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To my readers, always


Weekend Woman

(14,500 words)

By: Clover Cox


A Note to the Reader

Dear Reader,

My name is Mx. River, no middle or last name. I am a non-binary fairy godparent who will be sharing the story of how I save the marriage of Grace and Thomas Wilson with a little magic and a lot of determination.

I use Mx instead of Mr, Mrs, Ms, or Miss, but the people I help can use the pronouns he or she based on whatever makes them more comfortable. Every human sees me differently. The other fairies and I use titles like ze, zim, zir, zirs, and zirself to refer to each other, but we speak about ourselves using I, me, my, mine, and myself. Fairies haven’t come to an agreement on the first-person plural, so we use both to describe ourselves/(zirselves).

Before you begin reading, my sweetness, I would like to introduce you to some non-binary titles:

	I	ME	MY	MINE	MYSELF
	YOU	YOU	YOUR	YOURS	YOURSELF
	HE	HIM	HIS	HIS	HIMSELF
	SHE	HER	HER	HERS	HERSELF
	ZE*	ZIM	ZIR	ZIRS	ZIRSELF
	IT	IT	ITS	N/A	ITSELF
	WE	US	OUR	OURS	OURSELVES
	THEY	THEM	THEIR	THEIRS	THEMSELVES


*Ze is used in our community to replace he/she but not to replace I/we.

Enjoy the story of Grace and Thomas Wilson,

Mx. River


Chapter One

Grace is a gorgeous woman, but even the most stunning of women can crumble. Grace lies in the bed, locating stains on the ceiling, reflecting on the turns her life has taken.

Now that her kids have left the nest, Grace isn’t certain of her place in the world. She and her husband, Thomas, are taking a vacation this weekend, and Grace hopes they can make their relationship last; turn it in a new, positive direction. Grace feels lonely without the hectic schedules of her children. Even though she has a career, it isn’t the same as a full house.

Jackson, their youngest child, just moved out last week to his freshman dorm. Polly, older than Jackson by three years, left for Texas after she graduated high school. She never visits. She doesn’t call. Her boyfriend and studies are the most important things in her life, and she doesn’t think about much else. Who can blame her? Jackson moved to Iowa, which isn’t far, but it isn’t close either.

Grace and her husband, Thomas, live in Wisconsin where the water is blue, the air fresh, and the winters long.

When Grace and Thomas first married, they were in their early twenties. Grace had been desperate to marry Thomas, her Army man, in those days. Marrying him was so easy until the demands began. Thomas gave Grace a strict workout regimen. He remarks on her weight and figure, reminding her that he could walk out and find a younger, more appreciative woman.

Grace often ponders why he hasn’t yet left. Why hasn’t Thomas packed his bags to find another woman?

Without complaining, Grace fulfills Thomas’ every wish. She wakes up at five a.m. to run five miles before stretching and cooking breakfast. Thomas wakes up every day with a hot cup of coffee he doesn’t have to think of preparing. Grace does squats and push-ups in the evening to keep her body more attractive than most twenty-year-olds at forty-two. Not that Thomas doesn’t do the same. He is tighter and fitter than the majority of men.

Thomas gave his children a love for fitness too, which is one of the things Grace admires most about her husband.

Grace turns her head to stare out the window, wondering how she can love and hate a quality about her husband equally. His ambition and drive has created enormous wealth for their family. He and his father are fishermen, but when Thomas took charge of the company after retiring from the military, he expanded it beyond freshwater fishing and got into farm fishing. The company now does both and has enjoyed massive success. Thomas always does what he can to make more money.

Sighing, Grace rises from the bed. It is becoming uncomfortable to slumber in the middle of the day, and they are leaving for their trip soon. Grace checks Thomas’ suitcase, which is sitting by the bedroom door. Nothing to fix, for once. Grace packs her bag, adding everything she will need for their country retreat. Thomas loves going to cabins. This weekend they are heading to the border of Wisconsin and Illinois to stay on Lake Michigan in a luxe cabin. Grace loves their getaways.

Little does Grace know that she’ll meet me.

Despite how Thomas strives for his version of ‘excellence’, Grace finds him to be a pleasant man most days. He has never hit her. He even supports her sometimes, like when Grace started selling beauty products after Jackson started elementary school. That doesn’t stop Thomas from brushing off Grace’s job as more than a hobby, even though she makes more than enough to take care of herself if it comes to that.

Grace walks into the kitchen from the bedroom after stuffing her suitcase. The water is running from the shower where Thomas is lathering himself, she assumes. He has left a mess in the kitchen.

If Grace complains, she will have a terrible weekend. They will fight. It’s a loop of tension. Looking around, Grace takes in what she has to clean: a gallon of milk sitting on the counter without its lid, Thomas’ t-shirt on the barstool, and a yogurt container with one spoonful remaining. Grace wants yogurt, but it’s no longer an option.

Will she complain? No. Today isn’t a day to start a fight since they are leaving for the cabin as soon as Thomas is ready. Instead of eating yogurt as she had planned, Grace makes a cheese sandwich that will hold her over until dinner. What is the point of making a big fuss before a romantic weekend?

Grace chews her cheese sandwich, savoring the grains in the toasted bread. Thomas appears in the kitchen, smiling at Grace as though he doesn’t notice that she cleaned. Perhaps he doesn’t. Thomas never seems to notice anything she does.

“Ready to go, Grace?”

She nods and smiles even though her blood is boiling beneath the surface. “Sure, let me just put this plate in the dishwasher.”

They are out the door a few minutes later.

♦

Your hands are on the steering wheel. The country fields are flying by as you drive along the highway to your romantic weekend with Grace, your wife of over twenty years. Grace keeps looking over her shoulder with those eyes she uses before a fight. You have no idea what you’ve done this time, but Grace always finds a way to dredge up the past. You wonder when you do anything right in her eyes.

Grace is scrolling through the mp3 player, changing the song every thirty seconds, as though she were picking at a scab. You breathe out too loudly, and her gaze flies like daggers.

“Is something wrong?” she asks.

You grip the leather beneath your hands, glancing at the GPS that says there are only thirty miles between you and the cabin. Can’t Grace just keep her criticisms to herself for once? If only she knew how easily you could walk into any public place and find a new woman. Doesn’t she understand how many women drool over your muscular arms, even if they are with their man?

At least that is what you think, but you’ve never tested your theory. You only say those words when you want to make Grace sad. You know how much she gives you as a wife. Your life would be miserable without her and the kids. Why do you do it, Thomas?

“Yeah, that waist of yours,” you say.

Grace glances down at herself. She is wearing a tailored summer dress. Her diamond ring, the one you gave her, sparkles in the sunlight. Grace’s smile turns to a frown as she pinches her stomach, where she doesn’t have a trace of fat. Guilt washes over you.

“I’m sorry, Grace. I just want this weekend to be enjoyable.”

“Then why did you leave one spoonful of yogurt in the container?” she asks. Her hand is still sitting on her waist. The frown hasn’t vanished, but you hate when she brings up shit like the last bite of something.

“You had a cheese sandwich, didn’t you?”

“That’s not the point,” she says. Grace turns her head to stare out the window. All you see are streams of her mahogany hair. You focus on the road, not wanting to continue with the conversation that would lead nowhere but to another argument.

The thirty miles pass, and you all arrive at the park on the lake. Your cabin has all the fixings: an updated kitchen, a loft with a king-size bed, and a view of the lake. The reviews say the stars reflect against the water at night. As much as you think about other women, you really love your wife. You know you do, Thomas, so your behavior and comments are rather inappropriate.

“Isn’t the view of the lake incredible?” asks Grace. She is standing by the window with a glass of white wine in her hand. The cabin came with two bottles in the fridge from a local winery. Grace’s eyes lock onto yours. You sense she still wants to say something. That whatever she started to say is still on her mind.

“What else did I do?”

She chuckles. “What are you talking about?”

“What else did I do besides leave the last bite of yogurt?”

Grace pauses, considering how she should continue. She glances back out at the ripples of the water. You study her like the ledgers of your business. All you think about are those damn numbers and fish. What do you love more: your family or your business?

“You left your shirt on the barstool, like always. You left the milk on the counter without a lid. Thomas, I don’t want to fight, but how would you feel cleaning up after me every day?”

You consider this since you’ve never had to clean up after your wife. Only when you wanted sex and would offer to clean the kitchen after dinner. How selfish, wouldn’t you agree? Instead of offering your understanding, you react as you normally do.

“You’re always so critical of me, Grace! I can’t do a damn thing right!”

