish to continue, but you need to resume your old life for a time to be sure that the choice you make is yours completely and made without reservation,” Freya explained.

“So where is this journey supposed to lead me if I go all the way through the program, or course, or training, or whatever it’s called?”

“You have come to the Woods of Womanhood and here you may ultimately join our ranks and become a woman for the rest of your life if you wish. Your world will be exactly as you knew it except that you will be female instead of male. But it’s not a decision to be entered into lightly so it requires some dedication,” said Freya.

“Why me?”

“Frankly because we like your books but we think they could be much improved by you actually becoming Sarah Landers and writing from a true female perspective.”

“Are you serious?”

“Not entirely,” Freya said with a laugh, “but I thought that would get your attention.”

She was right about that but I hadn’t expected her to have much of a sense of humor. Of course I had thought about how my work could benefit from actually being a woman but that didn’t seem like the same thing as wanting to live as a woman all the time. But maybe there was something to that. I couldn’t really see any reason to not give this a shot if I could just go back whenever I wanted. If it helped me learn something about being female that was information I could surely use to my advantage down the line. As long as I got out before any permanent damage was done.

Life at the temple turned out to be pretty idyllic. In a lot of ways it made me think that it was probably something like a charm school would have been like back in the old days, although with more lesbian sex. It definitely seemed old-fashioned learning how to walk and sit gracefully and how to develop good posture but there was really nothing wrong with trying to be like Audrey Hepburn or something. As Freya put it you don’t have to be a queen to move like one.

I also learned stuff that would have been taught in a home economics class back in the 1950’s like cooking and sewing. It struck me that they should be teaching that stuff to boys since most of the bachelors I knew, like myself, were pretty hopelessly lost when it came to domestic chores. The problem was that those tasks were so ingrained in the culture of our society to be equated with femininity that teach a man to sew was basically an attack on his masculinity. I just looked at it from a practical standpoint. I had a couple of shirts at home that needed buttons sewn back on.

I also suspected that these traditionally feminine activities were being taught precisely for that reason. Believing that your body had been transformed into a female one was not the same as accepting the idea that you were a woman. In many ways I think that was the biggest challenge. By reinforcing some of the stereotypes it made it easier for me to see myself as not just in a different body but in a different role in life. It was essential to leave my masculine ego aside. That didn’t mean becoming a helpless wimp with low self-esteem but it meant leaving the dick judging contests behind and not obsessing about protecting your manhood at all times so putting on an apron and not worrying that someone was going to think you were gay was a subtle reminder that what you were doing was okay.

I also learned way more about female anatomy than I had ever learned in any biology class. Of course back in school I wasn’t really very interested in science and Fallopian tubes just sounded like something people on another planet might travel through in a science fiction story. I also wasn’t that interested because I figured I was never going to have sperm inside me trying to reach an egg and then taking that fertilized egg to my uterus. (See, I actually retained that knowledge this time around.) Of course that was a short sighted way to look at things as a man because someday I might have wanted to get a woman pregnant and it would be very important to make sure that my sperm was able to reach its destination but back then the only thing I wanted to do was make damn sure I didn’t knock someone up.

I even learned all the names for the many parts of the vulva, although that too had a heavy science fiction ring to it. “Set a course for Urethra!” or “Captain, we’re entering the Labia Minora, should we prepare the Vestibular Bulbs?” Hell, that shit just wrote itself.

Of course it was more than just lessons it was coming to understand what being in the sisterhood of women was all about. Men certainly liked to bond but when they did it often was also partly a competition to see who the top dog was. It’s not like close male friendships didn’t exist it just seemed like it was easier for women to be supportive of one another. Despite being the majority of the world’s population women were always treated like a minority group that had to constantly fight for even basic rights. It sort of made think that maybe this place should have been a training ground for guerrilla warfare because if all of the women in the world took up arms against their male oppressors they would kick their asses and be in charge of everything. Of course being women they wouldn’t need to use such blatant tactics but I digress.

Did I mention the lesbian sex? Yes, there was a lot of that and it was pretty freakin’ awesome. I had honestly never been with so many hot-looking women in my life. I’ve licked plenty of pussy before but there’s just something kind of magical about doing it while another girl is licking your pussy at the same time. It was just really beautiful and fun and carefree and nobody gave a shit if it was gay.

Of course they also started training me for more “traditional” sex and that was quite an experience too!


CHAPTER 6:

“This is Michael, Sarah, and he will be your partner today,” said Freya as she announced the insanely handsome stud who was standing next to her just wearing some kind of white loin cloth around his waist.

The guy looked like a Greek god or a statue come to life. Hell, maybe he was, in this place anything seemed possible. The loincloth probably helped with that image but his curly blonde hair and incredibly chiseled body would have made him look great holding a surfboard or wearing a cowboy hat and chaps. It was the kind of man that graced the cover of many of my books although I couldn’t really recall having ever met anyone who actually looked like that.

I was dressed in what I’d guess you’d call a string bikini made out of flowers on a vine and I was posed seductively on the bed waiting for him to join me. There was a hint of perfume in the air and the sound of harp music playing softly somewhere in the distance. It was such a perfect setting for a romance novel that I think I probably would have been too ashamed to have actually written such a scene but I was certainly looking forward to playing it out in person.

“Well, I shall leave you to it,” said Freya with a smile before she departed the room.

Michael seemed to be a man of few words. He just looked at me for a little while with kind of an appraising glance and then removed his loincloth. I didn’t know whether he was trying to figure out whether I was worth fucking or whether he was trying to decide how he wanted to fuck me but when he dropped his clothes I knew I was going to get fucked one way or the other.

He got on the bed with me and started stroking my hair and gazing deeply into my eyes. I felt like a pat of butter in a frying pan because I was definitely melting fast.

“You’re so incredibly beautiful,” he said before kissing me for the first time.

“So are you,” I replied after our lips had parted.

It was kind of a big deal for me because although I had already sucked a cock I was still a virgin and while the use of dildos was strongly encouraged in this place , either alone or with others, I hadn’t taken a real cock into my pussy yet. (Or the vaginal opening of my vulva if you wanted to get technical, which I really didn’t at that moment.)

We kissed for a long time and then Michael suddenly ripped my top open with his teeth. I know it was just a little vine and didn’t require any particular strength to accomplish the maneuver but it caught me off guard and thrilled me to no end. This was what bodice ripping was all about. My big boobs just tumbled out and soon my nipples were between his teeth, although he was being a bit more gentle with them than he had been with the vines.

I grabbed his cock and started slowly stroking it, savoring the way it grew erect at my touch. I knew it was just a matter of time before it was inside me and I couldn’t wait to get deflowered...literally, since he would have to get past my floral chastity belt, which I didn’t think would be much of an obstacle for him.

He worked my boobs for quite a while and then started kissing me all over, slowly working his way down my body. Then he tore my bottoms open and buried his face in my muff. I had recently had my pussy licked a lot by a lot of girls who really knew what they were doing but this guy was no slouch in the cunnilingus department, let me tell you. Tongue, lips, teeth and fingers were all at work and I was building to a crescendo rather quickly.

Just as I was about to go over the edge he quickly shifted position and popped my cherry with one mighty thrust that made me cry out and clutch at the bedding.

“Oh God….yesssssssss!” I wailed.

I think it was just an involuntary response to having my snatch stuffed with cock for the first time but if God was listening it might very well have been perceived as my acceptance of my new place in the universe. There was no question that at that moment there was nothing in the world I wanted more than to be a woman but one copulation does not a life changing choice make.

I kind of felt sorry for any girl who dreamed of her first time being like this but had to settle for some clumsy thrashing in the backseat of a car with a boy who shot his wad as soon as he stuck his dick in. All women deserved to lose their virginity like this I thought but life very rarely lives up to our fiction fueled expectations.

“Oh, Michael, I had no idea it would be this good,” I moaned softly.

“You inspire me my beauty,” he replied.