Grace shakes her head and turns back to the water views as you continue to scream, stomp, and act like a child. You grab your fishing gear and head out to the lake. It’s the late afternoon, and the sky will turn from crisp and blue to shades of pink and purple soon. You and Grace are supposed to have dinner with the sunset, but you are too angry to think clearly.

“I’m going fishing. Coming here with you was a mistake. Who knows what will happen now that the kids have gone to college,” you say before slamming the door and huffing. Now outside and away from the situation, the first whisper of regret hits your ears, but you’re in too deep, so you walk down to the lake to fish.


Chapter Two

Grace refills her glass of wine. Forty minutes have passed since Thomas stormed out of the cabin. She shakes her head, trying to push the memory to the past. She wishes she hadn’t brought up the mess in the kitchen, as any criticism sets him off.

You shouldn’t feel bad for telling your truth, my sweetness.

Grace turns her head after hearing my voice. She doesn’t know its origin. I haven’t revealed my true form to her, so I whisper into her mind.

Your husband is a grown man. Why can’t he put away the milk?

“Where are you?” asks Grace, screaming into the darkness. She is sitting outside on the back porch. She spills her glass of wine onto the grass, standing up to look. My vision is clear. Grace is frightened. I’ve watched her for years without revealing myself, but she’s at the end of her rope. She won’t make it much longer before signing the divorce papers, and it’s my job to help her before she reaches that point.

In the shadows, my dear. Would you like me to reveal myself?

Grace nods, now realizing the voices are in her head. She feels like she is losing it, but there’s nothing to fear. I hop across the grass, and Grace picks me up in my frog form.

Stroke my back.

Grace uses two fingers to stroke the frog’s back. My back. I leap from her hand and transform to my true self: an androgynous fairy. Grace gasps as she takes in my form.

“What are you?” she asks.

“Your fairy godparent, Mx. River,” I say.

Grace considers this as she glances into her empty wine glass. I flutter around her, watching as she thinks about her husband that hasn’t returned. As she wonders how much of her life I’ve seen. “How long have you been watching me?”

“Since your marital troubles began,” I say.

Grace turns to the door. I follow behind her as we move inside. Only people I want to see me can. The wonders of the human mind aren’t as complex to us non-binary fairies. We don’t control humans, we counsel them, but we must remain hidden to the public at large.

“How have you stayed hidden all this time?”

“I’ve waited until you needed me most to appear. Here I am, my child,” I say.

Grace’s hands are shaking as she pours more wine for herself. I remain silent as she digests my presence, but part of her must have always known I was there to protect her.

“Does everyone have a fairy godparent, Mx. River?” she asks many minutes later.

I shake my head and wave for her to come sit with me on the sofa. Grace puts another splash into her glass before giving in to my seductive aura. She sits next to me and glances at the floor, running her finger around the rim of her cup. “Where do you come from?”

“A land of non-binary fairies. That isn’t nearly as important as your marriage, my dear,” I say and push her hair behind her ear with my finger. We’re sitting together, knees touching, when I take her hand. “I can feel your pain from here. Tell me what’s hurting you.”

Grace tries her best to hold back the tears, but they come anyway. She has suppressed so much for so long. Her words are like a powerful earthquake after years of nothing. Grace tells me how her husband doesn’t appreciate her. How he wants to find another woman. She only wants to feel secure about their future.

“Your husband loves you, Grace,” I say because it’s the truth.

“He loves his business more.”

“We’re all capable of loving more than one thing at a time.”

“What do you know? You aren’t even human,” she says.

“But I watch over you all. I know enough.”

“Why are you here, Mx. River?”

Grace is losing her patience with me. She wants me to disappear and leave her alone. She doesn’t enjoy the intrusion into her life. Into her mind. “To help.”

“You could help by leaving,” she says.

“You’re hurt. Thomas hurt you when he left after you answered his question. I understand, my child.”

“I’m not a fucking child! And you’re right, I was hurt, but you have no right barging into my life like you know everything.”

“Grace, please,” I say. She is right. I don’t know everything. I’m not human. The messy love affairs of humans are foreign to us genderless, asexual fairies. Reproduction doesn’t require sex in our world. That doesn’t stop our understanding of what is happening. It’s like watching a movie with subtitles.

“I’m not here to tell you how to live your life. I’m here to present you with an offer.”

“What?”

“Would you like your husband to know what it feels like to be a woman? Us fairies help couples by changing their genders. Sometimes only one person. Sometimes both. For this case, I think it would be best to transform Thomas alone. Show him what it would be like to live as a dependent woman.”

Grace sits straighter on the sofa. She narrows her eyes. She waves her hand in the air. “That’s not possible,” she says.

“It is when you are a fairy. What do you say? We can make him wake up tomorrow in a woman’s body. Different name. Different ID. He wouldn’t be able to use all those credit cards of his,” I say, letting out a gentle laugh. I cover my mouth. How could I be so rude when plotting to change a man in such a way?

“Would he be uglier than me?”

My mouth turns to a smirk. I love a wicked woman. They are the best patients. Grace runs her hand through her mahogany hair, lifting her chest. She shakes her head. Her locks are like a sheet blowing in the summer wind. “He could be whatever woman you wanted him to become.”

Grace taps her fingers together in a wave as she imagines the woman Thomas could become. After thinking for a few minutes, she tells me exactly what she wants.

“Your wish is my command, my child.”

“This is amazing, Mx. River. Thank you,” she says. We hug and chat a while longer about her marriage. She expresses how things have flatlined in the bedroom. How they are always fighting. A conversation leads to a fight ninety percent of the time. Grace wants the romance back from the beginning of their marriage. She wants a husband who loves and appreciates her. One who doesn’t only see things through a lens of money.

“We will do what it takes, Grace,” I say.

We laugh together. The door opens, so I disappear from vision. Thomas’ presence takes up the room. He throws up his arms. He apologizes through a grumbling of words. Grace turns on the television while sipping her wine. Thomas disappears to take a shower. They eat microwave dinners in silence when he gets out. Everything will change in the morning.


Chapter Three

You are waking up after a tense night, and all you feel is pleasure. There’s something happening to your body that you’ve never felt before. Part of you thinks it is a dream, lingering in that half state between sleeping and alertness. Your back arches as your center burns with passion.

A giggle throws you off and brings you to reality. When you realize you have the same mind but a new body, you scream. The giggling continues. It drops into a hardy laugh. Grace throws the cover from her body. She is wearing nothing but a bra and panties. Her stomach as flat as ever. You are a little more plump around the edges. Frowning, you pinch your sides. Don’t worry, Thomas, there are men who enjoy a little extra.

“Morning, Amanda,” says Grace as though your new body is no surprise. You can’t believe she isn’t reacting violently to your new figure.

“Amanda? Who is Amanda?” you ask.

“You, my love,” says Grace.

I won’t reveal myself to you. No, not yet.

“What? How did this happen?”

Grace shrugs, which makes you angry, but you can’t lose your cool. You’re afraid. You want to react, but you’re unsure of how much power Grace might have over the situation. Grace wipes her wet lips while smiling at your confused face. You want to scream. You want to rip the breasts from your chest. How did they get there? You look down, your body still hairy, and you have an instant urge to shave. No woman should have this much hair on her legs.

A fog of pressure moves into your horizon as you realize how much work you would have to do to make yourself reach the standards of grooming you’ve held for your wife.

“What’s wrong, Thomas?” asks Grace.

“I thought my name was Amanda,” you grumble. It’s a joy to watch your pain. To watch you feel out of control for the first time in your life. Grace seems to enjoy it too, doesn’t she?

“It is. Don’t worry, there’s a way to change you back. Trust me. I wouldn’t have done this if there wasn’t,” says Grace.

“You knew about it?” you ask.

Grace nods. You open your mouth. Explosive words are on your mind, but you let them fade to the background. There’s no use blowing up when Grace has control over your gender. All you can do is ask her, “why did you do it?”

“I want you to see what it’s like being me. Just for today, Thomas. We can do tomorrow too, if you want, but at least today. Can you do that for me?”

You nod. You love Grace, despite everything you say. She is the woman you want to grow old with because she knows everything about you. She has coffee ready for you in the morning. She washes your clothes and folds them the way you like. Why would you give Grace up over such a unique experience? An experience that men of all sexualities dream of having—living as a woman.

Embrace your new form. Amanda is here to stay, at least for the day.

“I need to shave my legs. They’re horrible,” you say.

Grace looks through hooded eyes at your legs before running a hand up your thigh. Her touch brings a shiver to your body. You jump up and run to the shower. “Can I borrow your razor?”