It was kind of funny because I had always been looking for a muse to inspire my work and now I was inspiring someone else. I thought I had one back in college when I was dating this girl named Gloria Sanchez. I was still aspiring to be Hemingway and I tried to see her as a “Latina spitfire” but she was really a Poly-Sci major with a 4.0 GPA and not exactly fiery at all. I still made her a character in one of my stories but it was all just made up bullshit based on stereotyped tropes from the 40’s and 50’s and didn’t ring true at all. If I could inspire a man to be a better lover that was at least something real and tangible and made me feel good about myself.

Michael was a master of the subtle position shift. He would move one leg back against my body like he was working a throttle or something and I would suddenly get a whole new sensation because it changed the angle of his thrusting, or he’d make some adjustment that allowed him to penetrate deeper. There was a sophistication to his approach that I truly appreciated and respected. I’ll freely admit that although I considered myself to be a creative person I tended to be kind of vanilla when it came to sex. And I could be selfish too. Sometimes I just wanted to get my rocks off. I feel like a total jerk looking back on that now, and if any of my former lovers are reading this I sincerely apologize. I should have done more to tend to your needs.

When my second orgasm hit I was genuinely thrown for a loop. Yes I knew that women could have multiple orgasms but until you’ve experienced it for yourself you don’t know what that means. I had started to cum from the moment Michael entered me but that didn’t end it for me it only made me all the more horny. The second one kind of snuck up on me and probably wasn’t quite as violent but might possibly have been more prolonged and intense overall. I wondered how many orgasms you could have until you passed out or your heart exploded or something but I was willing to sacrifice my body for science.

When Michael finally started to cum I was folded in half like a piece of paper with my legs pressing against my head. That was a type of flexibility that I didn’t know I had but it let him drive home quite deeply and soon I knew his sperm was inside me, swimming frantically through my Fallopian tubes trying to find an egg to fertilize. I know that sounds kind of technical and graphic for a romantic scene but I was living in a woman’s world now and thinking about things like that was kind of important. It wasn’t just a maybe I’ll want to have some kids someday so I’ll fuck my wife without protection and then check back in nine months. I was a potential breeder now and I could carry a life inside me. I’m sure most girls were aware of the basics of that from a pretty early age but for me it was a heavy thing to comprehend at this stage of the game.

Freya had assured me that I wasn’t going to get knocked up and I believed her but it was fascinating to have to think about that for the first time in my life. It was a pretty awesome responsibility and something I should never take lightly I thought. But who knows? Maybe someday I would actually want that to happen.


CHAPTER 7:

I was actually a bit sad when Freya told me it was time to go back home. This was one hell of a place to have a vacation and the more time I spent being female the more natural it seemed to me.

“When you return you’ll remember everything that happened to you here,” said Freya, “but your life will pickup where it left off as if you had never left your old world. Then it will be up to you to decide whether or not you ever want to return. Some people do and some people don’t but no one will interfere with your life again if you’re content to remain as you were.”

“How do I get back if I want to?” I asked.

“This is the key,” she said as she handed me a phallic object that looked like it was made of pearl or something.

“And what do I do with it?”

“Your body is the lock and this is the key,” she said. “You just insert it.”

“But I won’t have a vagina anymore once I go back,” I pointed out.

“No, but surely by now you’ve learned that you have more than one orifice capable of receiving such an object.”

I had certainly done anal sex in my time here, with both dildos and the real thing, but it was kind of weird to think of shoving something up my ass as a man. I figured I could just suck on it if I wanted to but I wondered whether I would ever even be tempted to use the thing.

Everyone was there to see me off and I couldn’t help but shed some tears because I had come to love being in their company but this was the way it had to be so I tried to hold up the best I could and then suddenly it happened and I was out on the road, jogging under the dark clouds. Instead of my tits bouncing as I ran I felt my balls rubbing up against my legs and knew that I was male again.

I made it back to my car before the rain broke and drove home as if nothing had changed, yet so much had changed. It was another Wizard of Oz moment but there was no one to welcome me back to Kansas. I just returned to my lonely apartment and looked around to make sure everything was the same. I couldn’t see a thing that indicated that I had been away for more than the time it took to go on my run.

That made me wonder whether the whole thing had been some kind of dream or hallucination but I had that pearl dildo in my pocket so it wasn’t likely that I had just picked it up along the way while jogging. If it really was made of pearl it was probably worth a lot of money I thought, but the idea of selling it seemed like a kind of blasphemy. If nothing else it would always remind me of my amazing adventure and might prove to be the muse I had never found in a living person.

I wanted to write, but not a new novel, I just wanted to put down what I had experienced because I never wanted to forget it and needed to capture the memories while they were still fresh in my mind. Writing was how I best expressed myself and made sense of the world so I spent some time compiling a journal of my incredible tale. Not being a fantasy author it was probably too fantastical for my readers I thought, but I was really writing for an audience of one.

It was surprising how easily I seemed to slip back into my old habits and routines which just kind of underscored how fluid gender could really be. You just get used to the gender roles that you’re assigned without ever thinking about it or testing it.

I did put some of the practical knowledge I had acquired to good use. I did sew those missing buttons back on my shirts and cooking some of my own meals was both economical and probably a bit healthier, and yes I did even go out and get an apron and wore it proudly in the kitchen.

There was however an undeniable fact that I was really drawn to that strange world I had left behind and the way I felt when I was Sarah Landers instead of Arthur Duggins. I wished I at least had a photograph of myself as Sarah because that would have been great for my book jackets.

I had no idea what the rest of my “journey” was supposed to entail if I returned but I had confidence that it would benefit me in some way and give me further insight into the female mind. I  kept taking the pearl dildo out and looking at it but one day I just impulsively put it in my mouth and suddenly I was back to the Woods of Womanhood.


CHAPTER 8:

“Welcome back Sarah,” said Freya as she greeted me at the temple much as she had done the first time. “I assume you’ve come to continue your journey.”

“Yes, I guess I really missed this place,” I said.

“Missed this place or missed the person you are here?” asked Freya.

“Both I think. Is that the wrong answer?”

“There is no wrong answer. You’re here to discover the truth, about yourself and about the person you may wish to become. If we’ve made you feel welcome here that is because it’s our job. To undertake the journey you are on requires love and support from others. There is nothing more satisfying to me than seeing someone complete the journey and blossom into the person they were meant to be,” said Freya.

“So what’s next on this journey?” I asked.

“Tonight you will rest here and then tomorrow you will take that path over there. Keep walking until you reach a village and there you were learn about your ancestry. Not in the genealogical sense but in the shared collective consciousness of all women all over the world,” said Freya.

“And what do I do in this village?”

“You will do as you are told,” Freya replied. “It will become clear to you I’m sure once you are there.”

It was great seeing everyone again and enjoying another wonderful bath with Audra before turning in for the night. I had a feeling that this village thing wasn’t going to be nearly as much fun as being here but if you want to get your degree you have to take some courses you’re not crazy about.

After breakfast I was given some kind of ragged clothing that looked like something Medieval peasant women might have worn, which was a disappointing contrast to my usual gossamer gown thing and pretty much confirmed my suspicions that I wasn’t heading for a party.

Freya wished me luck and off I went. At least this time there was a clear path to follow so I wasn’t just wandering through the woods aimlessly but my clothing was a little scratchy and coarse. I actually kind of wished that I was naked again because that felt so much freer.

Suddenly a figure sprung out in front of me and I realized it was the beast/man who I had first encountered when I arrived in this place. He looked just as large and fierce as I remembered him.

“So you’re back I see,” he said with a wicked grin. “That’s good, we have some unfinished business.”

“I’m supposed to be heading for this village,” I told him.

“And you’ll get there soon enough, but first I want to enjoy our reunion. Now take of your clothes girl.”

Once again his voice seemed to be all he needed to get me to submit, although I was pretty anxious to get out of the rags I was wearing. While I was getting undressed the man was stroking himself to hardness and his ginormous erection was pointing straight at me like an accusatory finger (or tree branch if such a thing could be accusatory) because I could tell that I was getting very aroused in spite of his presumptuous attitude.

“Now present yourself to me,” he barked.

I got down on my hands and knees and turned around so that my butt was facing him. I guess I just sort of assumed that I knew what he wanted, or maybe that was what I really wanted, but it was probably better than lying on my back in that dusty path.

The man literally pounced on my ass and he began humping me like we were two dogs in the road. I wasn’t worried about someone seeing us because I wasn’t ashamed of being naked or even ashamed to be seen having sex but I was a little ashamed for how horny I was and for how much I was getting off on the feeling of being totally used and dominated.

I wasn’t scared of him anymore, and I certainly wasn’t scared of having a big dick in my cunt. I just accepted the fact that he seemed to have some strange power over me and tried to make the best of it. I’m sure a lot of women had similar feelings about dating “bad boys” who did crazy things to them sexually but at least I wasn’t in a relationship with this guy. He was going to do his thing and then go off and so whatever the hell it was he did when I wasn’t shoving his dick into me.

I wondered what he did do. Was there a living in walking around the woods naked all day looking for girls to accost? Did he have a cabin somewhere where he kicked back and smoked a pipe after a long day of seducing women? Maybe he had a wife at home with dinner waiting for him on the table. I could almost imagine their conversation.

“So how was your day honey?”

“Oh, same old, same old. Grabbed a bitch on the trail and drilled her until she was a quivering wreck. Then I put a big load of seed in her and ate some berries because I was hungry.”

“That’s nice dear. Sometimes I think you work too hard.”

“It’s a tough job but somebody’s got to do it. Say, that roast smells fantastic!”

It probably would have made me laugh but I was closer to tears because he really was drilling me into a quivering wreck. It wasn’t much in the technique department, just big cock hammering me hard, but that big cock felt damn good inside me. When he started pulling my hair I lost it and started to cum rather noisily, a fact that didn’t escape my man’s attention.

“What a dirty little girl you’ve become so quickly,” he chuckled. “You didn’t try to run this time did you? You wanted my big fat prick.”

I just whimpered in reply and tried to nod yes but with his grip on my hair it was impossible to move my head.

It wasn’t a super long fuck and pretty soon he was depositing his load inside me with many grunts and what sounded pretty much like animalistic growls to me. It was a wild experience in every sense of the word.

“Lick me clean girl,” he commanded when he had finished ejaculating.

I turned around and sat up on my knees and licked his slick cock from the tip to his balls. When he was satisfied that I had serviced him properly he grabbed my chin and forced me to look up at him.

“You are going to do just fine,” he said in a tone that sounded more compassionate than I was accustomed to from him. “Now get dressed and run along girl.”

The man just disappeared into the woods as quickly as he had appeared and I pulled my crappy garments back on and resumed my trek until I could see a number of huts with smoke rising form chimneys and knew that I had arrived at my destination.


CHAPTER 9:

The village looked as Medieval as my clothes did and it felt like I was walking onto the set of a movie or something. I still wasn’t entirely sure what the point of this exercise was but I would find out soon enough.

“Look what the cat dragged in,” a man leaning on a fence post said as I walked by. “You looking for work girl?”

“I suppose,” I replied.

“Best try the inn,” the man suggested. “They might have something for a pretty little thing like you.”

I went on down the road and found the inn. It was pretty much what I expected it to be like. There was a main room when you came through the door that was filled with tables and benches and chairs, a large bar in the back, and some stairs leading up. It wasn’t very crowded at the moment but the few people who were there definitely seemed to take notice of me as I entered.

“What do you want girl?” a voice boomed at me from across the room.

I could see that it was coming from the burly man behind the bar so I walked over to him.

“I heard that you might have some work available,” I said cautiously.

“I might. Let me get a better look at you. Pull up your shirt and show me your knockers,” he said.

I grabbed the bottom of the sort of poncho thing that I was wearing as a top and lifted it up, exposing my bare breasts.

“Well you’ve got some right juicy melons there,” said the innkeeper as he reached out and squeezed one of my boobs. “And you aren’t shy so I figure you’ll do what needs to be done around here.”

“I’ll try my best,” I said.

“That’s what I like to hear. What’s your name girl?”

“Sarah,” I replied.

“Well Sarah I’m Tom and I own this place and if you work here I basically own you too, you understand? If you do as you’re told you’ll have your room and board. You do anything to cross me or hurt my business or give me any lip you’ll be out on your ass.”

“I understand,” I said.

So I began working at the inn. One consolation was that they gave me some new clothes to wear, which were actually kind of sexy. Picture a pirate wench or a serving girl with a low cut blouse and a corset around the waist that laced up the front. I had my own room upstairs which wasn’t out of kindness but for professional reasons.

Basically I had been hired to work as a whore, although it wasn’t just lying around having sex all day. When I wasn’t servicing a customer upstairs I was serving drinks downstairs or doing domestic chores like washing things or cleaning the tables. There were about three other girls doing the same thing so we kind of made up our own schedule of who would do what when. Tom didn’t seem to care as long as the work got done and we were ready to fuck whenever a customer wanted us.

Tom was my first trick and it was pretty quick and sloppy. We didn’t bother to go up to my room because he wanted to be close to the bar so we just went into the little kitchen and he pushed me up against the wall while the cook was making dinner. He hiked up my skirt and plunged his stubby cock into me from behind and jerked himself off inside me for a minute or two before shooting his wad and then he went back behind the bar and I went back to waiting tables.

I felt like I had to be here to continue my journey but I wondered what made the other girls stay. One of them said she had run away from a husband who had beaten her all the time and was happy just to get away from him. She told me that this wasn’t that different than being married because she was and cooked and cleaned and spread her legs whenever she was ordered to do it in either case but at least here if a guy tried to strike her Tom would beat the crap out of the dude. I don’t think that was the wording she used but that was the general gist of it.

For the others it was pretty similar. No man to take care of them and no family to go home to. Opportunities were limited and being a whore kept a roof over their head and food on the table. They more or less accepted their lot in life but still had dreams that somehow things might get better, even if they had no real clear idea of how that might come to pass.

I had never lived as a woman in the 21st century but I knew this was bullshit. Everything in their life seemed to depend on the whim of some man, a husband, a lover, an employer, a father. Tom really did “own” us but so would any other man who took control of us. There was some vague idea about “chivalry” and how women should be treated but that seemed to extend only to a certain class of women with a certain standing in society. And the only real difference there was if they had money then someone else would do the cooking and the cleaning but they were just as captive to a life they had no control over as the lowest prostitute.

It really pissed me off and I thought about trying to lead some kind of a revolt but I realized that this world existed in some alternative reality, if it existed at all, and that I was in no position to get everyone fired and kicked out on the streets when I could presumably just go back to the temple and call it quits. And honestly I doubted that I’d get much support for my call for a strike anyway. The idea that woman might actually have some basic rights was probably too modern a concept for these ladies to comprehend.

I had no idea how long I was expected to stay in this place but the drudgery and the disrespect was really starting to get me down. Nobody had given me any kind of a warning about leaving early so I finally decided that enough was enough and took off one day. If I had to go back to complete my training I’d try to suck it up and stick it out as long as it took but if the message was to tell me how much it sucked being a woman in the olden days it came through loud and clear.

As I strolled along the path I wondered if I’d get assaulted by the hairy man again but he didn’t appear this time. The whole submissive sex thing was kind of a drag when you were just getting boned by random fat dudes and bald guys and whatever. Say what you will about that highway man but he was a genuine stud with a killer body and a huge dick. Being ordered to do something that you ultimately know you will get some pleasure out of was a lot better than being treated like a piece of furniture.

When I got back to the temple Freya was waiting for me.

“I’ll bet you’re anxious for a bath and a change of clothes,” she said.

“Absolutely,” I replied.

“Audra has it prepared for you. We can talk about your experiences after that.”

Since I didn’t want to be thought of as a thief I had changed back into the clothes I had arrived in, even though as far as I was concerned I had certainly earned that outfit as compensation for my labors. Now it felt marvelous to toss those rags aside and jump in the tub where Audra and I were soon exploring each other’s bodies and it helped me to put the ugliness of the recent past behind me.


CHAPTER 10:

“So lay it on the line, did I screw up by getting out of there?” I asked once I was dressed in my gown again and talking to Freya.

“Not at all. You actually lasted longer than I expected,” said Freya. “Although I’m sure it was an ordeal for you.”

“It was and I’m not really sure why it was necessary. I know women didn’t get the vote until 1920 and all that so I realize that it’s been a long struggle for equality,” I said.