Grace gets her bag of supplies. She watches, perched on the counter, as you shave the hair from your legs. Steam rolls up from the shower pan. The hair is like a thick wet towel. At least they aren’t your drains. The hairlessness beyond your legs is a surprise. You have to shave under your armpits, but the hair around your pussy lips is rather enjoyable. You’ve always liked a woman with a bush.

“Would you like me to shape it for you?” asks Grace. “The skin is sensitive.”

“Please,” you say and pass her the razor. Grace takes her time shaping your pubic hair, making it as gorgeous as she can. Perfect for a thong. She doesn’t miss the chance to lick your pussy lips before shaping her mouth as an ‘o’ around your clitoris. As the sensations run through your body, you regret not performing more oral for Grace in your relationship. She’s loosening everything that was tight. The worries of home wash away with Grace’s touch.

“I have some outfits for you. Dry off, and don’t forget to moisturize your skin or you’ll get razor bumps,” says Grace. She glances at her bag of beauty products.

You nod, taking in your new reality. Part of you loves the new body, but the other half hates that losing control has come so easily. It takes nothing to accept a new reality when the receiver has no power. You run the towel along your slender body—not as thin as Grace’s—wondering how your body changed overnight without you feeling it.

Rubbing lotion into your skin, the thoughts fade to the background. Your fingers move to your moist entrance. Your penis is nothing but a memory. In the back of your mind, the smallest of thoughts takes root.

How would it feel to get fucked?

You shake off the thought, even though it lingers like the smoke of a cigarette. You move your fingers, and the sensations fade. Grace returns with a set of her lingerie you’ve seen her wear before, but your bodies are two different shapes. Two sizes.

“Here,” she says, passing you the bra and thong. You always push Grace to wear thongs, something you are now regretting as your run your fingers along the thin fabric. The lace is thin and won’t hide anything, something else you often request. Grace stands over your naked body as you perch on the tub. “Don’t worry, sweetie. We’ll buy you a new pair. I was thinking we should take the train into the city.”

“You want me to go in public like this?”

“Nobody will know the difference. That’s the entire point of today. You need to experience life as a woman.”

“Can’t we just enjoy the lake like we planned? The town here is adorable,” you say, wondering when the word ‘adorable’ slipped into your vocabulary.

Grace shakes her head. She folds her arms over her chest. She’s over playing games with you, can’t you tell?

Emotions erupt as you slip into the thong that doesn’t fit. “Can’t I go command?”

Grace looks at you with a disgusted expression. “Ladies wear underwear, dear. Wouldn’t you expect me to wear a thong with a skirt this short?” she asks and holds up a skirt she had kept out of view.

You swallow, but part of you wants to see how sexy your shaved legs would look in it. Grace helps you put on the bra. Your breasts are a little too small for it. At least your ass is rounder than Grace’s, you think, comparing your body to hers. Some men like breasts. Others like asses. You have always been a breast guy yourself.

“You should wear this short-sleeve blouse,” says Grace, handing you a red top that isn’t quite opaque. It doesn’t show much but gives enough to catch the eye. Grace is wearing a long dress with her hair down and flip-flops. Grace never wears flip-flops because you always make her wear heels. You swallow as you realize what will probably come next.

Grace watches you before speaking, “we’ll buy heels in the city. I see you looking at our feet.”

“I don’t know how to walk in them.”

Grace shrugs. She doesn’t much care about whether or not you can walk in heels. Today is about learning. Understanding. “Would you like to see your ID?”

You nod. She hands you the driver’s license, and you gasp. It isn’t possible. “How?”

“Enjoy the day, Amanda. You’ll find out everything you need to know later,” she says.

“So, we’re going to the city?”

“Yeah. We’ll spend the day like girlfriends. We can come back here and watch the sunset on the water like we had planned yesterday,” she says.

“Okay.”


Chapter Four

Grace watches out the window as they ride into the city on the train. More and more buildings pop up as they get closer to downtown Chicago. Grace appreciates that they canceled their day on the lake for a day of pampering in the city. Grace has tons saved since Thomas—you—insists on flexing his financial muscle and paying for everything. She isn’t one to complain, but Grace can’t wait to show Miss. Amanda—you—how she can stand on her own two feet.

“How do you feel?” Grace asks. She is sitting by the window. You are sitting in the aisle seat.

“I’m fine,” you say, glancing at the floor as a man passes to wait by the door. You lift your eyes. There is a longing in them as you stare at the man standing a few feet from you.

Grace places her hand on yours. “Do you miss being a man?”

You fold your lips, shaking your head. Grace watches as your face crumbles. You wipe a tear from your eye and fan your face.

“It’s only for a day or two,” Grace says.

You take a deep breath, watching the man as he gets off the train.

The feeling of the city differs greatly from the town by the lake. There are people everywhere. Grace takes a deep breath, feeling delighted that she is in charge of the day for once. Thomas would have never come to the city. You would never have come if you had your wallet and money. How does it feel to have your wife in control?

Grace takes your hand and pulls you down the sidewalk. You pass famous skyscrapers. You look uncertain, but a makeover would do wonders. The thong is riding up your ass as Grace rushes you. Her hair is beating against her shoulders. You love when she wears it down.

“Don’t worry, Amanda. You’re in good hands,” she says.

Grace opens the door to a lingerie store she found on her phone, and you both step inside. The young woman working greets you two with a friendly smile. Grace does the talking, explaining that your luggage got lost, so you are wearing her lingerie, which doesn’t fit. The young woman comments about how your skin lumps together with the pressure of the thong. Your face turns bright red as Grace and the young attendant talk about your body as though you aren’t there. As though you’re nothing more than a model getting ready for the runway.

The young woman disappears after taking measurements, and you turn to Grace. Rage is burning within you as you part your lips to speak. “How could you humiliate me like that?”

“Excuse me?” snaps Grace. “Think back to all the cocktail parties we have been to for your business. All those distributors who you suck up to by showing me off like some trophy. Can’t you remember?”

You hate that you need a new thong because the one you’re wearing feels like skin stuck on ice.

“Can’t you remember?”

“Yes,” you mumble.

Grace’s eyelids flutter like the wings of a butterfly. She turns away from you before saying, “now you’re getting heels before the haircut.”

Your feet ache before you even get the heels. The more you talk, the higher the shoe will be, so you shut your mouth and wait for the woman to return with lingerie she thinks will fit your body better, glowing as though she didn’t cut you with her words mere seconds ago. Little do you know the ways of women, my child. They build each other up before tearing them down.

Grace pays for the woman’s recommendations using a credit card you’ve never seen before. She lets you take it from her hand after the attendant swipes it, and you read her name across the bottom. There’s so much you don’t know about your wife. When do you ever ask her questions about herself? The questions you ask are about food, laundry, bills, and other household chores. The realization of your neglect burns.

Suddenly, you want to ask Grace an endless list of questions. You want to tell her everything you’re experiencing. You want to share your soul, your world with her. Grace tells you to change into the new lingerie, and it fits your body like a glove. You can’t help but stare at your feminine body in the mirror. You have a pear shape. The roundness of your ass gives you pause. The short skirt leaves little to the imagination.

The clerk waves at you two as you blend back into the crowds of the city. Grace holds your hand, taking the lead. After walking several blocks, Grace gestures to a shoe store.

“Do I have to?” you ask, but you already know the answer. Grace doesn’t even bother telling you ‘yes’.

She picks out a respectable two-inch heel for you. She doesn’t want you to fall, but even the short heel does wonders for your legs. You practice walking in the store and don’t find it as hard as you would have thought with a little guidance from Grace.

“You’re killing it, Amanda!”

You snap your fingers and do a little spin. A man is staring at you from across the room when you come to a stop. He’s holding a sneaker at an angle that makes the muscles in his arm bulge. You are surprised at what the sight of a strong man does, making you warm inside.

Grace follows your line of vision and notices the muscular man right away. She smiles and moves to a position to lean on your shoulder. Her movement catches the man, who looks guilty, but Grace shows nothing but warmth on her face. Your face shows shock and horror. Grace whispers, “you think he’s hot, don’t you?”

You bite your lip, hating that the answer to Grace’s question is ‘yes’. “I want a three-inch heel. These are easier than I thought,” you say.

Grace finds you a stiletto to match your skirt. They sell stockings. Grace buys you a pair. You put on the stockings and stilettos before heading to the hair salon.

You’re amazed how Grace put together this day in such a short amount of time and in awe of how much you’re enjoying yourself. More and more men are looking at you now that you have the stilettos, but your hair and makeup needs help. You keep your head bent so people only see the good parts as you all walk.

“Shit, the stylist I talked to just said she has an emergency,” says Grace.

“Where’s the salon?”

“Around the corner,” she says, but your feet are starting to hurt. Walking on the sidewalk is much different from the hardwoods of the shoe store.

“Fuck,” you say. Your feet are burning. The shoes are pinching your toes. All you want to do is sit down and take off the damn shoes. Grace normally wears stilettos day and night. How could you have been such an asshole making her wear these damn shoes everywhere? “My feet are killing me.”

Grace types on her phone. She makes a few phone calls as you switch feet, trying to ease the pain any way you can. She confirms an appointment with a different stylist, but the salon is across town. “Let’s get some cash from that ATM, and we’ll take a taxi.”

You two cross the street to the ATM. Grace uses a debit card you’ve never seen to withdraw two hundred dollars. Grace hails a taxi to take across the city, but the traffic is horrid. You hate the city because of it, but Grace distract you with her beauty. The driver is not your type, to say the least. Nothing like the man from the shoe store.

“Ready to complete your look?” asks Grace.

“Yes. Too bad the other stylist had an emergency.”

“I hope she’s okay.”

“Me too. How many hours a week do you spend on maintaining your image?”

“Too many to count,” Grace says with a light chuckle. “Welcome to womanhood. We’re spending an entire day just to look decent for one week. Within two, you’ll be wanting another haircut and a pair of shoes. If only you could see how you used to look at me when I wore the same outfit too close together.”

The taxi driver makes a curious face. You can see him from where you’re sitting, but what does he know? You narrow your eyes, and he focuses on the inching traffic. “I shouldn’t have treated you like that. Why didn’t you complain?”

“Really, Amanda? You don’t remember what you used to do if I even—”

You put up your hand. “No, I know. I was wrong for telling you I could find another woman. I was trying to hurt your feelings. Sometimes it is easier to put someone down than to lift them up.”

“I know. It’s okay,” says Grace. You want to apologize for everything you’ve done. For all the womanizing. For all the misogynistic behavior.

You shake your head. “I was such a misogynist.”

Grace pats your hand, telling you to stop without words. The taxi driver is a bit too curious about your conversation, and you have almost arrived to the destination. Grace turns her cell phone to show the map. There is less than a mile between you two and the hair salon, and the traffic is moving at a much better speed.

The salon is in a strip mall, but there are expensive cars in the parking lot. You don’t know the city too well but know it’s an affluent neighborhood. There is a nail shop next door to the salon which Grace points out. For what it’s worth, you love pampering yourself. You don’t hate spending the day as a woman, as long as it’s just for twenty-four hours.

Two stylists take you and Grace to the shampoo station after locking away your purses. The feeling of fingers massaging your scalp is otherworldly. Pleasure takes over as the stylist rinses away the shampoo with warm water. Grace reaches out to take your hand, and you squeeze hers.

Grace has always been your best friend, but you’ve never understood her like you will after today. The next hour, you and Grace have your hair cut and styled. The women do your makeup too, which has you feeling fabulous and thinking about taking a hunky man. There are a few magazines within your line of sight, and the men on the covers make you squeeze your thighs together. You wonder how many times Grace has wanted another man.

“What kind of guys do you like?” you ask.

Grace moves in her seat. She shrugs after a few awkward beats of silence pass. “I don’t know. Thomas has always been sexy in my eyes. Fit men. Plump butts, like yours,” Grace says and winks.

You blush, understanding now why you had smaller breasts and a bigger ass. Grace must have had input in your womanly design. She has dropped hints throughout the day that something magical was at work, but you don’t want to think about the logistics too much. You would rather have more guys like the one from the shoe store pay attention to you.

Grace pays the stylists much more than you could have ever imagined they would charge. You tell her to use the credit card with the family account, but she refuses. Today is about her treating you. About you realizing how little you recognize her when you don’t want to use her for pussy.

Two handsome men walk out of the sushi restaurant at the end of the strip mall, and you know they’re straight when they can’t take their eyes off of you and Grace. They glance at Grace, but their eyes are focused on you. You throw your hair back, exposing your nape. The one guy slaps his friend on the shoulder. Grace laughs. “How bad do you want a guy?”

You can’t even begin to explain to Grace how you want to drop to your hands and knees and have those guys split roast you, but they are gone just as quick as they came. Grace pulls you toward the door of the nail salon, “come on. It’s the last thing we have to do before my special surprise.”

“Surprise? Isn’t this enough of one?”

“Get over it, Amanda! Loosen up for the day! It’s vacation!”


Chapter Five

“Where are we going?” you whine. You drove across town after having your nails done.

Grace is leaning into a taxicab, paying the driver. His name is RJ. He is cute, so she’s giving him some extra attention. A peek of her cleavage. Part of you wants to watch from a corner as Grace takes a man like RJ. Observe as his dick splits her in two. RJ gives Grace his number, and she waves as he drives away. She wipes the wetness from her lips. You’re jealous but not as intensely as Thomas would have been. It’s softer, the jealousy.

“You’ll find out in just a second. Follow me,” she says.

As you walk in the stilettos and a short skirt, men are checking you out from every direction. Most of them you wouldn’t dare consider giving your body too, but others make you want to drop to your knees behind a dumpster of the nearest fast-food restaurant.

Grace leads the way to a nondescript building. You are too busy staring at a handsome mailman to read the sign. You love how his shorts show his thigh muscles. With lingering eyes, you will him to glance your way before the door closes, but he’s too focused on his job.

“There are plenty of cute guys in the world. Don’t worry,” Grace says before pulling you to the elevator. You hate that she can basically read your thoughts.

“You know nothing.”

“Oh please, Amanda. You were staring at that mailman for like two blocks. Just because you got your hair done doesn’t mean every guy will notice you.”

Her words crush your heart. How could they not all stop to give you a double take after all the work you’ve done? Just when you are feeling a darkness muddle your mind, the man sharing the elevator with you ‘accidentally’ brushes his hand against your ass when he gets off the floor before yours. You want to scream at him for touching your ass but it would be a lie. The elevator doors close, and you say nothing.

You two get off at the next floor, and a photography studio greets you. “Why are we here?”

“To take photos. You’ll want to remember today for the rest of your life.”

You turn to leave, but Grace grabs your shoulder, shaking her head. There is nowhere for you to run. What harm can a photo do? If anything happens, you could always lie to someone. Grace opens the door, and you step inside. A young man greets you. He is much too thin. His voice too high. There’s nothing wrong with him, but you don’t find him attractive. You want a man who could pin you down and use you like a blowup doll.

“Hey, Philip. We talked on the phone.”

“Right! I have some outfits picked out for you in the dressing room. Looks like this one is ready to go, or did you want to wear something different?”

You shake your head. Grace goes to the changing room, and you flip through a magazine. The male models have you wishing Grace would hurry. Their muscles glisten. Computers have erased all their blemishes. They look like gods compared to even the most attractive men on the street. You place the magazine back on the table before taking off your heels to rub your swelling feet.

Philip returns with a stunning Grace. She’s wearing a violet tent dress and yellow heels with a strap. She has on a simple diamond necklace. She went from casual to elegant in minutes with just a simple change of clothes. You are jealous of her look, but Philip promises you can change before the end. He has a white dress hanging up he thinks would be perfect on your body.

You and Grace take several photos together, not resisting the urge to kiss. Her tongue is warm against yours as the studio disappears behind you. Nothing but the click of a camera. Grace’s fingers work their way into your hair. Her breath escapes in a pant. You touch her breasts, and she responds by gripping your ass.

“Yes, fuck that’s sexy!” screams Philip, breaking the spell. He protests, but you two are laughing. The moment is over, and a serious photo shoot takes its place.

You change while Philip takes solo shots of Grace. The white fabric clings to your body, making your ass look much more voluptuous than it did in the skirt. You hear Grace’s heels as she poses for Philip while you stare at yourself in the mirror.

“Can I wear that diamond when you finish?” you ask as you step into Grace’s line of vision. Grace runs over to you when she catches your eye, giving you the diamond necklace.

“You’re gorgeous, Amanda. Doesn’t she look amazing in this white dress?”

“Outstanding,” he says waving you over for the photo. “Should we use a fan? I have a bubble gun too.”

“What do you want?”

“Can we do both?” you ask.

“I want the bubbles before you start,” says Grace.

Philip goes for the equipment to add a little extra to the photo shoot. He can make the background whatever he wants in editing, but props can add a little extra. Grace takes several more photos, striking seductive poses as bubbles pass by her.