“The point is that things are probably not as different today as you may think they are. Yes women have made some legal progress but they’re still not paid equal to men for doing the same job, still underrepresented in most halls of power, and often just as disrespected and despised as their ancestors. To be a woman, even in the so-called “modern world” is to be in a constant struggle with the centuries old tradition that seeks to reduce women at every turn. You need to carry that knowledge with you as a reminder of just how unimportant you really are to a lot of men if you choose to be a woman,” said Freya.

That was a really good point to drive home and I suddenly felt kind of crappy for my flippant response about women’s suffrage. Being a white male hand never given me any particular perks or benefits that I was aware of but I never had to be discriminated against because of it. I probably got advantages all the time that I was never aware of because that’s the way the system is designed. Now things had gotten so insane that some white men were claiming that they were the most oppressed group in America because women and people of color were trying for an equal shot. DEI had become the code for bigots to use whenever a woman or a member of a minority accomplished anything. They obviously couldn’t have gotten their job on merit because there must have been a white guy who could have done it better.

It was disgusting but I had never been terribly political. I took the usual cynics view that politics was just a dirty business and no one was really looking out for “the little guy” but Freya was absolutely right that if I actually did end up being female I would need to be prepared for some bumps in the road at the very least. Instead of scaring me off it actually filled me with more resolve I think. I kind of wanted to stand in solidarity with my sisters and speak truth to power when I had the chance. I wrote about women and what I assumed were their romantic fantasies but I had a voice and perhaps I could use it for something other than just grinding out another romance novel.

I didn’t articulate this to Freya but somehow I had the feeling that she already knew. She seemed to know everything, unlike me who had no idea what was coming next.

“You’re going to return home now and you have an important choice to make. You can go home as a man and that will be the end of it or you can go home as a woman and live your life as Sarah until you decide whether to make the final leg of your journey,” said Freya.

“Let me make absolutely certain I’ve got this straight. If I go home now and pick up where I left off as Arthur Duggins that’s it. I have to give back the pearl dildo key thing and never return?”

“That is correct,” said Freya.

“But if I go home as Sarah Landers I can just live as her for a while and then come back and tell you that I want to switch again or that I want to stay living as her?” I asked.

“You will need to come back one more time. At that point you will decide your future once and for all. If you choose to be a man you will go straight home and that is what you will be forever. If you choose to be female there will be one more task for you to perform and then you will live the rest of your days as a woman,” Freya explained.

“What if I don’t pass the test?”

“If you’re committed by that point nothing is going to dissuade you,” said Freya. “And if you aren’t committed nothing is likely to increase your resolve.”

There was no way I was giving up on being Sarah just yet, especially since I still had an escape clause that would allow me to become Arthur again if I really couldn’t go through with the whole transformation thing.

“How long do I have to decide about returning?” I inquired.

“Well let’s say if you haven’t come back in about six months we might start to wonder about your intentions but we’re not anxious to put any arbitrary deadline on this. If you don’t know what you want after six months you probably don’t want what we have to offer,” said Freya.

“How do I explain the change to people? How do I even function in a world that only knows me as a man named Arthur Duggins?”

“You will find that the world has always known you as Sarah Landers. To your friends and family this may be hard to adjust to, but that’s part of the reason you’re going on this trial run. If your past identity is too difficult to give up then you should remain with it by all means. Changing the name on your bank account or birth certificate is easy enough but changing the nature of your relationships with everyone you know may be a lot more complicated,” said Freya. “Sometimes we have to weigh what we’re willing to give up in order to get what we really want to get.”

I wasn’t terribly concerned about the relationship thing. I lived a solitary life for the most part and both of my parents had passed away in a car accident. There were some cousins and whatnot that I really didn’t know and really didn’t see so a Christmas card signed by Sarah was probably just as good as one signed by Arthur. If I could use my ATM card and drive my car without worrying about how to explain the picture on my license than that was the main thing it seemed like. In any case I’d just have to try it and see.

I had come way too far to turn back without seeing this thing through to the end, whatever that might turn out to be. I was hoping that I would end up being Sarah Landers I suppose although that was still a hard thing to absolutely state without reservation. I had only been female in a fantasy world which was like deciding to move somewhere purely because you had a nice vacation there once and stayed at a luxury hotel. It wasn’t a realistic portrait of life so I needed to get that under my belt, or my garter belt in this case, before I could swear with absolutely certainty that my days of having a dick were over for good.


CHAPTER 11:

I had assumed that once I updated my journal I would dive into a new romantic novel, taking advantage of all the personal experience I had gained as a woman but I still wasn’t feeling it and no good plot ideas had come to me. Instead I started doing some reading about women in history and the feminist struggle. I paid a visit to the old bookstore I used to work at and had my first experience with someone I knew from before. My old boss Marty greeted me warmly and joked about not having any job openings at the moment and it was all just as if it had always been that way. The only real difference was that he called me “honey” a couple of times but I don’t think he meant it in a salacious way or anything.

A waitress at the coffee shop I frequented called me honey so I guess that was just something people did sometimes when talking to females. When I went down south once waitresses were calling me honey even when I was a man so maybe it was more of a regional upbringing kind of thing but it did sort of reinforce the idea that the culture was basically designed to classify women as “soft” but I was also in my early feminist radical phase so maybe I was reading too much into little things.

I found a book there about the author George Eliot, who was kind of the reverse of me because she was actually a woman named Mary Ann Evens who wrote under  male pen name. I had read Silas Marner back in high school and read Middlemarch and The Mill on the Floss in college but I really didn’t know that much about her life except that she had chosen a male pen name because her work would be taken more seriously.

Fortunately when they (whoever they were) changed my past to reflect my current identity they also changed my closet so I didn’t have to go out and buy a whole new wardrobe, although I did have to start thinking about my sense of style going forward. What was hanging in my closet seemed like things I might have picked out for myself, at least there wasn’t anything there that I thought was totally awful, but I figured I might have a few ideas of my own.

I would say that the altered pictures of me and my childhood were probably the weirdest part of the experiment so far. I wasn’t a terribly sentimental or nostalgic person so I didn’t spend a lot of time looking back at old snapshots but seeing myself as a little girl, in my old house, standing with my parents was kind of a shock. It wasn’t that my history was re-written, it didn’t appear that things that didn’t happen to me were now supposed to be part of my story, but I was just supposed to accept that I had done everything in my past as a girl named Sarah.

As an author I wouldn’t have touched this kind of a plot with a ten foot pole because it’s a slippery slope. It was easy enough to look at a picture in my old high school yearbook and see that instead of the familiar one of Arthur Duggins there was now a new one of Sarah Duggins but an individual portrait was not the totality of life experiences and encounters that take place in life, and suddenly becoming a new person with a new gender is bound to have a ripple effect on that timeline, especially as it pertains to other people.

For example my family tree didn’t seem to have been altered except for me. My parents were still George and Melissa Duggins and my name didn’t appear to have changed until the time I actually came up with the pen name Sarah Landers, so my birth certificate read Sarah Elizabeth Duggins although I had legally changed my last name to Landers a few years ago. That’s not too confusing but it gets worse.

I had gone to the prom in high school with a girl named Sandy Patterson and we had taken the “official” formal portrait together at the event which had been displayed at home on the mantle for years. When my parents had died I had just tossed all that stuff in a box but when I dug up the old photo now I was a girl in a prom dress standing with a boy I didn’t recognize. When I took the picture out of the frame I saw that “Sarah and Jarrod” was scrawled on the back along with the date of the prom but who the hell was Jarrod? Was there some guy running around out there who I might bump into who would remember me as his prom date or did he not even exist, like some AI generated piece of art?

I looked up Sandy Patterson and found that she still existed and was married and had two kids so presumably if I bumped into her someday I would just be some girl she went to high school with and not her lesbian prom date, but it was a strange thing to think about. What about the other girls I had dated, like Gloria Sanchez? Would she recognize me as a friend from college? Did the time she spent dating me as Arthur disappear or did she have a replacement memory? Or was this more of a It’s A Wonderful Life situation where people actually lived their lives as if Arthur Duggins had never been born? This is why it can be so incredibly difficult to write fantasy stories with alternative timelines. I was kind of getting a headache just trying to sort it all out.