You take her place, and Grace adjusts the fan for your height. Philip directs you, and you’ve never felt sexier in your life as he snaps the camera. As you run your hands along your abdomen and legs. As you lift your hair and let it fall back onto your shoulders. The heels. The dress. The men that were looking at you. When you were Thomas, you never got this much attention. You never felt this sexy.

Grace falls into you when Philip stops. “You are the hottest woman I’ve ever met.”

“Thanks,” you say.

“Philip, can we get the photos today?”

“Yeah, come back in a couple hours.”

Grace talks to Philip about the restaurants around the neighborhood as you change back into your skirt and blouse. She already changed. Grace gets a taxi on her phone, and it is there within a few minutes. You two are disappointed when the driver is an older woman. She’s very nice, but you and Grace swooned over RJ, the taxi driver that Grace flirted with, as the woman drives you to a restaurant Philip recommended.

You and Grace comment on men as you eat. Celebrities and the ones in the restaurant. You’re two girlfriends having the day of your lives, joy and brightness surrounding your table.

Grace places the fork on her salad plate. She stares at you, making you feel insecure. “What’s wrong?”

“Nothing is wrong. I never imagined I could enjoy a day with you like this. Do you think you could ever get a pedicure or go to the spa together when you change back?”

You haven’t been thinking about changing back in a few hours, so the question catches you off guard. You went from panicking about being a woman to obsessing over getting a man to touch you. How have the prospects changed so fast? Watching you is such a treat, my sweetness. You’re learning much better than most. I can’t wait to introduce myself to you, Amanda. Thomas. My child.

“I hope so,” you say, not wanting to lose all of your feminine touches if you transform back to a man, but you fear they will disappear just as easily as they came.

“Let’s go grab those pictures. I have one more surprise before we go back to the cabin,” Grace says as she waves down the waiter for your bill.


Chapter Six

The car beeps as Grace locks the door. After a day in the city, the cabin looks like a stranger on the lake. The sun is behind it and reflecting gorgeous colors on the water. It must look amazing from the Michigan side. Grace looks over her shoulder, calling for you to hurry along because there is someone she wants you to meet. Me. I hope you’re ready, Miss. Amanda, because you have a decision to make.

“Who could we possibly meet now?”

“The person that gave you this gift,” she says.

You understand what Grace is saying. Part of you is already forgetting what life was like as Thomas. You don’t know if you ever want this existence of Amanda to end, as long as Grace stays with you. She is your rock. With her in control, you feel lighter than water passing through spread fingers.

Grace opens the door, and you two step inside. I am watching, as I have been all day, in my invisible form. Grace takes a bottle of white wine from the fridge and pours a glass for each of you. She removes her bra, and you do the same, and nothing has ever felt better in your life. You and Grace laugh at the shared sense of relief.

I wonder what it’s like to have that connection with someone, but it isn’t our role in the universe to distract ourselves (zirselves) with romantic endeavors. How lucky you are, Miss. Amanda, to have a woman like Grace in your life.

“Mx. River, are you here?” asks Grace after you two have finished the first glass of wine.

I show myself, and you nearly faint, but Grace holds your shoulders and tells you it is okay. “But… but… who is she?” you ask.

Grace opens her mouth, but I put up my hand. “Although you may see me as a woman, which is fine, I do not have a gender. For that reason, my name is Mx. River.”

“What are you, Mx. River?” you ask. Your nervous face is the cutest thing I’ve seen in ages.

“I’m a fairy godparent who helps couples stay together,” I say. When you glance at Grace, she nods. “I started exploring your thoughts when you two first left for this trip, Amanda, back when you were still Thomas.”

“You’ve… been in my thoughts?”

“Only to review if the therapy is working. I don’t control your thoughts. I’m only here to observe, and I’m guessing the treatment has been effective?”

You shrug, but Grace and I know that you’ve loved your day as Amanda. I know you want to spend tomorrow as her too, but you’re the one that has to admit it.

“Did you do this to me, Grace? What the hell is happening here?” you ask as a mild panic sets in. “Turn me back right now!”

Grace’s jaw drops, as she has a surprise for you that she bought while you waited around the corner at a coffee shop, staring at guys with big arms. Drooling over them. Don’t you remember how you wanted more than one to use you in the bathroom? Where had those dirty thoughts come from?

“Is that what you want, Amanda?” I ask. I am sitting on the chair. You and Grace are on the sofa. I don’t drink wine, but thank you for offering. “Let’s get back to the question at hand, Amanda. You really want to go back to life as Thomas? Right now? My plan was to turn you back at midnight, but your wish is my command,” I say, lifting my hand. You do not understand my powers, so you drop to your knees and beg me to stop.

“No, not right now. Not at midnight. Can’t I have just another day?”

Your reaction brings a smile to my face. You may have another night as Amanda. You can have more than that, if you desire. “Sit down, Amanda. Let me tell you something.”

You nod and return to the sofa. Grace takes your hand in hers. I cross my legs before speaking, “Amanda, the choice is yours. You can stay Amanda as long as you like, but you can only turn back to Thomas once. I am only a call away, as I always have an eye on those I help.”

“We aren’t the only couple?”

I shake my head. “There are others, Amanda. But that doesn’t make you any less special. If you want to stay Amanda for the weekend, that is fine. I will leave a note at your home on how to call me.”

“I want to be Amanda for the weekend. Is that okay, Grace?”

Grace agrees to your decision.

“Thank you Mx. River for letting me experience life as a woman. It has been eye-opening.”

“Have you learned anything?”

“I have,” you say.

“Excellent. Look for my note at your home Monday morning,” I say and vanish to my invisible state. You and Grace marvel in the disappearance, already talking like I’m not here observing you all, which is better than not, but it’s difficult living as an invisible servant to love sometimes.

“Mx. River is gorgeous. Do you think she looks more like a man or a woman?” you ask.

“That’s a rude question. She looks like Mx. River.”

You hit Grace’s leg. “Come on, that doesn’t answer my question.”

“I don’t know,” she shrugs and stands to get the bottle of white wine from the kitchen counter. “It’s vacation. You’re Amanda. We have to enjoy this while it lasts, no matter what I think about Mx. River’s appearance.”

“What did you buy while I was waiting in the cafe?”

Instead of watching the sunset as planned, Grace stands and leads you to the bedroom.

♦

Grace pulls the long dress over her shoulders as you sit on the edge of the bed. She isn’t wearing a bra, and her dress falls to the floor. Her breasts have never looked more beautiful. Her hair is still fresh from the salon. Perfect makeup. Her thong barely covers her pussy lips, and you want a taste. Grace motions you with her finger, and you crawl across the floor.

Grace hasn’t taken off her heels. Your hand wraps around her ankle before slowing working its way up her leg. Grace moans at your touch. Your painted nails. Your thin wrists. You’ve touched these legs so many times but never from your current female perception. You throw your hair back, feeling your body react to the sensual sounds of Grace’s moans.

“Ready for the surprise?” asks Grace.

You nod while unbuttoning your translucent red blouse. Your center is throbbing like never before. Harder than your hardest of hard ons. Grace bends over seductively to dig through her bag. Her ass cheeks spread, revealing the thin fabric of her thong, as she shakes her ass in heels.

Grace stands, holding a long dildo. But there is something attached to it. It takes you a minute to realize it’s a strap-on, and Grace plans to use it on you. Your pussy is dripping, but your mind is screaming for you to run out the door. You’ve never been fucked. Grace hasn’t even dared to slip a finger into your ass, even though she asked once, and you had refused.

“What do you want to do with that?” you ask.

Grace narrows her eyes at your idiotic question. You know what is coming. How could you pass a day as a woman without getting fucked as you demanded of Grace? “Take off your skirt and stockings.”

You swallow, but there is no reason to argue. You want to feel a dick. Your pussy is a puddle for Grace. Part of you wishes it was the man from the shoe store, but you’re not disappointed about accepting the size of the strap Grace bought into your virgin hole.

“How do you expect that to fit in me?” you ask while pulling your skirt and tights to the floor. Your voice is sarcastic. Hungry. You’re pushing Grace, testing her. How far will she take you? How much does she want to tear you apart as you have done to her?

“Oh, it will fit in that slutty hole of yours. You’ve been nothing but a dirty whore all day, staring at every guy with muscles you saw.”

You touch yourself at her words, thinking of the countless hot guys you saw: RJ—the taxi driver Grace was flirting with, the guy from the shoe store, the mailman, the guys from the cafe, and so many others. Closing your eyes, you thought of them all taking you at the same time, standing in a line awaiting their turn. Your pussy dripping with their cum. What a little nymph you are, Amanda.

“You gonna fuck me like a big, strong man?” you ask, using the sluttiest voice you can muster. You love how high your voice is as Amanda. You could get men to pay you thousands just by talking dirty to them on the phone.

Grace tosses the strap. It lands in front of you. You take in its girth. The thickness that will stretch your hungry, virginal hole. You lick your fingers before running them along every inch of the dick. You wonder how deliciously unique all those dicks must have been on the guys you were lusting over throughout the day.

You and Grace are now naked, wearing nothing but heels. Grace stand above you. She places her hands on her hips. Her bush trimmed to perfection. You stare at the beauty of her pussy lips, hungry for a taste, yet not prepared for when Grace grabs the back of your head to use your mouth like a vibrator.

Grace holds your hair with a tight grip as her lips cover yours with their nectar. You lick Grace’s pussy and clit. You suck with care. When you take Grace to her edge, she’s stops you before cumming and makes you stand.

Grace takes your nipple in her mouth. She touches your body. You moan as she slips two fingers into your pussy. You are unprepared for when she fucks you with her fingers and rubs your clit simultaneously. When she whispers dirty words into your ear. How could getting fucked feel so good?

“Don’t cum yet, you slut,” says Grace, breaking your climax. It was as though you were climbing the hill of a roller coaster and the motor went out, sending you back to the start.

“I won’t,” you whisper. “What do you want me to do?”

“Get back down to your knees,” she says. “Put the strap on me so I can fuck that tight, little hole.”

“You wanna fuck me?” you ask, sinking to the floor. You grab the strap, but it’s complicated. It’s shaking in your unsteady hands. You’re nervous to disappoint Grace, but you say, “I don’t know how to do this.”

Grace snatches it from you, putting it on herself. She pulls you up and tosses your slender body onto the bed. She reaches between your legs, rubs her hand along your pussy, and uses the juices as lubrication for her strap. You lift your back, and Grace pushes you back down to the bed. “Don’t move,” she says.

Your heart is racing, but you don’t dare disobey Grace’s command. Grace uses her knees to spread your legs. She’s treating you like you used to do her. You grip the sheets as Grace enters your pussy from behind.

The pain is explosive. You scream, wiggling your hips. “Shut up, slut!”

You want to cry because you’ve said that to Grace. The pain is blinding. Grace smacks your ass, sinking deeper into you.

“Grace, please!”

“Take it, Amanda. You know you want this dick,” she says.

You do. You want her dick so bad, but you never expected it to feel like this. Grace slips out of you, flips you over, and connects her mouth to your throbbing pussy. Her tongue is like a warm bath compared to a cold river, but there is a part of you that wants the shock of the cold. The challenge of the pain. You want the fullness of Grace’s cock in your empty pussy.

Grace licks your hole until you’re begging her to fuck you again. She doesn’t hesitate to shove every inch of her dick deep into you. You arch you back, staring into Grace’s eyes as she fucks you. Her breasts bouncing. Her eyes cloudy.

What was once painful now feels euphoric. You and Grace moan. You both scream affirmations of pleasure. Neither of you care if the sound travels over the water to the other cabins through the open windows. Neither of you care about anything in the world but Grace’s dick fucking your pussy. Her mouth occasionally connecting with your nipple. Her tongue running along your neck. A cold stream of air hitting your ear.

Grace’s face changes. She reaches down, touching your clit with expert hands. You were nowhere near cumming a second ago, but now you need to explore. You’re seconds from the eruption.

“Fuck, what are you doing to me?” you ask as your eyes lose focus. They spin and sway. You’re blinded by a white flash, as though you were once chained and now free. Grace cums with you, but you are both in your own worlds as cum runs down your thigh.

Grace collapses atop your body. You kiss. She slips out of you. You’re empty but comfortable, like sitting by the fire before a dinner in winter. Buzzed. Warm. Relaxed.

“That was amazing,” you say.

Grace kisses you on the cheek and wraps her body around yours, the dildo resting on your thigh. You both close your eyes.


Chapter Seven

You wake up, and the daylight has vanished. Grace is lying next to you, looking like she went to the bathroom at some point because she is wearing cotton panties and a silk robe. Her chest rises and falls as she breathes.

Thinking it’s the middle of the night, you stumble to the kitchen for a glass of water after putting on cotton panties and a t-shirt. When you check your phone, you’re shocked to learn that only an hour had passed since you fell asleep after cumming the first time as a woman. The pleasure was so intense, you’re having second thoughts about ever going back to life as Thomas. Cumming as a man was like throwing a penny into a fountain. Cumming as a woman was being the gushing water of a fountain filling its pool.

You drink the water, wondering what you will do. You walk across the room and sit outside to stare at the lake. Time passes, you aren’t sure how long, as you drift from thought to thought, not really holding on to a single one for too long.

Grace opens the door, and you turn to her. She is radiant in her silk robe. Her messy hair. You feel like the luckiest woman in the world to have Grace as your wife. She sits next to you, taking your hand as her eyes shift from you to the water. “It’s gorgeous out here.”

“It is, but don’t we spend enough time at the lake?” you ask.

“You love coming here,” she says, shrugging. “I’ve gotten used to it.”

“I never listened to you, did I?”

Grace folds her lips. You can see the thoughts on her expression, but she says nothing.

“You deserve to have a partner that listens to you, Grace. I’m sorry for being so selfish. Even though you’ve had the lead today, you’ve still been selfless making sure I have an equally good time as you. There are lakes in Europe. There are lakes in South America. We can afford it, but I always told you no. Why didn’t—”

Grace strokes your arm and makes the ‘shh’ sound. “Don’t worry, Amanda. I haven’t been error-free in our relationship. Let’s look to the future, not the past. We had a good day today, didn’t we?”

“I want to go back to the city. Why does the weekend have to end? I still don’t know what I’ll do come Sunday night. Can I really continue as Amanda after this weekend?”

“That’s your decision. What’s this about going back to the city? It’s getting late,” Grace says and yawns. She finishes her glass of water, looking like she wants to return to the bed, but you want to live. You want to throw your arms in the air and have men buy you drinks.

“You always ask me to go dancing, and what do I tell you? No! But I’m done telling you ‘no’ about everything. Grace, let’s wear sexy dresses and go dancing!”

Grace groans. “I don’t know, Amanda.”

“I might be Thomas again on Monday. Tonight is Saturday. It’s our only chance. Give this to me, Grace. Give this to Amanda. Doesn’t she deserve to experience a night out as a woman?”

“You’re packing and driving. I’m not lifting a finger.”

“Can you book us a hotel?”

“Sure,” Grace says and goes to the kitchen for her phone. She stands against the counter typing on her phone as you go pack all the clothes and everything from the bathroom.

“Should we get ready here or there?” you holler.

“There,” says Grace. She tells you that she confirmed a hotel close to a club one of her friends back in your hometown raves about. You can’t wait to change into a fitted dress with heels to match. Perfume spritzed on your wrists. Accessories completing your look. You’re fantasizing when Grace appears behind you to tell you to hurry. “We don’t have all night. We’re leaving in five minutes, or I’m going back to sleep.”

You don’t want to miss your chance, so you rush to get out the door, dropping off the cabin keys at the office on your way. Before getting on the highway to the city, you stop at a gas station. Grace goes inside to buy coffee while you pump gas.

You both have more energy when you arrive at the hotel. You both drank your coffees, and Grace is ready to dance now that she has seen the city lights. The bellman loads your bags onto a cart. Another worker takes your car to park it, which costs an extra fee, but you don’t care.

The hotel staff is lovely, and you give everyone a tip for their help. When you and Grace are in the hotel, she is all over you, kissing you and telling you how great of an idea it was to come to the city.

“You’re so much more fun as Amanda.”

“Thanks. That coffee ran through me. I’m going to use the bathroom and shower,” you say. Grace nods, unpacking her suitcase. She lays a few dresses on the bed for your night out. When you sit on the toilet, the pee doesn’t feel right when it comes out. There is pain in your pelvic region. You brush it off when the discomfort subsides, but you make sure to wash your flower with plenty of soap.

You tell Grace about the strange pain when you get out the shower. There is nothing covering you but the towel wrapped around your body. Grace curses under her breath, but she doesn’t tell announce her suspicions. She calls room service for cranberry juice before taking a shower herself. When the juice arrives, you give the waiter a tip and drink the juice as Grace told you.

While waiting for Grace to exit the shower, you do your makeup in the mirror, copying what you had in the afternoon as best you can. Grace comes out the shower smelling like flowers and citrus. She didn’t wash her hair, so it still looks almost as good as it has all day.