Fortunately I imagined that most of the loose ends would never come into play but I had to be on my toes. I didn’t really want some ex-boyfriend I didn’t even know popping up and wanting to rekindle our relationship or something but it seemed like anything was possible. Of course it was also possible that all of this was just a temporary illusion designed to get me through the next six months, or however long it took for me to make my ultimate decision. If I stayed as Arthur everything would go back to the way it was, but maybe if I stayed as Sarah there would be some new explanation for the life I never lived.

Another timeline conundrum for me was where would I pick up in my life if I chose to remain male? When I had gone to the Woods previously I had come back to the exact same place I had been when I left home no matter how long I had spent away. But what if I spent the next six months living in this world as Sarah and then decided to go back to being Arthur? Would those six months just vanish as if they had never happened or would it be six months later and now there weren’t any panties in my dresser anymore? Would I still have the George Eliot book I had just bought or would it be back on the shelf at the bookstore? For any aspiring authors out there don’t try something crazy like this unless you’ve really got the stomach for it. I was living it and I still couldn’t make sense of all of it, the thought of trying to make it up out of my head was more than I could handle.

I suppose it was all kind of a leap of faith. I just sort of figured that things would work out along the line and if I ran into any tricky situations I was hopefully clever enough to think fast on my feet and come up with a story. Some power in the universe had given me tits and a pussy. I had to trust that they wouldn’t leave me twisting in the wind.


CHAPTER 12:

I was really getting interested in what is generally called Women’s Studies. It was kind of a broad field that covered things like gender roles, social inequalities and women’s history among other things. I knew that right wing politicians despised it because it was too “woke” for their taste but that only made it more appealing. It made me think of a professor I had in college who once said something like if there’s a book that’s banned there’s probably something in there that’s worth reading and I had found that it’s largely true. More than ever it seemed like it was time to take a stand against oppression but I had come very late to that party.

In the meantime I had to live. Presumably the point of this test drive was to see if I wanted to keep this new model or go back to my old ride so just sitting alone reading all day probably wasn’t the best way to make an informed decision. And in all honesty I was getting kind of horny. I bought some sex toys and masturbated a lot but aside from my jogging routine I wasn’t getting out of my apartment all that much.

The problem was I was really out of the loop when it came to dating. In college you met people. There were parties to go to and people you saw in class or around the campus but I didn’t have that pool to draw from anymore. It kind of seemed like human direct contact was sort of a thing of the past anyway. There were a lot of online hookups and whatnot and people probably still met in some of the same old ways but I was kind of lost at figuring out how to go about it.

In my books people often met by chance. The heroine would run into a handsome stranger and there would be an instant connection. Sparks would fly, passion would ensue, some complication would arise but it would neatly be resolved by the end. That was fiction but I was living in reality.

One thing I had going for me was that I was an attractive woman so presumably if I circulated a bit some men would take notice and might approach me. Being the prey instead of the predator seemed to be easier but I still had to make myself conspicuous somehow.

The first thing I tried was switching my run from an isolated road to a public park and that worked like gangbusters, especially in my cropped sports bra top and skin tight shorts. My bouncing boobs seemed to be like throwing food into shark infested waters and every time I stopped, whether I needed to or not, there was a decent chance that some guy would take the opportunity to stop as well. That led to my first date with a man, a guy named Chuck Davenport or worked in the insurance industry. He was tall and obviously liked to work out so he had a fit athletic body as far as I could tell from his running attire and a pleasant personality.

I wasn’t totally unprepared for dating as a woman since I had written about that extensively and done some homework. Even so I was still nervous about the whole thing because it was all so new to me in real life and I didn’t want to fuck up and wear totally the wrong thing or stupidly say something that a “real” woman wouldn’t be likely to say. Finally I ran out of time to worry and found myself seated across from the man at a nice restaurant.

Aside from running we didn’t seem to have much in common. He was fascinated that I actually wrote books for a living but I was having a hard time being fascinated by insurance. Even after talking to him for a while I still wasn’t sure exactly what he did. It sort of gave me the impression that he didn’t know either.

When he found out that I wrote romance novels, and that some of them were rather sexy, he really became fascinated. I guess he assumed that it was like being a porn star or something and that I would naturally be an expert in art of love. I suppose I was, in a way, but not from my writing experience. I had literally been trained how to please a man by experts who really seemed to know what they were talking about and I was kind of anxious to put that to use. I didn’t think that I had found my “soul mate” or the reincarnation of some past love but he was a nice enough guy who looked good so I agreed to go back to his place.

Whatever he did he made money at it because he wasn’t living in the low rent district and his pad was spacious and well-appointed. He poured some moderately expensive wine, dimmed the lights, and we sat on the couch making small talk for a while before he finally put his hand on my knee.

“Look, I know you’ve probably been with all kinds of incredible men that I couldn’t hope to compete with and I have no idea if I can live up to your standards but you’re quite honestly the most beautiful woman I’ve ever gone out with and I want you so bad right now it literally hurts,” said Chuck as he looked earnestly into my eyes.

I was completely taken off guard by that. I had figured he was aggressive and confident enough to approach me as a total stranger and ask me out and that he would probably have marked me as an “easy lay” for my salacious literary background but he was actually a little intimidated by that and it made me want to make him happy.

“Hey, people write about crime without being criminals,” I said using my familiar line. “I want you too or I wouldn’t be here.”

Then we kissed and the rest started to fall into place quite naturally. In the Woods I had been treated like a goddess and I had been treated like a whore but I was kind of discovering what it was like to just be treated as a woman. He had a peg and I had several holes, any of which he would no doubt love to put his peg in. That’s how we were built and what we both knew would be the result of the dinner and the wine and the dimmed lights and the smooching. I had been in this situation before, although then I had the peg. Since the ultimate goal was to get the peg in the hole it didn’t seem all that different to me in some ways, and yet I knew it was very different indeed.

The keeper of the hole had a lot of power, at least until she let the peg inside. That granted a certain consent, but even then it was up to the keeper which holes the peg would be allowed into. It was such a funny way to think of things but kind of a fundamental truth. I had just never broken it down that way before. If a girl let you do something you considered yourself lucky and hoped she’d let you do more. If Chuck tried to stick his hand up under my dress and I didn’t want him to I could brush it aside. If he tried to kiss me and I didn’t want to kiss I could turn my head. Theoretically it worked both ways but from a practical standpoint it usually didn’t.

I knew girls who wouldn’t give blowjobs but I couldn’t imagine a guy in the middle of making out with a chick pushing her head away if she tried to suck his dick. Maybe if she broke out a strap on and said she wanted to fuck him in the ass he’d object but otherwise a man was likely to take whatever he could get, but that was really up to the girl to decide.

Chuck had gotten the top of my dress down and I had removed my bra so we had progressed to the boob play stage. Sure when I was jogging those big bags I was carrying around out in front of me could be kind of a pain in the ass but most of the time I really loved my tits, especially since other people seemed to love them too. They were very responsive to the touch, and my nipples quite sensitive, and it was hard not to admire them in the mirror sometimes. There’s just something about a great rack that’s hard not to love.

Chuck was certainly showing his appreciation for them so I decided it was time to get the peg out. I leaned over and unfastened his pants and pulled out his cock which was very erect. It was a nice-looking dick of fairly average size but there was plenty there to work with. I stroked him for a bit while we kissed some more and then I put my head down on his lap and let the peg into the hole.


CHAPTER 13:

The first time I had ever been with a man I had sucked his cock and I had done a fair amount of sucking since then and I definitely found it to be an enjoyable experience. The warmth and wetness of a man’s member in my mouth was a sensual rush. Knowing the way men tend to think I figured that Chuck probably pictured something like this happening from the moment he decided to strike up a conversation with me at the park. He may have been looking at my lips forming words but his brain was likely imagining them wrapped around his cock, like they were right now. I knew from experience that it took balls to hit on a woman, especially an overtly attractive one, and I liked the idea of rewarding him for his efforts. Lots of guys looked more than they acted.

“Oh, you are so good at this,” Chuck moaned.