Grace tells you she wants to wear the red dress. You have to choose between a white dress and a purple one. You choose purple because it looks good against the red of Grace’s dress. Plus you are more excited about the heels and accessories you can pair with the purple dress.

“Why did you order me cranberry juice?”

“You’re supposed to pee right after sex when you’re a woman. You might have a UTI.”

“What?!” you scream, hopping up from the bed, burning yourself on the neck with the curling iron you learned how to use today. You curse from the pain. “A urinary tract infection? I can’t go out with a UTI!”

“Come on, Amanda. You will live through it. We will take you to the doctor in the morning,” Grace says in a playful voice as though she isn’t taking you seriously. “Just drink lots of water and cranberry juice. No beer. You’ll be fine,” she says.

“Are you sure?”

“Yes. Now, hurry. The club might stay open late, but I’m not trying to be there all night,” Grace says, grabbing the red dress and heading to the bathroom. You groan at the pain; at the reality of having sex as a woman.

♦

The club is a blur of strobe lights, hot bodies, pinched toes, vodkas with cranberry juice, and an endless collection of phone numbers from sexy men. You and Grace are dancing now, kissing between the beats of a pop song.

“I can’t believe how many guys have been hitting on us,” you scream into Grace’s ear. She smiles and grabs your ass as she leans down to reply.

“Why wouldn’t they be when we look this sexy?”

You lift one shoulder, reminding yourself not to act so serious. This could all be over by Monday, so you close your eyes and ignore your throbbing feet as you dance to the music. Grace’s body is close to yours. Her drink spills on your arm, but you don’t mind.

You and Grace dance until your feet scream through the drunken fog. “Do your feet hurt?” you ask.

Grace nods and then holds up her heels. She took off her shoes and is standing on her toes. You shake your head and pull her to the door. No way are you taking off your shoes on this nasty floor. You two are in a cab and back to the hotel, but it’s all fuzzy. You’re drunk. You’re laughing. Even pushing the button in the elevator sends you and Grace into a fit.

You won’t remember it in the morning, but you and Grace dare each other to text the hottest guy—two guys in total—from the day to meet you two tomorrow. All you will remember is walking into the hotel building.


Chapter Eight

Shake. Shake. Shake.

“Time to wake up, sleepyhead,” you hear. It’s a distant voice, like an angel in a dream. You stir and turn to your other side, but the shaking begins again. A groan leaves your mouth, but consciousness fills you. Grace is inches from your face, as beautiful as ever. But as you become more aware of your surroundings, the pain in your pelvic region flares. You sit up, wondering what to do, when Grace hands you a glass of water. “I made a doctor’s appointment for you. Man, last night was fun,” she says. Her skin in glowing. You take the glass of water and chug its glory.

Last night was amazing, but you are hurting too much to care. You’ve never had this happen to you as a man. Grace has complained about UTIs once or twice, but you didn’t listen. You rise from the bed to get another glass of water. Grace shoves you towards the shower. When you glance at the clock, you can’t believe how early it is.

“Why did you wake me up this early? We got home like five hours ago,” you groan, but Grace brushes off your concern.

“Don’t complain, Amanda. We have to get you some medicine before your problem gets serious. Drinking cranberry juice all night might have helped a little, but it was mixed with vodka. Plus, you’re clearly in pain.”

You agree, clutching your stomach. As the fog of the night dissipates, a hint of pain replaces it. You take a shower and change into sweats and a t-shirt. You wear flats instead of heels. Your hair is pulled back into a ponytail as you don’t have the energy for anything else. Grace wears jeans and a blouse. You wonder how she had the energy to even rub foundation into her skin. She doesn’t judge you for dressing down.

The doctor’s office is quiet when you arrive. They check you in quickly, and you wait next to Grace on a chair from at least a decade ago. Images of all the different asses that must have graced the same chair as you pass through your mind. You tap your foot on the floor until Grace tells you to stop. You’re annoying her, but the thought of visiting the doctor as Amanda and not Thomas has you anxious.

“Amanda Wilson?” a woman in scrubs calls. You stand, and Grace goes with you. To the world, you are wife and wife. Mx. River put together all the proper documents, even if they are fake to the proper agencies. The nurse practitioner is kind to you and Grace. She doesn’t judge you as a couple. All Grace says to her is that you all fell asleep right after sex, and the nurse practitioner nods in understanding.

“This pill should help you feel better by the end of the day, but it’s important to keep your vagina clean before and after you have intercourse.”

Your cheeks redden, but you tell the woman you understand. She and Grace talk about the city as you process the doctor’s visit. As you process being treated as though you are one of the ladies and not a man temporarily in a woman’s body. You thank the nurse practitioner for her time and follow Grace out the door when you realize she’s leaving. You pay for the urgent care in cash to be safe.

“Feel better already,” you say. It is true. The pain hasn’t left, but there’s a placebo effect. “I could go for some breakfast.”

“There’s a coffee shop around the corner.”

You and Grace enjoy breakfast as you watch people in the city pass by, strolling along with no care in the world. Sundays always brings a sense of relaxation other days don’t, even though people certainly still go to work on Sunday—like the youthful man who prepares your coffee. He’s too skinny for you, but you wouldn’t mind seeing him naked. How big is here under that apron of his?

Grace is chewing on a piece of fruit when her phone vibrates. Her mouth drops open, and you raise your eyebrow. “What?”

“You’ll never believe who just texted me,” she says.

“Who?” you ask.

“RJ, the taxi driver.”

You cover your mouth and make an exclamation. “Why is he texting you? We didn’t give him your number.”

“I vaguely remember texting some guys when we got back to the hotel last night,” she says, then taps on her phone. “Shit. You messaged someone too. Fuck,” Grace says as her neck turns red. “We wrote some slutty stuff.”

“What did we say?” you ask in an exasperated voice.

“We told each guy we were having a girl’s weekend and wanted to have fun with them today. They both agreed to it last night! At like two-thirty in the morning! Men are such horny bastards,” she says. Thinking back, you would have agreed to a rendezvous with two sexy women, even if another guy was involved.

“Fuck. I can’t have sex with them in my condition.”

“Like you said, we might only have today with you as Amanda. Why shouldn’t we enjoy it? Your pussy isn’t the only hole you have,” Grace says.

You squeal and look around to make sure the other patrons didn’t hear her. “How could you say that, Grace?”

“Oh, come on. You know you want to. I’m texting your guy Xander from the club.”

You squeeze your thighs together as you remember Xander grinding against you on the dance floor. His erection pressing into you through the layers of fabric. You wanted him to take you right there in front of everyone. You watch Grace typing away on her phone, too confused to protest. She is right, you have more than your pussy to give.

“Xander says he is game. We need to get back to the hotel and add an extra night to our room.”

You throw back the rest of your coffee and follow Grace out the door and back to the hotel lobby where you pay for an extra day so they can’t kick you out before the guys arrive.

♦

“Why don’t you wear these today?” asks Grace, holding up a pair of heels she had sent to the hotel yesterday during your day of shopping. They are six inches with a thin platform. You see yourself falling down in those. The three-inch heels are hard enough.

“I don’t know,” you say, staring at the shoes with a concerned expression. “Don’t you think I’ll make a fool of myself?”

“The platform will support you. Why don’t you try them on before you say no?”

You take the heels from Grace. You both showered, and your UTI situation is becoming better, but you’re not risking it by getting fucked again. Grace wants you to take it up the ass, but you’ve only agreed to give blow jobs. She hasn’t pressed the issue for a few minutes. The guys will arrive in an hour, and the hotel should bring some food you ordered before then.

Stepping into the first heel, you feel on top of the world. When you put on the second, you’re amazed at how easy they are to walk in. They aren’t any more difficult than the three-inch heels, but they make you feel on top of the world. You have on your dress and makeup, so you strut up and down the room like a runway model. The hotel has laminate floors.

“Yes! Twirl,” says Grace as she puts on her stilettos that are white to match her white dress. You’re wearing a navy contoured dress with matching heels, twirling in circles as Grace cheers.

When you become dizzy, you stop to put on two small diamond earrings. Grace passes you the curling iron and takes the makeup bag. You two get ready as fast as you can, but there’s always something else to prepare. Grace is wearing crotchless panties, and you aren’t wearing any, so you clean yourself and then clean yourself again.

The lunch arrives; sandwiches and sides. You don’t plan on doing much eating. As the time ticks away, you become more nervous, knowing that two guys are about to arrive for sex—not sandwiches on a plastic platter. They want pussy, not bottled wine coolers.

Grace rubs your shoulders, easing the nerves. “Don’t worry. We have control over this situation. Did you decide about giving up your ass?”

“I don’t know.”

“We have plenty of condoms. You already cleaned yourself.”

“I know. I haven’t decided yet.”

“The guys will arrive in just a few minutes,” she says, but a knock comes at the door. “Or maybe they’ll arrive now. Put your pretty face on. This will be fun.”

Grace sashays across the room to the door, looking over her shoulder and winking before glancing into the peephole. When she opens the door, both of the men are standing outside. “We found each other in the lobby,” says RJ. Xander locks his eyes on you, and everything changes.


Chapter Nine

Xander and RJ step inside, but you only notice Xander. His tan skin. How his chest is larger than his stomach. You’re remembering how long his dick felt under his jeans. Much bigger than you were as Thomas. You want to take his dick, but you know having vaginal sex would be a mistake, so you’re warming up to anal. Or only your mouth. You aren’t sure.

“Did you two exchange names?” asks Grace.

They shake their heads, so she does it for them. You watch, part of you thinking they can see the man you were before, but all they see is a thin woman with a phat ass in platform heels. Diamond earrings in her ears. You watch as Grace talks to the men with ease, as though she has courted men before. The jealousy you feel is unspeakable, so you keep your mouth shut.

Xander steps forward, but Grace grabs his arm. “Not so fast,” she says. “Don’t you want a sandwich?”

RJ is already halfway through one triangle. He looks up, and you see why Grace thought he was the sexiest. His square jaw. The light stubble. His dark eyes that have lost all traces of innocence. He is waiting for the panties to drop, enjoying his sandwich until the moment arrived.

“I would rather have her,” he says, staring at you like a piece of meat. You’ve never felt so violated. It’s a conflicting feeling. The slut in you wants Xander to talk dirty. To tell you what to do. The other half questions if you should run out the door. That is until Xander lifts his shirt to reveal solid muscle. His abs are everything you dreamed of having when you were a man.

“Fuck, do you ever leave the gym?” asks Grace.

RJ takes off his shirt too. He’s more slender but has definition. Neither of them disappoint. Grace grabs wine coolers, passing them out to everyone. Xander takes his without taking his eyes off you. When he twists the top, you’re worried he will break the glass with his thick hands. You want those hands on your waist, fucking you in the pussy from behind. You stomp your foot on the laminate ‘hardwood’ floor, and everyone watches you. Grace comes over to whisper in your ear, “keep it together. Guys hate crazy.”

“I know,” you say in a hushed voice. “It’s just the stupid thing. I want some dick.” Your voice is a groan. Your center is burning for a rough session. Grace was amazing last night, but Xander is a different world. Xander chugs his wine cooler while you and Grace stand together. He comes over, and Grace doesn’t stop him when he takes you.

She goes over to RJ. They are kissing before you realize Xander has unzipped your dress. He turns you with a force you’ve never used on a woman, but the wetness it causes is undebatable. Your pussy is dripping, and there is no fabric to catch your nectar. Only the trimmed bush of hair. When Xander’s fingers run along your pussy lips, your body trembles. He slides a finger into you before you can protest. The pain is minimal compared to the pleasure.

Grace and RJ are busy on the couch in the corner. Xander pushes you to the bed, hiking your dress up your back. He slaps your ass and compliments your uncovered womanhood. When you hear his pants unbuckle, you flip yourself over and offer Xander your mouth, which he doesn’t refuse.

Xander drops his pants to the floor. He’s naked, hard, and leaking from his uncut shaft. With a gentle push, he lowers you to the ground. You fold your legs. Your knees press into the floor. Your heels jut out behind you. Xander slaps your face with his dick. Grace is moaning in the background, but you can’t see her with Xander’s manhood dangling in your face.

You wrap your hand around his shaft, but he pushes away your hand and tells you to open your mouth. Surprise fills you when he presses his dick into the back of your throat, making you choke. You breathe, but the choking continues until Xander commands you to breathe through your nose. Xander holds your cheeks and fucks your face.

You grip his thighs as he works your mouth, fucking it as though it were a pussy. You choke a few times, but having a man handle you like this makes you touch yourself. Rubbing your clit doesn’t hurt, and you could cum in a second. Xander pulls you up and throws you against the bed. Grace comes to your rescue.

“She can’t get fucked today. Her pussy is too sensitive after I tore it up last night,” says Grace. The men laugh. RJ yanks off his condom and tosses it to the floor. Grace is whispering something you can’t hear into his ear. RJ walks over to you. He pulls you up and guides you to the sofa, lowering you to your back. He positions you so that your head is dangling off the edge. Xander is rolling a condom onto his dick.

RJ’s dick lowers to your parted lips. You hear Grace let out a light moan. You hear Xander’s pelvis crashing into hers. RJ thrusts his shaft into your mouth, and you love how it slides much easier into your throat than Xander’s did. He’s fucking you with all his force, and you take him, only gagging because RJ seems to love the sound of your struggle.

You have your dressed hiked up, and your touching your pussy, dying for a release. RJ pulls out of your mouth and then meets his lips with yours. You can’t count to five before you’re transported to a glorious place, cumming as RJ draws circles around your clit with his tongue, heightening the sensation to a toe-curling, back-breaking level.

“Fuck, why can’t I fuck that tight cunt of yours?”

“Come over here, RJ, you can have mine,” says Grace.

RJ growls, shaking his head. “Nah, I want this beauty,” he says, cupping his hands around your pussy.

Xander falls out of Grace, tugging off his condom. Grace, naked, walks over to you two. “Well, she can’t have her pussy fucked, but she cleaned her other hole for you gentlemen. Didn’t she?” asks Grace, looking you in the eyes. You’re spent from the orgasm, but you could go again staring at their naked bodies.

“Fuck, give me that ass pussy, baby,” says RJ.

“I’ll take a turn,” Xander adds.

Grace lifts her eyebrow, signaling that the choice is yours.

♦

Grace closes the door after the guys leave. You follow her to the bathroom. The first thing she does is sit on the toilet to pee. The stream of urine makes a sound that echoes off the walls.

“You were amazing, Amanda,” she says, taking your hand. “Turn on the shower for us.”

You do as she says, making sure the water isn’t too hot. Grace stands, flushing the toilet, and you two wait for the water to turn back to its normal temperature. Grace kisses you on your shoulder blade as you wait.

“I love your feminine body,” she says.

“I do too,” you say, not sure how you will proceed with your life.

“Whatever you do… whatever you choose… you know I’ll always love you, right?”

You squeeze Grace. “I know, Grace. Thank you.”

Grace takes your hand, steps in the shower, and you wash each other with a bar of soap.


A Note to Amanda/Thomas

I walk into the grand office building we fairies use. A fellow fairy, Mx. Secretary, is sitting at the front desk reading a book. Ze hands me a message that Mx. Majesty, our leader, left reminding me to finish my report on the Wilsons. Mx. Secretary returns zir attention to the computer screen, acting like I was no longer there. I continue to my desk to write the letter for Miss. Amanda.

Dear Amanda/Thomas,

This journey may have begun as a surprise, but you grew like a weed in spring. You are not the same person now as you were before this weekend, are you Amanda?

Thomas may still live within you, but you’re allowed to live as Amanda as long as you want, even if that lasts forever. I’m leaving this note on your nightstand to remind you that you can only live as Amanda once. It’s an experience you’ll never forget if you return to life as Thomas, but this isn’t a light switch.

Think hard, Amanda. If you and Grace are happier now, staying as Amanda could work out in the long run. If you would rather return to life as Thomas and have this weekend as a memory, that’s an option too.

Whenever you decide, Amanda, I’m only a call away. Say my name loud enough, and I’ll hear you. Just remember, my darling: the longer you wait, the harder it gets.

Best wishes,

Mx. River


Thank You for Reading

I hope you enjoyed Weekend Woman. Please remember that this is a fictional story and to take care of your body as the temple it is. Drinking with a UTI, even if it is cranberry juice with vodka, probably isn’t the wisest move. However, we all make some poor decisions in life—especially to have a good time, including Amanda/Thomas.

More books…

Explore my Amazon page for other steamy reads. Join the mailing list to get updates about new releases and discounts as they happen. Please consider leaving a review or rating if you loved the story. I cherish you for reading.

Links below ↓↓

Stay Connected ♥

Clover Cox Mailing List

Amazon Page: amazon.com/author/clovercox

Goodreads Profile

Website: clovercox.com
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