I think I probably was. I had gone through training with flying colors and I certainly had a good attitude where giving head was concerned. Sucking dick at the inn had generally been a pretty perfunctory affair but at the temple I worshiped cock with the best of them I thought.

“Maybe we should go in the bedroom,” Chuck suggested. “I don’t think I can last much longer this way.”

“Why don’t you finish here and then we can go in the bedroom. I’m in no hurry, are you?” I replied.

It wasn’t long before I felt the warm flow of his cum and thought that it was an interesting contrast to the taste of the wine. When he had finished I diligently cleaned him with my tongue and then we got up and retired to his bedroom.

After getting naked and climbing in bed we resumed making out for a while and I had the feeling that I should probably do everything I could to boost his ego if we both were going to have the best time possible. That was more from my personal experience as a man than anything I had learned in the woods. A man performs best when his self-confidence is high. If a woman ever looked bored or disinterested that erection could go right out the window.

“Do you play sports or go to the gym aside from running?” I asked as I felt the muscles in his arm.

“Yeah, I try to hit the gym as much as possible but work keeps me pretty busy,” he replied.

“I figured you must. You didn’t get this body from just jogging around the park.”

It was a fair question and I wasn’t lying about his physique. It was nice. Much better than mine had ever been but it was actually a calculated decision to praise his body like that. This being a woman stuff was proving to be more psychological than I had expected.

It didn’t take him too terribly long to get hard again and once I could tell that he was ready for another go I got myself on my hands and knees and looked back at him over my shoulder.

“Ready for round two?” I asked as I shook my ass a tiny bit.

Chuck looked like he had just won the lottery or something as he quickly got behind me and put his hands on my hips. First a BJ and now a chick voluntarily offering up her rear end...had I been in his situation I would have thought I was in heaven.

When his peg slipped into hole number two I felt like I was being reunited with an old friend or having a meal I hadn’t had in years at a favorite old restaurant. Obviously the sensation of sexual congress was fantastic but mentally I honestly felt more “complete” when I had a cock in my pussy. That connection, that fullness, that instinctive need to be penetrated was a powerful elixir for the mind.

I was a woman and he was a man. Nature was telling him to cum inside me and telling me to receive it. That was why people had sex. You could talk about love and unbridled passion (and I certainly did plenty of that in my work) but even if it was a boring procedure people would still feel the need to do it. Thankfully it was usually quite pleasant to do, and we had grafted on all these bells and whistles to make it even more enjoyable, or give it some additional “significance” but when you boiled it down to its essence it was back to the need to put the peg in the hole.

My plan seemed to work because Chuck became a little more aggressive as he boned me. He gave me a couple of light slaps on the rump and said some shit that he probably picked up from a porno somewhere. From the moment Michael had told me that I inspired him I had wanted to inspire every man that I went to bed with...well maybe aside from the guys at the inn, although I didn’t mind inspiring the hairy highwayman who was always good for a daring taste of danger.

I spent the night with Chuck, and I didn’t rule out seeing him again, but I sort of knew that he wasn’t someone I was likely to have a long term relationship with. As much as I liked a nice hard body I probably needed a more of a nerdy bookworm type to really communicate with outside of the bedroom.

I got another date from the park, and one while getting some coffee, and I went out with Chuck again and they were all pleasant experiences but kind of lacking the spark I was looking for. I suppose that was one of the downsides of my profession, that I was believing my own hype. Maybe there weren’t supposed to be any sparks. Maybe you just wanted to find a decent person who you could get along with and let your love grow over time. There’s no real statistical evidence to suggest that arranged marriages back in the day were any less successful than modern marriages. Of course in my profession that would be kind of a hard sell to the romance crowd and as much as I hated to admit it I was really a pretty romantic person at heart.

Although I was almost certain that being a woman was the right choice for me I think I wanted to take some more time and see as much as possible. The additional grooming required, specialized hygienic needs and even my first period hadn’t scared me off so far but I needed to experience more and I was kind of hoping that I would get the chance to experience what love felt like from the female point of view. I had glorified it and sung its praises and that allowed me to pay my bills but I hadn’t lived it and I wondered whether I was just peddling a lie to a bunch of lonely women who wanted to believe that dream as much as I did.

Some might argue that my burgeoning interest in feminism was somewhat at odds with my romantic urges because it was placing too much emphasis on the idea that I “needed” a man in order to be complete or to define my life but I didn’t see it that way. If there was anything I had learned about being a woman so far was that it was a job for the ultimate multitasker and sort of a Jill of all trades. You could be physically soft but have incredible intestinal fortitude. If you wanted to compete in a male-dominated field you had to be tough but try not to appear to be too bossy. You could be nurturing and giving but still get what you wanted. It seemed to me you could stand up for your rights and still enjoy being swept off your feet.

Ultimately I was on a two-pronged mission, to discover what it would be like to spend the rest of my life being female and to learn as much as I could about what being a woman truly meant. It was a lot to cram into several months but so far it had been the most fulfilling endeavor of my life.


CHAPTER 14:

I was attending a lecture on the great English poet and author Emily Brontë (nerd alert) a woman who only had one novel and a few poems published yet was regarded today as one of the literary greats. Her novel, Wuthering Heights, published in 1847 under the male pen name of Ellis Bell, shocked Victorian readers with its passionate and powerful sexual themes and the public was even more astonished to discover several years later that it had actually been written by a woman. Tragically she died a year after publication at the age of 30 and never knew the acclaim her work would go on to achieve.

While not strictly considered an “erotic novel” by modern standards it was certainly thought of as an astonishingly steamy work for the day. Its often dark, obsessive and toxic relationships still makes it a book that can be hard to read and even harder to appreciate without some life experience under the belt.

I was no stranger to these kinds of specialized literary lectures back when I was in college, and I had attended one or two later when I worked at the vintage bookstore, mainly to pass out some business cards to perspective customers. I knew the crowd, the bookworms, the students, the literary geeks. There was usually a little social gathering afterwards with coffee and donuts or something and people would discuss the lecture and the topic and favorite books and authors and so on. I didn’t usually stick around for that too long unless I was trying to drum up business for the store but while sipping some coffee off to one side a very attractive man came up to me and sparked a conversation.

“Are you trying to avoid being sucked into an hour long discussion of the homosexual undertones of Wuthering Heights or are you just trying to enjoy your coffee in peace?” asked the man.

“Maybe a little of both,” I said with a laugh, “although that is an interesting aspect of the work and I don’t mind the company.”

“I’m Derick Portnoy by the way,” said the man extended his hand. “I used to teach literature but now I’m an antique book collector.”

“Sarah Landers,” I replied shaking his hand, “and I’ll spare you any puns about your complaints because I imagine you’ve heard them all by now anyway.”

That got a good chuckle out of Derick and there was something I liked about the way he laughed. It seemed to me that he probably did it fairly often, which I took as a good sign.

“I know this coffee is free but I know a much better place if you’d allow me to buy you a cup,” Derick suggested.

I accepted his invitation and we walked a very short distance to a coffee shop which was indeed a major step up in quality as far as the menu was concerned. I was drawn to the guy in a way that I really never had been drawn to a man before although a lecture on a Victorian poet was hardly the place I had expected to find a hookup.

“You know I’d really like to do this properly,” said Derick after we had been chatting for a while. “Perhaps you’d like to go out to dinner sometime.”

I again accepted his invitation and we exchanged contact info before he walked me back to my car and said goodnight. In some ways this felt like it might be the first “real” date I would be going on because I wasn’t just thinking about dick. I was thinking about dick, because he was very handsome, but I also felt the spark I had been looking for. The date might not just be the excuse we used to hit the sheets.

The lecture had been fine and kind of refreshed my memory more than provided me with completely new insight but meeting that man had made it all worthwhile. I really couldn’t stop thinking about him and was thrilled when we set the details of our date.

We’d already done coffee together so this wouldn’t be quite as nerve-racking as a typical first date but that didn’t make me any less obsessive about getting my look just right. I wanted to be sexy but not too slutty. Perfectly attired for the situation without looking like I went to any extraordinary lengths. A sophisticated woman who could hold her own in an intellectual conversation but also a “fun gal” who was down-to-earth and knew how to have a good time. In short the usual impossible standards that women so often tried to live up to.

The fundamental “problem” with dates, whether a man or a woman, was the risk of elevated expectations. From a practical standpoint getting past the early dating stage tended to be kind of a relief because once you had established some kind of a relationship you weren’t under as much pressure to “sell yourself” all the time. My books tended to kind of conveniently gloss over that because it wasn’t as sexy as the thrill of the chase. The “happily ever after” part was kind of boring since the hurdles keeping the lovers apart had finally been gotten over.

I had planned to play it cool with Derick and use this date to set the stage for future dates but it didn’t quite work out that way. The sexual energy between us was palpable and we ended up kind of rushing through dinner and dropping the rest of our itinerary as soon as we got back into the car. We just looked at each other for a long moment and then we were kissing. No words, no subtle touching of the hand or the knee or anything. The sparks I had written of and dreamed of were actually flying and I wanted him inside me more than anything I had ever wanted in my life.

“Do you think we’re going too fast?” asked Derick.

“No, but keep your eye on the road. I don’t want to crash before having a chance to make love to you,” I replied.

We went to his place because it was closer and I impulsively jump up on him and wrapped my legs around his back while I smothered his lips with kisses. Fortunately he caught me and managed to hold me up all the way to the door, and somehow even got us both inside without dropping me. His apartment turned out to be rather nice but I didn’t notice at the time. He could have lived in a shack or a tent for all I cared.

Once he put me down the clothes started flying, leaving a trail all the way to the bedroom, like someone leaving breadcrumbs in the forest to find their way back.

“My God, no wonder you could carry me so easily,” I said when I saw him naked for the first time. “You have a really terrific body.”

“Not what you were expecting from an egghead?” he said with a grin.

“No. An egghead with six pack abs would be hard for even me to sell,” I joked.

“Well you seem rather physically fit as well so maybe we’re both in for a good workout tonight.”


CHAPTER 15:

Dr. Derick Portnoy PhD was a frickin’ stud. Not Greek god ripped like Michael or hung like a horse but he had all the tools and he knew how to use them. I was really glad I hadn’t stuck to some arbitrary plan to build up to the big moment because this spontaneous eruption of passion was so much better. My concern about elevated expectations turned out to be exactly the opposite. I had been thinking that Derick was a very interesting guy, and not bad to look at it, and might turn out to be a halfway decent lover but he was fucking me in ways I had only experienced at the temple in the woods.

I was squealing, I was squirming, I was gasping for air and clutching at his body. I left scratch marks on his back and damn near pulled out a clump of his hair. He seemed inspired but I was inspired too and it was a raucous affair that lasted all night.

“Wow, I think you kind of like sex don’t you?” Derick joked during a lull in the action.

“Does it show?” I joked back.

“Just a little around the edges,” he replied.

“Well you certainly give me the impression that you’ve done this sort of thing a few times before.”

“Perhaps, but not always quite so vigorously,” he said with a laugh. “Hopefully I’ll be able to walk in the morning.”

“If you can’t don’t worry about it. You can just kick back and I’ll suck your cock all day.”

And then we were off again.


CHAPTER 16:

I learned a lot from that first night in bed with Derick. I learned that appearances can be deceiving and that you shouldn’t jump to conclusions about people based on stereotypes. And I learned that sex was so much better when you had a personal investment. By nature I always enjoyed pleasing other people. That’s what my writing kind of was, a desire to stimulate my readers and hopefully give them something they would enjoy, even if when it was just escapist fantasy. But I really wanted to please Derick personally and show him how excited I was to be getting closer to him. The Jarrod guy who had magically appeared in my prom picture probably didn’t even really exist, and the men I met at the temple didn’t exist in this world, and the men I had dated for real so far were nice, and sometimes the sex was good, but I felt over the moon, butterflies in the stomach, walking on the clouds kind of stuff being with Derick and it was a wonderful thing to feel.

I was supposedly this expert on romance yet I had never had a great romantic relationship in my life, and certainly never one as a woman even though I wrote it about it all the time. It was just the product of my fertile imagination and sometimes I wondered whether such a thing even existed. All that talk about sparks and fireworks and two people becoming as one sounded good on paper but damn it actually felt really good in real life as well and I realized that I hadn’t totally been doing it justice.

The more practical and realistic side of me figured that love was something that you probably just built up to over time. You liked somebody, and then you found that you liked them a lot, and then one day you decided that you liked them enough to say that you loved them. You stuck it out and developed a working relationship and love was the logical conclusion. Now my sensibilities were all being cast to the wind and all I could think about was how Derick made me feel. It was only the second time I had ever been in his presence but I couldn’t really picture my life without him now that we had met.

Of course it takes two to tango, as they say, and I had no idea where Derick stood on the question of love. It was obvious he was attracted to me physically, and he seemed to find me reasonable company when his dick wasn’t inside me, and we had a shared passion for literature, but I wondered whether he was just enjoying himself with a horny new piece of ass or picturing us walking down the aisle someday. (Or at least shacking up if marriage seemed too conventional or something. You never knew with intellectuals.)

One thing I knew for certain was that there was no turning back for me as far as womanhood was concerned. I was Sarah Landers and I probably always had been. What I had to do now was make sure that I always would be. If Derick just turned out to be a great fling I knew I would keep looking for “the one” or whatever you wanted to call it because I was a true romantic at heart.

I did go out with Derick a few more times, and each one seemed better than the previous one somehow, and I knew that I would have to return to the Woods to complete my journey but I was scared. I wanted this life so much but what if I failed the last test? All of this could be stripped away from me leaving me totally devastated and hopeless. All along the way I had tried to tell myself that whatever happened in the long run my writing would at least benefit from my experiences as a woman but I didn’t care whether I ever wrote another word or not as long as I stayed female. My curiosity had become a craving that could only be fulfilled one way.

Ultimately there was no point in delaying it. Whatever it took, whatever I had to do I would find the strength to do it because I had to and that was a fundamental core element of being a woman. Real strength wasn’t measured in how much you could bench press. I was happy to leave that to the men. I could enjoy the benefits of their labor without breaking a sweat.

I took out the pearl dildo and got on my back. Then I spread my legs open and got ready to slide the phallus inside me. The moment it penetrated me the magic did its trick and I was back at the Woods of Womanhood.


CHAPTER 17:

“I was getting a little worried about you,” said Freya with a smile. “I thought you might have been back sooner.”

“Not for a lack of desire, I assure you,” I said. “I just couldn’t stand the thought that I might mess up and all of this would go away.”

“Put your mind at ease. There’s nothing to mess up and it won’t go away, I assure you. It’s just a ritual. A sign that you’ve committed to taking the final step on your journey.”

Instead of my temple gown or some other kind of “costume” I was to be sent out into the woods totally naked. I didn’t even have the little floral vines offering the slimmest of covering. I was exposed and vulnerable, something that would once have frightened me but that I had learned to embrace.

I was pointed to another path and started walking. As I went along it seemed to be getting darker and the trees more gnarled and twisted and sinister looking. That made me a little nervous but I kept going. Suddenly I felt myself being grabbed from behind and pushed face first up against a tree.

“So we meet one final time,” said the familiar voice of the beast man.

“You startled me,” I said.

“I’m going to do a lot more than that to you,” said the beast as he pushed his cock into my pussy. “I’ll bet you’re going to miss this.”

“You have grown on me, I’ll give you that,” I replied.

“I knew from the beginning that you’d stick it out to the end.”

I didn’t know if I believed him or not but it certainly seemed possible. I had offered only the most token of resistance and had yielded to him easily ever since. Even now I felt the hypnotic draw of his carnality. He had always brought out something primitive an animalistic in me.

“You are so ripe and juicy,” he hissed in my ear. “So totally fuckable.”

Suddenly he pulled out of my gash and plunged into my ass. I squealed but I didn’t object. Such was the nature of the “relationship” I had with this creature. I knew that he could use me however he wanted, and he knew that, and I was okay with it. More than okay with it I suppose. Despite my newfound feminist leanings and my burgeoning love affair with a terrific guy there was some deeply responsive part of me that embraced being conquered and ravished. It had to be instinctive because it certainly wasn’t a learned trait. His sexual power mesmerized me and I accepted it, and I suppose even welcomed it in a way.

“Such a shame that I’ll never see you again,” the man grunted just before he started to drain himself into my anus. “But there will always be others.”

He left me leaning against the tree, gasping, with cum dripping out of my ass and I felt a tiny bit of sadness in our parting. Not so much because I was going to miss this shameless display of submissiveness but because it reminded me that my time in this place was coming to an end and I felt very sentimental for some reason.

Since I didn’t have any clothes to deal with I just got back on the path and started walking again. Soon it got even darker as the trees formed a sort of canopy over the trail and blotted out the sun, or whatever light source there was here. And then it was pitch black but I just kept putting one foot in front of the other, slowly but steadily moving forward. Suddenly I couldn’t move anymore, not from fatigue or from reaching a barrier but because my feet would no longer lift from the ground.

I felt sleepy and a little dizzy but I remained upright, as far as I could tell, although images were beginning to flash through my brain. I saw a little girl that I knew was me yet couldn’t possibly have been since I had never been a little girl. Glimpses of events from my life with this version of myself replacing the original. I had heard that when people were dying sometimes their life flashed before their eyes and I wondered if that was happening to me yet the life I was seeing was one that could have happened, not the one I had actually lived.

As I was watching I was also feeling, as if I was both the audience and the movie simultaneously. I wanted to cry when I saw my parents brought back to life but I was also feeling whatever emotion the child felt. It was a wrenching contradiction and hard to take in sometimes but fascinating none-the-less.

If I was watching a movie it was a very strangely edited one with so much information zooming past me and so many feelings to absorb in an instant. Happiness, sorrow, pain, shame, arousal, joy, disappointment. I was being put through a real emotional ringer.

The movie seemed to end when I was jogging on the road right before the lightning had struck me, although I was Sarah instead of Arthur. Then everything was still and dark and I thought that perhaps it was over but my feet still wouldn’t move and I remained in my trance-like state.

Next I felt myself being penetrated and wondered for a moment whether my beast man had taken advantage of my incapacity to drill me one more time but there was no one there. Even so I felt exactly as if I was making love. Then began the strange sensation of feeling changes to my body and I realized that I was pregnant. It was as if nine months were being condensed into a matter of minutes or maybe seconds? I was being taken through the entire physical, mental and emotional process of carrying a child although I could see nothing but total darkness.

Finally came the pain of childbirth and there was nothing I could relate to that would accurately describe it. It wasn’t quite like an injury or an illness it was something else entirely and at times it seemed almost unbearable to me but then it was over and I heard a baby crying and finally I felt an incredible sense of bliss as my child suckled at my breast.

Slowly the darkness began to clear away and I realized that I was standing in the same clearing that I had stood in the first time I had come to the Woods. My feet were free again and I walked over to the little pond and once again viewed my reflection only this time I didn’t see a strange unrecognizable image I just saw myself and I knew that this was my true reflection.

Then I was back home, exactly where I had been before putting the ivory dildo inside me but the dildo was now gone. I was scared for a moment that something had gone wrong or that I had failed the test but then I understood that the ritual was over and I would never see the Woods of Womanhood again.


CHAPTER 18:

I had expected to walk back to the temple and have a ceremony or a party or something or at least a chance to say goodbye to everybody but in a way it was better that it had ended like this. My nerves were raw and my emotional state had been something like having a nervous breakdown. It would have been too painful to have some big tearful farewell and in the end I knew that none of that place actually existed in the world I was living in now. The Woods had served its purpose and it was up to me to make my way in life, whatever that life would turn out to be.

I had never mentioned my odyssey to Derick, for rather obvious reasons, and although I felt like celebrating with him and sharing the news that I was female forever it just didn’t seem to make sense to do so. He had met me when I was a woman and I would be that woman for the rest of my life. My female past was now imprinted on my brain as clearly as my male one had been so I could talk freely about my childhood experiences, my first crush, my first date, my years in school. My past life as a man was gone now and didn’t matter anymore, although I would surely always be aware of it.

Even so I couldn’t completely retain my enthusiasm the next time I was with Derick and even though I was dressed to go out to dinner I pushed him into a chair, pulled out his cock, and climbed on top of him, guiding his rod past my panties as I pulled up the bottom of my dress.

“Well, somebody seems happy to see me,” Derick joked as I began to ride him while gazing into his eyes.

“Would you still love me if I was insane?” I asked.

“Why? Are you planning on losing your mind?” he replied.

“Just when you make me cum,” I said as I started to bounce a little faster.

“In that case I hope to drive you insane as often as possible.”

I would freely admit that I was totally out of my mind for believing the absurd story about being struck by lightning and ending up in a gender changing fantasy world of tests and challenges and training exercises except for the fact that I used to be a man and now I was bouncing up and down with a big cock in my pussy. I may have imagined everything that happened to me in the woods but I certainly wasn’t imagining the reality of the fact that somehow I was now a woman.

I also wish that I could easily explain why this had happened to me but I have no easy explanation. The idea that because I wrote romantic fiction from a female perspective I had been singled out by some power in the universe to become that which I wrote about seemed unlikely, unless those powers just had a real fondness for erotica and wanted to see me produce more authentic work.

Fortunately the how and the why didn’t really matter. When offered the opportunity to become female I had accepted it and passed all of the tests and each day I felt stronger and more confident and more determined than ever to be worthy of the gift I had been given. I will say that because of my work I had tried to picture myself being a woman but now that I had actually become one I couldn’t picture myself being a man ever again. It’s not that I think that women are inherently superior to men it’s just that I found that I was happier being female.

I still had no idea how this transformation would impact my writing but I had lots of new ideas floating around in my head and I also had the feeling that my voice might be used for things other than romantic escapism but that remained to be seen. As my lover filled me with his seed I was thinking more about other directions my life might go as well. Had the final test in the woods been a preview of my future or simply a way of illustrating what might be in store for me? Either way I knew I’d prepared for it if the time came, which was pretty much how I felt about everything.

Hopefully the Romance Writers of America would approve of the way I built this story to an optimistic conclusion because I certainly felt that the future was bright indeed.


AUTHOR’S NOTES:

If you’re a regular reader of mine you’ve no doubt noticed that I return to a lot of popular themes like college life, gender bending vacations, or men who become women for profit making purposes but sometimes I get a wild idea and run with it and this was one of those times. It mixes the practical with the fantastical and leans into allegory with its concept of “testing” someone’s fitness to be female.

You might also have noticed that I’ve been slipping more political commentary into my work, something I had usually tried to avoid, but there is obviously a very strong opposition in America right now to anything that promotes a positive or affirming view of LGBTQ+ themes and I honestly wouldn’t be surprised if the kind of books I write end up being banned, if not by the government directly then by pressure being put on corporations to change their content guidelines. Until then I am going to continue to do what I love doing and telling stories that people all over the world seem to enjoy reading.


SOCIAL MEDIA

I’ve recently started trying to establish some kind of more substantial social media presence. What I’m really hoping for is to get people to engage and communicate with me so that I can better understand what my readers want to see in the future. And I would like to use things like my blog as an outlet for some of my other artistic endeavors that I hope you will find entertaining and stimulating.

At the moment the two that I’m concentrating on are:

https://www.facebook.com/pages/Stacey-Zackerly-Author/1433132996914960

http://staceyzackerly.blogspot.com

There’s a lot of fun stuff starting to happen at the blog like my new cartoon/caption series called “Stacey’s World” that is a surprisingly honest and generally amusing look at my life primarily from a sexual perspective.

I would love to hear from you guys and make this relationship more of a two-way street. The fans that I’ve met online have been absolutely awesome and I can’t wait to make some new friends!


SORT OF NEW VIDEOS!

I’ve been having some fun making a few short 3D animated videos using the 3DXChat game. I also discovered a cool video site that I really like called Hypnotube that is packed with sissy hypno and other TG videos. You can find my new videos there at:

https://hypnotube.com/video/the-beach-house-by-stacey-zackerly-43647.html

https://hypnotube.com/video/the-club-by-stacey-zackerly-42938.html
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